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Velva Linda’s

Double Life

by Dulci Daily

Chapter 1
Pete Stigmire�s smile was more than usually mis-chievous tonight, as he gazed over his glass of creamsherry at Velva Linda Buenazno, sitting next to himon the love seat in her apartment. She was still fullyclothed, in her stunning, semi-sheer, bright redblouse that distinctly displayed her skimpy, lacywhite bra beneath, her short dark brown skirt thatpassed for professional attire while showing off morethan a little of her plump, pretty thighs, and hermatching dark brown low-heeled pumps. None ofthese articles of clothing, she felt sure, would long re-main where they were.
Velva Linda gazed back at Pete, at his too-familiarblond hair, his sparkling blue eyes, his strong-look-ing, jutting chin, and his mighty manly body that hadunited so often with her own. She knew they were go-

Page - 1

RELUCTANT PRESS



ing to make love again�at least, she desperately in-sisted on calling it �making love,� though Pete didnot�but Pete seemed to have something else on hismind as well. Too soon Velva Linda found out what itwas.
�Babe,� Pete said, �I think it�s time for a break.�Pete almost always called Velva Linda �Babe.� Shewas, she knew, an outstandingly cute, discreetlyhot-looking �babe� in the view of many men, but onlyPete was allowed to address her as �Babe.� Only Peteknew her weakness; only he, at least for the last fewyears, had seen and felt her secret. Only Pete was theman she was desperate to marry, if ever shecould�and only Pete knew it, all too well.
�What do you mean�a break?� Velva Linda asked.She took a sip from her own glass of wine and swal-lowed it quickly, trying to ensure she wouldn�t chokewhen she found out what Pete meant. Did he want tobreak up with her, to dump her, after all she haddone for him, and all he knew she could still do forhim? Impossible�and yet what else could hemean?
�I need a new challenge,� Pete informed her. �Thisis getting a little old, a little stale. You know what Imean?�
�No, I don�t know what you mean,� Velva Linda re-torted hotly at once. �We�ve been having a�a verygood relationship. I don�t see any reason why wecouldn�t stay together for a long time.�
�We�ll get back together, all right,� Pete assuredher. �But first I need you to help me climb Mount Ev-erest.�
Velva Linda stared, then laughed. �No way,� shesaid. �I won�t even help you climb MountQuoheemish, and that�s less than half as high asMount Everest, plus it�s a whole lot closer to here. I�mnot a mountain climber, or a skier either. You knowthat.�
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�It�s a figure of speech,� Pete said. �I�m not talkingabout literally climbing a mountain. I�m talkingabout seducing a Catholic virgin.�
I should have known itwould be something like that,Velva Linda thought. Pete had been almost obsessedwith the notion of seducing Catholic virgins when heand Velva Linda were attending St. Ives Law Schoolin Appledale together. He hadn�t actually minded toomuch that Velva Linda herself wasn�t a virgin, andhad a four-inch secret under her skirt that ordinaryyoung ladies didn�t have�but still, if he ever thoughthe saw any chance of seducing a Catholic virgin, thathad to take first priority. Once he even complained toVelva Linda that too many females around St. Iveswere easy pickings�he had anticipated more of achallenge in seducing women at a Catholic institu-tion, and he was sorely disappointed!
Velva Linda bit her lip to try to keep back her tears.It didn�t work. She wished Pete would be faithful toher, but she knew he wouldn�t. Even if they were evermarried, she was pretty sure Pete would cheat onher, although she wouldn�t cheat on him. Sometimesshe felt like cursing her weakness for Pete. Shecouldn�t really curse it, though, and she couldn�tleave him to await some man as yet unknown.
�What about me?� she said with a pouty, saucysmile, even while failing to keep back the tears. �I�m aCatholic. Aren�t I good enough for you?�
Pete laughed. �You�re a bad Catholic,� he said. �Areally bad Catholic. I�m talking about a good Catho-lic. The girl I�m thinking of goes to Mass every day,and she�s unquestionably a virgin�but I can tellshe�s repressing some pretty strong feelings, and I�vejust got to help her break free.�
You mean you�ve just got to screwher and dump herin the trash! Velva Linda could feel her face flushingwith hot anger at the thought�not least because ofher almost constant fear that Pete would dump her inthe trash. She wondered how Pete wanted her to
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help. She wondered, too, whether she might be ableto derail Pete�s scheme, discreetly and secretly, if shepretended to be helping him carry it out.
�How do you want me to help you?� she asked.
�Get to know this girl,� Pete said. �Pretend you�re arepentant sinner, who needs a good Catholic friendlike her. Get her to trust you�and get her to trustme, your non-Catholic friend who�s now seriouslyconsidering whether to become a Catholic.�
Pete grinned. Velva Linda did not. She frownedand turned away. �What�s in it for me?� she asked.
�Well, this, for one thing,� Pete said. Velva Lindaheard him softly putting his wine glass down on thecoffee table. Then she felt his arms reaching aroundher from behind, and his hands caressing herbreasts through her blouse and her bra. Sheclutched his hands, thinking of trying to pull themaway, but she just couldn�t. Her weakness for himwas too strong. She only succeeded in pressing hishands firmly against her breasts.
�Babe, you�re my one and only,� Pete assured her,kissing her on the neck and stroking her small butdelectable breasts. �Don�t begrudge me a quick flingor two. It only helps me return to you refreshed.�
Velva Linda sighed. �Well, if you�re sure,� she mur-mured. �Show me I�m your one and only.�
�Gladly.� Pete unbuttoned her blouse, undid herfront-hook bra, and caressed her bare, delicatelyhormone-enhanced breasts. Her dark, pointy nippleswere hard, and so was her four-inch secret beneathher skirt. Her breathing was already heavy with de-sire.
�Oh, Pete, I love you,� Velva Linda moaned, pullingone of his hands down to touch her secret throughher skirt. She turned her head far around to kiss Peteon the mouth. He reached beneath her skirt to strokeher secret through her panties. Her broad, girlish
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hips were moving in rhythm with his hand as hestroked her secret.
�Make love with me, Pete. Please. Now,� VelvaLinda begged. Pete eagerly complied. They stood fac-ing each other and embracing. She could feel Pete�slong, hard penis through his trousers. Pete strippedoff her blouse and bra; then he pulled down her skirtand panties at once, revealing her short, stout,throbbing secret with its swollen purple plum, andher balls bulging beneath it. She pressed her secretand her balls down into hiding between her legs,making her look fully like a woman from the front.
Rapidly. Pete stripped and embraced her in thenude, clasping her womanly buttocks hard, thenreaching back beneath them to caress Velva Linda�sballs and her backward-facing plum. �Oh, Babe, yes,yes, yes,� Pete murmured. �Yes, you�re my one andonly!� Keeping his hand on her plum, he movedaround behind her and began to rub his penisagainst her secret behind her buttocks. Slowly theymoved toward the wall.
Velva Linda knew well what would happen now.Pete�s penis, still rubbing against her secret, pressedonward into the tight, hot gap between her secret andher thigh. When it was fully inserted, with its bulbsticking out in front beneath Velva Linda�s delta, sheleaned forward against the wall. Pete grasped herbreasts again, and she reached down with one handto stroke his bulb.
�Oh, my God,� Pete moaned, though he didn�t be-lieve in God. �Babe, you�re the greatest! You�re myone and only!� He was thrusting hard and clutchingVelva Linda�s breasts with manly might.
Velva Linda rubbed and squeezed his bulb vigor-ously with her hand, while her hips and her hiddensecret trembled with wanton delight as she felt theonrush of orgasm. Soon she felt Pete�s slippery se-men all over her hand, while her own semen spurtedall over Pete�s balls and his thighs behind her own.
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�Oh, Babe, you�re the finest,� Pete moaned, clasp-ing Velva Linda tightly from behind. �A fling is a fling,but you�re the one for me forever!� Desperately VelvaLinda hoped it was true, or wished it were true�andyet, even now, she knew she could never be sure.

*******
Only a few days later, Velva Linda walked into St.Genesius Cathedral in downtown Pacific Heights formidday Mass. She was actually going to go throughwith it�though not in exactly the way Pete wouldwish. She had seen the picture of the girl she was tomeet, Marguerite Rougemont, on the Totally CatholicSingles website. She knew that Marguerite was aparalegal at Farquhar, Hardart & Frick, the sameprestigious law firm where Pete was an attorney, andthe top local competitor of Grando, Nix & Fumus,where Velva Linda herself had now been an attorneyfor about three years. She had rehearsed what shewould say when she met Marguerite, perhaps prettymuch in accordance with Pete�s wishes.
At least one thing, though, was not at all in accor-dance with Pete�s wishes. Velva Linda was going totell Marguerite she had just returned to the sacra-ments�and it would be true. She had gone to confes-sion, and had confessed (among other things) thatshe had had sex with a man approximately 150 timessince her last confession about 15 months ago. Sheremembered the drill well from when she had givenup sex for Lent in some past years, most recently lastyear, though not this year. Now it was not Lent, it wasa bright day in June, and Velva Linda had no asheson her forehead as she had on Ash Wednesday lastyear�but she was giving up sex all the same, at leastfor now. She was pretty sure it wouldn�t last forever,but at least she was going to give it a try�again.
She looked through the gathering crowd in thepews of the cathedral for Marguerite. Pete had saidshe was tall and slender, and would probably bewearing her long dark hair in a ponytail. Velva Linda
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spotted a young lady fitting that description, simplybut neatly dressed in a high-necked blouse and aknee-length skirt, kneeling and seeming absorbed inprayer; her face looked as if it could be the same faceVelva Linda had seen on the website. After lookingaround to make sure no one else looked more likeMarguerite, she entered the pew and knelt beside theyoung lady.
Soon the Mass began. Velva Linda rememberedthe responses from when she had attended Mass be-fore, most recently at Easter last year, not long beforeshe started having sex with Pete again. Again andagain she glanced at Marguerite�supposing theyoung lady really was Marguerite�whose attentionseemed fixed on the priest and the crucifix behindhim.
The readings, the homily, the prayers of the faith-ful, the offertory, the consecration, the Our Fatherrolled steadily onward; then the time came for thesign of peace. Velva Linda turned toward the younglady, smiled, and offered her hand. She was re-warded with a firm handshake and a lovely,bright-eyed, wide-mouthed, kind-looking smile thatnearly took her breath away. If this was really Mar-guerite, and if Pete had ever seen her smile like that,Velva Linda could readily see how Pete might regardher as the Mount Everest of his life�the highestpoint, the supreme challenge, the awe-inspiringsummit of his endeavors. What Velva Linda could notunderstand�or wished she could not understand,although she knew she could, because she knewwhat kind of man Pete was�was how Pete couldimagine it would be better to seduce her than tomarry her.
The time came for Communion. Velva Linda re-membered, with a shock of delight, that it was actu-ally all right for her to go to Communion for a change.After all, she had confessed her sins and resolved notto commit them any more�even though she wasn�tsure how long her resolution would last. She aroseand received the Bread of Life, together with the
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young lady who�she devoutly hoped�was soon tobe her friend.
After Mass, the young lady stayed and prayed.Velva Linda, who was not accustomed to pray excepton rare, unusually stressful occasions, sat andlooked at the big statue of St. Genesius near the cor-ner of the sanctuary. Like most Catholics (good, bad,or mediocre) in the Archdiocese of Pacific Heights,Velva Linda knew the story of St. Genesius: he was acomedian performing before the Roman emperor,putting on a ridiculous imitation of a Christian, untilhe suddenly decided to become a Christian forreal�after which the emperor, after some delay,managed to stop laughing and ordered him to be putto death. The statue showed St. Genesius ripping offa grotesque-looking comic mask to reveal akindly-looking, smiling, bearded face beneath. VelvaLinda couldn�t help thinking there was some deepmystery behind the story and the statue, if only shecould fathom it.
The young lady got up to go. Velva Linda quicklyfollowed. �Excuse me,� she said after they had bothgenuflected and begun to walk toward the doors. �Iwonder if you can help me. I don�t really know anyonehere, and I�I�ve just returned to the sacraments.�
The young lady�s face, shy and surprised at first,was soon transfigured with joy. �Oh, thanks be toGod!� she cried. Looking around quickly at the fewpeople still kneeling and praying, she said moresoftly, �Let�s go outside, and we can talk!�
As soon as they had emerged through the wide,high doors of the cathedral, the young lady turned to-ward Velva Linda and said, �I�m so glad to have metyou! I�mMarguerite Rougemont. What�s your name?�
�Velva Linda Buenazno,� said Velva Linda. It reallywas her legal name, and had been for about 10 yearsnow, ever since she graduated from high school andabandoned her former identity as a boy namedVicente.
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�Oh, that�s a lovely name!� said Marguerite, obvi-ously not suspecting that Velva Linda had grown upas a boy. It was good. Velva Linda�s voice, her looks,her mannerisms were all perfectly feminine, and ofcourse she would not disclose her secret to Margue-rite.
�Uh�do you work around here?� Velva Lindaasked, though she already knew.
�Yes, I�m a paralegal at Farquhar, Hardart & Frick,in the Big Black Block,� said Marguerite. She pointedto the Magnum Supreme Building on the other sideof Semakoboomish Street, facing the cathedral andtowering over it.
�Oh! Uh�I know someone who works there, who�sthinking about becoming a Catholic,� Velva Lindasaid. She didn�t mention that Pete was thinkingabout becoming a really bad Catholic.
�Oh, really?� Marguerite asked, her brown eyeswide, innocent-looking, and eager to know.
�Who�s that?�
�Uh, he�s an attorney named Pete Stigmire.�
Marguerite frowned in obvious disbelief.�Uh�well, that�s extremely surprising!� she said.
�Why is it surprising?� Velva Linda asked, as if shedidn�t know.
�Well, his reputation is�uh�not so good. I mean,when it comes to women, you know.�
�Oh.� Velva Linda tried to think what to say. �Well,I guess you probably knowmore about his reputationthan I do, working at the same firm. I�m an attorneytoo, but I�m at Grando, Nix & Fumus. But, you know,people�s reputations aren�t always accurate. And be-sides, people can change, like St. Augustine�or St.Genesius.� Velva Linda didn�t know a lot aboutsaints, but at least she did know that St. Augustine
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had screwed and dumped some women before he be-came a saint. She felt a quick pang of guilt at thethought that she might be softening Marguerite�sheart toward Pete and helping him get her into hisgrip. She hoped it wasn�t true.
�Well, yes,� Marguerite said thoughtfully. �Or St.Norbert.� Evidently noticing the look of incompre-hension on Velva Linda�s face, she explained: �St.Norbert was a wealthy, worldly gentleman, until oneday he was almost killed by a bolt of lightning. Thatreally made him think about his life. He decided hewas going in the wrong direction, so he completelyturned his life around.�
Velva Linda was pretty sure Pete wasn�t going toturn his life around, even if he almost got killed bylightning�but she didn�t say so to Marguerite.�Well,� she said instead, �I guess if those saints coulddo it, maybe Pete could do it too.�
�I hope he will, and I�ll pray that he will, too,� Mar-guerite said, �but, frankly, I am not going to hold mybreath!�
Velva Linda laughed. �Yeah, I know what youmean,� she said. Quickly recognizing her faux pas insuggesting that she knew more about Pete than shewas letting on, she added: �I mean, not about Petenecessarily, but�well, you know, a lot of guys arelike that. I mean, not so good when it comes towomen.�
�It�s so hard to find any who aren�t,� Margueriteconfided, �and who are good Catholics and, youknow, available.�
�Oh, yes!� Velva Linda sympathized. She looked atMarguerite, wondering why a pretty girl like hermight find it hard to attract a suitable male admirer.Admittedly, her face was a bit odd�long andhorsy-looking, with full lips and a disproportionatelywide mouth�but it was not at all unpleasant to lookat; far from it. She was quite tall and slender, and her
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breasts seemed very small, even smaller than VelvaLinda�s own; perhaps men who fancied shorter, morebuxom females wouldn�t think her very attractive.Still, Velva Linda thought her lovely, and could easilysee how Pete might think her lovely too.
�Um, I�ve heard of a website called Totally CatholicSingles,� Velva Linda said, knowing already thatMarguerite was seeking a man there. �I wonder ifthat�s a good place to find a good Catholic man who�savailable.�
�Well, I�ve wondered about that,� Marguerite ad-mitted. �I did meet a man there, an electrical engi-neer, who lives on Willow Mound and works for Mag-num Supreme in the Big Black Block. He�s a goodCatholic, I guess, although he�s awfully negativeabout the things and people he doesn�t like in theChurch�I mean, so-called liberals and wackos, andpeople like that. He doesn�t have much of a sense ofhumor, either, if any, and I think I would find it reallyhard to get along with a man who had little or nosense of humor. What really disturbs me the most,though, is that he seems to be in an incredibly terrifichurry to get married. He seems to have fixed on me asthe one he wants to marry, but I�m not quite surewhy, unless it�s because I did agree to go out withhim, and I tried to be kind to him. He asked me tomarry him not too long after we first met, and I toldhim this was awfully sudden and I�d have to thinkand pray about it, and do you know what he said? Heactually said, �Well, you shouldn�t need to think fortoo long. I�m a good Catholic man; you�re a goodCatholic woman; what are we waiting for? I mean, asSt. Paul says, it�s better to marry than to burn!� Thatkind of gave me the creeps�almost as if he meantthat, uh, lack of self-control was some kind of qualifi-cation for marriage! I really do not think that waswhat St. Paul meant!�
Velva Linda didn�t know what St. Paul did mean,but the man sounded creepy to her too. �So did youtell him to get lost?� she asked.
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�Well, I didn�t want to be unkind to him,� Margue-rite said. �I�ve tried to tell him, in nice, discreet ways,that I think he�d do better to find someone else, buthe doesn�t seem to be listening.�
�Is he stalking you, or something like that?�
�Well, I�m not sure I�d call it stalking. I mean, I don�twant to get him in trouble with the police, or any-thing like that. But he has been paying me some un-wanted attention, and I�d really like him to stop.�
�Hmm.� Velva Linda was getting an idea, abouthow the man really might do better to find someoneother than Marguerite, and it almost made her laughout loud. �I wonder,� she said, �if I might attract himaway from you. I mean, I know how to handle creeps.I guess maybe I�m not quite as tender-hearted as you.I wouldn�t have any problem with telling him to getlost in so few words, or with calling the police if hestalked me, either. And by that time, if he got fixatedonme,maybe he would have forgotten all about you.�
Marguerite really did laugh out loud. �Oh, do youmean it?� she asked. �I couldn�t really wish him onyou�but it would be such a relief to have him off myback! Do you really want to help me like that?�
�Sure I do,� Velva Linda assured her. �I can see youdeserve somebody a lot better than him.�
She meant it. Marguerite�s kind heart was evokingan unexpectedly deep response from her own, almostas if she were still Vicente and not Velva Linda. Shehad to become Marguerite�s friend, her very dearfriend, and she would do whatever it mighttake�even, perhaps, if it meant climbing Mount Ev-erest herself.
�What�s this guy�s name, anyway?� Velva Lindaasked.
�Roger Randwicke.�
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�Well, OK, would you like to introduce me to him,and see if he thinks I�m at least as suitable a Catholicwoman as you?�
�Oh, yes!� Marguerite exclaimed. �The sooner thebetter!�

Chapter 2
�Father, thanks so much for letting me go to con-fession by phone,� Roger Randwicke said to FatherCuthbert Reardon by phone early in the morning be-fore work. �I know it may not be strictly according tocanon law, but it�s necessary�and, as St. Thomassays, necessity knows no law.�
�He does indeed,� said the aging priest. �Certainlyit would be preferable for you to confess to a priest inperson�but, if you don�t find that to be feasible, it�ssurely better to confess by phone than not at all, not-withstanding any canonical irregularity.�
�It sure is! Father, you�re the only priest I can re-ally trust, and I can�t drive all the way out to Redrumnow that they�ve sent you into exile there. The liber-als and wackos, and their dupes and stooges, are intotal control in this archdiocese. You know that; Iknow that. If I went to confession to one of them,they�d probably tell me my sins are no sins at all!�
�Perhaps some of them would,� the priest agreed inpart, �though we should always avoid rash judgmentand hasty over-generalization, as well as defamation.And now let�s proceed to your confession. In thename of the Father and of the Son and of the HolySpirit. Amen.�
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� Roger said.�It�s been about two weeks since my last confession.Since that time, I masturbated on three occasions,while pretending I was engaging in the marriage actwith a woman. I was plagued by impure thoughtsabout this woman almost every night, but I success-fully resisted the temptation to masturbate on all but
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those three occasions. I also indulged in a bit of glut-tony on a couple of occasions, and I think I some-times failed to speak out as forcefully as I shouldhave done against sin and liberal lunacy, in discus-sions on the Internet. And I succumbed to distrac-tions at Mass and at my prayers. I also wish to in-clude in this confession all the sins of my whole life,especially any sins against purity.�
�Very well. Is there anything else?�
�Uh�not that I�m aware of.� Roger did not confesshis temptations to indulge in girlish pretensions, asecret vice that had plagued him periodically sincethe age of 11�for those were only temptations, notsins, and he had conquered the temptations. Hehoped he would always overcome them now, for hehad become a fully, firmly manly man in thought,word, and deed. Once he wasmarried, he was sure hewould always overcome them, and indeed they wouldvanish forever�for his despair and anger at girls andwomen who ignored or snubbed him, which alonehad led him to play the role of a girl and then awoman in strictest secrecy, would be gone.
�Might you need, perhaps, to confess some rashjudgment and defamation?� Father Reardonprompted him, interrupting his thoughts of the girl-ish pretensions in which he would never again in-dulge.
�Uh�well�yeah, I guess maybe so.� Roger didn�tthink he was really guilty of those sins, but hethought it best to go along with Father Reardon.
�Very well. For your penance, say three Our Fa-thers and three Hail Marys, that you may obtain thevirtue of purity of mind and heart. Now make a goodact of contrition.�
�O my God, I am heartily sorry for having offendedThee, and I detest all my sins because I dread the lossof heaven and the pains of hell, but most of all be-cause they offend Thee, who art all good and worthy

Page - 15

RELUCTANT PRESS



of all my love. I firmly resolve, with the help of Thygrace, to confess my sins, to do penance, and toamend my life.�
Father Reardon said the words of absolution, fol-lowed by �Your sins are forgiven; go in peace.�
Roger said, �Thank you, Father.� Then he quicklyadded, �And now, please pray for the woman I love tomake the right decision about marrying me. She�s abit hesitant, but I�m pretty sure she�ll come aroundsoon. She�s a really good Catholic, and I know she�llmake a great wife. I have to admit she�s not the mostattractive girl I�ve ever seen, but her heart�s in theright place, and that�s the most important thing.�
�It is indeed,� Father Reardon agreed. �Man maylook upon the outward appearance, but the Lordlooks upon the heart, and He gives the blessings ofmarriage without regard to looks. Many women whoare no glamor girls, to say the least, have given greathappiness to their husbands and children.�
�Well, that�s what I need,� Roger said. �Thanks foryour prayers.�
�I will indeed pray for her to make the right deci-sion,� said Father Reardon.
After the call ended, Roger decided to call Margue-rite almost at once. �Hey, Marguerite,� he said whenshe answered. �This is Roger. I was wondering ifyou�d like to go out to lunch today.�
�Oh, yes!� Marguerite said, with more than herusual enthusiasm. Roger was thrilled. Maybe Mar-guerite was coming around after all; maybe shewould soon agree to marry him.
�Where would you like to go?� Roger asked.
�Oh, I always like The Decencies,� Marguerite said.�And it�s convenient to the Big Black Block, but it�snicer than the employee cafeteria.�
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�Great! Meet you there at about 12:10?�
�Yes. I�m looking forward to it.�
�Wow, me too!�
Roger arrived at The Decencies slightly before12:10 and waited near the entrance for Marguerite.Soon she arrived, but she was not alone. Anotheryoung woman was with her�a medium-short,dark-haired, dark-eyed, golden-skinned bombshell.
�Uh�hi, Marguerite,� Roger said, rising to meetMarguerite and her companion. �It�s�uh�it�s greatto see you again. But, um, I didn�t know you were go-ing to bring anyone with you. I kind of thought it wasgoing to be just you and me.� His eyes darted fromMarguerite to the bombshell, again and again. Thenewcomer was incredibly beautiful and desir-able-looking. Beside her, Marguerite looked far toopale and too skinny�and too tall, too, since she wasa couple of inches taller than Roger.
�Well, you see,� said Marguerite, �this is my friendVelva Linda, and I brought her with me for a reason.She�s just returned to the sacraments, and she waswondering how to meet some good Catholics�in-cluding, maybe, a good Catholic man.� Margueritegave Roger a big, winning smile, obviously suggestingthat Roger himself was the good Catholic man VelvaLinda would most like to meet.
What? You�you brought this babe here to meetme? Of course Roger didn�t say the words, but hismind was on fire with them. Still, he had to utter amild protest: �Well, that�s great that she�s returned tothe sacraments and all, but�you know, I kind ofthought you and Imight�uh�well, you know what Imean.�
�I do know what you mean,� Marguerite assuredhim, �but I really don�t think it would work out foryou and me. I was hoping you wouldn�t be too terriblydisappointed, but I thought�maybe Velva Linda
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could help you not to be too disappointed. Do youthink that might be true?�
Roger stared at the bombshell, who was actuallysmiling at him�and what a smile! His heart revvedup at once, and his all-too-excitable penis began togrow longer. His pride did feel a bit stung at being re-jected by Marguerite�and yet he could easily imag-ine not being disappointed at all, if only this new-found beauty could be his.
�Uh, well, maybe,� Roger admitted. �Let�s sit downand order some food, and we can talk.�
They did just that, talking about Velva Linda�s re-turn to the sacraments, Roger�s stout defense of theCatholic faith on the Internet, and much more. Be-fore too long, Roger was totally smitten with VelvaLinda and had almost forgotten about supposedlybeing in love with Marguerite. This newfound beautywas so sweet, so vivacious, and so attentive tohim�wow! His heart and his six-inch penis, hiddenbeneath the table and his trousers, were closelyunited in singing Velva Linda�s praises. He was goingto ask her to go out with him, and ask her to marryhim before long, if she kept giving him encourage-ment like this.

*******
Velva Linda was surprised, and pleased, to findthat Roger didn�t seem creepy to her after all. Heseemed like a fairly normal, chubby, bespectacledCatholic guy�whose seemingly excessive interest inmarriage, she sensed, arose directly from his excep-tionally strong desire for sex. It pleased and excitedher to see him fixing his gaze on her, and to sense hisstrong fascination with her. She wondered if, unbe-lievably, he might even still be fascinated by her if heknew of her secret�which was now erect, extendedto its full four inches inside her panties, beneath thetable and her skirt.
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By the end of their meal, Roger and Velva Lindawere laughing and talking with great animationabout anything and everything that came to mind,while Marguerite quietly looked on with fully visiblesatisfaction. �Well, Marguerite,� Roger said jovially asthey got up, �you were right. This will be best for ev-eryone.� Turning to Velva Linda, he said, �VelvaLinda, do you think you might like to go out some-time? I mean, just you andme? Like maybe tomorrowevening?�
�Oh, yes!� Velva Linda said with sincere enthusi-asm. She was actually starting to like Roger, thoughshe was afraid of what might happen if he found outher secret. At least, she thought, he wouldn�t need tofind out for a little while. She would play the goodCatholic young lady, shy about sex but discreetly ea-ger for marriage, and lead Roger on. At least it wouldhelp to distract her from any lingering craving shemight feel for Pete, and from any lingering thoughtsof the craving he might feel for Marguerite. Afterthat�Velva Linda didn�t know what might happen,and right now she didn�t much care.

*******
Roger and Velva Linda went out to dinner at ChezElise, an expensive downtown restaurant with a ro-mantic atmosphere. Roger wore a light gray suit witha light blue tie. Velva Linda wore a long royal bluedress with a slightly low neckline. Perhaps it was notquite low enough to be considered immodest, but shewas well aware that the bare portions of herbreasts�clothed only, beneath the dress, in askimpy, lacy décolleté bra and an equally skimpyslip�would be distinctly visible if she happened tobend over.
She did happen to bend over as soon as she satdown to dine. Roger was pulling her chair out for herto sit down. He was standing to the side of the chair,not directly behind it, obviously in hope of catching aglimpse of Velva Linda�s breasts. She not only gave
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him an eyeful, but looked up at him and smiled whilehe was staring down at them, making it clear that itwas quite all right with her if he happened to glimpseher breasts.
His eyes bulged when he saw her smiling at him,before he ripped them away in embarrassment. Sheknew she was exciting him, and she was exciting her-self by doing so. She felt a swift shock of surprise atthe thought that, if she could, she was going to do ex-actly what Pete was hoping to do�to seduce a devoutCatholic. Dismay at the thought flitted brieflythrough her mind, but then was gone, replaced bygrowing excitement and desire.
Roger soon turned the conversation to a topic ofobviously immense interest to him. �Say, VelvaLinda,� he said, �I hope it�s not too soon to mentionthis, but�well, I�m the kind of guy who really needsto get married, and I�m not going to beat around thebush about it. I�m looking for a good Catholic womanto marry, so�well, after we get to know each otherbetter, I wonder if we might talk about whether thatwould be a good idea.�
Velva Linda laughed, but not unkindly. �Oh,Roger, this is so sudden!� she said, still laughing.
�But�well, frankly, I think I�m the kind of womanwho really needs to get married too. I mean, well, I dohave rather strong feelings that I, I�ve sometimes hadtrouble keeping under control; you know what Imean. I�uh�I don�t see any harm in admitting it.�
�Wow, neither do I!� Roger assured her. �It�s such arelief to be able to talk about it without beating off�Imean, beating around the bush!� Roger was blushingand sweating�most becomingly, in Velva Linda�seyes�but still he went on. �And, speaking of notbeating around the bush,� he said, �I guess I shouldmention that�well, I know you were away from thesacraments for a while, and�uh�I just wanted youto know that I wouldn�t consider it an obstacle to
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marriage or anything if you were�uh�if you didn�thappen to be a virgin any more.�
�Oh, Roger, that�s wonderful! That�s such a greatrelief!� Velva Linda said, beaming brightly upon him.�I�m so glad you�re willing to speak frankly aboutthings like that! I guess�since you�ve said that, Iguess it couldn�t do any harm to admit I�m not a vir-gin.� She demurely, shamefacedly looked away for amoment, but then gazed straight into Roger�s eyesagain. They were fixed intently on her. She sensedthat he wished to hear more about her not being avirgin.
�In fact,� she went on after hesitating, �I�m afraidI�I was committing fornication with a man pretty re-cently, before I decided it really had to stop and I hadto�to try to be pure. I�m so incredibly glad you won�thold it against me!�
�No, I sure won�t!� Roger said, putting his hand onhers. �I know how it is. I haven�t always been pure ei-ther. I�ve never really done it with a woman, but I�ve,uh, pretended I was doing it. I�ve had to confess quitea bit of m�masturbation.� He blushed more deeplyand sweated more profusely.
�It�s so terriblyhard, isn�t it, when your feelings areso strong?� Velva Linda sympathized. �I certainlycouldn�t hold that against you!�
�Hey, thanks,� Roger said. �I�m glad we can be to-tally open about this stuff!�

*******
By the end of the date, Roger was far from beingfinished with total openness about his feelings.�Wow, Velva Linda, this has been incredible,� he saidto her in his car in front of her apartment building onthe Capitoline Hill. �Would you like to go out againsoon?�
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�Oh, yes, I�d love to!� Velva Linda assured him.�Really soon! Just say when, and where!�
�Well, how about a bike ride in, um, maybeFarquhar Park?� Roger might as well have come rightout and said, �How about a hot make-out ses-sion?��for Farquhar Park was the second most no-torious park for making out in Pacific Heights. Themost notorious was Grand Stimson Park, on theCapitoline Hill not too far from Velva Linda�s apart-ment, but that park was crawling with gays and les-bians, which was presumably why Roger didn�t wantto go there.
�That sounds lovely,� Velva Linda said, �but I don�thave a bike any more.�
�You could rent one�or rather, I could rent one foryou, at a bike shop in Farquhar Village.�
�Oh, thank you! Yes, I�d like that! Uh�how aboutbright and early this Saturday morning?� VelvaLinda wanted it to be early enough that, if they hap-pened to go too far in any make-out session thatmight occur, she would still have time to go to confes-sion on Saturday afternoon.
�Excellent! Let�s do it!� When Roger said that,Velva Linda could not help thinking of �doing it� inthe sexual sense, though of course she did not say so.
�And now,� Roger ventured to say, �Well, uh�Iguess maybe you wouldn�t want to kiss a guy on yourfirst date with him.�
�Oh, but this is our second date,� Velva Lindapromptly volunteered with a big smile. �The first onewas at The Decencies with Marguerite. So I didn�tkiss you on our first date.�
�Uh�then maybe on the second?� Roger slippedhis arm around her shoulder and clasped her barearm beyond.
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�I think that would be very nice.� Velva Lindaturned toward him, closed her eyes, and raised herlips. Roger�s lips met hers and lingered there, longerand longer. She let her tongue slip slightly betweenhis lips; his tongue responded in kind. Soon theirtongue-tips were licking each other rapidly and theirbreathing was heavy, though as yet their tongueshad not plunged deeply into one another�s mouths.Roger put his other arm around Velva Linda, with hisforearm touching the underside of her breast, andshe did not resist him. Their tongues slid deeply intoone another�s mouths, and Roger began to caress herbreast through her clothing. Still she did not resisthim. Far from it; she even pressed his hand to herbreast with her own. She knew she was seducinghim, and she could not feel sorry about it.
�Oh, Roger!� Velva Linda exclaimed at last, gaspingfor breath. �Please be careful! I�m afraid it�s far tooeasy for me to get carried away!�
�Me too,� Roger admitted. �I�ll be careful. I promise.I�ll try to�uh�treat you with all the respect andhonor you deserve, and even more.�

*******
Roger knew already, driving back to his littlehouse onWillowMound, that he would soon have an-other sin of masturbation to confess. Velva Linda wasso incredibly exciting, and excitable! He just had topretend, this very night, that she was his wife, andthey were uniting in the marriage act.
He parked, entered the house, and stripped. VelvaLinda was nude too in his fantasy, and in his arms.They kissed deeply on the mouth, and he caressedher bare breasts. His penis, fully six inches long, waserect and ready. He slipped his hand between VelvaLinda�s thighs, touching her clitoris and her wom-anly opening, already wet and hot with love juice. Shewas as eager as he was. She lay on her back onRoger�s bed, lifting her knees, opening wide to him.
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There was no difficulty at all, for she was not a virgin,and she knew well how to do this deed. Roger slippedhis penis easily into her vagina in fantasy, whilepressing it with both hands beneath him in reality.Her hips encouraged him boldly as his manly thrustsgrew harder and faster. Roger had wondered whetherit might be difficult, or even impossible, to bring Mar-guerite to orgasm if they were married; he had nosuch wonder with Velva Linda. She was ready, fullyready. Soon he was catapulting her into overwhelm-ing orgasm and she moaned in ecstasy, while Rogerejaculated deep into her, perhaps even making herpregnant.
Roger too moaned, though not now in ecstasy. Hewas drained. He knew he had sinned. He would go toconfession again by phone to Father Reardon. Still,he could not yet say the Act of Contrition. Worse yet,he could not even quite understand what had beenwrong with this imitation act of love with a real, in-credibly delectable woman�since he could not yetundergo the real experience, until they were married.Fervently he hoped there would be no needless delaybefore they were married.

*******
Velva Linda, after saying good night to Roger andentering her apartment alone, was trying hard toimagine what it would be like to be a good, pure Cath-olic young lady. She found it awfully hard. Ever sinceshe had first succumbed in secret to the potent allureof sexy girlishness when she was only 12 and hername was still Vicente, Velva Linda had hardly everbeen pure in her life. She had tried sometimes duringLent, but not with complete success; the urge to en-gage in girlish masturbation had sometimes grippedher even then, though at least she had avoided actualsex with men until after Easter.
She got out of the clothes she had worn on the dateand put on a nightgown. It was a fairly plain one, notone of her sexiest by any means, but still it was a bit
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flimsy, and she could see her nipples sticking out be-neath it. No doubt even a very good Catholic younglady wouldn�t be able to keep her nipples from stick-ing out if she had just been on such an excitingdate�but presumably she wouldn�t touch her excitednipples, even briefly and delicately, as Velva Lindacouldn�t keep herself from doing now.
She sighed. It was hard to be pure, really hard. Shehad said so to Roger, and she had meant it. Shetouched her nipples again; this time she did not re-move her hands. Soon she was stroking her wholebreasts. This always made her secret grow erect, andit was rapidly doing so now.
She pressed her secret down into hiding betweenher legs, hoping to keep it under control, though shewasn�t at all sure it would work. She wondered if goodCatholic young ladies ever clutched their erect clito-rises tightly between their legs, trying to keep un-wanted sexy feelings under strict control. She placedthe palms of her hands on the tops of her thighs andsat almost perfectly upright and motionless, trying toavoid doing anything that would excite her further.
Velva Linda�s phone rang. She moved as little aspossible while answering it. It was Pete.
�Hey, babe,� Pete said. �How�s the Everest expedi-tion going?�
Velva Linda frowned. �Well, Marguerite trusts me,�she said. �I think we�re going to be good friends. She�svery grateful to me for helping distract a gentlemanwho was paying unwanted attention to her.� VelvaLinda didn�t mention that she herself wished todump Pete in favor of the distracted gentleman, ifonly it were possible.
�Hey, that�s excellent,� Pete said. �Now you need tohelp her see that birth control is OK. That�s key. Thebasic idea is that she needs to sympathize with mar-ried women whose husbands absolutely need sexeven when it�s a bad idea to have kids. You may recall
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that, historically, that was how birth control was soldto millions of Christians of all kinds, including manyCatholics. The idea was that it would save marriages,not promote fornication and adultery. Of course itwas bullshit, but they were gullible enough to buy it.Once Marguerite has bought it, I�ll move in and but-ter her up for the sex act.�
This is backwards, Velva Linda couldn�t helpthinking. She didn�t want Pete to seduce Marguerite,but she didn�t think that would be the way to do iteven if she did. She herself, in seducing Roger, wasn�tstarting by getting him to think it was OK to have sexwith a girl who was really a guy underneath�quitethe opposite! First he had to fall in love with her with-out knowing her secret, and only then would the se-cret be revealed to him. So why was Pete doing it thewrong way around? Why wasn�t he first trying to getMarguerite to fall in love with him, and then, whenshe was weakened by her feelings for him, delicatelytrying to lead her to believe she needed birth control?Velva Linda had no idea�unless, perhaps, it was be-cause Pete feared he would fall in love with her, aban-don his plan of seduction, and want to marry her!
�Uh�Marguerite is very tender-hearted,� VelvaLinda said, �but I�m not sure she�s all that gullible.�
�If she�s tender-hearted,� Pete insisted, �she�s gotto be gullible. That�s how reality is. If you fail to facereality in one way, like by being tender-hearted, thenyou�ll fail to face it in another way too, like by beinggullible. You think her tender heart will be able tostand the thought of men being tortured by unful-filled needs, or women being tortured with remorseabout failing to fulfill their husbands� urgent needs,when she�s forced to face reality?�
�I don�t know,� Velva Linda said, even while hard-ening her own heart further against Pete�s scheme ofseduction.
�Well, find out. That�s your assignment.�
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What if I don�t? Velva Linda thought. What are yougoing to do�dumpme? Yes, of course that was it. Petewas supremely confident in his control over VelvaLinda, because he had known she was terrified hewould dump her. Well, she wasn�t going to be terri-fied any more. She was going to love Roger now, notPete�knowing full well that she would have to se-duce Roger away from any semblance of strict adher-ence to Catholic morality. She had seen that shecould do it, and she would.
�I�ll see what I can do,� Velva Linda saidnoncommittally. She guessed she really would findout what Marguerite thought about birth con-trol�but she would not try to push Pete�s view onher.
�Good. Do it soon,� said Pete. �I�ll be seeing you.�
The call ended. Velva Linda sat in silence. The onegood thing about this conversation, she thought, wasthat it had caused her erection to diminish. That wasgood indeed, because now she would have some hopeof not masturbating tonight. If she ever did happen tomasturbate at night, she knew she could go to con-fession early in the morning at the cathedral�butshe hoped it wouldn�t be necessary. She was going togo all out, or at least almost all out, to be Marguerite�sgood Catholic friend. The only really big prob-lem�which she had no idea how to solve�was thatshe was unable to be Roger�s good Catholic wife aswell, only his bad Catholic seductress.

Chapter 3
�So how did your date with Roger go?� Margueriteasked at once after Mass the next day. She was smil-ing broadly, and her eyes were bright with eager in-terest.
�Well, actually, it went pretty well, I thought,�Velva Linda said. �He doesn�t really seem creepy to
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me after all. I actually kind of like him. But he doesseem incredibly fascinated by the subject of mar-riage.�
�He didn�t ask you to marry him already, did he?�Marguerite laughed, but sounded a bit nervous.
�Well, no, but I could tell it was probably comingpretty soon.�
�Are you going to go out with him again?�
�Well, yes, I am.� Velva Linda felt herself blushing.�I mean�well, there are some things in my past�I�mashamed to have to say this, but�I�m afraid I�m not avirgin any more. And Roger was�uh�kind enoughto tell me that wouldn�t matter to him. I�m not surethere are a lot of good Catholic men who would saysomething like that. And�well, I don�t really think itwould be fair for me to hold it against Roger if he�salso had some problems with not enough self-con-trol. I mean�that is one of the good things aboutmarriage, that it does help people, or it can help peo-ple who have that kind of problem. Do you knowwhat I mean?�
Velva Linda was almost afraid to look up at Mar-guerite, but she did. Marguerite was looking at herthoughtfully. She too was blushing, though not ashotly as Velva Linda.
�I think so,� Marguerite said. �I�m sorry for you�Imean, about your past. I guess Roger might even bethe right man for you. I just know he�s not the rightone for me.�
�Well, I hope you�ll find the right man for you, too,�Velva Linda said. �You deserve a really great one.�
�Or even if I don�t deserve it, maybe God will giveme a really great one anyway!� Marguerite laughed.Velva Linda�s heart was touched. She hoped Margue-rite would indeed find a really great man, whoever hemight be.
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The thought of a really great man somehow madeVelva Linda think, by contrast, of Pete�and of Pete�s�assignment� for her. She had no inclination to carryout the assignment, but she did wonder what Mar-guerite thought about birth control. In the course ofher rather bad Catholic upbringing, Velva Linda hadpretty much always assumed birth control was OK,no matter what old men who didn�t need it said�butshe was pretty sure Marguerite wouldn�t think it wasOK, and she wondered why.
�Say, Marguerite, I was wondering,� Velva Lindasaid, �what do you think about birth control? I mean,I know the Church is against it, but what do youthink?�
�Why do you ask?� Marguerite said. �Roger didn�ttell you he wanted you to use birth control after youwere married, if you did marry him�did he?�
�Oh, no!� Velva Linda said. �But�well, I just won-dered, because some people say it�s necessary, like ifyour husband, uh, absolutely needs sex but it would-n�t be a good idea to have a baby.�
�That sounds like something a man like Rogerwould say,� Marguerite said, �I mean, if he wasn�t afaithful Catholic. He absolutely needs sex, so his wifehas to let him use her as a�a sex toy on demand,and shut God out of it because God gives nasty, ex-pensive babies. If he faithfully prayed for the grace tobe more considerate of his wife, and of God, he�d findhimself backing off from his false claim that he abso-lutely needs sex while he can�t endure babies. Reallove isn�t about demanding sex while rejecting ba-bies.� A hint of fierceness actually flashed throughMarguerite�s soft brown eyes for a moment, but thenwas gone.
�Can you tell I have a personal interest in thisquestion?� Marguerite then asked. Her wide smile re-turned, even more brightly than before. �I�m the lastof eight kids in my family. If my parents had usedbirth control, I wouldn�t be here.�
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Velva Linda stared. The thought of Marguerite notbeing here�of there being nothing but a void, a vac-uum, thin air and nothing else, where Margueritenow stood so full of life�struck and shocked VelvaLinda like a sudden sharp slap in the face. She re-jected the unbearable thought at once. Margueritewashere, thanks be to God�yes, to God!�and VelvaLinda was already coming to love her deeply. VelvaLinda�s heart, indeed, was starting to yearn desper-ately for something that could never be.
�Well, uh, I�m very glad your parents didn�t usebirth control,� Velva Linda stammered.
�So am I!� Marguerite grinned. �Would you like tomeet them? I mean, you�d be welcome to come out toMass with my family on Sunday, at St. Therese�s inBeaconsfield.�
�Oh! Uh�sure! That would be great!� Velva Linda�smind was filled, all of a sudden, with strange, irratio-nal fantasies of her still being Vicente after all, of herbeing invited to meet Marguerite�s parents becauseVicente and Marguerite were falling in love and werethinking about marriage. Her heart was aching, al-most unbearably, at the knowledge that these werenothing but fantasies, no closer to reality than Mar-guerite herself would have been if her parents hadused birth control. Of course she could never speakof this to Marguerite�but at least she could try, withall her heart, to be Marguerite�s dear, good, faithfulCatholic friend. The only really big problem was that,when she was with Roger again, she would tend toforget all about Marguerite.

*******
Saturday had arrived at last. With his bike on therack on the back of his car, Roger had transportedthe lovely, eager Velva Linda from her apartment tothe Wheel Well, a big bike shop in Farquhar Villagethat rented bicycles as well as sold them. Velva Lindahad selected a pink 21-speed bike and a matching
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helmet. Now they were riding slowly uphill intoFarquhar Park. Roger was pretty sure he was going tohave more sins to confess, but he absolutely couldn�tresist the opportunity to come here with Velva Linda.
He looked at her as she rode beside him. Her lookswere stunning. Her short, plump, but shapely legs, inshorts perhaps a bit too short to be strictly modest,were so beautiful he could hardly take his eyes offthem to look up at her breasts and her face�and yethe did. Her breasts, small but perfectly formed,pressed firmly outward against her form-fitting pinktop, fixing Roger�s eyes upon them almost (but notquite) without his consent. Her neckline, likewiseperhaps a bit too low for perfect modesty, was show-ing a tiny bit of cleavage, just enough to inflameRoger�s eyes with desire to see more, and to feel moretoo. Her smiling face, framed between girlish twin po-nytails. was turned toward him almost as often as to-ward the road ahead.
Sweating and breathing hard, they arrived in duetime at a hilltop bench mostly surrounded by trees,but with a good view of the ocean. They depositedtheir bikes and sat down. Velva Linda sat very closeto Roger. This, he thought, was a very good sign.
Tenderly he put his arm around her waist. She re-sponded in kind, and leaned her head on his shoul-der. For a few moments they breathed together in si-lence.
�Isn�t this great?� Roger said, looking out towardthe ocean. �Looking all the way out to the horizon, it�skind of like looking forward to our whole lives�to-gether.�
�Oh, yes!� Velva Linda murmured. Her leg wastouching Roger�s all the way from her hip to her knee.Keeping her head on his shoulder, she moved to em-brace him with both arms. �Roger, I�m so incrediblyglad you�re willing to forget about�absolutely every-thing in my past when I wasn�t, uh, what a good Cath-
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olic woman should be. I can still hardly believe it. Youreally are willing, aren�t you?�
�I�m more than willing,� Roger assured her, and hemeant it. He was going to ask her to marry him soon,really soon.
He kissed Velva Linda on the forehead, the onlypart of her face that was yet accessible. �I love you,Velva Linda,� he said. �You�re exactly the woman I�vealways dreamed of.�
She looked up to him with wide, bright, love-filledeyes. �Oh, Roger, I love you,� she murmured.
Their lips met. This time their tongues took theplunge with little delay. Roger�s hand was on VelvaLinda�s breast through her clothes before the longkiss ended. Her thighs were clenched tightly to-gether. He was pretty sure that meant she was get-ting sexually excited, as he was. His penis was al-ready hard within his trousers. He knew he wouldhave to go to confession again after this�and yet hewas way too hot to stop.
Velva Linda was breathing hard. �Roger, I�m afraidI�m getting too excited,� she admitted. �But doyou�do you want to go just a little bit farther?� With-out waiting for him to answer, she slipped her armback from around his waist and put both her handsup inside her pink top. Roger�s eyes bulged as he sawwhat she was doing: unhooking her bra from thefront under her top.
Roger couldn�t refuse. �Well�maybe just a littlebit,� he said. His hands were trembling terrifically ashe reached up under her top with both of them topush her unhooked bra out of the way and caress herbare breasts. Her nipples were fully erect. She gaspedin pleasure as he touched them, and so did he. Rogerhad never felt a woman�s nipples before. His peniswas sizzling, and pre-ejaculation fluid was oozing outof it already.
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�We�re going to have to go to confession,� Roger ad-mitted. �But we can�t stop now. Can you help me,Velva Linda? Do you know what I mean?� Gingerly hetook her hand and moved it to touch his penisthrough his trousers.
�Yes, I know what you mean,� Velva Linda mur-mured. �I can help you. I�m sorry for getting you tooexcited.�
�Oh, it�s not your fault!� Roger assured her. �I�mafraid I�m just getting carried away! I�m even�I�meven wanting to touch you down here, if you�ll letme.� He pointed toward the junction of her thighs,still tightly clenched together.
�Yes. Yes, I�ll let you�if you really love me, in spiteof absolutely everything in my past,� Velva Lindasaid. �Here. Please touch me.� She took his hand andguided it into her shorts.
Roger was afraid he was going to ejaculate beforehis hand even reached its destination. He slipped itinto her shorts at once and slid it down, into herpanties, down into her thick forest of pubic hair,down farther to slip his finger into her warm, wetwomanly opening.
He slipped his hand down farther, then fartherstill. There was no womanly opening. There was onlysomething he could hardly have imagined, some-thing hard hidden between Velva Linda�s thighs, farthicker than any real woman�s clitoris could be, andso long that it was sticking out of her panties and hershorts beneath her thighs, though it was shorterthan Roger�s penis.
�Uh�what�s this?� Roger moaned weakly, thoughhe could tell quite well what it was. Was this, he won-dered, his only reward for manfully resisting alltemptations to indulge in girlish pretensions: to be inlove with a male indulging, most successfully andthrillingly, in the very same pretensions? Was thiswhat God had given him in return for his best efforts
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at faithfulness and manliness? Was this�Rogercould not force himself to refrain from thinking�wasthis God�s idea of a funny joke?
�It�s my secret,� Velva Linda said. �My�my clitoris.I know it�s way too gigantic�but I hope it won�t scareyou away from me!� She unzipped his trousers, ex-tracted his erect penis, and stroked it devotedly withone hand, while still pressing Roger�s hand againsther secret in her shorts with the other. �Oh, Roger,thank you so much for loving me, in spite of abso-lutely everything�even my secret, and my past life asa�a boy!�
�Oh, my God,� Roger moaned. It wasn�t the begin-ning of the Act of Contrition. He was about to ejacu-late in Velva Linda�s hand. He couldn�t stop merelybecause this lovely lady had a gigantic clitoris thatwas obviously a short, stout penis with a big,plum-like bulb. She was shamelessly fulfilling whathe had only dreamed of, in shame and secrecy�andhis fascination with her was exploding into orgasmnow that he knew what she really was.
�Can you help me with my secret, Roger?� VelvaLinda murmured, rubbing his hand harder againstit.
�Uh�uh�ohhhh! My GOD!!� Roger groaned as heejaculated into Velva Linda�s bare hand.
�Yes! I�ll help! You need it as much as I do! Oh,Velva Linda, I love you�in spite of everything!� Herubbed her clitoris harder and harder, then cuppedhis hand over her hot swollen bulb, as her semenspurted into his bare hand underneath hertight-clenched thighs, just as his had done into hersabove his trousers.
�I hope you�re not mad at me,� Velva Linda softlysaid while wiping Roger�s semen off her hand with atissue. �I mean, you know, for�leading you on, and,uh, letting you find out how big my clitoris is.�
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�Well, uh�it was the biggest surprise of my life,�Roger said. He wondered if he should tell all. It wouldbe terrifically embarrassing, but no more embarrass-ing than what he had already done.
�I guess I have to admit,� he reluctantly wentahead and said, �you�re not the only one who�s, uh,pretended to be a girl. I used to do it too, but I quit. Ionly did it in secret, though, and�uh�never withanyone else. It was only because I didn�t have a realgirl, so I�I decided I needed to be my own girl.�
�I know what you mean,� Velva Linda said. �Thatwas how I started out too. It was several years before Idared to appear�uh�like a girl in public.�
�Well, I�m not going to appear like a girl in public,ever,� Roger said. �I mean, maybe it�s all right for you,but I�m a real man now, and I�m going to stay a realman.�
Roger�s hand, slippery with semen, was still onVelva Linda�s bulb, his forearm between her thighs.Being a real man, and no gay, he knew he should notbe having such good feelings about touching what, inreality, was a man�s penis�but his feelings had got-ten the better of him, and they were not letting go.What was more, he really did love Velva Linda�andhe couldn�t stop loving her merely because she had abig clitoris and no vagina.
�I guess it�s time to go to confession again,� Rogersaid. He was going to have a whole lot of trouble, heknew, with firmly resolving not to sin with VelvaLinda again. He wasn�t at all sure he could honestlydo it.
�Yes,� Velva Linda agreed. �We reallyshould�uh�at least try to keep from getting carriedaway like that!�
�I did try,� Roger muttered. �I tried hard. It didn�twork.� He wondered if it would ever work. He waseven wondering, with extreme dismay, whether itshould work. He didn�t tell Velva Linda, though. First
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he had to get away from her and think, really think,about what he should do. He would get away fromher, but first he had to release her big, beautifulbulb�and it was taking him a dismayingly long timeto bring himself to release it.

*******
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� Roger saidagain to Father Reardon by phone, soon after hedropped Velva Linda off at her apartment and re-turned to his little house. He knew he had only im-perfect contrition for his sin with her�he still had tothink of the lovely lady as her, despite what he nowknew about her big clitoris and her ability to ejacu-late in his hand. He hoped and prayed that his imper-fect contrition would be good enough.
�It�s been a little less than a week since my lastconfession,� Roger said. �Since that time, on one oc-casion I engaged in solitary masturbation after I wenton a�a date, and on one occasion I engagedin�uh�mutual masturbation with a person Ithought was a woman, but who turned out to be a�aman. I didn�t stop when I found out the person wasreally a man.� He also wished to include in this con-fession all the sins of his whole life, especially anysins against purity. Even as he said the words, he feltstrong fear that his desire for Velva Linda would soonovercome his resolution to sin no more. Still, he ex-pressed the resolution, said the Act of Contrition,and received absolution.
Then he was alone. He was deathly afraid he wouldalways be alone�and perhaps he would even suc-cumb again to his dreaded secret girlish preten-sions�unless he gave in to his love and desire forVelva Linda. It was wrong. She was not really awoman. It was not God�s will, for there could be nooffspring from such a union. He told himself so, buthe feared he was ceasing to believe it. He looked atthe little crucifix on his wall; he began to cry as hetried to offer up his sufferings in reparation for sins
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and for the conversion of sinners, with no firm assur-ance that he was succeeding.

*******
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� Velva Lindasaid that afternoon in the confessional at St. ThomasMore Church on the Capitoline Hill. �It�s been about aweek since my last confession. Since that time, onone occasion, I engaged in mutual masturbation witha man. And on one other occasion I engaged in, uh,petting and tongue-kissing with him.� She also con-fessed a few dip-shitty little venial sins, said the Actof Contrition, received absolution, said her three OurFathers and three Mail Marys for penance, and wasout of there. She had a pretty strong feeling that shemight have more of the same sometime to confess, ifshe did choose to confess�but at least she did re-solve not to do any more of the same�as of now.
She wondered whether Roger would really stillkeep loving her, now that he knew her secret. Shehoped he would. She did love Roger, as she had said,though they had known each other only briefly. VelvaLinda�s heart had always been more than eagerenough for love, though most often it had been unre-quited love. Even with Pete it had really been unre-quited, though they had made love hundreds oftimes. If Roger really loved Velva Linda, she wouldnot readily let him go.
Still, the time to decide for sure had not yet come.Velva Linda had gone to confession, she was going totry again to be a good Catholic, and she was going tomeet Marguerite�s family tomorrow. She hoped shewouldn�t turn out to be living a double life�but shewas gripped by growing fear that she would be doingexactly that, and indeed that she already was.
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Chapter 4
Velva Linda figured it would be more restful to takethe trolley-bus out to Beaconsfield rather than drive,so she did. The bus dropped her off on BeaconsfieldRoad a few blocks from St. Therese�s. She walkedthrough the quiet neighborhood, filled with neat,modest-looking homes, until she arrived at thechurch. It was not nearly as beautiful as the cathe-dral of St. Thomas More, but it was almost as big.
She entered through the wide double doors andcame face-to-face with two larger-than-life reproduc-tions of black and white photographs. One showed areally cute, smiling teenage girl in Victorian-lookingclothes; the other showed a young nun in a habit.Velva Linda looked closely at their faces. They werethe same person�quite evidently St. Therese herself.She wondered why such a good-looking girl, surelyno reject in the eyes of young men, would have de-cided to become a nun.
She went to the ladies� rest room. Upon checkingher looks in the mirror, she found them quite satis-factory. Her long dark hair was brushed straightback, and she wore a pretty, springlike straw hat.Her dress was light, high-necked, knee-length, andgirlish, with little flowers printed all over it. Bare legsand sandals completed the look of a good, simply andmodestly dressed, eminently decent Catholic younglady.
People were gathering for Mass when Velva Lindaemerged from the rest room. She went in and sat in apew near the back of the church. She knew shewould not see Marguerite until afterward, for Mar-guerite would be singing in the choir.
The choir was good. Velva Linda, who had a prettyfair singing voice herself, could readily imagine her-self singing in it�if only she lived with Marguerite.She wished she did, and felt sad at the thought that itwasn�t going to happen.
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Velva Linda actually paid some attention at Masstoday. She even listened to the sermon�at least tothe part beginning where the priest quoted the wordsof St. James, �A double-minded man is unstable inall his ways.� They hadn�t been in the readings for to-day, at least she didn�t think they had. The priest, ahandsome young man whose decision for the priest-hood seemed as inexplicable as St. Therese�s deci-sion for nunhood, was preaching about the need tobe a whole-hearted, totally committed Catholic.Velva Linda wistfully tried to imagine herself beingone, although she knew she wasn�t�at least not yet,and maybe she never would be.
The thought that she wasn�t one, unlike Margue-rite who was, made her sad. Velva Linda even prayedto God to help her be a more faithful Catholic�to beworthy of Marguerite�s friendship, and maybe even ofGod�s. She tried, with some but not total success, toeject all thoughts of what she and Roger might dowhen they were next together�if Roger still lovedher, despite what he now knew about her.
Velva Linda had never been very good at ejectingdistractions of any kind at Mass, and she still wasn�t,despite her unusual attentiveness to the sermon. Al-most before she knew it, most of the Mass was over;she was praying the Our Father, and then shakinghands with some people she didn�t know. Then shereceived Holy Communion and knelt to try to pray,but the thought of Marguerite kept intruding into herprayers.
Soon Marguerite herself appeared after Mass. Shewore a high-necked, knee-length dress that looked abit like Velva Linda�s, except it was light blue and did-n�t have flowers on it, and of course it was a differentsize. �Hi, Velva Linda!� she called out, approachingVelva Linda with a big, wide smile. Then she didsomething she almost certainly wouldn�t have done ifshe had known of Velva Linda�s secret: she gave her ahug. Velva Linda could feel Marguerite�s little breastspressing against her through their clothes�only fora couple of seconds in reality, but much longer in de-
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lightful memory. She even seemed to feel Margue-rite�s tender heart, which ignited her own with yearn-ing to grow ever closer, to know Marguerite everbetter.
�Come and meet my parents!� said Marguerite,leading Velva Linda through the thinning crowd ofworshippers. Velva Linda followed close behind,clinging closely to her femininity which was the ticketentitling her to enter Marguerite�s circle of friends,but all the while being assailed by urgent yearning tolove Marguerite as a man loves a woman.
�This is my dad, Dr. Andrew Rougemont,� Margue-rite said, �and this is my mom, MadeleineRougemont.� She introduced a tall, pale,light-haired, long-faced man and a short, ruddy,dark-haired, wide-mouthed woman. �This is myfriend Velva Linda Buenazno,� she went on, �who�sjust recently returned to the sacraments.�
�Hello, Velva Linda, I�m very glad to meet you,� saidDr. Rougemont, smiling slightly and shaking herhand.
�Oh, I�m so glad to meet you!� said Mrs.Rougemont with much more enthusiasm, graspingVelva Linda�s hand in both her own. �You�ve just re-turned to the sacraments? That�s wonderful! Wouldyou like to come to Sunday dinner with us and tell usall about it?�
�Uh, yes, I�d like that very much,� Velva Linda said,though she was pretty sure she wasn�t going to tellexactly all about it. She wanted to be where Margue-rite was, to see Marguerite smile upon her, to rejoicein her fast-growing confidence that Marguerite actu-ally cared for her as a dear friend�unlike Pete, andperhaps unlike Roger too. If Marguerite was going tobe at Sunday dinner with her family, that was whereVelva Linda wanted to be too.
Dr. Rougemont drove them to the family home on ahill about a mile southeast of the church. It looked
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big, well suited for a family of 10. �We�ve got a lotmore room here than we need, now that all the chil-dren but Marguerite have moved out,� Mrs.Rougemont said. �And maybe she�ll be moving outsometime too. I know she�d like to find somebody, butit�s hard to find just the right one�especially nowa-days, when there are so few really good Catholic menavailable.�
�I know what you mean,� Velva Linda said, �butI�I just can�t believe none of the few really good oneswould be interested in Marguerite. I mean, she�s sokind, and, uh�so nice-looking, and so faithfulto�you know�everything she should be faithful to. Iknow she�s got really high standards, but�well,there must be somebody out there who could meetthem.� Velva Linda hoped, with all her heart, that itwas true. She only wished her heart wouldn�t keepstabbing her with the idiotic, incredible, impossiblenotion that she herself, in her secret identity asVicente, might be the one to leap over Marguerite�shigh standards and into her heart forever.
�Velva Linda, you�re so sweet,� Marguerite said,touching Velva Linda�s shoulder and giving her athrill of delight. �Thank you somuch for saying that.�
�Uh�any time,� Velva Linda said with a smile al-most as wide as Marguerite�s.
Soon dinner was served, and Mrs. Rougemontturned her entire attention to Velva Linda. �Nowplease tell us everything,� she said. �I pray every dayfor the conversion of sinners, and I just love to findout about the answers to my prayers!�
�Well, I�ve certainly been a sinner,� Velva Lindasaid truthfully. �I knew I wasn�t happy, but I wasn�tsure what to do about it. Then someone wanted me tohelp him commit a�a really terrible sin. I wasshocked, in spite of everything I�d done. I didn�t wantto do anything like that, and I wanted to keep that sinfrom happening�but I knew I couldn�t do it if I kepton sinning myself. I knew I had to return to the sac-
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raments�so I did.� That was good, Velva Lindathought. It was all true, even it it wasn�t quite thewhole truth.
�Oh, thanks be to God!� said Mrs. Rougemont.�Were you raised Catholic?�
�Well, yes,� Velva Linda said, �but not a very goodCatholic. And my parents didn�t send me to Catholicschool or anything.� She grimaced at the memory ofthe evils of Crispus Attucks High School, probablythe worst school in the entire Pacific Heights publicschool system, which she had been forced to attend.
�Have you been going to daily Mass now?� Mrs.Rougemont asked.
�Yes, I go to midday Mass at the cathedral. That�swhere I met Marguerite.�
�Oh, I�m so glad! I know Marguerite hasn�t found iteasy to make friends downtown. You know, she�s al-ways friendly, or at least polite, to everyone there, buta lot of the people there just don�t have the same in-terests or�the same character as she does.�
�Yes, I know. It�s really sad. I�m an attorney,and�uh�I know a lot of attorneys don�t have verygood character, at least in their personal lives. Infact, some of them have really bad character.� Shedidn�t think she should mention Pete�s name, but ofcourse she was thinking of him.
�Oh, well, I�m so glad you�re not one of those attor-neys any more!� Mrs. Rougemont beamed upon VelvaLinda, and so did Marguerite, to Velva Linda�s ex-treme delight. Even the reserved Dr. Rougemontsmiled slightly.
�So am I,� Velva Linda said, and she actuallymeant it. �And I�m so glad I�ve met Marguerite. She�sa�a great friend.�
Marguerite�s smile grew even wider. Velva Linda�sheart was pounding hard at the sight of her, far

Page - 44

VELVA LINDA BY DULCI DAILY



harder than any good Catholic woman�s heart shouldpound at the sight of even the dearest female friend.Additional insane, idiotic thoughts attacked her,thoughts of ripping off her female attire and revealingherself as secretly a male, no doubt to the chagrinand horror of Marguerite and her parents.
It could not happen; itmust not happen. It was im-possible. Velva Linda must remain a woman, a dearwoman friend for Marguerite. Her heart still pound-ing, she looked again at Marguerite�so kind, sopure, so simply good, she made Velva Linda think ofthe Blessed Virgin Mary. Still, Velva Linda could noteject the thought that, unlike Mary, Marguerite didnot wish to remain a virgin forever�if only she couldfind the right man to love, honor, and cherish her forall her life.

*******
Roger�s solitary agony had not ended. He had goneto Sunday Mass, but he was not sure how he couldhonestly go again. He was afraid, deathly afraid, thatall he had been taught and believed about love andmarriage was wrong.
He knew full well what he should say and do, if hewere still to be a faithful Catholic. He should say anddo exactly what he himself had confidently, evenbrashly, advised gays and lesbians to do, in discus-sions on the Internet. He should make a clean break,tell Velva Linda they must not see each other anymore, and live a chaste life with the help of God�sgrace. He should�he shuddered to think of it, andtried to fix his eyes more firmly on the crucifix on thewall of his lonely little house�he should reject theonly real, warm, flesh-and-blood woman who hadever loved him, merely because she would not be rec-ognized as a woman by those who knew her secret!
Deep doubts, long thrust into hiding beneath thesurface of his mind, began to re-emerge and plaguehim. Why had God made him with such intense de-

Page - 45

RELUCTANT PRESS



sires for love and for sexual intimacy, if they mightnever be fulfilled? Why had he been overwhelmedwith the urge to masturbate to orgasm while imagin-ing himself uniting with a wife�and sometimes evenimagining himself being the wife�beginning when hewas only 11 years old, far too young for marriage?Why was he one of millions, perhaps billionsthroughout history, who must endure the sufferingof being unable to fulfill his urgent needs in the man-ner supposedly prescribed by God�a kind of suffer-ing that Jesus Christ Himself had never endured, forhe was free from all concupiscence?
Roger groaned in misery. He would make the cleanbreak, he told himself, if only he could be fully con-vinced it was right�but he could not. If he could, hewould tell Velva Linda goodbye, never to meet heragain, perhaps to spend his whole life alone�but itwas not good for a man to be alone! God Himself hadsaid that! Roger knew it was true, in the deepest coreof his heart! If he defied God�s word and his owndeepest needs about that,how could he have any cer-tainty about anything at all in this world?
He could not. He was doomed�unless everythinghe had been taught and believed about sex, andspouted on the Internet, was wrong. To have anyhope of life, of love, of blessed union with the womanof his dreams, he must reject the old and strike out insearch of the new.
�Velva Linda, I love you,� he murmured, thoughVelva Linda was not there. He gave a deep, sad sigh,but his decision was made. He would love VelvaLinda; he would unite with her; he would not confessit as a sin, for he could no longer honestly believe thatit was a sin. Still, he would not cease to believe inGod; he would only discern God�s will for himself,with all the genuine help God had given him, not in-cluding the age-old teachings he was now rejecting.God�s will, as he discerned it, would be that he andVelva Linda would make love, full ecstatic love, andtheir joy would be complete. They would do it soon.
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He would only wait until he was again bursting withsperm�not many nights from now.

Chapter 5
�Babe, I need a report on the Everest expedition,�Pete told Velva Linda by phone one evening, a coupleof days after she had met Marguerite�s parents. �Ihaven�t heard anything for several days. Did youforce her to face reality about birth control yet?�
�I talked with her about it,� Velva Linda said, �butI�m pretty sure she�s never going to accept birth con-trol.�
�God damn it!� Pete ejaculated. �You didn�t eventry hard to persuade her!�
�No, I didn�t!� Velva Linda retorted. �And I�m notgoing to! I�ve had it with your Everest expedition!You�ve lost your grip on me, Pete! I�m in love withsomebody else now, it�s over between us, and I�m notgoing to help you try to screw Marguerite and throwher in the trash!�
�You bitch from hell,� Pete snorted. �Well, I don�tneed you. There was a guy who actually climbedMount Everest alone. I can do it too. I�m going to ac-complish this�even if I actually have to act like a de-vout Catholic to do it.�
�I�ll warn her against you,� Velva Linda struckback. �I�ll let her know exactly what a filthy, disgust-ing hypocrite you are.�
�You just try it,� Pete said, �and I�ll expose you forwhat you are. You think she�ll still want to be yourfriend when she finds out what you really are? Hell,no!�
Velva Linda feared he was right, but she could notback down now. �Pete, don�t do this,� she begged.�Give Marguerite a chance to be a�a good wife, forsomebody�not a screw product for the trash heap.�
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�A good wife?� Pete snapped. �Hog shit! Bull fuck!That�s got nothing to do with reality! I know how toface reality, even if you don�t! I know what realitymeans! It means fucking, blowing, beating off, anddumping! It means telling people who dream about agood wife, or a good husband, to fuck off! I�ve knownthat since I was a kid! If you don�t know it, that justmeans you�ve got to be forced to face reality too!�
�Pete, you�re nuts,� Velva Linda informed him.�Please just stop it. Marguerite will never, ever acceptyou.�
�That�s what you think,� Pete said. �I�m going tosucceed. You can�t stop me. So stay the hell out of myfucking way!�
�No, Pete,� Velva Linda said. �If I find out you�retrying to make a move on her, I�m going to warn heragainst you.� Deep shame and fear invaded her heartat the knowledge of how Pete could retaliate againsther�and of how Marguerite would surely stop beingher friend if he did. Still, she could not back down.She must try her best to protect Marguerite fromPete, at all costs�even the outrageous, exorbitantcost of never seeing Marguerite again.
Almost at once after her call from Pete ended,Velva Linda felt she needed to call Marguerite. Petemight even be thinking of beginning the attack onMarguerite right after midday Mass tomorrow. VelvaLinda had to warn her before then.
�Well, hello!� Marguerite said when Velva Lindacalled. �Long time no hear!� She laughed. �What�s go-ing on?�
�Marguerite, you remember how I was telling yourmom that somebody tried to get me to help him com-mit a really terrible sin?�
�Well, sure. I was wondering about that, but I was-n�t sure I needed to know what it was.�
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�Well, you do need to know. The person was PeteStigmire, and the sin was�seducing you.�
�What? Are you serious?�
�I�m afraid so. He wanted me to get you to trusthim, and persuade you that birth control was OK, sothen he could move in and�uh�try to get you to sinwith him. He was thinking I might go along with it,but this evening I told him I certainly wasn�t�so hesaid he was going to do it without my help. The ideawas that he was going to gain your confidence by pre-tending he was interested in becoming a Catholic. Ithought he might even begin the attack after middayMass tomorrow, so I thought I�d better warn you be-fore then.�
�Oh.� Marguerite was silent for many seconds.�Well,� she said at last, �thank you very much forwarning me. I�ll certainly take notice, and be on myguard, if Pete tries anything like that. I mean, ofcourse, if he started sincerely wanting to be a Catho-lic�like St. Genesius�I�d be very glad, although Istill don�t think I�d be likely to fall in love with him.But if it�s all just hypocrisy�well, then, woe to youhypocrites!�

*******
Pete did attend midday Mass the next day, al-though he sat toward the back of the cathedral, wellbehind Marguerite and Velva Linda. He interceptedthem just beyond the door.
�Well, hello, Marguerite!� he said, ignoring VelvaLinda as if he didn�t know her. �I was thinking I mightsee you here. I�ve actually been thinking about be-coming a Catholic, and I was wondering if you cangive me some help.�
�Well, I�m very glad to hear that,� Marguerite saidpolitely. �But I think you really need to talk with one
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of the priests here. They could help you much betterthan I could.�
�I�m not so sure about that,� Pete said, putting onhis most ingratiating manner. Velva Linda grimaced,but turned her face away so Pete wouldn�t see.
�That�s a priest�s job,� Pete said, �but it�s not yours.I�m thinking you might actually be able to give me abetter idea of why I should become a Catholic, if Ishould�because you stick with it even though it�snot your job, and you could leave at any time if you sodesired.�
�That�s true of a lot of other people, too,� Margue-rite countered. �My friend Velva Linda here, for ex-ample. I believe you�re already acquainted with her.�
�Hello, Pete,� Velva Linda said, as sweetly and in-nocently as possible.
�Well, hello,� Pete said. �Sure I know Velva Linda.�He looked as if he wished he could say some nastythings that would repel Marguerite from Velva Linda,if only he weren�t afraid they would also repel Mar-guerite from him.
�Velva Linda has just recently returned to the sac-raments,� said Marguerite. �She would be an excel-lent person to help you begin to learn why you shouldbecome a Catholic, if you�re really interested.� Mar-guerite�s eyes silently begged Velva Linda to help getPete off her back, as she had already helped get Rogeroff it. Velva Linda picked up on the suggestion atonce.
�Yes, I�d love that!� Velva Linda said. �Oh, Pete, it�sso great to be a�a really faithfulCatholic! I mean, I�mstill not the world�s most devout Catholic or any-thing, but I�m so much happier even just trying to bea faithful Catholic than I was before! I�d be glad totalk with you about anything you want to know, andif I don�t know the answers to all your questions I�llfind them out! Just say when you�d like to talk!�
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Pete frowned, but quickly tried to look like he was-n�t frowning. �Well, all right,� he said. �Maybe allthree of us can talk about it.�
�No, Pete, I really don�t think that would be a goodidea,� Marguerite said. �Please leave me out of it.�
Now Pete was glaring in outrage, straight at VelvaLinda. Pete was smart. He could see exactly what wasgoing on. Velva Linda had betrayed him, had tippedoff Marguerite about his real intentions.
�Well, we�ll see about that,� Pete said. �We�ll talkabout this some more at an early opportunity. Rightnow I have to drive out to a conference.� He wheeledround and strode away.
�Thank you so much, Velva Linda,� Margueritesaid when Pete was out of earshot. �I really neededyour help.�
�Any time,� Velva Linda said with a big smile, look-ing deep into Marguerite�s welcoming eyes. Shewished she could say �Every time, for the rest of ourlives��but it would mean she wished she couldmarry Marguerite, which was impossible.

*******
Velva Linda, unlike Pete and Marguerite, had towalk uphill a couple of blocks and down the street toget back to work from the cathedral. She walkedslowly up the steep hill, taking her time, for today shewas not actually going back to work; she was going totake the afternoon off for her 29th birthday.
As she reached the corner of Semakoboomish andRagnarsson Streets, two blocks up, she heard carhorns honking and then, briefly, a police siren. Sheturned to look back down the hill. It looked like a carhad been going uphill, the wrong way, onSemakoboomish Street which was one way downhill.She couldn�t see the car because a police car, with
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lights flashing, was in the way. She heard someshouting, but she couldn�t make out the words.Somebody must have been awfully inattentive, shethought, to go the wrong way on a busy street likeSemakoboomish�but she had no idea who it was,and it didn�t seem to concern her.
She retrieved her little car from the parking garagenear the offices of Grando, Nix & Fumus, and drovecarefully and correctly along Ragnarsson Street toCapitoline Avenue, where she made a right turn andascended the steep slope toward the Pacificum StateCapitol. She was going to drive to her parents� home,but not directly. First she needed to stop at her apart-ment and change clothes.
She turned off Capitoline onto Beamish Street,parked the car in her assigned spot, and went up toher little apartment to undergo her transformation,as she always did at least four times a year before vis-iting her parents: on Christmas, Ash Wednesday,Easter, and her birthday. On three of those days, herparents actually set foot in church, which they didn�tdo on many other occasions. Today, on Velva Linda�sbirthday, they presumably hadn�t been to church,and she herself would be the center of attention�butnot under the name, nor the appearance, of VelvaLinda.
Her hair was held back by a headband. She took itoff. Her breasts were concealed, more or less, by aprim white blouse and a lacy white bra. She tookthem off too. In their place, she pulled on a thick,sturdy, strapless elastic body-shaper to squash herbreasts into some semblance of flatness. Then sheput on a white T-shirt and a men�s plaid shirt, withthe shirt over her hair in back so it wouldn�t look anymore like a girl�s hair than necessary. Her skirt, herpanties, and her ladies� shoes were next to come off.They were replaced by men�s boxer shorts, men�sjeans, and men�s socks and running shoes. SoonVelva Linda, but for her pretty face and her partlyhidden hair, looked quite like a short, slightly plumpyoung man�a young man named Vicente.
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This, indeed, was to be her identity for the after-noon�or rather his identity. When visiting her par-ents, Velva Linda always reverted to being Vicente.Vicente�s parents didn�t approve of effeminacy, andhe had always tried to keep his girlish sexinessstrictly secret as long as he lived at home, even whilehe was secretly blossoming into Velva Linda. True, hewasn�t going to cut his hair short now, even athome�but in every other respect he would be as fullya male as he was capable of being.
Vicente exited his apartment, returned to his car,pulled out onto Beamish, and turned east onto Ran-goon Avenue, heading up around the curve to CapitolCircle. When he was facing straight toward the StateCapitol, he turned left to go around the circle, thenleft again to go straight downhill on East CapitolineAvenue. Now he was heading toward home�but firsthe must go straight down into the heart of the mostnotorious slum in Pacific Heights, known simply as�The District.�
Often putting on the brakes, Vicente descendedalong broad East Capitoline Avenue past fairly de-cent-looking homes, shops, and apartment buildingson the rear end of the Capitoline Hill. Then he passedever cheaper and trashier-looking structures and va-cant lots as the hill gave way to the deep depressionof the District, surrounded by hills but actually be-low sea level, like Death Valley or the Dead Sea.Vicente was heading straight toward the heart ofdarkness, the place where he had decided he mustescape from the District at all costs, and mustemerge as Velva Linda after escaping: CrispusAttucks High School. Too vividly he remembered theconstant need for extreme caution, and for depend-ence upon the police, in threading his way largely un-harmed through the maze of dope fiends, sex fiends,gang fiends, race fiends, and fiends of every descrip-tion in the gigantic, unruly prison-school.
Vicente breathed a deep sigh of relief when he waswell past the school, and past the worst part of theDistrict. Now he was getting close to home. He turned
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off East Capitoline and drove up the familiar little hillto the even more familiar little house on SqualmStreet, still in the District, but in a more nearly de-cent area than the dung pit around the high school.
�Vicente! Welcome home! Happy birthday!� hismom said when he entered the house. �Everybody�shere, except your dad of course.� Vicente�s dad was along-distance truck driver; he made probably bettermoney than most inhabitants of the District, but histime with the family was in short supply. �I don�t seethe boys right now, but here�s Aurelia and the littleones.�
�Hi, Vicente!� said his older sister Aurelia, who was33 and married with two small children, Daniel (age4, busily playing with toys on the floor) and Susana(age 1, resting in her mother�s arms). Vicente andAurelia gave each other kisses on the cheek. Aureliahad discreetly introduced Vicente to the delight ofgirlish pretensions at an early age, but Vicente alone,in strictest secrecy, had discovered the extreme ex-citement of sexy girlish pretensions at 12.
�And how are you doing, Vicente?� Mom asked.�Have you found a girl yet?� Mom always askedVicente that when he came home. She was obviouslyafraid Vicente might be a homosexual, but confidentthat he would prove he wasn�t one if only he got a girl-friend.
�Actually, Mom, I have,� Vicente said�surprisinghimself almost as much as he surprised and de-lighted his mom. �Her name is Marguerite, andwe�we like each other a lot.�
�Margarita! A beautiful name!� Mom cried, ignor-ing the difference between Spanish and French. �Oh,I�m so happy for you! So now she�s your girlfriend?�
�Well, not yet,� Vicente said, �but�um�I hope shewill be.� Fear that it was impossible still gripped himhard and painfully, but at least he found himself be-ginning to fight against the fear.
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�Oh, so do I!� said Mom. Of course she didn�t knowMarguerite, but she needed only to know that Mar-guerite was female, and that Vicente hoped shewould become his girlfriend, to give her good hopethat Vicente wasn�t a homosexual after all.
�You should have invited her to the party,� Momsaid.
�Uh�well, maybe next year,� Vicente said. �Imean, like I said, she�s not my girlfriend�at least notyet.� There was no way I could have invited her,Vicente thought. It wasn�t because Marguerite�s fam-ily lived in decent, clean, semi-suburban Beacons-field and Vicente�s family lived in the District; he waspretty sure that wouldn�t make any difference to Mar-guerite. No, it was entirely because Vicente didn�twant Marguerite to know the whole truth about herfriend Velva Linda.
�Well, I�m looking forward to meeting her,� Momsaid pointedly. �And now let�s eat.�
Birthday parties at the Buenazno house werefeasts, with the cake and ice cream serving only asdessert. Mom brought forth nachos loaded withcheese and salsa, quesadillas, enchiladas, fajitas,and more. �Arturo! Eduardo!� she called out loudly toVicente�s brothers Arturo, age 17, and Eduardo, 11.�Let�s eat!�
Eduardo promptly emerged from his room. Arturodid not. The rest of the family didn�t wait for him be-fore saying grace: �Bless us, O Lord, and these Thygifts, which we are about to receive from Thy bountythrough Christ our Lord. Amen.�
Vicente remembered well that, although the mem-bers of his family were not very good Catholics interms of education, regular Mass attendance, es-chewing birth control, and such things, their liveswere filled with trappings of Catholic culture, includ-ing grace before meals. There was a big picture on thedining-roomwall showing Jesus revealing His Sacred
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Heart, too, though it was usually ignored. Now Jesusand His Heart were staring Vicente straight in theface, if only he cared to look. He did care. The picturemade him think of Marguerite�whose heart, Vicenteimagined, was more than a bit like the Heart of Je-sus.
Vicente took good-sized helpings of many things asthe meal proceeded, and answered Mom�s questionsabout Marguerite as best he could, but most of themeal was spent in conversation between Mom andAurelia. Vicente had time to think, as he must, abouthow he had come to this strange, difficult point in hislife�and how he could move beyond it, if he could.
He knew almost perfectly well why he had becomeVelva Linda�first secretly, at 12, and then openly,after he escaped from Crispus Attucks High. He waslittle and lonely, he had no hope of being loved by agirl, and it was so incredibly exciting to be his owngirl, needing no other�wearing Aurelia�s prettyhand-me-downs, and then taking them off, pretend-ing to be a sexy girl for an imaginary boy. His girlisherotic feelings were so soothing to his heart, numbingthe pain of loneliness, giving him beauty and good-ness while the world outside was ugly and vile. Hejust had to indulge in them almost every night�butalways in strictest secrecy, for he feared and loathedthe sex fiends who would surely take vicious advan-tage of him if they knew he was effeminate.
By the time he graduated from high school,Vicente had fully become Velva Linda in his heart, orher heart. Nothing remained to be done but to bringVelva Linda from the darkness out into the light. Al-most as soon as she left home and moved into a dormat the U, she began to wear women�s clothes, to trainher voice, to take hormones to enlarge her breasts,and she legally changed her name to Velva Linda. Be-fore too long she was thrilled to recognize that shewas very attractive to men, including some very nicemen, totally unlike the sex fiends of Crispus AttucksHigh. She went on dates with men, and she did do
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some awfully sexy things with the ones she liked themost.
Her aim was to go to law school and become aprosecutor�to put dope fiends, sex fiends, gangfiends, race fiends, and other fiends in prison andkeep them there, for as long as possible. She did go tolaw school, electing to attend St. Ives Law School inAppledale, a comparatively small school with afriendlier, less cutthroat atmosphere than many lawschools reputedly had, and with a Catholic history.The Catholic history was, indeed, largely history.Many of the Catholic students and professors wereno better Catholics than Velva Linda and her family,and there were many non-Catholic students too�in-cluding Pete, who was a second-year student whenVelva Linda was a first-year. St. Ives was where VelvaLinda first met Pete, and where she first had sex withhim (not in the school itself, of course, but in Pete�sapartment nearby.)
Pete was so manly, and he made Velva Linda feellike the most desirable woman in the universe whenshe was with him! She was totally crazy about him,and wanted to marry him, by the time he graduatedfrom law school�even though she knew he wasn�tquite as crazy about her as she was about him. Pete�sbig aim was to make sexual conquests (especially ifhe could conquer Catholic virgins), and Velva Lindafeared she might be only one of many in his eyes.
Velva Linda still didn�t quite know why Pete hadultimately selected her, out of all his conquests, ashis falsely so-called �one and only��but she surehadn�t complained about it at the time. Not too longafter she graduated, and started working for ahigh-powered law firm to pay off her law-school debtsbefore becoming a prosecutor, Velva Linda was fairlyconfident that she was Pete�s �number one� at least,if not really his �one and only.� They had sex prettyregularly, except when Velva Linda gave it up forLent�and, when she did, it only seemed to makePete more eager to come back to her afterward.
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Now everything was different�or was it? WouldVelva Linda ever return to Pete? If not, would shecomplete her seduction of Roger and become his ladylove? Or would she, incredibly, become more thanjust dear friends with Marguerite?
Velva Linda had no idea. She glanced up again atthe picture of Jesus and His Heart. Words flittedthrough her mind, faintly remembered from one ofher bursts of comparative piety in some past Lent:�Jesus, meek and humble of heart, make our heartslike unto Thine.� Now she could not even bring her-self to murmur the words�and yet, in silence, shecould feel her heart filling to overflowing with yearn-ing to become like Marguerite�s heart, which she waspretty sure was far more like the Heart of Jesus thanher own heart was.
By the time the cake and ice cream were served,Velva Linda�s reverie had ended and she, or he, wasVicente again. The cake was Vicente�s favorite, carrotcake with lemon icing, but there were not 29 candleson it, only one in the shape of a 2 and one of a 9. Allpresent sang �Happy birthday, dear Vicente,� andVicente made a wish out loud before easily blowingout the candles. Perhaps it was absurd, but Vicenteknew it would make his mother very happy, and hereally would wish it if only it were possible: �I wish I�llmarry Marguerite.�
�Oh, Vicente, I�m so happy for you!� his mom ex-claimed�almost as if he had announced he was al-ready engaged to Marguerite, although he knew itwas really only because Mom thought this proved hewasn�t a homosexual.
With all he had eaten, while paying more attentionto his thoughts and memories than to the food,Vicente was pretty full by the time he finished thecake and ice cream; he figured he might need to con-fess a sin of gluttony when he next went to confes-sion. He wondered what others he might need to con-fess. He figured there probably would be some,although he really was trying not to commit them.
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Arturo still had not appeared. Vicente wonderedwhy not. He hoped Arturo wasn�t sick. �Where�sArturo?� he asked. �He�s not sick, is he?�
Mom frowned. �Not what doctors call sick,� shesaid. �But he spends a lot of time in his room. Hedoesn�t like to be disturbed.�
�Well, at least I want to see him before I take off,�Vicente said.
�Vicente, I really don�t think that�s a good idea!You�ll be sorry!� Mom cried out�but Vicente was al-ready heading toward Arturo�s room, and did notturn back.
The door was shut, but not locked, because thekids� bedroom doors didn�t have locks on them, asVicente remembered all too well. He knocked.
�What the fuck do you want now?� was Arturo�s re-sponse.
�Hey, Arturo,� Vicente said, opening the door. �It�sme, Vicente. Can I come in?�
�Oh, it�s you,� Arturo said, meaning not Mom. �Uh,sure, come on in.�
Vicente came in. Arturo was sitting at his com-puter, a pretty old and clunky one, but evidently use-ful enough for his purposes. He was in his under-wear, and his room smelled like semen. He waspressed tight against his desk in front of the com-puter, obviously trying to hide an erection under thedesk.
�Hey, take a look at this,� Arturo said. WhenVicente looked at the screen, he saw why Arturowould have an erection. The computer was display-ing a video of a man fucking a woman from behind,while reaching up under her to grip her breasts. Theintercourse was real, not simulated; you could actu-ally see the man�s penis going in and out in the
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woman�s vagina. Vicente stared, but then he lookedaway.
�I don�t want to see that,� he said. He was struck,and sickened, by the thought that this was like whatPete had wished to do to Marguerite, if he had beenable to conquer her�and that Pete would have hadno more love for Marguerite than the fuckheads inthis porn video had for each other. He had to try toprotect Marguerite from Pete, he thought, no matterwhat�even if everything he had desperately soughtto keep secret must come out.
�What the fuck do you mean, you don�t want to seeit?� Arturo expostulated. �Are you gay? I bet you�regay! You want to see men getting their buttsfucked�and you want to get your butt fucked your-self!�
�I do not!� said Vicente, who had always regardedbutt-fucking as incredibly nasty. �I don�t want to seethat crap because it�s no better than men fuckingbutts! And I don�t want to see you wasting your life onit! You didn�t even come out to celebrate my birthdaybecause you were watching that shit and jacking off!Why don�t you stop being such a�a disgustingloser?�
�Get the fuck out!� Arturo shouted. �Now! Anddon�t come back. If I had a gun, I�d kill you. Nobodytells me what the fuck to do. Nobody!�
He gave Vicente the finger with both hands.Vicente almost felt like responding in kind, but hedidn�t. He just stared at Arturo, as if he were seeing abottomless pit far deeper than Death Valley or theDistrict. Then he turned away and shut the door.
�Vicente, I told you,� Mom said softly when Vicentere-emerged. �You shouldn�t have done that. Youshould have left him alone.�
Vicente swallowed hard. He feared Mom might beright, and yet he wasn�t sure she was. �I don�t know,
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Mom,� he said. �You don�t want him to stay that wayfor life, and never get free from that�that addiction.�
�No, I don�t,� Mom said. �But I don�t know what todo.� She was silent a for a few moments. �Pray forArturo,� she said at last. �And pray for me. Ask yourgirl Margarita to pray for us too.�
�I will, Mom,� Vicente promised, and he meant it.The easy part would be asking Marguerite. The hardpart would be doing it himself, after so many years oflittle or no prayer. Still, he would do it, for Mom andfor Arturo�and for Marguerite.

*******
Vicente said good-bye to Mom, Aurelia and herkids, and Eduardo. He started up the little car, drovedown Squalm Street to East Capitoline, and beganthe journey back out of the District, back up to theCapitoline Hill, and to being Velva Linda. As far aspossible, consistent with watching out for other driv-ers and pedestrians on East Capitoline, he kept hiseyes on the hill and the Capitol in the distance. Thehill was far smaller than Mount Everest, but still itmade him think of Marguerite. As time went on, therewere fewer and fewer things that didn�t make himthink of Marguerite.
He arrived at Capitol Circle, drove around to Ran-goon, and began the descent down the seaward sideof the hill above downtown. Before too long he hadre-entered his apartment. Now he would becomeVelva Linda again�or would he?
Vicente looked at himself in the mirror and imag-ined himself reverting to being fully male, even hav-ing at least some of his beautiful hair cut off. �Mar-guerite, I�m really a man,� he imagined himselfsaying, �a man named Vicente. I love you. Will youmarry me?�
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It was absurd. He wouldn�t dare. Marguerite wouldsurely be repelled, dismayed, disgusted, at the reve-lation that her friend Velva Linda was really a male indisguise. It could not, would not, must not ever hap-pen. Still, Vicente tarried long before he finally re-moved his male attire, took off his breast-squasher,put on his�or rather her panties and bra, and com-pleted the transformation from Vicente to VelvaLinda.

Chapter 6
�Velva Linda,� Roger said on the phone, only a cou-ple of hours after Vicente had again become VelvaLinda. �This is Roger. I was just thinking, uh�howmuch I love you, and how much I�d like to see youagain soon.�
�Oh!� Velva Linda said. �Why, thank you, Roger!I�uh�I�d like to see you again soon, too!� She felt atwinge of shame at the thought that she might be go-ing to do something awfully sexy with Roger, so soonafter telling Mom about Marguerite and wishing outloud that she might marry Marguerite. Still, thethought of completing her seduction of Roger was sounbearably exciting that she could not back downnow.
�Like how soon?� Roger demanded to know.�Maybe this evening?�
�Oh! Well! Uh�yes, tonight would be fine! Wherewould you like to go?�
�Your place or mine.�
�Oh, Roger! Are you sure?� Velva Linda wasthrilled, and yet dismayed at how eager for sex Rogernow seemed to be. It seemed impossible that hisviews on that fascinating subject could have been sorapidly and thoroughly revised from the devout Cath-olic views he had held so recently�and yet what elsecould be the explanation of this?
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�Yes, I�m sure,� Roger said. �I�ve been doing a lot ofthinking, and I�ve�uh�changed my mind aboutsome things.�
Velva Linda took a deep breath and let it outslowly. �Well, then,� she said, �would you like to cometo my apartment in just a little while?�
�Yes,� Roger said. �A really little while. I just got offwork. I�ll be there soon.�
Velva Linda thought of wearing a sexy negligee,but she decided it would be a bit too forward. She set-tled on a cream-colored blouse through which herlacy red décolleté bra could be discerned, a moder-ately short red skirt, and bare feet suitable to herwhite-carpeted floor.
As promised, Roger soon arrived. �Hi, Roger!�Velva Linda said with a big smile. �Come on in! Wouldyou like some wine?�
�I�ll have a sip,� Roger said. His eyes were fixed onVelva Linda as he entered the apartment.
Velva Linda poured two glasses of sweet sherry.�Would you like to sit with me on the love seat?� sheasked coquettishly. Roger took a glass from her andsat down.
�Um, you said you�d been thinking about somethings,� she said. �Like what? Like maybe some of thethings we�ve been doing?�
�That�s right,� Roger said. �I�ve been thinking theyweren�t sins after all.�
�Oh! Well! Uh�that�s a really big change for you,isn�t it?�
�Yeah, a really big change.�
�Well�how did it come about? What were youthinking?�
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�Well, I was thinking about how you�re the onlywoman who�s ever really loved me, and how Godmademe to love and be loved, and gave me needs anddesires that just�absolutely have to be satisfied. I�vehad them since I was 11 years old, way too young toget married. I couldn�t believe any longer that God,who gaveme those needs and desires, didn�t want meto satisfy them. Even when I�uh�I found out yoursecret, I still wanted to�you know��
�To make love with me?� Velva Linda was quicklygetting carried away by her own needs and desires,almost forgetting all about Marguerite. She leanedtoward Roger, anticipating a kiss.
�Yes,� Roger said, embracing her. Their lips andtongues met and lingered long together. Roger�s handwas on Velva Linda�s breast almost at once. Her se-cret was hard in her panties before the long kissended. Roger�s hand slipped under her short skirt,touched her panties, caressed her secret.
�Oh, Roger, yes! Yes! I want to!� Velva Lindamoaned, pressing his hand against her secret insideher panties. �Take me in the shower! I�m all yours!�
They stood up and entered the bathroom, still fullyclothed, but not for long. They kissed on the mouthagain. Roger�s hands were on Velva Linda�s big, wom-anly butt, pulling down her skirt and panties at once.Her secret was sticking out, but she pressed it downinto hiding between her thighs, still with her blouseand bra on.
�Undo my bra,�she begged, opening her blouse.�Kiss my breasts.� This time her bra was a back-hookone. Roger awkwardly struggled to unhook it, but atlast succeeded. Embracing her tightly, he kissed herbreasts, licking and sucking her nipples with manlyardor.
Velva Linda stepped into the shower, turned onthe warm water, and lathered herself up between herthighs while Roger rapidly stripped. �Now come into
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me�please!� Velva Linda begged, guiding his hardsix-inch penis to her delta, and then into the tight,hot, soapy entryway between her hidden secret andher thigh.
When he had entered her, Roger could not holdhimself back. He started thrusting mightily at once.Velva Linda was clutching him hard with her handsand her thighs, bucking her hips wildly, and moan-ing at the approach of orgasm. Roger�s orgasmgripped him at the same time as Velva Linda�sgripped her. �Velva Linda, I love you!� he moaned ashe began to ejaculate. �I love you! I�ll always love you!Will you marry me?�
Velva Linda gasped�but not because she was atthe hottest point of her climax, although she was.The thought of Arturo�s porn video was attacking her,and with it the thought that she and Roger were do-ing something just as idiotic as the fuckheads in thevideo had done.
�Will you marry me?� Roger begged again.
She would not. She knew she would not. She onlydid not know how she would tell Roger she would not.
�Uh�Roger, let�s talk about it after we finish ourshower and get dressed,� she said, pleading for time.

*******
Roger was drained, but still full of ineffable bliss.He had made love, fully made love, with the woman ofhis dreams, and he would not confess it as a sin.Soon they would marry, and their joy would endurefor life. He was dressed already, and sitting again onthe love seat. He had only to wait for Velva Linda toemerge from her bedroom dressed, and their new lifewould begin.
She emerged, dressed differently than before. Nowshe wore a high-necked, knee-length dress that re-
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minded him of Marguerite, who had rejected him.Still, Velva Linda herself would not reject him. Shecould not, for they were far too deeply in love.
She sat with him on the love seat, close to him butnot touching him. Roger waited in silence. At last heprompted her: �Well, then, what about it? VelvaLinda, will you marry me?�
She clasped her hands together and looked away.�Roger, I can�t,� she said.
Roger started to gasp, but clenched his teeth andstopped himself. This could not be happening. Theremust be some mistake. Velva Linda must have somefear, some misunderstanding, some secret yet undis-closed, that could be overcome, and then all would bewell.
�Velva Linda, what�s wrong?� he asked, touchingher tenderly on the shoulder. �We�re in love. What-ever it is, we can work it out, if we�ll just talk aboutit.�
�No, Roger,� Velva Linda said�stabbing Rogerdeep in the heart. �This is it. I�ve realized I�m not inlove with you after all. I was seducing you. I was act-ing like a�a porn actress with you. I�m ashamed ofmyself. I�m going to go to confession tomorrow morn-ing.�
God damn it!Roger�s heart cried out in silence, andhe meant it. His eyes bulged in horror. He had sacri-ficed everything for Velva Linda�and now she wasbetraying him, abandoning him, throwing him in thetrash! God must damn this evil, or there was nothingdamnable in the universe!
�You lied to me,� Roger said. �You led me to believeyou were in love with me, and you wanted to marryme. And I fell for it! I can�t believe this!� Roger staredat Velva Linda in mounting outrage.
He had to find a way to strike back, to gain revengefor this vicious crime against truth, and love, and
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simple human decency. He could think of only oneway permitted by law: to deprive Velva Linda of afriend, as she had deprived him of a lover, namelyherself. �Did Marguerite know what kind of personyou were when she introduced me to you?� he de-manded to know. �Did she know you were a�a gaymale seducer in women�s clothing?�
�No!� Velva Linda cried. Roger saw fear in her eyes,fear of disclosure. He struck hard, directly at VelvaLinda�s heart. �Well, she�ll know now,� he said. �I�mgoing to let her know exactly what kind of filthy, ly-ing, loathsome scum you are!�
�Roger, no!� Velva Linda begged. �Please don�t!�Roger could hear the terror in her voice and see it inher eyes. He knew he had her by the throat, and herejoiced to know. She must value Marguerite�sfriendship greatly, he thought. Well, then, so muchthe better if she did!
�I�ve got to,� he said with a smile. �This is the onlyway that justice can be done!�

*******
Velva Linda got little sleep that night. She hadsunk into a pit as foul as Arturo�s porn pit, andworse�for the fuckheads in the porn video did notpretend to be in love. She could hardly even imaginehow she could confess what she had done�and yetshe must confess, for she was sure she had done adeadly sin. She set her alarm to go off good and early,to wake her up for early-morning confession even ifshe was sound asleep. Then she lay face up on herbed and closed her eyes, but did not sleep, while herconscience raked her over the coals of hell.
The alarm went off, loudly, insistently, demandinga response. Velva Linda must have fallen asleep atlast, though only very late. She could hardly move,and yet she forced herself to lurch out of bed. Groggyand dizzy, she moved slowly and unsurely, but at
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least she kept moving, no matter what. Making andeating breakfast, drinking some extra-strong tea tohelp her wake up, getting her clothes on and lockingher apartment, driving her car carefully down thesteep hill to the parking garage on Ragnarsson Streetand walking down to the cathedral, she was actuallypraying, over and over again: �God, help me! Pleasehelp me!� She did not pray to God to save her friend-ship with Marguerite, for that would surely be lostwhen Roger made his damning revelations. She onlyprayed that God Himself, in spite of everything,would show Himself a friend to her and forgive her.
She entered the huge, nearly empty cathedral.Only a few people ahead of her were waiting in line forconfession to begin. She knelt and finished beingraked over by her conscience; then she got in line.
The green light went on when the priest enteredthe confessional, and then the red one when the firstperson in line went in. �God, please help me make agood confession,� Velva Linda silently begged withconsiderably more than her usual sincerity. �Pleaseforgive me�and help me stop being so disgusting toYou!�
Before too long it was her turn. The green lightwent on again. She entered and knelt down, behindthe screen, not wanting anyone but God Himself tosee her.
�Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,� she said. �It�sbeen�ugh!�only about five days since my last con-fession, but�since that time I seduced a man, I hadsex with him, I misled him to think I might marryhim, and I led him to abandon the Catholic faith. Ialso wish to include in this confession all the sins ofmy whole life, especially�uh�any sins of untruth-fulness and misleading people.�
�Well, that�s a lot to accomplish in only five days,�the priest said in a dry, matter-of-fact, but veryfaintly jovial-sounding tone. �How did you lead himto abandon the Catholic faith in that little time?�
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�Well, uh�I�d been doing some previous sins withhim, which I�ve already confessed before, and he de-cided things like having sex with me were no sins af-ter all, and he wasn�t going to confess them. And in-stead of telling him they were sins and he shouldconfess them, I just went right ahead and had sexwith him. I knew he thought he was in love with meand he wanted to marry me, but I did it anyway. Thenhe asked me to marry him, uh, right while we werecommitting the sin, and I had to tell him I wasn�t go-ing to marry him and I wasn�t going to sin with himany more�and he got really, really angry.�
�Well, it sounds as if the abandonment of theCatholic faith may have been much more of his doingthan yours,� said the priest. �You didn�t tell him hissins were no sins and he shouldn�t confess them, didyou?�
�Oh, no!�
�And you�re really not going to do those sins withhim any more, are you?�
�No, I�m not.� For once, Velva Linda really meant it,with no wiggly evasions about not being sure her res-olution was going to last very long.
�All right. For your penance, please offer up a de-cade of the rosary for the conversion of sinners, in-cluding the man you were talking about. Now make agood act of contrition.�
�O my God, I am heartily sorry for having offendedYou, and I detest all my sins because I dread the lossof heaven and the pains of hell, but most of all be-cause they offend You, my God, who are all good andworthy of all my love. I firmly resolve, with the help ofYour grace, to sin no more, and to avoid the near oc-casions of sin.� Yes, this time she really meant it, andher heart rose up in hope, as if she might even beworthy to look Marguerite in the face someday.
The priest said the words of absolution and toldVelva Linda, �Your sins are forgiven; go in peace.�
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She thanked him and emerged from the confessional.She didn�t have a rosary, so she counted the 10 HailMarys on her fingers while thinking about the Resur-rection�including, she hoped, her own real resur-rection from sin and idiocy, and even Roger�s too.Then she left the cathedral and began to walk up thesteep hill toward the office, ready to meet Margueriteagain at midday Mass�and even to meet Roger too, ifhe really carried out his threat.

*******
Roger eagerly awaited his opportunity. He was inthe cathedral, but now he was free from the Church.He had expected to see Marguerite here, but he wasextra glad to see that Velva Linda was with her. Thiswould be perfect.
The Mass ended. The two ladies, the real one andthe fake one, stayed and prayed. Roger could hardlywait for them to get up and leave.
At last they did. Roger intercepted them just insidethe door. �Well, hello, Marguerite,� he said. �Hello,Velva Linda. I wonder if I might have a word with youtwo ladies.� He placed a heavy, sarcastic emphasison the word �ladies.�
�Let�s go outside, so we don�t disturb people pray-ing,� said Marguerite. They went outside.
�Marguerite, I was just wondering how much youreally know about your friend Velva Linda,� Rogersaid with a big smile. �Did you happen to know thatVelva Linda is really a male in female�s clothing?�
Roger glanced at Velva Linda with satisfaction.With her golden-brown skin, she was incapable of ac-tually turning pale, but she was coming as close to itas she could. Fear and anguish radiated out from herdark eyes to her whole face.
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He looked back to Marguerite. She was frowningand staring as if in disbelief, but at Roger, not atVelva Linda. �Uh�why, no, Roger, I didn�t knowthat,� she said. �Would you mind telling me whyyou�re saying this?�
�Because it�s the truth!� Roger cried. �And youknow what else is the truth? Velva Linda seduced meinto having gay sex! Velva Linda lied and said shewas in love with me, and let me to believe she wantedto marry me! Velva Linda got me to decide to leave theChurch for her�and then she promptly threw me inthe trash! Isn�t that the greatest little Catholic friendyou could imagine?�
Marguerite�s mouth was wide open in obvious as-tonishment. �Well, you�re not, anyway,� she rebukedhim.
Now it was Roger�s jaw that dropped. He wasshocked. It wasn�t at all like Marguerite to say some-thing like that�or was it? Did she have some secretstore of anger and hostility, carefully concealed, fromwhich she would have brought forth stinging rebukesand reprimands ad nauseam if Roger had marriedher? He was terrifically glad, now, that he hadn�tmarried her.
�What about her?� Roger almost shouted. �Whatabout Velva Linda? Are you going to put up with thissin, this female impersonation, this gay seduction,this total betrayal of the Catholic Faith?�
�I�ll discuss those things with Velva Linda, notyou,� Marguerite said. �Velva Linda is my friend, andshe�s going to stay my friend, no matter what you sayabout her.� She hesitated, as if unsure whether sheshould say more, but then went on. �I was afraid thiswas going to happen,� she said. �I could see that youwere sex-crazed, and it might only take one littlespark to make you explode and leave the Church.Now it�s happened, and you�ve become filled with ha-tred. You�re in no position to complain about betrayalof the Catholic faith.�
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Roger�s jaw dropped again, even farther this time.He stared at Marguerite in outrage. This was not thegentle, tender-hearted young woman he had wishedto marry, not so long ago. She was revealing a hardcore of antagonism that Roger could not, would not,must not put up with.
�I can�t believe this,� Roger proclaimed. �Youthought I wasn�t good enough for you, but this fakefemale, this gay seducer, this bad Catholic to end allbad Catholics, is good enough for you! Well, you canhave her! I�m through with both of you!�
Roger turned around and strode away. Margueriteand Velva Linda stood in silence, watching him go. Atlast Marguerite softly said, �We�ll both need to getback to work soon, but would you like to talk aboutthis over dinner at The Decencies?�
�Uh�well, sure!� Velva Linda agreed.
�Good. I�ll see you there at about 6:00. You�ll be offwork by then, won�t you?�
�I�ll think so.� Velva Linda had to work pretty longhours at Grando, Nix & Fumus, but at least shewould have time for dinner.
�I�m glad. See you then.�
Marguerite smiled and walked back toward the BigBlack Block. Velva Linda smiled in return, thoughmore faintly, before turning away to walk back up thehill. Marguerite was still her friend, and everythingseemed to be all right�so far. She only feared every-thing would not still be all right when Margueritefound out that everything Roger had said wastrue�as she must, not many hours from now.

*******
Velva Linda got off work a bit earlier than she ex-pected, and walked down to The Decencies on ArthurBoulevard to wait for Marguerite. She figured Mar-
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guerite was probably in the cathedral, praying. Shealmost thought of joining her, but didn�t. Instead sheentered the restaurant, sat down near the entrance,and waited.
The restaurant was calm and fairly quiet inside,despite the traffic outside and the many people eat-ing dinner. Classical music with trumpets, Frenchhorns, and woodwinds was playing on the sound sys-tem. The walls were covered with pictures thatseemed like windows into other worlds, worlds ofbeauty and peace, and of course of the utmost de-cency.
Marguerite entered. �Oh, hi!� She said. �I haven�tkept you waiting long, have I?�
�Not at all,� said Velva Linda. �I was just enjoyingthe peace and quiet.�
�This place is great for that,� said Marguerite. �Andfor talking about, uh, important things, too.�
Marguerite requested a table near the back of therestaurant, where it was a bit less crowded. They satdown next to each other, at one of the many round ta-bles with checkered tablecloths, and ordered fromthe menu. Then, while they waited for their dinner toarrive, Marguerite spoke first.
�Velva Linda, I really need to thank you,� she said.�I had my suspicions about Roger, but they were soterrible I really thought I needed to keep them to my-self. I don�t think I would have found out for surewhat was lurking beneath his exterior, ready to breakout, if it hadn�t been for you.�
�Oh!� Velva Linda said. �Well, uh�you�re wel-come.� She could hardly look up into Marguerite�ssoft, kind brown eyes. She didn�t want Marguerite toknow how this alarming confirmation of her suspi-cions about Roger had come about, for it would meanadmitting that everything Roger had said wastrue�and yet she must admit it, if Margueritewanted to know, for she couldn�t lie to Marguerite.
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�Um�you don�t need to tell me this if you don�twant to,� Marguerite said, �but�were any of thosethings Roger was saying about you true?�
Now Velva Linda couldn�t look at Marguerite at all.She swallowed hard. Tears were filling her eyes. Shedid need to tell Marguerite. The truth, the disastroustruth, must come out right now.
�Yes,� she said, and sobbed. �They were all true. Ididn�t�I didn�t want you to know�because I wasafraid you�d never want to see me again!�
Velva Linda was crying and shaking so hard, shecould barely feel Marguerite�s hand gently touchingher shoulder. At last, though, she felt it, and lookedup, and tried to dry her eyes.
�That won�t happen,� Marguerite assured her. �I�llalways want to see you again�as long as you want tosee me again.�
Velva Linda�s eyes grew painfully wide in astonish-ment. She cried again, but now her tears were tearsof barely believing joy. �I�ll always�always want tosee you again!� she stammered, tasting the bitter saltof her tears.
They were silent for what seemed a very long time.The waitress brought their dinner before they spokeagain. They said grace, of course, and began to eat.At last Marguerite said, �So, uh, you did this�thisthing with Roger, and he decided he was going toleave the Church for you, and then you told him youweren�t going to go on with it after all? Is that the ba-sic idea?�
�Uh�yes,� Velva Linda admitted, astounded thatMarguerite could speak of it so matter-of-factly.
�And you�re really not going to go on with it, areyou?�
�Oh, no! Ugh! I�when it was happening, I sud-denly thought of my brother Arturo. Oh, please pray
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for Arturo�my mom asked me to ask you�and prayfor my mom too! See, I went to my parent�s house tocelebrate my birthday, and Arturo didn�t come out ofhis room, and I wondered why and I went in�and hewas in his underwear, watching porn on his com-puter. I was totally disgusted�and then when I waswith Roger I, I suddenly thought what I was doingwith him was just as disgusting as what the�the ac-tor and actress were doing in the porn video! And itwas!And I�I never wanted to admit this to you, and Iwouldn�t have, if Roger hadn�t made that terriblescene today and told everything!� Velva Linda wascrying again. Incredibly, Marguerite actually put herarm around her to comfort her.
�Well, it sounds like you�re very sorry about whatyou did with Roger,� Marguerite said, almost toosoftly to be heard.
�Yes. I really am. I went to confession this morn-ing.�
�So Roger was accusing you of sins that were al-ready forgiven.�
�Yes, I guess that�s right.�
�Well, all right, then. We won�t need to talk aboutthem any more.�
Velva Linda looked up and quickly dried her eyes,so she could see Marguerite clearly. Marguerite wassmiling at her. �There�s more joy in heaven,� shequoted, �over one sinner who repents, than over 99righteous people who never need to repent.�
Velva Linda blinked. �More joy over methan�uh�over you?�
Marguerite laughed. �No, I�m not one of the 99 ei-ther,� she said. �But, you know, St. Therese won-dered about that. She was pretty sure she�d never ac-tually committed any mortal sins, but she thought,�Just think what horrible sins I would have commit-
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ted, if God hadn�t kept me from it!� So there could bejoy in heaven over her, too.�
Velva Linda sat in silence, breathing deeply, tryingto imagine what joy in heaven would be like. It wouldbe unimaginably great, she thought, if only Margue-rite were there too.
�So I guess,� Marguerite interrupted her thoughts,�the other thing Roger was saying was true, too? Imean, about you, uh, not really being a woman?�
�Yes.� It was revealed at last, and there was no di-saster after all�at least, none that Velva Linda coulddetect.
�Well, that�s pretty hard to believe, but I guess I�llhave to take your word for it. I mean, I can�t imaginewhy you would want to lie about that.�
�I wouldn�t,� Velva Linda said. �Um�especially notto you. I couldn�t lie to you.�
Marguerite smiled, broadly and brilliantly. �I thinkwe�re going to be really great friends, then,� she said.
Velva Linda�s heart leaped high. �You mean, uh, itdoesn�t bother you that I�m�different than I look?�
�That might never be any of my concern,� Margue-rite said, looking pensive. �I just thought that, sinceRoger mentioned it, youmight want to tell me if it wastrue or not. We won�t need to talk about it any more,unless��
Marguerite stopped. Velva Linda wondered why.�Unless what?� she asked.
�Well, uh, unless there was ever any good reasonto talk about it,� Marguerite said vaguely, lookingaway. Velva Linda was startled to see that Margueritewas blushing.
There�s a good reason right now! I love you! Iwanttoknow if I might ever marry you! Of course Velva Linda
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did not say the words, but her heart was thunderingso loud at the thoughts that she felt sure Margueritemust be able to hear it.
�Um, maybe there is a good reason,� Velva Lindasaid instead. �I mean, I want you to know all aboutme, if you really want to know. I�ve already told youthe worst, or at least some of the worst.�
�I don�t need to hear about the rest of the worst,�Marguerite said. �If you�ve confessed your sins andresolved you�re not going to commit them any more,with the help of God�s grace, that�s all that mattersabout that.� She smiled again. �But, um, you couldtell me some things about your secret male self, if youlike. What was your name before it was Velva Linda?�
�It was Vicente.�
�Do you ever dress up as a man�Vicente?�
�Yes, whenever I go to visit my family, I do. I justdid on my birthday, uh�yesterday? Yes, it was onlyyesterday.�
�Can I see you dressed as Vicente sometime? Imean, everybody thinks you�re Velva Linda now, andit might not be good to change that in public�butmaybe you could discreetly change into Vicente forme every now and then.�
Velva Linda�s, or Vicente�s, eyes grew wide. Mar-guerite was looking away again, but she was blush-ing more deeply. The unimaginable, impossiblethoughts that Velva Linda had been trying in vain torepel were now attacking her in full force, claiming tobe quite imaginable and possible.
�Uh�wow! I mean, sure! Yes! Whenever you like!�Velva Linda blurted out. A strange thought struckher, and she had to add: �But�you mean you wantme to live a double life?�
Marguerite laughed. �Well, yes, in a way, I guess Ido,� she said. �I mean�the problem with the average
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double life, I think, is that there�s sin on one side andconcealment of sin on the other, which amounts tothe additional sin of hypocrisy. But if there�s no con-cealment of sin, there�s nothing necessarily wrongwith concealing something, part of the time, that�snot a sin�like you being a man named Vicente.�
�Well, OK, then, double life it is,� said Velva Linda.�Just let me know when you�d like me to, uh, not con-ceal that non-sin, and I�ll be more than willing tooblige.�
�I�d like that very much, very soon,� Marguerite ad-mitted. She blinked and frowned for just a moment,but then smiled again. �But can I just ask you onequestion, if you don�t mind answering?�
�Well, sure. Ask anything.�
�You know how there are some men who thinkthey�re really women inside, and they need toget�uh�surgery to supposedly turn their bodiesinto women�s bodies? Well�you�re not one of those,are you?�
�Ugh! No! I�m sure not!� Velva Linda could think ofonly one reason why Marguerite would want to knowthat just now. The unimaginable, the impossible,might really be imaginable and possible after all.
�Well, that�s good.� Marguerite�s blush had notvanished, but she was looking directly at Velva Lindaagain. �All right, then,� she said, �I�m looking forwardto seeing you�Vicente.�

Chapter 7
�Velva Linda,� Pete said on the phone not long afterVelva Linda returned to her apartment.
�We�ve got to talk.�
�Why?� Velva Linda asked.
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�I�ve been thinking about some things. I�vechanged my mind about some things.�
�Like the Everest expedition?� Velva Linda asked,hoping it was true.
�Yeah, that, for one thing,� Pete said. �Can we gettogether and talk?�
�OK, if it�s not at your place or mine. Uh, howabout The Decencies?� That, Velva Linda felt sure,would always be her favorite restaurant from now on.
�All right. How soon can it be?�
�How about tomorrow for dinner?�
�OK. See you there at 6:00?�
�All right.�

*******
�So, Pete, what�s on your mind?� Velva Lindaasked when they were seated at a table in The Decen-cies, the same one where she and Marguerite had satyesterday.
�Well,� Pete said, �You remember when you, I, andMarguerite were talking at the cathedral the otherday.�
�Yes, sure I remember that,� Velva Linda said witha grimace.
�Well, I was mighty pissed when we got done talk-ing,� Pete said. �I was damn pissed�I guess toopissed to think straight, or to notice what I was do-ing. I�ve driven on Semakoboomish plenty of times,and I knew it was one-way downhill�but somehow Iblanked it out. I turned onto the street the wrongway.�
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�Uh�that must have been very disturbing,� VelvaLinda said. She didn�t think it would add anything ofvalue to mention that she had seen the incident fromafar.
�That�s for sure,� Pete said, �especially since I al-most ran head on into a police car. The cop turned onhis lights and siren for a minute, and then he got outof the car and started shouting at me: �What the fuckdo you think you�re doing, you Goddamn pinhead?��
Velva Linda almost laughed out loud, but stoppedherself. �But I thought,� she said, �the Pacific HeightsPolice were trained to remain calm and polite in allsituations.�
�Well, this one must have skipped that part of thetraining, or not paid attention,� Pete said.
�So, uh, what happened?� Velva Linda asked, won-dering what this had to do with much of anything.
�When the cop finished chewing me out, he wroteme a ticket. I talked to our criminal and traffic lawspecialist, and he said I should be able to get on theTVDP, Traffic Violation Diversion Program. I did, butit cost me a thousand bucks. That sucked, but I fig-ured I should do it and not have the violation on myrecord.�
�Well, OK. So�was thatwhat you wanted to talk tome about?�
�Well, that was what started me thinking.� Petewas scowling and clenching his fists on the table, asif he didn�t like the things he had started thinkingabout. �I knew it would have been totally supersti-tious to imagine somebody was trying to�to tell mesomething by striking me down with confusion likethat.� Velva Linda remembered Marguerite telling herabout St. Norbert almost being struck by lightning,and turning his life around�but she wasn�t sure Petewould be willing to listen, and she lost her chance tospeak about it.
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�But I had to admit,� Pete said, �that there wassomething making me drive the wrong way, some-thing I didn�t know about and couldn�t control. Andthen I had to start wondering if that something wasmaking me do more than take one wrong turn on astreet. Like, you know�in my life�making me drivethe wrong way in my life. Making me really be a�aGoddamn pinhead, like the cop said.�
Velva Linda almost gasped out loud. She hadthought she knew Pete fairly well, but she couldnever have imagined him admitting he was going thewrong way in his life and being a �Goddamn pin-head.� She had to ask: �Did you think that was hap-pening?�
�Yeah, I did,� Pete said. �It wasn�t easy to admit,but I finally had to. I was fucked. All that shit aboutconquering females and disposing of them was justthat�shit. Somehow I was forced to see that shitfrom the female�s point of view for a change, like,would I want to be fucked and dumped if I werethem�and I knew I wouldn�t.�
Glory be to God! Velva Linda didn�t dare say thewords out loud in front of Pete, but her heart did dareto cry out for joy within her. �So�uh�you decided toabandon the Everest expedition,� she said.
�Yeah,� Pete said. �I decided I actually needed toget married, and be faithful, because it was thatsame old fucked-up something that was making methink reality was nothing but fucking, blowing,dumping, and shit like that. I even thought about ac-tually becoming a Catholic and marrying Margue-rite.� Velva Linda held her breath. She didn�t wantPete to marry Marguerite. He must not marry Mar-guerite. Let him become a Catholic, yes, by allmeans, and marry a good Catholic woman�only notMarguerite!
�But then,� Pete said, �I thought about what yousaid about her never being willing to use birth con-trol, and I thought that would be going too far. I
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mean, I could handle marriage and faithfulness, butnot that. I�d been wanting you to persuade Margueritethat birth control was OK before I started seriouslytrying to move in on her, because I was actually kindof worried that I might fall in love with her if I mademy move too soon, before she made that decision.Then, if that happened, I might get sucked into thewhole mom-and-pop trap. That�s not for me. I�ve al-ways been bratless by choice, and I�m going to staythat way.�
Velva Linda let her breath out. She was sad forPete, and horrified by the thought of what if Margue-rite�s parents had been �bratless by choice��and yetshe could not help being deeply relieved at thethought that she would not have to compete withPete for Marguerite�s affections.
Her relief did not last long. �So,� Pete said, �I wasthinking more about marrying you.�
Velva Linda stared in silence. She should haveseen this coming, she thought, but she was totallyunprepared. How short a time it had been�could itreally have been less than two weeks?�since shewould have leaped, desperately leaped, at the chanceto marry Pete! Now everything was different�buthow could she tell Pete how different everything was?
�Uh�Pete, I�m honored,� Velva Linda said, �but�Ijust can�t. It wouldn�t work.�
�What?Why not?� Pete asked, looking astounded.�You used to want to marry me, didn�t you?�
�Yes, I did,� Velva Linda admitted, �but�well, I�vechanged a lot, just as you have, but even more.� Shewas not going to let Pete know she was in love withMarguerite, but she had to say something about howmuch she had changed.
�You know how you wanted me to pretend I was arepentant sinner, to help you seduce Marguerite,�she said. �Well, I started out to do it�but before longI wasn�t pretending any more. I�ve really, honestly
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been trying to give up sin�and I�ve decided I don�twant to marry a man any more, any man.� There,that was it. Now she would stop. She would not evenhint that she did want to marry a woman�much lessthat the woman was Marguerite.
�Well, that really sucks,� said Pete. �That suckscock. All because I was trying to get Marguerite, who Ididn�t want to marry, I�ve lost you�who I do want tomarry.�
�I�m sorry, Pete,� Velva Linda said, �but that�s howit has to be.�
Pete looked glum, even miserable. Velva Linda didfeel sorry for him. She wondered if she could do any-thing to cheer him up. The only thing she could thinkof was far-fetched to the point of being ridicu-lous�but perhaps it was better than nothing.
�Um, you know, Pete,� she said, �There is a�awoman I know, I mean a woman like me, with a se-cret like mine�who might want to marry you, if shegot to know you. I�m not sure, but I could see if she�dlike to meet you. And I happen to know thatshe�uh�has extremely strong desires for sex, evenstronger than mine.�
�How do you know?� Pete asked at once. �Have youdone it with her?�
�Well�yes, I have. She, um�she had an incrediblypowerful orgasm, and she made me have one too.�
�Does she want to marry a man?�
�I�yes, I believe she does.� This wasn�t exactly ly-ing, Velva Linda reasoned, because the �woman� inquestion had wanted to marry her, even after findingout that she was really a male.
�Well, I guess it couldn�t hurt to meet her. All right,bring her on�I mean, if she�s interested.�
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*******
�Roger?� Velva Linda said on the phone soon afterher dinner with Pete was over. �This is Velva Linda.Please don�t hang up on me. I want to apologize forsome things.�
�Really?� Roger said. �Like refusing to marry me?�
�Well�no, not that exactly�but for, uh, leavingyou alone with nobody. There�s somebody I know whowould like to meet you, and might even be interestedin marrying you, if all went well.�
Roger snorted. �So after Marguerite rejected me,and now you�ve rejected me, maybe if I get passedaround enough, somebody won�t reject me at last?�
�Well, uh, that might not be the best way to put it.But please let me tell you about this. I mean�well,have you decided for sure that you�re not comingback to the Church?�
�I sure have. I tried as hard as I could to be a goodCatholic. It didn�t work. I�ve got needs that absolutelyhave to be met, and the Church was telling me theydidn�t.�
�Well, then�if you�re determined to disregard theChurch and pursue the satisfaction of your ownneeds�this person I have in mind might be the per-fect match for you. I mean, you know I�ve been apretty bad Catholic sometimes, I�ve indulged inthings the Church says shouldn�t be done�and thisperson gave me the most extreme satisfaction of mydesires, even if they weren�t really my needs.�
�A male lesbian?� Roger asked. �Or a, a male les-bian bisexual�or something?�
�Well, not exactly,� Velva Linda admitted. �He�sa�a very manly man, but I remember you were say-ing you used to pretend to be a girl. So I thought, ifyou were willing to do that again��
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�What?� Roger shouted. �I told you, that�s over! I�llnever do that again! I guess maybe I can forgive youfor bringing that up�but only if you never bring it upagain!�
�Oh.� Velva Linda was shocked. She groped forwords. �But, Roger,� she said, �you were plenty gladto have me play the woman for you. Why shouldn�tyou make somebody else�like this manly man I�mthinking of�as glad as I made you?�
�That doesn�t make any sense,� Roger protested,without explaining why it didn�t make any sense.
Velva Linda sighed. She had done what she could.�Well, then, have it your way,� she said. �Imean�you�re going to anyway. Right?�
�I sure am,� Roger affirmed.

*******
�God bless Velva Linda, or Vicente,� Margueriteprayed, �and keep him, or her, safe from every evil.� Itwas a very strange prayer, for the strangest situationshe had ever been in. Now she was going to plungeinto the heart of the strange situation, for she was go-ing to see her friend Velva Linda turning out to be aman named Vicente. Never before had she imaginedshe might have any interest in a man who hadadopted the appearance of a woman�but never be-fore had she known anyone like Velva Linda.
She arose, genuflected, and walked out of thedimly-lit cathedral, leaving only a few people behind.Walking along Semakoboomish Street between thecathedral and the Big Black Block, turning onto Ar-thur Boulevard and heading toward The Decencieswhere she was to meet Velva Linda�or rather,Vicente�she tried not to think of the revolting homo-sexual activity in which her friend had so recently en-gaged with Roger. Vicente, though not Roger, hadconfessed and been forgiven�and, if Vicente�s future
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really turned out to be a great deal better than hispast, Marguerite wanted to be there to see!
She entered the restaurant. A man withgolden-brown skin and a face like a pretty girl�s face,somewhat shorter than herself, arose to meet her.His dark hair, brushed straight back, was long for aman�s hair, but cut shorter than Velva Linda�s hairhad been. He wore a suit, and she had never seenhim looking like this before, but there was no ques-tion who he was.
�Hello, Vicente,� she said with a big smile. �I�m veryglad to meet you!� She extended her hand, and theman shook it heartily. A waiter led them to a table fortwo near the back of the restaurant, and gave themmenus.
�Well, Marguerite,� Vicente said, �are you so gladto meet me because you already know I�m�yourfriend Velva Linda?� His voice certainly wasn�t a bassvoice, but it was definitely a man�s voice, not awoman�s.
�Uh�well, of course!� said Marguerite. �That�s allright, isn�t it?�
�Oh, sure!� Vicente said. �It�s more than just allright.� He smiled, exactly as Velva Linda had smiledbefore. �You could call me Velva Linda y Vicente,� hesaid, �because I�m both.�
�All right, I will,� Marguerite said, �Velva Linda yVicente�or Vicente for short.� She laughed. Then an-other thought struck her, and this time she couldhardly stop laughing.
�Do I get to find out what�s so funny?� Vicenteasked.
�I was just thinking,� said Marguerite when shecould speak, �how much of the pain of dating couldeasily be eliminated. I mean, when I�ve met guys onTCS, Totally Catholic Singles, it�s been pretty painfulbecause of course I hardly knew them at first, and yet
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here we were evaluating each other as possible can-didates for marriage, and if we didn�t think it wouldwork then there might be a lot of unpleasantness andwe wouldn�t be friends or anything any more. And ofcourse they were men, and men can be�uh�prettyfear-inspiring, if you know what I mean. But withyou�well, of course I don�t know if you would ever re-ally have any interest in this, but just imagine youand I were thinking about getting married. Even if wedecided it wouldn�t work, it wouldn�t be a total disas-ter, because we could just go back to being two fe-male friends, as far as anyone could see. No one butus, and God, would know there was ever any thoughtof anything different.�
Now Vicente was laughing too, laughing out loud.�So do you think that should be a requirement?� heasked. �A guy has to become your friend as a femalebefore he can go on a date with you as a male?�
�Well, maybe not a requirement,� Marguerite saidwith a smile, �but it certainly could be helpful. Imean, it certainly hasbeen helpful�for us�I think.�
�I think so too,� Vicente said. He was looking at heras if he wished he dared to say more, much more. Hehesitated, but then went ahead and said it: �But look,Marguerite�how come you don�t know if I would everhave any interest in marrying you? Are you reallythat unobservant?�
Marguerite heard herself making a sound, but shecouldn�t tell if it was a gasp or a laugh, or both. Hereyes were wide open and so was her mouth, until shetried to do something about it because she was sureshe must look awfully silly. �Well, uh�maybe notthat unobservant,� she said. Her racing heart wouldlook as silly as her face, she felt sure, if only Vicentecould see it. �But�what exactly was I supposed tohave observed that would have, uh, given me the an-swer to that question?�
�Me,� Vicente said. �Me looking at you. Me wantingto be with you. Me trying to�to protect you from
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Pete, and from Roger. Me trying to make myself notbe totally unworthy to see your face. Me being terri-fied that you�d never want to see me again ifyou�uh�found out my secret, and found out all thebad things about me.�
Marguerite observed him now. His eyes were fixedon her, filled with yearning. Her heart was respond-ing in kind. She had only to try to keep it from re-sponding too ardently, too soon. She was not at allsure she would succeed.
�All right, I�m observing now,� she said, �and I mayeven see the answer.� She smiled at him, and saw hisdark eyes light up with joy. �I guess I should discon-tinue my subscription to TCS,� she said, �whileI�um�explore the implications of the answer. Imean, there would be no point in going on any morepainful dates with strange men if�you know�thatturned out to be unnecessary.�
�I sure hope it will,� Vicente said.
Marguerite took a deep breath and let it out slowly,with heartfelt relief. �You�ll understand,� she said,�that we�ll need to be pretty patient about this. Imean�well, frankly, it may take a while, for both ofus, to be really sure you�ve changed your whole lifefor good, forever.�
�I want you to be totally sure,� Vicente said. �Takeall the time you need.�
�Thank you,� Marguerite said. �And, uh�it maytake quite a while to figure out how to explain this tomy parents, too!� She laughed, but apprehensively.
�Are you ready to order yet?� the waiter asked.Marguerite hadn�t even seen him approaching.
�Pretty soon,� Vicente said. �Give us a few moreminutes, OK? I mean, like, quite a fewmore minutes.�
�Yes, sir,� the waiter said.
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�Well,� Vicente said when the waiter had walkedaway, �maybe we could start by explaining it to myparents�or at least my mom; my dad�s away fromhome a lot of the time. To my parents, I�ve alwaysbeen Vicente; they don�t even know about VelvaLinda. Anyway, I told my mom a little about you, andshe was hoping you would, uh, become my girlfriend,and she could meet you.�
�Oh!� Marguerite laughed. �Well�now that youmention it, I�m pretty sure both of those things couldbe arranged.� She tried to say it calmly, as if it werethe most natural, normal, unremarkable thing in theworld for her to be starting to fall in love with a hand-some man who was also a beautiful woman.
�Glory be to God!� Vicente said, softly but dis-tinctly, echoing Marguerite�s own words when shehad first met Velva Linda. �Maybe we could see yourparents again this Sunday, and then go over to seemy parents�and I can change clothes in between, ina public restroom somewhere along the way.�
�Yes, I�d like that very much,� Marguerite said, �es-pecially the part about changing your clothes. I reallythink it would be an excessive shock for my parentsto learn, so soon, that you�re Vicente as well as VelvaLinda!�
�I promise you I won�t shock them,� Vicente said.�And, uh, about the other thing�I mean, you becom-ing my girlfriend�do you think there�s any chancethat that might also be arranged by, say, thisSunday?�
Marguerite tried to keep herself from laughing toomuch for joy, but she didn�t succeed very well. Shedidn�t even try to keep from blushing, for she knew itwouldn�t work. �My dear Velva Linda y Vincente,� shesaid after a slight mirth-induced delay, �I�m sure thatwould be more than enough time for that to be ar-ranged!�
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*******
The arrangements were made and kept. AgainVelva Linda drove out to Beaconsfield, saw the twophotos of St. Therese, went to Mass, heard Margue-rite singing in the choir, and received Holy Commu-nion�for she was keeping her resolutions, and it wasfar easier right now to keep them now than it hadbeen before. Pete and Roger were keeping their dis-tance, Marguerite was not keeping hers, and every-thing seemed to be going very well, at least for now.
After Mass, Velva Linda again greeted Marguerite�sparents, and Marguerite told them she was going tovisit Velva Linda�s parents. �Oh, good!� said Margue-rite�s mom. �Where do they live?�
�In the District,� Marguerite said, just as if she hadsaid they lived in Seaview Grove, Belmont Hills, orsome such well-to-do location. Nevertheless, evi-dently anticipating her mother�s concerns, sheadded, �We�ll be driving around on Belmont Drive tothe far end of East Capitoline, so we�ll avoid the worstpart of the District. Velva Linda�s parents actuallylive about as close to Belmont as to the worst part.�
�Well, all right,� said Marguerite�s mom. �Please becareful.�
Marguerite and Velva Linda both promised to becareful, entered Velva Linda�s car, and drove out toBelmont Drive, which intersected Beaconsfield Roadnear the city limits. Near the corner of Belmont andBeaconsfield was a convenience store with one-per-son unisex restrooms. There Velva Linda entered arestroom with a gym bag, wearing a pretty Sundaydress and sandals.
Before long, Vicente emerged from the restroomcarrying the same gym bag, but wearing a plaidmen�s shirt, khaki trousers, and men�s runningshoes. That was all there was to it; Velva Linda yVicente took it in his and her stride, and so did Mar-
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guerite. They then had a pleasant drive up andaround the winding, tree-lined road throughBelmont Hills, passing many beautiful homes bothsmall and large.
The slope of East Capitoline Avenue down fromBelmont Hills to the District was just as steep as fromthe Capitoline Hill on the other side, and the contrastbetween the neighborhoods was even greater, but atleast they did turn off well before the worst part of theDistrict. Soon they had entered the Buenaznohome�holding hands, at Vicente�s suggestion�andVicente was introducing Marguerite to his mom.
�Margarita!� Mom cried. �I�m so so glad to meetyou!� She stood on tiptoe to give Marguerite a kiss onthe cheek. Marguerite looked surprised and almostlaughed, but quickly took her cue and kissed Momtoo.
The visit was an entire success in Mom�s obviousopinion, and Vicente couldn�t disagree. Mom served alot of the same kinds of food she had served atVicente�s birthday party, minus the cake and icecream. She asked many questions and soon learnedalmost everything there was to know, it seemed,about Marguerite. Aurelia had come with her kids,Eduardo looked upon the newcomer with wide ad-miring eyes, and Marguerite soon befriended themall. Even Arturo emerged from his room, fullyclothed, to meet the tall, smiling lady who Mom saidwas Vicente�s girlfriend. If Marguerite had anythought that this wasn�t just as good a place for herto be as Beaconsfield, she sure didn�t show it.
At last they time came to leave. �Margarita, pleasecome back any time!� Mom said. �My house is yourhouse!�
�Thank you very much,� said Marguerite. �I�d likethat. You�ve made me feel very welcome.�
Again holding hands, Marguerite and Vicente leftthe house, waved goodbye, and turned to go. �Hey,
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Marguerite,� Vicente said when they were not farfrom the house, �my mom�s going to be watching usthrough the window until we�re out of sight. I know itwould make her extra happy if she saw us, uh, givingeach other kisses�I mean, just little ones, like youand she were giving each other. Do you think thatwould be OK?�
Marguerite looked at Vicente with her eyebrowsraised high, as if considering the matter with greatseriousness�but she seemed to be trying to sup-press a laugh, and not succeeding well. �Oh, allright,� she said, �if it will make your mom happy.�Now she wasn�t succeeding at all, but she managedto put her arm around Vicente and kiss him on thecheek. He did the same to her, and they walked to thecar with their arms around each other.
They turned to wave again at Mom, who, sureenough, was watching through the front window.Then they entered the car and drove away together.Vicente kept his eyes on the road, but his thoughtswere racing far ahead to the future, and Margueritewas in all of them.

Chapter 8
Roger�s manhood was going down the drain. Hecould feel it going, leaving a void that could only befilled by one thing. Ever since he had made love withVelva Linda in the shower, his desire to masturbatelike a man had vanished. In its place he encounteredthe old, urgent desire that had first come upon him atthe age of 11: to pretend he was doing, with a manlyman, the same kind of thing Velva Linda had nowdone with him. He was dismayed, and yet he didn�tknow why he should be dismayed. Now that he hadaccepted the idea that it was quite all right for him toplay the manly man in such a sexy scenario, whymight it not be equally all right for him to play thewoman�the ultra-womanlywoman? Had Velva Lindareally been right about that? Despite his indignantdenial, did it make perfect sense after all?
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It was a full week since Roger did it with VelvaLinda. Astoundingly, he had not masturbated evenonce since that time�a record he had hardly sur-passed even when he had believed that masturbationwas a sin. He absolutely had to do it tonight, for hewas bursting with sperm. The thought of doing it likea man, with a woman who didn�t even exist as far ashe knew, seemed boring and vacuous to him. No,Roger was going to overcome his dismay, pour hisvanishing manhood all the way down the drain, andpretend he himself was Velva Linda.
His penis was already erect when he stripped forhis shower. It was hard to force it down between hislegs, but he did it, bending far forward at the waist toaccomplish the task. Then he stood more or less up-right and lathered himself up, starting with hischubby breasts, which had been a big embarrass-ment to him when he had to let boys seem them nudein the shower room at school. He lathered himself be-tween his thighs, just as Velva Linda had done. Hegripped a shampoo bottle with both hands, pretend-ing it was a manly man�s penis, and plunged it intohis new-made womanly opening between his hiddenpenis and his thigh.
Roger�s excitement was extreme�greater thanever before. His eyes were closed, his mouth wideopen, his head thrust back, and his hips were surelybucking at least as hard as any real woman�s hipshad ever bucked. �Oh, Roger!� he moaned in ahigh-pitched voice, pretending he was VelvaLinda�but swiftly his pretense was transformed.Now he was himself, but his name was Rogerina, andhe was making love in the shower with the manlyman Velva Linda had told him about. By the time hisorgasm was in full force and he was shooting spurtafter spurt of semen rapidly backward behind hisclose-clenched thighs, while plunging the shampoobottle frantically into his makeshift womanly entry-way, imagining the manly man was ejaculating intohim, he knew what he would do.
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He finished getting clean and got out of theshower. He dried himself off and put his boring men�sclothes back on. Then he called Velva Linda on thephone.
�Velva Linda?� he said. �This is Roger�but I�ve de-cided I�m going to be called Rogerina. You were right.I want to play the woman after all. Can you help meget some good women�s clothes�and introduce me tothe manly man you were talking about?�

*******
Oh, no, I�m not quite done with my old double life!Velva Linda thought as she listened to Roger. Shewas pretty sure Marguerite wouldn�t like this if sheknew about it. She couldn�t lie to Marguerite�butshe had already agreed, so it seemed, to help Peteand Rogerina get together for sex, and possibly mar-riage.
I�ll just have to do it without tellingMarguerite,VelvaLinda thought. Yes, she did want to help Pete andRoger, and she had more or less promised to do it.They had already decided they weren�t going to live inaccordance with Catholic teaching, after all; shewouldn�t be inducing them to do it. It wouldn�t be likecheating on Marguerite with Pete or Roger.
�All right, I�ll do it,� Velva Linda said. �I get most ofmy new women�s clothes at Les BeauxExtraordinaires, and secondhand ones at the Moversand Shakers Thrift Shoppe. Do you want to go shop-ping this Saturday, and then I�ll introduce you to, uh,the manly man, whose name is Pete?�
Roger did want to. Bright and early Saturdaymorning, he went first to Movers and Shakers withVelva Linda, and then on to Les BeauxExtraordinaires. By early afternoon Roger, nowtransformed into Rogerina, was loaded down withwomen�s clothes, including the full outfit he�orshe�was wearing. Rogerina�s stylish wig, her big
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fake breasts, her scoop-neck top, short skirt, andshoes with two-inch heels, all proclaimed the truth:that she was a male trying hard to pass as a female.Velva Linda had no time now for voice training, andRogerina�s falsetto was pretty squeaky, but it wouldhave to do.
�Pete?� Velva Linda said on the phone soon afterthat. �This is Velva Linda. You know the woman I wastelling you about, the one like me, who I said mightwant to meet you? Well, she does. It took her a whileto decide, but she�s ready. Would you still like to meether?�
�You bet,� said Pete. �Where and when?�
�How about the high end of Grand Stimson Park,near the corner of Capitoline, in an hour?�
�Done.�
The meeting took place as planned. Pete smirkedwhen he first saw and heard Rogerina, but VelvaLinda was pretty sure he would be more interested inthe prospect of incredibly powerful orgasms than intotal feminine authenticity. That turned out to betrue. Pete soon asked Rogerina for a date�to begin atonce. Rogerina graciously and eagerly accepted.Velva Linda was profusely thanked by both for the in-troduction. As the three of them rose, she to return toher apartment and they to commence their date,Velva Linda noted yet another less-than-fully-au-thentic feature of Rogerina�s quasi-feminine appear-ance: her skirt was distended in front.

*******
Not many days later, Velva Linda was interruptedin her reading of the Introduction to the Devout Life bySt. Francis de Sales (highly recommended by Mar-guerite) when Rogerina called her on the phone.�Velva Linda!� Rogerina said, sounding slightly morefeminine than before; Velva Linda figured she must
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have been getting some high-speed voice training,probably at Pete�s request. �Thank you again, somuch, for introducing me to Pete! I want to invite youto our wedding this Saturday, at the Big White Cha-pel in the Road on Queen�s Bluff.�
�Oh!� Velva Linda said. �Well, uh�sure, I�d like tocome.� The thought of inviting Marguerite enteredher mind, but exited after not more than half a sec-ond. Velva Linda�s old double life was ending, she de-voutly hoped, but it hadn�t fully ended yet.
She did attend the wedding on Saturday. Very fewother people, none of whom Velva Linda knew, werein attendance. Pete wore a tux; Rogerina, apeach-colored strapless gown, not suggestive of vir-ginity. They selected a traditional ceremony, exe-cuted the default pre-nuptial agreement, pushedbuttons for their music selections, and entered thesanctuary to the tune of some old-fashioned proces-sional music Velva Linda wasn�t familiar with. Therea man in a blue robe awaited them.
�Dearly beloved,� said the man, �we are gatheredtoday, on this solemn occasion, to join two personstogether in marriage.� He looked at a paper to verifythe two persons�
names. �Pete, do you take Rogerina to be your law-ful wedded spouse, to love, honor, and cherish, solong as your marriage shall endure?�
�I do,� said Pete.
�Rogerina, do you take Pete to be your lawful wed-ded spouse, to love, honor, and cherish, so long asyour marriage shall endure?�
�I do,� said Rogerina.
�I now pronounce you lawfully married spouses,�said the man. �You may kiss your spouse.� This pro-ceeded to occur. The kiss was long and lingering,highly suggestive of what Pete and Rogerina would dosoon afterward.
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At once the recorded recessional music started toplay; Pete and Rogerina walked out of the sanctuaryarm in arm. They got their marriage license and cer-tificate, sat for pictures, greeted the few guests in thereception room, served and ate wedding cake, andleft to have sex. That was it. Their married life had be-gun�and Velva Linda�s old double life, at last, hadended.

*******
Velva Linda thought Marguerite�s parents mostlikely would not be interested, nor pleased, to hearabout Pete and Rogerina�s wedding, so she didn�tmention it on Sunday. She did think Margueritewould at least be interested, if not pleased; after all, itwas the wedding of two people she knew, though nota Catholic wedding. So it was that, on Monday aftermidday Mass, Velva Linda said, �Oh, Marguerite, Ishould tell you about the wedding I went to on Satur-day.�
�Oh, too bad I wasn�t invited,� Marguerite said witha smile. �Who got married? Nobody I know?�
�Well, actually, it was two people you do know.One of them was Pete Stigmire. The other was Roger,now known as Rogerina, Randwicke.�
Marguerite stared with her mouth wide open. �Areyou serious?� she asked.
�Well, yes. I was pretty sure you wouldn�t actuallywant to come to the wedding, but I did think you�d beinterested to hear about it.�
�Oh!� Marguerite seemed to be unsure, but quicklyresolved her uncertainty. �Well, yes! I certainly aminterested! Please tell me about it. Um�I�m thinkingthey most likely didn�t promise to accept children lov-ingly as gifts from God, or anything like that.� Mar-guerite was keeping a straight face, although it didn�tseem easy for her.
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�Uh, no, they sure didn�t do that,�Velva Linda said.�In fact, Pete told me he was �bratless bychoice��those are his words. Actually, that was whyhe didn�t want to marry you.�
�Was it really!� Marguerite raised her eyebrows.�Well, that was certainly a suitable reason for notwanting to marry me. It would be one of several rea-sons why I wouldn�t have wanted to marry him, too!But what did they do at this wedding? Did they prom-ise to be faithful to each other for life, until death dothem part?�
�Well, no, they didn�t do that either. It was just solong as their marriage endured�whatever that wassupposed to mean.�
�And let me guess: they also didn�t promise to befaithful to God forever. Am I right?�
�Uh, you guessed it. There was nothing about God;it was all just them.But at least you could tell it was awedding. I mean, Pete wore a tux, and Rogerina worea peach-colored strapless gown.� (Marguerite whollyfailed to maintain her straight face on hearing that.)�And they had what was called a traditional cere-mony, with classical music for the processional andrecessional; they executed a pre-nuptial agreement;a guy in a blue robe pronounced them lawfully wed-ded spouses; they had a marriage license and certifi-cate, and wedding pictures, and a reception. Andthey did promise to love, honor, and cherish eachother.�
�Well, that�s something,� Marguerite acknowl-edged. She looked around quickly, as if to make sureno one was listening. Then, drawing nearer, she saidsoftly to Velva Linda, �But I�m pretty sure I�d muchrather attend our wedding than theirs�I mean, ifours ever happens.�
Velva Linda looked at her in silence for a moment.Marguerite was blushing, more deeply than VelvaLinda had seen her blush before, at this revelation of
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her heart. Pete was right to discern that Margueritehad strong feelings, Velva Linda thought�even if hewas totally, horribly wrong about what to do aboutthem.
�I hope it will,� Velva Linda said, just as softly.
What happened next, to all appearances, was sim-ply two dear women friends embracing. They did notkiss, even on the cheek, not yet; that would havebeen too much. They simply held one another, ten-derly and tightly, for dear life�and then they partedfor now. �God bless you, Velva Linda y Vicente,� Mar-guerite said before turning away. �I�ll see you tomor-row.�
�And tomorrow, and tomorrow,� Velva Linda con-tinued the quote, �but we shall ruthlessly eschew alltales told by idiots!� They laughed together, andwaved, and parted�but Marguerite turned back forone last momentary smile when Velva Linda calledout, �God bless you, Marguerite!�
That was all, for now. Velva Linda watched Mar-guerite until she vanished into the Big Black Block.Then Velva Linda started to walk uphill, headingback to work, and to the rest of her life�a double lifeindeed, but a far, far better one than she had everlived before.
###
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