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McCLOUD’S DAUGHTER

By Delphinia Longstreet

Maxwell �Big Mack� McCloud glared at his emptywhiskey glass, wondering when it had gone dry. Why,he�d only had a couple of drinks from the damned bot-tle, which he vaguely remembered as the second (orwas it the third?) (Damned if he could remember!) bot-tle since he had entered the bar. Slowly, deliberately,he lifted the almost empty bottle in both hands andtried to pour what was left into his glass, his shakyhands managing to spill much of it.
�Hey, bar keep!� he bellowed. �Bring me uh notherbottle uh Irish Whuskey!�
The barman came over to Big Mack�s table. �Don�tyou think you�ve had enough?� he asked.
�When I fall offa the damned bar stool, then I�ll havehad enough!� Big Mack roared.
I�m sorry, Mr. McCloud, but according to the Law andthe management, I am not allowed to serve you anymore liquor. How about a big cuppa strong coffee toclear away those cobwebs instead?� the man askedquietly, trying to avoid a fight.
�Ah h�ain�t drunk!� Big Mack roared. �Why, I onlyhad a coupla drinks outta that bottle! Yuh shorted me!You only brung me a part filled bottle!� he accuseddrunkenly.
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�Now, Mr. McCloud, you know I�d never do such athing!� the barman retorted, stung to the quick. �Comeon, have some coffee and take a nap in the back room,then I�ll give you another bottle. OK?�
�Not by a damn sight! I want it now, dammit!� thedrunken man roared.
�Excuse me,� a soft, cultured, velvety voice inter-rupted, �Let me handle this, please?�
�Yes, Ma�am,� the barman agreed, stepping aside.
�Who�n in Hell�re you?� Big Mack roared. �Butt out,sister, afore I deck yuh!� he threatened.
�I doubt you could deck a horse fly in your condi-tion!� the woman sneered.
Big Mack stared at her, stunned. �Why you!� The al-cohol had taken hold of him and he swung his big fistat her! She dodged his effort easily, grabbed his arm,twisted and Big Mack found himself slammed downonto the chair, his face on the table before he knewwhat was happening.
Stunned, he gazed up at her through blood shot eyesand decided he�d better sit still and listen.
�Thanks, Ma�am, he ain�t usually like this,� the bar-man hurried over to assist. �Think you�ll be all rightwith him like this?�
�I�ve handled bigger drunks than him when I was onshore patrol in Hawaii!� she grinned.
�Yes, Ma�am!� The barman backed away warily asthe woman slid into the booth and waited for Big Mackto straighten himself up and settle himself on the otherside.
�You all done being an asshole?� she asked gently.
�Where the Hell did you learn that move?� he asked,a new respect in his voice.
�Like I told the barman, I was a Green Marine shorepatrolman in Hawaii for several years,� she explained.�Stoned drunks like you are a dime a dozen there andI�ve put more than one behind bars.�
�Holy shit!� he stared at her blearily.
�Indeed,� she agreed.
�I needa drink!� he blustered.
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�No, what you need is to crawl out of your bottle andface life again. She�s gone and she will never comeback, but we can help you cope with your loss.�
�Bull!� he exploded angrily. �My li�l girl�s dead andthat�s that. So, whyn�t yuh jus� go �way �n� leave me tomy mystery?� he slurred his words.
�Sorry, but I can�t do that,� she continued. �What Ican do is help you find a satisfactory solution to yourproblem that is guaranteed to make you smile withhappiness again.�
�Now how�n the Hell yuh gonna do that?� he askedbelligerently. �Muh li�l Mickey McCloud�s dead. I know, Iburied her six weeks ago yestidee! There ain�t no twoways about it, she�s dead and buried and that�s the endof it!� he cried brokenly. �So don�t treat me like afucking mushroom and feed me shit in the dark, �causeI ain�t buying yer crap!�
�I know that,� she agreed sympathetically, �but Iguarantee you this, if at the end of six months you re-main stone cold sober, I guarantee a solution that willbe advantageous to your continued happiness andhealth.� She slid a small business card across the ta-ble. �Six months from today, if you have been com-pletely alcohol free, call that number and all yourdreams can come true.� She rose. �Do not lose thatcard and don�t take another drink. In six months, callthat number. You will not be sorry!�
With that, she strode from the bar, the glass doorwhooshing shut behind her leather encased, swingingbottom.
�Well, I be go to Hell!� Big Mack muttered.
He looked around, seeing blurred images every-where. He shook his head in confusion. �Hey, George,�he called to the barman. �Who in the damned Hell wasthat broad anyhow?�
�Beats me. I�ve only seen her a coupla times, lasttime was four, five months ago when Merle Waggonerwent on the wagon. She talked to him and he hasn�tbeen back since. Whatever she told him, it dried himout completely.�
�Did she give him anything?�
�Coulda, I din� see. Why?�
�OK, thanks, George. I�ve had enough. I�m goinghome.�
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�Let me call you a cab,� George offered. �No sensegetting a D U I this late in the game!�
�Fer sure, fer sure!� Big Mack agreed.

* * *

II
AS TIME GOES BY

Six months later, Big Mack held the creased andwallet-worn business card in his hand, staring at itthrough clear, fog-free eyes.
�Now where did this come from?� he muttered.Dimly, he remembered something taking place in a barroom somewhere and a tall, forceful Lady telling him hewas a common drunk. He grinned wryly to himself.�She was right! I was a common drunk! But I haven�thad a drink since that night.� He turned the card over.�(1) 340 SOLUTIONS, Ltd.,� he read. �OK, so far, sogood. But, solutions for what?� he muttered. �And whatphone number?�
Then it came to him, sure, S O L U T I O N S, a num-ber for a letter! �Damn, how stupid could he get?� Hepicked up his phone and dialed, one three four ohseven six five eight eight four six six seven, held it to hisear and heard it ring four times. He was about to hangup and try again when a soft, sultry, velvety voice an-swered. It stirred a dim memory, but he could not re-member where nor why.
�You have reached the corporate headquarters ofSOLUTIONS, Ltd. How may I help you?�
�I was given this card and number six months agoand. . .�
�Oh, then you must be Mr. Maxwell McCloud. Am Iright?�
�Well, yeah, but how did you. . .�
�Believe me, Mr. McCloud, we know everything aboutyou! I do not have to ask you if you�ve been sober thesepast six months because we know that you have.
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�As our Ms Koch told you when she talked with you,we have a solution to your deepest desire. It is now upto you to follow through. Tell me, Mr. McCloud, do youhave one million dollars in U S A funds available toyou?�
�Well, yeah, but it�d take me a coupla days to get ittogether, why?�
�All will be revealed to you in due time, Mr. McCloud.In the meantime, are you free to travel? In particular toCharlotte Amalie, American Virgin Islands? No pass-port is required.�
�Well, I suppose so, but why?�
�In due time, Mr. McCloud. Watch your mail closelyfor a pink edged envelope that will arrive in the next fewdays. In it you will find a round trip, first class ticket toCharlotte Amalie on flight 0096 Virgin Airways, leavingyour local airport on Tuesday next, plus added instruc-tions. You should find everything you will need en-closed in the envelope.
�Please do not miss your flight because there will beno other offered and there are no refunds.
�Good bye, and thank you for contacting and trust-ing in SOLUTIONS, Ltd.� There was a sharp click andthe line went dead.
Angrily, he redialed only to get a recording by thesame voice saying, �We�re sorry but the number youhave dialed is not in service at this time. Please checkyour number and try again later. Thank you.�
�Well, I be a sum-na-bitch!� he stormed. �The nerveuh that broad!�
But, he was just intrigued enough to know that hewould be on that plane, come Hell or high water!
And, he was!
The instructions with the tickets were brief. �Bringyour birth certificate and drivers� license. Do not bringclothing as proper attire will be furnished to you if youdecide to stay in Charlotte Amalie. Bring no personalproperty, money, credit cards, nor the like. They willnot be needed. All you will need is a cashier�s check forone million dollars in US funds made out toSOLUTIONS, Ltd. Everything or anything else requiredwill be furnished at your destination.
�Have a pleasant flight.�

Page - 5

RELUCTANT PRESS



And that was it.
More intrigued than ever, he was at the airport sev-eral hours before the scheduled departure only to dis-cover that his flight was called a �Special,� meaning itwas an addition to the regular schedule of flights. Hewas further surprised to find that he was the only pas-senger in first class. And when he went aft to use thefacilities, he discovered that he was the ONLY passen-ger on the whole plane. There was one stewardess, a pi-lot and a co-pilot, him, and that was it.
�Somebody�s got money to burn somewhere!� hethought out loud.
About then, the smiling stewardess stopped by hisseat and asked, �Would Sir like a drink? We have awide selection of brands and. . .�
He started guiltily and interrupted, �Yeah, coffeeblack, if you have it.�
�Certainly Sir, coming right up!� He watched as herswaying bottom disappeared behind the barrier, thenstared almost open-mouthed as she returned, herblouse open to her naval and her bouncy tits threaten-ing to burst their flimsy confines. She leaned in close,her breast slopes mere inches from his face. �Will thatbe all, Sir?� The implication and invitation was obvi-ous.
�No, thank you, I think I�ll catch twenty winks whilewe�re in flight,� he croaked.
�Veddy good, Sir,� she grinned sardonically. �Justring if you need anything. . . anything at all!�
Big Mack wiped his forehead as she wriggled for-ward. �My good God!� he whispered reverently.
Now he did need a drink after that!
He lay back, closed his eyes and came awake whenthe overhead squawked, �Please fasten your seat belts.We are twelve minutes from touch-down at CharlotteAmalie, US Virgin Islands. We hope you have enjoyedyour flight and we thank you for flying Virgin Airways!�
A scant moment passed before the stewardess wasleaning over him, her fingers checking the fastening onhis seat belt, her nearly exposed breasts brushing erot-ically against his face.
�There,� she whispered, �all comfy and cozy!� Shesmiled knowingly at him and with a guilty start, he re-
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alized that she had searched his person thoroughlywhile he slept.
And he had never felt a thing!
She disappeared and soon the tires screeched as theplane touched down and slowly made its way to theparking area. A thump, doors opened and Big Mackwas walking down the entranceway to the terminal. Tohis vast surprise, the woman from the bar was waitingto greet him!
�Good morning, Mr. McCloud. Did you have a pleas-ant flight?� she greeted.
�Er, yes, I did. . . er, aren�t you the Lady from the bar.. .�
She laughed merrily. �I�m surprised you remember!You were pretty smashed, as I recall. Yes, I�m AliceKoch. Welcome to Charlotte Amalie!�
He blushed. �I am so sorry for the way I behaved,� hestarted to apologize.
�No need to apologize, Mr. McCloud. You were goingthrough a pretty rough spell!�
�Still am,� he admitted ruefully.
�Well, that�s what we�re here for, Mr. McCloud.�
�I don�t understand,� he began.
�All in due time, Mr. McCloud. Let�s get you out to thefarm, installed in your suite, have a bite to eat, rest upa bit and all will be revealed,� she coaxed.
It seemed like a long ride as the stretch limousine,driven by a woman dressed attractively in all blackchauffeur�s leather livery, drove them carefully acrossthe lush island paradise to a series of low buildings farfrom the city of Charlotte Amalie.
�Ah, here we are, at last!� The door was opened by ayoung woman wearing an almost sheer summery frocksuited to a very young girl but that looked to be exactlyright for her. �Michelle! There�s a good girl!� the womanpraised. �Would you please show Mr. McCloud to hissuite?�
The girl curtseyed politely. �Of course, Madame!�She smiled at Big Mack, reached in and took his handin hers. �Just follow me, Sir, and we�ll have yousquared away in no time!�
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�Make sure he is suitably dressed for dinner,Michelle,� Ms Koch warned.
Again the polite curtsey. �Of course, Madame.� BigMack noticed a wicked grin on Michelle�s red, red lipsand he felt a shudder of trepidation wash over him ashe followed behind her swinging bottom to his room. . .followed, but not unwillingly.
Her high heels tap tapped merrily on the stone walk-way as she led him between two buildings and into asort of park where several girls were gathered in achatty group. They stopped as the two came abreast.This is our newest guest, Ladies,� Michelle spokequickly. The four girls curtseyed quickly as Michelle ledhim away.
�Don�t worry, you�ll meet them all later tonight. Fornow I�ve got to get you to your suite and see that youtake a nap before dinner.�
�It�s only about ten in the morning!� he thought tohimself. But, he said nothing as he followed her intoone of the buildings, up the winding staircase anddown a short hall way to a door marked, L-33. Withouthesitation, Michelle opened the door, and at Big Mack�sinquiring gaze, explained, �Oh, there are no locks ondormitories or personal suites. You will find very fewlocks anywhere at SOLUTIONS, Ltd.!� she exclaimed.�One must always knock before entering someone�ssuite!�
�Er, what time is dinner?� he asked.
�Usually around seven, so I�ll get you a snack to tideyou over. OK?�
�Sounds like a plan!� he enthused with a quietchuckle.
He entered the suite behind Michelle and gazedaround him in wonder.
�There must be some mistake,� he thought. �This is agirl�s room with all those pinks and whites and pastelsand frilled curtains!�
�Ms Koch will change the décor if you wish,� Michelleexplained. �In the meantime, try to bear with us. OK?�
�Sure, no harm, no foul,� he agreed.
Before he had time to sit down, there was a knock atthe door and when it was opened, there stood a younggirl pushing a tea cart and he smelled the deliciousaroma of food and fresh coffee.
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�Ah, nectar of the Gods!� he whispered reverently ashe sipped the rich, aromatic coffee. �My stomachthinks it�s died and gone to Heaven!�
Michelle and the girl tittered at his strange choice ofidiom and set the food on the near-by table, standingaside as he tackled the scrambled eggs, bacon, homefries and hot, buttered toast. Finally, he had consumedeverything the girl had brought and he sat back, sigh-ing with satisfaction. �Oh, that was so good!� he ex-claimed. �If that�s any indication of the food here, Iwon�t miss a meal!�
He yawned as the girl cleared the remnants away,then curtseyed and left the room.
�Does everyone curtsey around here?� he asked,yawning anew.
�Pretty much,� Michelle agreed. �But only the girls. Ican see you�re tired from your flight, so why don�t youlie down on the bed and take a nap? Nobody will botheryou and if anyone comes to see you, they will knock un-til you answer. OK?�
�Good idea!� Big Mack yawned as he lay out atop thesatin coverlet and closed his eyes. �I�ll just take a littlesnooze and. . .�
He awoke several hours later feeling different, butnot unpleasantly so. It was warm in the room, but hestill felt a slight breeze on his skin and he wondered inpassing what had happened to the suit he had beenwearing when he arrived. He opened his eyes andlooked around.
It was the same room, but now it looked just right tohim and he smiled to himself. �Must be getting soft inmy elderly age!� he teased himself.
He yawned, slid his legs over the side of the bed andinto the waiting mules, stood and almost fell flat on hisface!
�Oh, dear,� he heard Michelle gasp, �I forgot you�renot used to high heels, are you?�
�Hell no!� he tried to growl, and stopped in amaze-ment. �That� was not his voice! It was too high pitchedand too feminine, like a boyish soprano! �What hap-pened to my voice?� he asked, bewildered.
�Nothing permanent, just a small shot of helium totemporarily shorten your vocal chords and give you a
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more feminine voice. It�ll clear itself in a few days,� shecontinued.
For some reason, this seemed to be entirely aproposto Big Mack and he accepted her blithe explanationwithout further comment.
�Take shorter steps,� Michelle told him. �You�ll getthe hang of it quickly.�
Surprisingly, by the time Big Mack had walked to thebathroom, he was moving easily and the high heels onthe mules felt right at home.
Entering the bathroom, he caught a glimpse of him-self in the full-length mirror and he stopped short, gaz-ing at the reflection in utter disbelief!
It was a woman!
And yet, she looked very familiar!
He took a closer look.
Why. . . she was he!
Big Mack had always worn his blonde hair ratherlongish and he saw that it had been recoifed into an at-tractive pixie cut that brought out the femininity thathe had worked so many years to conceal. His tiny VanDyke beard was gone and his face was made up lightlywith cosmetics. He looked closer, his red, red lips oh�dwith astonishment. Hoop earrings dangled from hisnow pierced ear lobes and the effect was extremely girl-ish and feminine.
Shaking his head in disbelief, he went about hisself-imposed tasks and without thinking about it, puton the clothing that had been laid out for him. He wasfully dressed before he realized that something was dif-ferent. . . not strange different, just different different.He stopped and gazed into the full length mirror on theback of the door.
His eyes slid downward, across the semi-sheerbreast coverings to his now nipped in waist (he couldsee the outlines of a waist cincher beneath the gown�smaterial) and down across his softly rounded tummy tothe floor length skirt slit clear to the tops of his thighs!The high heeled mules had meanwhile been exchangedfor a pair of white opera pumps with four inch heelsand to his great amazement, he was walking easily atopthe unfamiliar heights.
He looked closer at the breast coverings, seeing whatappeared to be miniscule breasts with long, excitable
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nipples that had also been pierced and had a thin silverchain connecting the rings through his nipples. Too, hefelt the absence of undies and the slippery feeling of thefabric on his skin when he moved. Strangely, he feltright at home in this outfit under these circumstancesand he wondered vaguely how it had come about andhe blushed. He had involuntarily erected!
�My, aren�t we the vain one?� Michelle asked softly.
�What happened?� he asked.
�You�re not angry with me?� Michelle asked with ob-vious relief.
�I probably should be,� he admitted, �but I�m not.Somehow I feel that this is right for me.�
�That�s the effect of the medicine I gave you in yourcoffee,� she admitted, blushing.
�I see,� he mused. �You are a very naughty girl,Michelle.�
�Yes, Ma�am, I am,� the girl admitted sheepishly.
�I�ll have to think about that,� he continued. �Now,what time is it?�
�Almost dinner time and Ms Koch is awaiting yourentrance even as we speak.�
�Well, let�s not keep the Lady waiting, shall we?� Heplaced his hand with the red tipped nails on her fore-arm, allowing her to precede him down the stair andinto the main dining area.
His clicking heels heralded his coming, and uponentering, all conversation stopped as Michelle led himto a chair and seated him at table.
�Thank you, Michelle,� he whispered.
�Da nada, my Lady,� she replied.
Strangely, her new appellation did not seem tobother the man at all.
�Ah, Ms McCloud,� Ms Koch greeted. �So happy youcould join us. I trust everything is to your satisfaction?�
Surprising even himself, Big Mack smiled and re-plied, �Yes, Ms Koch, everything�s just peachy!�
�Good!� she smiled. �And is your gown acceptable?�
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Surprisingly, it was. �Yes, Ms Koch, it is delightful.�
She smiled winningly. �Let me introduce you to ourguests this evening, shall I?�
�By all means, Madame,� he replied in his new, softlyfeminine, almost soprano voice.
�To your left is Andrew Annette Malloware and hersoon-to-be husband, Ms Herman Herbert Malloware,�she pointed out.
�Good evening,� Big Mack greeted.
�And to you, I�m sure,� the addressed evening gownwearing gentleman answered.
�To his left is Mr. Brigit ButchHamilton and her con-sort, Miss Fairy.�
He saw an obviously masculine female person wear-ing a formal dinner tuxedo with her arm draped overthe back of the chair occupied by Fairy. She noddedcurtly.
�Bull dyker all the way!� he thought snidely.
�Next is Marianne and her sponsor, Ms HelleneSchultz.�
Hellene nodded curtly. It was obvious she did notcare for men, even those in evening gowns!
�Another dyke!� Big Mack thought derisively, forget-ting his own objectification.
�And, last but not least, to her left is Ms Henry HankHennesey and his child, Nicolas Nikki Hennesey. Youmay rise and curtsey to our new guest, girls,� Ms Kochsmiled. It was not a statement!
Hastily, the three �girls� rose and curtseyed politely.
�Hello, Ms McCloud,� Annette greeted sweetly, a wel-coming smile on her painted lips. He saw that the �girl�was clad as a pre-teen aged girl in a white silk confir-mation dress that had no liner and he could see thatbeneath she wore only a snug corset leaving her pinkskin showing plainly. �I�m Annette.�
�Good evening, Miss Annette,� he replied.
�And I�m Nikki, Mr. McCloud,� that one greeted shyly.Like Annette, he saw that she too was wearing a whitesilk confirmation dress and like her companion, worenothing beneath but a snug corset.
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�Good evening, Miss Nikki,� he greeted.
�And I�m Fairy, Ms McCloud,� the youngest of thethree gushed. Like the other two, she wore a white silkconfirmation dress with a skirt that barely came to thetops of her thighs. Like the first two, she wore nothingbeneath except for the ubiquitous corset. All three worefour inch high heels and all three were equally at easeatop them. �Butch is going to take me to Sturgis andI�m going to ride the cunt seat!� Fairy gushed excitedly.
�Now, Fairy,� Ms Koch cautioned, �I�m sure MsMcCloud doesn�t want to hear about that!�
Big Mack smiled at the excited girl. �You can tell meall about it after dinner,� he invited. Suddenly, he haddeveloped an avid interest in Butch because he, too,was an avid biker. He smiled at the woman. �What kindof bike do you ride?� he asked.
��86 Harley soft-tail,� the woman replied, her eyeslighting up. �You ride?�
�Is the Pope Catholic?� Big Mack smiled. �I ride a �74Harley soft-tail myself,� he confessed shyly.
�Hey, great! You ever been to Sturgis?� she de-manded.
�Now, Butch,� Ms Koch broke into their conversa-tion, �not all of us are bikers, dear.�
�Don�t know whut yer a missin�!� she drawled. To BigMack, �We�ll talk later, Sweetie.�
�We surely will,� he promised as he shook her rough,work hardened hand.
�Can I sit in your lap while I tell you about my cuntseat?� Fairy asked hopefully.
�May I, dear,� Ms Koch corrected. �May I sit in yourlap, Ms McCloud?�
�Well, may I sit on your lap, Ms McCloud?� Fairy de-manded.
�Yes, you may,� he conceded. �And you can tell meall about it!�
�Goody, goody gum drop! Ain�t she the most?� sheasked Butch.
�Be quiet and eat your dinner, girl,� came the rum-bling, tolerant command.

Page - 14

McCLOUD'S DAUGHTER BY DELPHINIA LONGSTREET



Surprisingly, dinner went well even though theguests were all cross-dressed, some, like Big Mack, forthe first time in their lives. Still, no one felt any shamenor apprehension about their evening�s attire.
Conversations were started between certain personswho had discovered mutual interests and shy smilessoon became wide grins of acceptance and approval.
After the dinner was completed and the adults weresipping their after dinner coffees, the girls cleared awaythe dishes andmade themselves useful in the kitchen.
�Ms McCloud,� Ms Koch began, �as you may wellhave ascertained, everyone here has a similar reason tobe here. Each of you had suffered an inconsolable lossand in your despair, turned to the whiskey bottle forsolace. Each of you has discovered the same truth,there is no solution to be found in a whiskey bottle. Allyou find there is more misery and your depression onlydeepens until it seems there is no way out but death.The worse you felt, the more you drank and the deeperyou slid into an abyss from which only the most deter-mined of persons can ever escape.
�Each of you has suffered those doldrums and eachof you has overcome your despair.
�I congratulate each and every one of you!� Sheraised her cup in salute.
�Without going into the specifics, each of you lost aloved one. Some were lovers, some were daughters,some were beloved wives, but each and every one ofthem were a vital part of your life.
�Until the day your losses occurred.
�And that sent you into an almost fatal spiral intoyour personal drunken oblivion.
�Which is where we at SOLUTIONS, Ltd. come in.Through methods we have developed over decades, weare able to reproduce a perfect facsimile of the personyou lost.
�Some of you have already met your facsimile. Tellme, Mr. Hamilton, Ms Hennessey, Ms Malloware, areyou happy with our product?� she asked.
There were nods of approval from those addressed.
�Except for you, Ms McCloud. But, never fear, weshall probe your sub-conscious and do an in-depthanalysis of your deepest, most secret desires, and once
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we know what you really want, we will go to work onyour perfect facsimile.�
�God!� he laughed. �You make it sound like somesort of science fiction resurrection or something likethat!� he exclaimed.
�In a way, Mr. McCloud, it is. It�s close, but no cigar.�
�I love to smoke cigars!� Fairy exclaimed, coming inand sitting at Mr. Hamilton�s knee, his head restinglovingly against her hard thigh. She caressed his faceabsently while he purred with contentment.
�We have discovered certain benign substances thatin and of themselves pose no danger to humans in gen-eral. Some humans are more susceptible to these sub-stances than others. By using them under very con-trolled conditions, we have been able to shapecompatible persons into virtual perfect reincarnationsof lost persons. It is not something to be undertakenlightly because once started, it is almost irreversible.
�Therefore, we test and probe and compare and askthe same questions of our subjects over and over again.If we are satisfied with the answers to these questions,we make an assumption of suitability and successfultransition on the parts of both subjects.
�You see, Ms McCloud, we include both subjects.One can never achieve full compatibility with an un-willing or reluctant subject, whether the subject is thesponsor or whether the subject is the sponsor�s hopedfor replacement.
�No one is ever forced into doing anything he or shedoes not wish to happen. To do such a thing would beto negate our primary objective, harmonious inter-change!�
Privately, Ms Koch knew this was not the exacttruth, but since these adverse circumstances were notgermane to Ms McCloud�s needs, she felt no other ex-planation was necessary.
She smiled benignly at her �victim.�
�I see,� he murmured, although he suspected that ifthe price were right, her �rule� would be the last thingto be considered. �Have you selected a possible subjectfor me?� he asked lightly.
�Possibly,� she admitted.
�Do I know this person?�
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�I�m not sure,� she weaseled, knowing full well thatthe intended �daughter� for him was the very sameMichelle who had attended him since his arrival.Michelle already had the right name as Mr. McCloud�slost daughter who had been named �Michelle� too. HerMichelle had the same general features as his Michelle,features that could be remolded to fit his recollectionsof his daughter.
So far, none of this resemblance to his late daughterhad occurred to the man.
Ms Koch kept these morsels of information to her-self.
�We still have to do an in depth study of your hopesand aspirations,� she smiled.
�Ready when you are, My Lady!� he enthused, curt-seying as well as he knew.
She smiled. �All in due time, Ms McCloud, all in duetime.�
�I am at your disposal,� he twittered happily.
�Indeed,� she replied, smiling with satisfaction.
�Oh,� she thought, �this is too easy!�

* * *

III
Michelle

Twenty-three year old Michael Fogarty stirred un-comfortably in the back of the police cruiser, his wristscuffed behind his back and his head buzzing from theroughing up the two big cops had given him.
He had tried to explain to them that he was juststanding there waiting for the place to open when thosethree ruffians had come charging up with drawn weap-ons, threatening to kill anyone who moved!
Several women in the line had screamed when one ofthe men had shot his pistol into the air and as thesounds of an approaching police cruiser siren cutthrough their resolve, the man with the gun hadthrown it to the ground right in front of Michael. Stu-
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pidly, he had bent over and picked it up. He was stillholding it in his lax hand when the police arrived andthey had immediately thrown him against theircruiser, telling him to, �spread �em, scumbag!�
He had tried to explain what had happened, but theydid not want to hear any explanation. As far as theywere concerned, Michael was the shooter and they didnot want to hear anything to the contrary, especiallyfrom him!
He looked up as the car door opened and one of thecops beckoned for him to get out. �OK, you�re clean.That lady said you were in line and had nothing to dowith the shooting.�
�I tried to tell you that, officer,� Michael snapped,�but you wouldn�t listen.�
�Yeah, well, you were holding the gun,� the cop wea-seled.
�And that automatically makes me the perpetrator,right?� Michael snapped angrily.
The cop looked down at him momentarily, thenturned and walked away.
Michael Fogarty, four foot nine inches tall, weighteighty two pounds, long blonde hair, blue eyes, no bodyhair to speak of, soft spoken, a real little person, hadbeen misunderstood all his young life of twenty-threeyears.
For sure his parents didn�t understand him. Hisolder sister made fun of him every chance she got. Hisyounger brother towered over him at well over six footand called him, �Squirt.�
Oh, how he hated that epithet!
Was it any wonder he was trying to get a job thatwould take him worlds away from his hated environs?
The position offered was vague in form, but some-how he sensed that it was aimed directly at him andthat was why he was standing in line with other veryshort people equally intrigued by the vagueness of thelittle reader ad tucked away in the personals column ofthe local newspaper.
Muttering to himself at the abuse he had receivedfrom the police, he waited for some time as individualpeople went in and came out later with looks of disbe-lief on their faces, but none would explain their dissat-isfaction other than muttering, �Can�t talk about it.�
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Finally, it was Michael�s turn and he entered thesmall office apprehensively. What was it that had dis-suaded so many before him? �Probably illegal,� he toldhimself.
He was given a form to fill out, listing his name, ad-dress, phone number, hobbies, education, work expe-rience and some, what he thought, were rather per-sonal questions. But, he answered each and every oneas per instructions and handed it to the woman behindthe desk. Then he sat and waited for a few minutes andwhen the person ahead of him came out, shaking hishead, he was told to go right in.He was ushered into thebright inner office to be greeted by, �Bonjour, M�sieur,je m�appele Mme Alice Koch, et je représenteSOLUTIONS, Ltd. de Charlotte Amalie, des Isles Vierged�Amerique.�
�Er, I�m sorry,� Michael replied uncertainly, �but I donot speak French.�
�Ah, c�est tres dommage,� she murmured.�Heureusement, je parle Anglais. Won�t you pleasehave a seat and we can get started?�
Michael smiled. �Certainly, Mme Koch.�
They shook hands and she started asking questions,�Are you dissatisfied with your present circum-stances?� she asked.
Michael admitted that he was becoming more andmore frustrated as time went on and he was unable tosecure equitable employment in his chosen field.
�And that would be. . .� she prompted.
�Teaching pre-school or kindergarten kids. I justcompleted my master�s in child development and I lovelittle kids. They don�t make assumptions about yourworth just because you�re their height!� he blurted an-grily. �To them, you are what you seem to be and theyaccept it without question.�
�You�ve experienced otherwise. . .� she coaxed.
Suddenly, he was pouring out his frustrations in de-tail. She listened as he described the put-downs fromhis father, a football hero in college who still playedsemi-pro, a younger brother who was the very image ofhis father and being courted by the Pro teams even be-fore he finished high school. He went on about hishated older sister who, like her mother, was a star ath-lete in college and had married the football star of hercollege team. They had two boys who were built like
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brick walls and, in Michael�s estimation, had brains tomatch!
Finally he summed it all up. �My life sucks donkeydick! I�m too big for the pee wee league and way tooshort for adult pastimes! My dad says I�m too heavy forlight work and too light for heavy!�
When he paused in his tirade, she nodded. �Haveyou ever thought you�d like to be somebody else?� sheasked. �Somebody entirely different?� Her voice wassoft, caressing, tempting. . .
He thought a moment. �Yes, there was a time when Iwanted desperately to be a little girl.�
�And?�
�Well, I�m still a boy,� he replied, blushing withshame.
�Yes, I can see that!� she laughed. �But what if youcould be a little girl, what would it be worth to you?Could you walk away from your present life with no re-grets?�
�I�m not sure I understand. . .� he admitted slowly.
�What if you could become a pre-pubescent girl andlive a life of luxury for the rest of your life?� The carrotdangled temptingly.
�I. . . I. . . don�t. . . know,� he admitted slowly. �This isa different approach,� he thought. �What would it in-volve? And is it legal? I�d hate to get caught up in an il-legal situation.�
She laughed. �My dear Michelle, may I call youMichelle?� she dimpled prettily. She used the Conti-nental pronunciation and Michael liked it better thanwhat he had been called before.
�Yeah, sure, it�s my name,� he replied off-handedly.
�What we do at SOLUTIONS, Ltd. is definitely legal,as before we could do anything, we would have to in-vestigate you, �vet� you as the saying goes, do an indepth examination of your background. We would haveto determine if you were compatible to and with thevarious aspects of our special programs and your suit-ability and adaptability to other persons thereof.�
He laughed. �Sounds ominous and mysterious!� hejoked.
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�Not at all,� she laughed in return. �Just standardprocedure and nothing to worry about.�
She looked at him steadily and he began to wrigglewith embarrassment.
�Is something wrong?� he asked.
�No, not at all. I was just appraising your suitabilitybefore hand, as it were.�
�Oh.� He had no idea what she was talking about.
�Make sure we have your address and a phone num-ber where we can contact you, if need be.�
�Yes, Ma�am,� he replied, knowing he had alreadygiven that information in his initial encounter
�We�ll be in touch,� and he knew he was being dis-missed when she added, �A bien tôt.�
Shaking his head, he left the building and walkedslowly along the street trying to make sense of what thewoman, MmeKoch, had told him.
But, try as he might, he was totally unsuccessful.
�Oh, well,� he thought, �if�n they call, they call. If�nthey don�t, they don�t!� He shook his head fatalisticallyand walked on.
A sudden thought came to him.
In the words of the immortal Alfred E. Newman,�What, me worry?�
He giggled to himself and walked on. . .

* * *

IV
SOLUTIONS, Ltd.

Ms Koch leaned back in her chair and went over thevery short list of potential candidates she had inter-viewed that afternoon. From all those she had seen,she had garnered three names that would bear closerscrutiny.
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One person in particular stuck in her mind. After in-terviewing him, she had felt an emphatic aura abouthim that portended great potential. That one wouldbear closer scrutiny than most.
The only question in Ms Koch�s mind was, �Would hetake homosexuality in stride and accept it as an inte-gral part of his transformation into a pre-teen girl? Af-ter all, his ambition to teach small children was defi-nitely in his favor. With a master�s degree in childdevelopment, he was predisposed to life as a little girl.He just had to be convinced of it, and they could do thateasily! No, dear Michelle,� she told herself, �I lied. Wecan and do manipulate those we choose until our ideasbecome their original ideas and each one smilingly ac-cepts what one is faced with.
�Ah, Michael, and if I am right about you, you will be-come a lovely Michelle!�
Smiling to herself with satisfaction, she began topunch in numbers on her cel phone and was soon deepin conversation with some of the references her threepossibilities had given her.
Before long, she had discarded one of the nameswhom she found had lied on the application. Shewanted truthful candidates, not some who bent thefacts to put them in a more favorable light!
Working steadily, and making copious notes as sheworked, she becamemore andmore sure that her origi-nal assessment of Michelle was the correct one.
Punching in numbers, she was soon talking to thechief executive officer of SOLUTIONS, Ltd., Ms HarrietLangdon, and the more they discussed Michael, themore convinced Ms Koch was that Michelle would beideal for the person she wished to pair him with.
Some people had the latent inclinations to same sexcouplings, while others had a deep seated prejudicialview of such a relationship, even if it was outwardly, atleast, a normal male/female pairing.
Some of this feeling could be overcome, but it alwaysremained just below the surface and was not some-thing she liked to contemplate.
Still, she had not gotten to the position of authorityshe had by cutting corners! All information, no matterhow trivial, had to be checked and verified before con-tinuing.
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Finally, Ms Koch reached Michael�s father and dis-covered that the man to be just as Michael had de-scribed him, cold, unfeeling, interested only in what hewas interested in, disregarding all else as not worth hisconsideration and well beneath his masculine dignityHe was quite adamant about his anger about Michael�sheight, or rather, his lack of same.
Mr. Fogarty, senior, felt it was a personal affront tohis masculinity that he had sired such a son as, he felt,the failure as a son he considered Michael to be. Hewent on at some length about Michael�s lack of athleticability, citing his own accomplishments as a semi-profootballer and major league baseball pitcher and prais-ing his other son for being a �true he-man!�
Ms Koch smiled to herself. The more the man ravedabout Michael�s �short comings,� the more convincedshe was in her basic assessment of the lad as a primecandidate.
Accordingly, when she finished with her conversa-tion with the condescending Mr. Fogarty, she immedi-ately called Charlotte Amalie and had her call patchedthrough to HQ. She and Ms Langdon then talked forover an hour discussing possible scenarios to enticeMichelle.
Finally, Ms Langdon gave Ms Koch the green light togo ahead with her investigation into his life in depthand to report her findings daily, which Ms Koch prom-ised to do before hanging up.
For the next several days, Ms Koch spoke with manypeople who knew Michael, and for the most part, gotnothing but rave reviews. Those who panned him werethe obvious jocks who regarded anyone �non-jock� withdisdain and scorn.
Them, she discounted out-of-hand, much in thesame manner they used to dismiss Michael.
Finally, she called Michelle and arranged a lunchdate to discuss his further involvement withSOLUTIONS, Ltd.
He was surprised when she handed him a thickpacket of papers that she asked him to look at. He sawthat the papers were questionnaires, crammed full ofquestions that were extremely intimate in their subjectmatter and he silently questioned the wisdom of an-swering some of them as those questions seemed to beaimed directly at females.
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He blushed when he realized that he was obliged toanswer trythfully!
�I mean,� he thought, �when did you start your men-ses?� And, �How regular is your flow?� He looked at herin surprise. �All of them?� he croaked.
She nodded. �Yes. Why? Is there a problem?�
�Well, some of them seem to be more female ori-ented. . .� he whispered shamefully.
�Oh, I assure you, all are important in order for us todevelop an in-depth assessment of your psyche, yourlikes, your dislikes, and the like,� she cooed delicately,her soft breath maddening as it caressed his cheeks.He blushed deeply.
�Well, I�ll certainly try my best,� he equivocated.
She smiled brilliantly. �Fine! Now, enjoy your saladand I�ll be in touch.� Saying this, she rose and left himalone.
He gazed after her swiveling bottom, her delicatesway enhanced by the tight leather and for one madmoment, Michael wished it were he who was wearingthat skirt!
Then, he blushed, finished his salad, and going tothe cashier, discovered Ms Koch had already paid hischeck.
Smiling and shaking his head, he walked to the pub-lic library, rented a private cubicle and locked himselfaway while he filled out Ms Koch�s questionnaire.
At some of the more intimate questions, Michael wasglad he was locked in and could not be disturbed. Thequestions were disturbing enough without interrup-tions to disrupt his concentration!
Finally, he had answered most of them in depth andtruthfully as he could, as she had requested. Those hefelt inadequate to respond to, he wrote, �I am not sureof my reaction to this question and have, therefore, leftit unanswered.�
�Well, I can�t do any better that that!� he told himself.�If they don�t like it, they can lump it!� He smiled tohimself, folded the questionnaire as directed, placed itin the manila envelope Ms Koch had provided, sealedit, and leaving the library, walked the two blocks to hislocal Post Office where he mailed it to Charlotte Amalie,American Virgin Islands.
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He haunted his mail box at the Post Office for severaldays, then gave up. �If they respond, they respond!� hetold himself. �If they don�t like what I wrote, then to Hellwith them!�
Finally, on the eighth day after mailing the question-naire, he received a short letter telling him to meet MsKoch, �at the usual place at noon the following Friday.��Why, that�s tomorrow!� he realized with shock.�They�re fast when they want to be!� he chuckled.
He was surprised at the brevity of the missile, buttook great pleasure in the fact that they had respondedto him! Apparently they were not put off by some of hisresponses!
Michael was prompt the next day, wearing his bestsuit, a white shirt and tie, trying to appear as anup-and-coming young executive. He arrived at the res-taurant at the same time as Ms Koch and he struggledto hold the door for her. She smiled and caught theheavy door, swinging it wide so that he could enterfirst. He blushed at his inability to open the door, butpreceded her to their table escorted by the smilingmaître de, her hand on his shoulder guiding him asthough he were a young child.
Again she ordered salads for the both of them,Caesar for him and anti-pesto for her. Then shequizzed him about what he had been doing andwatched him closely as she made several veiled re-marks about how �lovely� he looked, how apropos his�frock� was to the setting, and so forth.
Most of these remarks slipped right over Michael�shead but he did appreciate the compliments neverthe-less.
Finally, she spoke, �And have you come to a decisionabout SOLUTIONS, Ltd., Michelle?� she purred, delib-erately slurring her use of the feminine version of hisgiven name.
Michael smiled. �I don�t see how I could make anydecision about your company since I know nothingabout it,� he replied questioningly.
She smiled. �Yes, there is that,� she admitted.
�Then, no, I have made no decision aboutSOLUTIONS, Ltd.�
�Fine,� she smiled. �Then we shall have no precon-ceived notions or ideas to contend with, shall we? No
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bad habits to remedy, so to speak,� she dimpled, takinga sip of her tea.
�I guess not!� he quipped. �Pure as the driven snow,that�s me!� holding his cup up in a mock salute to hisshort comings.
�Seriously, Michelle,� again she slurred his name,�We are about to make you an offer. It is a one time offerand will require a decision by 2:00 P.M.�
�You mean 2:00 P.M., today?� he asked in disbelief.
�Exactly.�
He started with shock. �That�s pretty sudden, isn�tit?�
�Yes, I suppose. . .�
�I mean that�s only twenty minutes or so from now!�he protested.
�Have you anything pressing that requires yourpresence coming up?� she asked.
�Well. . . no, not really,� he admitted. �Just theawarding of my Master�s. . .�
�Which, as we both know, is just a formality.�
�Yes, they could mail it to me, I suppose. . .� hemused.
�Well then, you need bring nothing with you. We willprovide everything you will need. And I do mean every-thing. Bring no identification except your birth certifi-cate. Bring no wallet, no money, no credit cards andnothing of value. We will take care of everything. Wearjust the clothing you are now wearing.
�We are prepared to offer you a salary of twenty-fivethousand American dollars per annum, with increasesbased on performance. Since we will provide you witheverything you will need in the way of housing, food,clothing, entertainment, and so on, your personal ex-penses will be at a bare minimum. That means you cansave your money and at the end of your contract in fiveyears, you will have enough money to do as you wish,when, how and who.�
�Sounds almost too good to be true,� Michael mur-mured, �and I have always been told that if somethingsounds too good to be true, it usually is, too good to betrue, I mean.�
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�Yes, I�ve heard that,� she admitted, �but in thiscase, it is true. You�ll just have to take my word for it. Ipromise you, you will never regret going with us!�
Michael thought for a long moment, then nodded hishead decisively.
�OK, I�ll do it!� Michael enthused. �My life�s in the toi-let the way I am now anyway!�
�A rather dismal view, I must say,� she laughed.
�Lady, you don�t know the half of it!�
�Oh, but I do, Michelle, I�ve dug deep into your lifethese past few weeks!� she smiled to herself.
Aloud, �I have my limousine right outside, so we canleave immediately. I have a chartered plane waiting forus at Logan Airport.� She rose, �Shall we?� Her handhovered momentarily over his tea cup.
�Right!� He drained the last of his tea, stood, andpromptly sat back down. �Oh, I don�t feel so hot all of asudden!� he mumbled.
Ms Koch smiled, picked up his cup and slipped itinto her purse. It would not be good to leave the dregsof his drugged tea behind as evidence!
She held him easily as she guided his limp form outto the waiting limousine and deposited him in the backseat, sliding in beside him.
�Logan Airport, VIP terminal,� she ordered thedriver.
�Yes, Ma�am,� and nothing was spoken the wholeride to Logan.
How could they?
Michael was out cold.
And ther limo driver had her screen up.
Working swiftly, Ms Koch removed the contents ofMichael�s pockets, leaving nothing behind.
For better or worse, whether he liked it or not, hewas committed irrevocably to SOLUTIONS, Ltd. for theduration.
She noticed the wide smile on his face and wonderedbriefly what was so funny.
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She and an attendant got the sleeping Michelle onboard the plane and belted in securely.
Then, she opened her book and began to read.
It was a long flight.

* * *

V
Charlotte Amalie

When the plane bumped down on the tarmac, Mi-chael awoke, stretched languidly and stared out thesmall window at the lush green landscape and he mo-mentarily wondered where on Earth he was. It wasmuch too warm to be Boston, and there was no snowon the ground.
�Ah,� came the dulcet tones of Ms Koch entering thecabin from forward. �You�re awake at last!�
�How, what, who?� he asked, confused.
�I have no idea, my young friend!� she shrugged hershoulders. �You were talking, getting ready to leave therestaurant, when you seemed to go into a zombie-liketrance. When I asked if you were OK, you told me youwere fine. I took you at your word, we went to Logan,boarded our aircraft and some six hours later, here weare in Charlotte Amalie!�
�Oh.� Her explanation agreed with some of his recol-lections, so he accepted them. Still, there was some-thing nagging at the back of his mind that told him thatall was not as it should be.
He could not pinpoint the feeling and soon he wastoo busy to think about it.
First, he was taken to a room by one of the new girlshe met. He wondered about her name, Fairy. �What anodd name for a girl!� he thought.
Fairy was just a bit taller than Michael and weighedabout the same. But there, the difference stopped.Where Michael was definitely a boy, Fairy was moregirlish with definite breasts, tiny waist and femininely
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curved hips. She had hazel eyes and long auburn hairgathered in a bouncy ponytail.
Then he looked around the room Fairy had shownhim. He stared in amazement. It was all pinks andwhites and robin�s egg blues and soft pastels with pic-tures of ballerinas and unicorns and elves and greenleprechauns and Tinker Bell fairies just about every-where he looked.
It was beautiful!
It was the sort of room a young girl would love!
A girl!
Which he wasn�t!
Still, he had no intention of complaining about livingin a girl�s room. His eyes aglow with wonder, he openeda near-by closet and stared at the wealth of little girldresses hanging there in neat rows. His jaw dropped ashe realized that this room, the one that was now his,was furnished exactly as he would have furnished hisdream bedroom! From the white painted FrenchProvencal furniture with its canopied bed to the daintyiron work vanity and the twin lingerie dressers!
On either side of the bed was a white bedside cabi-net, each with a dainty French lamp and one with avintage French telephone! He looked around, a widesmile on his lips. �Oh,� he thought, �I love it! I just loveit!� He spun around, his arms wide and laughed withjoy.
Fairy, who had followed him in, laughed too. �If youthink this room is fabulous, it�s just because you have-n�t seen mine!�
�Oh, Fairy!� Michael gasped. �It�s just what I have al-ways dreamed of! There�s nothing here I would everchange, even if I could!� He sighed happily. �Oh, howdid Ms Koch know?�
�Oh, you can change anything you want, Michelle,�Fairy replied. �This is your room and you have the lastword on what is or isn�t in it.�
�Oh, Fairy!� Michael exclaimed, throwing his armsaround the girl and kissing her warmly. To his sur-prise, Fairy seemed reluctant to be kissed.
�Did I do something wrong?� Michael asked withalarm.
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Fairy shook his head. �No, it�s just because you�renew and. . . and. . .�
�And, what, Fairy?� Michael asked.
�You don�t know. . . yet. . .� Fairy murmured softly.
�Know what? C�m�on, tell me,� he ordered jokingly.
�I�m a boy just like you under my skirt,� Fairy con-fessed.
�You�re a what?� Michael stared at Fairy in shock.
�I�m a boy who loves to wear dresses and here I amallowed to wear anything I wish, just so long as it�s fe-male or feminine or girlish to the max!� Fairy confessedwith a rush.
�Well, I�ll be a. . . a. . . monkey�s uncle!�
Fairy giggled. �Picture that! Where�s your tail?�
�You know what I mean, you little tease,� Michaelchided.
�Yes, I suppose I do,� Fairy admitted slowly.
Michael took Fairy into his arms and whispered, �Idon�t care if you�re a kangaroo under those skirts ofyours! I like you just the way you are! I sort of like boysin skirts anyway,� he admitted, blushing.
Fairy grinned. �Then you�re going to love it here!Only a couple of us girls are real girls! The rest are justlike me, boys under their skirts!�
�And I suppose I�ll be a boy wearing skirts too?� Mi-chael asked.
Fairy nodded his head. �Why else would you be hereon Fantasy Island?� he joked.
�I thought we were on Charlotte Amalie?�
�We are. But us girls like to think of it as Fantasy is-land!�
�What else indeed?� Michael mused.
�OK, c�m�on, got to get you dressed for lunch with theQueen Bee. . .� Fairy urged.
�You mean Ms Koch?�
�Yeah! Ain�t she a pip? Wish my butt could wrigglelike hers!� Fairy moaned.
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�Practice, my dear Fairy,� Michael quipped, �Prac-tice!�
�I been, but Butch says I don�t have enough rear yet.She says I have to grow into my panties.�
�Who�s Butch?� with an eyebrow raised question-ingly.
�Oh, she�s my sponsor.�
�Sponsor?�
�Yeah, that means I�ve been claimed already and amoff-limits to anyone else,� he explained.
�And she�s a female?� Michael asked, interested inspite of himself.
�Sure is!� Fairy enthused. �She�s a biker out in thereal world, rides a Harley and all, and when I�m fullytrained as her biker bitch, we�re going to Sturgis and Ican ride her cunt seat!� he bragged.
�What�s a cunt seat?� Michael asked with a laugh.
�Oh, that�s what a biker calls that part of the saddleright behind where the biker�s girl friend rides,� he ex-plained with a giggle.
�Well, that answers that!� Michael laughed.
�OK, enough talk, off with your clothes!� Fairy or-dered.
�Why?� Michael demanded.
�So I can give you a bath, that�s why. Don�t worry, Iwon�t hurt you, well, not much,� he promised with anevil grin. �I�m really quite good at giving baths. Just askButch!� he bragged.
Michael allowed fairy to disrobe him right down tohis skin. Fairy looked him over carefully. �Good, nobody hair to speak of. That Ms Koch sure knows how topick �em!� he giggled.
Fairy turned and filled the bath tub, pouring a gen-erous dash of sweet smelling oil into the rushing water.Immediately fragrant bubbles began to burst in the air,tingling Michael�s nose pleasantly.
Michael allowed Fairy to take his hand and help himinto the frothy bubbles. He lowered himself gingerly,hesitantly, to find the water just the right temperature.�Oooh,� he murmured in pleasure.
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�See? I told you I knew what I was doing!� Fairy gig-gled. He took a washcloth, lathered it lavishly andstarted to wash Michael�s body from head to toe. Mi-chael blushed when Fairy handled his tiny sex toy mat-ter-of-factly before continuing down his legs.
�There, that�s the body! Now for the hair!� he an-nounced.
�Hair?�
�Sure, have to wash it and style it so you look yourprettiest at dinner!� Fairy giggled.
�I�m not pretty,� Michael protested. �I�m just an ordi-nary boy.�
�Wait�ll I get done with you!� Fairy promised.
Soon he had lathered Michael�s rather longishblonde hair, rinsed it thoroughly, �Tsk, tsk�d� severaltimes, then lathered him again. �You really should takebetter care of your hair, Michelle,� he cautioned. �It�s agirl�s best feature when done right!�
Michael almost objected that he was not a girl, but inretrospect, he realized that Fairy would call him whatFairy would call him and he had no control over theother boy�s actions.
So, he relaxed while Fairy dried him thoroughly,then let Fairy work on his hair. A quick drying with ahair dryer, a complicated combing procedure, somegel, more combing, Fairy stepping back occasionally toobserve his handiwork from a distance before return-ing and fussing with Michael�s hair again, twisting andturning it into the shape he wanted it to be.
�There!� Fairy announced finally. �That�s as good as Ican do under primitive circumstances!� He turned Mi-chael around so he could see himself in a mirror. �Well?What do you think?�
�Not bad,� Michael agreed.
�Not bad? Honey, it�s perfect! Wait�ll I get done paint-ing your face. Then you�ll see real artwork!�
Wisely, Michael kept his mouth shut.
A few minutes later, Michael blushed as Fairy laidout a dainty padded bra and panty set, and when Mi-chael didn�t do anything, Fairy picked up the pantiesand started to slip them up Michael�s legs, tuggingthem into place around his hips.
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The bra soon followed and Michael was surprised athow the slight padding made him look like he had realbreasts! He had occasionally fantasized about it wouldfeel to have breasts bouncing about on his chest.Maybe he would find out. . .
Fairy reached around and cupped Michael�s paddedform, squeezing gently. �Feels good, doesn�t it?� hewhispered in Michael�s ear.
Michael shuddered delicately.
�Just wait until you�ve got the real thing filling yourcups!� he teased.
�Oh, Fairy!� he moaned. �That will never be!�
Fairy laughed. �Just wait until Ms Koch getsthrough with you and you�ll sing a different tune!�
In his mind, Michael pooh poohed that!
�Oh, I forgot! I have to give you this pill and you�re toswallow it like a good girl.� He handed a small pink cap-sule to Michael who obediently swallowed it.
�Good girl!� Fairy praised, patting Michael�s nowsnugly pantied rear end caressingly.
When Fairy held up a sheer pink lace little girl�s af-ternoon frock, Michael obediently raised his arms andallowed Fairy to slip it down into place before buttoningit securely up in back.
�Oh!� he gasped. �It�s so sheer! It shows everything!�
�That�s the idea, Hunny Bunny,� Fairy purred. �Sitdown and I�ll do your shoes.�
�What? No stockings?� Michael pretended shock.
�Nope. All that�s left is fingernail polish and make-upand you�re ready to make your debut!�
�Debut? Like a girl being presented to Society?�
�Exactly! Now, hold still while I do you.�
Michael held as still as he could, letting Fairy file andshape and paint his nails a bright red before startingon his face.
�Oh,� Fairy murmured in disgust, �How could you letthose eyebrows grow out so scraggly? Now I have topluck out those stray hairs and arch them correctly.�
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So saying, he took a tweezers and began to pluck the�stray� hairs out one by one.
�Ouch!� Michael yelped.
�Oh, be still, you big baby!� Fairy laughed. �Ms Kochwould hangme up bymy ankles if I didn�t trim them!�
�It still hurts!� Michael groaned.
�Oh, the trials and tribulations we girls go throughjust to be beautiful for our sponsors!�
�But that�s just it,� Michael objected, �I don�t have asponsor. . . do I?�
�Who knows? Just the Queen Bee and she doesn�tconfide in us mere drones!�
Michael laughed. �Fairy, you�re awful!�
�Yes, I�m pretty bad.� He waited a moment, then,�Get it? Pretty. . . bad?�
In spite of the tiny pricks of pain, Michael had tolaugh.
�There! That ought to do it. What do you think?� Hespun Michael around so he could see in the mirror.�Well?�
Michael took in the sight of his newly shaped eye-brows and thought, �Why, I look like I was just scaredout of my pants!�
�Did you have to arch them so high?� he complained.
�Blame Dame Fashion, my dear, blame Dame Fash-ion!�
Giggling, Fairy began to brush blusher on Michael�spale cheeks, applied pencil on his eyelids top and bot-tom, swiped a red, red lipstick across his lips andstepped back. �Well, what do you say now?�
Michael stared in wonder. A very pretty little girl ofabout ten or eleven stared out at him, but when hemoved, she moved too. �Why, that�s me!� he exclaimedin surprise.
�Yep, sure is,� Fairy agreed.
�You�re a magician!�
�Naw, just had lots of practice, that�s all. But it dolook nice, don�t it?�
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�You are an absolute genius!�
Fairy curtseyed. �Thank you, Miss.�
Michael turned his head this way and that, admiringhimself from all angles. �Amazing,� he whispered inawe. �Had I not seen it done, I would never have be-lieved it.�
�Yes, dear Michelle,� Fairy replied softly, �Ms Koch isgoing to be extremely pleased with you!�
�But, how did she know. . .� he waved his hand, �allthis?�
�Remember that questionnaire you filled out?�
�Yeah, I do, but I didn�t answer all the questions,� heretorted.
�No matter, from the answers you did give, she wasable to paint a most realistic picture of your inner mostsecret longings and desires.�
�But, I didn�t even know myself. . .� Michael startedto object.
�But the Queen Bee saw right through all the smokescreen and came out with your true nature and whatyou really wanted out of life. I don�t know of her evermaking a wrong judgment call about any one, ever!�Fairy emphasized.
�It�s uncanny,� Michael agreed. He thought a mo-ment. �Why do you keep calling me Michelle? Myname�s Michael.�
�Ms Koch says Michelle, and what Ms Koch says isgood enough for me!� Fairy laughed. �I�m not going todisagree with her, not by a long shot! I don�t want tofind myself going north across her lap with my pantiesgoing south and her hard hairbrush paddling my un-protected cheeks!�
�I can see why!� Michael laughed. �She looks like shehas a pretty heavy hand!�
�We all find that out, sooner or later,� Fairy con-fessed.
�You mean she has. . .�
Fairy nodded. �Yep, three times so far!� he added,blushing profusely.
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�I would think you�d learn after the first time!� Mi-chael laughed.
�You wait. You�ll see it�s not as easy as you think!�
�Aside from no concealment under my dress, this ispretty darned nice,� Michael agreed.
�You wait until you have A or B cup titties and haveto wear this same dress! All the sponsors� eyes will bugout!� He smiled. �I can�t wait until mine are big enoughto show!�
Michael gazed at the smallish bumps under Fairy�sbra. �Looks almost big enough now,� he observed.
�That�s what I said, and Ms Koch whaled my buttgood for disagreeing with her!�
�So, first rule, Ms Koch rules! Right?�
Fairy nodded vigorously, �Absolutely! First rule is,She�s the Boss! Second rule, when in doubt, refer to theFirst rule!�
�You are terrible!� Michelle giggled. �OK, shoes?� Mi-chael prompted.
�Oh, I almost forgot. Since you�re new and haven�tmastered high heels, you�ll start out with baby heelsthat are just a shade over two inches in height.�
Soon, Michael was standing on the heels Fairy hadslipped onto his feet after slipping some socklets onfirst. �How does that feel?� he asked.
�I think I could handle higher,� Michael observedtaking a few tentative steps.
�Your funeral!� Fairy laughed as he produced an-other pair with higher, three inch heels.
�Wow!� Michael observed. �They really boost you up,don�t they?�
�Wait�ll you wear four or five or even six inch heels,although you probably will never get to wear sixinchers with those tiny feet. You�ll be walking on tip toeas it is!� he giggled.
Michael took a hesitant step, then another, then an-other and took off as though he had been wearing threeinch high heels all his life! �These are a breeze!� he ex-ulted. �Want to go for four?�
�Not this time. Get used to those first.�

Page - 36

McCLOUD'S DAUGHTER BY DELPHINIA LONGSTREET



�OK, you�re the doctor.�
�Ain�t it de troot?� Fairy giggled. �Now, you sit therequietly and watch the WE channel until I get dressedand we�ll go down to dinner together. OK?�
�Sounds like a plan, dear girl,� Michael whisperedjokingly.
�Now you�re getting the hang of it!�

* * *

VI
Daintily, Michelle and Fairy descended the stair tomake a grand entrance in the parlor. Ms Koch turnedas they entered and exclaimed, �Ah, our guest of honorhas arrived! Welcome, dearest Michelle!�
Michelle curtseyed as Fairy had just taught him andreplied, �So happy to be here, Madame!� he whispered,blushing furiously. He noticed right off that he andFairy were the only ones dressed in the transparentlace dresses that Fairy had insisted they wear.
�Come, sit!� Ms Koch beckoned to the chair besideher.
Obediently, Michelle minced across to the chair andgingerly sat, smoothing his skirt beneath him as hedid.
Ms Koch beamed. �Good girl!� she praised.
Michelle blushed and sat very still in his seat, handsfolded in his lap.
Ms Koch clapped her hands and two elegantly at-tired maids entered bearing trays loaded with food.Working quickly, efficiently, the two maids servedthose seated at the table, starting, of course, with MsKoch! That lady watched closely as the maids thenserved the other persons at the table.
When they were all ready, Ms Koch intoned, �Fairy?You may ask the blessing.�
Fairy started in surprise. �Yes, Ma�am.� She bowedher head, clasped her hands in prayer and began,�Lord, please bless the food we are about to receive inYour Name, Amen.�
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Ms Koch smiled at her. �Good girl!� She gazed fondlyat those seated around the table. �Bon appétit, mesamies! Bon appétit!�
Hesitantly, Michael took a spoon of the strange foodon his plate and touched it to his lips. To his surprise,it was very good! �Ummm,� he whispered throatily.
Ms Koch beamed at him fondly.
Dinner was a success, the maids attending Ms Kochclosely, obviously trying their best to be pleasing to heras well as efficient.
After, Ms Koch and her guests sat in the living roomsipping apple juice that, she explained, �was grown ontheir own plantation.�
Michael thought it was delicious.
Soon, Ms Koch brought the conversation around tothe different �girls,� encouraging each to tell �her�story. Michael sat, transfixed as they poured out theirhearts.
She listened closely as Fairy described his miserablelife before being rescued by Ms Koch, and Michael wasamazed to learn that others had had it much worsethan he while growing up. Fairy, for instance, had beensold to a brothel when he was just six years old. He de-scribed how he had worn little girl dresses and was�rented� to the brothel �clients� on a continuing nightlybasis.
He described some of the perversions of some of his�customers,� bringing gasps of dismay from many ofthe others, Michael included.
�I was used and abused every night by all sorts ofmen and even some women who delighted in abusing�girls� like I was forced to be. I was sent to live with onewoman for a month and she kept me in a dog cage inher barn, letting me out frequently so her Great Danecould �breed� me. Yes, my ass was his and he used meas roughly as many men did. But, what did he know?He was just an animal who had been trained to be whathe was. She used to swab my ass with the scent of a fe-male in heat and all that did was to enflame the dog�sdesires!
�But that was nothing. When I was ten, I was sent tobe taught dressage. I soon learned that a dressage washorse training! I was bridled and bitted and harnessedto small carts and was whipped to make me pull thecart around outdoors. The worse part of that was when
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they stuck a horse�s tail up my ass and I had to clenchit tight because if I let it fall out, I would be whippedmercilessly!
�Then there was the European Baron who tied meface up with my butt in the air and he sat behind mewith his huge prick stuck in my ass as he �rode to thehounds,� as he called it.
�But that was nothing. The next day I was tied faceup with my head bent so far back I thought he wouldbreak my neck. I was poised at just such an angle thathe could slide right up to me and shove that horse cockof his down my throat, and again, �he rode to thehounds!� Except that when he stopped, he left his prickin my throat, leaving me gasping for air. But did hecare? No! I felt him tense, then a rush of warmnesswent down my throat! He was pissing using me as histoilet!
�So, you see, there are all sorts of weirdoes in thisworld, and they can�t be told from others that neverthink of such perversions! They hide in plain sight andthey all seem to know one another!�
I had never dreamed of such perversions!
How did people come up with such sadistic ideas?
And then inflict them on helpless, innocent youngboys and girls!
Ms Koch smiled. �Some would say that what we dohere is a perversion of the worse scenario. But isn�t itbetter for us to train those who wish to better them-selves and pair them up with those ladies and gentle-men who want nothing more than what is best for theirlittle darlings?
�Sure, we modify those who are willing into perfectcompanions for their sponsors, sponsors who then lovethem unconditionally and see to their every want andneed for the rest of their lives?
�I mean, just think how wasted each one of youwould have been had we not interceded on your behalf.Fairy, for instance, would still be in that brothel andwho knows what sort of horrible disease he might havecontracted� I�m sure he would much rather be here,learning to be Butch�s biker bitch than back there.�She turned to Fairy. �Is that not so, my dearest Fairy?�
He stood and curtseyed. �Yes, Ma�am, Mr. Butch isever so much nicer than they were!�
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�Indeed,� she agreed.
She turned to another. �Marianne?�
Marianne stood, curtseyed and started in. �Unlikesome of you, I am a genetic girl who was sold into slav-ery when I was about three or four years old. Once I ar-rived at my new home, I was immediately groomed tobe a courtesan. I learned early what pleased men. I lostmy three virginities to the same man one evening whenI was seven years old. Like Fairy, my ravisher used mymouth for his toilet and when I complained to my Mas-ter, I was whipped for objecting! I was told that I had norights, that I belonged to him body and soul, and if Icontinued to complain, he would have me snuffed.
�And by snuffed, he meant that I would be killed insuch a manner that would be highly sought after bysome of his friends. He further informed me that itwould be filmed and that I would be famous in certaincircles when they watched me die. Some of thesefriends would be invited to be present at my murderand would be encouraged to �lend a hand.�
I was eleven years old when I was sold to anotherman as his bed mate. He was an old man, unable to getit up, so he forced me to suck him. If I did not pleasehim, I was whipped.
When the old man died, the son wanted no part ofme so I was thrown out into the street to live or die asbest I could. I was living in the slums of New York whenMs Koch found me and saw some sort of potential inme that no one else had.
�Meeting her was the best thing that had ever hap-pened to me!
�For the past two years, I have been groomed to be acompanion to Ms Schultz and I have never regrettedmy choice to join her. She is the mother, sister, aunt,grandmother I never had and I love her so much ithurts me to think of not being with her!�
�Thank you, Marianne,� Ms Kochmurmured. �Well, Ithink that�s enough histories for one night. Just re-member, no matter how difficult life might have beenfor you as individuals, it has been much worse for oth-ers! It is unfortunate that there are monsters among uswho prey on the weak and helpless, and it behooves usall to do what we can to eliminate such despicability!�
Big Mack spoke, �And here I thought I was the onlyone who had ever experienced a loss, and now I find
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that my loss is so trivial when compared to some oth-ers. It makes me ashamed of myself!�
Ms Koch patted his hand. �There, there, MsMcCloud, you are not to be condemned for your notknowing and misunderstanding of others. It was theway you lived that dictated your outlook, and none ofus can deny our environs nor the lessons taughtthereof.
�We are all products of life, good or bad, and there islittle we can do except accept what we are and try tobetter ourselves in future.
�That is the prime basis of SOLUTIONS, Ltd., better-ing our lot in life and I, for one, am proud of my role inbringing people together for mutual happiness.�
�Hear, hear!� Ms Malloware, sponsor of Annette,clapped. �Well said! Were I so articulate!�
Ms Koch had the courtesy to blush charmingly, herhead hanging modestly.
There was an awkward silence before Ms Kochraised her head. �Now, I�m sure each of you has betterthings to do than listen to an old woman rant andrave!� she exclaimed brightly. �So why don�t you all en-joy the moonlight, the soft breezes, the fragrance of theflowers, the brilliance of twinkling stars and the soundof the ocean surf, just enjoy the romanticism of a tropi-cal evening. You sponsors, hold your charge�s hands,hold her close and think kind thoughts of others.
�I assure you, you will feel better about everythingwhen you do!� Ms Koch rose, bowed slightly to herguests and left them alone.
�Well,� Butch exclaimed. �I guess we�re on our own!�She gazed fondly at Fairy, squeezing the transvestedboy�s hand tenderly. �Come, Fairy,� he ordered, �let�stake a stroll along the beach, shall we?� It was not aninvite. . .
�Oh, yes, Butch! I�d love that!� Fairy enthused,jumping up in excitement.
Soon, all were gone except Big Mack and Michelle.He turned to the pretty girl (he still was unaware of her�true� sex!). �Well, shall we join the others?� he asked,not sure of what he should or should not do.
�Ms McCloud, I�d be honored!� Michelle whispered,placing his hand on Big Mack�s arm. Soon, the two ofthem were on the veranda, Michelle leaning back
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against Big Mack�s body, the man�s arms looselywound around her pliant body, the smell of flowers intheir nostrils, the sound of the ocean�s muted roar inthe far back-ground, the gentle breeze ruffling theirhair teasingly, each lost in the beauty of the moment.
Finally, �Er. . . Michelle. . .� Big Mack whispered.
�Ma�am?�
�May I ask you a question?�
�Why, certainly Ms McCloud! Whatever made youthink you had to ask permission? I have been assignedto introduce you to our community. It is my job to be asinformative as possible for you!� the beskirted boy re-plied seriously.
�Who is your sponsor?�
Michelle stiffened. �Oh, oh!�
�I�m sorry, did I say something wrong?�
�Oh, no, not you. It�s me! No, Ma�am, I do not have asponsor! I thought I did several months ago, but heturned out to be unsuitable in Ms Koch�s estimationand he was summarily dismissed and deported fromCharlotte Amalie. I never did learn what he had done toincur Ms Koch�s wrath, and I am sure I don�t want toknow! It�s bad enough when she takes our pantiesdown and spanks our bare asses for our misdeeds!That old wood-backed hairbrush of hers can stingplenty!�
Big Mack laughed softly. �Yes, I bet it does!�
Big Mack held the girl tenderly for a long time, kiss-ing absently at the top of her head. Then, �Well, it�s get-ting late and I suppose tomorrow will be a big day, somaybe we�d better get you to your room so you can getyour proper rest.�
Michelle twisted in his arms. �Oh, no, I cannot leaveyou! Ms Koch told me specifically that I was to take careof you. That means I have to help you dress, undress,bathe, whatever, and then assist you in any way I can!For as long as you are not a sponsor of a girl, you aremy responsibility to care for and I do not want herwhipping my bare tail because I failed in my duty toyou and her!�
�Now, Michelle, that�s preposterous! You most cer-tainly do not belong to me! You are not a slave to begiven freely to anyone who comes along!� he insistedvehemently.
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�You don�t understand, Ma�am,� Michelle countered.�You are at what we girls all call Fantasy Island and MsKoch is our Mr. Roarke, and she takes her position lit-erally!�
�Still. . .� Big Mack hesitated.
�Please? I won�t be any trouble to you and I really ama very good maid and will serve you as best I can in anyway that I can!� she pleaded fervently.
Big Mack hesitated for a moment, then caved in.�OK, but no funny stuff and no monkeying around withany sex business, you hear me?�
Michelle smiled widely. �No, Ma�am, you can dependon me!�
She took his hand and led him through the house,up the stairs, down the hall, opened the door and stoodaside. �You first, Ma�am,� she invited, curtseying low.
Big Mack smiled. �Thank you Michelle,� as he en-tered the soft-lit room.
Inside, Michelle busied herself with turning the beddown, adjusting the windows, inquiring whether theroom was too hot or too cool, pouring a bed time drinkof hot tea before coming to a halt in front of Big Mackand curtseying politely.
�Shall I help you undress, Ma�am?� she asked qui-etly.
�I can manage that on my own, Michelle,� he replied,somewhat taken aback by her boldness.
All at once, he felt very dizzy and realized that shehad drugged his tea again! The last thing he remem-bered was her whisper, �It�s all right, Ma�am, I won�thurt you and it is for your own good!�
He woke once during the night to find Michelle snug-gled in his embrace. She had undressed him to theskin, again, and he now wore the top to a baby doll set.Her hand was wrapped securely around his erection,the gentle back and forth motion keeping him on edge!
He tried to disengage her hand, but found he had nostrength to stop her. He fell asleep again, knowing thathe was helpless in their web!
He determined to do something about it. . . in themorning!
If he remembered. . .
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Except that in the morning, he was alone in his bed,the pillow next to him had not been slept on and thebaby doll he thought he was wearing had been replacedwith a flannel gown like the one his grandmother hadworn so many years ago.
�Was I dreaming all that?� he asked himself. �Obvi-ously she had undressed me, but there is no evidencethat she slept with me anywhere!
There came a soft tap on his door and at his bidding,Michelle entered, dressed in a blue striped morningmaid uniform, complete with the ubiquitous four inchhigh heels, a frilly butcher�s apron and a white mob capatop her curls.
�Good morning, Ma�am!� she greeted brightly. �Didyou sleep well?�
Big Mack nodded. �Yes, I think so. . .�
�Is something wrong, Ma�am?� Michelle was sud-denly solicitous.
He started to say something, then thought better ofit. �No, I guess not!�
�Well, would you like breakfast here or downstairs?�she asked, smiling.
�Here, if it�s not too much trouble,� he replied.
�Very good, Ma�am! And what would you like?�
�Four or five scrambled eggs with four slices of crispbacon, four slices of hot buttered wheat toast withgrape jelly, home fries, a small steak, medium rare, acarafe of coffee and a tall glass of fresh squeezed orangejuice,� he ordered.
She giggled. �Wow! You are a heavy eater! We willhave to take steps to curb that appetite to maintainyour girlish figure!� she teased.
�Not to worry, Michelle, my dear girl,� Big Macklaughed, �I never gain or lose a single ounce. Some-thing about my metabolism, or so my doctors tell me,�he explained.
�It�ll take a few minutes,� she apologized.
�Bring the orange juice and the coffee and I�ll roughit �til the rest gets here!� he teased.
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She laughed with delight. �Oh, it�s going to such adelight being your maid!� she trilled as she curtseyed,turned and hurried from the room.
�Yeah, I�ll bet!� Big Mack told the closing door.

* * *

VII
�And how is Michelle working out, Ms McCloud?� MsKoch trilled as he came out onto the veranda where shewas enjoying a leisurely breakfast.
Big Mack blushed. �She. . . she�s. . . marvelous!� hefinally managed to croak.
She grinned. �Ah, not used to a maid, are you?� sheteased.
�No, not really,� he admitted.
�Don�t worry, my dear,� she soothed, �you�ll get usedto it in no time! She really is a very good maid and sheloves her work!�
Big Mack nodded. �A little too much, I�d say,� hecommented, remembering her hold on his erection thenight before.
�Just roll with the flow, dear, and you will find theexperience most delightful!� she enthused.
He wasn�t so sure, but he smiled dutifully. �My, ev-erything looks so delicious!�
�Go ahead, there�s plenty for everyone!� she invited.
At that, another voice was heard as Butch Hamiltonmade an appearance. Big Mack noted that she was theonly one wearing masculine apparel, huntingjodphurs, a bright red satin blouse with long sleeveswith the collar opened at the neck to reveal the hugeswells of her Double-D-cup breasts and highly pol-ished riding boots that had English spurs at the heels.
�Did you enjoy your ride?� Ms Koch asked, brightlyas Mr. Hamilton bent to kiss her up-turned lips fondly.
�Indeed, most gracious lady,� Butch replied, sittingdown and pouring a cup of coffee which she dranknoisily. �Ah, that his the spot!�
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She turned to Big Mack. �Not like having your face inthe wind, but not bad,� she smiled.
�I can imagine,� he replied slowly.
�Why don�t you go riding with me in the morning?�she invited. �We really should get to know one anotherbetter,� she commented.
�I�d like that,� Big Mack replied, smiling his appreci-ation.
�Room for one more?� Ms Malloware asked.
�Always,� Ms Koch trilled. �Please, join us.�
�Don�t mind if I do.�
Soon the four of them were chatting amicablyamongst themselves, getting better acquainted as themorning progressed.
Ms Koch was well satisfied with the positive adjust-ment they had all made in their sex reversals. Thisboded well for the future, especially where their rela-tionships with their sponsored �girls� were concerned.Even tough biker bitch Butch had a soft spot in herheart that was being filled more than adequately byFairy.
�Ms Malloware and Annette are a perfect match oncewe got the idea of incest out of their heads! And MsHennessey�s Nikki, again an incestuous pairing to theuntrained eye but so perfectly matched in all otherways!
From rebellious, obstinate, disruptive boys, she hadcreated two perfect girls for these men to love and cher-ish, eventually even marrying their consorts!
Ms Koch sighed. �Now to convince Maxwell McCloudthat Michelle would be the ideal candidate to replacehis lost daughter, Mickey, which is just another namefor Michelle!� she mused.
She smiled benignly at Big Mack and he squirmed atthe intensity of her gaze.
Soon, her gaze wandered to Ms Malloware and he re-laxed somewhat, thinking (erroneously) that his imagi-nation was just working overtime!
He sighed with relief when she rose, made her ex-cuses, and took her leave.
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�So, Butch, would you like to take a walk around?�he asked politely.
She grinned knowingly. �Sure, but if I were you, I�dchange those heels for sneaks!�
He blushed, realizing that his heels were notadapted for sand or dirt walking!
�Sure,� he agreed, and taking Michelle�s hand, ledhis maid to their room where he asked her to find achange of footwear for him.
Michelle was only too happy to oblige him and soonhe was wearing sneaks and was on his way to meetButch.
They had a most enjoyable time discussing motorcy-cles and comparing the relative merits and demerits oftheir own particular bike in great detail.
Finally, Big Mack voiced his concerns. �That MsKoch is something else, isn�t she?�
�Why, whatever do you mean?� Butch asked in sur-prise.
�Oh, just the way she insists that we all change oursex and all,� he began.
�How many really changed?� Butch asked with a slysmile. �I didn�t. I have always looked upon myself as amale even though I have a hungry pussy stashed be-tween my legs,� she confessed.
�How did you meet her?� he asked.
�In a bar in New Orleans. I was drunk as a skunkand starting to wreck the joint because the barkeep re-fused to serve me another drink. She took me in hand,literally! Man, she took me down like a Douglas fir! Iswung, she ducked and the next thing I knew, I was onthe floor with her kneeling on my chest. Well, when Icalmed down she gave me a card with this joint�s nameand phone number. She told me that if I could stay so-ber and alcohol free for six months, she could make mylife worth living again.
�Naturally, I didn�t believe her. But when I saw thattight ass of hers, I was lost! I made up my mind that Iwas going to see that ass again and the next time, I wasgoing to make love to it!
�Well, that never happened. I stayed sober and sixmonths later, I found that card and I called and here I
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am six months later with Fairy and am happier than Ihave been since my baby died.�
�I�m sorry to hear about that,� Big Mack replied. �Ilost my dear Mickey lately too.�
�I�m sorry,� she glanced at him. �Guess we havemore in common than it would appear on the surface,right?�
He nodded. �Yes, that would appear to be the case.�
�Well, while I will never forget my baby girl, I haveFairy and once I change her plumbing, she�ll be a per-fect biker bitch, my Biker Bitch!� she exclaimedproudly.
�Yes, she is such a sweet little girl,� Big Mack agreed.�I just hope that whoever Ms Koch selects for me is halfso good!�
�Don�t you worry your pretty little head about that,Missy, she ain�t failed yet!�
Big Mack smiled. �There�s always a first time, youknow.�
�Not with that bitch pulling the strings!� Butchlaughed.
�Do you know any of the history behind Fairy? Imean, I heard his confession at dinner, but surelythat�s just a made up story, right?�
�Wrong! Fairy had an awful life before Ms Kochfound and rescued him. If you like, I can get Fairy to tellyou his story himself. OK?�
�That would be great, Butch!� he enthused.
�Fine, let me find Fairy and as soon as we have hadlunch, we�ll go someplace private for her recitation.�
�I notice you always refer to her as her. Is there a rea-son for that?�
�Sure is,� Butch admitted. �Once Ms Koch turns usloose on the world, I fully intend to change him to her,like I already said, and make her female all the way. Bycalling her her now, she will so used to it that when sheis changed, she will never know the difference.�
Big Mack laughed. �You are a devious broad, Butch!�
�Bet c�her ass, Buster!� she agreed.
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�Oh, I think I hear the lunch bell,� he interrupted.
�Yep, we�d better hurry. Ms Koch does not like tardi-ness!�
And off they went.

* * *

VIII
�Well, we could always go to one of our rooms totalk,� Big Mack offered.
�Yeah, but which one?� Butch asked. �Mine oryours?�
Well, I have two easy chairs we could use and thegirls can sit at our knee. . .�
�Capitol idea!� Butch cried. �I like that! You know,you�re gonna turn outta be a damned good friend afterall!�
�Why, thank you, Butch,� Big Mack blushed underher praise.
A few minutes later, he and Butch were occupyingthe plush chairs with Michelle and Fairy kneeling obe-diently by their �Masters�� knee, each resting her headagainst a hard muscled thigh.
�OK, Fairy,� Butch began. �The purpose of this meet-ing is for you to tell this gentleman your life�s history,being more complete than at dinner last evening.�
�Oh, Mr. Butch?� Fairy gasped in dismay. �Must I?�
�Would you taher I took your panties down andspanked you into submission? Either way you will doas I tell you. Understood?�
Fairy nodded reluctantly. �Yes, Butch!� he whis-pered miserably.
�Good, begin. . .� she ordered.
�Well, first of all,� he began quietly, his voice quiver-ing with humiliation, �my real name is not Fairy, it�sFerris Roth, but ever since I was just a little boy, I wascalled Fairy buy the bullies on our street. I went homemany nights with a bloody nose and torn clothing from
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a fight and my father would beat me for losing! He sentme to a karate camp to learn to defend myself, but Iproved a failure at that too.
�Finally, in utter disgust, he threw me out of hishouse. I was just nine years old. I was promptly ac-quired by a pimp who taught me to be a whore. Hedressed me in pretty dresses because his main clientsliked transvested boys whom they could abuse withoutfear of retaliation!
�I was tortured for their amusement, chained up likean animal, fed scraps from the garbage, deprived ofclothing, even in winter, I almost froze to death onmorethan one occasion, but I didn�t, much to my shame. Iwanted to die rather than go on as I was.
�One day, I was given to a man and told that I wouldnot be coming back. I was to be owned by this newMaster and was to obey him implicitly on pain of death.
�That didn�t scare me because I wanted to die!
�So, he would torture me until I was near death, thenrestore me to life so that he could do it all over again!He would do this in front of strangers who paid a lot ofmoney to see me tortured thus.
�Finally, Ms Koch heard of this man and she inter-vened, taking pictures of him beating and torturing meand she showed them to him with the promise that shewould go to the Police if he did not see fit to release meinto her custody.
�When he saw the photographic evidence of his perfi-dies, he capitulated immediately, he was that afraid ofexposure!
I, of course, did not know any of this. I was told that Iwas being sold to a woman and he hoped that shewould dispose of me properly!
�I thought he meant she was going to kill me and Iwelcomed it with an open heart!
�At first I was greatly disappointed when shebrought me to the island and told me some of herplans. I was just fourteen and didn�t realize what amagnificent chance she was offering, and I have to ad-mit, I resisted her efforts to heal me for months until itdawned on me that she was not going to hurt me, thatall she wanted to do was help me!
�At that point, I broke down and cried while she heldme against her breasts. I was worn to a frazzle when I
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finally stopped. But when I tried to apologize for wet-ting her blouse, she smiled and told me not to worry,that she had plenty more that I could cry on whenever Iwished!
�From that moment on, I was a changed person. I dideverything I could to be worthy of her faith in my abili-ties and when she told me that I would be a perfect girlfor Butch, I didn�t hesitate, I agreed to become a girlwithout reservation!
�It was the best thing I ever did for myself!� Fairygazed lovingly at Butch. �I love her,� he stated simply.
�And I thought I had it rough!� Michelle whispered.
�There�s always someone worse off than the worsewe can be,� Butch observed. �I thought my life was overwhen I lost my baby!� She wiped a tear from her eye.�But Ms Koch interfered with my drunken rages andforced me to see things in a different light.
�I would never go back to what I was before for any-thing!� Her eyes were bright with renewed determina-tion.
�Nor would I!� Big Mack echoed!
�Hey, let�s talk about something else, OK? Sturgis iscoming up next month. How about us going?� sheasked Big Mack.
�Fine by me, if Ms Koch agrees,� he equivocated.
�You mean you aren�t a sponsor yet?� Butch asked,amazed. �Why she sprung Fairy on me the second day Iwas here and I couldn�t agree fast enough!� She smiledfondly at Fairy who blushed.
�Nope!� Big Mack grinned. �I�m a tough case!�
Butch smiled. �Yeah, like a marshmallow!� sheteased knowingly.
Big Mack just grinned back at her.

* * *

IX
Fairy came skipping down the pathway, his face allsmiles, his auburn pig-tails bouncing gaily as he ran
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towards the group of girls gathered by the pond, hishigh heels clicking merrily on the concrete.
�Hey, guys!� he called out in his squeaky almost so-prano voice. �Wait up! I have the most fab news! Guesswhat? Butch and Ms Maxwell are going to Sturgis withabout forty or so of their girl friend bikers and sheasked me if I wanted to go along and ride on her cuntseat! Imagine that! Butch wants me to be her BikerBitch at Sturgis! Oh, I am so excited I could just pee mypanties!� He grinned, �That is, if I were wearing any!�
�Er, what�s a cunt seat?� Nikki asked.
Fairy giggled. �Oh, I thought everyone knew that! It�sthe seat behind the biker where the girl sits, a cuntseat, get it?�
�Oh, I didn�t know. . .� she murmured.
�That�s great!� Michelle exclaimed. �Did you ask if Icould go too?�
�Nope, didn�t have to! Ms Maxwell asked first andguess what? Ms Maxwell is sponsoring you now!� hechortled.
�Oh, my, he didn�t tell me. . .� Michelle added.
�Oops! I guess I wasn�t supposed to tell you. Well,when he does tell you, act surprised, OK? OtherwiseMs Koch will whip my poor ass to a fond-fare-thee-well,and that would make for hard riding to Sturgis and all!�
�My lips are sealed,� Michelle promised.
�Gee, just think, two whole weeks with Butch andMs Maxwell and their buddies and their bitches and Iget to be one of them the whole time! I can even wearmy raggedty denim short shorts and. . .�
�The ones that show most of your bare ass?� Annetteasked enviously.
�Yeah, them ones!� he agreed with a slight blush.And nothing on top, just my bare tits!�
Fairy was extremely proud of his almost B-cupbreasts, topped with long, ringed nipples that had a sil-ver chain connecting them.
Annette shuddered at the thought of being sur-rounded by forty or more Lesbian Bikers and beingforced to associate intimately with them for all thattime! But, Fairy, though he had been born a boy andthen been extremely feminized by Ms Koch and her
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minions, was still basically a boy, a boy minus his tes-tes sac, but with a tiny penis, intact and excitable, as itwas now!
Fairy was wearing a micro mini skirt that barely fellto the tops of his smooth, hairless, pink thighs, andwhen he jumped up and down or twirled or did any-thing, his flirty skirt flared out alarmingly, thereby ex-posing his excited string bikini covered underneath toall. This was old hat to Fairy�s girl friends, but Michellefelt that someone ought to tell Fairy to be a little less ex-citable and exhibionistic around those who didn�tknow him.
But, not Fairy!
Heaven forbid!
�Did you hear? Melody�s new father took her to Milanfor the opening showing of his Fall Collection and she isgoing to be one of the runway models!� Michelle en-thused.
�Gee, everyone�s getting to do exciting things exceptme!� Nikki lamented. �All my new daddy promised mewas that we would go to a certain Malibu beach thiscoming summer.�
Michelle laughed. �And you�re bitching? Goddess,girl you�re going to a nude beach in sunny Californiawhere you can show your bare Double D-cups to theworld!� she pointed out. �What a kick!�
�Yeah,� Nikki agreed, �I do like showing them off. Butwhat girl doesn�t? I notice you�re not too bashful aboutyour daddy pinching your nips!� he teased.
�Yeah, and he doesn�t even know that I know he�s mynew daddy!� Michelle exclaimed excitedly.
�Well, your daddy likes biting your nips,� Fairy ac-cused Nikki.
�Yeah, he do like sucking my nips,� Nikkin agreedshyly, blushing and hanging his head.
�And bites them too. . . hard!� Michelle laughed.�Don�t shit me, girl, I�ve seen bite marks on them morethan once when we shower together!�
Nikki blushed even harder. �OK, OK, so he likes bit-ing my nips! So what? I get even when I bite his hard onwhen he shoves it down my throat!�
�Wow! I sure wish Butch were hung like that!� Fairywhispered reverently.
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�Oh? I thought her dildoe was big enough?� Nikkiteased. �It�s bigger�n most men as it is!�
�Yeah,� Fairy agreed, a strange light in his eyes. �It�sjust right for my tight little boy cunt! I can just feel itright now! Yummy!�
�Jeeze, Louise,� Michelle interjected. �Can�t we evertalk about something other than the size of our men�spricks?�
�What else is there, girl?� Nikki giggled. �They�re thesubject nearest and dearest to our hearts!�
�We could talk about Butch�s hairy cunt!� Fairywhispered softly.
�Hey, can you really shove your fist up her cunt?�Nikki asked breathlessly.
�Both of them,� Fairy admitted reluctantly. �Shewqants to be stretched out until I can shove my headinside her so she can push me out with her cunt mus-cles, birth me again, she says!� he added, his eyes shin-ing with dread and anticipation.
�Holy shit!� Nikki whispered in awe. �Are yuhgonna?�
�If Butch wants me to and she can, I will do it forher,� Fairy replied softly.
�How yuh gonna breath if yer head�s stuck up insideher cunt?� Michelle asked seriously.
�I really don�t know,� Fairy admitted. �But that�s OKbecause I trust her with my life!�
�Seems to me that�s exactly what you�d be doing!�Michelle commented. �Especially if she keeps you in-side for more�n three or four minutes!�
�I guess that�s just the chance I�ll have to take,� Fairyexclaimed proudly. �I love Butch and would do any-thing to make her happy she chose me as her littlebitch!� He giggled. �Besides, my head�s quite small inthe first place. After all, I�m supposed to be only elevenyears old!�
�Yeah, me too!� Nikki agreed.
�In a pig�s ass!� Michelle laughed.
�Oh, I get it, if all around a pig�s ass is pork, what�sits tail?� Fairy asked, laughing.
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�I dunni, what?� Nikki asked innocently.
�Mud guard for its asshole!� Fairy laughed. �Ha ha,caught you sleeping on that one!� he teased.
�Pay back�s a real bitch!� Nikki snapped. �I neverbear a grudge, I just get even!�
�Oh, pooh, and I am so scared!� Fairy teased. �I�m sofar ahead of you now you couldn�t catch me with yourdaddy�s huge prick!� he taunted.
�There you go again,� Michelle complained, �every-thing always comes back to someone�s prick!�
�Oh, ain�t it de troot, dearie?� Nikki giggled. �But,like Fairy says, what else is there?�
Michelle shut up because he did not have a readyanswer to her taunt.
�Oh, before I forget again, Ms Koch wants to seeNikki toot suite,� Fairy remembered.
�Oh, no, here we go again! And, heels clicking in herhasre, Nikki hurried off.
�Bet she gets her fat ass whipped again!� Michelleexclaimed.
�Girl just can�t seem to keep her elephant mouthshut!� Fairy giggled.
�What she needs is her daddy�s huge prick to suckon, Michelle giggled. �That would keep her mouth shutfor a while!�
�I doubt that! She�d find some way to talk!� Fairy ob-served.
�Hey, Fairy, besides your raggety denim shortshorts, what else are you taking with you? I mean,you�ll need a party dress, won�t you?� Michelle asked.
�Yeah, Butch told me to bring my confirmation dresswith us, you know, the white, translucent one that hasno liner and shows everything underneath! I canhardly wait to show my ass off in that!�
�You�ll be the hit of the ball, Fairy!� Jocelyn observedas she joined them.
�Where�s your new daddy taking you this summer,Jocelyn?� Nikki asked.
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�I don�t know,� she admitted reluctantly. �He saysit�s a surprise. I hate surprises!�
�Can�t be any worse than going on a mule trip downinto the Grand Canyon like Melody�s daddy hasplanned for them!� Nikki continued. �Melody is scaredgreen about riding a mule down the Canyon trail! Shehates riding horses even!�
�Me too!� Fairy shuddered.
�And then they�re rafting down the Colorado Riverand that scares her even more!� Nikki added.
�There oughta be a law!� Fairy reminisced.

* * *

X
Andrew �Andy� Malloware sat on the edge of his bed,his heart heavy from the events of the day. He and hisfather, Herman Herbert Malloware, had just returnedto their home from the funeral that buried their wifeand mother, Annette Malloware who had died while onactive duty in Iraq.
A reserve Marine Major, she had been killed by anIED just days before she was to rotate back to theStates for reassignment.
Her death had hit both survivors especially hard.Andy at age fifteen, was definitely a momma�s boy, onewho lived and breathed to please her in any way possi-ble. Herm, her husband, because she was the pillar heleaned on and depended for stability in his life.
Each took her death in different ways.
Herm started drinking heavily, avoiding his busi-ness and drinking himself into stupors that lasted fordays. He neither knew nor cared about the disastrouseffect he was having on his son, leaving the boy to copeas best he could.
Andy took the easy way out. He became introvertedto the point outside stimuli had no effect on him. Hestopped going to school and as his sixteenth birthdaywas rapidly approaching, school officials washed theirhands of him.
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He stayed in his room with his computer, playingmindless games until he would be so tired he wouldpass out in his chair, to awaken hours later with a stiffneck and a sore body.
He even stopped eating regularly, only taking timeout for a sandwich to appease the hunger in his bodybefore going back to his game console and continuinghis self imposed road to destruction.
Fortunately for both Malloware males, a doting auntdecided to do something about them. She knew Ms Al-ice Koch from her own University days and had someinkling of that woman�s career choice after graduation.
Timorously, she contacted Ms Koch and In time re-vealed her concern for these two lost souls. Ms Kochwas appalled by the revelation and promised the auntshe would take steps to rectify the situation. How, shedid not say, but the aunt was reassured nonetheless.
The first thing Ms Koch did was contact the elderMalloware and through nefarious means, soon con-vinced him to get on the wagon anD stay there. Aftershe left, he remembered her telling him that if he couldremain sober and alcohol free for six months, she couldrestore his happy married life!
In his drunken condition, he did not know what shemeant, but his mind was captivated by the thought ofregaining his wife!
Subsequently, he did remain alcohol free for the re-quired six months, called the number on the card hefound in his wallet and was invited to Charlotte Amaliefor consideration.
In the meantime, Andy had been literally kid-nappedfrom his hide away bedroom and brought o CharlotteAmalie where he was placed under heavy sedationwhile tapes played to his unconscious mind until hebecame a changed person. He did not realize untilyears later the depths of the abyss he had fallen intoand he was grateful that Ms Koch had seen fit to rescuethem!
Upon his arrival at Charlotte Amalie, Herm had beenquickly introduced to his female side to which, to hisgreat surprise, he welcomed with open arms! Hequickly gained confidence in heels worn with a restric-tive corset, nylons and a well padded bra. In the daysafter he had quit drinking, he had allowed his hair togrow until at the time of his arrival it was a consider-able length, so much so that he took to feminine styleseasily.
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When first introduced to Annette, neither recognizedthe other for who they really were, accepting what theywere told, two persons in need of rehabilitation.
Herm was smitten by Annette from the very first andhaving gained some insight into the purpose ofSOLUTIONS, Ltd., he petitioned Ms Koch to becomeAnnette�s sponsor.
After putting the man off for several days, she finally�succumbed� to his please and agreed to let him spon-sor Annette.
From thence, they had been almost inseparable, MsKoch evenmoving the willing Annette into a small roomnext door to Herm with the warning that they were notto become intimate. . .
Herm knew what she meant and vowed to remaincelibate for the sake of their future.
They grew to love each other deeply, each of them re-joicing in their good fortune and thanking Ms Koch re-peatedly for bringing them together.
When Ms Koch revealed to Herm the true identity ofhis change, he was astounded, and the closer helooked at Annette, the more he realized the close re-semblance to his late wife and his love changed fromthat of a man to a child to a man for a woman!
Annette, for her part, was surprised at the news, butshe quickly rejected the father/daughter relationship,insisting to Ms Koch that she wanted to become Herm�swife, to take his own dead mother�s place in his father�sbed, to be the wife the older man so sorely missed.
For his part, Herm was forced to confront the issueof incest, but reasoned that since the newest Annettewas a male in female dress, it wasn�t the same thingand the issue soon became a vastly distant memory toeach, if thought of at all.
By the time of Big Mack�s arrival, Herm had pro-posed marriage to Annette and thrilled to the core, shehad accepted with great joy! Now they were in the finalstages of cementing their union.
At Ms Koch�s subtle suggestion, Herm agreed to S. R.S. for Annette, reasoning that he was not a homosexualmale, but a heterosexual one and heterosexual maleshad females as their wives!
That Annette was his son by birth had long sincebeen forgotten by both, and when Ms Koch told
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Annette of his sponsor�s decision to surgically changehis sex, he was surprised that such a thing could bedone, and even more surprised to learn that once al-tered he would be a totally functional female, fully ableto conceive and bear children!
This was a scary proposition to someone who hadnot been socialized to be a possible mother at some fu-ture time, and at first he had resisted the idea. But,through the use of subliminal tapes played during hissleep, he gradually not only accepted the concept, butwelcomed it for his destiny!
Subsequently, just two weeks before Big Mack ap-peared, Annette became �Annette� for real through theapplication of modern surgical procedures.
Neither was disappointed at the outcome and planswere being made to unite the two in marriage and leaveCharlotte Amalie for reentry into the world outside.
Annette was sad about leaving her girl friends be-hind, but she took great joy in anticipation of being an�average� housewife and companion to Mr. HermanHerbert Malloware, husband, protector, lover and pos-sible father of her future children!
The couple was deliriously happy with this arrange-ment, something neither had ever envisioned after thedeath of the original Annette.
They were planning a long honeymoon in Hawaii...

* * *

XI
Marianne awoke to feel the old man trying once moreto enter her rear orifice and she tensed involuntarily,earning a curse from the old man.
For the ten thousandth time she wondered why heeven tried. After all, he was almost ninety years old andhad been impotent for years before buying her from herformer owner.
Marianne could not remember a time when she wasnot a slave to some man, to be used and abused as thatperson saw fit with no feedback from Marianne. If shedid protest, even slightly, she was beaten into uncon-
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sciousness and she often wished she could die to getaway from them all.
But, fickle fate was not so kind to Marianne.
Eventually the old man had a heart attack and diedwhile attempting entry and she was beaten almost todeath because she had not tried to save him. At thattime she was just nine years old.
She had been sold to another man when she wasthree years old by a mother who only wanted enoughmoney to buy crack cocaine and descent into thatoblivion from whence eventually she did not survive.Her pimp merely threw her out of his crib into the gut-ter where the sanitation crew found her two days later.
But, as is so often the case, no one had seen or knewanything about it. Her remains were unceremoniouslyburied in Potter�s Field and the paper over her gravehas long since blown away.
Marianne was, as is noted above, sold to anotherpimp for the paltry sum of two hundred dollars andeven though she was only three years old, he immedi-ately forced his way into all three of her virginities,leaving her shocked and traumatized for weeks afterthe assault.
Tiring of her quickly, he had sold her to the old manand when he died, the son did not want her and soldher to another pimp who delighted in taking her todeath�s door, then leaving her to revive before doing itall over again. During this time, Marianne prayed fordeath�s deliverance, but was denied once more.
He would invite some of his trusted friends over towatch her torture, even threatening her with the star-ring role in a �snuff� film, in which he meant to murderher for his friends� enjoyment. But like his predeces-sors, he grew tired of her and threw her out into thestreets where she subsisted by kiddy prostitution anddumpster scraps.
One day, purely by chance, Ms Koch found her lyingon a sidewalk and she determined to help thehalf-starved girl.
Taken to Charlotte Amalie, fed and groomed and ed-ucated, she became a beautiful child who harbored adeep hatred for any male, even the ones who lived asgirls on the Island. Eventually she lost her dislike forthe other girls with whom she was forced to associate,but it was a long time before she forgot what they car-ried hidden in their panties!
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After much soul searching, Ms Koch had called MsHellene Schultz and invited her for a visit. WhenMarianne was introduced to Ms Schultz, that womanwas captivated by this winsome girl and immediatelybecame Marianne�s sponsor.
In the two years since, Marianne has lost some of herhatred of men except when it came to sex and sexualrelations. In the streets she had discovered woman towoman relationships and without any qualms, she be-came exclusively Lesbian, to Ms Schultz�s obvious de-light.
They were now inseparable, a bonded pair, devotedto one another.

* * *

XII
To his amazement, Big Mack found himself drawnmore andmore to the winsomeMichelle and one day hediscovered that he was in love with the girl! The factthat he was much older than she never entered hismind and when he first took her into his arms andgazed into those deep pools of ebony, he could not re-sist but bent those last few, fatal centimeters andpressed his lips gently to hers.
At the soft mewl of pleasure that escaped her lips, hepressed harder, greatly surprised when she respondedpassionately, her arms snaking around his neck as shegave herself up to his advances.
�Oh, Michelle, my sweet darling!� he murmured. �Ilove you so much!�
�Oh, Sir,� Michelle whispered breathlessly, �I havewaited so long to hear you say that, because I love youtoo! I have loved you since the first time I saw you!�
�You did? I never knew.�
�Yes, Ms Koch told me to be especially nice to you be-cause she thought you would become my sponsor and.. .�
�Oh, she did, did she?� he asked, surprised. �I think Ihave been had!�
Michelle giggled. �OH?�
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�And I don�t care at all!� he smiled broadly. �You areworth it all!�
�Oh, my darling,� Michelle whispered. �I want to beyours forever!�
�Well, first we have to clear it with Alice, er, I mean,Ms Koch. . .�
�Clear what with Ms Koch?� that lady asked, enter-ing the room unannounced.
�I wish to become Michelle�s sponsor,� Big Mackblurted. �I want her to be mine!�
�Yes? I see. . .� she smiled. �Michelle?�
Michelle curtseyed. �Oh, yes, Ma�am, I do!�
Ms Koch smiled. �Well, we�ll save that for later. . .�
At their surprised looks, she added, �The �I do� andall,� she explained.
Both Michelle and Big Mack blushed helplessly, toher great amusement.
�As for sponsorship, it was my intention from thevery beginning that you two be paired. It was obvious tome that you were perfectly matched and that Michellewould be an ideal stand-in for your Mickey though shewill never be a replacement. Those memories of Mickeywill always be with you and you will always treasurethem. But, you will forge new memories with Michellethat you will treasure just as much as the former.
�Michelle fits you like a glove. She is extremely artic-ulate, she is widely read, she had a wry sense of humorthat is every bit as sharp and biting as yours, she isbeautiful, she will become a very accomplished loverand she will never bring you shame nor disappoint-ment.
�In short, Michelle has been tailored to your exactspecifications although neither of you shall ever knowthe depths of preparation.
�It is enough for you to know that you love one an-other as father to his daughter, and eventually thatlove will change and become that of a husband for hiswife.
�Yes, Michelle, you will say, �I do,� to this man and itwill be the happiest day of your life!�
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�Oh, Ms Koch!� Michelle exclaimed. �I love you!� Shethrew her arms around the surprised woman andkissed her fiercely.
�I am flabbergasted!� Big Mack finally managed.�Thank you, dear lady, so much!�
She laughed. �You are so welcome!�
Big Mack hugged Michelle close.
�Come daughter, we have lots to discuss.�
�Yes, daddy,� she whispered, her eyes shining withher joy.

* * *

XIII
�Oh, I am so excited!� Fairy gushed. �Michelle and Iare going to Washington with Butch and Big Mack topick up Big Mack�s racing bikes and take them toDaytona! Oh, I am so excited that I�m going to pee in mypanties!�
�Don�t do that or Butch will take them down tospank you silly!� Grace laughed.
�Oh, I don�t care!� Fairy went on. �I�ve never been toWashington nor Daytona! Butch says I can ride hercunt seat when we get there and go racing up and downthe beach! Oh, I am so excited!�
The other girls laughed with Fairy, enjoying her ex-citement and wishing they were the ones who were go-ing to those wonderful places with their men!
That Butch was a genetic girl was never a consider-ation. As a dominant, she was automatically dubbedmale, as was Big Mack who was a genetic male!
Also, that Michelle and Fairy were both genetic boyswas never thought of as all were conditioned to acceptanyone feminine as girls. Indeed, both �girls� weremore female than they had ever been boys! Their longtime usage of female hormones had altered their bodiesand minds for all time.
And neither regretted it!
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As Michelle joined the group, Grace asked, �Hey,Michelle, are you really going to Washington to get BigMack�s bikes and take them to Daytona?�
Michelle grinned. �Good news travels fast!�
�Fairy told us!� Grace explained.
�That little blabber-mouth! She couldn�t keep a se-cret if it were tattooed on her ass!�
�Could too, Michelle!� Fairy rejoined.
�Well, be that as it may, we are being commanded toappear before Ms Koch in five minutes.�
�Then you�d better hurry!� Grace admonished. �Itwouldn�t do to keep Her Majesty waiting!�
�One of these days, Grace,� Michelle warned with asoft giggle, �she�s going to hear you say that and therewill be Hell to pay! She�ll blister your ass until youwon�t be able to sit for a month!�
�Not if no one says anything to her!� Grace was defi-ant.
Fairy and Michelle hurried off to find Ms Koch, find-ing her seated in the gazebo with Big Mack and Butch.�We came as soon as we heard,� Fairy exclaimed, out ofbreath from running.
�Come child,� Ms Koch invited, sit here.� She mo-tioned to a spot on the floor next to her left knee. �Andyou here, Michelle,� she pointed to the other side. Bothgirls sank down, folding their legs under their thighsand leaning against the woman�s strong, muscularthighs.
Butch smiled. �If I hadn�t seen it, Alice,� she com-mented, �I would never have believed it possible! Imag-ine, taking that sorry little sewer rat I found and mak-ing such a delightful girl out of it!�
Fairy blushed as he recalled his circumstances be-fore Butch had rescued him from the streets.
�She was a pure delight!� Ms Koch trilled. �I had goodmaterial to work with!�
Butch laughed. �Not as I recall!�
�That�s because you could not see below the surface.Her innate beauty and submissive femininity was al-ways there, it just needed expression!�
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�And Michelle,� Big Mack agreed. �When I first sawher, I never would have believed my dear daughter layjust below the skin! Truly, Alice, you are a miracleworker.�
�Yes, well, be that as it may. I called you here to askyour plans for your outing with my innocent littlegirls,� Ms Koch spoke quite severely.
�Why, I have no ulterior motive, Alice!� Big Mac pro-tested. �Butch and I are going to D. C. to get my bikesand haul them down to Daytona for the races. I couldgo alone, but I thought it would be wise to have somecompetent help, someone who understands bikes,someone like Butch.�
�And it will be good exposure for the girls,� Butchadded. �Besides, I want to see if she�s as eager to showher bare ass off to other bikers as she is to her little girlfriends here.�
�I�m sure she will be just as uninhibited there as sheis here,� Ms Koch laughed.
�And I want to see how well Michelle has learned tobe a doting daughter,� Big Mack added with a widegrin.
Both girls were blushing furiously. They were beingdiscussed, yet neither was an active part of the conver-sation. It was as if they did not exist!
Butch continued, �I have some teeny weeny bikiniswim suits for Fairy. I call them my nickel and dimesuits. You know, a nickel over her pussy and two dimesover her nips. Then again, maybe I�ll forgo the dimes!�she threatened, giggling.
�And there�s a certain party in D. C. that I wantMichelle to attend,� Big Mack added slyly.
Michelle blushed to her very roots.
Big Mack had described what he wanted her to wearto this party, an unlined, sheer calf length confirma-tion dress with just a snug waist cinch to hold up hersheer stockings and open toed sandals with four inchhigh heels on his size six feet, nails painted a brightred!
�She�ll be the hit of the ball! I�ll be the envy of everyswinging dick there!� he laughed.
�Oh, I�m sure,� Ms Koch agreed. �Very well, I give myconsent for them to go with you, but I warn you, gentle-men, see that no harm comes to either of them!�
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Butch glared at her. �No one would dare!� she em-phasized.
�Not with me there too!� Big Mack added, scowling.
Michelle and Fairy just blushed and blushed.

* * *

XIX
�Heavens!� Butch exploded. �Can�t you two sit still?You�re as antsy as long tailed cats in a room full ofrocking chairs!�
�Yes, Sir,� Fairy replied, hiding her face in shame.
�That goes for you too, Michelle,� Big Mack remon-strated.
�I told you we should have tied them up and leftthem in the closet!� Butch groaned.
�I�m beginning to think you were right!� he agreedwith a smile.
�Oh, we�ll be quiet!� both girls blurted at once.
Five minutes later, both were fidgeting again!
�I am so glad we only have another half hour beforewe get to the station!� Butch commented.
�Amen to that, brother!� Big Mack agreed with feel-ing.
Butch just smiled knowingly at him.
�You know, Mackie, it�s too bad you�re not a woman,�she grinned wryly.
�So you could jump my bones?� he asked, laughingsoftly.
�You betch�um ass, Red Ryder!� she leered.
Mack sighed. �You know, I had one of them when Iwas a kid.�
�One what?�
�A Red Ryder Daisy air rifle.�
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�A pop gun?�
�Nope, this one shot real b-b pellets. I was a crackshot too,� he sighed in remembrance.
�My folks got me a Dale Evans costume with twin cappistols. I hated the costume but loved those cap pistols!I remember spending my whole allowance on caps ev-ery week and getting yelled at by my parents because ofit.
�When I got older and was away from home, I boughta twin holstered rig complete with twin pearl handledColt revolvers and taught myself to shoot. I�m stillpretty damned good at it!� she bragged.
�Butch, we�ve got to find a range and practice!�
�Works for me!� she laughed.
The overhead announcer came on. �We are ap-proaching Dulles International and will be touchingdown in five minutes. Please have all your hand lug-gage ready for deplaning. Again, thank you for flyingThe Islands� Airlines.�
As always, Mack sighed with relief when the wheelstouched down and he relaxed.
Butch grinned at him. �I hate flying too.�
�Oh, it�s not the flying that gets me, it�s that I�m notat the controls!�
�I hear yuh!� she laughed.
�That�s what you get for being a pilot in your previ-ous life!� he bemoaned.
�Or a chopper pilot like I did in The Nam,� Butchadded wistfully.
�Hey, I was there too!� Big Mack exclaimed excitedly.�24th Marine battalion!�
�I prolly hauled your sorry ass outta harm�s waylotsa times!� she grinned.
�For that I thank you immensely!�
�Da nada. Hell, I�d a done it even if�n youse guysweren�t pussy whipped by the Cong!�
�They were small but they were vicious bastards!� hereminisced.
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�Amen! If�n I had a drink, I raise it in salute!� sheteased.
�Hell, if�n I had a drink, I�d drink to it!�
�Let�s find a bar and have a Ginger Ale or two,� sheoffered.
�Yeah, no more alcohol for me!�
�You got�er, Red Ryder!� she agreed.
Twenty minutes later, they had landed at Dulles andwatched as Michelle and Fairy excitedly looked for theirluggage on the carousel. Finally, two squeals of delightalerted Mack and Butch to their arrival, and were sig-naling for a taxi to take them to their hotel.
Upon trying to check-in, they discovered that theyhad been booked into one room with two queen-sizebeds and after a moment�s hesitation, realized that thismade no difference.
Besides, with the Democratic Convention in town,they were lucky to get this room! Conventions have away of filling hotel and motel rooms quickly!
The next day, they went to the storage facility whereMack had his bikes and after renting a suitable truckto transport them to Daytona, they had loaded thebikes and were on their way south to the races.
The first night, after a rather short, leisurely drive,they stopped in Richmond and again shared a two bedmotel room without comment, all four getting more andmore comfortable with one another as time passed.Michelle and Fairy were used to running around nakedin front of adults but Mack and Butch were slower to letdown their defenses.
The second day, they stopped in Jacksonville, NorthCarolina where Butch knew some of the marine officersthere. That night they stayed in the B. O. Q. at CampLejeune.
The next day they took a leisurely drive south on I-95to Savannah, Georgia and the next day arrived atDaytona in mid-afternoon.
�It�s a good thing I booked a room when I did! Thesedamned bikers have taken everything in sight!� Butchexclaimed in disgust.
�Hell, it�s fortunate you got one with two beds! It�d bekinda crowded with four in one bed!� Mack grinned.
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�Naw, we�d let the kids sleep on the floor,� Butchcommented, then blushed.
�Is that an invitation, Sir?� Mack asked with a raisedeyebrow.
She stopped, looked Mack up and down, then shookher head. �Nope. Yuh hain�t no pussy!� she grinned. �Ionly like pussies or fairies!� she amended.
�Your loss, my man!� Mack quipped.
�Kiss my big American ass!� she snapped.
�I�ll give you a hundred bucks if�n you drop themjeans right here so�s I can!� Mack teased.
�And you�d be just fool enough to do it too!� shelaughed.
�Bet�ch�er sweet ass, Butchie baby!�
�Don�t push yer luck, Maxwell!� she warned.

* * *

XX
�Did you girls have a good time?� Alice asked whenthey returned to Charlotte Amalie.
�Oh, it was great!� Fairy enthused, jumping up anddown with excitement. �I got to ride Butch�s cunt seatin two races and we won both of them going away! Oh, Iwas so proud of her!�
�Michelle?� Ms Koch prompted.
�It was a lot of fun, especially when we went swim-ming in the ocean! I stayed in so long I got all wrinkledand then when I laid on the beach to let the wrinklessmooth themselves out, I got sunburned!�
Alice laughed. �I imagine you had several willinghands to soothe lotion onto you?�
Michelle blushed. �Mr. Mack was ever so gentle! Ithink I am falling in love with him!�
�That�s what you�re supposed to do, my dear,� Alicebeamed.
�Is he going to become my sponsor?�
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�Would you like that?�
�Oh, yes, with all my heart!�
Alice smiled. �We shall see, Michelle, we shall see,�she half promised.
�Oh, I hope so!� Michelle whispered reverently. �Imost assuredly do!�
�Well, off with you two! I suppose you have a millionadventures to tell the other girls!�
�yes, Ma�am!� they exclaimed in unison as theyturned to run off.
�Oh, to have the enthusiasm of the very young!� shesighed to Mack and Butch.
�Yeah, they about wore us out!� Butch commented,her eyes following the dancing Fairy as she ran to tellall to her friends.
�And you loved every minute, didn�t you?� Aliceteased.
�I have to admit that I did,� Mack admitted wryly. �Ihaven�t felt so close to a girl since I lost my ownMickey,� he sighed in remembrance.
�Is she worth staying out of a whisky bottle?� Aliceasked seriously.
�Hell, yes! And then some!� he exploded.
�And you, Butch? Is Fairy worth it to you?�
Butch hung her head. �Yes, Ma�am, she makes mevery happy and I love her very much.�
�Then we have done our job here at SOLUTIONS,Ltd. Congratulations, gentlemen!�
�You mean. . .� Mack started to ask.
�Yes, Maxwell, you have been selected as Michelle�ssponsor.� She turned to Butch. �And you, Butch, havebeen voted as suitable sponsor for Fairy. Again, con-gratulations on your achievements!�
�I don�t know what to say,� Mack stammered.
�Nor I. . .� Butch added.
�Say nothing, gentlemen. Just keep your innocentlittle charges safe and happy and we will be more thansatisfied. Now, about their surgeries. . .�
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�Surgeries?� both asked in unison.
�Why their S. R. S. surgeries to change them into lit-tle girls as you requested back in the beginning, unlessyou have changed your minds and want them to staycastrated boys?� she prompted.
Butch shuddered. �No, I want Fairy to have a realpussy! I want a whole girl, not half a boy!�
�I�d like Michelle to be girl too,� Mack added sheep-ishly.
�Yes, Michelle has told me that you asked her tomarry you and that she wants as tight a pussy as pos-sible for you. I understand from talking to her that youhave already taken her first two?�
Mack blushed helplessly. �Well. . . yes. . . in a way. ..� he admitted.
Alice laughed softly. �Either you have or you haven�t.You can�t have it both ways!� she chided.
�All right, so I�ve had relations with her? What didyou expect? Putting a girl in bed with a virile Irishmanand expecting him to just sleep is like asking the Mis-sissippi River to stop flowing! It ain�t gonna happen, G.I.!�
�No, I suppose,� she mused. �Have you given anythought as to her cosmetics?�
�Cosmetics? What cosmetics?� he asked, puzzled.
�Well, for one thing, she needs her navel relocated.For another, her teeth need to be bucked slightly so asto more closely resemble your late daughter. Fortu-nately, our Michelle has the same hair color, eye colorand skin tone as your Mickey, so we have little tochange there. Michelle needs just a slight adjustmentin the face to look exactly like your Mickey, unless youdon�t want that?�
�No, I�d like Michelle to look as much like Mickey aspossible. In fact, I think I shall call her Mickey from noton.�
�That would be a wise decision,� Alice agreed. �Thenit�s settled? We are in complete agreement?
�I guess,� Butch admitted slowly.
�Right on!� Big Mack enthused.
�Then let�s get to it, gentlemen, shall we?�
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�Er, we have one problem,� Butch explained. �I sortapromised to take Fairy to Sturgis next month and I�dhate to disappoint her.�
�No problem, we�ll do her when you come back.�
�Good!� It was obvious that Butch was relieved.
�I have pretty much the same problem with Mickey,�Big Mack admitted.
�Another month or two won�t hurt anything. But Imust inform you, don�t wait too long. You don�t want toestablish too many bad habits in them before they arefully transisted.�
�Yuh, gots a pernt there, Ms Koch!� Butch drawled.
Alice linked her arm through both and walked theminto her inner office where they discussed the girls� fu-ture. . .
But, that�s pretty mundane and not really apropos tothe story.
Tee hee.

* * *

XXI
�Oh, Fairy, did you hear the good news?� Michelleasked breathlessly.
�You mean about our sponsors?� Michelle was allsmiles.
�Yes, isn�t it wonderful?� Fairy gushed.
�I am going to love that man right out of his mind!�Michelle enthused. �I�ll have his prick so sucked out,he�ll waddle for a week!� she bragged.
�Michelle!� Fairy pretended shock.
�Fairy!� retorted Michelle. �I know you�ve been usingthat vacuum cleaner mouth of yours on Butch�s pussy,so don�t start lecturing me!�
Fairy blushed. �I haven�t either!� she blustered.
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�Oh, no? Then why�s your face covered with pussyjuice? You may be able to snow the other girls, but Iknow better!�
�So what?� Fairy retorted. �I love munching her andshe loves me between her thighs!�
�Yes, my Mack holds my head so firmly when I�msucking his prick! I swear, when he comes, he ramsthat thing right down my throat into my stomach!�Michelle boasted.
�Goodness, I�m glad I don�t have that problem!� Fairycommiserated.
�Problem? Who said it was a problem? It was only adiscomfort the first one or two times. Now it�s easierthan swallowing milk or juice!� she bragged.
�Braggart!� Fairy scolded.
�Them that can, does and them that can�t, are justjealous!� Michelle teased. �Besides, my Mack says itain�t bragging if�n you can do it!�
�So when are you leaving?�
�I don�t know. Daddy says he�s got some more busi-ness here.�
�Like what?�
�Oh, he wouldn�t say, but it must be important.�
�Butch and I are leaving day after tomorrow,� Fairyconfided. �She�s taking me to Sturgis from Daytona onher cunt seat!� she bragged.
�Lucky you!� Michelle replied. �I�ve never been toSturgis.�
�Me neither, but Butch says it�s a blast! I wish youwere coming with us.�
�Daddy hasn�t said.�
�Ask him.�
�All right, I will!�

Page - 75

RELUCTANT PRESS



* * *

XXII
�Sturgis isn�t for another month, Michelle,� Mack ex-plained. �I want to spend some time with you beforewe�re married and I have had the chance to show youmy world. Besides there�re those other adjustments tobe made. . .� He was purposefully vague about �other. ..��
�But you promise to take me to Sturgis?� Michelleasked, almost in tears.
�If it means that much to you, sweetheart, yes, I�lltake you to Sturgis!�
�Oh, goody! Fairy will be so pleased!�
�In the meantime, you have a wedding to plan!� hereminded her.
�I would like Fairy to be my maid-of-honor, but sheand Butch are leaving tomorrow,� Michelle lamented.
�Oh, they�re both coming back after Sturgis and wecan ask them then. OK?�
�You think so?�
�I�ll ask Butch at dinner.�
�Promise?�
�I promise.�
�OK, I believe you.�
�Mickey, I will never lie to you!� Big Mack declared.�You�re my daughter, my soon-to-be-wife and I loveyou! I would never take them chance of causing youhurt by lying!�
�I love you, daddy,� Mickey whispered, her lipsparted and up-turned for his kiss. Her arms slidaround his neck and she pressed her immature bodytightly against his hardness. �I really love you!�
When they broke the kiss, he sent her out to playwith the other girls while he spoke to Butch on busi-ness. Reluctantly, she left with Fairy.
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�You got something on your mind, Maxwell?� sheasked as soon as the girls were out of ear-shot.
�Yeah, in a way,� he admitted.
�Well, spit it out man!� she urged.
�OK, I have been thinking. . .�
�Now that�s dangerous!� she quipped.
�If you keep interrupting, I�ll never get it said!�
�Well, go ahead, ain�t nobody stopping you!�
�I need a partner.�
�And?�
�I�d like you to be my business partner.�
�Me? Hell, I�m just a biker bitch on a Soft-Tail Harley.I don�t know nothing about business.�
�You�re a crackerjack mechanic. I�ll take care of thebusiness and you take care of the bikes and togetherwe�ll make a fortune! We can then buy a small island inthe south seas and live like kings for the rest of ourlives! Wha�d�ya say?�
�I gotta think on it,� she admitted slowly. �I neverthought. . .�
�Neither did I until I met you. Butch, you�re just likeme in so many ways!�
�Yeah, it�s scary!� she admitted.
�Anyway, fifty fifty right down the middle.�
�Like I said, I hafta think on it.�
�Don�t take too long because as soon as Mickey hasrecovered from these surgical procedures Koch wantsto do, we�re outta here.�
�Same with me and Fairy,� she admitted.
�I�ve got six racing bikes, none of them Harley�s, butall of them speedy. All they need is someone to finetune them before every race. I had a driver, but he piledup racing for John Hopkin out on the Bonneville Flats amonth ago.�
�I can drive,� Butch announced softly.
�You�ll need a license from the commission.�
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�Yuh mean like this?� and she handed him a docu-ment.
�You been holding out on me!� Big Mack exclaimed.
�You didn�t ask, I didn�t tell,� she grinned.
�If you weren�t my partner, I�d fire your ass!� hegroused.
�If I wasn�t your partner, I�d quit first!� she shot rightback.
Immediately, Big Mack shot his hand out and Butchtook it in reflex while he shook it.
�I knew you�d see it my way, partner!� he chuckled.
�Well, I�ll be hornswoggled!� she exclaimed. �Youtricked me!�
�All�s fair in love and horseshoes!� he grinned.
�Welcome to the club, partner!�
�Sum-na-bitch! You took advantage of me!� shegrowled.
He grinned happily. �Yep.�
�I ain�t never gonna fergit this!� she warned.
�Yeah, you elephants never do!� he teased.
�Elephant? Why you poor excuse for a bike driver,them�s fighting words!�
�OK, I get to pick the weapons!�
�Go ahead, pick!� she challenged.
�Wet noodles at five paces!�
She laughed out loud! �Yer on, Buster!�
The two of them laughed and laughed until theirsides ached.
�Don�t make me laugh no more!� Butch begged. �Mysides hurt too much!�
�You asked for it, partner!� he giggled, and they wereoff on another laughing jag.
Mickey and Fairy came running up. �You guys OK?�Mickey asked.
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�Yeah, we could hear your yelling all the way out bythe pool!� Fairy added worriedly.
�Yeah, we�re all right, girls,� Big Mack finally got out.�Just Butch and me celebrating our new partnership,�he explained.
�Partnership? What�s that?� Fairy asked.
�It�s like being married,� Butch explained. �It meanswe�re gonna work together.�
�Oh,� Fairy retorted. �I don�t get it.�
�It means that we�re gonna be together, like a fam-ily!� Mickey enthused. �You�ll be my little sister!�
�Oh, wow! Really?�
�Really,� Butch laughed. �Except Mack and I will notbe sleeping together!�
�Well, not very often, only when we can�t get a roomwith two beds!� Mack quipped.
�Mister, the only way you�ll ever get into my pants isif I�m dead or dead drunk!� Butch warned. �I�m strictlya lezzy and I only fuck females!�
�That�s what they all say!� Mack teased.
Butch turned to him, her fists balled at her sides.�You want a knuckle sammich?�
�Try it, woman, and I�ll take your britches down andpaddle that fat ass of yours good!�
Butch stopped in mid-movement. �I ain�t beenspanked since my daddy done it to me when I was butten years old!�
�Then you�re long over due!� Mack laughed.
�Yeah, could be, but it ain�t gonna happen!�
They glared at one another for a long moment, thenMack�s face broke into a smile and in seconds theywere once more laughing hard.
Fairy shook her head in disgust. �What�re we gonnado with these two big lugs?�
�Prolly just love them to pieces,� Mickey replied withan eloquent shrug of her shoulders.
�G�wan, shoo!� Mack ordered. �Us�n�s got thangs tuhdisgust!�
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Butch shook her head. �Boy, your vocabulary needswork!�
�Ain�t it de troot?� Mack needled.

* * *

XXIII
�Oh, just look at all the bikes!� Fairy exclaimed asshe and Butch rolled over the last hill and came insight of the Sturgis Bike Rally. Thousands of bikeswere roaring and wheeling and causing the biggest tur-moil Fairy had ever seen. �Wow!� she breathed excit-edly.
�You stick close to me, girl,� Butch ordered. �I don�twant nunna them other bitches getting their claws intayuh!�
�No, Butch,� Fairy promised. �I�m yours forever!�
�See that you stay that way!�
�Hey, wha�d�ya think?� Mack asked, coming to a stopbeside Butch. �God, lookit alla them swinging dicksand them gorgeous bikes!�
�Wow!� Mickey exclaimed.
�Awri�, let�s make an entrance,� Butch declared.�You girls gotch�re bikini�s?�
�Right here,� Fairy enthused.
�Yes, Ma�am,� Mickey replied.
�Good! Outta them riding leathers and into the bot-toms! Make sure yer asses show and yer baby tits areup-right and proud!� she ordered.
And that was how they made their entrance, bothgirls standing on the rear foot rests, their hands restinglightly on the drivers� shoulders, their almost nakedbodies on full display. There was more than one pair ofwet panties and involuntary ejaculations when theywere seen. Butch waved at some of her biker dykes andmore than one covetous glance was directed at Fairywho ignored everything! She was too enamored ofButch to care about what others might think.
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Likewise with Mickey. Big Mack waved to some of hisfriends and smiled inwardly at their looks of envy. �Eatyour hearts out, guys!� he yelled at them.
The next week was a blur of doing and sleeping andracing and meeting different people until both Mickeyand Fairy were exhausted.
Finally, the week drew to a close and Butch and herpartner, Big Mack got in the wind, headed back toCharlotte Amalie for Mickey�s and Fairy�s dates withdestiny, or in their case, the surgeon�s knife!
�Did you have a good time, girls?� Ms Koch asked asthe girls deplaned at Charlotte Amalie.
�Oh, it was fab!� Fairy enthused. �All those bikerseating their hearts out over me�n Mickey!� she gloatedgirlishly.
�Yeah,� Mickey agreed. �Their tongues dragged theground all week!�
�Now, girls,� Butch warned, �what did we say aboutexaggerations?�
�It ain�t bragging if�n you can do it!� Mickey ex-claimed. �My daddy says so!�
�Hey, I�m just an innocent bystander here!� Big Mackretorted with a sly smile. �You girls are on your own.Leave me out of it!�
Butch laughed. �Ain�t that just like a man? Getsthings going then runs and hides!�
�I don�t see you taking sides!� he growled.
�At�s �cuz ah�se uh female, boy. Ah knows better�n�at!� she bragged.
�All right! I know when I�m licked!�
�Oh,� Mickey leered. �You need licking, daddy?� sheasked innocently.
�Now cut that out afore I blister that fat ass of yours!�he threatened.
�I, my dear Sir, do not have a fat ass!� Mickey re-torted angrily, drawing herself up to her full height offour feet something atop her heels.
�You tell �im, Mickey!� Fairy urged.
�You could suffer the same fate, girl!� Butch warned.
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�Oh, Butchie!� Fairy seemed to melt. �Promise?�
�Gad, what�re we gonna do with this pair?� Butchmoaned, rolling her eyes Heavenward.
�Just love them to pieces, I s�pose!� he laughed.
�We could prolly manage that!� Butch agreed, laugh-ing.
�Have you decided on the girls� futures?� Ms Kochasked.
Both Big Mack and Butch nodded.
�Then you are in agreement with our previous dis-cussions?� she continued.
Again, they nodded in unison.
�Good. Girls, off with you while I speak with yoursponsors!� she ordered.
��Bye, Ms Koch! �Bye daddy!� Mickey exclaimed asshe turned to run off.
��Bye, Butchie! �Bye Ms Koch!� Fairy echoed as shegrasped Mickey�s hand. They ran off laughing as girlsdo.
�I have scheduled their S. R. S. surgeries for tomor-row and the next day. The surgeon estimates about sixto eight hours for each operation, and he suggests atleast a week�s recovery before carrying out the rest oftheir modifications. I assure you, the finished productwill be well worth it!�
�I kinda hate for Fairy to be called a finished prod-uct!� Butch objected.
�Like wise with Mickey,� Big Mack added.
Ms Koch laughed. �It�s not meant the way it sounds.I merely meant that when they are all healed from theirsurgeries, you and they will be pleased with the result,�she explained.
�Oh, that�s different.� From both.
�Have you completed your other business to yourmutual satisfaction?� Ms Koch asked.
�Yes, and I am happy to get such a willing, knowl-edgeable partner,� Butch exclaimed.
�Likewise. Butch�s a marvel!� Big Mack enthused.
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�Good. Shall we have drink to celebrate?� Ms Kochinvited.
�Er, lemonade or ginger ale?� Big Mack asked qui-etly. �We�re sorta on the wagon, you know, like perma-nently?�
Ms Koch laughed. �I meant ginger ale or root beer oreven ginger beer, if you prefer.�
�Ginger ale or root beer will do fine!� Butch giggled.

* * *

XXIV
�Oh, daddy,� groaned Mickey. �I feel so sore betweenmy legs!� she whimpered.
�That will all fade away in a couple of days, Mickey,�Big Mack soothed. �And when you heal, you will be aproper little girl!�
�Oh, daddy, I hope I don�t disappoint you!.�
�You couldn�t disappoint me, even if you tried!� hecalmed her fears.
�My face hurts and my belly stings and my ears feelsorta funny like,� she added.
�It�s just the antiseptic wearing off,� he lied.
�Where�s Fairy?� she whimpered.
�She�s in the other bed, sleeping soundly.�
�Is he all right?�
�She�s in perfect condition! You and she are now realgirls!�
�I�m glad and I�m glad you�re my daddy!� she in-sisted.
�I�m glad that you�re my own little girl!� he admitted.�I missed Mickey so much!�
�And now I�m Mickey, right?�
�Yes, you will look and act exactly like she did and Iwill love you forever!� he vowed.
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�I�m glad,� she replied dreamily, her eyes closing insleep.
�You have a good sleep, Mickey,� he told her, kissingher brow tenderly.
�How�s she taking it?� Butch asked, sticking herhead between the drapes.
�Better�n I would!� he admitted.
�How�s Terry?� she asked.
�Great! She likes being called Terry instead of thatother.�
�Yeah, she sure does!� Butch agreed.
Big Mack smiled. �I can well imagine! God, what anickname to have to live with!�
�Yeah, but she didn�t really mind it when she was aboy, but now that she�s a girl, it just was no longer ap-propriate for her, don�ch�a know?�
�When are you getting married?� he asked.
�As soon as her doctor says her pussy�s ripe for thetaking!� Butch admitted proudly. �How about you andMickey?�
�The same, I guess. We haven�t talked about itmuch.�
�Well, neither did Terry and me! I just told her andthat was that. I�m the Dyke and she�s the Bitch! Andshe agreed poste haste!�
�Yeah, you can be quite intimidating, Butch,� he ad-mitted. �But we all know how soft you are inside, justlike marshmallow fluff!� he teased.
�Just so long as she does what I tell her, we�ll getalong fine as silk!�
�Or so says the Bull Dyke of the woods!�
She grinned. �And don�t you ever forget it, Buster!�
�Oh, I am so scared!� he pretended to tremble withfear.
�You�re a fucking idiot, you know? Nutz as all getout!�
�Yeah, that�s what all the squirrels in the forest say!�he agreed, laughing.
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�Jackass!� she taunted.
�Hee haw! Hee haw!� he brayed.
She shrugged her shoulders and parted the drapesto Terry�s bed. �Hi, Sweetie,� she cooed. �How�re theyhanging? You OK?�
At the soft moan, she bent over the recumbent fig-ure. �Now you just rest, baby girl, and when you�re allhealed up, we�ll go for a ride on my Soft Tail!�
�Oh, Butchie, that�s what I�ve got now, a soft tail!�Terry tried to joke, but winced when she tried to laugh.�Oh, my jaw hurts!�
�It�s OK, baby girl, go back to sleep. I�ll be right herewhen you wake up.�
�Promise?�
�I promise.� She grinned as Terry closed her eyes,asleep in moments.

* * *

XXV
�Do you, Miss Theresa Joy Hummer, take thiswoman, Ms Hellene Marlene Schultz, as your lawfullywedded husband, to love her, to honor her, to obey herand forsaking all others, in sickness or in health, forbetter or for worse, for richer or for poorer, for so longas you both shall live?�
Terry looked up at Butch. �I do.�
�And do you, Ms Hellene Marlene Schultz, take thisgirl, Miss Theresa Joy Hummer, as your lawfully wed-ded wife, to love her, to honor her, to cherish her andforsaking all others, in sickness or in health, for betteror for worse, for richer or for poorer, for so long as youboth shall live?�
Butch gazed lovingly at Terry. �I do.�
�Insomuch as Theresa and Hellene have declaredtheir love for one another and have made these vows oftheir own free will before God and company, I now pro-nounce that they are husband and wife. What Godhath joined together, let no woman put asunder!�
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The preacher closed her Bible with a sharp snap.�You may kiss your bride.�
Butch turned to Terry, tenderly lifted her veil overher head, bent and kissed the willing girl gently. �I loveyou, Theresa Schultz!� she whispered.
�Not as much as I love you, Hellene Schultz!� was thepassionate reply.
�All right, stand aside and let a real man have a go atthe bride!� Big Mack interjected.
�If you can find one,� Butch smiled at her grinningbest man.
�Well, I�ll try!�
�You, my dear Sir, are very trying!� Butch answeredpeevishly.
�Aw,� Big Mack grinned, �you�re just saying that be-cause it�s true!� He turned, took Terry into his armsand kissed her soundly. So soundly that Mickey inter-rupted them.
�Hey! Save some of that for me!� she exclaimed.
�Sorry, love, I sorta got carried away.�
�You�ll get carried away all right if you keep that stuffup!� Mickey threatened.
�Yes, m�love!�
�Humph!� Mickey snorted. �If it wasn�t Terry, I�dscratch her damned eyes out!�
�Just wait, Buster! When I kiss Mickey at your wed-ding, she�ll forget all about you! She�ll turn lezzy andthen where will you be?� Butch needled.
�Kicking your ass!� Big Mack replied with a widegrin.
�Better bring a dozen of your biker friends,� shetaunted.
�Yeah, to keep me from murdalizing your ass!� heshot right back.
�Oy, vey! Such a grouch!� she giggled.
�Have a drink!� He offered her a bottle of ginger ale.
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�Don�t mind if�n I do!� Butch replied, taking the bot-tle, twisting the cap off and taking a long swallow.�Man! That tastes good!�
�Better�n my pussy?� Terry asked softly.
�Nothing�s that good!� Butch exclaimed, kissing hertenderly.
�So, let�s go. I want to get this honeymoon on theroad so�s we can come back and get them properlyhitched too!� Terry enthused, nodding at a blushingMickey and stunned Big Mack.
�Yuh gots hit, baby girl!�
And five minutes later, they were on the bike andlong gone.
�I�m going to miss her,� Mickey sniffed.
�Yeah, me too,� he agreed. �Butch, I mean,� heamended as Mickey glared.
�Oh, you�d better mean Butch!� she warned.

* * *

XXVI
�Do you, Miss Mickey Joy Fogarty, take this man,Mr. Maxwell Aloysius McCloud, as your lawfully wed-ded husband, to love him, to honor him, to obey himand forsaking all others, in sickness or in health, forbetter or for worse, for richer or for poorer, for so longas you both shall live?�
Mickey gazed up adoringly at Big Mack. �I do.�
�And do you, Mr. Maxwell Aloysius McCloud, takethis girl, Miss Mickey Joy Fogarty, as your lawfullywedded wife, to love her, to honor her, to cherish herand forsaking all others, in sickness or in health, forbetter or for worse, for richer or for poorer, for so longas you both shall live?�
Big Mack looked down at Mickey. �I do.�
�Insomuch as Mickey and Maxwell have declaredtheir love for one another and have made these vows oftheir own free will before God and company, I now pro-
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nounce that they are husband and wife. What Godhath joined together, let no man put asunder!�
The preacher closed her Bible with a sharp snap.�You may kiss your bride, Sir.�
Big Mack turned to Mickey, tenderly lifted her veilover her head, bent and kissed the willing girl gently. �Ilove you, Mrs. Mickey McCloud!� he whispered.
�Not as much as I love you, Mr. Maxwell McCloud!�was the passionate reply.
�Stop with the mushy stuff awreddy!� Butchgrowled. �I think I�m gonna be sick!�
�Oh, you�re just jealous,� Mickey grinned. She heldup her arms. �Kiss?�
In an instant, Mickey was clasped in a bear hug andkissed passionately.
�Hey, now!� Big Mack protested.
Butch gazed at him. �Payback�s a bitch, ain�t it?�And she kissed Mickey again.
�Wow!� Mickey breathed. She turned to terry. �Is shealways like this?�
Terry grinned. �Yep, woman just can�t keep herhands off�n me! She�s worser�n some damned leech attimes. But, I love her anyway, faults and all!�
�Faults?� Butch roared. �What faults! I�m about asperfect as any woman can get!�
�Says you!� Terry taunted, sticking out her tongue.
�You just wait until I get you home, young woman!�Butch threatened.
�Why? So�s you can spank my poor little ass again?You are such a beast!�
�You wait! You just wait.�
�Promises, promises, you�re just full of empty prom-ises!� Terry taunted with a smile.
�Wait! Just you wait!� Butch muttered.
�Where you two headed?� Terry asked Mickey.
�Niagara Falls! Mack says I just have got to see Ma-dame Tussauds Wax Museum. He says the figure of
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Marilyn Monroe is so lifelike you want to get right upthere and kiss her!� she enthused.
�Oh, lucky you! I wish I could go with you!�
�Maybe we can get our husbands to take us there onvacation?�
�Yeah, I�ll start right in on Butch!�
�But what about her threats to spank you?�
�Honey, once I get her behind closed doors and wrig-gle my cute little ass at her, she�ll forget all aboutspanking it and will be kissing it instead!�
�Oh, Terry, you�re awful!� Mickey laughed.
�Yeah, and she loves it!�

* * *

XXVII
�Oh, Mackie!� Mickey gushed. �She�s beautiful!�They were touring Madame Tussauds Wax Museum inNiagara Falls, Ontario and had just seen the statue ofMarilyn Monroe. �She must have been something elsein real life!�
�Yes, she sure was!� he sighed in remembering hisinfatuation with her when he had been a mere striplingand impressionable to a fault.
�It�s no wonder you liked her,� Mickey continued. �Ijust hope that you like me that much!�
�Don�t worry, little girl, I�ll never love you less thanher!�
�Oh, Mackie, you say the nicest things!�
There were several disapproving glances at this manand woman because it was obvious to the onlookersthat Big Mack was quite a bit older than his paramour,since they were not a father/daughter couple, peoplewith evil minds will always think the worse.
They went out of their way to garner as many disap-proving looks as they could, taking joy in titillatingthose persons as much as possible.
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�Really,� one woman sniffed, �Why he�s old enoughto be her grandfather!�
Mickey heard her and smiled evilly, �Oh, but he ismy grandfather! Isn�t he just the most you ever saw? Imean, you should get him in bed with you!�
�Well, I never!� the woman huffed, stalking away.
�I can believe that!� Mickey called after her.
�Still riling up the natives, my dear?� Mack asked.
�Only the ones who ask for it,� Mickey smiled.
�Lunch?�
Mickey squeezed Big Mack�s arm. �Oh, I want sau-sage, your sausage!� she teased.
�You are the greediest girl I have even known!� helaughed.
�Well, you asked for it and now you got it. So what�reyou gonna do about it?�
�Make love to you as soon as we get back to our hotelroom.�
�Let�s go! Time�s awastin�!� she cried.
Back in their hotel room, Mickey went out on theirterrace and gazed out at the city far below. That shewas stark naked meant nothing to her. �Oh, it�s all sobeautiful!� she cried joyously.
�Not half so beautiful as you, Mickey,� he whisperedin her ear as he came up behind her, his arms slippingaround her torso to cup her baby breasts familiarly.�So nice,� he murmured.
She reached back and grasped his erection that wastrying to push its way between her slightly partedthighs. �Hey! Wrong hole!� she chided.
�Depends,� he replied.
�On what?�
�Whether you turn around or stay this way.�
�Oh, you�re just a filthy old man!� she teased.
�Baby girl, you don�t know the half of it!�
She twisted. �Make love to me, Mackie! Oh, please,make love to me?� she begged.
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�Your wish is my command, my lady,� he replied ashe stooped, gathered her up in his arms and strodeover to the bed where he dumped her unceremoniouslyatop the coverlet.
She watched with veiled eyes as he stripped, thenjoined her on the bed. �Oh, my dearest!�
�I love you, Mickey McCloud!�
�I love you too, Maxwell McCloud! Now, fuck meagain!�
A quick lunge, a sharp gasp and he was buried to thehilt in her still tight pussy, tears glistening on hercheeks as he entered her.
Mack was very gentle with her, taking his time sothat he kept her pain at a minimum until it no longerhurt, but had turned to pleasure, a pleasure she wel-comed with all her girlish heart!
Mack did not disappoint her.

* * *

XXVIII
The two couples celebrated their fifth wedding anni-versaries by taking their wives to The Falls so bothcould see the Marilyn figure, then surprised both girlsby leaving after the first day and going to NYC to ridethe elevator to the top of the World Trade Center wherethey had lunch in the rooftop restaurant. The girls gota strange sort of lightness by eating so high up over thecity, but they knew it was a good feeling because theywere there with their beloved husbands.
That was the night Mickey admitted to Big Mack thatshe was pregnant and would have her child about thefirst of the year!
Big Mack was beside himself with joy! �You sure,baby girl?�
Mickey nodded. �Yes, I saw the gynecologist right be-fore we left.�
�And you didn�t say anything?� he demanded.
�I told Terry.�
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�That�s like telling the Sphinx!� he stormed.
�That�s nothing,� Terry smiled as she turned toButch. �I�m pregnant too.�
�What?� Butch was stunned. �How? When? Who?�she demanded.
�Your brother�s sperm, last April, by proxy. . . artifi-cial insemination.�
�And you didn�t tell me?� Butch stormed.
�I told Mickey.�
�Damn! A pair of mutes! Can�t trust either one ofthem to be honest, especially with their loving hus-bands who do everything to make their lives a bed ofroses!�
�Roses have thorns,� Mickey teased.
�You know what I mean! Why, I oughtta paddle bothyour behinds!� she threatened.
�Best ass you�ll ever get, Butchie!� Terry teased.
�Sum-na-bitch!� Big Mack exclaimed with a gladwhoop.
�In spades!� Butch echoed.

* * *

XXIX
Big Mack was dancing with his wife at the New Year�sEve party when she gasped and fell against him.�What�s wrong, Honey?� he asked, voice full of concern.
�I think my water just broke,� she admitted.
�Dammit! I told you we should have stayed home!�he raged. �How far apart?�
�A couple of minutes,� she admitted.
�Good God! It�s coming!� he shouted as he gatheredhis wife into his arms and rushed to the front foyerwhere he got her into a taxi immediately. �St. Joe�s andstep on it!� he ordered the startled cabbie.

Page - 93

RELUCTANT PRESS



Ten minutes later, he was carrying her into the hos-pital emergency room, yelling, �Get Doctor Bloom! Mybaby�s having a wife!�
�Doctor Bloom is with another patient,� a harriednurse tried to explain.
He grabbed her arm. �If you don�t get that fuckingdoctor by the time I count ten, I�ll wreck this fuckingplace! Do I makemyself clear?� he growledmenacingly.
�Yes, Sir,� the frightened nurse replied. �Right away,Sir!�
Another nurse came from behind the desk. �Mr.McCloud, is it? Put Mrs. McCloud on this gurney andwe�ll wheel her right into the delivery room.�
�Thank you, Ma�am,� he replied, the relief in hisvoice evident.
Another nurse tried to stop him at the double doors,but he brushed by her as though she were no morethan a straw in the wind. �Sir! You�re not allowed backhere!� another nurse tried.
�Where she goes, I go. If you don�t like it, go to Hellbecause I�m going anyway! Got it?�
�What I mean, Sir, is that you�re not sterile! You�llhave to wash up and put on scrubs!�
�Well, why didn�t you say so in the first place?� hegrowled.
Five minutes later, he entered the delivery room andimmediately went to Mickey�s side. �I�m right here,baby girl!� he whispered.
�Oh, Mackie! I�m so scared!� she admitted.
�I�ll be right here the whole time, baby girl. You justgo ahead and do what you have to do. OK?�
�I�ll try,� she whispered.
�You�ll do more than try, girl!� Dr. Bloom boomedupon entering. �We�ve been over all this a dozen timesor more. You do what I say when I say to do it and we�llbe out of here in a jiffy!�
She looked at Mickey�s wide spread crotch.
�My good God! Why did you wait so long to bring herin, dammit?� she raged at Big Mack.
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�Hell, I brung her as soon as she said her waterbroke,� he alibied.
�OK, everyone, here it comes!� Big Mack couldn�t seewhat she was doing, but he saw the baby when sheheld it high, slapped its bottom briskly and a loud wailof protest filled the room.
�Well, I be durned! Maxwell, meet your new son! He�sa beauty and he�s perfect!�
�Natch, Doc, Mickey had him, didn�t she?�
�She sure did!�
�May I hold my son?� Mickey asked weakly.
A nurse placed the new born baby on Mickey�s chestand the baby snuggled against its mother instinctively.�Oh, he�s gorgeous!� she exclaimed. �Look, Mackie! Iwant to call him Maxwell Aloysius McCloud, Junior.�
�I can live with that,� he agreed, wiping her foreheadgently.
�OK, Mack, get out now. We�ve got things under con-trol and you are no longer needed. You�ve done enoughdirty work for one night!� Dr. Bloom scolded.
�Hey, look!� a nurse cried. �One minute after mid-night! The first New Year�s baby of 2001!�
�Born exactly on the hour,� Dr. Bloom enthused.�What�re the chances? Now, get out!�
�Yes, Ma�am,� he replied sheepishly, turned and left.
�I�m a daddy again!� he whispered reverently to him-self.
It excited him almost as much as it had when thefirst Mickey had been born!
�God, I am so lucky!� he thought. �I gotta call Butch!�he chortled happily. �We beat her!�
But Butch didn�t answer her phone.
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* * *

XXX
Butch didn�t answer because she was all tied up in aseparate delivery room at St. Joe�s where her belovedTerry was also giving birth!
And, like Big Mack, Butch refused to stay outsidethe delivery room, bullying her way bodily through se-curity and nurses and orderlies to remain at Terry�sside.
�But, Ma�am!� protested a very tiny nurse. �You can�tgo in there. Please!�
�The doctor sez I can!� Butch snorted, attempting toget around the tiny nurse who seemed to be every-where at once. �Now get oudda my way!�
�Yes, Ma�am, but you�re not sterile! You don�t want togive the baby or the mother a germ that might killthem, do you?�
Butch stopped dead in her tracks. �Hell, no!� sheroared.
�If you�ll just come with me, we�ll get you allscrubbed up and into a set of greens and then you cango in. OK?�
Butch gazed at the tiny nurse and her face bright-ened up immediately. �Well, whyn�t you say so in thefirst damned place?�
�I tried, Ma�am,� the girl replied, �but you wouldn�tlisten.�
�Sorry. So let�s get me scrubbed up. I wanna be withTerry!�
Ten minutes later, Butch was standing by Terry�sside, holding her hand and whispering soft reassur-ances in her ear.
�Oh, Butchie!� she cried. �I am so scared!�
�It�s OK, baby girl, I�ll be right by your side the wholetime. You just do what you gots to do and it�ll all comeout OK!�
�Lord, I hope so!� Terry declared weakly.
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Butch blushed at her unconscious pun.
�All right, boys and girls!� Dr. Melrone exclaimed asshe entered. �Let�s go to work! How�re things looking upthere?� she asked a nurse.
�Seems to be all right to me,� she replied.
�OK, let me look.� She bent down, �Hmmm, ah yes.�
�She OK, doc?� Butch asked, greatly concerned.
�Hunh? Oh, Mr. Schultz. Yes, she�s in good shape.Should be no prollem atall!� she smiled.
A nurse gasped. �Doctor? She�s dilating!�
�All ready? You sure?� She looked into Terry�s widespread crotch. �Well, I be damned! The little bugger justcan�t wait! Hey!� she gasped, reaching forward quickly.�Got�cha!� she chuckled. �I ain�t never lost a kid yet andyou�re for sure not gonna be the first one!�
She held the newborn up by the ankles, gave a sharpslap on its bottom and was rewarded by a loud, protest-ing cry!
�My good God!� Butch exclaimed. �I�m a father!� andshe fainted dead away.
�Congratulations, Mrs. Schultz,� she whispered toTerry, �you�re the mother of a bouncing baby girl! Youshould be very proud of yourself!�
�May I hold her?� Terry asked weakly.
�Of course.� She placed the baby carefully on Terry�schest as her arms held the baby tenderly. �Oh, she�sabsolutely beautiful!� Terry cried as tears rolled downher cheeks. �She�s beautiful!�
�And born right on the stroke of midnight! What�sher name?� he asked.
�Hellene Mickey.�
�Welcome to 2001, Hellene Mickey!� She glanced atButch. �Someone better wake Sleeping Beauty up soshe can welcome her new daughter!� she laughed.
A shaken Butch sat in a chair beside Terry, lookinghungrily at her new daughter. �Why ever did you nameher Hellene?� she demanded. �I hate that name!�
�Nonsense,� Terry soothed her husband. �It�s a verystrong name and I like it!�
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�You�ll have your way anyway,� Butch groused.
�I usually do, husband mine!� Terry teased.
�May I hold her?�
�Certainly. Just be careful of her head.�
Butch gazed into soft, brown eyes and she felt such arush of love that she almost fainted again! �You are themost beautiful baby in the world!� she exclaimed.
�Blurble gurgle,� the baby burped.
�Look! She�s smiling at me!�
�Gas,� Terry assured her.
�Like Hell! That�s a smile if I ever saw one!� she re-torted. �Hi, little Hellene Mickey. Do you mind if�ndaddy calls you Mick?�
�Bbbrrruuuuuppppp!� Hellene Mickey replied andspit up all over Butch�s shirt front.
She laughed. �Now that�s what I call a rave review!�she laughed.
For an encore, Hellene Mickey repeated,�Bbbrrruuuuuppppp!� and once more threw up all overButch�s shirt.
�You gotter baby girl!� she exclaimed, handing herback to Terry. �I gotta go call that fucking Big Mack andrub it in �cause we beat him to the punch! Easiestgrand I ever made!� she chuckled as she raced for atelephone.
Terry smiled indulgently, bared her breast and heldher daughter close to her waiting nipple. Hellene didn�twaste any time but latched on to her food like a littleleech!
At that moment, Terry could not have felt happier ifshe had won the lottery!

* * *

XXXI
�Whaddaya mean, you won?� Butch roared. �I tellyou, my daughter was born straight up midnight, the
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first baby of 2001! Beat that, you horse�s ass!� shejibed.
�Yer fulla shit, as usual, Butchie Boy! Mickeypushed little Maxwell Aloysius McCloud II�s crib for-ward threateningly.
�Hey! That�s my son you�re manhandling!� Mickeyexclaimed. �Out! Out! Both of you, out! Take yourdamned arguments somewhere the babies are safe!�she ordered angrily.
�Yeah,� Terry added to the confusion, �Out! And stayout!�
Pussy whipped, two husbands slunk sheepishlyfrom their own home.
�Damn them anyway!� Terry growled. �If I weren�tmarried to Hellene�s father, I�d throw her out on herdamned ear!� she stormed.
�Me too!� Mickey agreed. �Imagine, using our babiesas swords!�
�Well, I won�t have it!� Terry was still angry.
Outside, Big Mack turned to Butch. �What�d I do toget them so riled up?�
�Prolly when you tried to use little Max as a baseballbat!� Butch laughed.
�Fucking women anyways!� Big Mack groused. �Iwouldna hurt �im!�
�She din� know that.�
�No, guess she din�� he agreed.
�Gawd, now I�ll have to kiss her ass from here toKingdom Come before she forgives me and lets me backin the house!� Butch moaned.
�That damned Mickey�s the same way! Damn! Whopromised to love, honor and obey whom in them wed-ding vows anyway? Damned sure t�weren�t me!� BigMack declared pettishly.
�Try�n tell them that!� Butch laughed.
�Damned women!� he repeated.
�You can say that again!�
�Damned women!� Big Mack obliged.
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He looked at Butch when she began to laugh heart-ily.
�What?� he demanded.
�You are so literally predictable!� she gasped.
�Ah, screw you, Butchie.�
�Best piece of ass you�d ever have!� she laughed.
�Better�n Mickey? Naw, never hoppen, G I!�
�C�mon, let�s go have a Root Beer to drown our sor-rows!� Butch invited.
�Now yer talking my language!� Big Mack�s counte-nance brightened significantly.
And there we will leave our happy(?) households forthe nonce. After all, evenmarried couples deserve someprivacy and consideration.
Don�t they?
###
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