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I pulled up to the huge iron gate of the mansion in Newport, Rhode Island. A voice came over the speaker. “Yes, may I help you?” 

“Hi,  I  received  a  letter.  I’m  supposed  to  meet  someone  here  at  this  address  today.  My name is Gene Muliebral.” 

The gates began to swing open. “Please pull to the front of the cottage.” 

Cottage. Yeah, right. It looked more like a palace. I drove up the drive, the white crushed stone  crunching  under  my  tires.  I  veered  around  the  fountain  with  the  sculpted,  smiling,  naked women pouring water over a reclining, very well-built male figure who smiled up at them, and I pulled up before the steps. 

An  enormous,  gilded  iron  door  swung  open,  and  a  tall,  handsome  butler  smiled  at  me. 

“Welcome. Please come in and refresh yourself. We’ll meet shortly. All parties are present now. 

Someone  will  wash  and  wax  your  car  in  the  meantime.”  He  held  his  arm  out  stiffly  for  me  to enter. I climbed the stairs, taking in the opulence around me. 

At  the  upper  landing,  he  held  his  hand  out  to  me.  “I’m  James,  the  head  butler.  I’m  at your service, should you choose, of course. Please go into the parlor. There are drinks and food; you may help yourself.” 

A  pretty  young  woman  in  a  French  maid’s  outfit  clattered  in  her  high  heels  across  the foyer.  I  crossed  the  pink  marble  floor,  my  sneaker  treads  squeaking  on  it,  and  entered  a  room with  floor-to-ceiling  windows.  The  sunlight  streamed  through  in  beams,  the  dust  floating  in them. A man my age sat with a plate of cold shellfish on his lap. He was eating an oyster. His eyes met mine. “Hi, I’m Bailey Muliebral. Do you know what this is all about? The letter made it seem really important, like life or death, but the butler just smiled and nodded.” 

“Bailey Muliebral? I’m Gene Muliebral. Should I know you?” 

His  face  looked  shocked.  “Uh,  I  don’t  think  so.  This  is  too  weird.  The  food  is  good, though.” He lifted a glass of champagne. “The bubbly is too.” He smiled and sipped it. 

I filled a plate with opened lobster claws, raw clams on the half shell, and oysters, then sat opposite him in the armchair on the other side of the wide fireplace. I placed my plate on the table  next  to  my  seat,  which  was  supported  by  joyful  naked  lady  statues.  I  sat  in  the  heavy, gilded chair. “Some place, huh?” I started eating, drinking, and looking around. 

“I’ll  say.  Wonder  who  lives  here.  Wouldn’t  be  hard  to  take,  living  this  way.  I’d  give anything to be able to.” 

“Me too. Anything. Well, almost. No, anything.” I laughed and ate some more. I looked at the person who had the same last name while we both looked around the room and marvelled. 

He could easily have been a girl rather than a guy, even down to his voice. He was built like me. 

We  were  both  rather  short  for  guys  and  not  very  masculine.  Our  faces  and  hair  were  different enough, though; we certainly didn’t look closely related. Who was he? 

“Gentlemen—and I use that term loosely,” the butler chortled, “I believe we are ready to begin.”  He  introduced  the  man  in  a  suit  next  to  him.  “This  is  John  D.  Stonewall,  our  family’s legal counsel. His firm has handled the Muliebrals’ legal affairs for ages.” 

The  professional  and  stern-looking  man  with  a  briefcase  shook  our  hands.  He unbuttoned  his  suitcoat  and  seated  himself  in  another  gilded  chair  opposite  us,  and  the  butler took a seat as well. 

We all looked at each other. Mr. Stonewall nodded and spoke. “Obviously neither of you has  any  idea  why  you’re  here.  That  was  done  for  a  reason,  so  you  can  better  assess  your decisions based on what they will mean for you. Your aunt wanted it this way. My condolences on her passing. She would have liked to help in your training, but she had an untimely accident, which led to her early demise.” 

Bailey asked, “Aww, how did she die? I never even met her.” 

“Let’s just say, she had a smile on her face at the time, and she was doing what she loved most to do.” 

Bailey asked, “What was that?” 

The lawyer looked around uncomfortably, then he said quietly, “She was having sex and had a heart attack. None of her partners she was with could revive her. Poor girl.” 

I was flabbergasted. “Our aunt? We have an aunt?” 

The lawyer smiled and continued. “Well, yes and no. She was your aunt in legal terms, but her brothers, who raised you in their families, adopted you both. Your aunt selected you for them  based  on  certain  characteristics,  so  you  would  be  as  suitable  as  possible.  She  also  chose your names to suit. You know… what’s the term? Ah yes, genderless names.” He looked at me. 

“Gene.” He looked at Bailey, “Bailey. Androgynous, if you will, so you could be fully feminized and not have to change your names or any assets you acquired.” 

My eyes popped open wide and I stood. “What? Feminized? No way.” 

“Now sit back down, Gene, and listen to the rest before you make any judgements. First off, your last name. Have you ever looked it up?” 

I sat on the edge of my seat. Bailey and I both shook our heads, though he was smiling and looked happily excited. I was almost trembling from my heart’s pounding. 

“Muliebral means womanly, feminine. Relating to or in the manner of an adult woman.” 

Bailey covered his mouth with his hand and gasped like a girl. 

The  lawyer  smiled  and  nodded  at  him.  “It’s  been  the  family  name  since  your  great-grandmother changed it. When her husband, whom she despised, passed away, she changed the name to Muliebral and vowed to never have a man like him at the head of the family again. She then  forbade  her  son  to  marry  so  as  not  to  pass  on  his  father’s  mean  and  cruel  nature.  He inherited  the  fortune  contingent  on  abiding  by  her  rules,  one  of  which  being  that  he  must  be feminized. 

“How horrible. What a bitch she was!” I cried out. 

He nodded, “Well, it is what it is, and it isn’t all bad. Especially for the two of you, who despite being no blood relations, are in a position to inherit her fortune. She set rules in place for the  inheritance  that  must  be  followed  today.  Though  today,  the  feminizations  could  be  as complete as the individual heirs would like. Your aunt never went all the way with it herself and does  not  insist  on   total   feminization  as  a  requirement.  Rather,  she  allows  retaining  that  last aspect of maleness as she retained beneath her skirts.” He gave us a flat-lipped smile and sipped some champagne. 

I  shook  my  head  and  stood.  I  was  going  for  more  champagne  when  I  saw  a  crystal decanter of whiskey on another table. I poured a glass of that and then ranted, “My aunt, whom I never knew about, was a crossdresser. My dad wasn’t my real dad. My aunt wants me and my

cousin—whom  I  never  knew  I  had  and  who  really  isn’t  my  cousin—to  both  be  feminized.  For what? Why in the world would I want to be feminized?” I sipped the smooth bourbon. 

“Good  question,  sir.  It’s  simply  a  requirement  for  you  and  your  cousin  to  inherit  her fortune. If your cousin does it and you don’t, well, like your uncles who raised you, you’ll have an  option  to  raise  children  selected  by  the  heir,  who  will  be  Bailey,  it  seems.  They’ll  grow  up with the family name, and then you can receive your million dollars. Excuse me, it’s two million now—a million upfront and a million when the boys are grown and ready to be transformed.” 

“She paid our fathers to raise us?” 

“Yes, I believe I made that clear. She chose the two of you in case something happened to  one  of  you,  or  one  decided  not  to  transform—as  it  appears  you  are  choosing,  sir.  The  heir should probably do the same. Maybe more than two even. There’s plenty of the family fortune to go around, and it should never just go to the government.” 

Bailey crossed his leg and bounced a foot. His eyes were bright, and he raised his hand. 

“Yes, Bailey. No need to raise your hand.” 

“So...  Gosh,  this  is  so  exciting!  So  if  I  agree,  I  can  be  feminized  with  like,  oh  gosh, breasts, hips, and uh…” 

“Yes, breasts, hips, butt, full-body laser hair removal and electrolysis, cheek implants if you wish, plumped lips, raising the eyebrows if you like, any cosmetic surgery you fancy, except removal of the male organs. She recognized it as a reminder of what you once were so you can be proud of what you’ve become.” 

Bailey was smiling ear to ear. He held limp wrists up and shook them. “This is a dream come true. It’s what I always wanted! I’m so excited.” 

“Excellent! We have an heir.” He opened his briefcase and handed Bailey a sheet. “This is a summary of the assets you’ll inherit.” 

Bailey looked at it. His hand covered his mouth. “Oh my god, oh my god.” He stood and paced looking at the sheet. “I’ve never seen numbers this big. This will all be mine?” 

The  lawyer  turned  to  look  at  me.  “Yes,  since  it  seems  your  cousin  Gene  isn’t  manly enough to split it with you.” 

“Manly enough! Since when is agreeing to be feminized manly? Let me see it, Bailey.” 

Bailey handed it to me. “Holy shit! And I get only a million then have to raise a stinking kid to adulthood, and then I get another stinking million? That sucks.” 

“Yes, it does sir. Seems you might want to rethink your position. There’s plenty for both of  you.  I  think  your  aunt  would  have  preferred  you  both  to  share  in  it.  The  more  feminized males, the better, she always said.” 

“Let me sleep on it.” 

“Sorry, sir, I can’t do that. She felt if this didn’t motivate you enough right off the bat, then it would be a failure for you later. I need to know before I leave. Then, before the money transfers, James will have to validate that each of you has become what your aunt wanted—fully feminized, uh, almost fully, ex-males who will live up to the family name of Muliebral and be feminine and womanly.” 

James nodded. “Trusted validator at your service, Bailey, and Gene, if you say yes now.” 

He grinned. 

I stared at them all in horror. 
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The  decision  was  simple.  I  did  what  any  full-blooded  American  male  would  do  in  the situation. What male wanted to be fully feminized and lose all his masculinity? Bailey, of course. 

But  why  should  Bailey  care?  He’d  make  a  better-looking  woman  than  a  man  anyway,  and  it’s what he’d always wanted to do. 

I  was  different.  I  sipped  my  bourbon  and  scowled  at  them  all.  I  marched  around  the room  like  a  proud  soldier  just  back  from  a  heroic  victory  at  war.  I  poured  myself  some  more bourbon and said, “I need some fresh air.” I walked out onto the patio to lean on the marble rails and gaze off into the gardens. 

I  wandered  around  the  property  imagining  the  parties  I  could  throw  here  and  what  a magnet  it  would  be  for  hot  chicks.  I’d  own  a  top-notch  supercar  and  fly  on  my  private  jet.  I’d take trips to Europe, Australia, and all around the world. James would be my butler and take care of everything for me. I’d eat the finest foods, drink the best wine and booze. 

I’d never have to work again, and I’d always have something exciting to plan and do. No more bartending or living in a shitty apartment in New York. I’d be powerful, popular, attended to. But I’d be a girl...almost. A freak. 

I made my way around to the front of the house and climbed the stairs. I reentered the parlor, where they all sat waiting for me. Their eyes met mine. I stood there and began to shake. I was about to give up all of this to save my masculinity. I looked to the end of the parlor at my reflection in the ceiling-to-floor mirror. Was I man enough to say it? 

Bailey came over to me and put his hand on my shoulder. “Look at you, Gene, you’re shaking. Now relax and do what’s right. Share this life with me. So what if you won’t look like a guy anymore? You’re more cute than masculine anyway.” 

I  tugged  myself  from  him.  “So?  Does  that  mean  I  should  give  up  my  identity  just  for money? Like some cheap whore?” 

“Baseball, football, and basketball players do it all the time when they switch teams for the big bucks. Why not switch yourself? How else could you ever live a life as full as this one? 

It’s not just money, Gene. It’s a whole new way to live. Did you like walking around the place? 

What  did  you  think  of  as  you  walked?  How  horrible  it  would  be  to  live  here?  To  have  such wealth? To be so powerful? To never have to scrape out a living? Gene, come on. Be a real man and make the right choice. Join me, and we’ll be sisters in this together.” 

Bailey moved in front of me and put both his hands on my shoulders. He gazed into my eyes. Bailey would feminize beautifully, and he wanted to. I was terrified. 

“I’ll help you, Gene. You’ll see, it’ll be easy.” 

“I  uh,  I...”  I  looked  at  the  lawyer  seated  at  the  table  now,  the  papers  spread  out  and marked with little tags on places to sign. James stood, his hands locked behind his back, his face blank. 

“So, if I... If I become... well, if I do it, what happens to future heirs?” 

The  lawyer  nodded.  “You’ll  both  need  to  create  heirs  who  are  males  that  are  then feminized. You can pay someone to adopt and raise them. You could find someone younger as

you  get  older  and  transform  them  and  train  them  yourselves.  However,  there  must  always  be feminized males as heirs. This fortune is too great to not be passed on. Those are the wishes of the estate.” 

I nodded. I went to the carafe and poured another bourbon. I sat on the couch. Bailey sat next to me. He ran his hands through my hair. “You’ll be lovely. Really.” 

I pushed aside his hand, resenting being called lovely. I scoffed, “Yeah,  lovely, right.” 

“Really, you will be. Just think. You’ll make yourself aroused just looking at yourself in the mirror. You’ll be hotter than any girl you know.” 

I rolled my eyes. 

“Please? Please, cousin. Be my sister in this. Please do this with me so we can share and grow in it? You were selected by our aunt for a reason. We both need to follow her wishes and enter this dream world. Please? It’s  meant to be.” 

I  looked  into  Bailey’s  pretty  eyes  and  pleading  face.  I  imagined  her  as  my  girlfriend. 

She’d be pretty as hell. But she’d have a thing under her dress.  Yeesh. 

Bailey’s hand ran over my hair. “Please? Be my partner in this? Help me be the girl of my dreams. Be a man, Gene, and do the right thing. Don’t throw this away.” 

I took a deep breath. Slugged down the bourbon. 

“Ah, shit.” 
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I woke up feeling groggy. I turned my head. Bailey was asleep in a bed next to me. His hair had been cut and styled like a girl’s. I felt my head. Mine evidently had too. I looked down at  my  chest.  Sizable  breasts  were  mildly  sore  beneath  the  sheet.  My  heart  raced  as  I  lifted  the sheet to reveal perfect, hard-nippled, touchable breasts, which my hands slid over gently. I now had long fake nails painted a hot pink. I felt my nipples and squeezed them. It sent a delicious sensation through me, and I swelled between my legs, lifting the sheet with the result. 

Bailey  was  right.  I  made  myself  horny  for  myself.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  slid  to  the edge of the bed. A nurse came running in. 

“Careful,  sweetie.  Let  me  undo  your  IV.  You  won’t  be  needing  that  anymore.  Bailey should be waking soon too.” She carefully removed the IV, then fluffed my hair as she smiled at me. “So pretty. They did a lovely job. Your cheeks and lips and eyebrows... you make a stunning woman. All the men will be after you.” 

“I hope not.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you’d like that. Well, I’m sure  you’ll like your new look. After all, you seem to already, the way your gown is tented down there.” She laughed and went to a closet. “I’ve got some clothes I picked out from your suite. I’ll put them in the bathroom for after your shower. First, though, we need to see if you’re strong enough to stand and walk. You have plenty of other clothes in your suite if you don’t like these. We had you girls recover in this room so we didn’t mess up your regular room with all the medical equipment.” 

She took one of my arms, put it around her shoulder and said, “Try to stand now. I’ve got you.” 

I stood and wobbled a bit, then got my balance. 

“Good girl. Now walk with me.” 

We walked back and forth until she let me go and I did it myself. 

“Feeling okay? Dizzy at all?” 

I shook my head. “No. Just hungry as hell. I could go for a nice big steak and potatoes.” 

“Now, now. Be careful. You don’t want to ruin your girlish figure. When you and Bailey are ready, James will be very happy to see you both. He’s been visiting you two everyday while you slept through the recovery period. Rather than letting you wake and be in pain, we just made you sleep. Now you can just go and be the girls you always wanted to be.” 

I rolled my eyes and went into the bathroom. I kept telling myself I was rich, and that would  make  the  change  worthwhile.  The  shower  showed  me  what  I  had  become  as  I  ran  my hands  over  my  hairless  body  and  felt  all  the  new  curves.  I  couldn’t  help  stopping  at  my  last remaining male element and using extra soap to crank off a good one. My other hand squeezed one breast, and the other breast jiggled on my chest. The quick and lengthy relief almost dropped me to my knees. At least that still worked. What a shame no girl would ever want it now that I looked this way. And now I had my own fantasy body to excite me. But what kind of hell would that be? 

 



4

I  finished  my  shower,  and  Bailey  was  brushing  her  teeth.  I  toweled  off,  wrapped  the towel  around  my  chest,  and  climbed  out.  Bailey  turned  to  me  and  gave  me  a  hug,  our  breasts crushing against each other. “Hi, sweet sis!” she chimed. “Aren’t you a pretty girl?” She tugged my towel off me, and I struggled to cover myself. Her hand squeezed my breast. “Nice! As nice as mine. Don’t they feel great on your chest?” 

I stole my towel back from her as she stood there naked and hard, smiling and inspecting me. She put her hand under my limpness. “I thought it would be hard for you.” She dropped it and looked up at me. “As you can see, I feel  totally sexy.” 

“I, uh, it was, but... I, uh…” 

“I see. Good. At least you like the way you look.” 

“But I’m a guy. It’s freaky being turned on by myself.” 

“Oh  stop.”  She  stroked  herself.  “You  could  help  me  with  this.  Maybe  with  those  new plump juicy lips of yours.” 

“Sorry, I’m not gay.” 

“Hmph. Okay then. Suit yourself. I need to shower.” She climbed in and turned on the water. I watched her through the glass. She was gorgeous. It was pretty exotic to see her soaping up  her  rod  and  feeling  her  breasts  as  her  head  leaned  back  under  the  water.  It  was  wrong  but somehow very hot. 

I turned to the mirror and blow-dried my hair. It fluffed up nicely and ended up having highlights and layers that framed my face. I was pretty. Very pretty. 

I  sat  on  the  chair  and  began  to  dress  in  the  clothes  the  nurse  had  laid  out  on  the  long marble  counter.  I  took  the  thigh-high  stockings  from  the  package.  The  sheer  suntan  fabric  slid across my long-nailed fingers like a kiss. I rolled one up on my fingers and slid it up my hairless legs. God it felt nice! I did the other one, then slid on some stretchy, silky pink panties, which also felt incredible. I slid into the silky, flowered mini-dress and put my arms through it. The V-neck  showed  my  cleavage,  and  my  nipples  created  little  bumps  beneath  the  top.  I  slid  on  the matching,  strappy,  very  high  heels  and  stood.  I  took  a  few  tentative  steps  in  them  and  stopped before the full-length mirror. I throbbed in my snug panties at what I saw. This  would  be hell. 

Bailey stepped out of the shower and came over to me as she toweled her hair. “Don’t you look stunning. What a pretty dress! The color suits you, princess.” 

“Uh, thanks.” 

“You didn’t do your makeup.” 

“I don’t know how to do makeup.” 

“I’ll teach you. I know from dressing as a girl all these years. I never did it full time, but I always wished I could. Come here and sit.” 

I sat down and Bailey did my makeup while I watched in the mirror, and she explained the  procedure.  I  became  even  more  attractive.  She  took  the  perfume  from  the  counter  and sprayed my hair and shoulders with it. “There! Complete and ready for the world. Now I need to get ready.” 

I sat there as she dried her hair, watching her do her makeup and get dressed. What else did I have to do? My sister in this was a knockout. If only I were my old self and I could forget she was a guy under her skirt. 

When  she  was  done,  we  both  left  the  bathroom.  James  was  seated  in  the  bedroom. 

Workers were already taking the beds away. “Hello, ladies!” He stood. You both look incredible. 

I’m  here  to  show  you  the  estate  and  get  you  settled,  and  then  of  course,  I’m  at  your  service. 

Counselor Stonewall has set up your accounts, credit cards, titles to your vehicles, and all those cumbersome tasks. Your old properties, cars and such, have been liquidated, since you’ll not be needing  them  anymore.  Your  life  is  ready  for  you.  All  it  needs  is  my  approval.”  He  motioned with his arm for us to lead. 

I glared at him. “Your approval! We did it. Look at us.” 

“Yes, Gene, physically you have. I need to validate that you have feminine desires and act femininely. If you do, there won’t be a problem.” 

“What if I don’t? I’m not gay, you know.” 

“Then  you  go  on  your  way,  and  if  you’d  like,  you  can  raise  an  heir  with  the aforementioned deal as a consolation prize.” 

“But I’d be stuck this way.” 

“Yes,  my  lady.  You  would  be,  and  you  wouldn’t  be  rich.  It  behooves  you  to  strive  to become what you appear to be. Please, come this way.” 

Bailey  took  me  by  the  arm,  and  our  heels  clattered  down  the  hall.  James  gave  us  the grand  tour.  We  found  our  massive  bedroom,  its  walk-in  closets  filled  with  women’s  clothing, shoes, purses, and accessories. As I perused the accoutrements, I began to feel somewhat excited at imagining how sexy I’d look in it all. It was incredible, the amount of choices a woman has in clothing,  all  eliciting  a  different  feel  and  presentation.  For  some  reason,  though,  I  seemed  to prefer the sexier outfits. There I was again, getting aroused by my new self. It was sick. 

“Bailey’s  clothing  is  in  the  north  closet  and  Gene’s  in  the  south.  It’s  all  the  same  size anyway, so you girls can do what you like.” 

I asked, “We’re both in one bedroom?” 

“Why yes. You may move into another one, Gene, but this is the master, and it would be wrong to give it to just one or the other. It wouldn’t be fair.” 

Bailey pointed to the bed. “Gene, look at that size of that bed. I think we can both fit and not even  know  the other  is  there.” She  turned  to  James. “Don’t  move  a thing,  James.  We’ll  be fine. Continue the tour. Gene can suck it up.” 

We  found  the  entertainment  room,  spa,  workout  room,  cars,  dining  areas,  bars,  and  on and on. We were living in an estate, not a house. It wanted for nothing. James gathered the staff together. Four gorgeous French maids, two gorgeous chefs, and a driver wearing a black mini-skirted, pinstriped suit with a driving hat. They all stood facing us as James introduced them to us  one  by  one.  Each  one  was  a  sexy,  stunning  young  woman.  When  he  finished  with  the introductions, he said to them, “Okay, ladies. Now you know our new masters. Please lift your skirts to show your commitment to our estate.” They all smiled and raised their skirts, then took out their packages from their panties and began to stroke them for us. Soon, they a were all hard and at full attention, and they let them bob in the air. 

James  then  called  out  their  names  to  step  forward,  and  they  did.  Then  he  said,  “These ladies have chosen to abstain from coffee, nicotine, or anything that might make their taste less than  sweet.  You  may  indulge  in  any  of  the  staff  as  often  as  you  wish,  but  these  will  be  the

sweetest. I suggest saving them for those times you’d like a more fruity and tasty reward. Thank you, ladies; you may put yourselves away and go back to work.” 

They all tucked away and lowered their skirts. 

“Holy shit!” I whined. “That’s horrible! She did that to all of them?” 

James  said,  “They’re  very  happy  this  way,  Gene.  Just  as  you’ll  be  if  you  give  it  a chance.” 

“Yeah,  Gene.  Wow,”  Bailey  said.  “Incredible.  How  lucky  they  were  that  she  found them.” 

James  beamed.  “Yes,  your  aunt  made  them  all  what  they  are,  and  they’re  all  grateful. 

Not to mention well paid. I’m the only untouched male on her staff. Not that I wouldn’t like to become more like you girls, but obviously my size makes it less desirable. Onward, ladies.” 

By  lunch  we  had  completed  our  tour,  and  James  served  us  lunch  on  the  veranda overlooking Newport Bay. Gulls squawked, and the salt breeze filled our nostrils as the hem of my  dress  fluttered  sensually  against  my  silky  thighs  and  the  sun  warmed  my  face.  I  ate  my buttered  Maine  lobster  with  a  tiny  fork  and  sipped  my  iced  tea  as  James  stood  staunchly watching over us, his hands clasped behind him. 

Bailey  leaned  over  to  me  and  whispered,  “Aren’t  you  glad  you  did  this,  honey?”  Her hand slid on my thigh, caressing it under the table. “Doesn’t this feel much nicer than your old self?” 

I  slid  her  hand  off  my  leg  and  crossed  them  under  the  table.  “I  suppose  it  feels  good physically, but my brain says I’m a freak who was mutilated like the others here.” 

She placed her hand on mine on the table and squeezed it. “You’ll see. You’ll get used to it. Just look at our handsome butler. See the shape under his pants? I’ll bet he’s hung like a horse. 

He does have to validate our feminization you know. I wonder if that includes him assessing our feminine sexuality by penetration. I hope so. I want that piece of meat.” 

“Not me. So, Bailey, were you already gay before this?” 

“I  don’t  know.  All  I  knew  was  I  liked  being  feminine  more  than  being  masculine,  and my dream came true. I never had a need to try to define myself to fit into any gender or sexual roles like you seem to do. I feel bad for you. It’s making it harder than it has to be for you.” 

I nodded. “I guess. But like Popeye said, ‘I yam what I yam.’” 

“Doesn’t mean you can’t be something else. Something much more exciting.” 

“But we’re freaks now.” 

“I don’t think I’m a freak. You shouldn’t either. It’s only the extremists who think we’re freaks.  Who  cares  about  them?  As  long  as  we  meet  and  hang  out  with  intelligent  and openminded beings, we’ll be more than accepted. We’ll be something special. Something exotic. 

Don’t you think we’re exotic?” 

I nodded. “I did watch you showering until you got rid of your wood. It was pretty hot. 

Very exotic, actually. Don’t know why.” 

She put her hand on my thigh and caressed it again. “Because it’s natural. Just let go of your old paradigms and feel the new you. Let your desires loose and follow them. It’s the only way  you’ll  be  able  to  grow  into  who  you  are.  You  aren’t  some  macho  bartender  in  New  York city anymore, honey. You’re an heiress to a fortune.” 

She glided her hand on my thigh as her gorgeous eyes gazed lovingly into mine. I placed my  hand  on  hers  as  she  continued  to  caress  it,  and  I  gave  her  a  light  kiss  on  the  lips.  It  sent  a ripple of pleasure through me, and then I realized what I had kissed what used to be a man and

felt awful. I took her hand off my leg. 
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We  spent  the  day  touring  Newport,  seeing  the  Marble  House  and  the  Breakers  estates. 

They  were  simply  other  estates  like  the  one  we  lived  in.  We  walked  through  them,  my  breasts tugging on my chest with each step in my high heels as they clicked on the stone floors. My silky stockings slipped against my skin. Watching my reflection as I passed by mirrors, I throbbed in my panties as my new body continued to seduce my male side. 

I had to get rid of it. It was driving me crazy. “Bailey, I need to use the girls’ room.” 

“I’ll go with you.” She led me to the restroom, and we both took a stall. 

It didn’t take me long to yank one off, my breath gasping as I did and my knees going weak, making me stumble against the side of the stall. “Shit!” I blurted. 

“Are you okay, Gene? Need some help? Your breath sounds like you’re having a hard time.” 

“Uh, yeah. Much better now.” 

I  exited  the  stall,  washed  my  hands  and  composed  myself  in  the  mirror.  I  felt  like  a crossdresser and just wanted to take these clothes and this body off. At least my arousal was put aside for a while. 

“Are  you  okay?”  Bailey  asked  as  she  touched  my  hair  and  gazed  into  my  eyes.  “You look flustered.” 

“I’m  better  now.  Except  I  just  want  to  take  this  body  off.  It’s  too  sensual...  too... 

arousing.” 

“Yes, Isn’t it wonderful? It makes me feel so alive.” 

“Wonderful!?  It’s  hell.  I  had  to  come  in  here  and  toss  one  off  just  to  shut  it  off  for  a while.” 

“Oh honey. You should have asked me. I’d suck it for you. I’d love that.” 

“Oh god... Great. My cousin, who has male parts, helping me with my woody.” 

“Gene, you’re going to lose it all if you don’t drop your old paradigms and be the girl you are now.” 

Her concern showed on her face as she stroked my hair. “Now I want you to relax and enjoy who you are. The sensuality and all. Try to feel good about being so lovely. Try to enjoy being the girl you are and stop fighting it. Please? Try?” 

I nodded. “Okay, I’ll try. At least now I’m not all wired up with libido.” 

“When it comes again, enjoy it and feel your feminine side. Let it take you. Okay?” 

“I’ll try.” 

“Good  girl.  Should  we  drive  the  seafront?  I’d  like  to  sit  by  the  crashing  waves  for  a while and relax.” 

“Sure, why not?” 

Bailey slid into her DB11, and I slid into the passenger seat. The air whipped our hair as we drove with the top down. I held her hand on the console as we took in the beauty. She pulled over across the road from a bench above the crashing waves. We walked across and sat down. 

Bailey pulled me close to her and held my bicep with both hands. “This is so nice. We make a

nice couple, don’t you think?” 

“It  is  nice.  Sorry  if  I’m  not  more  into  you.  I  mean,  you’re  a  really  nice  person  and gorgeous, and in the car I imagined you were my girlfriend and I was your guy, but...” 

She kissed my cheek. “That’s okay. Just relax. It will all fall into place.” 

We  sat  there  holding  hands  and  snuggling,  letting  the  breezes  wash  our  cares  away. 

Bailey said, “So, should we go out to dinner tonight? Maybe we can find a place to go dancing too.” 

I shrugged. “I guess, if you want to. But then guys will hit on us.” 

“So?” 

“So I don’t want that.” 

“Then we won’t let them. How’s that?” 

“That sounds great.” 

“Let’s go home and I want to give you a treat before we go out. A nice treat.” 

“A treat, huh?” I grinned. “What kind of treat? Something sweet?” 

“Oh  yes,  Something  very  sweet.  Something  I  haven’t  had  in  some  time  and  I  know you’d love to have.” She winked and kissed me on the lips deeply. I throbbed in my panties and ran my hand over her silky leg as we embraced in a kiss until our breasts crushed against each other, and it hit me again that we were freaks. 
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“James!”  Bailey  called  out  as  we  entered  the  house  from  the  elevator  from  the  garage. 

“James, are you here?” 

James trotted down the hall toward us. “Yes. I’m right here. How may I help?” 

“Could you make us reservations for dinner tonight?” 

“Anyplace special?” 

“Something quiet, with a view, good food, linen tablecloths, good wine.” 

“Certainly. How would you like to dress?” 

“We’ll wear nice mini-dresses and heels. Not terribly formal but no jeans.” 

“May  I  suggest  wearing  wedge  heels  as  opposed  to  stilettos?  The  cobblestone  can  be difficult  in  thin  heels.  Your  aunt  always  wanted  to  pave  all  the  walkways  to  smooth  them  out. 

She hated that she couldn’t wear her heels easily. Unless you want a place with a valet and better surfaces, but they won’t have such good views.” 

“Wedges are fine. Right, Gene?” She smiled at me. “Wedges can be sexy too.” 

I shrugged. 

“What time, my lady?” James asked. 

“Say five thirty?” 

“Very good.” 

“Thanks!” 

Bailey took me by the hand and led us through the mansion to our room. I flopped on the bed and kicked my shoes off. I rubbed my feet. “Too much walking.” 

Bailey hopped up next to me and took her shoes off. “Me too. It was a great day, though. 

Thanks for keeping me company. I’d be so lost without you.” 

“Thanks.”  I  moved  up  to  the  head  and  curled  up  on  the  pillow.  “Do  we  have  time  to rest?” 

“Sure. Then we can shower and redo our makeup and go out fresh as daisies.” She slid up the bed and spooned me, her arms wrapped around me, her breasts against my back, her warm breath on my neck. I closed my eyes and rested. 

When  I  snapped  out  of  it,  it  had  been  only  about  twenty  minutes  by  the  clock  on  the nightstand. At first it felt like I was my old self, and my girlfriend was cuddled behind me. Then I  felt  a  hand  reach  around  me  and  grab  my  hardness  through  my  dress.  She  stroked  me  in  the silky fabric. 

Bailey slid around and lifted my dress to slide her head beneath it. Her warm wet mouth engulfed me, and she began to bob her head on it. Her tongue ran around the shaft, and it was heavenly.  I  began  to  gently  thrust  into  her  with  my  hips.  I  lifted  my  dress  and  held  her  head, watching as I slid into her gorgeous face, her loving eyes looking up at me. 

She  began  to  rub  herself  though  her  dress.  She  lifted  it  up  and  slid  her  hand  into  her panties. I looked into her eyes and thrusted into those painted lips. I began to flood her mouth, and  she  yanked  her  rod  free  of  the  panties  and  wrapped  her  long-nailed  fingers  around  it  as  it shot in time with mine all over her stockinged legs. 

When I had finished, I yanked her head off me and rolled away across the bed, landing on my feet. “Shit!” 

Bailey quickly slid off the bed and composed herself. “What’s wrong, Gene? Didn’t you like that? I loved it.” She came around the bed. 

I moved away from her. “You’re a...uh...and you just...” 

“Gene. Stop already.” She shook her head. “How can you ruin something so wonderful like this. You’re going to be a loser—keep it up and you’ll fail. You need to get rid of your old ways of looking at the world.” She covered her face and began to cry. 

I watched her. I had hurt her. I felt terrible. Worse than how I felt when I realized it was a guy sucking me. “I’m sorry.” I put my hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry I am what I am. Please forgive me. I don’t know how to change.” 

She settled down, and her eyes looked into mine, her mascara running. She ran her hand over my hair. “I know what to do. You have to let me help.” 

“Anything. Please. I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“Okay.  I’m  going  to  talk  to  James,  and  I  hope  he  can  help  right  now.  I  think  our  aunt might have prepared for this very situation. She seemed to always have a backup plan.” 

“Okay.” 

“You rest some more, and I’ll be right back.” 
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“James? Are you here!?” Bailey called out in the foyer. 

James came from the parlor. “Yes, my lady?” 

“James, I need your help. Seems Gene is having a very hard time with this. She can’t get past her old paradigms of being masculine and her ideas of who she is.” 

“I see. She may fail.” 

“Yes. You do see. I was hoping my aunt might have provided some tools to keep Gene in the feminine mode with a boosted libido until she becomes who she needs to be. Right now, she just wants to get the monkey off her back when she becomes aroused by her new self, and then she feels like a freak. I need to keep her libido up until she can’t help but pursue feminine interests. I need some training aids.” 

He  smiled.  “Very  diligent  and  kind  of  you  to  take  this  on  for  her.  You’re  right.  Your aunt  planned  for  this  very  contingency.  Follow  me,  and  I’ll  get  you  all  the  tools  you’ll  need. 

Gene won’t have any choice but to become who she needs to become.” 

 



8

Bailey walked into the room, her heels clicking, and she put a bag of things in the closet, then  came  back  out.  She  held  her  hand  out  to  me  and  smiled.  “Okay,  princess.  Now  go  take  a shower and make sure to go poop first and then clean out with the attachment in the shower.” 

I stood up. “What? Clean out what?” 

“Your bottom, sweetie. It will help you feel more feminine. That’s what the attachment in the shower’s for.” 

“Sounds horrible.” 

“So you’re going to give up and fail?” 

“No. I mean...” 

She looked at me sternly. “Gene? You said you’d let me help.” 

“Okay. I’ll do it.” 

“Good girl. Then shower and take your time, feeling all your curves and the smoothness of your skin. Luxuriate in the sensations of your body until it gets you aroused again. Then make sure  to  finish  it  and  come  right  out  here  to  me  as  soon  as  you  do.  Just  wrap  a  towel  around yourself and come right to me. Promise?” 

“Promise.” 

She kissed me lightly on the lips. “Good girl.” She patted my bottom. “We’ll get you on the road to being the Muliebral you were born to be.” 

I did as she asked, and after I cleaned out, it actually felt pretty darn good. I’d never felt cleaner. I turned up the heat of the shower and immersed myself in the pleasure of washing my hair, feeling my long nails as they massaged my scalp. I conditioned my hair, smelling the sweet floral scent. I took a body sponge and saturated it with a sweet-smelling, slippery gel and ran it over every inch of my body, letting the silkiness caress my skin. 

I lingered in the sensations, and I began doing my breasts. The sponge felt heavenly as it ran  across  my  sensitive  nipples.  I  applied  more  soap  and  rubbed  them  some  more,  my  arousal climbing  with  each  caress  until  I  was  bobbing  hard  between  my  thighs.  I  closed  my  eyes  and remembered  how  Bailey’s  face  looked  as  I  stuffed  her  submissive,  serving  face  full  of  myself, her eyes on me and those painted lips wrapped around it, and... 

I grabbed the wall to hang on as I shot into the streams of water and gasped. I had done it again.  I  had  made  myself  excited  and  ended  up  shooting  it  off  like  an  adolescent  due  to  my feminine body. I rinsed off, feeling lost again, and I shut off the water. 

Bailey yelled from the bedroom. “Done, honey? Come out here.” 

I wrapped a towel around my breasts and walked to her. “Okay, it’s done. My freakish body excited me, and I shot off like some little kid again.” 

“Sit.” She patted the bed. 

I sat on it. 

She knelt before me and clamped a pink plastic ring around my hairless shaft and globes. 

Then  she  lubed  my  limpness  and  slid  a  small  pink  silicone  cap  with  a  hole  in  the  tip  over  the head and compressed me inside it to connect it to the ring. She clasped a brass lock on it. She

checked  the  wires  that  came  out  from  the  side  of  the  head  to  a  battery  box  above  the  lock. 

“There. Now you don’t have to worry about acting like a child anymore.” 

“Bailey, this is silly.” 

“It’s not. You’ll see. It’ll help.” She went to the nightstand and grabbed a glass of water, then gave it to me. 

“I’m not thirsty.” 

She handed me a pill. “Take this.” 

“What is it?” 

“It’ll help you to become the girl you’re meant to be. Take it.” 

I looked at it. “Hormones?” 

“No, a libido enhancer.” 

I laughed. “I don’t need that.” 

“You do until you learn how to satisfy it properly and be a proper Muliebral. Now take it or fail.” 

I swallowed it down. 

“How long do I have to wear this cage?” 

“Until you become the girl you’re meant to be. I don’t think it’ll be too long. 

She  took  a  vial  and  a  syringe  from  the  nightstand.  “This  is  something  your  aunt developed. I had never heard of it, but James assured me it’s safe. He was part of the testing and said it’s very effective.” 

“They tried to feminize him?” 

“No silly.” She wiped my bicep with an alcohol wipe. 

“You sure this is okay? What does it do?” 

“Want to fail?” 

I held my arm to her and looked away. “Ouch!” 

“There. All done.” 

“What was it? Tell me.” 

“It’s a nano-trigger that will settle in your brain and last a few days.” 

“A trigger? Like a gun? Are you gonna blow my brains out?” 

She laughed. “Kind of. You won’t be able to have a release unless I allow it with a signal from an app on my phone. If I send the signal, you’ll release all that pent-up frustration from the libido  enhancer  immediately,  and  I’m  told  it  will  be  quite  intense.  James  said  it  was  body-shudderingly wonderful.” 

“Let’s try it now.” 

“No, silly, you have to earn it. Now find a nice sexy mini-dress for dinner. Dress in the sexiest  thing  you  can  find  and  still  be  suitable  for  a  classy  restaurant.  Find  nice  undies  and stockings. Go get dressed, little girl. I’m going to shower.” 

I  perused  the  closet  and  found  a  sinfully  sexy  yet  classy  sea-foam-blue  chiffon  mini-dress with a flared hem, satin lining, and chiffon overlay. The halter top would hold my breasts nicely and allow for a good reveal of cleavage. I swelled in my cage with the thought of how I’d look as I held it before me in the mirror. 

I found matching heels, a crop-top sweater, purse, garter belt, panties, and garters. I laid them on the bed and dressed, putting on silky sheer suntan stockings that I clasped to the garter belt. By the time I was done, I felt I’d burst from my cage. I put on my earrings and jewelry and sprayed perfume all over me. 

I was admiring my look in the three-way mirror as Bailey came out naked and kissed my cheek. “You look nice. You’re a natural picking out clothes.” 

“Thanks.” 

“How do you feel?” 

“Aroused. Crazy aroused.” 

“Good. Then it will go in easy.” 

“What?” 

She  walked  to  the  bag  and  took  something  out.  She  did  something  to  it  that  I  couldn’t see. Then she held it behind her as she came over to me. “Okay, on your knees, girl, and put that pretty butt in the air and your head on the floor.” 

“Huh?” 

“You heard me. Success or failure. Your choice.” 

I did as she asked. In a moment, I felt my panties sliding aside and something cold and wet pressing against my butt hole. “Hey!” 

“Relax.” 

It  vibrated  and  she  pushed  it  until  it  was  sucked  in  to  the  hilt.  “There.  Let  me  pump  it up.” I felt it growing inside me while it vibrated. It was erotic. “That should do it. Stand up.” 

I stood and straightened my dress. 

“How does it feel? Okay?” 

“Weirdly erotic. Is this what the gay thing is all about?” 

“Some of it. Now walk around the room while I adjust it.” 

She went to her purse, took out her phone and watched me walk, her fingers tapping on the  phone.  The  vibrations  became  a  pulse.  It  kept  going  until  it  was  so  intense,  I  had  to  stop walking and grab the dresser. “Bailey!” 

It subsided a bit. 

“Better?” 

“It’s still intense.” 

“Good. Now the cage.” She clicked her nails on the phone and I felt an electric sensation through the tip of my locked beast. “Whoa!” 

“Nice  huh?  It’s  an  e-stim  cage.  Just  another  method  of  keeping  you  aroused.”  She looked at me as she tested different levels and durations and watched my reaction. “God, Bailey, please?” 

“Okay.  I  know  what  does  what  now.  Now  go  do  your  makeup  then  relax  and  have  a drink. James will take care of you while I get ready.” 

I did my makeup, and it came out quite well. Sprayed perfume all over me and checked myself one more time in the mirror as I donned my purse on my shoulder. I was gorgeous, horny, and going out with my girlfriend who was a guy before. Yikes. 

I  walked  down  the  hall,  my  breasts  tugging  on  my  chest,  their  nipples  caressed  by  the silky fabric of the dress, the stockings pulling and sliding on my silky legs, my heels making my hips sway with each minced step. The cage tugged on my oozing, locked-up parts while the plug massaged  me  and  sent  shock  waves  of  vibration  into  me  randomly.  This  was  sheer  torture. 

Heavenly in a way, but hell too. 

I  did  feel  feminine—powerful  somehow,  very  sexy—and  passing  the  hall  mirrors,  I looked like a knockout. I was somehow proud of my new appearance. Much prouder than I had ever felt as my old self. 

What kind of a night would this be? I sashayed my way into the parlor. 
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James mixed me a martini and had one with me to keep me company. We talked about the  injection  I’d  received,  how  well  my  aunt  had  tested  it,  and  the  experiences  of  the  test subjects. Everyone loved it, and it was highly effective. 

“At least I have that to look forward to.” I held my drink up to James. 

“My lady, you have much to look forward to. It would be a shame if you should fail. I’m glad Bailey is taking such good care of you. You’ll be happy she did.” 

“I suppose.” 

“She is a lovely girl. You are too. You both deserve to live a life like your aunt’s.” 

“Thank you.” 

Bailey  strode  in.  What  a  sight  she  was.  Pretty,  sexy,  confident,  put  together  well,  and smelling  like  a  dream.  She  landed  a  light  kiss  on  my  lips.  “Hi,  sweetie.”  She  turned  to  James, who was leaning on the bar beside me. “Hello, James.” 

“Hello, my lady. May I make you a drink?” 

“Actually, I’d like something creamy. My last attempt ended up ruined by someone’s old ideas. I was wondering if you’d oblige me. It could help you validate my feminine persona.” She winked at James. 

He grinned. “Of course, my lady. Why not? I am in your service.” 

Bailey  grabbed  a  pillow  from  the  couch  and  dropped  it  on  the  floor  at  his  feet.  She looked up at him and undid his zipper. She took out his huge, shaved smooth package, wrapping one  hand  around  the  shaft,  and  the  other  rolling  his  globes  in  it  as  she  looked  up  at  him  and bobbed her head on it. 

James smiled and winked at me while I watched Bailey obviously enjoy what she was doing. I filled my cage, throbbing inside it as the vibrator and e-stim cage kept shooting jolts of pleasure through me. I sat on a barstool and crossed my legs, my hands automatically caressing my silky legs while I watched in wonderment at how gorgeous Bailey looked doing that. 

It didn’t take her long before she stopped her motions, and I was able to see James’ rod pulse and shoot his load into her face while he clasped her head tight. She swallowed every drop. 

When she was done, she licked it off and stood. James tucked it away. “Thank you, my lady. You are very good at that.” 

Bailey  straightened  her  dress  around  her.  “Thank  you,  James.  The  pleasure  was  all mine.” She turned to me. “Ready to do that, Gene? Think you can get a reward like that?” 

I  raised  my  eyebrows  and  sipped  my  martini.  Bailey  took  her  phone  out  and  sent  jolts through  the  cage  and  my  bottom,  making  me  twitch  with  pleasure.  “Ungh,  god,  Bailey...”  I grasped the rail. 

“Yes?” 

“Please.  Turn  it  down  or  let  me  finish.”  My  upper  leg  twitched  over  the  other  as  I clenched them together. 

“Do you agree you need to learn to do what I just did?” 

“I, uh...” 

She ramped it up some more. My throbbing in the cage from the electric stimulus on the head  felt  like  it  would  break  the  cage  open.  The  one  in  my  bottom  made  me  press  on  the  seat against it, trying to get it to go deeper and provide relief. 

“Ungh, god....” I spasmed in my seat, my hips involuntarily thrusting into the cage and then pressing me onto the plug. I looked at James, who just smiled as I embarrassed myself with my  lack  of  control,  seemingly  humping  the  air  and  sitting  on  a  shaft.  I  whimpered,  “Oh  god, Bailey. Yes, yes. I’ll learn.” 

She turned them back down. “Good girl.” She kissed my cheek. “Let’s go eat.” 

I struggled to catch my breath as I slid off the barstool, led by Bailey. 

“Have a good evening, ladies,” James called as he began to clean up the glasses. 

“Oh,  we  sure  will,  James.  Right,  Gene?”  She  grabbed  my  arm,  and  we  walked  as  two sexy women, out the door to our waiting DB11. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. What would I be when it was all done? 
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We drove into town, and despite James’ warning, we didn’t wear our wedge shoes but our  heels.  We  found  a  closer  parking  space  and  managed  to  navigate  the  brick  sidewalks  by holding  on  to  each  other.  People  smiled  and  said  hello  to  us  as  they  passed.  I  felt  a  bit overdressed until we reached our restaurant, 22 Bowens on Bowen’s Wharf. 

They gave us seats facing the wharf so we could people-watch and see the boats come and  go.  It  was  simple  but  elegant,  with  linen  tablecloths  and  white-uniformed  wait  staff  with towels  on  their  arms.  The  doors  next  to  our  table  were  open  to  the  wharf,  allowing  the  sea-breezes to caress our legs. We both sat facing out so we could share the view and stay close to each other. 

After we were seated, I asked Bailey, “Can this stuff be shut off while we eat, honey? 

It’s driving me crazy.” 

“Only if you hold my hand, relax, and let me be your girlfriend and you mine, okay?” 

“Deal.” 

All  the  stimulation  stopped,  and  I  drew  a  deep  breath.  “Thanks,  Bailey.”  I  ordered  us both vodka martinis to start, and we sipped them as we held hands and gazed at the passersby. 

We  ordered  appetizers  and  took  our  time.  This  was  our  hometown  now.  Yachts  and  boats everywhere, little shops and fine dining. It beat the heck out of bartending in a New York bar. 

Bailey  put  her  hand  on  mine  on  my  crossed  leg  and  squeezed  it.  “Everything  okay, Gene?” 

“Yeah, just enjoying our new hometown.” 

“How about your new body? How does it feel? I think it feels lovely.” She slid her hand on my silky stockinged leg then stopped as she gazed into my eyes. 

I put my hand on hers and slid it again. “It does feel incredible.” I took a deep breath, my breasts  heaving  on  my  chest  as  she  sent  ripples  of  pleasure  through  my  leg  from  her  caress.  I love my breasts. It’s like having  new toy. They feel so, so...” 

“Powerful? Sexy? Feminine?” 

“Yes, all of that. And I’m beginning to like the new me. Seeing my reflection and how put together I am now compared to the mundane person I was before. I love walking, crossing my legs, seeing my pretty fingernails and painted toenails. Smelling the scent of my perfume on my wrist. It’s actually quite wonderful.” 

“Good, I feel the same. It’s like I’ve been given a new lease on life. And I love that we get to share it together. I was so lonely before.” 

“Really? I’d think you’d have lots of friends.” 

“Some. But none who could share in what I wanted to be.  Now I’m there, and I have you  to  share  it  with.  I  just  wish  I  could  get  you  to  where  your  old  ideas  are  just  ghosts.  I’m falling in love with you, and I want you to be happy.” 

“I promise. I’ll get there with your help. I think I’m falling in love with you too.” I put my hand on her silky knee and squeezed it. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Mmm.” 

“Thanks. This is so nice.” She raised her glass to mine. “To Gene becoming every bit the

girl she appears to be.” 

I clinked her glass, “Yes, to becoming what I appear to be.” 

Dinner  was  wonderful.  Oysters,  a  nice  bottle  of  Bordeaux,  a  huge  baked  and  stuffed Maine lobster and all the trimmings. Then we sipped espressos with our flourless chocolate torte. 

When we were done, we strolled leisurely down the wharf and went into some of the shops. “I love this. What do you think?” Bailey held a garment up against me. “I think it’ll look stunning on you.” It was a gartered corset with a sheer coat. 

I took it and held it. “It is pretty. I think you’d look great in it too.” 

“I think I should get the black one, and you can get the pink one.” 

“I think I like the black one better.” 

She leaned into me and whispered, “But the pink one will match your cage. You’ll look so cute, girly, and helpless in pink. I’m getting you the pink one.” 

She took the two outfits to the counter and opened her purse to pay for them. She took her phone out and tapped it a few times, and I had to grab the clothes rack from the surprise I got. Stimulation rippled through me while the cashier bagged our things. 

Bailey  grabbed  my  hand  and  we  left.  She  smiled.  “I  almost  forgot  to  turn  on  your training. Did everything come back to life?” 

“It  sure  did.  I’m  oozing  again.  Please,  can  I  come  tonight?  Please?  My  breasts  are tugging  with  each  step,  my  nipples  sensually  rubbing  my  dress,  the  cage  pulls  on  my  libido-enhanced ever-hard and randomly sends an e-stim through it while my plug massages me with each step and randomly shoots off vibrations. It’s nearly overwhelming.” I held her bicep with both hands to steady me as we walked. “Please?” 

“I  know.  I’ve  done  that  before  too.  Without  the  nano-trigger  though.  But  isn’t  it wonderful being on the edge like that? Wanting it so badly you’d do anything for it?” 

“But honey... please?” 

“We’ll see. You need to show me the girl inside you somehow for me to allow it. I’ll let the nano-trigger go at the right time if you let the girl out. Okay?” 

“Let the girl out, huh? I think this girl is out. I’ve been avoiding the looks of the guys we’ve passed all night.” 

“Well  maybe  you  shouldn’t.  Maybe  you  should  take  one  into  the  men’s  room  and  use those pretty lips to get a reward from one. That would be letting the girl out.” 

“Oh god, Bailey. You are nothing if not persistent. Can we just go home instead?” 

“Home?  Hmm,  I  suppose  we  could  go  home  and  put  on  our  new  nightclothes.  Maybe then you’ll be ready to let the girl out. It’s the only way you’re ever going to come off the edge, honey.” 

We  slid  into  the  DB11.  I  gazed  out  the  window  as  Bailey  drove,  and  I  pressed  down against the plug, trying to get it deeper. I bounced a foot, squeezing my caged and hard, oozing rod  while  I  unconsciously  squeezed  my  breast  and  tweaked  my  nipples  through  the  dress.  My heart raced; my breathing was choppy. Hard as I tried, all I could do was make it more intense. 
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As  soon  as  we  got  back,  we  went  to  the  room  and  changed  into  our  new  outfits  with matching stockings and fetishy high heels. Bailey looked incredible, her maleness tucked away and hidden in tight panties. She came over to me and adjusted my corset under my breasts then stood back. “Hmm, something’s missing.” She went into the closet and came back out carrying pink ribbons. 

“This will look cute.” She tied silky pink ribbons on my cage, making it appear even less male. “It’s so cute.” I stood there and shuddered as the electronics kept up the incessant demand. 

“Hurry, please?” 

She  tied  smaller  ribbons  on  my  nipples,  cinching  them  so  there  was  a  constant stimulation on them now. “There, now you’re so cute. Let’s go get a drink.” 

“I don’t want James to see me like this.” 

“He’s  our  butler.  What’s  wrong  with  that?  Besides,  he’ll  love  seeing  you  being  this feminine.” She tugged me by the hand, and we clattered hurriedly in our fetish heels down the hall. 

“James, oh James—we’re home!” she shouted as we approached the parlor. 

James was seated at the bar watching TV, and he shut it off and turned his seat toward us. “Ladies! Was dinner satisfactory?” 

Bailey was smiling ear to ear as she gave him a peck on the lips. “It was fabulous. And we bought these new outfits for bed. Pretty?” She turned and modeled it. 

“Very.  And  Miss  Gene  really  looks  lovely.  So  submissive  and  feminine-looking.  Nice job, Gene. You’re coming along nicely.” 

“Thanks. I need a drink, James.” 

“Of course, my lady.” 

James hopped off the seat and mixed us all drinks. I sat and crossed my pink-stockinged legs, feeling the sensuality of the gossamer fabric as the garters tugged on my leg. I twitched as the electronics both fired off simultaneously. I whimpered, “Oh god.” I grabbed the drink from James and took a slug. 

“Are you okay, my lady? You shook.” 

“I’m fine. It’s just the torture Bailey’s giving me.” 

“You can fix it right now if you want, Gene. If James would like to help, that is.” 

“At your service, ladies.” 

“Gene? Ready?” 

I rolled my eyes and sipped, just wanting to get drunk. 

Bailey took my hand and led me to the couch. “Sit.” 

I placed my drink on the side table. She took James by the hand and brought him over to stand before me. “Unzip James’ pants, honey, and take out his lovely package.” 

I stared at his zipper. He throbbed beneath his pants as I saw it growing. 

“Please, unzip it, Gene,” Bailey asked. 

I stared at it growing. 

Bailey asked, “James, if you could help Gene a little. She seems stunned.” 

“Of course, my lady.” 

James unzipped his pants. I stared at the opening. 

“Take it out, Gene.” 

I  simply  stared.  Bailey  took  her  phone  out  and  tapped  the  screen.  The  stimulation became more intense. I wriggled on the plug and whimpered. 

“Take it all out, James, and help her,” Bailey said. 

James  took  it  out  and  stroked  it,  then  came  closer  and  placed  a  hand  on  my  head.  He began to slap my face with it. It was huge and smelled of cologne. He pressed it against my lips. 

“Take it, Gene,” Bailey said. 

My lipstick was rubbing off on the head and my lips were wet from his oozing. Bailey squeezed my nostrils shut. In a moment, I had to open my mouth and gasp for air. James shoved it into my mouth. I looked up at him as he gazed down at me. “Good girl, Gene. Now enjoy it.” 

He placed both hands on my head and squeezed it tight as he began to thrust in and out. 

“Run your tongue around it, Gene,” Bailey said. I did. 

“Good girl Gene,” James said. “That’s it, look at me and bob your head on it. Use your hands now too.” 

I tugged on his shaved globes and wrapped one hand around his thick shaft and stroked it while I bobbed my head on it. 

James  patted  my  head,  “Very  nice,  my  lady.  Keep  it  up  and  soon  you’ll  get  your reward.” 

I began to get into it. His pleasure was giving me pleasure, and I became enthralled with it. The electronics seemed even more pleasant now as I focused on making James come. I wanted it.  I  needed  it.  I  looked  up  into  his  smiling  eyes  as  he  squeezed  my  head  tight  and  stopped thrusting. I felt his shaft as it swelled and shrunk, shooting his thick, salty load across my tongue. 

I swallowed voraciously with each shot he gave me. 

I slipped off the end, and a shot fell on my hair and another on my face. I dove back on it and tried to get more from him until he made me stop. “Enough, young lady, enough.” He pulled my head off him. 

I stared up at him as he tucked it away. Shots of pleasure shot through me, making me realize I still hadn’t come. I turned to Bailey. “Hey, I thought I was going to be able to finish?” 

“Oh,  sorry,  honey.  I  didn’t  send  the  message  to  your  nano-trigger  yet.”  James  moved aside, and she came over and slid her panties aside, letting her rod leap free. She slapped my face with it as she said, “Now be a big girl and show me how girly you are now. You want it, don’t you, Gene?” 

I  nodded  and  dove  onto  it.  It  wasn’t  as  large  as  the  last  one,  but  it  was  even  more thrilling looking up at my beautiful Bailey as she gazed lovingly at me. She took her phone and held it. “I’m going to video you so you can see how gorgeous you look. Then, when I’m ready to give you your reward, I’ll activate your nano-trigger. Okay, sweetie?” 

I nodded and mumbled around her sweet shaft as I ministered to it in a frenzy. Her one hand rested on my head while I stroked, tugged, sucked, and bobbed, all while looking up at her. 

Her hand squeezed my head tight. “Ready, honey?” 

I nodded. She flooded my mouth with her sweet cream, and I ravenously sucked it up as it came pulsing through her shaft. Then she flicked her phone and all at once I began shooting through my cage. My body tensed and I cried out, letting her shaft come out of my mouth and

shoot the rest onto my breasts. 

I moaned and writhed, humping my plug and tugging at my cage, one hand squeezing a breast while I whimpered and shuddered. It was the most intense thing I’d ever felt in my life. 

When it finally subsided, I fell to the side and lay on the floor. 
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I  woke  to  the  warmth  of  the  sun  on  my  face  and  the  smell  of  salt  air  and  perfume. 

Nuzzled next to me was Bailey as she slept facing me. I stroked her pretty hair and gazed at her lovely, peaceful face, a smile on her pink lips. She was such a doll. 

I felt the plug had been removed from me, yet the cage was still on. No stimulation went through it, but I was hard inside it with my morning wood. I gently slid my still stockinged leg over Bailey’s, careful not to scrape her with my stiletto. She moaned a little and put her arm over me.  Her  eyes  opened  and  flitted  about  my  face,  then  she  moved  closer  to  kiss  me  deeply.  I wrapped my arms around her and crushed her to me as I tried to hump her leg with my cage. 

Her hardness slid against my stockinged leg, and she began to hump my thigh. I broke our kiss and slid down to wrap my arms around her hips and take her into my mouth. I sucked and ran my tongue around her silky shaft, flicking the tip and making her twitch. Her hand rested on my head, and she thrusted lightly into my face. I looked up at her with one eye as she gazed lovingly at me. “Oh Gene, that feels so nice, honey. You’re such a good girl.” 

I  nodded  and  mumbled  around  her  shaft.  “Mmm...”  I  popped  off  with  a  slurp  and  said quietly,  “This  girl  loves  your  velvety  shaft.”  I  went  back  onto  it,  savoring  it  while  rolling  her hairless  globes  in  my  fingers  and  squeezing  her  bottom  with  my  other  hand.  I  took  my  time making her crave more as I teased her to the edge, then made her wait and calm down. 

Back  and  forth  to  the  edge  I  delighted  in  taking  her,  maybe  as  payment  for  the  torture she had given me, but mostly for the pleasure it gave me to give it to her. 

“Oh  god,  Gene.  You’re  becoming  an  expert  girl  at  this...  uh,  huh,  huh.”  She  tried  to thrust harder and faster to be able to come, but I lessened the grip of my lips and hands, making her work for it. I continued to tease and savor her as long as I could, but the desire to feel her shaft pump its lovely cream into me overcame me, and I gave her what she wanted. 

She  squeezed  my  head  tight.  I  looked  up  at  her  pretty  face  as  she  contorted  it  and humped my mouth. “Huh, huh, huh... oh god, girl... huh.” She flooded my mouth, each swell of her shaft delivering more of my reward for making her feel so wonderful. I swallowed to keep from gagging, then wouldn’t let her go until I had made her twitch and jerk long after she had spent her fluids into my face. 

When  she  couldn’t  take  it  anymore,  she  pulled  my  head  off  her  and  dragged  me  up  to her, embracing me and kissing me deeply. She pulled back from the kiss and peppered my face with kisses in between her words, “I... simply... love my... little girl... Gene... Muh!” She leaned back and smiled a big smile. 

I couldn’t help smiling and kissing her all over. “I love you too, Bailey... so much.” 

We  both  fell  on  our  backs  and  held  hands,  looking  up  at  the  ceiling.  Bailey  said,  “So, ready for another day of training? You’re doing really well. I’m so proud of you. You actually love sucking now. I can tell. You’re becoming the perfect little sissy girl.” 

“Thanks. Sissy girl.” 

“What? You don’t like that term?” 

“Actually, for some reason, it makes me hard when you call me that. I feel proud of it, 

really.  I  never  thought  I’d  like  being  called  a  little  sissy,  but  after  learning  how  much  I  like  to suck,  I  think  it’s  very  fitting  and  feels  like  a  badge  of  honor.  I’m  not  limited  by  thinking  it’s gross or improper anymore. It seems so natural now.” 

She squeezed my hand. “Good girl, sissy Gene. Now we need you to do only one more thing  to  be  fully  engaged  in  your  feminine  role.”  She  patted  my  bottom.  “We  just  need  you  to want to be penetrated by something real in that sexy bottom and to feel how good it is to have that real thing pulsing its reward deep inside you while you have a nice sissy finish.” 

She rolled her head to me. “Right?” 

“Uh, I’m not so sure I’m ready for that. I mean, being plugged is one thing, but that...” 

“You don’t have a choice, honey, and you  will enjoy it immensely. You’ll see.” 

A knock came from the door. “Come in!” Bailey shouted. 

James came in with a silver tray bearing cups of coffee. “Ah, wonderful. You ladies are awake. I’ve brought coffee to get you started. I can bring up breakfast if you like.” He placed the coffees on the nightstands and stood with his hands behind him, holding the tray. He smiled as he waited for a response. 

“James?” 

“Yes, Lady Gene?” 

“Would you come here? I’d like some cream before I have my coffee.” 

“Of course, my lady.” 

James came by the bed, and I unzipped his pants and took out that wonderful package, making it go from limp in my mouth to a two-fisted, pulsing and overflowing delight. 
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James made us a bracing breakfast, and Bailey asked him if he could set up a boat ride to see dolphins. Of course, he said he’d be glad to. 

We showered and did our morning routines. I made sure to clean out well again because I wanted what I had yesterday, regardless of the torture it had seemed. I washed under my cage well and dried it all with a hairdryer. Bailey came in and replaced the batteries in the cage and the plug, which she then pushed in and pumped up. She kindly set it all to a lower stimulation level, yet one that would keep me wanting. She climbed into the shower, and I went to the closet to select our clothes for the outing. 

A boat. We needed shoes that were stable. I found some cute wedge sneakers with only a three-inch heel or so. A pair in pink for me and a pair in baby blue for Bailey. I found some cute plaid schoolgirl mini-skirts to match the sneakers and some pretty button-up blouses to go with them.  I  selected  pink  and  blue  sweaters  to  fend  off  the  cool  ocean  air.  In  the  hosiery  drawer  I found us some very cute white knee socks with ruffled tops. I laid it all out on our made-up bed. 

Bailey came in, her hair dried, makeup done, smelling like a dream. She kissed me on the neck. “Mmm, that shower felt good. You need to do your makeup yet, honey.” 

“I know. That’s next. What do you think of these outfits for our outing?” 

She studied them. “I think you did well. They’re very cute. Very sissyish and feminine. 

A cute schoolgirl look. I like them! They’ll be fun.” 

“Good. I’ll be right back.” I did my makeup and hair and came back out and dressed. I wanted  to  put  on  silky  stockings,  but  it  didn’t  seem  right  with  the  schoolgirl  outfit,  so  the silkiness of my hairless legs alone would have to do. Bailey sat in a chair and watched me put my jewelry on and load my purse. She stood and came over to me, slinging her purse over her shoulder. “Ready?” 

“Ready.” 

James dropped us off at the dock, where our charter was waiting. The captain greeted us. 

“The Muliebrals?” 

“Yes.” 

“Thought so. You have two more people to join you on your cruise. James said it would be fine since they’re your neighbors.” 

“Oh, how nice,” Bailey said as the captain held our hands to board the yacht. 

“Your neighbors are on the stern deck. There are coffee, tea, doughnuts and bagels there too.” 

I nodded, watching my step, and Bailey said, “Thanks!” We walked to the stern holding the rail. 

“Hi!” a cute young man said. His open shirt revealed a firm abdomen and hairless chest. 

His  khaki  shorts  showed  the  outline  of  a  substantial  treat  beneath  them.  The  two  young  men could have been twins and looked to be about sixteen years old or so. 

“Hi, boys,” we both said to them in turn as we poured some coffee and took a doughnut. 

We sat on padded wicker settees opposite them, the coffee table between us. Bailey asked, “So, 

you’re our neighbors?” 

One flashed a smile. “Yeah, two estates over.” 

“Nice,” I said and then asked, “How old are you boys?” 

They  both  laughed.  “We  always  get  carded.  We’re  both  twenty-five,  and  we’re  twins, since you’d ask anyway. We work in our dad’s import/export business. I’m Jim, and this is Pat.” 

“Nice. I’m Gene, and this is Bailey.” 

We  ate  our  doughnuts,  and  the  captain  came  back  and  said,  “We’ll  get  underway  if everyone’s ready. The head is below should anyone need it. Life vests are under each seat. It’ll take about an hour or so to get there, so relax and enjoy the ride.” 

The  engines  roared  to  life,  and  the  smell  of  diesel  floated  across  the  deck  until  we backed  out  of  the  slip.  Once  we  were  underway,  Bailey  said  over  the  drone  of  the  engines, 

“Maybe  one  of  you  should  switch  places  with  one  of  us,  and  we  can  get  to  know  each  other better. We are neighbors after all.” 

She  stood  and  went  over.  Pat  came  and  sat  by  me.  “Hi  again,”  I  said  nervously  to  the seemingly young boy. 

“Hi,”  he  said,  and  then  his  eyes  went  first  to  my  cleavage  and  then  my  crossed  legs. 

“You’re very pretty.” 

“Thanks. You’re very cute and handsome.” 

“Thanks.” 

I  looked  across  at  Bailey,  and  she  was  kissing  Jim  and  had  her  hand  in  his  unzipped shorts. She stopped kissing him and looked at me. She took her phone from her purse and turned up the stimulation. I got the message. 

I  placed  my  hand  on  my  neighbor’s  lap  and  unzipped  his  shorts,  taking  out  a  lovely, already solid, thick and long shaft above hairless globes. I couldn’t resist wrapping my fingers around it and kissing him. 

He  tried  to  slip  his  hand  between  my  legs,  but  I  stopped  him  before  he  could  find  my secret. We kissed and I stroked until he whispered in my ear, “I have rubbers if you’d like to try something more. I think you’ll like it.” 

I looked at Bailey and she raised her eyebrows and motioned with her head to me. 

“I, I, uh... I’m not...” 

“Oh, do you have your period? I’m sorry. We could do the back door, though.” 

The stimulation in my bottom was aching for more. “Wait,” I said to him. I went over to Bailey and spoke in her ear. “He wants to take me. If he does, will you do the trigger for me?” 

She dug in her purse and handed me a rubber. “Here. Use this.” 

I took it and handed it to him. He stood and took me below deck. 

There was a galley and then a suite in the back. I stepped into the head. I shut off and took  out  my  plug  and  washed  it  and  put  it  in  my  purse.  I  felt  empty  without  it  and  wanted  to replace it. Now, though, I’d replace it with something real. My heart raced. 

We  both  fell  onto  the  bed,  and  I  rolled  onto  my  knees,  lifting  my  butt  and  putting  my head on the pillow. Bailey and her boy came down belowdecks. She went in and out of the head, and then they lay down alongside us. We were like twins with the twins as they pressed their hot flesh into our begging holes. 

The two of them held us fast, and Bailey and I rolled our heads to see each other as they took us like dogs. It was as if they were in a race for who could hump us faster and harder than the other. Bailey’s eyes were bright and smiling as her head moved with each deep thrust. She

reached a hand to me and held mine. 

The deep, thick, penetration was exquisite along with the stimulation of my cage. Bailey slid  her  purse  off  her  shoulder  and  took  her  phone  out.  She  shut  off  the  cage.  I  looked  at  her, confused,  while  the  boys  pummeled  us  and  moaned  quietly.  She  showed  me  the  app  for  the trigger, and it was open and ready. 

The  boy  behind  me  wrapped  his  arms  around  my  chest  and  crushed  me  to  him  as  he drove  it  deeper.  He  whispered  in  my  ear,  “It’s  coming,  real  soon.  You’re  so  tight.  Mmm,  god, this is so good.” 

I  could  feel  myself  on  the  very  edge  of  coming,  but  the  nano-trigger  wasn’t  released. 

Bailey  herself  was  whimpering  and  squeezing  my  hand  tight.  I  saw  her  eyes  go  wide,  and  she shuddered  when  her  boy  shoved  hard  into  her  and  held  it  there,  letting  it  flood  into  her.  She rolled her eyes. 

The one behind me then stopped, shoved all the way in, to a depth that felt like it might come  out  of  my  mouth.  He  slapped  my  bottom  hard  several  times.  Bailey  tapped  her  phone.  I began  to  shudder  and  shake,  and  a  flood  went  through  my  cage  as  I  felt  his  thick,  deep  rod pulsing  away  inside  of  me.  When  he  was  done,  he  collapsed  on  top  of  me,  peppering  my  face with kisses while I continued to shudder beneath him, soaking my skirt from the volume coming out of my cage. 

He slid out of me and put himself away in his pants, then tugged me up to my feet. He looked down to see the dark stain on my pink skirt and lifted the hem. He quickly looked up at my face then back down. My secret was out. He was going to beat me to death. 
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He smiled a big grin. “Wow, how nice, just like your aunt, God rest her soul.” He turned to Bailey. “Her too?” 

Bailey  smiled  and  lifted  her  skirt,  pressing  her  hand  against  it  in  her  wet  panties.  She chimed proudly, “Me too.” 

“Awesome,”  the  other  one  said.  “What  a  lucky  day  this  has  been.  I’m  so  glad  James asked us to take this trip.” 

“James set this up?” I asked. 

“Uh, he didn’t tell you?” 

“No.” 

“Well then maybe we shouldn’t let him know you found out.” 

I laughed. “No problem. It worked out well anyway.” 

The one that just got done with me pointed to my skirt. “Caged and in training, huh?” 

Bailey  said,  “Not  anymore.  You  just  gave  her  her  last  crash  course  and  took  away  her virginity. Her training is complete.” 

“Wow. I feel honored.” 

“Thanks,”  I  said.  We  fixed  ourselves,  headed  up  top,  and  the  boat  slowed  down.  The captain  hailed  on  the  speaker.  “The  best  view  will  be  on  the  bow,  folks.  Come  up  the  side carefully.” 

I held the rail with one hand while my new friend held my other hand, and the four of us went up to the bow and took a seat together. My new friend wrapped his arm around me, and we all watched as the dolphins ran alongside and ahead of the boat. 

I basked in my newfound joy, smelling the fresh salt air and feeling it whip through my hair  and  flutter  the  damp  front  of  my  skirt  against  my  thighs,  reminding  me  of  what  I  had  just accomplished—  and  actually  loved  doing.  I  snuggled  tight  to  my  new  loving  neighbor  and enjoyed the cruise. Bailey smiled and winked at me then settled back against her new neighbor. 
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Bailey  ran  ahead  of  me  into  the  house,  her  wedge  sneaks  squeaking  on  the  floor  and yelling, “James! She did it. Gene did it!” 

James turned the corner from the library and smiled at us both. He came over to me and patted my shoulder. “Good job, my lady. I’m so happy for you. Was it good? Did you enjoy it? 

Do you want more?” 

“It was incredible. I mean, I never would have guessed. I could actually feel it pulsing inside me when he finished. And by the way, thanks for sending our neighbors for the ride with us. Jim and Pat were wonderful.” 

“I thought you ladies would like them. They were a couple of your aunt’s favorites too. 

Rest her sweet soul.” 

“So, I guess this means I can validate both of you. Congratulations, ladies. So tell me, Gene—you  were  the  one  I  was  concerned  for.  Are  you  happy  as  a  full-fledged,  living-up-to-your-name  Muliebral?” 

“I never would have thought so, but this is the best my life has ever been. I’ve never felt so confident, powerful, sexy, or good-looking, and to think it’s all because I’ve been feminized and taken on its wonders. I love it. Now I’m thankful, not vengeful toward my aunt.” 

“Good. So what would you ladies like to do? I mean long term. One can’t just shop, eat, and have sex.” 

“I’d like to get started making more of us. Not raising kids but taking people like Bailey and helping them achieve their dream. We don’t need to grow them. I’m sure there are plenty out there. We need to give back.” 

“I’m proud of you, Gene. And you Bailey?” 

“I  agree.  That  sounds  fun.  But  now  I  think  we  need  to  set  up  a  celebration  for  us  all. 

Gene’s graduated and doesn’t need any more training. I think we should invite the neighbors and whomever you think would be suitable and make a real Newport party. Like the ones the Great Gatsby used to throw.” 

“Smashing idea! I’ll set right to planning it. You ladies will simply have to approve my choices as I select guests, food, and so on. Good day to you both.” 

James left and we went to our room. Bailey released me from my little cage and put it away. Then we took a long, sensual, scented bubble bath together in our huge tub, sponging and teasing each other. We pumiced each other’s hands and feet. We loofahed our bodies. Then we gave each other pedicures and manicures. It was a day of simple pleasures and a dream to share it with Bailey. 

We  did  our  hair  and  makeup  and  got  dressed.  Bailey  called  up  a  couple  of  the  French maids, and we indulged in their sweet delights, savoring them until we couldn’t wait any longer to  taste  their  sweet  cream.  And  sweet  they  were.  They  both  ate  pineapple  and  other  fruits regularly, and their taste was especially wonderful. 

The days passed by; we covered the town bit by bit, shopping and enjoying the views, food, drink, and fresh air. In the evenings, we’d dine and maybe go dancing together. We went

out with our neighbors Jim and Pat one night and enjoyed their company and attention. I was free of the e-stim cage and the stimulating plug; I’d taken no libido enhancers and needed no nano-triggers  from  Bailey’s  phone  to  fully  immerse  myself  in  my  feminine  desires  and  satisfy  them well and often. 

The night before our big party, James asked, “Are you ladies set with drinks and things? 

If so, I have something I’d like to show you.” 

“Yes, please, James. We’re fine.” I smiled up at him from the couch. “Shall we follow you?” 

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to sit between you two.” 

“Sure.” Bailey slid over and patted the seat. 

He sat and took out his phone and began to flip through things. “I have some pictures of a  party  that  your  aunt  threw.  She  has  thrown  several  and  had  special  outfits  made  for  the occasion. We still have them all, cleaned and in storage in the house, if you girls would like to follow in her tradition. They’re quite... uh... bold, as your aunt was. She loved wearing them, and the guests loved seeing her in them. Many of them began to create similar outfits of their own for our parties after that.” 

He  held  his  phone  out  for  us  to  see  and  began  to  scroll  through  pictures  of  our  aunt wearing various outfits. My mouth dropped. Bailey said, “God, I wish I’d had the chance to meet her; those outfits are incredible. Of course I’d love to wear one. Gene?” 

I  took  my  hand  from  my  mouth,  and  with  raised  eyebrows  and  wide  eyes,  I  said, 

“Really?  Wear  those  outfits  as  the  first  impression  we  give  to  our  neighbors  and  guests  we haven’t yet met?” 

James nodded. “I think it’ll be reassuring to them that you’re following in her footsteps. 

They’d all be happy to see you this way. Not to mention, if past parties were an indication, many of  our  guests  will  be  following  the  same  theme.  Think  about  it,  Gene.  You’d  make  your  aunt proud.” 

He  rubbed  his  hand  on  my  stockinged  thigh.  “You’ll  feel  especially  good  wearing  it. 

You could both take some libido enhancers to help as well. Not to mention utilizing the nano-trigger again.” 

Bailey  crossed  her  stockinged  legs  and  bounced  a  foot.  She  held  a  limp  wrist  up.  “I must! With libido enhancers and a nano-trigger so we don’t make a mess from all the excitement and ruin it, it’ll be fantastic!” she giggled. “I can almost feel how good the outfits will feel right now. James, please. Show us where the outfits are and let us try them on.” 

He stood. Bailey took my hand and dragged me behind her as she clicked along in her heels behind James. 
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Bailey  and  I  stood  in  our  own  little  receiving  line,  James  introducing  the  guests  to  us. 

The staff introduced themselves after us in line. 

A  woman  greeted  me  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “I  love  how  you  girls  are  following  your aunt’s wishes. It’s wonderful to see such total immersion and dedication to them. You’re both so beautiful, wearing her party clothes and standing at attention so well—being proud of what you are.” 

I tilted my head and smiled. “Thank you, Miss Melborne.” 

“Oh please. Call me Sandy.” 

“Thanks, Sandy.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  tie  up  the  line.  We  must  talk  later.”  She  gave  us  kisses  on  the  cheeks again. 

It took some time, but we greeted all our guests. Now it was time for a drink. 

Bailey and I walked, my hands grasping her bicep for our mutual assistance navigating in  our  fetishy  high  stilettos.  My  breasts  tugged  on  my  chest  with  each  step.  Glittering  jewelry cinched  my  nipples  and  tugged  on  them.  My  hips  swayed  and  swung  the  feathered  plume attached to my butt plug, and our heels clicked as our perfume wafted off us. Sheer pink Italian stockings tugged on my garter belt with each stride in my sissy-pink-lace, flared-hem mini-dress with cutouts for my breasts. My well-decorated shaft and globes poked through a ring of lace and ribbons. Bailey wore a similar outfit in baby blue. 

I  was  hard  as  a  rock  and  filled  with  so  much  excitement  and  arousal,  my  skin  tingled. 

Colors, sounds, scents, and even my fingertips felt alive and more vibrant than ever. It was as if I had reached a totally new level of experiencing life. 

We smiled and nodded to the guests, who made space for us to pass while they admired us wearing our aunt’s outfits. 

James was right about the guests participating—many of them wore special outfits too. 

Men,  women,  and  women  like  us,  almost  all  who  were  in  good  enough  shape  and  of  young enough age to pull it off, did. We smiled and nodded our approval as we passed by. 

At  the  bar,  all  four  of  the  French  maids  were  busy  serving  drinks.  We  were  given  the house  drink,  the  same  as  the  others  were  imbibing—a  pink  vodka  martini  with  a  libido-enhancing stirrer one could choose to stir into the drink or chomp on directly. I stirred mine as did Bailey, and we clinked and sipped. 

Jim and Pat came over and clinked glasses with us. Their outfits were just as wonderful as  the  rest,  though  they  leaned  toward  the  masculine  versus  the  feminine.  Their  boyish  good looks captivated us as I reached out to greet Jim. I wrapped my fingers with painted, long, fake nails around his purple-lipstick-tipped shaft and stroked it while I gave him a kiss on the lips. He did  the  same  to  my  decorated  and  bejeweled  shaft  with  the  hot  pink  painted  head,  making  the bells dangling from my sheer-lace-encased globes tinkle. 

We leaned back from one another and enjoyed a moment in the depths of each other’s eyes. He moved to greet Bailey, and I greeted Pat who was also as well displayed. I slid my hand

on  Pat’s  silky,  hairless  chest  beneath  his  open  ruffled  white  shirt  and  ran  my  hand  through  his hair  while  kissing  him.  He  made  my  bells  ring  gently  while  moaning  through  his  lips,  and  I wrapped my fist around his shaft and tugged it as if I could take it off and eat it. 

“Easy there, girl.” He laughed. If it falls off, I can’t fill you with it later.” 

“But then I could keep it in my purse and use it anytime.” 

“You’re worse than your aunt, princess.” 

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” 

We mingled with our wonderful guests. Who would think there was a place where this could  exist?  I  suppose  it  was  well  enough  insulated  from  the  outside  world  that  there  was  no need to worry about judgement or social mores. Here, we were all truly free. 

We all ate dinner on the lawn by the sea under tall white tents. The salt breezes seasoned our  food  as  much  as  the  catering  service  overseen  by  our  cook  had  done.  After  dinner  we  all danced,  and  people  relaxed  on  couches,  drinking,  cuddling,  caressing,  and  indulging  in  each other. 

“Wow. See, Gene? See how well your decision turned out? How could we ever have had such a life?” Bailey smiled as she watched the French maids savoring us on their knees. I pulled the  head  of  the  one  before  me  off  me  so  I  could  take  a  break.  “Thanks,  Yvette.  That  was wonderful.” 

“Thank you, Miss Muliebral.” 

“Please, call me Gene.” 

“Thank  you,  Gene.”  She  stood  and  straightened  her  dress,  then  looked  for  guests  to service. 

Bailey sent her maid off and cuddled next to me. “Now what? I wonder if we’ll ever get bored of this. I mean, what should we do now?” 

James  came  by.  “Hello,  ladies.  Enjoying  your  party?  Can  I  get  you  a  drink?  Snacks? 

Something else?” 

James was dressed in black bow tie, black pants, and a black leather harness, which held his manly package at attention as it bobbed in the air before my face. I patted the seat. “Sit and rest. You’ve worked so hard to put this on. Take a break.” 

He  sat  and  I  placed  my  hand  on  his  hard  thigh.  He  patted  my  hand.  “Thank  you,  my lady.  I  think  your  aunt  would  be  very  proud  of  you  girls.  Our  neighbors  and  friends  certainly have accepted you well.” 

“Thanks  for  telling  us,”  Bailey  said.  “Sometimes  you  never  know  what  people  are thinking.  She  took  James’  hand  and  slid  it  on  her  silky  stockinged  thigh.  “I  wish  we’d  had  a chance to know our aunt. She must have been something.” 

“Yes, she certainly was. These parties were her favorite, and she always enjoyed them. 

She  had  a  traditional  way  to  close  the  party  too.  You  may  or  may  not  want  to  continue  that tradition.” 

“What was it? Maybe we should, right, Gene?” 

“We may as well. What was it, James?” 

“Well, you see, she had things rolled out and set up in the ballroom to thank the guests for  attending,  and  most  if  not  all  paid  homage  to  her  before  leaving  by  giving  her  something personal.” 

“Sounds  nice  but  unnecessary.  I  wouldn’t  want  to  obligate  any  of  them  to  give  us something personal,” Bailey said, and I nodded. 

“You  see,  it  costs  them  nothing,  and  they  all  were  very  fond  of  giving  it  to  her.  I  can have the needed things rolled out onto the stage where everyone can have a good view, and they can come by and participate.” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  Bailey  said,  “Heck,  why  not?  If  it  makes  them  happy,  and  it made my aunt happy, who are we to stop the tradition?” 

James beamed. “I suggest going to the ladies’ room and then having another drink, or at least the stirrer, and by then, I’ll have the stage set up for you both.” 

We went to the bathroom and peed, then touched up our makeup and hair and sprayed on perfume. We went to the bar and got a drink, and we both chomped down the stirrers. We were talking  with  Jim  and  Pat.  I  held  my  shaft  pressed  against  Jim’s  with  my  hand  wrapped  around them both as he gently thrusted against mine into my fist while we sipped. 

“May  I  have  your  attention,”  James  called  out  from  the  stage.  “In  keeping  with  prior parties  and  as  was  the  custom  of  their  aunt,  Gene  and  Bailey  have  decided  to  continue  the tradition and will be on stage shortly, fully prepared for you.” 

Hoots  and  hollers  rang  out,  and  the  crowd  parted  for  us  to  make  our  way  to  the  stage. 

We  climbed  the  steps,  and  there  were  two  odd-looking  furnishings  of  a  sort  on  the  stage.  The French maids hurriedly set us in position on them, and velcro clasped our arms and legs in place. 

We  looked  at  each  other,  not  knowing  what  was  to  happen  but  having  an  idea.  James inspected us and then turned to the crowd. “The ladies are ready and waiting. Let the tradition continue.” 

Before I knew it, I had both hands with shafts thrusting into them, my mouth filled with another  while  I  was  exquisitely  filled  in  my  bottom.  My  legs  were  slung  back,  and  my  heels flailed in the air with each thrust. My bells tinkled in time, and I peeked over at Bailey, who was in  the  same  position.  I  could  tell  from  the  passion  with  which  she  consumed  her  guest’s  shaft, she was loving each second. 

After I swallowed my first creamy load, I caught James’ eye as he stood back, waiting. 

“Yes, my lady?” 

“You will trigger the nano-trigger at the end, won’t you?” 

“Of  course.  When  I  come  inside  you,  you’ll  come  inside  Bailey,  and  she’ll  come  in  a French maid.” 

“Thank god. All I know is I’ll be desperate for relief by then, and that sounds like one heck of a way to have it.” I felt a warm splash across my face from a guest, and other deposits fell on my breasts as a gorgeous girl like me shoved deep and filled me with her pulsing reward. 

My body tingled all over, and I rode the edge of heaven until I thought I’d pass out. 

Then, when we were done, James did as he had said he would. Bailey was engaged in the French maid, I was deep in Bailey, and James pounded me from behind like a dog until he triggered all our nano-triggers at the same time. We jerked and twitched, releasing all our passion into one another until we went weak. I whispered in Bailey’s ear, “I love you so much. Thanks for talking me into this.” 

She turned her head to the side and said, “I love you, too, princess. I love you too.” 

James carried me and another of our staff carried Bailey to our beds, where they put us under the covers. James whispered, “Sweet dreams, ladies. Welcome to your new home.” 
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