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CHAPTER 1:

"You keep missing easy putts like that and I won't have to try and buy out your company, you'll just lose it to me on the links," Barton joked as Richard shanked a simple two-footer.

"Just your lucky day," Richard quipped testily, as she picked up his ball and noted his score on the card, with some disgust.

"It's probably none of my business, but you seem a little distracted today," said Barton as they walked back to their golf cart.

"Who wouldn't be distracted with all of the shit I'm dealing with. Those new government regulations hanging overhead put everything in limbo. And my ex-wife is really trying to stick it to me financially. It's like every day I come into the office and there's another fire to put out. But you know how it is," Richard grunted as they drove to the next hole.

"I do, indeed. And I think I may have a solution for you."

"Jumping off the roof?"

"No, much more pleasant than that. I know a place where you can really relax and unwind. It's a very exclusive spa. Top corporate executives, politicians, that sort of thing."

"Sounds expensive."

"It is, but believe me, it's worth every penny," said Barton.

Richard Sherman and Barton McAllister were ostensibly rivals in business, but they were also friends, of a sort. They worked in the same industry and rubbed elbows at a lot of the same functions. They were definitely competitors, and golf was just another way of expressing that, as they always played for money. Still they were two men in kind of the same boat, and they understood each other pretty well. Some people golfed in order to make business deals, but they golfed together to get away from business, as much as possible. They had even instituted a no phone rule, which gave them about four blissful, uninterrupted hours of not doing business.

"I don't think a massage and some Tai Chi is going to solve my problems," said Richard as they neared the next tee.

"It's not just that. It's way more. It's a transformative experience, like nothing you've ever known before."

"Now you make it sound like some kind of a religious cult," Richard joked.

"Nothing like that, either. Far from it. Much more like a swinger's resort," said Barton.

"No thanks. I've been to one of those places. It was just a lot of fat hippies walking around naked and expensive drinks."

"This is nothing like that, I assure you. Like I said, it's quite exclusive," Barton insisted.

"Why are you pushing this? You own stock in the company or something?" Richard asked suspiciously.

"I'm pushing it because I've tried it...and it works. I should probably keep my mouth shut and let you work yourself into a heart attack so that I can take over your company all the easier, but I like you Dick. You know that. And honestly there aren't too many people I trust enough to tell about this place. It's kind of...embarrassing to talk about at first."

"That doesn't help your sales pitch."

"Take a look at this picture," said Barton, as he stopped the cart on the path and produced a photograph from his wallet.

"Very nice," Richard replied.

The photo was of a busty blonde in a very small bikini, smiling broadly while she hoisted a pink drink with an umbrella in it. She looked pretty young, thought Richard. Probably too young for Barton, but who was he to judge?

"That's me," said Barton.

"Where? I only see the blonde with the tits."

"I am the blonde with the tits."

"Sure you are. And I'm the hot redhead who works reception in the Walker Building," Richard said sarcastically.

"No, but you could be, or something similar if you wanted to."

"Why the hell would I want to?"

"Because it will blow your fucking mind. Now this place is all cutting-edge science, and they take it very seriously, but the inside joke is that everybody calls it Bimbo Therapy," said Barton with a slight smile. "You know how meditation is all about trying to clear your mind? Well this is like that, only a lot faster and a lot more fun. I don't know how they do it, exactly, but they do something to your brain as well as your body, but both are only temporary. You actually become a brainless bimbo and your thoughts are reduced to what you're going to wear to dinner or what color of lipstick looks good on you."

"How does that help anything? That sounds awful," Richard said in dismay.

"It just does. You will look and feel years younger. You will have energy and vitality like you can't believe. The thought of doing business will never once enter your mind. You know how it is when you try to go on vacation. You either spend the whole time on the phone dealing with problems, or you're totally stressed out over what's happening while you're not there. This will be the first real vacation you've taken in years. And the sex is fantastic."

"Are you telling me you had sex while you were in that body?" asked Richard.

"The best sex ever. I know what you're thinking, and it's hard to explain this to someone who hasn't tried it, but trust me...it will rock your world. You won't feel guilty or ashamed, you'll just feel pleasure and relief. And some of those group parties...well, they're better than anything you ever experienced in your old college frat life."

"So they make you have sex with men?"

"They don't make you do anything. It's a resort, not a prison. You can hook up with girls and live out your lesbian fantasies, or just read a book and lie on the beach working on your tan, but I guarantee you that you'll be damn curious about the possibilities once you're there."

"I don't know. The whole thing sounds pretty crazy to me," said Richard.

"It's crazy all right, but it's crazy fun. And you will come back feeling more relaxed, and refreshed, and focused than you can possibly imagine. It worked for me. It's worked for a lot of other guys like us. If you want to see the literature I'll send it over to your office," Barton suggested.

"I don't know."

"Think about it. I obviously wouldn't be sharing this information with you if I didn't think you could really use it."


CHAPTER 2:

In the end Richard had agreed to let Barton send him some information about the place, but he wasn't sure if he would get around to looking at it anytime soon. To his surprise, when the package arrived, Richard found himself eagerly tearing open the envelope and stopped taking calls while he perused the materials. Richard was definitely going through a rough period, with work troubles and a nasty divorce, and sometimes the pressure on his shoulders felt like it would crush him. That was the main reason he was interested, but there was another underlying reason, as well.

At various times in his life Richard had harbored little sexual fantasies about being a woman. The way they looked and the way they moved was just so hot. Not that he ever acted upon those impulses, but it was kind of a dirty little secret that he kept to himself. Even his ex-wife had no idea that he sometimes liked to run his hands over her slinky lingerie when she wasn't there and hold them up to his body, although never actually trying them on.

The pictures of the resort made it look quite lovely. It was on a tropical island, with palm trees and sandy beaches. It was naturally a self-contained city, with shops, and restaurants, and bars, and salons. It looked like the perfect place for a getaway from your troubles. But Barton had been right, even at a place like that it was impossible to leave your troubles behind completely. Sometimes they even intensified, because you felt like everything was going to hell while you were gone. If there was something that could actually make him totally forget about those things it would be worth whatever the cost...in money, at any rate.

What was the psychological cost of temporarily becoming a woman? Barton obviously had a clear recollection of what he had done there, so they presumably didn't "scrub" your brain of the memories. How could a man live with himself if he actually did something shameful with another man? Still, Barton didn't seem upset. And Barton was a man who prided himself on the bevy of beautiful women he squired. His reputation for lechery was almost legendary. If he could handle it, maybe it wouldn't be that hard.

And there was that curiosity factor, nagging at the back of Richard's brain. He had read the statistics and studies that showed that it wasn't all that uncommon for a straight man to have fantasies about being a woman, especially in a sexual situation, but that didn't make it any easier to embrace openly. Certainly in the circles he traveled in manly competitiveness went hand-in-hand with success and power and ambition. Maybe that's why Barton was so enthusiastic about the experience. He felt guilty about having done it and wanted to not feel alone. Misery loves company.

On the other hand maybe Barton enjoyed it because it was a way of stripping down that wall of masculine ego for a time, without going through some big life changing program. What was the harm in being a harmless soul for a couple of weeks? It figures Barton would brag about the sex, even if it was female sex, because he always bragged about sex. There would no doubt be opportunities for that, but it was the mind altering aspect that jumped out at Richard. A chance to clear his head and come back feeling renewed. That's what he needed right now. His life seemed so screwed up at the moment that it might be good to live a totally different one for a little while. One less complicated.

Freeing up his schedule was never easy, but in this case he didn't care. The whole point of the exercise was to get the hell out of the office and away from everything as soon as possible so he shocked his secretary by telling her that he would be out of town and out of touch for two whole weeks. The place would just have to get along without him.

There was a lot of legal crap to sign, and normally Richard would have had his lawyer go over it, but under the circumstances he wasn't about to let anyone know what he was up to or where he was going. It looked like pretty standard medical release forms so he signed everything and made his reservation.

"Mr. Sherman? Right this way please," said a very pretty young woman in a smart business suit that looked a little out of place at a beachside resort.

Richard followed her into a plain looking building that might easily be taken for a maintenance shop or storage space, but on the inside he discovered what looked more like a very modern doctor's office.

"Please have a seat," said the young woman. "They'll call you as soon as they're ready."

Richard sat down and tried to relax with a magazine, but his heart was beating pretty fast. He didn't know exactly what the entire procedure was going to be like, but he knew that anything medical always made him a little nervous. Soon a nurse appeared and took his vital signs before he changed into a hospital gown and was instructed to lie down on what appeared to be an examination table of sorts, although he was required to put on a strange piece of headgear, that sort of resembled virtual reality glasses.

He was given an injection and told to relax, which he tried to do with little success until the drugs kicked in. In addition to the helmet he was also hooked up to a number of other machines in the room, which were presumably monitoring his various body functions, but soon he began to fall into sort of a trance-like state as hypnotic music played in his ears and images started to appear before his eyes.

"You are going to relax now. Truly relax. You are becoming more relaxed than you can ever remember being," said a very soothing female voice with a charming British accent. "Your mind is in a state of complete contentment. You are going on an adventure. A wonderful adventure into a new life and a new body. Even now your body is slowly changing, and your mind will change along with it. Let it. Don't fight it. Embrace your new body."

As the voice spoke Richard could see images of a beautiful young woman. She had brown hair and very lovely breasts, with a flat stomach and curvy hips. Somewhere in his mind he knew he had seen this woman before, but he couldn't quite place it. It was of course the woman he had chosen to become, although he couldn't recall that in his hypnotic stupor.

"Look at how beautiful you are," said the voice. "So young and lovely. You are a truly gorgeous girl. It's good to be pretty. Girls want to be pretty. You want to be a pretty girl. It's what you've always wanted. It's what every girl wants. You want to sit in front of the mirror and admire yourself as you make yourself even more beautiful with makeup, and lipstick, and eye shadow. Just the act of putting those things on makes you feel happy and wonderful inside."

Richard could almost feel himself doing just what she said. He had seen his wife applying cosmetics a million times and always thanked God that he didn't have to deal with such a hassle. How silly that was when it was really all so much fun.

Richard had absolutely no idea how long this process went on. At times he wasn't sure if he was even awake at all. Still anytime he became slightly conscious the voice and the images were there. So soothing. So positive. It was all absolutely wonderful.

"Look at these men. What sort of men do you like? It doesn't really matter, the important thing is that you enjoy pleasing them. Look at their firm bodies. Men are so strong and masculine and handsome. Men love pretty girls, and you are a pretty girl, aren't you?"

A kaleidoscope of pictures of men of all types raced by in a quasi-subliminal fashion. What kind of man did he like? Did he like men? Of course. Who wouldn't?

"A man's cock is so full of power. Look at it. Stare at it. It's all right to worship it. What else would you want to do? You're so pretty that men will want to put their cocks inside you. Let them. They deserve it and you want it. You want it very badly. It's all you really care about. Being pretty. Having fun. Feeling good. Making men feel good. When you do that you've done your job well. You're a good girl, and men will like you for it."

The presentation had segued into some pretty hardcore pornography by this point, but it all made sense to Richard. The logic was simple and easy to understand.

"Look at those girls giving head," the narrator continued. "Don't they look so pretty with their lips wrapped around those thick cocks? You can't wait until you're sucking cock, can you? You don't want to be shy, you want to be a fun girl that people like and want to be around. You want to be the life of the party. You want to suck cock and make men cum."

The rest of the program was much of the same. Although the word "bimbo" was never used it was obvious that the intent of the message was that being a brainless slut with only fun on her mind was the ultimate goal of being a woman. Richard was in no condition to think otherwise.

The entire process took almost 24 full hours, but when it was done he awoke feeling incredibly refreshed and not at all aware that anything had happened to him, until he felt his chest and realized that he was now a she.


CHAPTER 3:

"Good morning, Ashley, how do you feel?" a rather handsome young doctor asked her while glancing at her chart.

"I feel wonderful," Ashley replied in her new girlish voice. "Oh, my goodness! I sound so different."

"You sound just the way you should sound," said the doctor, reassuringly. "Now I'm just going to give you a quick examination and then you can see your room and start to enjoy yourself."

Richard had chosen Ashley for his female name because it was a name he had always liked, for some reason. The body style he had chosen from his own personal taste in women, although he had married someone who looked quite different. Maybe that had been part of their problem from the beginning.

Once she was cleared for takeoff she removed her hospital gown and was handed a plush robe, the kind one often saw at a resort like this. No one would know that she was naked underneath...unless she wanted them to.

Her luggage, such as it was, was already waiting for her in her room. Since her body had been sculpted from a pre-arranged blueprint she had been given specific size instructions, along with a list of some recommended items to acquire. Of course now that she was here she could supplement her wardrobe with anything she liked. For the moment she was perfectly happy to just primp and pose in front of the mirror without any clothing on.

"I look so sexy!" Ashley said out loud, before realizing how silly that was and covering up her mouth, as if there had been someone there to hear her.

She squeezed her breasts together, and pinched her nipples, and turned around so that she could wiggle her ass in the mirror. Then she jumped up and down a few times and was mesmerized by the sight of her boobs bouncing away merrily. This was going to be so much fun!

She felt sort of like a kid at an amusement park who wants to do everything at once, but she tried to focus and formulate a plan. She wanted to hit the spa, and go shopping, and dance, and drink, and party the night away, but it was only 11 o'clock in the morning so she decided to get her feet wet, literally, by going to the beach.

The black bikini she had brought along was attractive and tasteful, but she knew right away she wanted something more revealing. It would do for now, but that was high on her list of shopping priorities. It was good to see that the sizing instructions had been so accurate, at least, as she was able to squeeze into her swimsuit with no trouble. It was kind of a shame to cover up such a hot body, but she was still showing off a good deal of flesh.

She slipped on a pair of sandals, and grabbed her sunglasses and strutted for the door with eager anticipation. She noted with pleasure the smiles and looks she got from the men she passed on her way. Why shouldn't they look? There was plenty to look at.

Picking up a towel from a little stand down by the beach she looked for a good place to see and be seen. At this hour the beach was disappointingly empty, but she spread out her blanket and stretched out anyway. It was as good a place as any to start her day.

She saw kind of a cute guy jog by, but he was a little far away to either get a good glimpse of him, or to be noticed, but he might hopefully jog back again when he got to wherever he was going. After a while she got bored and realized that she was pretty hungry so she went back to her room and pulled a pair of shorts on over her bikini bottom, and just wore the bikini top as a shirt. People seemed to dress pretty casual around here, so she figured she was covered up enough for decency.

She went to the closest restaurant to her room and was seated promptly. It was still slightly early for lunch so there wasn't much of a crowd yet. Even so, before the waiter could even arrive and take her order a man came up to her table and grinned at her broadly.

"Hello there," said the man. "You must be new here, because I know I would remember if I had ever seen you before."

"Yes, just got here," Ashley replied.

"Mind if I join you? I hate to see a woman eat alone."

"Please do."

The man had a slight accent, probably European, but Ashley couldn't quite place it. He looked about 50, or so, with very tan skin and streaks of gray in his hair. His thin mustache, combined with the accent, gave him sort of a dashing sense of charm. He seemed like he could be a Greek tycoon, or an Italian film star or something.

When the waiter came the man, who had introduced himself as Paolo, flashed his room key and told the waiter to put the bill on his tab. That was certainly nice of him, thought Ashley. She wondered what else men might be willing to put on their tab for her.

"I always enjoy coming here whenever I can manage it. The...scenery is always so lovely," said Paolo, his gaze fixed on Ashley's bosom.

"So what do you do Paolo?" asked Ashley.

"Oh, this and that. Nothing that a pretty young thing such as yourself would be interested in hearing about, I assure you. Still, a man has to do what he must if he wishes to enjoy the finer things in life. Like good food, or a beautiful beach, or a gorgeous woman, such as yourself."

Ashley may have been dining on a salad but she was definitely eating out of the palm of this man's hand. He seemed so elegant and sophisticated. He probably dated fashion models. When he invited her to go shopping after lunch she jumped at the offer.

Paolo seemed to really know about style and fashion. Maybe he was in that business, she thought. Or maybe he just knew about women in general. The things he picked out for her were all so beautiful. He paid for everything, which tickled Ashley even more, so that when he suggested that they go back to his room so that he could see her try on all her new clothes she was more than happy to oblige.

He ordered some champagne and lay on the bed sipping it as Ashley darted back and forth from the bathroom, changing into each new outfit for his approval. She really enjoyed hearing his praise and felt terribly warm inside at the thought of being considered such a beauty. This man was obviously no stranger to beautiful women, and probably hard to please, but she seemed to be holding her own the best she could.

When she came out in a sparkly gold evening dress that was slit way up the side and cut daringly low, Paolo sat up and took special notice.

"Now that one I really like. Put your hair up for me, yes, like that. Now look at yourself in the mirror. Don't you look lovely that way?" he said. "With a dress like that you'll have to go to a party, I think. Fortunately I like parties. Do you?"

"Of course. Who doesn't like parties," Ashley replied happily.

"Come over here my dear and let me get a closer look at that dress," said Paolo as he got up from the bed and walked around her, as if inspecting the garment. "Yes, that is just perfect for you. But perhaps we should put that aside for later. For a party."

With that he stood behind her and unzipped the dress. Ashley let it fall to the floor. It was too low cut for a bra, and she was still wearing her bikini bottoms as panties, so that was all she had on as Paolo turned her around and began to kiss her.

"Do you like all the pretty things I bought you, my dear?"

"Oh, yes. Ever so much," Ashley replied.

"Good, I hoped you would. Now, how do you think you might show your appreciation?"

Ashley just grinned and got on her knees. She then unzipped his pants and pulled his very hard cock out. As she held his throbbing member in her hand she looked up at Paolo and smiled again.

"Is this a good way?" she asked.

"Perfect. What a clever girl you are."


CHAPTER 4:

There wasn't even a glimmer of hesitation as Ashley began to stroke and suck Paolo's dick. It was the logical thing to do. He had paid for her lunch, and bought her all those pretty things, he should certainly be compensated. Giving head was the best compensation Ashley could think of to provide.

She had an awareness of Richard Sherman, but it wasn't at the front of her mind, by any means. If someone had pressed her for details about that life she probably could have provided them, but no one was likely to do that here.

What she did remember was the fact that she had always wondered what it would be like to give a blow job. It seemed so instinctive it was hard to believe that she hadn't done it before, but that thought just popped into her head momentarily, for some reason.

"That's wonderful, my dear. Try to take a little more, if you can," Paolo encouraged her.

It was wet and wonderful to have a cock in her mouth, and she made little slurping noises as she sucked, but Paolo didn't seem to mind. He just rested his hands on her head and stroked her hair, like a father might do. Well, not a father getting head from his daughter, but in a more appropriate, fatherly situation.

"You're doing so well, my dear, I can't wait for you to get your treat," Paolo moaned softly. "You absolutely deserve a nice, warm, treat for your efforts."

Ashley soon discovered that the warm treat was issuing forth from the head of his penis, as Paolo began to ejaculate in her mouth. It wasn't tremendously thick, and there wasn't all that much of it, but it was definitely warm and salty. And it was most certainly a treat.

When she finished swallowing his cum she looked up at him happily and was pleased to see his warm smile in return. He reached down and put his hand under her chin.

"That was very good, my dear. Very good, indeed. Now put on your clothes and run along like a good girl. I'll let you know when there's a nice party to go to," he said as she got up and went back to the bathroom to gather her things.

"Shall I call for someone to carry your packages?" Paolo called from the other room.

"No, that's all right. I think I can manage," Ashley called back.

It was sweet of him to think of that, thought Ashley. He was definitely a very considerate gentleman.

"Thank you for everything," said Ashley, once she was ready to leave.

"The pleasure was all mine, my dear. Till we meet again."

Paolo kissed her hand and Ashley felt like she was going to swoon. She practically floated back to her room, despite being weighted down with all the packages. Once she set everything down she flopped on the bed and stretched out. What a wonderful start to her stay here!

She liked the masterful way that Paolo took charge of everything. It was nice being told what to do. It made everything so much easier. Still, she felt a little proud of herself for taking the hint and giving him head like that. That was obviously what he had intended all along. Men were good at planning things. She was good at other things. That worked out well. The same way that it was handy that a girl had nice openings a man could put his cock in. It all made sense.

Despite being very excited she found that she was a little sleepy, and soon drifted off quite easily. Of course she had been kept in a state of semi-sedation for many hours on end so it was only natural that she would be a little drowsy. She had no way of knowing it, but quite a few people went straight from the transition to their bedroom and slept most of the day.

When she woke up she felt marvelous, but was a little surprised to see that it was dark already. She hated to waste time but the nap had been refreshing and she was ready for action again.

She agonized over what to wear before deciding on a flimsy little dress, that had a very pretty floral pattern on it and a "keyhole" cutout that exposed her navel. It also showed a good amount of cleavage, but it seemed suitable for the island setting, as long as she wasn't going to anything too formal. She wanted to get her hair and nails done, but that could wait until tomorrow. She was far too anxious to have fun right now, and hopefully her natural assets would be enough to see her through.

Things seemed to really pick up around here at night. There were the usual resort activities, like dining, dancing, and drinks, but there were also a number of "themed" events, and other planned activities.

A lot of them seemed appropriately raunchy, like the toga party, wet t-shirt contest, and amateur strip night, but there were also moonlight cruises on a yacht, and beach bonfires on the menu. Ashley really had no idea where to go, but she knew she was hungry again, so she went to another restaurant, hoping that someone would turn up with a plan.

As there were more people out and about Ashley looked around at all the other pretty girls in sexy clothes and felt a little insecure. It seemed like a lot of them were hot blondes with big tits, and she wondered if she had made a mistake by choosing this look. Maybe being different would make her stand out, she hoped.

She had no worries about that again, as another man swooped over to her table as soon as she was seated and asked to join her. This fellow appeared a bit younger, and a little more athletic in build. His name was Carl, and he was a stock broker from Connecticut. He was also married, and didn't hide the fact, but Ashley didn't care. When the cat's away...

"That is one pretty dress you've got on," said Carl jovially.

"Thank you. I just got it today," Ashley replied.

"But I've got a feeling you look even better with nothing on," Carl said with a wink.

"That's for me to know and you to find out, I guess," said Ashley, trying to be as clever as she could.

"Oh, I intend to find out. You can count on that."

Carl was pretty talkative, which was fine with Ashley since it allowed her more time to eat her dinner. She mostly just smiled in between bites and tossed in little words here and there to show that she was impressed or interested or at least listening.

They went straight to his room after dinner and Carl immediate began to undress. Ashley watched him for a moment and then started to remove her own clothing.

"No, I want to watch you. Let me get on the bed first," Carl ordered as he pulled off his socks and jumped on the bed. "Now you can strip. Slowly."

Ashley wasn't entirely sure what he wanted but she did the best she could to take her clothes off in a slow and seductive manner. Carl just lay there, his head propped up on one arm, as he methodically stroked himself.

"Now get over here and suck me until I'm rock hard," Carl instructed. "Then I'll pound your little pussy just the way you want it."


CHAPTER 5:

Ashley climbed on top of the bed and lay down so that she could get Carl's prick in her mouth easily. He seemed pretty hard already, but as she sucked him off she could feel him growing a bit more erect. He had a nice looking body, like a man who probably went to the gym a couple of times a week. Nothing outrageous, but healthy and toned and fit.

"I like a girl who can follow orders. Not like my wife, who's a total nag about everything. If I told her to suck my cock she'd be calling a divorce lawyer in the morning," Carl said, only partially joking. "But you're the kind of girl who knows what a man really wants, aren't you? You've got those pouty blow job lips that are just meant for packing meat."

Ashley felt good again hearing a man's praise. It was a very different kind than Paolo's smooth way of talking, but she rather fancied the idea of having blow job lips. She wasn't sure how one could tell, but she was glad that he had spotted it.

"That's good, baby. You suck it really sweet. I hope your cunt is as wet as your mouth because I need to stick my dick in your pussy pretty soon!"

She was actually surprisingly wet between her legs. She had started getting pretty horny the moment Carl was naked and the feeling had only intensified as she went down on him. She was happy to put her blow job lips to use but she was also anxious to feel something sliding into the lips down below. She was ready to fuck the moment he gave the command.

"All right, baby, that's enough of that. If you keep going much longer I'm going to pop right in your slutty mouth. Now hop up on my dick and give it a good ride. I want to see those big titties bouncing in my face."

Ashley happily scrambled to get into a position where she could lower herself down onto his erection. The feeling of sliding down his pole was like nothing she had ever known before. Every inch that disappeared inside her brought another thrill.

She had mounted him as if she was about to ride a horse, with her legs straddling his side, bent at the knees. Once she was fully stuffed with cock she wasn't completely sure what to do next, so she started to grind her pelvis back and forth, as she rested her outstretched arms on his stomach.

"Oh, yeah you've got a tight little snatch," said Carl. "Not like my old lady. You couldn't fill her stretched out cunt with a baseball bat. Work it, girl. That's it. Work it."

After a while of bumping and grinding Carl told her to start bouncing up and down, so that's exactly what she did. She started out trying to balance herself on his stomach again, but soon her hands were kind of flailing around, or resting behind her head. Her tits were flying like mad, as well, much to the delight of Carl, who had been hoping for this display.

"Fuck, yeah! That's what I wanted to see. Look at those titties go!"

Ashley was really aroused by this point, and Carl's excitement seemed to add fuel to the fire. She was making a whimpering sound of some kind; completely involuntary and impossible to control.

"Yeah, you like feeling that big cock all up inside you, don't you girl?"

"Oh, yes," Ashley managed to reply somehow.

"I'll bet you do. You're a prime piece of ass. Enjoy it while you can. Now lean over so that I can grab those boobs before they fly off."

Ashley bent down, which made it difficult to keep bouncing, so she went back to grinding her pelvis against him while he manhandled her tits freely.

"Damn I like nice tits," Carl grunted before he clamped his teeth down on one of her hard nipples.

Ashley knew that she had cum already, but was pleasantly surprised to discover that she had no desire to stop. If anything it had only made her all the more horny. What a clever design, she thought. Men just cum and lose all interest, but a girl can keep going and going.

After a pretty vigorous workout Carl did indeed cum, and as expected he didn't seem in a hurry to continue their play right away so they just hung out in bed and watched some TV for a while until the mood struck Carl again.

"Why don't you blow me some more?" Carl suggested. "I like the way you suck a dick."

"Okay," Ashley replied as she took his penis in her hand and began to stroke.

Carl hadn't bothered to turn the television off, and continued to watch until his arousal made it difficult to concentrate on the screen.

"That's it, suck it bitch! Suck that big hard cock in your mouth! Oh, yeah!"

Carl was really getting into it now and grabbed the back of her head roughly and shoved it down on his member so that he was throat fucking her more than she was blowing him. It was rough and aggressive but Ashley thought she could handle it. If that's how he wanted it that's how she wanted him to get it.

"My stupid wife wouldn't blow me if I gave her a million bucks," Carl grunted as he continued to ram his dick down her throat. "That's why I like whores and sluts like you. You know what your mouth is good for. Oh, fuck, yes!"

Just before he finished he pulled his cock out and jerked Ashley's head back, ordering her to stick out her tongue. As she did he began to cum all over her face. The first spurt hit her right in the eye, which was kind of nasty, but the bulk of his load sort of found the area of her mouth and chin.

"Yeah, that's what I like to see," said Carl, as he held her head tightly by the hair. "I like to see my cum dripping all over a woman's face. That's how I mark my territory baby.

Carl used his finger to collect some of his messy goo from her face and then stuck it in her mouth for her to lick up.

"That should be a girl's favorite flavor," Carl chuckled as he finally let go of her head. "Now go wash your face and let's hit the sack."

Ashley went into the bathroom and tried to clean up the best she could. Some of his cum had got into her hair, and that was kind of hard to get rid of. Still, she did manage to get reasonably clean and hopped back in bed with Carl as he turned out the lights.

In the morning Carl expected a wakeup BJ, and Ashley obliged. They ordered breakfast from room service and after that Carl sent her on her way with a slap on the rump and an offer to do it again sometime.

It had all been so very different than being with Paolo, but fun in its own way. She was definitely gaining confidence in her oral technique and felt very good about her ability to please men with her mouth. It was sad that Carl obviously had such an unhappy marriage, and she sort of wondered why they just didn't get divorced, but things like that can be complicated, she figured. At least she could provide something that his wife couldn't.

She went to the beach again, later that day, and was happy to see so much more eye candy on display. She had stopped by a shop and picked out the tiniest little pink bikini she could find, which was barely enough to cover anything at all, which was exactly what she wanted. Of course the beach didn't seem to have any requirement about wearing clothes so she took the top off soon enough and enjoyed lying topless in the sun.

"You play volleyball?" a male voice said from somewhere behind her.

"Yeah, I guess. I don't know if I'm any good at it," Ashley replied while trying to see who she was talking to.

"Well we're starting a game of nude volleyball in a couple of minutes. Want to play?"

"Sure! Why not?"


CHAPTER 6:

The voice had belonged to a cute guy named Chad with long blonde hair who looked like kind of a California surfer dude. He seemed a little out of place amidst all the CEO and other corporate executive types, but he was definitely easy on the eyes. She followed Chad over to a volleyball court in the sand where a bunch of other people were gathering.

It appeared to be a pretty even mix of guys and girls, with everyone being a slightly younger crowd. Introductions were made all around, and teams were chosen. Chad was one of the captains, and Ashley was pleased that he chose her right away, even though she had told him that she probably wasn't very good.

Since it was nude volleyball everyone was required to strip, which they did with much laughing and teasing. There were some very sexy bodies on display, but Ashley felt pretty good about the way she looked naked and determined to not get obsessed about comparing her body to other women, which she ended up doing anyway.

It was very co-ed, as you had to alternate between picking girls and guys, and as they began to play it appeared that the talent was pretty evenly matched. In reality it seemed that the competitiveness of the game wasn't quite as important as the sight of so much flesh jumping and jiggling about. Some people appeared to be taking it a little more seriously than others, and Ashley tried her best.

At one point she and Chad both dove for a ball at the same time and ended up sprawling in the sand in a heap. Chad took the opportunity to dust the sand off of Ashley's breasts as they stood up laughing.

"I hope you didn't damage those beauties," Chad said with a grin, while he continued to brush her off, even after the sand was all removed.

"No, I think they're pretty well padded," Ashley joked as she gave her tits a good bounce or two with her hands.

"Good hustle, babe. That's the way to play!" said Chad enthusiastically as they returned to their positions.

It was so much fun to just be out in the sun with no clothes on, jumping around, having a good time with some cool people. Ashley had so much energy to burn off. She felt like she could have played all day long.

Ashley's team won the first game and everyone jumped around and hugged like they had just taken Olympic gold. Chad made a point of hugging Ashley especially tight, and grabbed her ass in the process.

For the next match it was decided to be a battle of the sexes. The boys got on one side of the net and the girls on the other. One of the guys suggested that they should put a little wager on the contest. The losers would have to perform oral sex on the winners. That seemed like a fair deal, although Ashley had her doubts about the girl's chances of winning.

The women put up a decent fight but the guys won in the end and it was time to make good on the wager. With much back slapping and "high fives" the men lined up and waited for their prize. It appeared that the girls had all been recruited by a specific guy, just as Ashley had been, so there was no discussion about who was supposed to blow which man. Each girl just went straight to her partner and got on her knees in the sand. Ashley was perfectly happy with this arrangement as she thought Chad was really hot, and sucking him off in public like this made her feel like she was actually the winner.

In some ways the cock sucking might have been more competitive than the volleyball had been, as each girl seemed determined to give the best blow job there, and the men rooted them all on noisily. It was all so silly, but great fun at the same time. It reminded her of spring break from many years ago, although the roles were kind of reversed then. Sun and sand and sex. All she really needed now was to get a buzz on, well, after she got Chad to cum.

It was kind of a battle between's Chad's stamina and her skill, and they finished somewhere in the middle of the pack. Some of the girls just held their man while he ejaculated into the sand, and others took the salty spray on their tits, but Ashley proudly swallowed every drop of Chad's seed.

After the men were spent that appeared to be the end of the game, so everyone got back into their swimsuits and sort of went their own ways. Some of the couples strolled off together, and others went looking for new entertainment. Chad invited Ashley to dinner that night, and she gladly accepted.

She had sucked Paolo and Carl's dicks on the first day, and she had sucked Carl and Chad's dicks on the second, and it was still daylight! This was turning into quite a vacation. She had a hunch that Chad had more than dinner on his mind.

Ashley was having so much fun. People just seemed to like her, well, men anyway, but that was the best situation. Normally everyone's so shy and uptight and wrapped up in their own little world, but here everyone was so open about what they wanted. And that of course meant sex, but why not? Everybody loves sex!

After going back to her room and bathing to remove all of the sand that had gotten into just about everything she decided to see if the spa had any openings. After all of that physical activity a nice massage sounded pretty good.

There were so many treatments to choose from, and they all sounded pretty good, but for now Ashley went with a fairly basic option. Even that meant being rubbed, and oiled, and exfoliated, and who knows what else? It was heavenly. She felt pretty clean after washing the sand off in her tub, but now she felt like she was sparkling.

She was so comfortable being naked in this body. Proud of it really. She liked the way she looked and she didn't care who saw her nude. That was a powerful feeling. She almost wished that the place was a nudist colony, except that she also enjoyed wearing pretty things. Well, the way she was going she would get to do plenty of both.

She met Chad for dinner in an off the shoulder crop top that sort of had ruffles on the bottom, and plenty of cleavage, and a pair of shorts. Chad had suggested casual so she hoped she was appropriately dressed. She wasn't really sure of what one was supposed to wear for what function yet, but fortunately the whole place was pretty laid back and it looked like just about anything would do.

"Don't you look hot?" Chad grinned as they sat at their table.

"You've already seen me naked," Ashley reminded him with a smile.

"And you've seen me naked, but you look hot either way."

"Thank you. So do you."

As it turned out Chad was actually the beach bum he appeared to be. A beach bum from a very wealthy family who didn't seem to mind that he spent most of his time surfing, sailing, and sport fucking beautiful women all over the world. Nice work, if you can get it, thought Ashley.

Their conversation was far from scintillating during dinner, but what did it need to be? Ashley had already sucked his cock so it wasn't like they needed a lot of small talk to get to know one another better. And neither one of them was in a position to be making any sort of future plans. That was part of the beauty of the place. Men paid good money to come here and become horny sluts and other men came here and paid good money to fuck those sluts. It was much safer and less complicated than having a mistress or fooling around with your secretary.

Even without a lot of deep conversation Ashley felt very attracted to Chad, and quite comfortable around him. He was very different than Paolo or Carl, and Ashley was kind of fascinated by the idea of being interested in different types of men. Her programming had been designed to make her very receptive to any male suggestion, but she had felt something different about Chad from the start, and those feelings were only intensifying as he took her hand for a moonlight stroll on the beach after dinner.


CHAPTER 7:

"Why did you pick me as your partner for volleyball today?" Ashley asked, as they walked hand in hand along the shore.

"Seriously? Who wouldn't want to partner with you?" Chad replied. "For anything."

"Isn't it funny how people at a place like this meet totally by random and then...wham! If I hadn't been on the beach at that moment, or you went up to some other girl, we might never have run across each other."

"I guess that's kind of what my life is like most of the time. Fate just takes a hand and things just happen. Whatever does happen it's bound to be an adventure."

"That sounds wonderful," said Ashley.

Chad stopped walking and took Ashley in his arms. She could feel her heart racing as their lips came together, and then parted, so that they could explore each other with their tongues. It was silly to feel nervous after everything they had done already, but it felt different with their clothes on in such a romantic situation.

"Do you like me Chad?" Ashley asked softly.

"Of course I like you. What's not to like?" Chad replied.

"Well you know I'm the kind of girl who would drop to her knees and give a total stranger a blow job in public."

"That hardly makes you unlikable."

"I really like you and...I don't know...I guess I sort of want to pretend like I'm not just another piece of ass you grabbed at random."

"You don't have to pretend anything, baby. I know you're a special girl. You're beautiful, and you're fun, and you're sexy as hell. I may have been with a lot of women but that doesn't mean that I'm not picky."

Ashley was glad to hear the words, even if he didn't mean them. She flung her arms around his neck and kissed him hard.

"I want to make love to you right here, under the stars," Chad whispered in her ear.

"That sounds wonderful, but I spent a lot of time today getting the sand out of all the cracks," Ashley explained.

"No problem," said Chad as he took off his shirt and tossed it on the ground.

Ashley grinned and pulled her own top off. They embraced again and she loved the way her soft breasts felt pressed against his hard chest. Soon they both had their pants off and Chad turned her around so that her back was facing him.

"Now stretch your arms out behind you," Chad instructed. "That's good. Now I'm going to hold you really tight, so you don't have to worry about me letting go. Now just let the top of your body fall forward. Perfect."

It was odd to be in this position. Definitely not something she had ever felt before, but she trusted Chad completely. Hell, even if she did fall she'd just land in the sand, which would be no worse than diving for the volleyball. She could always hit the spa again tomorrow.

A moment later Chad was inside her and she felt like she could see the stars even with her eyes closed. It was delicious to be fucked like this, by such a hot guy, right out in the open with the sound of the surf in her ears. There was nothing much for her to do but enjoy herself. He had all the control, and that was fine with Ashley. Chad certainly seemed to know what he was doing.

"Oh fuck," Ashley moaned. "Yes, yes, yes...you feel so good in my tight little pussy!"

"You feel good, too, baby. I like looking down at your ass and seeing my dick sliding in and out of you," Chad replied.

"I wish I could see that," said Ashley between moans.

"Well you got a really nice view of my cock earlier today. Just picture that in your head."

"I've been picturing that for hours."

"Is this what you pictured me doing to you?" asked Chad.

"Basically, but I didn't know that this position existed. I'm sure glad you did, though."

"Me too."

It was amazing. So primitive and free. There may have been people watching them, for all she knew, but she felt like they were two people alone on a deserted island. She had tried to keep the noise down, at first, but she didn't care now. These sounds just came out of her from somewhere. It was funny that it sort of sounded like she was crying some of the time, but she knew it wasn't really that. She was just overwhelmed with pleasure and desire and emotion.

"Oh, fuck...you're making me cum!" she suddenly cried, much louder than she had planned to.

"That's only fair. You made me cum earlier, and I know you're going to make me cum again soon."

"Yes, baby, yes. I want to make you cum so bad."

Chad was really pumping hard by this point and Ashley felt like she could practically jump out of her skin with excitement. She was certainly getting fucked hard, but there was kind of a tenderness, too, that was hard to figure out. Chad certainly had a tight grip on her, and she could feel the strain of having her arms pulled back, but it didn't really hurt.

Everything seemed right, and simple, and perfect, and pure. In this somewhat submissive position, with her body bent over and her breasts protruding, locked in the grasp of a strong man, she realized that she was fulfilling her deepest fantasy, and it more than lived up to her expectations. The physical sensation was greater than anything she had ever known before, and the emotional sensation was just as intense.

Richard had never had any illusions about being a great lover. He didn't have a huge cock, like the men he saw in porn videos. He didn't spend much time working out. In recent years he had developed a bad back, which limited his abilities in bed somewhat, but he and his wife hadn't been copulating in a long time anyway. He wanted to be a good lover but the stress, and the drinking he had turned to for relief, sometimes made it difficult for him to even get erect.

As Ashley he felt like he was everything that he had always wanted to be. Attractive, sensual, sexually skilled, and properly equipped to be a great lay. Perhaps most importantly he didn't feel the pressure to take the lead. His world had always been wrapped up in performance, achievement, and ambition. There were expectations for him to be at the top of his class in school, and constantly growing his company, and increasing his personal wealth. He had been raised to believe that one should never be content with anything, one should always be striving for more.

It seemed stupid that the act of dropping your pants so that a man you barely knew could stick his cock in you on a beach would bring the kind of contentment that Richard had always secretly craved, but that seemed to be the case, for some reason. Ashley felt truly happy and satisfied on a deep psychological level, and as Chad began to fill her with his sperm she realized that she was actually crying now with little tears of joy.


CHAPTER 8:

When they left the beach they went back to Chad's room and spent several wonderful hours together, but as he was leaving early the next day Ashley eventually returned to her own room shortly before the sun came up. It was such a bittersweet experience for both of them as they knew they were never going to see each other again. This was completely against the grain of everything Richard had ever been told about relationships being built on a solid foundation of friendship and mutual interests and so on, yet it felt so right to be with this man. There was instant chemistry and raw physical attraction.

Fortunately for Ashley she had gone into this situation with her eyes wide open, and Chad knew that she wasn't really a woman, so they had avoided letting their conversation get too deep or involved. There was no talk of love, or getting together again, or keeping in touch. The sex had been fantastic, and that's what she was there for, so she tried to get back in the swing of things as quickly as possible. Her heart had been touched, and like many people who have a fling on vacation, or a summer romance, it would probably always be something she would remember with wistful fondness.

Chad might be gone but Paolo popped back up, sending her an invitation to a private party that evening. Paolo asked her to wear the gold dress he had bought her, and suggested that she not bother with any underwear, as it would probably just get lost along the line.

When she arrived at the room she was greeted by a topless girl, wearing only a skirt and heels. Ashley explained that she had been invited by Paolo and was allowed entrance immediately. The room was much bigger than hers, as it was actually a two-bedroom suite. There were quite a few people milling about, both men and women, and everyone was in a different state of dress, or undress.

"Ah, there you are my dear," said Paolo happily as he came up to greet her, with two glasses of champagne. "You look just as stunning in that dress as I remember."

"This is quite a room," Ashley commented as she took a sip of her champagne.

"It's actually not mine," Paolo explained. "The resort has a couple of these rooms that they make available for private parties. I'm somewhat of a regular here, and I do love a good party, so I usually get informed when one is being held."

"So do you know these people?" Ashley inquired as she looked around the room.

"Not many. A few of the men have been here before, but as you can imagine, most of the girls are quite new. Although it might surprise you to learn that a few women actually do come back for multiple visits. Here, let me introduce you to one."

Paolo led her over to where a stunning brunette was standing in a slinky gown that was cut all the way down below her navel. Her hair cascaded around her shoulders and she wore a pair of dazzling diamond earrings.

"Angelica, this is Ashley. This is her first time here. I thought you might like to get acquainted. Let me refresh your glass my dear. I'll be right back," said Paolo as he disappeared into the crowd.

"Those are beautiful earrings," said Ashley.

"Thank you. A gift from an admirer, of course," Angelica replied with a smile.

"Paolo bought me this dress," Ashley admitted.

"It's very beautiful, and you look charming in it. It's rather nice having men shower you with gifts, isn't it?"

"Well, I don't know if I've exactly been showered with gifts, but I certainly haven't paid for a meal yet," Ashley joked.

"I remember what that was like when I first came here. I was so used to being in the other position that it took a while to not instinctively reach for the check. I think I actually felt a little guilty about taking gifts from men at first, but after I thought about all the gifts I had bought for women it just started to seem like I was balancing the scales a little. And how are you enjoying the resort so far?" asked Angelica.

"It's been absolutely fantastic! I'm having the time of my life," Ashley replied.

"But of course you are. You're just beginning to experience your new life, or the life you wish you had at any rate."

"How often do you come here?" asked Ashley.

"As often as I can, darling. The key is to find a man, or men, who will take you under their wing, as it were," Angelica explained. "I have a little black book of wealthy suitors who I can usually count on for a date."

"Is Paolo one of them?"

"Yes, he's in the book, but I'm here this time with another man. He's somewhere around I think, probably getting his rocks off in the other room," Angelica said casually.

"So how are you ladies getting along?" Paolo asked as he returned with more drinks.

"Splendidly Paolo. You do have an eye for beauty," said Angelica as she fixed her gaze on Ashley.

"Yes, I think so," said Paolo as he set his drink down and pulled Angelica's dress down from her shoulders, exposing her breasts, which gently curved so that her nipples were pointing up almost more than out.

"I never get tired of seeing those breasts," said Paolo as he began to fondle them.

"And I never get tired of showing them off," Angelica replied, while still looking straight at Ashley.

Ashley wasn't sure how to react. She had come to this party, ostensibly as Paolo's date, but it was pretty obvious that this was some sort of an orgy, or something. She was also surprised at how attracted she was to Angelica, but a little jealous that she was getting all of the attention.

"You've seen mine, I think it's only fair that I see yours," Angelica suggested, perhaps sensing that Ashley was feeling left out.

"I quite agree, my dear. How foolish of me to neglect my date. Why don't you share your magnificent body with us?" said Paolo.

Ashley smiled and unfastened her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She stood naked, but for her shoes, and was pleased that both Angelica and Paolo immediately came to her side and began to play with her boobs. A moment later Ashley felt a hand exploring her pubic region, and was a little surprised when she realized that it was Angelica's hand. She was even more startled when Paolo pushed a finger up her ass at the same time. Well, she certainly was getting plenty of attention now!

Paolo took the ladies over to the bed in the front room and allowed them to undress him before they all climbed in and began entwining their bodies. There was a man sitting at the foot of the bed getting head, but nobody seemed to be paying much attention to what anyone else was doing. The party was just beginning to kick into gear and naked flesh was everywhere.

Angelica seemed very aggressive towards Ashley and leaned over her, finger fucking her quite vigorously now. Paolo lay on his side, watching with pleasure as the two beautiful women explored each other's bodies. Ashley did manage to reach over to stroke Paolo's cock, but she was very much consumed with the attention she was getting from Angelica.

"So that's where you are," a naked man standing next to the bed said jovially. "I should have known I'd find my date in bed with you Paolo."

"Please, join us," said Paolo with a grin. "Perhaps you'd like to try my woman."

"Perhaps I would," said the man as he hopped on the bed.


CHAPTER 9:

Franklin Chambers was one the rich and powerful men in Angelica's little black book. They had come to the resort together, but it didn't prevent them from enjoying themselves wherever their desires took them. At the moment Franklin's desire took him straight to Ashley's pussy, and Angelica soon found herself on her back, next to her new friend, as Paolo climbed between her legs.

Ashley, as Richard, had never been in anything remotely resembling an orgy or a group encounter. No wife swapping with the neighbors. No hot tub parties that got out of hand. Having switched partners Ashley sort of assumed that they would spend the rest of the night in this configuration, but she soon discovered that it was going to be a cavalcade of pussy licking, and cock sucking, and getting fucked in all manner of ways and by all sorts of people.

The thing that Ashley discovered about being a girl at an orgy was how little time she got to rest. The men naturally needed to recover after ejaculating, but there seemed to be a never-ending parade of carnal options. A man with a fresh hard on would pounce on the first available piece of ass, and women who were ramped up for action took the opportunity to get better acquainted with their sisters in sin.

It was a long and exhausting night of drinking and fornicating and somewhere along the line Ashley passed out on one of the beds. When she woke up in the morning the room had definitely thinned out, but there were still snoozing bodies lying about. She got up and went looking for her dress and got a glimpse of Angelica sitting on the balcony, smoking a cigarette, still totally nude. Ashley went out and sat in a chair next to her.

"Quite a party, huh?" Ashley offered politely. "I've never been to anything quite like that."

"Yet you seemed to enjoy it, I noticed," said Angelica, while taking a drag from her smoke.

"I don't know that I'd want to do that every night, but it's definitely one for the scrapbook," Ashley joked.

"I think it's interesting how subcultures spring up so organically, usually around something hedonistic, like sex. If you tried to tell the average person about this place and the kind of people who come here I think most of them would be shocked and bewildered."

"I know I was shocked and bewildered when I heard about it," Ashley said.

"But you came anyway. And you didn't run off in terror once you realized what you had gotten into. That's because no man comes here and volunteers to submit himself to this kind of transformation without harboring some kind of desire for it in the first place," Angelica stated calmly.

"I guess, but they do a pretty good job of influencing your feelings and behaviors," Ashley pointed out.

"Yes, but you can't really talk someone into wanting to switch genders, or sexual preferences unless they're somewhat receptive to the idea from the beginning. There has to be a level of curiosity at least. A willingness to consider the possibilities."

"What you made you come here the first time, if you don't mind my asking?" Ashley inquired.

I wasn't content. I was highly successful in business, had a long and stable marriage with two well-adjusted children, was a respected member of the community, but nothing ever seemed to satisfy me on some deeper level. I took an extended sabbatical from work and bought a boat, tried jumping out of airplanes, had an affair with a woman half my age, but nothing worked...until I heard about this place. I thought, maybe what I was looking for was not a way to change the circumstances of my life, but to actually change my whole life entirely, and I was right," Angelica commented casually as she offered the cigarette to Ashley who waved her off.

"So how often do you come here?" Ashley asked with genuine curiosity.

"As often as I can. My work sabbatical turned into semi-retirement. My name is still on the building but my body is there as rarely as I can manage. My children are grown with their own families and my wife understands that I'm frequently away from home. She doesn't know exactly why and she doesn't seem to want to press me for details, so I oblige her that. She knows that every time I come back I'm happier and more relaxed than ever and she built a life of her own over the years anyway, since I was such a slave to my work. I think we honestly see each other more now than we ever did before."

"That's amazing," Ashley gushed, without meaning to.

"Yes, it is. I love being Angelica. And I think I've grown too and matured with time. It's like my two personalities have merged a bit. I have some pretty wonderful relationships with the men in my life, but I still enjoy the freedom to cut loose and party sometimes. Logistically it's somewhat complicated, but spiritually my life is remarkably uncluttered."

"Tell me about the men who come here as men," Ashley requested.

"Put yourself back into your male mind for a moment. What better vacation could you have than to come to a place like this filled with eager young women with nothing but sex on their minds? Yes, they know that these women are men in real life, but no one can tell. There's no reason to think about that, unless it adds to the thrill. Some men are terribly turned on by the idea of dominating another man, although they would never do it sexually while they were both male. But here it's all so anonymous. A man might be fucking his boss, or minister, or a Supreme Court justice. For others it's the convenience of knowing that it's just an affair, and that there are so many willing participants. If you can't get laid here you probably can't get laid anywhere," Angelica said with a laugh.

"So are you in love with any of the men you come here with?"

"I feel a type of love for all of them, I suppose. A deep fondness, at any rate. Perhaps not the kind of stable love you get from living with someone for years and raising a family, or even the love you feel for a soul mate who connects with you on some cosmic level, but a type of love. Most importantly I love myself as Angelica, and I'm not searching for any sort of profound relationship. I just like to be pampered and appreciated and to have a good time without a lot of bullshit getting in the way. Paolo is a good man for that. If he asks you to come back as his guest sometime I would suggest that you seriously consider it. But that's just one girl's opinion. Only you know whether this is the life for you."


CHAPTER 10:

Was it the life for Ashley? Was it even really a life at all? It was a fascinating concept. It certainly seemed to work for Angelica, and Ashley didn't have the complication of being married any more, or any children to think about, but how could one person really live two completely different lives and be happy?

The rest of her stay sailed by much the way it had started. She met men, she had sex with men, she had fun, and then it was time to go home. The restoration process was basically similar to the one she had undergone at the beginning, except that the messaging was geared towards easing Richard back into his old self.

"You will not forget your experiences here, but rather think back on them as if a pleasant dream. You are the same person who came here, only more relaxed, refreshed, and happier than ever," the voice intoned in his ears.

There was a very slight feeling of disorientation as Richard got up from the bed in his old male body, but not as extreme as you might expect from such a radical shock to the system. He was very happy that he did feel quite refreshed, and rejuvenated. The treatment had definitely worked like a charm in that respect. Even after he got back to the office and faced a mountain of work that had piled up in his absence, he took it pretty much in stride and simply began to sort everything out.

A few weeks later he was playing golf with Barton, as usual, and Richard was anxious to thank his friend for turning him on to such a miraculous experience.

"I'd had a feeling you'd give it a try," said Barton with a grin. "So...how was it?"

"Fucking fantastic. What can I say? I have to thank you for sharing that information with me," Richard admitted freely. "I don't know, it was more than just relaxing, it was sort of...transformative."

"Now I know you've got a picture of yourself. Come on, I showed you mine," Barton prodded wickedly.

Richard rather proudly showed him a picture of Ashley, in her pink string bikini, no less, and Barton was seriously impressed.

"Wow. I'll bet your dance card was kept full," Barton teased.

"Come on, you know what it's like there. Everyone's dance card is kept full."

"You know I've been wanting to go back, but as myself this time. I'm not ashamed of what I did there before, but I have a feeling I'd enjoy it even more if I was the rooster in the henhouse this time," Barton said.

"I plan on going back, too...but definitely not as a man."

"Really?"

"Does that shock you?" asked Richard.

"Not shock, exactly, but surprise. Once was enough for me to get it out of my system."

"Well, I've got an open invitation to go back as someone's guest so it won't cost me anything if I choose to accept."

"Sounds serious."

"Not at all. Apparently that sort of thing happens all the time there. Rich playboys who like the party lifestyle sort of develop a stable of favorites. It's not romantic, I assure you," Richard explained.

"I'm not one to judge," said Barton with a shrug.

"Maybe we should go together," Richard suggested.

"Now I am shocked."

"I'm not saying go together...like that. Just go as friends. Traveling is always more enjoyable when you go with someone, and we could share a room and save a little money. I never actually had sex in my own room so it would be all yours whenever you needed it. Maybe we could double date for dinner or something."

"You're not kidding are you?" asked Barton, as he took a hard look at his pal.

"No, but I'm not begging, either. I've got a rich tycoon willing to pay for my whole trip, so it's not like I don't have options."

"Well I'll say this, that trip certainly seems to have improved your golf game. I think you've won every hole so far," Barton commented as they got out and prepared to tee up their next shot.

"That's true...and you should see me play volleyball, too."


CHAPTER 11:

The suggestion had been made on the spur of the moment with absolutely no thought, and Richard pretty much forgot about it until Barton called him up out of the blue and informed him that he would like to take him up on the offer. Richard almost dropped the phone, but managed to compose himself enough to work out a plan. It would be very strange for him to leave the office again for another vacation, but he didn't really care about that at this point. Things had actually gone quite well without him and a lot of the work that had accumulated was just routine business that should have been handled by someone else.

Richard thought he would feel quite comfortable traveling to the resort with someone who knew what he was about to do, since that person had done the same thing before, but there was a little trepidation in the back of his mind about sharing a room. Perhaps that wasn't such a good idea. Barton was a notorious lady's man and Ashley was a promiscuous young lady. Richard didn't mind the idea of Barton seeing him as a woman, but what if things didn't remain totally platonic? Of course Barton would know who Ashley really was so it was unlikely that he would want to do anything inappropriate. The resort was full of horny women, he hardly needed to fool around with any one girl in particular.

The process of becoming Ashley was just as before, and she felt more comfortable this time, knowing what to expect. Barton, having no need to undergo the process, had the room to himself on the first day there and Ashley half expected him to be off with some babe by the time she got to the room, although she feared that she might actually walk in on him in the sack with someone.

As she came through the door she found Barton relaxing on the bed watching television in his underwear. He sat up as he saw Ashley in person for the first time and literally whistled his approval.

"I said it before, and I'll say it again...wow," said Barton, sporting a grin a mile wide.

"I figured you'd be passed out from a wild evening or shacked up with some hot piece of ass down at the beach," Ashley joked.

"I wanted to see you...in the flesh."

"Well, now you have. So what's on your agenda for today?" asked Ashley.

"I don't know, I haven't given it much thought. How do you make connections here?"

"I eat. I walk around. I lie on the beach. Men just appear," Ashley said with a laugh.

"You know I still haven't really seen you in the flash. Don't you want to show off that pretty body of yours? I know you're naked under that robe. And I know you're not shy."

It seemed kind of dumb, but Ashley definitely wasn't shy, and she saw no reason not to let Barton have a look at her. Just for fun she seductively played with her robe like she was doing a striptease and flashed him a bit of skin here and there before letting the robe fall to her feet.

"Not bad, if you like redheads," Barton said rather dryly. "At least the carpets match the drapes."

"Not bad! Are you telling me this body doesn't turn you on?" Ashley protested, in spite of herself.

"Maybe a little," Barton replied, trying to keep a straight face before breaking up with laughter. "Good God, don't tell me you're that insecure. You're gorgeous and you know it. Surely you can see the hard on popping up under my shorts."

"I wasn't looking," said Ashley as she picked up her robe and put it back on.

She was a little mad at Barton for teasing her like that, but she had actually noticed the bulge in his pants and took some satisfaction from that. They obviously weren't going to do anything but she liked the idea that he couldn't help but be aroused by her.

Ashley took a nap and was again surprised that Barton was still there when she woke up. What was he wasting all this time for? Maybe he had gotten laid yesterday and was just waiting for evening, when things generally warmed up around the resort. They went to lunch together and it was actually kind of a relief to be able to just eat a meal without it turning into a pickup session.

Afterwards they went to the beach together and Ashley looked around sort of hoping that Chad might be there, but that was terribly unlikely. She enjoyed Barton's company, but it did seem a little odd that he was tying himself down with so much luscious pulchritude on display. Despite his reputation and his bravado Ashley began to wonder whether Barton really was quite the lady's man he was supposed to be. Maybe he was even a little shy. No reason to be since he was a fine-looking man with a fit body, despite his age, but there was a lot of competition here. Perhaps he would need a gentle nudge to get him going in the right direction.

When Ashley took her top off and suggested that Barton might want to run some suntan lotion on her she figured that he might get the hint that he was there to have fun and that there were plenty of nubile young things just waiting to have suntan lotion rubbed over their bodies too. Instead Barton took his time and rubbed her all over quite deeply and thoroughly. It wasn't as professional as the massage she had received at the spa, but Barton was no slouch at giving a woman a backrub...or a front run, for that matter.

"I think those are suitably saturated," Ashley gently protested as Barton's fingers lingered on her pert nipples.

"Yes, but they are fun to play with," Barton responded.

"Pervert," Ashley grunted as she rolled over on her stomach.

Jesus, what was the man waiting for? There were girls everywhere on that beach. He should be playing with someone's nipples in earnest. At least that would lead to something. She hoped that Barton hadn't wasted his money coming on this trip, but it was still early. He'd get in the swing of things soon enough.

When they went back to the room Ashley was a little frustrated that Barton wanted to make dinner plans together. It was nice spending time with the man, but they had both come here for a very specific purpose and so far neither one of them had been free to hook up with anyone.

"Look Barton, I know you might be a little shy, or uncomfortable about hitting on some of these girls, but there's no reason to be. Everybody's here because they want to fuck," Ashley pointed out.

"I'm not shy in the least," Barton said coolly, as he sat on the edge of his bed. "I definitely plan to do some serious fucking."

"Well haven't you seen anyone that strikes your fancy so far?" Ashley asked.

"Of course I have. I'm looking at her right now," Barton replied.

Ashley was momentarily thrown for a loop, and felt her pulse begin to quicken. It appeared that he was serious.

"Quit kidding around," Ashley said, trying to make light of the comment.

"I'm not kidding. Do I look like I'm kidding?" asked Barton as he slid his swimming trunks off, revealing a rather impressive stalk of manhood.

"But Barton, we can't," Ashley whined softly. "You know who I really am."

"Indeed I do. And you know who I am. What possible difference could that make? Now come sit next to me and let's stop avoiding the inevitable."


CHAPTER 12:

Ashley had no idea why she had agreed to sit next to Barton, or why she had let him take off her bikini top, or why she couldn't stop staring at his impressive erection. Maybe this is what Barton needed to get his confidence up. Perhaps if they just fooled around a little he would be aroused enough to go and seek some tail. And there had definitely been a little bit of sexual tension between them from the moment she had shown him her body. Perhaps a little smooching and that would put it all to rest.

While these thoughts ran through her head she had been kissing Barton quite enthusiastically and her hand had strayed down to his lap where she had taken his rod in her hand.

"I had no idea you were so big," Ashley said absentmindedly.

"Don't you like big cocks?" Barton asked.

"I do, but I never expected you to be packing so much down there."

"Don't let that worry you. Just take as much as you can handle."

Somehow Ashley was now on her knees on the floor in front of the bed. This wasn't at all what she had expected but now that Barton's prick was pulsating in her hand she felt absolutely drawn to it. Of course she was drawn to it, she thought. She was conditioned to be drawn to men, and she definitely remembered how much she loved sucking cocks. If it wasn't Barton she'd have someone else's dick in her mouth, so why not Barton?

She began to lovingly treat his member to a superbly fine oral experience. It was actually kind of tricky to take such a big fellow down her throat but she was always up for the challenge. She took pride in her ability to give head and she especially wanted Barton to see how good she was at it, for some strange reason. It appeared to be working as Barton was full of praise for her skill.

"Now I'm the one who's surprised and impressed," said Barton as he stroked her hair. "I had no idea you were this talented."

How was she ever going to live this down? He could hold this against her forever. But then again, why would he? How would he even bring it up without sounding totally gay? If he tried to mock Richard for blowing him he would have to admit that he had been blown by a man. Still, it would probably be hard to look at Barton the same way ever again. Once you've had a man's dick in your mouth it's an image that doesn't go away very easily.

Suddenly Barton gently removed himself from Ashley's mouth and she looked up at him in surprise.

"Don't you like what I'm doing?" she asked a little nervously.

"Of course I do. You're fantastic. But I want to make this last and it's your turn for a little oral stimulation," Barton grinned as he lifted her off the floor and onto the bed where he had been sitting.

"What a sweet little pussy you have," said Barton once he had slipped her bottoms of and begun to rub her mound and lips.

"It's just a pussy, silly. All girls have them you know," Ashley replied.

"No, yours is special, because you want it so badly. Most girls are just born that way but you chose to have a pussy. That makes it very special. That means it deserves special attention."

Barton began to lick at her gash and soon it was apparent that he knew what he was doing down there, not that she was an expert on the subject by any means. Carpet munching didn't seem to be high on the list of priorities of most of the men she had been with so far. It was actually Angelica who had shown her the joys of cunnilingus.

"You've done this a few times, I take it," said Ashley, desperately trying to keep the whole thing as light and frivolous as possible.

Barton just kept on working and Ashley soon realized that any hope of playing this off as a lark was long gone. He was making her cum with just his tongue and his lips and his fingers and it was amazing! It was kind of a change of pace for the man to be the one who tasted her cum before she tasted his, but it was a nice change.

"Are you ready for me to fuck you now?" Barton asked as he looked up from her crotch.

"Of course I am. Can't you see how wet you made me?"

Barton stood up, and as he did so he grabbed her by the waist and tossed her back on the bed. It all seemed so effortless. Then he climbed up to join her and pressed her legs back tight against her torso. It was just another fuck but it didn't seem like that at the moment to Ashley. It had all come as such a surprise. As she felt the fullness of his pole diving deeply inside her she let out an involuntary gasp.

"Oh, Barton, what are we doing?" Ashley whimpered softly.

"We're doing what we came here to do. Stop pretending like you didn't know I was going to fuck you and enjoy yourself woman."

"Okay," was all Ashley could manage to mumble in reply.

Somehow that did make her feel a little more free to enjoy herself. Looking back on it she must have known that this was going to happen. The fact that they were sharing a room, and that she had freely flaunted her body and let him rub her all over on the beach were probably signs that there was more than just platonic friendship at work. Hell, she had initiated the whole idea of traveling here together. She felt kind of dumb for not realizing that Barton was hot for her from the start.

But had she been hot for him all along? She had thought about him being attractive and she had enjoyed feeling his hands on her body. She had even taken pleasure in knowing that she had made him hard while she was showing off her body for him. Was it just the "bimbo" training that conditioned her to be easily aroused sexually? Perhaps Barton was simply taking advantage of that, knowing that she would be an easy lay. But to what end? This resort was full of easy lays.

Was this a business ploy? She knew that Barton had long wanted to buy Richard's company. Was he planning to use this as blackmail somehow? But how? Who would care? Who would believe Ashley was Richard? How could Barton possibly think that this was going to sway Richard's thinking?

Then she finally let those thoughts go and just thought about how wonderful it was to have Barton's penis inside her. How good he was making her feel right now. It was silly to let all that baggage get in the way of a good time. They were just a man and a woman making love, and Barton was very, very, good at that. If Barton was working on some sort of scheme she was too delirious to figure it out now. Better to just clutch at the bedding as another orgasm sent her body into spasms of delight.


CHAPTER 13:

"That was really wonderful," Ashley purred softly as they were cuddled up in the afterglow.

"Yes it was. But like I said, you're special. You obviously want this very badly. Naturally I wanted to fuck you because you're very beautiful, but somewhere along the line I realized how incredibly passionate you were.”

"You know we're all programmed to be super horny," Ashley teased as she gave Barton a playfully shove.

"Not just horny. That look in your eyes was full of so much yearning. You ache for this, don't you?"

"I suppose I do," Ashley admitted. "But I was also yearning for you. I knew you had a reputation for being good with women but I had no idea just how good you really were."

"I guess this is a mutual admiration society because I thought you were pretty tremendous, too," Barton chuckled.

"I've only felt like this once before, not that I have that much experience. It was a guy named Chad. Some rich kid beach bum. We only spent a day together but he touched me in a way that the other guys hadn't. I think I could have fallen in love with him if we'd had the chance."

"So you think you could fall in love with me if we had the chance?" Barton asked casually.

"Oh, I was just talking," Ashley laughed. "Why would we want to fall in love?"

"Because maybe we'd like it. Maybe we wouldn't be able to help ourselves. I know it sounds crazy, but I don't really want to be with anyone else right now. I'd be perfectly happy spending our entire time together. I know I have no right to ask that, but aren't you curious? There's some kind of a spark between us. I felt it. You felt it. I'd certainly like to take you to dinner at the very least."

"Well that I can agree to. We've both got to eat."

Perhaps it wasn't the worst idea in the world, Ashley thought as she primped in front of the mirror, trying to make herself look especially pretty for her dinner date. Maybe they wouldn't really spend the whole time together, but what they had done was pretty magical. And it was kind of nice to be able to be herself around an old friend. There wasn't a lot to say when you were avoiding any conversation about your real life. Now that the ice was broken there was nothing to hold back. She felt that she could really open up to Barton and say whatever was on her mind.

"So how come you didn't get hooked on being a girl like I did?" Ashley asked at dinner.

"I don't know. I guess it just wasn't my thing. Don't get me wrong, I thought it was kinky as hell, and certainly worth trying, but I didn't have the same kind of epiphany or awakening that you seem to have had," Barton explained.

"It has been kind of an epiphany," Ashley admitted. "I'll admit that I had some erotic fantasies about knowing what it was like to be a woman, but it never seemed like anything serious. But of course my sex life has been a lot more boring and sporadic than yours, I think, so the ease with which I'm getting it now is no doubt a big part of the appeal."

"Does the emotional side scare you?"

"Of course it scares me. Bare skin on bare skin feels good, and once you're going at it with someone, as long as the right buttons are being pushed, it's pretty hard not to react to it, but thinking about a man...in that way...it's kind of hard to process."

Being with Barton kind of threw a monkey wrench into her psychological programming. And Angelica had seemed to imply that the more you did this the more your two sides kind of merged together. In some ways this was the most fun she had experienced so far, even though they weren't doing anything sexual, or even flirting at all. She felt really good in her new skin having a heart to heart chat with an old friend as if it was all perfectly normal. How nice it would be if things could somehow just stay that way.

There was a swing band playing old standards for a romantic slow dance night, and Ashley agreed to let Barton lead her around the floor. Richard was used to that kind of dancing because his wife used to enjoy it, but it was a little odd to be in the other position. Fortunately Barton was very good at it and made her feel like she was gliding on air. When she put her head on his shoulder it was like being back at the high school prom...only in a dress instead of a tuxedo.

When they went back to their room Ashley put on her sexiest nightwear and presented herself for Barton's approval, which she got in the form of being pulled down on the bed and kissed repeatedly. She was sort of sprawled over his lap with her arms wrapped around his neck as they gazed into each other's eyes very deeply.

"What do you see in my eyes now?" Ashley asked.

"What do you see?" said Barton, turning the tables on her.

"I see a man who wants to fuck me," Ashley giggled.

"Of course you do. What else do you see?"

"I think I see a man who thinks that he might want to love me."

"You're getting warmer."

"Hey, when did you unfasten my gown?" Ashley suddenly inquired as she realized that her breasts were exposed and that Barton was fondling them.

"Does it matter?"

"No. You got to see it, that's all that I care about. It's just in the way now."

Barton's teeth clamped down on one of her nipples and Ashley moaned softly. It had been a real revelation to find out how sensitive nipples could be. They always seemed kind of useless before but now they actually had a purpose, aside from the one nature had intended.

Ashley swung herself up so that she could plant her pussy on Barton's cock and then leaned forward and grabbed the backboard of the bed. Her tits were now perfectly aligned with Barton's face and he didn't hesitate to make the most of it.

As she happily rocked back and forth she felt foolish for having had so many reservations about this. Barton was attractive, and a friend, and a total stud in the sack. She must have always known that he was attractive, even if she didn't know how well-endowed he was, but it was something that was never appropriate to think about.

Chad had gently tugged at her heartstrings, but Barton was wrapping them around his fingers.

"Oh, my God...Oh, my God...you feel so good," Ashley exclaimed as she rode him faster and faster.

"You're the one baby," Barton said with a heavy breath.

"Fuck, I can't believe how good this is!"

"It's just going to get better and better all the time."

His thick jets filled her but she kept riding anyway, almost hoping that somehow he'd stay hard as long as she kept going, but eventually she gave the poor man a break and climbed happily into his embrace.

"Am I the one?" she asked, both hopefully and shyly.

"What do you think?"


CHAPTER 14:

The time seemed to fly by. There was no more talk about hooking up with other people. There was no need to. They were both totally captivated by each other, whether they were having torrid sex, or just lounging around the room watching television. It was all such a surprise but a very pleasant one.

Some days they went out and strolled along the beach, or went dancing, or participated in some other scheduled activity, but other times they pretty much just stayed in and had room service deliver their food. It was kind of silly that their room had two beds because they spent every night in the same one now.

"You know, I have a confession to make," Ashley said as they were undressing after coming back from a beach barbecue. "I didn't really trust you at first. I thought maybe you were just seducing me because you wanted to buy my company."

"But I do want to buy your company, and I think you might be more amenable to the proposition now," Barton replied calmly as he took off his shirt.

"Look, mister, just because you have a big cock that makes me go weak at the knees doesn't mean that I'm going to let you buy me out for a song," Ashley said, actually starting to get angry.

"Nor would I ever make that kind of offer. But nice to hear about your knees. What I was thinking was that if you sold the company you'd be set for life financially and could come here as often as you wanted."

"But how often would I see you?" asked Ashley.

"As often as I could manage it. Believe me, I'm not crazy about the idea of you hanging around with all those tycoons and playboys. I don't want that beach bum suddenly appearing and carrying you off on his surfboard, but I know how happy this makes you feel inside, and I want that for you. And don't think that your big tits and shapely ass don't have persuasive powers. When you're giving me head I think I'd probably sign over my company to you for pennies on the dollar."

"Let's find out. Get those pants off...now!"

Barton laughed and kicked his pants out of the way. He was going to go lie on the bed but Ashley pounced on him right where he was and squatted down on the floor with his dick in her hands.

"I thought you were mad at me," Barton joked.

"I was, but that's over. Now I just want to give you a nice wet blow job and curl up in your arms."

"Good, I was afraid my business was in jeopardy for a moment."

Ashley went to town on his prick, as she always did, but she gave him extra special attention right now. Why wouldn't Barton want to still buy her company? And realistically, why shouldn't she sell? The stress of running that place was a burden and early retirement sounded pretty appealing. Barton had always been making a fair offer, but there was a sense of competitiveness that held her back. It felt like an admission that his company was bigger than hers and he was the one to do the buying. Now she didn't care that Barton was bigger...in many ways. It wasn't a failure to build a successful company and then sell it. That's how people got rich.

Somehow the idea that Barton was a bit more prosperous, and physically stronger, and definitely better hung than Richard, seemed completely irrelevant. If anything it just made him all the more attractive in her eyes. But did she really want to come back here without him, now that she was so totally and desperately in love with the man? Maybe it would be enough to wait for the times where he was free. Being with her man a few times a year might be better than nothing.

"Where's that pen? I'm ready to sign anything," Barton groaned loudly as he was just about to burst.

Ashley wanted to laugh but a moment later her mouth was inundated with a huge load of stickiness and she had to concentrate on getting it all down and licking up the residue. Then they hopped in bed and Ashley curled up in his arms happily, just as she had planned to do.

"You know, I have a confession, too," said Barton. "The one time I let a guy cum in my mouth when I was here I thought I was going to vomit. So believe me, you don't have to impress me anymore. I completely understand if you want to spit it out."

"And you decided to tell me that after you dumped about a gallon of cum down my throat?" Ashley said in mock disgust.

"Well, I'm only human. It really turns me on to see the way you swallow it up so readily. My conscience just compelled me to speak the truth."

"Oh, you have nothing worry about, darling. I actually kind of like the taste of cum, and I especially like yours. You just taste manly to me."

"If one of us was going to become female I think you were definitely the right choice."

"I agree. I agree completely. I love being female. And I love being in your arms. And I love you so much that it hurts sometimes. Is that silly?"

"No, I feel exactly the same about you. I can't imagine going through life without you. We'll just have to find a way to make it work," Barton said firmly.

"Okay," said Ashley as she rubbed her face against his chest.

She didn't know how they could possibly make it work, but it was good to know that he wanted to.


CHAPTER 15:

All too soon it was time to go home and Ashley really dreaded the transformation this time. It was going to be a bit awkward traveling home with Barton while back in Richard's body. She even suggested that they book separate flights but Barton was having none of it.

"Look, we're in love, and that isn't going to change, at least on some level. I doubt if I'll look at you and see Ashley, but what we've shared isn't going to fade from memory. We were friends before and I hope that we'll still be friends. It will just build anticipation for the next time we can get back here and be lovers again," said Barton.

Richard was relieved that after the change he didn't do anything stupid like try to kiss Barton or talk dirty to him. For the most part they just went back to their old ways. They haggled over the details of selling Richard's company, as two businessmen was ordinarily do, and no one mentioned big cocks or shapely asses.

As Richard sat alone in his empty house, after returning home, he went over the figures they were discussing very carefully. It was a good offer. Generous, really. A company he had started from scratch was now worth millions. Why not walk away? Nobody was pressuring him anymore to work harder, or achieve more, or be more ambitious. It was absurd to think that he could just hang out at that resort all the time and be happy without Barton, and the idea of being a slut again seemed kind of shallow. Still, if they could go there together several times a year it might be enough. In all the years he had been married he had never known that kind of bliss. Maybe it was better to savor the moments they could get and try to find something to pass the time pleasantly in between. It would certainly be a chance to work on his golf game.

Most people never get even a taste of their fondest dream, he figured. Everyone wants to be a rock star, or a pro athlete, or something glamorous and exciting at some point in their life, but only a tiny fraction of the populous ever comes close to reaching those goals. Being somebody's girlfriend wasn't as lofty as aspiring to become president, but it was something obtainable on a part-time basis at least. It was something to look forward to with eagerness.

Early retirement actually sounded pretty good, the more he thought about it. If he just kept grinding away as hard as he had been he'd probably die of a heart attack sooner or later. There had to be more to life than just going to that office every day and trying to make more money. It had been fun, at the start, but now it was more of an albatross around his neck. Maybe it really was time to let it go and move on with his life, whatever that might entail.

After talking to his lawyers and giving it some more thought he finally decided to tell Barton that they had a deal. To his surprise Barton beat him to the punch by calling him up and asking him to lunch.

"I think I've got a way to sweeten the deal, a little, if you're at all interested in selling," said Barton on the phone.

"Can't you just send me the new offer?" asked Richard.

"No, I think it's better if we talk about it in person."

They met for lunch the next day and Richard smiled when he thought about how hard he had worked to look pretty for Barton when they went to dinner after making love for the first time. Now it was just two executives having a business lunch. It was kind of letdown, but Richard was still interested to hear what Barton was offering.

"Well, I'll come straight to the point," said Barton once they were seated at their table and had placed their orders. "I had a long talk with the people who run that resort, the other day, and I think we've come to an understanding. Naturally they thrive on repeat business, and their process is still proprietary, but I got them to agree on a one-way transformation...for a rather substantial sum of money. I'd have to do a little creative bookkeeping to justify the expense, but I'm willing to pay that sum of money as part of our deal, if you think it's something you would really want to do."

"I don't think I understand," said Richard, starting to feel a little warm on his forehead. "Are you saying that I would go there as me, turn into Ashley, and just stay that way forever?"

"If you really want to. I know it may sound like dirty negotiating tactics, but I think we already had a good deal in place before. I know it's a huge decision to make, and I don't expect you to make it at lunch, but it would certainly make it easier for us to be together as often as we wished. I'd still like to take more time off and travel, but we wouldn't have to go back to that resort, we could go wherever we felt like."

"Barton, I'm stunned. You know I actually thought about trying to just sneak away from there without telling anyone. I never even considered the idea of negotiating a deal with them."

"So you like the idea?"

"I love the idea. And I love that you thought of it," said Richard, almost instinctively reaching to touch his hand, but catching himself at the last moment.

"And I suppose if you really wanted to shaft me in the whole deal you could always marry me after it was done," Barton said with a grin. "It's a community property state. You'd get all the cash from the sale, plus half of everything I own would belong to you."

"As would my half of the money I got from the sale," Richard pointed out with a smile of his own. "I may have to talk to my lawyer and get a prenuptial agreement."

"You'll definitely want to talk to your lawyer, or some lawyer at any rate, about the technicalities in all of this, but I've made some inquiries and I think you can legally become Ashley without too much trouble. I can add those fees to the deal, as well, if you still need further inducement."

"No, that's perfectly all right. I like the deal as you've proposed it just fine. But I will let you pick up the check today. It'll be good practice for you. I'm used to being pampered by tycoons, you know. I'm probably going to be pretty high maintenance."

Richard was still in a state of shock when he left the restaurant. He couldn't imagine going back to the office now with so much on his mind, and it wouldn't be his office for much longer anyway. They could do without him for the rest of the day.

He didn't know what to do with himself. He wanted to laugh and cry all at once. He just drove around for a bit until he saw a nice park and decided to go for a walk to try and sort things out in his head.

If he did this thing there would be no more Richard Sherman. There would be Ashley Sherman, instead. That wasn't such a hard to thing to contemplate, was it? Richard Sherman had lived a reasonably full, if unfulfilling life. Perhaps it would be Ashley McAllister if Barton had been at all serious about marriage.

After his ugly divorce Richard had sworn that he'd never get married again, but Ashley had made no such oath. And why shouldn't she marry the man she loved? Barton was obviously serious about his commitment to her. She had no idea how much the "substantial sum of money" was but she knew it must be a lot. Well if she did marry him she'd have to see that he wasn't running around making foolish business decisions like that anymore. She hadn't built her company up just to see some horny man piss it all away.

Richard suddenly realized that he had been thinking of himself as Ashley already. That hadn't really happened before. Probably better to get used to it, since it looked like he was going to be thinking that way for the rest of his life.


CHAPTER 16:

It took a while for everything to be put into motion but having  a lot of money meant that you could have lawyers and accountants handle a lot of the work. Richard didn't see any point in telling people what he was planning to do, so he let them think that he was just going to retire on his fortune and live the good life somewhere. He hinted about sailing the globe, or moving to an island, all the sorts of things that people are supposed to do when they strike it rich. When he popped into Barton's life as Ashley no one needed to know her origin story. If someone asked how they met they could just say that they met on vacation, on a tropical island, which was essentially true.

When the day finally came for Richard to make the transition he insisted on going alone. He was just going to walk into the building, have the procedure done, and then walk out again and come straight home. When they asked him whether or not he wanted all of the hypnosis and subliminal programming he thought about declining, but decided to go for it at the last moment. That was the Ashley that Barton had come to know and he didn't want to take any chances.

As Ashley woke up the magnitude of everything that had happened to her, and was going to happen to her, kind of hit home all at once. There was a moment of panic, where she actually thought about asking to be changed back, but it passed very quickly and soon she was dressing in the clothing that she had brought along for her return journey.

Since she wasn't staying at the resort she found herself sleeping on the plane most of her way home despite the excitement that she was feeling. This was the first time that she had ever been anywhere as a woman, other than the resort, and it was a little frightening. At the airport she found herself about to walk into the men's bathroom, out of habit, but fortunately caught the mistake in time.

Although she was the one who had changed, while the world had remained the same, she sort of looked at things as if they were all new and different somehow. The resort was a self-contained fantasy world where all of the women there were really men, except the females who worked on the staff. Now Ashley was part of this giant sorority of women, and she was both proud and unsure of herself. The doubts crept back in. What was she doing? How was this ever going to work? She wished that she had let Barton come along. She would feel much better with him at her side right now.

When she got home she felt a lot better. In her familiar surroundings she felt safe. Nobody was looking at her. She didn't have to worry about making any mistakes. For a long time she just sat looking at herself in the mirror, not out of vanity, but out of wonder. She tried to recognize her old self in her face, but it just wasn't there. Maybe in the eyes. Those hadn't changed.

She was supposed to call Barton when she got home but she decided to surprise him instead. After getting herself fixed up, and putting on a very pretty dress, she drove over to his office and announced herself to the receptionist.

"Mr. McAllister...there's a Ms. Sherman here to see you," the girl said on the speaker in Barton's office.

"Show her in," Barton replied.

He hadn't been expecting her, and he had a meeting coming up fairly soon, but his heart was racing as he straightened his tie and stood in front of his desk waiting for her to enter. When she came through the door they flew to each other's arms.

"You should have called, babe, I've got a meeting," Barton explained.

"Push it back," said Ashley with a grin. "You're the boss, you can do anything."

"I think you might be a bad influence on me," Barton joked.

"Oh, I hope so," said Ashley as she turned to face the front of Barton's desk and arched her back.

As she anticipated Barton got behind her and pulled her skirt up, but instead of a caress she got a good slap on her ass.

"You were supposed to call. Can't you follow simple instructions?" Barton teased.

"What do you expect? I'm just a brainless bimbo," Ashley giggled, as she received another good spank.

"No, those days are over. You're my woman now. You can't just barge into my office anytime you feel like, you know."

"Well, then I better go then," Ashley said with a chuckle as she stood up and straightened her skirt.

In a flash Barton grabbed her and practically tore her dress off. Then he roughly shoved her back down on the desk before he yanked her panties down around her ankles.

"Don't you want to lock the door?" Ashley asked, with her face now planted on the desk.

"No. Like you said, I'm the boss. I can do anything."

Ashley let out a sigh of both pleasure and relief as she felt Barton's cock entering her from behind. She knew she had made the right decision by choosing femininity, but she really wanted this kind of positive affirmation right now.

Not too long ago the thought of being sprawled over a business rival's desk and savagely fucked would have been the kind of nightmare that Richard would have woken from with a cold sweat. Now that it was actually happening in real life all Ashlry could think about was how good it was to be in this position.

"I wonder how many other girls you've had spread across your desk like this," Ashley panted .

"You mean today or in general?" Barton grunted in response.

"It's okay. I know you're a man with a voracious appetite."

"I'm on a strict one woman diet at the moment."

"Good. I don't want to have to think about divorcing you before we're even married."

Suddenly she felt a tug at the back of head and realized that Barton had grasped her hair by the roots. He began to pull it back so far that she had to prop herself up on her elbows on the desk.

"What about you? Did you fuck any men while you were at the resort?" Barton asked.

"No, of course not. There's only one man in my life."

"That's right. And you're my woman. I claim you as my own. Will you be good?"

"Of course darling, I love you!" Ashley said, trying to keep her moaning down so that she wouldn't be heard outside.

"And I love you and want you and need you...but I do need to get to that meeting soon so I'm going to cum inside you now."

That would have made Ashley chuckle but she was too far gone with ecstasy to do anything but swoon as she took his manly bursts in her soaking gash. Once he had let the last of it fly and pulled out Ashley quickly turned around and got her knees to lick the shaft and head of his penis. She wanted to go home with his taste in her mouth.

"Is it shallow for me to be so thoroughly obsessed with your cock?" she asked in between licks.

"No, it's flattering," Barton replied.

"I'm pretty obsessed with everything about you, but this is one amazing piece of man meat."

"Well, when we get together tonight I can tell you all about how much I worship your tits. I can't believe I kept my hands off them the whole time. Hell, you never even got your bra off."

Ashley stood up and quickly yanked her bra down so that Barton could get a peek at her boobs.

"Preview of coming attractions," she said with smile before sticking the girls back in their holster. "Now what kind of irresponsible executive are you anyway? Don't you have a meeting to get to?"


CHAPTER 17:

They made plans for dinner that night, and Barton surprised her by taking her to a club that had the same kind of romantic slow dancing that they had enjoyed at the resort. Afterwards they went back to Barton's place and made love the whole night through, although they did find some time for talking and making plans about the future.

They decided that Ashley would move into Barton's place, for the time being, and then start looking for a new place together. A place that would be their own, to make their own memories. And of course they talked about their wedding and their honeymoon.

"I want the dress, but I don't want any sort of fancy ceremony," said Ashley. "My parents aren't alive and I wouldn't have anyone to invite anyway."

"How about a wedding chapel in Las Vegas?" Barton suggested.

"That sounds perfect. It would be nice to be there for pleasure instead of business for a change."

"But I am going to want to show you off and have people meet you eventually," said Barton. "I want everyone to see my beautiful young bride."

"We're about the same age, silly," Ashley reminded him.

"That's not exactly true anymore. I mean, technically, yes, you're the same age you've always been, but having undergone that process your body is biologically much younger. For all practical intents and purposes you're a woman in your twenties, which makes me kind of a dirty old man."

"Wow, I hadn't really thought about that. You better keep yourself in good shape, mister. I didn't become a woman just so that you could drop dead on me from working too hard."

"Well, you'd be a very wealthy widow with no shortage of attractive suitors I'm sure."

"Fuck that! It's my job from now on to see that you eat right, and get plenty of exercise, and take time off from work."

"Yes dear."

"Oh, I like the sound of that. I plan to be hearing that a lot in the future," Ashley joked.

"Well, if I'm really feeling stressed out I can always go back to the resort for some more bimbo therapy, I suppose."

"I think I can provide you with all the bimbo therapy you need right here in the home. I have a whole regimen of fucking and sucking and kissing and hugging all planned out for you. You'll be so damn relaxed and free of stress you won't know what hit you!"


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I obviously like stories that involve resorts and "temporary" gender transformation, which usually grows into something more permanent, and this is yet another one of those tales. I think a lot of people would try something like that, even if they thought they had no real desire to change forever, because there's so much curiosity about the opposite sex and seeing the world through different eyes. I've also actually heard several men make the comment that life would be so much easier if they were a hot-looking woman so that was kind of the inspiration for this particular story. Whether it would actually be easier or not is debatable, but it would certainly provide for some interesting new experiences!
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