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CHAPTER 1:

"Welcome to Transplendent Resorts, International, your ultimate vacation destination. We are delighted you chose us to serve your recreational needs and every one of our cheerful staff members is here to help see that you have the trip of a lifetime."

The sexy female voice issued forth from speakers that seemed to stretch all the way along the sleek corridor. The walls had giant video screens flashing up examples of happy people enjoying themselves at one of the many resorts owned by the parent company. There was a slightly dream-like quality to it all as Joe Wilkins glided silently along the floor on the moveable sidewalk that propelled the guests into the heart of the resort.

Transplendent Resorts, International, or TRI as it was known on Wall Street, was the latest and greatest in futuristic holiday packaging. Over the years the traditional family resorts like Disney had begun to incorporate even more elaborate rides and attractions, and it was becoming fairly common to have some kind of virtual reality, immersive experience available at even a larger airport hotel that catered mostly to the business traveler. Technology had exploded in the early to mid 21st century and a lot of companies were still scrambling to catch up with the possibilities.

Transplendent Resorts was definitely not designed for family fun or even the casual diversion of a harried businessman on a 12 hour layover. A fortune had been invested in the concept, even before the technology to make it possible had been fully invented. Real estate had been acquired, buildings constructed, and a whole marketing scheme laid out well in advance so that when the day came to add the final touch the doors could be open at once, and the competition left in the dust.

"For some of you your stay will be a comfortable, relaxing way to unwind and get away from it all. For others it will be unique opportunity to explore your deepest fantasies. Either way we hope that it will be an experience you never forget."

That seemed very likely to Joe as he glanced around at some of the other guests and wondered how many of them were here for the same reason he was. No way to tell, of course, but kind of amusing to guess. He tried for a moment or two and then gave up. The moveable floor was slowing down as they had come to a large, circular reception area.

"Guests with yellow badges should step to the counters on the left. Guests with green badges should step to the counters on the right. You're just moments away from beginning your dream vacation. Thank you for choosing us for your travel and recreational needs. We put the trans in transplendent."

Well that took away any need to guess. The green badges were all filing off to the right and Joe was milling in the other direction with those clad in yellow badges. So each of the people on this side of the room presumably wanted the same thing he did. They wanted to temporarily become a member of the opposite sex.


CHAPTER 2:

Putting the trans in transplendent, indeed. There was nothing of its kind anywhere in the world yet, aside from the properties owned by TRI, but that would no doubt change in due time. The concept was fairly simple. The resorts were adults only, swingers hangouts, but with a major twist. You could go as yourself or you could go and be turned into someone else for the duration of your stay. More precisely, someone else of the opposite gender.

The resorts attempted to keep a ratio of about 50/50 most of the time, but they had been surprised at how high the demand was for those yellow badges. The majority of the guests who wished to change sex were men, but there were always a few women as well, and the majority of the non-transforming guests was likewise heavily male dominated. It actually made for kind of a strange "locker room" feeling as Joe made his way towards the registration desk. It was odd to be in a public place like this with no children and so few women.

He glanced over at the other side of the room and let his mind wander for a moment. He might end up making love to one of those men over the next two weeks, perhaps even more than one. That was a bizarre thought right now and almost gave him cold feet. He was tempted to claim that a mistake had been made and that he really wanted a green badge but then he was kind of swept up in the crowd and standing in front of desk clerk before he knew it.

It was basically like checking into any other hotel except that there were some special needs for the guests with yellow badges. There was an indoctrination session that he would be expected to attend and of course the actual procedure had to be performed before he would be turned loose on the resort population at large. Joe was nervous but also anxious to get started.

His luggage was taken to his room but he was herded, along with the other yellow badges, into a conference room of sorts where an attractive woman in a business suit soon appeared to address the crowd.

"Good morning!" she began in a very chipper voice. "I hope you're all as excited as we are to get you on your way as quickly as possible. Now how many of you are returning guests?"

About a third of the people raised their hands. Joe found that kind of reassuring. It couldn't be that bad if so many people wanted to do it again he thought.

"Wonderful," the woman said as she practically clapped her hands with delight. "Hopefully many of you here for the first time will want to come back and visit again and again, whether at this facility or one of our many other fine resorts located all over the globe. Each one offers the same luxury amenities but with its own unique flair and style."

Was this an orientation meeting or a sales pitch? Well, for what it must have cost to build this joint Joe couldn't really blame them for wanting to get their money back. God knows he was certainly helping that cause. This trip was going to cost him a small fortune.

Of course the cost was all relative. To some people it would probably wipe them out. To others it would be a drop in the bucket. To Joe it was somewhere in between. It wasn't cheap but he could afford it. Whether he'd blow this much dough on it twice remained to be seen, but he was willing to pay to satisfy his curiosity.

"For those of you here the first time it may take a little getting used to the change. People are going to look at you a little differently and probably speak to you differently as well. And when you look in the mirror you're certainly going to see a very different reflection. That can be startling. Just don't let it frighten you. Everybody feels that way for a little bit at first. Just take things at your own pace. I know you might be tempted to rush out and try everything at once or feel shy and reluctant to mingle but just take a stroll around the property or enjoy a drink at one of our many hospitality facilities."

Jesus, they can't even call them bars anymore, Joe almost muttered to himself. Everything seemed like it had to have some other name these days. Big corporations like TRI probably had a whole staff of people who did nothing but come up with new names for things that didn't need it.

"Now one of the questions on your mind is probably how much sex really goes on here?"

That grabbed Joe's attention.

"The answer is...a lot."

That got a good laugh and a few whistles. Joe noted that some of the people were nodding their heads and grinning. Presumably the returning customers, or guests or yellow badges or whatever the hell they were.

"This is an adult resort and whatever you want to do is fine with us, as long as everybody is a willing participant. No one is going to judge you. No one is keeping score either so it's up to you how frisky you feel and how wild you want to get. You're definitely not required to do anything with anyone if you don't want to but we do ask that you understand the sexual nature of this kind of resort. Most of our guests are here with a little romance...or some naughty fun on their minds. You may find that you get approached more openly and aggressively than you might ordinarily encounter in your daily lives. That's only natural so please don't panic or take offense. If anyone seems unusually rude or persistent please don't hesitate to contact one of our guest relations liaisons. No still means no around here and you're free to say it anytime you like."

There was a little more preamble and some questions and answers but it appeared that everyone was anxious to get the ball rolling. The changing process would be done in shifts but Joe didn't have too long to wait. It gave him a chance to check out his room, which was lovely, and to unpack some of his things, which were quite lovely too.

It had been quite a strange experience packing his bags with female clothing and toiletries but he had followed the recommended checklist pretty much to the letter. Of course the resort also offered a range of shopping options so there really wasn't anything to worry about if you suddenly found yourself in the need of a black cocktail dress that you had forgotten to bring along.

Just holding these odd items of clothing as he hung them in the closet or folded them neatly into a drawer sent a little tingle of excitement running through him. It just didn't seem possible that he'd actually be putting this stuff on soon, let alone taking it off in front of another person.

Why had Joe come to this place? The answer seemed fairly simple. For some time now he had been developing a very strong fantasy desire to experience sex as a woman. When it had started was hard to say. He seemed to recall that he used to just jack off to porn like anyone else until one day he suddenly started wondering what it would be like to be the girl in the video or the picture. That curiosity had led to a gradual shift in his imaginary couplings. He went from wondering what the girl was feeling to pretending to be girl and trying to find some way to replicate that feeling with his own body. That hadn't worked too well. He could get himself into the right frame of mind mentally but his anatomy kept bringing him back to reality.

He had played around with a padded bra a few times so that he could feel some kind of weight and mass in front of him but there was only so far you could go with that sort of thing, and like many fantasies or fetishes, there was a tendency to want to go further and further all the time. This was the logical extension of that desire. Far more realistic than wearing women's lingerie while masturbating.

He didn't think of himself as gay in any way. He had been married, twice so far, but had no children from either marriage. He dated off and on and didn't think of himself as particularly female in most ways, he just liked the idea of getting laid as a woman. He had done some research into the subject, when he was worried at the beginning that he was becoming some sort of mentally ill degenerate, and found that his type of fantasy was not all that unusual. Lots of men apparently had the same thought, only many of them would never dare articulate it to anyone for fear of being branded a homosexual or transgendered.

Attitudes in society had been gradually softening towards the idea of "gender fluidity" or the "acceptability" of choosing your own gender identity despite your birth genetics, but old ideas die hard and even if something is politically incorrect to voice out loud it doesn't mean that nobody has prejudiced thoughts anymore. That a place like this could exist and advertise openly was proof that times had changed, but for Joe there was a definite reluctance to attach any significance to his fantasies. He just liked to masturbate that way, that's all.

Of course in a little while he would be confronted with the possibility of actually being a female in a sexual situation with a male. He hoped that the combination of his "disguise" and the anonymity of his potential partners would basically create the sort of pornographic experience he had been looking for. Once the actual sex started he figured things would be fine but it was the process of getting there that worried him.

He wasn't a woman. He wasn't a particularly effeminate man. He didn't generally find himself wishing that he was a woman unless he was having a sexual fantasy. He wasn't sure how he would feel when a guy hit on him. He wasn't anxious to flirt and had no idea how he'd go about it. Having sex with a man wasn't really a problem in his mind as long as he was a woman at the time. That distinction was quite clear to him. It was what he was going to do with himself all of the other time when he wasn't getting laid that seemed a bit murky and confusing.

He wouldn't have long to wait to find out as a courtesy call alerted him that his turn was coming up. He put on his robe and slippers over his naked body, as he had been instructed to do, and followed the directions that would take him to where he needed to be. This whole thing might be a big mistake and a huge waste of cash but there was no way to know for sure without going ahead with it. It would be a unique experience, one way or the other, that was for sure. Hopefully not a dreadful one.


CHAPTER 3:

Choosing his body had been much harder than he had imagined it would. There was an online application that took care of the whole thing in advance. You started by selecting a basic body type that ranged from small and petite to Amazonian goddess, with a little of everything in between. You then had some sliders to drag around if you wanted to tweak and fine tune the body you had chosen.

At this point the face was still a little tricky to manipulate without more extensive surgery so you kind of got what you got. There was some facial feminization but it was apparently much easier to manipulate the fat in your body than it was your overall bone structure.

If you were old they couldn't make you appear too much younger. If you were heavy they couldn't really make you thin. They were working on all of that but for this particular purpose speed was of the essence. They had to bring people in and turn them out again in a few hours and of course turn them back they way they were when it was time for them to leave. So it wasn't surprising that they couldn't do everything it was surprising that they could do any of this at all.

Since Joe didn't know what he'd get facially he decided to lean towards a pretty sexy body. From his own life experience he knew that a woman didn't have to be a complete beauty if she had nice tits and ass. He had opted for a little more voluptuous figure than he might have chosen if he could have simply been given the face of an actress or pop star, but not seeing himself as very good female material he figured a nice rack would probably still get him laid.

The whole thing was basically automated, which gave it kind of a weird assembly line feeling, but he would be asleep the whole time so what did it matter? A bunch of doctors hovering over him would probably have been more nerve-wracking anyway. This made it seem as easy as an automatic car wash. You went to sleep as a man and woke up as a woman. How they were accomplishing it wasn't really all that important to him. Naturally they supplied very detailed information but the whole thing sounded creepy when you read it in black and white so he just skimmed over that and got to the fun part of choosing his looks.

Because they knew in advance what your size and measurements would be they were able to provide that along with the checklist for your clothing acquisitions. He bought everything online anyway, to avoid the embarrassment of having to walk into a woman's clothing store or department, but it was still strange to have actually placed such orders for himself.

There was no way in hell he was going to ask any women he knew for help because that would mean explaining where he was going and what he was planning to do. That was a secret he planned to take to the grave.

An element of risk was obviously involved in something this new and radical but there was an element of risk in bungee jumping or cliff diving and people did those things for fun all the time. Hell, you probably took a greater risk, statistically, every time you got in your car and drove on the freeway.

He had fallen asleep immediately and deeply so when he woke he had no real sense of how much time had passed. At first he thought it had just been a moment or two and that something had gone wrong but a quick glance down at his body proved that wasn't the case. There was a rather large protuberance sticking up under the sheet that covered him in the area of his chest. Suddenly a very friendly nurse appeared and he was helped into a wheelchair and whisked off to another room.

There he was examined and the procedure declared a complete success so he was allowed to put his robe and slippers back on and return to his room. Joe still hadn't seen any more of the results than he could see by looking down at his body so he was anxious to get in front of a mirror for a better view.

Holy cow! The orientation lady wasn't kidding about seeing a very different reflection. Joe wasn't just startled he was practically floored by it. In his wildest dreams he couldn't have hoped to look this good. Even his face wasn't half bad, when he finally pried his eyes away from his boobs. Hopefully they would have the same effect on other men.

"Damn, I look like a stripper," Joe said out loud.

He had heard his new voice when the doctor had asked him a few questions but it was still not something he was accustomed to. Not so terribly different perhaps but higher, softer and a little more feminine.

It was just so strange to suddenly be someone else. So strange to be female instead of male. And especially strange to be so freaking hot! Joe had always thought of himself as a pretty average guy but in this body he was far from average now.

He decided that it was time to stop thinking in masculine terms. There was really no point in it considering the way he looked and sounded. Better to start reinforcing the idea that he was really female. So "Joey" replaced Joe, for the time being, and the big question now was where to start.

The package included a number of trips to the "cosmetic enhancement boutique," or beauty parlor as anyone but a corporation would have called it. There she could get fixed up as much or as little as she wanted or stock up on supplies should she feel brave enough to try some cosmetic techniques herself. They offered classes on that and she thought about checking that out but at the moment she was quite happy to let someone else do the work.

She was kind of hungry so she thought she would get dressed and ht the salon before grabbing a bite to eat. That would give her a chance to walk around a little and try the new body on for size.

The panties seemed sort of like briefs, though they were much thinner and silkier but the bra took a little effort to get on, especially around her rather ample bosom. She tossed on a shirt and some shorts and a pair of flip-flops and kind of let her hair hang wherever it wanted to as she checked the hotel directory to find the location of the "boutique" before taking her first tentative steps outside.

She noticed that it felt different to walk in this body and assumed that it was because there was no cock and balls between her legs but in reality women tend to have wider hips and a lower center of balance which creates a slight swaying motion. Obviously some women accentuate this hip swiveling maneuver for enhanced sex appeal but even without trying Joey was walking more like a girl right out of the box. And it wasn't just the hips and legs operating a little different than usual. Joey wasn't gigantically stacked but she had pretty big boobs and her bra didn't do much to keep them from bouncing around a bit with each step she took.

Every guy she passed stared right at her tits. Every guy. Not one guy, or some guys, or a few guys. It freaked her out. Of course that was what she had been hoping would happen so that they would concentrate on that instead of her face but having it actually take place was rather disconcerting. Joey wasn't used to having strangers staring at her, or at least being that obvious about it. For a moment she thought about retreating to her room but she decided to press on. Presumably she would get used to it eventually. It was complimentary, after all. They were looking because they were interested and that was what she was here for. This wasn't a feminist empowerment symposium, it was a swinger's retreat.

She opted for the basics, as far as cosmetics were concerned. The girl was very polite and helpful and made all sorts of suggestions that Joey figured she'd never remember. Apparently what kind of makeup you wore in the daytime wasn't always the same as you wore at night and different things could make a big difference depending upon the look you were going for. At the moment Joey was going for a "typical female" look so the girl did her best and Joey was pretty blown away by the results. If she didn't look half bad before she probably looked half good now, at least. No wonder Joe's wives had spent so damn much money on creams and powders and whatnot. It was kind of miraculous, really, what could be accomplished by someone who knew what they were doing.

Joey felt pretty confident as she strolled over to the cafe where she was planning to have a meal. If her hips swiveled and her tits bounced so be it. Of course even with her makeup on men were still staring at her breasts but she just took it in stride and went about her business.

It was kind of between lunch and dinner time so the restaurant was fairly empty. Some people really hate it but she didn't mind eating alone all that much. She been divorced for several years now and often ate alone on business trips.

Her waiter was a nice-looking young man who managed to be professional enough not to openly ogle her and she decided he would get a nice tip for that, even if the service turned out to be lousy. That was highly unlikely in a place like this that thrived on service and the waiter certainly lived up to that standard.

As she sat in the cafe she looked around and wondered about the people she saw, both in the restaurant and walking around outside. She was seated by a big picture window that provided a pretty view for people watching and she took advantage of it.

She was particularly interested in the other women and tried to guess whether they were genetic females or yellow badges like she was. It was fairly easy to tell with some, but in general there was no way to really be sure at a glance. If a person walking around appears to be a woman your mind tends to fill in the blanks and accept it as fact. Unless something really jumps out at you there's no reason for close observation.

That was fairly reassuring. She definitely didn't want to come across as some kind of freak. The fear that she would just be an ugly man in drag had nagged at the back of her mind. Those feelings were fading quickly as she realized that she was being accepted in this new body rather easily. Now it was just a matter of putting it to use.


CHAPTER 4:

"Hey, beautiful...mind if I sit here?"

Joey had installed herself at the pool with a drink and a paperback novel she had picked up at the airport. Now a hairy-chested man of about 28 or so, she would have guessed, was inviting himself to join her.

"No, I don't mind," she replied.

She sort of did but she also sort of realized that she would have to do something of this kind if she ever wanted to get in the sack with somebody. It was a pretty wild place but it wasn't like you just dropped your panties and bent over and waited for someone to come along and bone you.

"You're first time here?" the man asked.

"Yeah."

"I try to come back every year. They've really got something special going on here."

She learned that her hairy friend was named Jacob and that he was some sort of investment broker. He was supposedly single, but had been married once a while back. He had a very easy-going manner but he did seem to pour on the compliments a little thick and he wasn't averse to a little sexual innuendo whenever he thought he could slip it in.

"Can I get you another drink?" asked Jacob.

"No, I'm still working on this one, thanks," said Joey.

Jacob called the poolside waiter over and ordered a rum and Coke. Joey was nursing a kind of fruity, tropical thing because it seemed sort of feminine to her but it actually tasted pretty darn good.

"On second thought I will have another," she chimed in just as the waiter was about to depart.

"You know this place has five swimming pools but most of the time I never see anyone go in the water," Jacob chuckled.

"That's true," Joey commented. "I haven't been here all that long but I haven't seen anyone even dip their toe in the water so far."

"I like to swim. It's good exercise, but lounging around the pool can be nice too...especially when you're sitting next to such a lovely creature."

What was his game? Joey wondered why he came back every year. He must know that most of the women here were actually men. Did he get some kind of kinky thrill out of that or were yellow badges just really easy lays? It kind of made sense. If most people had the same sexual motivation for coming here that she had they would probably be pretty horny and pretty anxious to get it on. Maybe Jacob had just stumbled on a good thing. It wasn't going to take very much to get Joey in bed. The only thing preventing it so far was the fact that Jacob hadn't made his move yet.

Joey was wearing a fairly modest blue one-piece bathing suit but with so much cleavage showing it was hard not to look sexy. Jacob's eyes drifted over to that cleavage now and then but he managed to look her in the eyes when they were talking. He kind of got some extra points for that in her book. She had assumed that being a sex object would be awesome, and it kind of was in a way, but it was also a little unsettling, especially for someone who had only been a woman for a matter of hours.

She had been guilty of the same thoughts as a man. Big tits sort of implied easy virtue. A voluptuous figure made everything a woman did seem more sexual in a way. Obviously the shape and size of a woman's body parts had absolutely no bearing on their personality or disposition when it came to sex but those ideas popped into a man's head anyway.

There was often a complicated love/hate thing going on in a man's mind when it came to overtly sexy women. They coveted the body and would often do almost anything to get between her legs but sometimes that sparked feelings of resentment or envy. Many men feel like they don't get laid as often as they want and that they have to work or pay too much for that privilege. It's easy to assume that the hot girl has no such problems and that they should appreciate the ease with which they could find partners instead of putting up barriers or playing hard to get.

Joey had pretty good luck with women as a man but she knew the frustration that went along with a bad dry spell or the pain of being rejected by someone you thought you really had a chance with. After each divorce there had been a long period of solitude where the thought of going out and trying to meet someone seemed like a drudgery not worth enduring. Marriage had taken that away at least. Joe got in bed with a woman every night. That didn't mean there would be sex all the time or that being in bed with the same woman for years wouldn't become its own kind of drudgery, but it simplified the process at any rate.

This Jacob guy was probably like most guys, Joey thought. Horny. Anxious to score. Certainly not looking for a long range partner in a place like this. Presumably that was a big part of the appeal. You could bang the same chick every night for two weeks but that would be the end of it because the chick would turn back into a dude and you'd both go home. There wouldn't even be the pretense of making plans or exchanging contact information. Jacob would never know who Joey really was and he was probably fine with that.

Eventually he made the suggestion that they go back to his room. He might have offered some lame excuse for why they should do that but Joey wasn't paying that much attention to the details. She had seen the bulge in his swim trunks and knew that it was only a matter of time. She had also decided that she wasn't going to be terribly choosey first time up at bat. The formality of the proceedings had just delayed the inevitable but at least the man was trying to be polite.

She was in his arms the moment they entered the room. Jacob may have taken his time about getting here but he was wasting none now. He kissed and fondled her very aggressively and Joey felt a little sense of panic. This was all brand new to her and she wasn't sure of her footing yet.

Jacob pulled the upper half of her bathing suit down and stared in a combination of delight and disbelief as her boobs bounced out to greet him.

"Oh, baby, you are something else," he whistled between his teeth.

He groped and kissed her tits while she kind of just stood there not sure of how to respond.

"And they're real too. Just amazing!"

At first she thought he had mistaken her for one of the genetically female guests but then she realized that her tits were real in a sense. Her genes had been manipulated and some fat redistributed but there was no implant or anything at work. Her boobs would look and feel exactly the way they would have had she been born with them. That was kind of pleasing because it gave her a slight advantage over "birth women" who supplemented their bosom with surgery.

Jacob had only been wearing his swim trunks with an open terry-cloth shirt and both of those objects hit the floor pretty soon. Joey was about to wriggle out of her half exposed suit but Jacob was there in a flash to do it for her.

Now they were both naked and facing each other. Just as Jacob had stared wide-eyed at her breasts she now took a good long look at his dick. This was kind of the moment of truth. In the videos she watched she had grown very fond of looking at cocks. Originally she had fast-forwarded through any prolonged exposure of the penis and started watching again once it was safely buried inside the girl but eventually she developed quite a taste for the sight of an erection. Even a big, sloppy "money shot" was a turn on now. But that was a video of people she didn't know and would never meet. She was only pretending that someone was actually fucking her. Now it appeared that someone was about to do that very thing for real. Someone with a name. Someone who was staying at the same resort. Someone who was actually planning to put that erection inside her.

If she wanted to get out now was the time. She didn't. She got in bed with the man instead.


CHAPTER 5:

Jacob straddled her stomach and began to push his prick up between her boobs. She had totally not expected to start with a titty fuck but it made perfect sense. She had plenty of bosom for the task so why wouldn't the guy want to play with them like that?

At least it gave her hands something to do as she squeezed her tits together. The sight of his penis popping up so close to her chin was kind of alluring and disturbing at once. What the hell was she doing with another man's cock so close to her face? And why was she getting so turned on by that?

Eventually Jacob had enough of playing with her jugs and climbed off her stomach. He was down between her legs now and grinning broadly.

"How do you want it baby?" he asked.

"Um...you decide," she replied.

"No problem there."

It was probably not the wisest idea to make that sort of blanket offer when she had no idea what he might have had in mind but she wasn't prepared for the question and obviously didn't have any favorite positions or anything yet.

She was rather unceremoniously flipped over on her stomach and then pulled up on her knees. Her head was still on the bed but she propped herself up on her arms and tried to look back at the man who was preparing to take her.

"You're so fucking hot!" Jacob announced proudly.

"Thanks," was all Joey could think of to say in response to that, not knowing whether to return the compliment or not.

"I'm going to give you my big dick baby," Jacob said, as if there was some other logical reason for them to be in this position.

"Do it," Joey replied.

Jacob did. His dick wasn't all that big but to Joey it was more than big enough for a first time. Fortunately she was pretty wet already, although she hadn't even touched herself or been touched down there by him yet. The newness of the situation had just been so very sexually charged that she had become quite horny without totally being aware of it.

The man was humping her quite enthusiastically. Joey wasn't really surprised because had the roles been reversed she had no doubt that this would have been a very appealing situation. Big-bosomed blonde on her hands and knees and no real difficulty in getting her there. All for the price of one drink, aside from the exorbitant fees the resort charged everyone to be here.

Joey was kind of disappointed that she was thinking about such things at the moment. This was supposed to be "transplendent" after all. It was good to know that she wasn't scared off by the experience or appalled by the thought of a man sticking his dick inside her but she wasn't totally experiencing the wild, unbridled joy that she had been hoping for.

It felt good. It was sex and the sensation of her tits flailing around as she got drilled certainly made her feel like a woman but she wasn't really doing much of anything in response. Jacob was jacking away in back but there was kind of a perfunctory thing about the whole experience that seemed a little disappointing.

He finished up pretty soon with some grunts and groans and did offer to take her to dinner but after her late lunch she wasn't really hungry and actually felt more like getting out of there and going back to her room.

Other than kissing her a little and groping her boobs Jacob hadn't really spent much time working on her own needs, whatever those might be as a woman. Even the position he chose was kind of impersonal. A little more foreplay might have been nice. She felt kind of like a prostitute must feel, without the money left on the nightstand.

Actually she had just been starting to get kind of warmed up right about the time we was dumping his load inside her. She had certainly gotten aroused, and the feeling of cock in her pussy was nice enough, but the whole thing lacked any emotional resonance whatsoever.

It seemed funny to her that she would even think of that. She had kind of entered into the experience with a man's desire to get off fast and get on with things but her body was not having that. She needed a little something more if she was really going to let loose and have the kind of fun she was seeking.

Still it was a start. She had gotten laid within a couple of hours of turning female. Whatever initial shock she may have felt had passed very quickly. She had chatted with a guy and gone to bed with him and touched his dick and he had cum inside her and the world didn't come to an end. She didn't feel remotely gay or guilty about what she had done. It was just kind of a mediocre lay. There was plenty of time for things to improve.


CHAPTER 6:

Joey didn't feel terribly inspired to go out and try her luck again that night so she retired to her room and ordered dinner from room service when she started to get hungry again. She had some thinking to do.

One thing she decided was that as long as she was in this body she was going to own it. She was going to rock whatever she wore. First thing tomorrow she was going to go out and buy the skimpiest bikini she could find. If that made men's eyes pop out of their heads, so much the better. The more desirable she appeared the greater her selection of partners.

Jacob had just happened to be the first guy who sat down and talked to her. He was pleasant but she hadn't found him terribly attractive nor been charmed out of her socks by his personality. In the bedroom he had turned out to be nothing special either. Maybe that's what all of the guys here were like since it wasn't the normal dating environment but it wouldn't hurt to try and find out.

Her first tentative steps as a woman had been kind of shaky. There was the fear that she wouldn't be accepted as a real woman or wouldn't be considered very attractive. Then there was the fear that being with a man would be too uncomfortable to deal with. And ultimately there was also a feeling of not knowing exactly what to do once she was actually there. In porn videos everything happened according to a plan. People just kind of jumped around from one position to the next and all she had to do was play along in her mind. People didn't usually stop and ask what you wanted to do. There was a type of script being followed. Obviously in real life it wasn't always going to be that simple and clear cut. It wouldn't hurt to put a little thought into it before jumping in the sack again.

Fortunately her fears had proven to be unfounded. She could look at herself objectively in the mirror and be quite happy with what she saw. She had a vivacious body so why not adopt a more vivacious attitude to go along with it?

She masturbated to some porn before going to bed and wished that she had brought a vibrator along but even just working with her hands she had a pretty fantastic time. It had actually been much better than the real thing and she wondered whether she should just find a dildo and stay in her room but she wasn't about to let one mediocre experience get her down.

Shopping the next day turned out to be a fairly pleasant experience. Joey had planned to just pop in and grab a bikini but once she was there it was kind of interesting to browse around a little. Clothing had basically meant two things before; appropriateness for the situation and comfort for all of the other times. Certainly Joe had tried to look nice during those dating times but that really fell more into the category of appropriate for the situation than any sort of fashion statement. Joe would have worn a gunny sack and Mickey Mouse ears if that was the best way to impress a lady.

Joe had just never been all that interested in clothing. His wives had bought much of his wardrobe and they were always there to tell him which tie went best with which suit and so on. Joey was now surrounded by what seemed like an infinite variety of options, even though this was just a boutique shopping center  in a hotel. There were all these different fabrics and colors and styles. It was daunting but kind of fascinating at the same time. Some of these things felt really good when she pressed them up against her skin and she could sort of imagine what it might feel like to have that feeling all over her body.

And there was no one to judge her purchases one way or the other. If that little floral print sundress looked pretty for some reason why not get it? Nobody cared. Nobody was going to think she was a queer for wearing something pretty as long as she was in this body. She had a free pass to create her own image. She saw no real point in being demure or trying to hide her assets. If she wanted to be a knockout then dress for the part.

She had planned to spend as little time in the shop as necessary and as little money as possible but both of those plans fell by the wayside as she strolled out of the place some considerable time later, sporting some new sunglasses and some bracelets she just had to have. The rest of her things would be delivered to her room. It was that kind of place.

Joey couldn't wait for her purchases to arrive so that she could put them to use, especially the black string bikini. Being a bit top heavy it had been kind of hard to find anything that fit perfectly but after a little help from the shop girl she managed to squeeze into something that sort of worked. With men's clothes a shirt was basically a shirt. Small, medium or large was generally all you needed to know but women seemed to be constructed a little differently and one size definitely didn't fit all, unless you were talking about a tent with holes in it.

When she looked at herself in the mirror, clad in the shockingly immodest swimsuit, it was the first time that she felt like she had really made the right decision by coming here. She looked every inch the porn goddess. The suit didn't leave much to the imagination but she knew that it covered enough for men to still daydream about what she looked like without it. They just didn't have to be that imaginative.

Most importantly she felt hot. She felt sexy. She knew that she would be viewed as a prize and thought it might be fun to be on the other side of the equation for once. What would Joe have done to get a woman like this in the sack? What lines would he have used? What battle plan would he have adopted? Joey had no doubt that her male counterpart would have been irresistibly drawn to the quest and it amused her to think about how ironic that seemed now.

She chose one of the other pools further away from her room, partly to avoid potentially running into Jacob again right away, and partly so that she could stroll around for a bit and take in the whole resort. She slipped a robe over the bikini, not for modesty but so that she could make the big reveal when she felt like it, left her new sunglasses and bracelets on and began her stroll.

In reality it was more of a strut than a stroll as she made her away around the luxurious property with hips swinging and head held high. The sunglasses gave her a nice "aloof" touch, she thought. More of that movie star look. She felt like a star, though nothing had really changed at all since yesterday, aside from the scarcity of material in her swimwear, but everything had changed mentally.

She was hardly the only yellow badge who had selected a curvy frame, and there were probably more beautiful woman of various types roaming about the place, but it didn't matter to Joey. It was a big place and there was plenty of room for all sorts of babes and plenty of cock to go around she figured. She was exuding confidence, and confidence is virtually always sexy, whether in a man or a woman. The more obvious men were about staring the more confident she became. Just wait until I get out of this robe she thought as a wicked little smile crept onto the corner of her lips.

The pool area she chose was larger and more attractively landscaped than the one she had gone to yesterday. It was also more crowded as she found a recliner and stretched out. The sunglasses were a great help because nobody could tell whether her eyes were open or what she might be looking at. Joey gave the impression of being completely relaxed and oblivious to the scene around her but in actuality she was taking it all in rather carefully.

She could see that she was being watched and that sometimes a guy would walk past her, as if going to get a towel or on some other errand, but she noticed that it was really just an excuse to cast a glance her way as he passed. That was a kick. She wasn't the only woman at the pool but she could tell that she was definitely getting more than her share of attention, and she hadn't even taken her robe off yet.

Well, that was about to change. There was enough eye candy here to make the prospects of sparking up a conversation worthwhile so she very deliberately stretched, as if she had been dozing the whole time, stood up and let her robe fall back on the recliner. She kicked off her sandals and very seductively made her way towards the hot tub, which was conveniently located so that she would have to pass a long line of men on the way.

This is really just a performance, she thought. Or more like being a fashion model on the runway. She was displaying what she had for interested customers. If there were no takers she would just relax in the hot tub for a while and then go eat lunch. And if someone hit on her that she wasn't interested in she could just take a pass. The man would make the decision to initiate contact but after that it would all be in her control. She liked that thought. Maybe somewhere along the line she would spot a guy that she found particularly attractive for some reason, and then she might have to try and target him specifically, but for now she was content to take pot luck. She wasn't freaked out by men but she still hadn't crossed the line into actually acknowledging any sort of preference for one type or another.

Naturally she acted like she wasn't aware of all the eyes on her as she gently lowered herself into the hot tub where she stretched out her arms on the rim of the tub and adopted a casual pose with her head kind of angled back. She still had her sunglasses on but this time she did close her eyes. She wanted to see how long it was before she heard the sound of someone else getting in the water and she wanted whoever it was that joined her to come as a surprise.

She didn't have terribly long to wait as she could hear some foot scuffling nearby and then the gentle break of the water as someone settled down in the tub. When Joey finally opened her eyes she was definitely surprised all right. Her tub companion was another woman!


CHAPTER 7:

"You look so comfortable there that I hope I'm not disturbing you," said the other woman once Joey had glanced over at her.

"Not at all. Plenty of room," Joey replied.

"Can I ask you a question?"

"I don't see why not."

"Are you like me? I mean...are you one of the people who had a yellow badge?"

"Yes, indeed," said Joey flashing a kindly smile.

"Wow, I wasn't sure. You look so amazing!"

Joey took a closer look at her new companion. She wasn't as buxom, that was true, but her face was considerably more feminine and she was absolutely adorable.

"Thank you, but you look terrific too. You're cute as a button," Joey volunteered.

"I don't know. I keep thinking I should have gone for bigger tits," the other girl said as she shot a glance down at her chest.

"Not with a face like that. I just went for the rack because I didn't know how my face would turn out. Well, that and the fact that it just seemed like it might be kind of fun to have big hooters."

They both laughed at that and then made their introductions. The other girl called herself Valerie, she was 27, and this was also her first time at the resort. Apparently she had been here for almost a week now and this was the first time she had actually worked up the courage to put on a bathing suit.

"It's crazy, I know. I paid all this money to come here, and it's something I've dreamed about for years, but once I got here I just sort of froze up," Valerie confessed shyly.

"Hey, I know the feeling. It just didn't take me quite as long to get over it," Joey said reassuringly. "The important thing is you're here now, wearing a bikini, kicking it in a hot tub with men all around. Just relax and enjoy it. For me it was all about saying fuck it, if I'm going to be a girl I might as well have fun."

"Have you...shit this is so rude of me..."

"Go ahead."

"Have you...have you actually done it yet...I mean with a guy?"

"Just once. Of course this is only my second day here," Joey chuckled.

"God, I wish I could be that confident," Valerie said sadly.

"You can girl! You're hot. Just keep reminding yourself of that. It would be dumb if every one of us looked exactly the same. Dumb, and kind of creepy."

"Oh, shit! There's two guys walking over here. I think they plan to get in the tub! Although they are kind of cute," Valerie said with a little embarrassed giggle.

"Good. One for each of us...if we want them," said Joey confidently as she resumed her "comfy-looking" pose. Just be cool sweetie and let it rip."

"Mind if we join you?" one of the guys asked as they stood at the edge of the tub.

"Hop in, the water's divine," said Joey without looking up at them directly.

The guys exchanged a quick grin and settled down in the tub. Joey and Valerie had been sitting across from each other so the men positioned themselves so that they were also across from each other. They basically had the four points of the compass covered.

Introductions were made and small talk ensued and Joey basically agreed with Valerie's assessment that they were kind of "cute" but she wasn't prepared to explain why she thought that, had someone asked. There was still something in the male part of her brain that was reluctant to personalize an individual man that way. She wanted to have sex as a woman so a man was a handy prop to have around. She didn't want somebody totally ugly or repulsive but the idea of admitting an attraction to a specific man seemed a little dangerous. As long as she just thought of guys as a generic necessity to facilitate her erotic fantasies they seemed pretty safe. She had no desire to go back to her real life with a hankering to look at men's butts or something.

Somewhere along the line the one named George had slid a little closer to Joey and Phil was sidling up to Valerie. They had probably already agreed in advance who got which girl, Joey assumed. Joe had been in that situation a few times in his youth and those arguments could get pretty testy if there was a clear preference. Joey hoped that it was just a matter of taste. Or maybe one had got to pick last time so it was the other guy's turn now. There were some advantages to having all those male experiences to draw on, she thought happily.

"So what do you girls like to do for fun when you aren't sitting around a hot tub?" George asked, finally getting around to the point.

"Oh, you know...the usual stuff," Joey replied coyly. "What do you do for fun?"

"I don't know if it would be polite to say that," George smiled. "We don't really know each other yet."

"Well I'd like to hear all about your idea of fun so maybe we better think of a way to get to know each other better."

"How about dinner for a start?" George suggested.

"I've got to eat somewhere. How about you baby, any plans for tonight?" Joey asked Valerie, who was literally trembling so that she could only shake her head.

"Sounds like a plan," said Joey.

"How about seven at the Meridian Garden?" volunteered George.

"Works for me. Does that work for you darling?"

"Uh huh," Valerie managed to stammer.

"Cool. We'll see you there," Phil finally chimed in as the men got out of the tub.

"Oh, my God! What did I just agree to?" Valerie said in a panicked voice.

"Dinner, that's all. At least that's all if we don't want any desert."

"You're so fucking good at this."

"It's all in the mind, sweetie. It's all a big game. I'll bet you've played this game a million times on the other team. That's our big advantage. We've already seen their playbook. We already know that they want us and that they're willing to put at least a little effort into getting us. Now it's just a matter of letting nature take its course. They'll beat around the bush but they'll eventually get to what they want, which is obviously to take us to bed. If that's what we want too then everybody should end up happy."

"I'm so glad I met you," said Valerie as she came over and sat next to Joey. "I guess I just needed someone to hold my hand through this the first time."

"I'm glad I met you, too sweetie," said Joey as she took Valerie's hand under the water. "It's nice to have a girlfriend.

Joey then planted a fairly platonic kiss on Valerie's lips and the two girls smiled. Suddenly Valerie grabbed the back of Joey's head and kissed her again, this time far more intimately. Joey was stunned, but it had been nice.

"Well, we probably better get out of here," Joey joked. "After that display I'm surprised we don't have twelve more guys in the tub with us already!"


CHAPTER 8:

That kiss had come as a surprise but Joey had to admit that she had been thinking about Valerie in a sexual way almost from the start. There was even a brief moment where she wished she could suddenly turn into Joe again and take this little babe back for a good fucking.

Of course finding women attractive was easy. She had lots of experience with that. Valerie probably felt the same way. Valerie was super charged up sexually but hadn't done anything about it yet and now there was some balloon-busted bimbo being friendly to her and taking her under her wing, for whatever that was really worth. Valerie probably just really wanted to kiss somebody and Joey was there for the kissing.

Once the guys had paired them off, Joey had been assuming that if they ended up in the sack it would be in two different rooms, but a new thought popped into her head. Valerie might be more comfortable with Joey there for support. She might even loosen up with a little girl-on-girl action at the start, and the boys would probably be delighted by that floorshow. Maybe that's what the guys had in mind all along, but Joey decided that she would make it happen if they didn't suggest it first. She knew that would be no problem, and she also knew that she wouldn't mind kissing Valerie again...at least.

The Meridian Garden was probably the most upscale restaurant, at this most upscale of resorts, so Joey went for a fairly classy evening outfit that hugged her hourglass figure and showed a ton of cleavage. She also swung by the beauty parlor for some appropriate makeup. Her hair was kind of pushed up and it looked very glamorous. She wished she had some better jewelry but she came up with a simple strand of pearls around her neck that seemed classy and elegant.

Getting ready for a date had never been so complicated before but certainly never this much fun either. She hoped that Valerie wasn't a total nervous wreck, and thought about calling her room just to make sure that she hadn't chickened out, but she decided against that. Valerie would be there. Maybe on shaky legs but she'd come. She wasn't going to miss this opportunity once it had been dropped in her lap.

Valerie did indeed show on time and looked very pretty, but Joey sort of felt a little overdressed. She made a mental note that if she did this sort of thing again she would consult with the other female in planning her attire. Hell, she should have thought of that earlier. It would have been fun to go with Valerie to have their hair and nails done and so forth. Live and learn. It's hard to be an expert woman in two days.

Dinner was wonderful, though Joey did most of the talking for the female contingent, and that led to drinks in a lounge and Joey even slow danced a little with George while a singer crooned some old standards. It sort of reminded Joey of the prom or some other high school dance where getting to hold your date kind of tight was a really big deal. She was warming up to George quite a bit by this point.

She guessed that he was around 30 or so, based more on his conversation than his looks. That would make him maybe a few years older than she was. Phil was probably in the same ballpark. Valerie seemed younger because she had a youthful face, and was kind of immature in this new role, but it was really hard to tell with yellow badges. As a general rule you tended to look a bit younger, but of course makeup added to that illusion as well.

She did allow herself to look at George and size him up a bit. She had already seen him with nothing but his trunks on so she already knew he had a trim, athletic body, but being in his arms for the first time she got a sense that he was probably pretty strong as well. He was a good-looking man, Joey finally conceded to herself. Not movie star handsome probably nor especially "cute" in a boyish way. He was a man who looked like he took care of himself. He had a nice face and a good smile. She was more than ready to fuck him.

When the time came to make that decision the guys each suggested that they retire to their respective rooms but Joey was prepared for that.

"Well...we could do that I suppose. But mightn't it be nicer, since we're all having such a good time together, to go right on having a good time together?" said Joey as she took Valerie's hand under the table for courage.

The men couldn't contain their glee and the only question now was which room they should go to. They were all basically the same in this place so it didn't really matter, but George offered up his room and the happy little foursome walked arm-in-arm to his place.

Once inside there was a little bit of confusion about how this whole thing was going to work. Once again life was not as scripted as a movie so there was some preliminary chatting and a little awkwardness before Joey broke the ice.

"Okay, absolute truth. How did you guys pick which girl you got?" asked Joey slyly.

The guys kind of looked at each other sheepishly before George offered a response.

"Well, if you really want the gory details. It just kind of happened naturally. I'm more of a boob man and yours kind of stand out, especially when you can only see someone from the waist up. Phil really liked Valerie too so it worked out fine, at least from our standpoint. I hope you're not disappointed."

"Not at all," said Joey flashing a big smile. "So you're a boob man. Maybe you'd like a better look at them."

Joey stood up and unzipped her dress before pulling the top down to reveal her tits. The dress was backless and too low-cut to wear a bra but she had no difficultly holding the thing up anyway. Everybody, including Valerie, was staring at her bosom, which started to make Joey feel really turned on.

"And of course Phil would like Valerie. She so fucking cute," Joey said as she sat next to the other woman on the sofa, her boobs still hanging free.

Joey smiled at Valerie and then they started to kiss. While they did, Joey managed to fumble with Valerie's dress and got it pulled down as well but there was a bra to contend with that took a little extra effort to remove.

Although she couldn't really see the men at this point she had no doubt that they were already stroking themselves. What else would you do in a situation like this? Kissing a woman was hardly a new experience but doing so while your own big tits were pressed up against hers was a mind bender.

"Keep going ladies, you're doing fine," said George. "Don't stop on our account."

Joey and Valerie both got up from the couch and helped each other undress. Then Joey led Valerie to the bed and got between her legs. As she spread the girl open she started to rub her pussy and Valerie responded very favorably. Joey knew a thing or two about pussy licking so she felt very confident as she went down on the cutie who was opened up before her.

Valerie started to moan and clutched at Joey's head. She was getting very wet and wiggling her body so much that Joey had to grab her legs to keep her still enough to continue her task. Then suddenly, much like in the hot tub, Valerie got a burst of confidence and flipped Joey over so that they were trading places.

Joey had no idea what it was like to have someone go down on her pussy but Valerie seemed to be any day as expert at it as she fancied herself. Probably even better. The girl was doing amazing things with her tongue down there.

The guys had gotten naked somewhere along the line and Phil now pounced on Valerie's ass as George came over and reclined on the bed next to Joey, letting his hands play with her tits for a bit, while Valerie kept up her wonderful tongue bath.

"Hey, I want to get in on this too," said George. "Why don't you flip over so I can get a better angle here."

Joey hated to break away from Valerie's mouth, even for a moment, but she complied with the request without hesitation. As George kind of squeezed in at the head of the bed and rested on his knees Joey suddenly realized what angle he was talking about. His hand reached out for the back of her head and she could feel herself being pushed straight towards his erect member.


CHAPTER 9:

It's porn star time, thought Joey as she opened her mouth and prepared to receive George's stiff rod. More than anything this was what she was the most curious about and the most scared of too. Going down on a girl was old hat. Going down on a guy was something she never in a million years imagined she would ever do.

As the tip of his dick hit her tongue for the first time there was the inevitable sense of panic. The pussy was built for this purpose but the mouth presumably took some practice. Well, it looked like it was going to be on the job training for her tonight.

As she tasted man meat for the first time she tried to be analytical. What did it taste like exactly? It tasted like flesh. Like licking your arm. Only it was hotter and harder and had more veins bulging out. It didn't taste bad at all. She wouldn't have minded just licking his dick, if that was all there was to it, but there was obviously more as the tip soon passed her tongue and was planted somewhere in her oral cavity by now.

She kind of turned her head so that he was poking her cheek, since that gave her a little more control at the moment and made it easier to breathe. Breathe. Don't forget to breathe she kept reminding herself.

Joey grabbed the exposed part of his shaft and took a good hold of it. That would prevent George from ramming too much dick down her throat, even though his hand was still on the back of her head. This was manageable. She could always pull him back out if it got too scary too handle.

Then something kind of clicked in her mind and she realized that this was no different than wearing a skimpy bikini or trying to walk like a vixen. This was a game and it was supposed to be fun and it would be most enjoyable for everyone if she just relaxed and played her part. She might not be able to give a technically skilled BJ but she could sure as hell give an enthusiastic one.

That made all the difference in the world. Instead of analyzing his prick she decided to worship it. Not because she had fallen madly in love with George but because she had always been madly in love with the idea of sucking cock for some reason. The penis was fascinating the way it sprung to life and stood up all on its own, seemingly defying gravity. It hadn't really mattered to her what the man looked like in a video as long as he had a good erection. There was no point in denying the fascination now. Guilt would only get in the way. She wanted to suck that big old dick like her life depended on it, so she did.

When Valerie stopped licking her snatch Joey barely noticed. It just allowed her to concentrate even more on what she was doing. She soon heard Valerie making little yipping noises and assumed that she was being fucked, but there was no opportunity to watch at this point. All she could see from this vantage point was George's torso and the look on his face whenever she glanced up at him. George looked very happy.

"Oh, yeah baby that's amazing," George seemed to purr. "You like having that big dick in your mouth don't you?"

She couldn't really respond but she would have said yes if possible. She really did like having that big dick in her mouth. Jacob had also referred to his dick as "big" and she seemed to recall him asking a similar question when he was banging her from behind. George was certainly bigger than Jacob, and probably had more right to use the adjective, but Joey kind of wracked her brain for a moment trying to recall if she had commonly said the same thing in bed. It was kind of hard to remember now. It wasn't usually something one said to their wife, at least not after the honeymoon was over.

Apparently Phil was now lying on his back, stretched across the bed, as Valerie hopped up and down on him in a reverse cowgirl. George must have liked what he saw because he released his grip on Joey's head and navigated them both into the same position, with the exception that his feet were up by Phil's head so both girls could see each other as they bounced.

Joey liked that. She especially liked seeing the look of bliss on Valerie's face. The girl had kind of moved past yipping and was now in a much deeper state of contentment. It wasn't easy to grab a moving target but the ladies managed to do a little touching and groping. Valerie managed to get one of Joey's nipples between her fingers and didn't seem to want to let go.

"Goddamn! If I didn't know better I'd think you bitches were professionals or something," Phil joked.

"I'd pay for a fuck this good anytime," George volunteered.

"Be careful boys, for what this place costs we might just have to bill you," Joey teased, getting a kick out of the prostitution reference without really knowing why.

"Oh, you wouldn't really do that," George chided. "Not when you're having so much fun."

Almost on cue Joey felt something intense tearing through her insides like a tornado. She literally saw stars before her eyes and wondered if she was going to pass out.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck, fuck," Joey kept stammering as she began to ride George as hard as she could.

"Now that's my girl," George laughed. "Maybe you should be paying me baby. You're the only one who's cum so far."

She had cum! Fucking right she had cum. She was having her first female orgasm and it was...oh, shit, there was no way to say what it was. It wasn't the relief of finality, like she was used to orgasms being, it was like a sports car being shifted into a higher gear. Screw the costs. If she had any idea that she was going to end up feeling like this she wouldn't have batted an eye at putting this trip on her credit card.

Then abruptly George ejaculated inside her but she continued to ride him as long as he was still stiff enough to ride. Finally she hopped off and flopped down on his chest and they kissed very deeply. The sound of Valerie achieving her first orgasm grabbed their attention so they both got on their knees beside the other couple and watched.

It wasn't passive watching by any means as Joey leaned close to Valerie and the girls kissed and touched each other while George lazily fingered Joey from behind. Joey thought she should probably be paying more attention to her man but George seemed just as content to see the finale of their bedmates activity.

It wasn't that long to wait and afterwards they all just kind of lay in a naked heap, although the men managed to keep from touching each other anymore than absolutely necessary. They all wound up crawling under the covers, with the girls on the inside and the boys on the outside. It was a good arrangement because the men wouldn't accidentally roll over in their sleep and rub dicks together and the girls could continue to kiss and rub to their hearts content until everyone finally passed out.


CHAPTER 10:

Joey would probably have been very happy to just continue exploring this combination of players for as long as possible but the guys were nearing the end of their stay and Valerie would be going home fairly soon, too. The girls hadn't actually returned to their rooms until much later the next day as things just sort of picked up where they had left off.

The guys had not gotten around to switching girls, and maybe it never crossed their minds, but that was okay with Joey. She liked George well enough. Not that she would have objected to Phil putting his dick in her, but they had all fit into an comfortable little group.

And as much as Joey was enjoying the sex with George she was also anxious for a little girl time with Valerie, both in and out of bed. It was a blast having a girlfriend to share this vacation with, even if it took some of the focus away from the original  purpose of getting as much cock as possible.

Joey and Valerie were also starting to open up about their male experiences and identities far more than either one of them had intended to do with anyone. It was fun to have a girlfriend but it was therapeutic to have a fellow traveler to talk to.

"I think I always secretly liked boys," Valerie confessed one night as the two ladies lay in bed together after some serious fornicating. "Not that I didn't like girls...still do obviously...but I think there was a little side of me that sometimes looked at a guy and thought...he's kind of sexy in a way. I probably thought that before I even knew what sexy meant. Later on I started to think that way more and more. I knew this chick in college who was pretty wild and into a lot of kinky stuff and she said she really wanted to bang two guys at once and I was invited to be one of the two."

"So you were already an old hand at group sex," Joey joked.

"Not really. The other guy was a total stud and I felt a little intimidated by his body, to be honest with you, but it turned me on too. When the guy suddenly kissed me I practically shot it right there. The girl had obviously hoped that things would go this way so she encouraged me to take it up the ass."

"Oh, my God! Did you do it?"

"Yeah, I did it. I let the dude bend me over and he stuffed his prick inside me and I wasn't even touching the girl at the time. I was just clutching the bed and she was watching and playing with herself. I suppose that was the first time I really thought, man, I'd rather be her than me right now."

"So if you'd already done it with a guy why were you so shy and reluctant?" asked Joey.

"It took a lot of visits with an analyst to get me over that experience. My masculinity was always kind of on shaky ground to begin with so admitting to myself that I had let a guy fuck me...and that I liked it, was not something I was going to embrace willingly. I'm just not the organizer type by nature. I never would have gone out and tried to find a man to bone me but since this girl set it all up all I had to do was go along with the program. Much like here."

"Yeah, this whole thing kind of snuck up on me later in life," said Joey. "I was just watching porn one day and thought that the girl in the video looked like she was having so much fun. And she was so pretty and sexy and obviously desirable, and I was feeling kind of low at that point and not really good about myself or my appearance. I thought, wouldn't it be wonderful to just be like that girl in the video? Except for the fact that she was getting boned by some dude, of course."

"So why didn't you just watch lesbian videos?" Valerie inquired.

"I did, but I kept coming back to the cocks," Joey admitted with a sigh. "Pretty soon I went from avoiding it, to seeking it, to watching cum shot compilations while I jacked off. It just turned me on for some reason. I just always made sure to keep some objectivity about it. It wasn't the man that was turning me on it was the cock. I even tried to tell myself that the only reason I was pretending to be a girl when I masturbated was because I had a cock, and that was the only thing that was going to cum during that sex act, so it was perfectly logical that I would imagine a girl in the room. Probably all bullshit, but I sold it to myself pretty hard for a while."

"I'm just so happy that we bumped into each other," said Valerie as she squeezed Joey's hand. "It's made this whole thing so much easier and happier for me. If we were both really women I'd probably be head over heels in love with you by now."

"I'm pretty smitten with you too, darling, but we know what we know and we know what can never be. Although I'd rather have a really great love affair that only lasted a few days than go back to the years of misery that both of my marriages turned out to be."

"I know this probably sounds like high school but let's try to stay friends after this over. I don't mean sexually, of course, just keep in touch. Drop an email every now and then," Valerie suggested.

"I'd like that. You're someone I can really talk to and relate to and I doubt if that would change just because we didn't have tits anymore," Joey said as she playfully tweaked her friend's nipples.

It was a little like high school, or perhaps more like summer camp, where friendships are forged quickly but often lost in the shuffle later on. Joey kind of hoped that they could be friends after this but feared that it wouldn't work. As two girls, Joey found it incredibly easy to talk about the most intimate things, despite the fact that they were virtually total strangers. It was hard to picture that same relationship existing after they were both men again, especially without the hot lesbian sex to warm up with.

There was, of course, a strong possibility that this lesbian coupling was largely an attempt by both of them to reaffirm that they weren't gay. They were really men who liked women so of course they would like women now, and there was probably some truth in that. The familiarity of making love to a woman was comforting. It was the excitement of making love to a man that bothered them both on a different level.

Joey wondered what Joe would have done had he been part of the three-way Valerie described. Was there any chance in the world that he would have let some guy ass fuck him? It was easy to say no possible way but much harder to know if that was true. Hearing Valerie talk about it Joey almost felt a little jealous. At least Valerie had been open to the possibility of exploring her sexuality outside of the mainstream. Joey had been trying to keep it bottled up as much as possible, until this unique opportunity presented itself.

So far the really surprising part had been how much Joey enjoyed being female without having sex. Meeting Valerie had certainly helped because it was more fun to have a friend to do things with but Joey had not been looking forward to anything other than the pornographic fantasy aspect of the thing. Things that would have seemed like a hassle to Joe, like picking out clothes or spending a lot of time on cosmetics, had turned out to be kind of fun.

Being inherently treated as "softer" or "weaker" had worried Joe at the outset as well. Joe ran his own company, and at a rather early age was in charge of a large group of people and major financial decisions. Being young, and in that position of power, Joe was keenly aware of the struggle for respect. People often jumped to the conclusion that he was the boss's nephew instead of the man who had actually started the company. He couldn't even imagine how much more difficult that struggle would be if he was a young woman, especially one who looked like Joey. Much to his surprise he had found that it was actually kind of freeing to be in this female body.

Joey seemed to be more quietly in control of things. She didn't have to talk tough or throw her weight around to get what she wanted. Of course that was because primarily she had been using her sex appeal on horny men at a swinger's retreat, but she wondered how things would go over if she could go back to work like this. The quiet confidence of knowing that she was in charge without having to prove it all the time might translate to the business world...or it might not. In any case she wasn't likely to ever find out, one way or the other.

Of course now that this technology existed it might be possible in the not-too-distant future for people to more routinely play around with different identities. It might be kind of fun to blow everybody's mind at work by showing up as Joey sometime.

Joey thought it would probably be good for people if they did "try out" the other gender, at least once in their life. Whether it had anything to do with sex was irrelevant. You definitely learn things about other people when you trade places with them for a while. It might help people to see that the differences between the genders isn't as great as they think. So much of what defines "typical" male and female behavior is the product of tradition more than nature anyway. Everyone is steered in a specific direction at birth, and attempting to change lanes along the way usually results in traveling on some bumpy roads.

Maybe it was just the fact that Joe was on vacation and temporarily relieved of the pressure of his normal life, free to look and act as he pleased with no long range consequences, but whatever the cause it was quite an eye-opener to discover how much he liked being the woman he was right now.


CHAPTER 11:

For George and Phil's last night they all had a bit of a farewell party. They spent part of the day partaking in some conventional recreation activities, danced for a while at a club, and inevitably had another group sex experience as a fitting sendoff for the boys.

At one point the girls were both bent over the bed, side-by-side, while the guys stood on the floor and took them from behind. Joey particularly liked being fucked in tandem like this and the look on Valerie's face showed that she was pretty happy with the arrangement too. They couldn't really touch each other, because they needed to support themselves on their arms while receiving such a vigorous pounding, but they exchanged a lot of looks and glances. Joey thought it must sound kind of funny to hear two girls whimpering their own, unique little happy sex sounds, but it was kind of erotic at the same time. It certainly made the guys feel like they were doing something right and it made Joey happy to know that her pal was being properly fucked, just as she was.

They finished in tandem as well as the girls switched to a sitting position on the edge of the bed while their men presented their cocks for sucking. It's hard to be in a situation like that and not feel like you're yielding a certain amount of power to the man in front of you but Joey was long past feeling any discomfort about that. She knew that letting a man feel powerful and masculine would only make him perform better so why not do all you can to increase those feelings? The bedroom is not the boardroom. The whole idea of attaching too much significance to what position you were in while engaging in something as pleasurable as sex seemed kind of silly to her now. It was better to just use the tools you were equipped with to accomplish the goal in the most satisfactory way possible for all parties concerned. Maybe that was business thinking creeping into the bedroom after all, but at the moment she just wanted to be a woman showing a man how much she liked him and how much she would miss him once he was gone tomorrow.

Valerie had really come out of her shell very quickly once she had teamed up with Joey and it sort of seemed like the floodgates had been opened for her. She dressed more provocatively now, talked a lot more, and actually kind of lit up the dance floor with some pretty sexy moves. She was sucking Phil's pecker like an experienced bimbo and it sort of turned into a competition to see who could make their man cum first.

Joey won the race, but it had been fairly apparent that Phil had more stamina as a general rule, so it wasn't that surprising that he was still going as Joey gulped George's sticky wad down. Swallowing a man's seed might be a problematic issue for some people, regardless of what gender you were born as, but Joey didn't mind at all. She liked cum. She liked watching it spurt out of a penis. She liked feeling it on her fingers or dripping from her tits. She liked tasting it.

She was pretty cock obsessed and that fascination had only been given free range to roam while in this place and form. Many religions and cultures through the centuries have literally worshiped the penis as a symbol of life and power. Phallic symbols are all around us all the time, whether they conspicuously remind us of erections or only work on a more subliminal level. Certainly most men in life, all over the world, feel the crushing pressure and scrutiny over the size of their member at some point. And just as the most beautiful woman may have body issues even a man equipped with a reasonably stout pole is bound to find himself feeling inadequate compared to someone else a bit better endowed.

One might think that the cock obsessed would rather be male, since they would have access to the object of their fascination at all times, but Joey was finding that it was much nicer to obsess over someone else's prick. What that said about her psychologically she had no idea. She was just really happy to be sitting on that bed, licking George's shaft, while watching Valerie's head bobbing on Phil's knob.

That was pretty much the grand finale. They all hugged and said their goodbyes but nobody even went through the pretense of suggesting that they keep in touch. George and Phil had not come here to make friends or to meet kindred spirits. They had come to get their dicks wet as much as they could and they knew very well that these "girls" were actually men in their real lives. There was no point in acting like this could ever be again.

The guys would probably go home as very happy campers considering their money well-spent. They might even start saving up for another visit in the future. Unlike prostitution this was legal, but it was about as strings-free as you could get. Plus their partners had all been willing and enthusiastic, not just professionals going through the motions.

They would be missed, but not like Valerie would be missed in a day or so. Knowing that their time was limited they spent as much of it together as they could. There was no doubt that if the resort suddenly announced that they couldn't change people back the way they were the two friends would be quite happy, at least on some levels. Of course they had real lives to get back to and even if they were women all the time life wouldn't be like this. This was a fantastic resort vacation. It was all eating and fucking and sunbathing while waiters brought you fruity little drinks with umbrellas in them. The biggest decision they had to make here was which dress to wear to dinner.

Real life was far more complicated and mundane. If they could remain lesbian lovers indefinitely and moved in together there was nothing to say that the relationship would work out any better than Joey's previous marriages. It's usually dangerous to let romantic illusions cause you to make life changing decisions without considering the consequences. It didn't matter anyway as nobody was going to tell them they had to stay female so it wasn't really an issue. Still when the time came to say goodbye Joey couldn't help but break down in tears.

"Oh, baby, I know it's not real, but I'm going to miss what we have so much," Joey cried.

"I know, it doesn't seem believable that I'll be a man in just a little while," said Valerie, also weeping hard."

"Maybe you could sneak back as a man after they've changed you and I could give you a proper sendoff," Joey joked, trying to lighten the mood.

"Hey, I'm not dying, I'm just going home. You know how to reach me if you want to," said Valerie as they exchanged a final hug and then she headed off to her appointed procedure.

She probably was dying, in a way at least. That girl could probably be replicated by following the same recipe if she ever came back to this place, but to Joey it felt like a friend was dead. The odds were pretty good that they would never see each other again, as men or women, but it wasn't impossible at least. Maybe they could make a regular thing of planning their vacations together at the same time.

After Valerie was gone Joey felt kind of low, and even considered cutting her trip short, but that was kind of ridiculous. She had paid a ton of money to be here for two full weeks and there was no reason to be that glum over losing a friend she had only known for a few days. She had planned to be here on her own anyway so after a little bumming around she decided to try and get back in the swing of things.

As she was sitting in one of the bars one evening she glanced across the room and thought for a moment that she recognized the man who had just entered. The odds of bumping into someone she actually knew seemed pretty remote, so her initial thought was that he must look like someone, maybe a TV personality or something. She couldn't quite place him, but she hadn't gotten a very good look anyway. He had just strolled in and headed for bathroom.

Joey didn't give it another thought until the man suddenly appeared beside her at the bar. She hadn't even seen him again since he entered and assumed that he had just used the restroom and gone on his way.

"I'll have a whiskey sour and whatever the lady is having," said the man.

It was a good thing that Joey was sitting down at the moment because there was no doubt now who the man was. He was a business associate, of sorts, and owned a company that Joe did business with on a fairly regular basis. They weren't close personally at all, but they did have the occasional business dinner together or had drinks at a trade show.

"I'm Gary, by the way, and you have really beautiful eyes," said her unexpected drinking partner.

"Thank you. And thanks for the drink, too. I'm Joey."

"Well Joey, I'm going to be really bold because...well, that's just the way I am. So forgive me for asking if you came here tonight because you were thirsty or because you were hoping that someone like me would come up and introduce himself?"

"That is pretty bold, but I don't mind. I can be pretty bold myself," Joey replied, trying to think of a quick way to end this. "I guess I was just feeling a little down and needed a quick pick-me-up."

"Well a drink can do that, but as for me I came in here for a pickup of a different kind. I can think of all kinds of things we could do that might cheer you up, or at least help you forget about whatever is bothering you for a while."

"Do you always work this fast?"

"Usually. At least where pretty women are concerned. You've probably already sized me up by now and decided whether you want to go to bed with me. Now we could sit here drinking a little longer before you blew me off, and that might be pleasant conversation, but it would probably be easier for the both of us if we knew where this was heading," Gary said quite casually.

"Okay...let's finish our drinks and go fuck.

She had absolutely no idea why those words had come out of her mouth but once she had said them there wasn't really anything to do but swig down her liquor and follow the man to his room.


CHAPTER 12:

Curiosity. It had to be curiosity. There was no logical reason in the world for Joey to be walking into Gary Stratton's hotel room having just suggested that they copulate. She couldn't recall ever having any sort of attraction for the man. He was quite a bit older, graying at the temples a bit, and all of their conversations had been pretty much business related. They hadn't even played golf together.

When they got to the room Gary started to kiss her and unzipped her dress in the process. As it fell to the floor she suddenly felt very strange. Gary obviously had no idea who she really was, and it was pure random chance that they had bumped into each other, but she knew exactly who he was and knew him as a professional equal. It was a good thing he wasn't that blunt in negotiating a deal but apparently it worked on some women...like her for some reason.

Gary slipped out of his pants and sat on a chair, his erection quite firm and throbbing already. He was pretty well-hung, Joey noted, and that came as a bit of a surprise. She didn't usually assume that people she was doing business with were packing that much in their trousers. Every guy bragged a bit, especially when they'd had a couple of drinks, but maybe this guy really did have something going on when it came to bedding the ladies.

"Slip out of your panties honey and come have a seat."

Joey did as he suggested and as she walked towards him she could see the look of contentment on his face. The supreme confidence that all he had to do was tell a girl to take her panties off and she'd come sit on his lap instead of slap his face. Joey thought about slapping him but turned around instead and let him guide her onto his hard tool with no hesitation.

"Good girl, I think we're going to get along fine," said Gary as he reached around to squeeze her boobs rather firmly. "Excellent choice to go with big tits. You can't go wrong with that."

"How do you know I had a choice?" Joey asked as she continued to dance on his dick.

"I've been here plenty of times. I can tell. I'll give you a thousand bucks if I'm wrong," Gary volunteered. "So do I owe you a grand?"

"No," Joey confessed softly.

"No, I didn't think so. Now that we've gotten that out of the way things should only be easier."

Gary stood up, with Joey still mounted to him, and pulled her hands behind her back as he continued to fuck her. She was bent over, staring at the floor, with her legs slightly apart and her arms completely helpless in his grasp.

"Doesn't it bother you that I'm really a man?" Joey managed to offer in mild protest.

"Not in the least. You may really be a man but you're not a real man, at least in the truest sense of the word. You wouldn't be here if you were. I mean you couldn't get me to change into a woman unless you put a gun to my head, and even then I'm not sure I'd agree to it. But you volunteered for this. You actually paid good money to come here, specifically so that you could get fucked by men. That's what makes this place so goddamn wonderful. It's full of so-called men who have this big secret and can't wait for the chance to live out their fantasy. You know the first time I came here I was like some dumb schoolboy afraid to ask the homecoming queen out on a date, but pretty soon I realized that it wasn't like that at all. It doesn't even matter if the bitches are smoking hot. They're all on borrowed time and anxious to get laid as much as they can. Now get on your knees."

Gary released her arms so suddenly that she almost fell forward but she kept her balance and turned around to face him. There was a look of defiance in Joey's eyes but it evaporated very quickly.

"I'm waiting," said Gary rather impatiently as he pointed at the floor.

Almost mechanically Joey dropped to her knees.

"Good girl. Now look at me," Gary instructed.

Joey looked up at Gary and their eyes locked. She just held that position as Gary began to gently flick his penis against her face, alternating cheeks and occasionally rubbing it up against her chin.

"You know, honey, there's absolutely nothing wrong about knowing what you want and going for it? I admire you for being so honest with yourself. That's a hard thing for some people to do. You probably told yourself that you were hoping some young stud would sweep you off your feet and you'd go horseback riding on a beach or something but inside this is what you really came for. You wanted a real man to take charge and dominate you. You wanted someone to fuck that last bit of resistance out of your brain so that you could be free to accept who you really are inside and who you want to be. If you can look me in the eyes and tell me I'm completely wrong you can pick up your clothes and I'll give you that thousand bucks I offered earlier. But if not, you can put your mouth to better use by waxing my shaft."

Joey had kept her gaze firmly on Gary's eyes and she didn't break it for an instant. Instead she opened her mouth and continued to look up at him as she began to give him head. Gary sighed contentedly and put his hands on his hips.

When Joey had agreed to go back to Gary's room it had all been a very quick and spontaneous reaction. She didn't have time to think it over, she just kind of impulsively saw it as a unique opportunity. The fact that she knew who he was but he didn't know who she was might even have seemed to offer some sort of advantages in a kind of power trip or something. He talked a good game but she had sort of expected him to be a saggy, middle-aged man with a puny dick. If nothing else it would be a good inside joke the next time Gary started bragging at a convention.

Then when they got in the room things just continued to happen so fast and everything got kind of turned around in a hurry. There was nothing saggy about Gary at all and he had a hell of a big cock to boot. He must be one of those guys who hits the gym at least two or three times a week she thought.

"I mean, look at you baby," said Gary as he resumed his psychoanalysis of Joey. "Here you are, on your knees, sucking off some total stranger as if we had been lovers for years. I didn't sweet talk you, I didn't have to play any games, I just told you what I wanted and you obediently compiled. That's why I don't mind your secret at all. If your fantasy is to be a little slut I'm happy to oblige. I'm not looking for a wife. A little cock sucking slut suits me just fine!"

There was a power trip going on all right, just not the way Joey had imagined it. There was something about the way he said things that made everything sound so perfectly rational and true. Joey had been in one form of denial or another for a long time. As much as she hated to admit it she was incredibly turned on right now.

When he complimented her for being so honest with herself that made her happy that she had received praise from him, as if there was any reason to care what he thought. Even being called a little cock sucking slut seemed like a compliment coming from his lips at the moment. He was getting into her head big time and pushing all sorts of buttons. Maybe she did want someone to fuck the resistance out of her brain once and for all. She'd been dancing around the edges for years now trying to find rationalizations and justifications for her lusts and desires and feelings. It was a kink, it was a fetish, it was a hobby, it was a daydream. Maybe it was more than that. Maybe Gary was right and this was what she really wanted and who she really wanted to be all the time. She was spellbound by the effortless power Gary seemed to have over her. She started to believe that maybe a "real man" like this could break down those last barriers inside her and make a "real woman" out of her.

"Now hop up on the bed honey and grab on to the headboard real tight. I'll be with you in a moment," said Gary as he patted her on the hand and playfully spanked her bottom when she got up.

Joey just smiled and literally hopped onto the bed. She clasped her hands on the headboard and rested on her knees, which were now up around the pillows and then she waited for whatever Gary had in mind to do next.


CHAPTER 13:

What Gary had in mind to do became apparent very soon as he climbed up on the bed and got behind her. She had looked over her shoulder and noticed that he was rubbing something kind of slick and shiny all over his dick and she figured he was lubing up. Apparently he had brought the stuff with him because she felt a slippery finger rubbing all around the outside of her anus.

Any doubt about his plan was soon put to rest as the finger poked inside her ass and was wiggled around a bit.

"That's tighter than I expected," said Gary, almost to himself. "I would have guessed that you had done this many times before. Have you ever been fucked in the ass honey?"

"No," Joey replied truthfully.

"Good thing I didn't bet you on that. I'd be out a thousand dollars right now," Gary chuckled. "Maybe we should try something else."

"That's okay, I don't mind," said Joey, actually trying not to disappointment him.

"If you're sure. Let me stick a couple of fingers up there first and really smear some of this stuff around. We need to get you nice and slippery."

How these things twisted so freely. Just when she was feeling kind of smug about having so successfully manipulated things with George along comes this guy who has her eating out of the palm of his hand within minutes, and for no good reason that she could see. It was probably still just a game, a new experience, a role to play for kicks, but this whole trip was kind of turning into a dangerous game to play with unforeseen ramifications down the line.

She had forged a close emotional bond with another woman who was actually also a man in real life. She had easily blown past the idea of men having no real appeal for her. They weren't just impersonal strangers in a video anymore. They had names and personalities and they didn't just vanish when she hit the stop button. She had warmly embraced other aspects of being female that didn't fit at all with her ideas about her desires being totally masturbatory in nature. And now she was going to get ass fucked by one of her business associates. Not in a figurative sense, as if Gary was trying to cheat Joe in a deal, but in a very literal one.

Gary was big but the lube helped greatly. At least he wasn't a total pig. He was being surprisingly gentle and he had even offered to call it off, although he probably knew that it would only make her want it all the more. At least he had been wrong about one thing. This was not something she had any experience with whatsoever.

Perfectly logical to jump to that conclusion under the circumstances. Guys who came here with yellow badges were obviously some kind of queer, or gay, or dealing with gender identity issues. Many of them probably had experienced anal sex, like Valerie, or at least used toys to simulate the penetrative act. Joey had been tempted to put a dildo up there many times but that always seemed like some sort of a line that shouldn't be crossed. Well, that line was gone now. Her tight little anus was being filled by a whole lot of cock.

As he started to work it a little bit faster he reached around her waist and managed to get a slippery finger planted squarely on her clit. He began to manipulate her pleasure pearl in a variety of ways while continuing to thrust into her behind. Sometimes he kind of pressed it like a button, and other times sort of flicked at it like it was a light switch and he was turning it on and off casually. Other times he sensed that she was getting overloaded and pulled back.

His obvious skill and expertise combined with the overtly symbolic act of being taken anally only reinforced Joey's feelings of male inadequacy compared to this man. That might have been humiliating or even traumatizing but Joey found it sort of liberating. Gary was obviously every bit the cocks-man he had claimed to be and she was receiving the benefit of his experience.

Since Gary seemed to get kind of a kick out of emasculating other men Joey was tempted for a moment to reveal her true identity, but that would horribly backfire more than likely. Gary would probably be delighted to know that Joe Wilkins was really a pussy who took it up the ass. There would never be any competition between them again, that was for sure. Maybe there wouldn't be now anyway. Gary was the man. Would Joe ever be able to live this experience down in his mind?

It was all just a jumbled series of crazy thoughts that ran through her head as she shook violently from one orgasm to the next. Or maybe it was all just one big orgasm. Whatever discomfort she had felt at the start was not an issue anymore. The clit stimulation and the occasional finger poke in her pussy, combined with her confused emotional state, had taken Joey to a place of surreal excitement.

Once again she was chanting only this time it was something like "oh, yeah" although the words weren't really distinct. It seemed to her as if all of her old manhood was slipping away. It was as if Gary was fucking it out of her brain. He was certainly fucking her brains out at any rate.

"I'm going to make you my bitch," Gary half-whispered at one point as he leaned over her back and gave her hair a good tug.

"Oh, yeah" Joey replied.

It may have been a response to his proclamation or it may have just been a continuation of the chanting that had been going on anyway but she knew he had already made her his bitch. No point in fighting it, she thought. This was the Waterloo of her masculinity and she didn't care at all.

After what seemed like an eternity to Joey she finally felt her man beginning to cum in her ass. He didn't make a lot of noise, she noted, but she knew he must be terribly relieved after such a long buildup. When he finished he pulled out but she waited in the same position, still clutching the headboard and trying to catch her breath.

Suddenly she felt his arms around her waist and she let go of the bed and was pulled down on her back, landing in his arms. He smiled at her and then kissed her very sweetly. She responded by opening her mouth and kissing him for the longest time.

"You're going to like being my bitch, honey. Of all the babes I've met at this place you're the one I want to spend the most time with. Come back at noon tomorrow and I'll take you to lunch and if you're a good girl I might even fuck you again. Now scoot off to bed. You need your beauty sleep."

Joey slowly got up and put her clothes on then headed for the door. Suddenly she turned and ran back to where Gary was still lying on the bed and kissed him again as she through her arms around his neck.

"Go on you little minx. You'll get some more cock, I promise you," Gary laughed.

Joey kind of skipped to the door, blew him a kiss, and skipped the rest of the way back to her room. It was time for her beauty sleep.


CHAPTER 14:

When she woke the next morning she was a frazzled bag of nerves. What had she done and why? She wasn't drunk so she couldn't blame it on that. She wasn't frightened in the least that Gary would become violent or dangerous. He never even spoke with a tone of malice in his voice. He just knew her. Knew what she wanted. What she must have really wanted all along. But why would she want that? If some gorgeous young stud had swept her off her feet like Gary mentioned that would make some sense. Just stars in her eyes and some hormonal reaction to whatever it was that was done to make her female in the first place.

No, she had actually enjoyed herself. It was the first time she knew with absolute clarity that she wanted to be female for the rest of her life and would probably never be happy until she had made that happen. But was she clear about anything right now? She had tried so hard to stay in control of her senses and feelings the entire time she was here and then she suddenly cast it all to the wind for some middle-aged Casanova.

There was a definite age gap between them but Gary seemed to intensify that in her mind. He had a way of making her feel like a young girl or something. God, was she developing some kind of father complex over him? She lapped his praise up like a cat with a bowl of cream. His bullshit lines made her heart beat faster. But that fucking asshole had talked about making her his bitch! So why didn't she mind that idea?

At first she thought about leaving again, but why should she let this jerk spoil the rest of her vacation? Then she thought about just staying in her room and avoiding him today. He'd probably lose interest soon enough and find someone else to make his bitch. Then she thought about going to meet him at noon but telling him off in no uncertain terms. Finally she decided to wear a short skirt with no panties so that he'd see what a good girl she was and fuck her again.

That worked like a charm and she was able to rather skillfully flash her beaver for him at lunch, although it took a couple of tries to do it when he was actually looking in the right direction.

"Naughty little girl forgot her panties," Gary chuckled as he casually let his hand slip under the table. "Are you that forgetful or were you just in that much of hurry to see me again?"

"I didn't want anything to get in the way," Joey replied, trying to look casual as Gary's hand began to slide up her thigh.

"I did promise to fuck you again, didn't I?" said Gary as his fingers began to play with her pussy.

"Well, you did say that I had to be a good girl first. Isn't this being a good girl?"

"Oh, yes. You're being a very good girl. Now eat your lunch and we'll figure out something fun to do."

What the fuck was going on? Why was this so damn exciting? He had fingered her just enough to get her juices flowing, then pulled back and munched on his Caesar salad as if nothing unusual had happened in the least. She felt sort of like a violin being played by a concert master. He had just tuned his instrument a little. Now she couldn't wait for the concerto to begin.

After lunch they strolled over to a shop and Gary told her to pick out something nice. She found a lovely necklace that wasn't terribly expensive, but she thought it was pretty. Gary paid for it and then handed her a key to his room.

"Now go to my room and put this necklace on, but nothing else. Then wait for me on the bed. I'll be along shortly. You won't have to let me in, I've got another key."

Joey hurried along and stripped out of her clothes. She put on the necklace and checked her makeup in the bathroom mirror. Then she jumped on the bed and tried to think of what sort of pose to strike. Should she recline seductively or stick her ass up in the air? Maybe she should sort of kneel on the bed and look patient and dutiful. She had plenty of time to try all of those positions and a few more that popped into her head along the way. It seemed to be taking forever for the man to show up and she wondered whether something had happened.

When the door finally opened she leaped off the bed and ran to his arms, smothering him with kisses.

"Where were you?" she whimpered.

"I wasn't that long was I?" asked Gary with an innocent voice of surprise.

"Yes you were," she protested. "I'm horny and I missed you!"

"Well I can't spend all of my time fucking you can I?"

Joey got kind of a pouty expression on her face and Gary just laughed and spun her around.

"Back on the bed with you," he said as he gave her rump a good swat. "At least let me take my clothes off first."

Joey scampered back to the bed and lay on her back with her arms behind her head. She watched closely as Gary stripped out of his clothes and smiled when he finally came over to the bed and joined her.

"That's my girl. I like to see you smile," said Gary as he spread her legs apart.

He entered her very slowly, almost casually, and Joey put her arms around his neck. This was the first time they had made love when they were facing each other and she appreciated the gesture. It sort of felt like she moving up in stature. That she wasn't just a piece of ass, although she knew that she was never really going to be more than that to him.

"What a pretty necklace," said Gary as he looked down at her. "You have very good taste. And it looks so nice on you this way."

There were a couple of things about Gary that sort of stood out in Joey's mind. For one thing he hadn't really paid much attention to her tits at all. He grabbed them a bit when they were in the chair last night, but he didn't talk about them or even seem to look at them all that much. Also he was the first guy she had been with who hadn't said "you like that, don't you?" about something. He didn't need to say it and he didn't need to hear the reply. He knew damn well that she liked whatever he was doing to her. And he didn't even keep referring to his cock as big. He knew it was big and he knew that she knew. Where does that kind of confidence come from?

Sure, it was easy to say that the yellow badges here were all horny and had pent up desires just waiting to burst, but Joey had a feeling that Gary was just as confident with the coffee shop waitress or that cute sales rep from Bracken and Stanley that Joe had flirted with once or twice but never made a real move on. This was no doubt shooting fish in a barrel to a man like Gary, but that couldn't be the whole story.

Realistically he probably got rejected, even in a place like this. Presumably the difference was that he didn't take it to heart. A good quarterback didn't fall apart over one incomplete pass. He just got back behind center and kept trying to move the ball down the field. That just seemed so supremely sexy to Joey. That was a quality Joe always had a hard time trying to develop. Even so Joey was still a little surprised at what a push over she had turned out to be.

Yet she had to admit that Gary was interesting. Far more interesting than she had ever found him before. There was some thought behind these little games they were playing and he could be nice, and thoughtful, and generous when he wanted to be. That just made it so much easier to be his bitch when he wanted that. She had no idea what he would do or say next. His body was strong and he knew how to use it. And he seemed to know a woman's body very well. She was probably just his plaything of the moment. His current fuck toy, but she didn't mind being played with by him.

She had kind of pictured being dominated by a man as something with a dude in black leather and a mask and a lot of whips and chains. Being put on a leash and degraded at every opportunity. This was more a domination of her mind and spirit. He could be blunt, and he obviously felt a sense of superiority, but the way he did it made her want him to feel that way. She thought she knew all about the male psyche. She had started to see them all as little boys who needed constant ego boosts and encouragement. Now she had met a real man, there was that phrase again, and she knew that he didn't need all of that. He knew that he was going to get what he wanted. If not from her than from someone else. At the moment she was glad that it was her. Now she was the one who needed some ego boosting.

"Do you like me?" Joey asked softly as Gary continued his gentle thrusts.

"Hmm...well...yes, I suppose I do?" he replied after thinking about it for a bit. "Why do you ask?"

"Oh, I don't know. Do you like my tits?"

"Now what brought that on?" Gary said with a laugh.

"You never say anything about them," said Joey as she took her arms from around his neck and pressed her boobs together to accentuate her cleavage.

"You silly little bimbo. What gets into that head of yours anyway? Your tits are fine," he said as he put his hands on them and started to squeeze a little. "They're big, and round, and soft, and bouncy. Just the way a girl's tits should be...and so rarely are."

Once again his silly little praise went straight to her head and she pulled him closer so that she could kiss him. This must have been even better than he had hoped for. She was just molding herself into the ideal bimbo. Big tits, blonde, and if not brainless, kind of silly and immature. It was just a role but it was obviously a role that she had embraced wholeheartedly.

Then Gary suddenly pulled out and lay down on the bed. Joey stared at his dick, completely cocknotized by it.

"Why don't you scoot down here and blow me for a while. My back is getting kind of tired," Gary said as he patted the bed next to his pelvis.

She pounced more than scooted and took his penis firmly in her hand. She would blow him, all right, but she was going to take her time about it and do it right.


CHAPTER 15:

Joey spent the rest of her time at the resort making herself available for Gary whenever he wanted her. Sometimes they ate meals together and sometimes he bought her more presents. Sometimes they were things that she picked out and other times he surprised her with little gifts. Those always delighted her because he had thought of it and picked something out to please her.

They never spent the whole night together, and she was kind of disappointed by that, but she was usually pretty tired by the time she trundled off to bed anyway. Gary may have been a lot older but he sure didn't let that stop him from getting into some pretty athletic sex.

Finally it was time to depart and Gary handed her a piece of paper.

"I'm going to be at the TRI resort in Miami in early August. I've written the dates down so that you won't forget them. If you're really my bitch I'll expect to see you there. If not, well, I hope you had some fun. I know I did," said Gary before turning and walking away.

No hugs and kisses. No tears. Just a simple goodbye and an offer of future adventures. Maybe it was better that way. It was what it was and the ball was totally in her court. August was several months away. Presumably this would all seem like some sort of weird dream by that time.

Joey picked up her bags and walked into the building where her vacation had begun. In a little while she would be Joe Wilkins again and on her way to the airport and home.


CHAPTER 16:

They didn't have any orientation meeting for people who had just changed back, but perhaps that would have been a good idea. There were no doubt some people who were anxious to get back to normal, whether they had enjoyed their stay or not, and some people probably dreaded it with all their heart.

For Joe it seemed like things were fine at first. Two weeks away from the company meant a lot of things had piled up on his desk so there was a lot of catching up to do. The normal functions of being a man were pretty easy to resume, but he noticed that he wasn't watching much pornography, and when he masturbated it was just a quick release in the bathroom.

It wasn't until about a week or ten days later when things kind of all hit him at once. He hadn't bothered to unpack his bags, since he had no need for the female clothes inside, but eventually he got around to it one Sunday afternoon and found two pieces of paper. One was Valerie's contact information, the other was Gary's Florida vacation plans.

Joe just broke down and wept uncontrollably. Who was he really? Was this honestly the person he was? Just a guy named Joe who went on a lark once and fooled around with some kinky stuff? Valerie was one adorable girl, but she wasn't really a girl any more than he had been. Valerie was probably a guy sitting at home having a beer right now, or mowing the lawn or something. Joe hadn't heard from her so maybe she was embarrassed by the whole thing. He kept thinking of her as a woman, though he knew that she wasn't. It was just easier to think of her that way.

Then there was Gary. Oh, the terrible things that he had let Gary do to him. But were they really all that terrible? It would probably sound that way if he tried to explain it to someone, especially to another guy. He couldn't quite picture himself standing around the water cooler at work casually mentioning how big Gary Stratton's dick was or that he had taken it up the ass. It obviously wouldn't be appropriate work conversation anyway but the only way you could follow up that kind of confession was by going up to the roof of the building and jumping off.

Joe kind of slowly went through his luggage and each item he removed had a very strong memory for him. The bikini that he wore in the hot tub. The sunglasses he hid behind to watch the men watching him. Then he pulled out the necklace Gary had bought and instructed him to wear with nothing else. Joe flung it against the wall and then immediately rushed over to pick it up, hoping that he hadn't ruined it. Fortunately it was still intact. It was so pretty. It wasn't the necklace's fault that he was a whore.

Then he put the necklace on and looked at himself in the mirror for a long time. He could still see Joey...sort of. His chest was flat and his face was harder but they both still had the same eyes. He looked into those eyes for answers, but he couldn't find any, so he took the necklace off and put it away in a drawer. He had planned to throw all this female rubbish away, but that wasn't going to happen. At least not for the time being.

There was one fundamental decision that he did reach while staring into that mirror, and that was that he needed to be absolutely honest with himself. It wasn't because Gary had praised him for that, or even because he admired Valerie for exploring her sexuality more openly than he had ever done. It was because he knew that he could only live a lie for so long. Two weeks at a swinger's resort hadn't gotten it all out of his system. Sure, he could go back to jacking off while pretending to be female. He could even kick it up a notch and get a dildo to stick up his ass, now that he knew that he had already done anal for real.

No, he needed to look deep within himself to figure out what he really did want and what he could do about it. He was going to have to do what was right for him without worrying about what other people thought or how they would react. Ultimately his sexuality and his gender identity were his business. And he wasn't going to do anything just to be involved in a relationship with a specific person. He knew all too well how relationships tend to come and go. This had to be about his long range plans. He wasn't sure yet what those might be, or even what options were available to him, but it was definitely time for some deep soul searching.

Joe went to the computer and began to compose an email.

"Dear Valerie, or I guess I should say Brad Chandler, since I assume that's who you are at the moment, just as I'm back to Joe Wilkins. How have you been since coming home? I thought I was doing pretty good but thinking about you and myself as Joey and everything that happened at that resort kind of fell on my head today like a ton of bricks. That wasn't a bad thing really because I needed to think about that stuff. After you left I fell into a pretty strange relationship with a guy named Gary that I actually knew as a business associate. He was the only other man I was with the rest of the time I was there, but it wasn't a big romantic thing like you might think. We had some kind of weird dominant/submissive thing going on I guess. Essentially he made me his bitch and I liked it. He wants to hook up again at the TRI resort in Florida in August and I have no idea whether I'm going to go or not. Since this message may be creeping you out I'll cut it off now. I can certainly understand if you don't want to dredge all this business up. I just needed to tell someone and I felt like I could tell you anything, but of course that was Valerie and you might have a different feeling about that now. Hope you're doing well. Your friend Joe."

He wasn't sure if he was actually going to send it but he finally moved the mouse to the button and that was that. Maybe he would get a reply, and maybe he wouldn't, but it had felt good to get it out in the open.

Joe didn't have to wait very long for a response.

"Dear Joe, cool that name sort of works both ways! I was delighted to get your message, but kind of bummed that you seem to be wrestling with some tough questions. I guess I shouldn't be surprised because I've been going through the same thing myself. How funny you met someone there that you actually already knew. I guess it must be fate."

At that point in the message there was a smiley face emoticon. That seemed so much like Valerie.

"Tell me about this guy, I want the details! Did he tie you up and handcuff you and stuff? Talking to you is never going to creep me out no matter what bodies we happen to be in at the time. It sucks that we don't live closer so that we could chat about these things in person but maybe we could talk on the phone or something. There's obviously a connection between us of some kind and I don't think that's going to change because of our anatomy. Love, Valerie/Brad."

Joe felt so much better after reading that message. While reading it he could hear Valerie's voice in his head. There was a connection between them but what did that mean exactly?

Some things were pretty clear to Joe while other things were still very murky. He decided to try and organize his thoughts by writing them down. One thing was certain, he loved cocks and got really turned on by them. It wasn't just curiosity or a mild fascination. The sight of a man with a raging hard on really got him hot and now that he had experienced what a man could do to him with a cock he just craved it all the more.

Sex had been better as a girl. Well, that probably had a lot to do with the whole cock business, but whatever the reason Joe felt more completely stimulated and fulfilled in those two weeks than he had at any other time in his life. And it couldn't just be the cock thing because he felt the same way about the sex he had with Valerie. Perhaps there was just something about the female body that made sex better in general, but he suspected that it was better for him because he felt so much better about himself in that body, regardless of the gender of his partner.

So he preferred being in a female body, at least as far as sex was concerned. That was something. It felt kind of good to just declare it at last. And it looked like he probably wanted to be a bi-sexual female, which started to make things a little murky again. At the resort it had all been so convenient because Valerie obviously enjoyed swinging both ways too. They could fuck guys together and play with each other at the same time or they could be perfectly happy just being a couple. Was that an arrangement they could somehow duplicate full time? Joe didn't even know if Valerie would want to be a girl all the time.

Then came the tricky part. What did all of that business with Gary mean? Like Gary had said he wasn't looking for a wife. Gary obviously got off on fucking the men who went to the resort to become women. It was pretty much a sure thing but the idea that he was actually dominating another male must have been a big part of the appeal too for some reason. Maybe Gary had some kind of homosexual leanings and this was his way of coping with it. Or maybe he was just kind of an asshole who took advantage of other people's weaknesses to make himself feel stronger and more powerful.

The fact that Joe could think those things and still be seriously tempted to hook up with him again in Florida was very disconcerting. Finding out how much he had enjoyed being submissive to an alpha male had been the most surprising thing about the whole experience at the resort. Still it had been more of a game. It wasn't like Joe was going to hand over his company to Gary or become his slave or something. And it didn't make Joe hate himself it just encouraged him to look at himself a bit more closely. There was that bedroom/boardroom divide again. Joe knew that he could run his business equally well as a man or a woman and that being female wouldn't suddenly make him helpless and incompetent in everyday life. If sometimes he felt like adopting a more submissive posture around a man so be it.

Joe still thought of himself as some kind of a weirdo who must be really unique to have all these conflicting thoughts and feelings but in reality it isn't that uncommon at all. Society loves for people to conform to very specific patterns of behavior. It's just easier to clearly label everyone and make sure they stayed in their appropriate box. Unfortunately people tended to be rather complex creatures, not easily lumped into neat little piles.

It was probably hard for some people to comprehend it but there were a great many people who had some degree of "gender fluidity" in their life. Whether that meant feeling both male and female at the same time or whether it was feeling more male one day and more female another it certainly made it more difficult to pin down because it was constantly in a state of flux.

Sexual preference could be much the same as well. You might wake up one day and realize that you preferred sex with one gender or another or you or you might find that you liked both. You might be more comfortable in a relationship with men and then later feel better about dating women.

In all of these areas there were no hard and fast rules. We may have been taught that we're supposed to feel and think a certain way but like a lot of the things we were taught in childhood it's about as realistic as the Easter Bunny.

For Joe a neat and tidy answer to everything would be a hell of a lot easier but he knew now that there wasn't likely to be a quick fix. This journey could take some time but at least he was taking his first steps down that road.


CHAPTER 17:

Joe had been tempted to cancel his first business appointment with Gary Stratton, or send someone else in his place, but he was curious to see how he would feel being in the presence of the man under these very different circumstances.

There was a slightly awkward moment as they shook hands and Joe noticed Gary looking into his eyes a bit longer than natural. For a tiny moment it seemed as if Gary had a feeling of recognition but it passed quickly enough. Well, why not? Gary had said that Joey had beautiful eyes. These were the same eyes he was looking at now. Joe had found Joey in those eyes because he had been looking for her but for Gary it was just sort of flicker of something.

As they sat and talked business Joe was pretty calm but he couldn't help but let his mind wander a little. Instead of just being the guy in a suit and tie he had done business with so many times before Joe could clearly see Gary naked, with his big dick sticking straight up, beckoning him to come have a seat on his lap. As they talked vouchers and invoices and billing Joe could recall the taste of Gary's cum in his mouth. When they had a slight disagreement about some minor issue Joe was afraid that he would cave in right away just to please Gary and to receive his praise for being a good girl about the whole thing but Joe stuck to his guns and they finished their business amicably.

Gary had said nothing about his trip to the resort, but that wasn't surprising. They never talked about that sort of a thing in a business setting. Maybe if Joe got Gary liquored up sometime he'd spill the beans about his whole "tranny banging" hobby but in this environment it was as business as usual.

Had they been in a hotel, and Gary was up for it, Joe knew that his ass was for the taking. Gary could make him his bitch again, even as a man, but only under sexual circumstances. That was a surprisingly huge relief to Joe. The fact that he felt a desire to crawl over and suck Gary's cock hadn't prevented him from doing his job as professionally as he always had.

Joe might have hated Gary for degrading him or loved him with the same girlish desire to win his approval. It was hard to say whether it was a bigger surprise to find that he was still sexually attracted to Gary or the fact that it didn't seem to alter his behavior towards him in the least.

Of course it was still very different than it had been before. Joe felt closer to Gary for the intimacy they had shared, even if the other man  couldn't possibly reciprocate. And it was definitely not ordinary for Joe to be thinking about another man's cock while he was sitting across a desk from him. However that was kind of changing for Joe in other situations as well.

Having made peace with the fact that he could find men attractive he allowed himself to think about men more freely in daily life. He was no longer ashamed of thinking that a man was cute or handsome or a stud. Why not? There was no need to deny those feelings anymore. It was like having a giant weight lifted from his shoulders, even if he wasn't doing anything to act upon those impulses.

And he still saw women that were attractive to him. It wasn't as if he had simply traded one object of desire for another. There were all sorts of traits that made someone attractive to Joe that didn't always involve purely cosmetic considerations. He still had to be a little careful because his newfound open-mindedness hardly reflected the views of society at large, but it wasn't like he was some out of control sex maniac running through the streets exposing his dick to strangers.

Joe went back and read the detailed information about the procedure he had undergone a little more carefully. He still didn't totally grasp all of the scientific details but it had something to do with gene manipulation. Science had reached the point where they could fool around with DNA almost as easily as flipping a switch. Apparently the real breakthrough was the ability to go back and forth as easily as TRI was doing and that was still their exclusive intellectual property at the moment. What Joe wanted to find out was who else was doing this kind of thing if a person had no interest in switching back. And of course how much did it cost?

The technology appeared to be moving much faster than the law. A procedure that was legal in one state was banned in another and the overall question of the legal standing of an individual who went through the process was also a mixed bag. In the "old days" the desire to physically alter your body to match your perceived gender identity was considered a form of mental illness. The process was long, painful and very expensive. Doctors had to sign off on various stages along the way and counseling was usually required. The process was still expensive but now it was quick and painless. This created some problems for a legal system that didn't know how to deal with those changes yet.

Ostensibly if Joe had the procedure done it would be irreversible at this point. However, TRI had already demonstrated that changing back and forth could be accomplished fairly easily so in the future that would be the case all over. Whether that was months or years away Joe had no idea. To him the important thing was that if he chose to take such a dramatic step it would be something he was committed to for life. He wanted to make a decision that didn't require a safety net to fall back on if he changed his mind later.

Fundamentally there was nothing wrong with having the option to revert to his old body. Joe was obviously fluid in many ways already, and he might go through other changes somewhere down the line, but if you're seriously contemplating having your dick removed it's probably not the worst idea to be sure that it's something you really want to do.

The easiest solution was for Joe to just take periodic trips to a TRI facility and leave the rest of his life as it was. Maybe if he could get away three or four times a year that would be enough to hold him over. If the sex fantasy was the only thing about being a woman that appealed to Joe that might well take care of everything but he knew that wasn't the case anymore.

He still didn't have much practical life experience being female, outside of the times at the resort when he wasn't having sex, but even in that limited sampling things were radically different in his mind now. In virtually every case the things he expected to hate turned out to be things he actually loved. It was hardly a representative cross section of the totality of being a woman in modern society but since he liked everything so far he hoped that he'd have similar feelings about a lot of other things.

One thing that he really wondered about was how Gary would react to Joe suddenly becoming Joey fulltime. He might be furious that Joey hadn't revealed her true identity at the resort or he might take credit for having literally fucked all the manhood out of a guy. Joe worried that Gary might try to take advantage of his sexual power over Joey to get favorable business deals for his company but there was also the chance that a permanent Joey would lose a lot of her appeal to Gary, especially if she didn't always jump to his every command anymore.

And then there was Valerie/Brad. Joe still didn't know enough about his friend's long range plans to know whether joining him in a female conversion was even an option. And what if Joe went it alone and met Brad someday as Joey? Would there still be the same connection? The same sexual chemistry that there had been when they were both female at the same time? Maybe she wouldn't even find Brad attractive, or maybe he'd turn out to be the great love of her life.

At one point Joe became so frustrated and confused that he just wished that all humans were sort of generic blobs and equipped with both sets of genitals. If everyone looked alike and there were no gender distinctions people would be free to pair up with anybody based entirely on personality and shared interests and the like. There would be no superficial discrimination of any kind based on external appearances. Then he thought about how much he liked the way Joey looked in a bikini and decided that being a generic blob might not be quite as fun, despite the sociological advantages.


CHAPTER 18:

As Joe moved closer and closer to actually becoming Joey he had found Brad a great source of encouragement and support. They were talking on the phone now on a pretty regular basis and Brad seemed thrilled that Joe was taking this bold step.

"It's funny," said Brad during one of their phone conversations, "but I think I was much closer to this than you were when we first met, but I have still have some reservations. I've always been kind of scared of the unknown I guess, and this is about as unknown as it gets."

"That's for sure," Joe chuckled. "My counselor keeps throwing all these scenarios as me like, what would I do if blah, blah, blah happened to me and it's usually pretty hard to say for sure what I'd do. I think I would behave a certain way now, but until I'm actually confronted with those situations I can't be certain. If you'd asked me about Gary before I actually met him as a woman I'm sure I would have said that I'd knee him in the balls and pour my drink over his head but it didn't exactly play out that way."

"So what about Gary anyway? How are you going to handle that?" asked Brad.

"Well, I'm certainly not going to meet him in Florida. He probably won't be too surprised by that and I doubt that he'll be devastated or anything. He'll find someone else or some other people to keep him amused for the week and probably forget all about me, if he hasn't already. Then once I'm running my company as Joey he'll just have to deal with the new me. I might not look exactly the same anyway, and I was just some bitch he was banging on holiday,  so maybe he won't even recognize me. It was just a fling for a few days at a swinger's resort. I doubt if he's given it much thought," said Joey.

"Don't sell yourself short. Joey is one sexy lady and pretty hard to forget, even if it was only a brief fling at a resort. God knows I haven't forgotten."

"Well I'm actually going to be up in your neck of the woods when I have the procedure done. There's a place there that's not insanely expensive and the regulations are more streamlined so I should be able to walk out of there a full-fledged woman with less hassle and red tape. I was sort of hoping that we might be able to get together for lunch or something."

"Screw that! You're coming to stay with me for as long as you want. I've got a pretty big place and a spare bedroom. I'm not trying to hit on you or anything, I'm just dying to see the results. And it would be great to meet you as Joe, even if it's only for a day or two."

Joe protested a little more but finally gave in and it was agreed that Joe would come out a few days before the procedure and stay a few days after. It would be really weird to meet Brad twice in the same week as two different people but what wasn't weird about this whole thing?

As the date grew closer Joe sent out a memo to all of his employees explaining what he was planning to do and assuring them that everything would run exactly the same once he got back. The only change would be his appearance. He had already warned some of the higher ranking members of the firm and the rumor had spread quickly. It would no doubt be a source of some amusement and gossip for a while but that couldn't be helped. It was his company and if he wanted to run it in a dress or a suit of armor that was his business. Nobody was being forced to work there if they were uncomfortable with the idea of a transgendered employer.

His wallet was definitely going to take a hit but even with two ex-wives he was still in good shape financially. That was a huge advantage that most people didn't have. His financial advisor was able to shift some things around, and some planned purchases were put on, hold so it wasn't going to break him by any means.

When he arrived at Brad's house he noted that his friend must be pretty well-off himself because it was a beautiful, rambling kind of ranch house thing up in the hills with a great view. Obviously anyone who went to a TRI resort had some bucks but they were hardly all rich. Some people probably had to make a lot of financial sacrifices for a trip like that as Joe knew he would have done if he had to.

Brad had picked him up at the airport and there was a silly little moment where they shook hands rather formally, as men would properly do, before they both started laughing and hugged each other warmly.

It was really strange for both of them because they knew so much about each other and had been so intimate as women but here they were meeting as men for the first time. Joe could really see the facial resemblance to Valerie and it was pretty striking. If Brad and Valerie could both exist at the same time they would look just like brother and sister.

Someday people may hop back and forth between bodies casually but until that happens it's always going to be a shock to the system to know someone one way and then see them again as entirely different. Yet Joe and Brad seemed to have no great trouble feeling at least some of the chemistry they had felt when they first met under very different circumstances. Sometimes you just meet people in life that you know you can trust and feel comfortable opening up to about just about anything. Whether it was Joey and Valerie, or Joe and Brad, that comfort still existed between them, much to their pleasant surprise and relief.

This combination wasn't going to be around for very long so that was kind of another odd wrinkle to the whole story and the night before the procedure Joe suddenly got very scared and depressed.

"I've been Joe Wilkins all my life. I've been through marriages and divorces and I've been broke and then built a successful company all as this man. I did all the normal stuff little boys did. I went through the pain of adolescence as a guy. I was never picked on or ridiculed for being different in any way. And it wasn't like I was carrying around all this secret shame or pining away for the captain of the football team. Cheerleaders were just fine with me. I lived most of my life in about as ordinary a way as you could. Then one day, out of the blue, a crazy thought popped into my head and now it's snowballed into all of this."

"Hey, don't worry. You wouldn't be doing this if something inside you didn't tell you it was the right thing to do," said Brad as comfortingly as he could. "If it was just a kinky thrill you were after you'd be happy just going back to the resort whenever you got an urge to get wild. This is way too complicated and far too expensive to be a whim. So you were a late bloomer. Something about that kinky fantasy revealed a whole different side of your nature that you never knew existed. I'd say thank God you found out now while you have so much life ahead of you. You're still going to be you. You'll still have all of the memories of the things you did in the past. You'll just be you in a different package."

Joe calmed down quite a bit after that but he was a little sorry that he wasn't allowed to do any drinking for the 24 hours prior to the procedure. He felt like he could really use a pretty stiff belt right about now.

He didn't get much sleep that night but he'd be out like a light as soon as they put him under. So it was with a mixture of excitement and dread that Joe Wilkins walked in the door of the clinic realizing that it was the last thing he would ever do as a man.


CHAPTER 19:

"Holy cow! You're even more beautiful than before," said Brad once Joey was cleared to go home.

"You're just saying that to be nice. I probably look dreadful right now," Joey replied.

She was a little different this time around. Not substantially, but in a few subtle ways. Her breasts were not quite as large, for one thing. It was still an impressive rack but Joey had decided to tone it down a notch. Her whole body overall was less Barbie doll and more human. Her face was probably the most noticeable change. Since she was not planning to change back they had been able to do a little more to feminize her features. There were also more conventional cosmetic surgery options available if she wanted to tweak herself even more but she didn't think that would be necessary. She was very, very happy with the way she looked, even if she was a little self-conscious at the moment about not being made up at all.

Joey and Brad went out for a celebratory dinner that was also sort of a half-reunion. When Brad asked her to dance at one point during the evening it felt so strange to feel his arm around her waist and her hand pressed against his. This was the most intimate moment they had shared since their days at the resort and Joey wondered what was running through Brad's mind.

"I never really thought I'd get to hold you like this again," said Brad, as if reading her thoughts.

"I was kind of thinking the same thing," Joey laughed. "I guess we just kind of think alike about a lot of things."

"Good. Hopefully you're also thinking that you'd like to be kissed because that's what I plan to do."

Brad didn't wait for an answer and just leaned closer as their lips met. It had actually taken Joey by surprise but not an unpleasant one.

"Welcome back," Brad said with a smile.

Joey smiled back and then rested her head on his shoulder until the dance was concluded and they had returned to their table. It wasn't quite as bold as Gary had been but Brad didn't seem to be wasting any time either. She liked that. They had both obviously been wondering what they would feel once Joe had become Joey again and it appeared that Brad was making the first move to answer that question.

It was so funny to Joey how there had been three distinctly different dynamics to their relationship so far. As two females they had been like sorority sisters, up for anything and instant best friends. Joey had been the leader of that little gang and Valerie had followed her lead happily. Then they were two men and more like a couple of old drinking buddies. Now they were a man and a woman and it felt a whole lot like the way many men and women feel on a date, even if this wasn't actually a date. They were still in a platonic state yet, everything was slightly changed. The tone of voice, the exchange of glances, the tiny flush of excitement at being so close to each other.

Joey had not even really given much thought to Brad's physical appearance, aside from noting the strong "family resemblance" to Valerie. That resemblance was largely because he had some rather soft features, that may have been a bit effeminate, but it made him very pleasing to look at anyway. He wasn't terribly large or muscular and Joey could see how he could easily have been picked on in his youth for lacking the requisite "manliness" that was expected of him, but they were close now in so many other ways that his looks were neither here nor there.

When they got back to Brad's house it looked as if that little innocent kiss on the dance floor was the extent of Brad's aggressiveness. They chatted and sipped a little wine until it was time to retire, which they both did to their own respective bedrooms. It was Joey who decided to take the lead again even if it was Brad and not Valerie who was sleeping just down the hall.

Joey had purchased the most wicked lingerie she could find and brought it along whether she ever had a chance to wear it in front of anyone or not. It was so damn feminine and frilly with garters and stockings and lace and little bows. She had planned to wear it on her first night as a woman as a statement of the choice she had made to become feminine. Now she slipped the whole rig on and tiptoed down the hall before tapping gently at Brad's door.

"Come in," said a slightly surprised voice from beyond.

Joey stepped into the room and watched Brad's jaw literally drop. She had thought that was a figure of speech until this moment and she almost laughed.

"I was wondering if you'd mind a little company tonight," said Joey in an innocent, almost child-like voice. "Can I sleep here?"

"Ah...sure," was all Brad could manage to stammer.

"I just got this outfit and it was a pain in the ass to get into it but I think it's kind of pretty. Do you like it?" asked Joey as she gave a little twirl before crossing the room to the bed.

"It's amazing. And you look amazing in it."

"Thank you," said Joey as she climbed in under the covers with Brad.

Joey cuddled up quite close to Brad with her head on his chest and waited for him to do something. She waited for what seemed like quite a long time but nothing seemed to be happening and she suddenly got very embarrassed and uncomfortable. What the hell was she thinking throwing herself at him like this? She hadn't even been a woman for a whole day yet and here she was acting like a total whore.

"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea," said Joey as she started to pull the covers back and get up from the bed.

That was as far as she got. Brad grabbed her rather forcefully and pulled her into his embrace. This was no platonic friendship kiss, this was the kiss of lovers who had been starving for each other. Joey was kind of lying backwards, being supported by Brad's arms as he leaned down to kiss her. In that pose and in her current attire she thought it must look something like the cover of one of those romance novels. She certainly had the heaving bosom for it right now.

There was a lot of fumbling with snaps and ties before they could get a clear path to Joey's pussy but once the road was open Brad was ready to take it. He wasn't big, probably about average Joey thought, maybe even a little less but it made no difference. It was a cock and it was hard and it was inside her and she loved the thought that she would be feeling something like this quite a bit for a long time to come now.

For Brad there was probably an element of the familiar. While not an exact copy of the original Joey it was close enough to bring back all sorts of memories. For Joey there was the excitement of having sex in her new body for the first time which probably made the strangeness of the situation a little easier to handle. Fortunately she could see so much of Valerie in Brad that even though they were equipped differently and sounded different her heart knew that she was making love to the same person.

It didn't last terribly long but it was a hell of an ice breaker. They really needed to fuck. There was just so much sexual tension there. Joey hadn't climaxed but she wasn't concerned about that. At this point Joey had no idea whether this was a crazy one-night-stand or the start of some sort of friends with benefits sort of thing or whether they would be walking down the aisle someday. The fact that Brad was contemplating the same kind of gender changing procedure she had just gone through obviously made any future plans subject to change without notice.

Once the act was completed they just cuddled a little until they fell asleep. They didn't even say much but then again they had been doing a whole lot of talking lately. The shared warmth of their bodies as they drifted into slumber said enough for the moment.

Joey had thought about slipping out of bed early in the morning and making breakfast for Brad but she was a pretty lousy cook and really not very handy in the kitchen. It had just seemed like something "typically" feminine to do but in the end she opted to give him a wakeup blowjob instead. In the long run he probably appreciated that more than some bacon and eggs, no matter how expertly prepared.

They were together for a couple of days and there was some kissing and touching and they made love each night when they went to bed but nobody seemed in any hurry to make any big declarations.

"I hope I didn't mess things up for you, as far as your potential interest in becoming a woman," Joey finally said before departing.

"Oh, God no," Brad replied. "I'd want to fuck you every day of the week and twice on Sunday in whatever body I was in...maybe even whatever body you were in, although I guess we'll never find out about that one now. My ongoing struggle to figure out who I am and what I want is still ongoing. I'm just glad that we've been able to stay in touch like this. I hope we can find some excuse to see each other again soon."

"I'm sure we will," said Joey, getting a little misty-eyed.

It was hard to part again but this time they knew that they really would remain friends. Perhaps someday it would be Brad taking the leap of faith into the world of womanhood and hopefully Joey would be able to provide support and the benefit of her own experiences. They had a future together of some kind no matter what they looked like or where they were. The bond between them was pretty unbreakable now.

It was painful to leave but it was time to go home and face the music. She had a company to run and the sooner everybody got used to their "new look" boss the better...at least she hoped that was the case. Still, there was no way to know without going back and facing the music.


CHAPTER 20:

Joey wanted to be cool and casual about her first day back at work but she was a nervous wreck inside. She tried on countless outfits before settling on a very smart business suit with a mid-length skirt. She had thought that a pants suit might be slightly more masculine and less of a noticeable change but she decided that there was no point in hiding the obvious. She was a woman now, and she was going to look like a woman no matter what she wore, so better to get it right out in front. It was sort of like that decision to go with a bikini. If you're going to be comfortable with this body then you better own it, she thought.

Her knees were shaking as she reached the door so she paused for just a moment and took a deep breath. Then she strolled in as casually as humanly possible and headed for her office. Some people had no idea and paid no attention. Others, especially the men, checked her out appraisingly as she walked by. Even her own secretary didn't recognize her at first as she was about to open the door of her office.

"May I help you miss?" the secretary inquired politely. "I'm afraid Mr. Wilkins is out of town and we're not sure when he's going to return."

"Well Mister Wilkins is not going to return Phyllis," said Joey with a smile. "Ms. Wilkins is definitely back but don't schedule any appointments for me today. I'm probably just going to catch up on some old business."

"Oh, Mr. Wilkins...I mean...Ms. Wilkins, I'm so sorry. I didn't recognize you," said the bewildered secretary.

"Don't worry about it. I'm sure lots of people are going to have that same reaction at first."

Joey made it inside the sanctuary of her office and shut the door. Her heart was pounding but she felt good to have made it this far without passing out. She could just imagine the buzz around the office right about now as word spread of her appearance. No doubt a lot of inappropriate jokes were making the rounds too but that was fine. This was a big bombshell to drop on the closed society of a workplace. Someone getting a new haircut could be a topic of water cooler conversation so a change like this was bound to make some noise. Let them have their laughs or their comments or whatever. Get it out of the way and get back to work as soon as possible. Joey still had a business to run and she didn't want to let her tits become a total distraction.

There was the inevitable confusion when she had to call someone on the phone about something. The title, the company, and the last name were familiar but the voice and the gender were unexpected. She had to do a lot of patient explaining to secretaries and receptionists, some of whom rejected her first efforts as a prank call. Those she spoke to were all naturally a bit floored by this development but for the most part they warmed up to her as soon as they realized that it was the same person they had been dealing with before, just with a higher pitched voice.

She laughed as she pictured all of those people trying to guess what she looked like. That would be the logical thing anyone would do under the circumstances. Maybe some of them imagined some hideous drag queen with a fright wig and maybe some of the more licentious were licking their lips at the prospect of doing business with the new "babe" in the industry. Well, they would all see for themselves in due time. That wasn't her concern now.

When she did emerge from her office later in the day it seemed as if everybody in the office had some excuse to talk to her about something. The women tended to compliment her clothes or to say that they were happy to be working for a fellow female or something along those lines and the men tended to be...well...men. They tended to fumble with paperwork that didn't really require her immediate attention while trying not to stare at her boobs too much or made gallant offers to be of assistance any way that they could, as if she had suddenly forgotten how to run her own business. Everybody was nice because she was still the boss so what else were they going to be?

When her next appointment with Gary rolled around there was no doubt in her mind that she was going to keep that meeting. She felt strong and confident and had no fear of crumbling in front of him, but that didn't mean she wasn't still a little worried that something like that might happen.

The meeting took place in Gary's office this time and he was as polite and considerate as could be. He didn't seem to recognize her, which she found a bit surprising, even with the somewhat altered appearance. Presumably after she stood him up in Florida he just forgot all about her.

It was pretty much all business. They discussed and negotiated and finally settled on a fair price. The fact that she was now a woman never really entered into the conversation.

When they had concluded their business Gary got up and walked Joey to the door, which was perfectly as it would have been before, and they shook hands. She was just about to leave but Gary suddenly stopped her in her tracks.

"By the way. I think it was a good choice to go with the slightly smaller breasts. More professional-looking that way I think," he said casually.

"I agree," Joey said with a slight smile. "Sorry about blowing you out in Florida. Hopefully you found something to keep busy with. As you can see I was looking more long-range than quick fix this time."

"Good for you. I really mean that. Perhaps you'd like to go out for a drink sometime and...chat."

"Perhaps I would," Joey replied. "You've got my number. Call anytime."


CHAPTER 21:

She was definitely interested in chatting with Gary and might even be interested in some sort of reprise of their previous relationship, but she wasn't sure about that. Gary had been one cool customer, that was for sure. How he managed to play that all out without giving away the fact that he knew who she was surprised her, but then again Gary was a pretty masterful player of games. When it came to the male/female thing he always seemed to be a couple of steps ahead of her. Who knows what devious schemes he might be hatching? They would probably be interesting, whatever they were.

It took about two weeks for things to really settle down at the office, a bit longer than she had hoped for, but now everything seemed back to normal. She didn't plan on changing her demeanor. She could have played the "bitch boss" role and thrown her weight around to try and prove that she was still in charge, or she could have deliberately softened up and tried to be everyone's friend, but ultimately she wanted to just be herself. Joe had always been fair but could also be pretty demanding. Joey was following that same path out of instinct.

Things were just beginning for her and her new life but it all seemed to be off to a good start. Now if she could just convince herself that this was all real everything would be fine! She had made this change on her own without any sort of built-in relationship to jump into right away and that was okay with her. It wasn't purely about the sex anymore, though that had certainly set the wheels in motion. She was eternally grateful that she had decided to go on that unusual vacation, and also glad that she hadn't thrown away all the clothes and things she had acquired for that trip or while there. Some of the stuff might have to be altered to accommodate her new figure, but the jewelry was certainly useable. Perhaps she'd have an opportunity soon to wear the necklace that Gary had bought her, and then required to be worn on her otherwise naked body. She might even wear it for Gary and she might even be naked while doing so. Or maybe she'd turn the tables on him and go all dominatrix on his ass. It be fun to make him her bitch for a while.

So many possibilities it was hard to know what to do next but she was feeling kind of hungry so she went to get something to eat. She was still a lousy cook, and that probably wouldn't change anytime soon, but she made a mental note to at least figure out how to make a decent breakfast. You never know when you might want to surprise a lover after a beautiful night of passion. Of course she could always fall back on the wakeup blowjob if she never got the hang of the cooking thing. It was always safer to stick to what you already knew but sometimes it was better to shake it up and try new things. She certainly hoped that she would be the living proof of that someday.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The story is ostensibly set in the future but I don't go to any lengths to say exactly how far in the future it is. It's just far enough for this technology to be plausible. When you're writing a futuristic tale it's pretty easy to get caught up in describing what sort of gadgets are available and how fashion has changed or what the price of bread is. I preferred to make the setting as close to the present as possible because I'm writing more about what people think and feel and desire than I'm trying to forecast what the world will be like in 20 years or something.

I do seem to enjoy writing stories where the protagonist reluctantly comes to accept the fact that the urge to be female was probably a lot stronger and deeper than he/she wanted to admit. It seems like a lot of people really wrestle with the gender identity issue for a long time before it ever even makes it to the table for consideration. There are just so many societal pressures against even thinking about the possibility that you might not be exactly what you appear to be on the outside that it's only natural that one might feel shame or fear over exploring gender identity or sexual preference issues. Hopefully that will change someday. Why anybody would care so much about how someone else lives their life is totally beyond me, yet violence and persecution continues against people who don't conform to someone else's idea of what is appropriate.

Life just isn't all that cut and dried for everyone and curiosity is a healthy thing. You never know what you'll discover if you start looking around but you won't discover anything if you close your mind to all possibilities.
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