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CHAPTER 1:

It was supposed to be the spring break to top all spring breaks for Randy Roberts and his pal Craig Monroe. They had decided to splurge and make the trip to an island in the Caribbean that was known for especially raunchy fun for college students who wanted to party their fool heads off. So far it had been everything they had hoped for, lots of drinking, lots of girls with minimal clothing and debauched entertainment pretty much around the clock. They hadn't actually gotten laid yet but they had bumped and grinded their socks off, had they been wearing any, on crowded dance floors and packed beaches. Rubbing up against all that gorgeous female flesh was nice but it only intensified their desire to actually do some serious fucking and soon.

Randy and Craig were also both pretty athletic guys and had planned to enjoy some of the other activities the island provided as well but finding the energy after so much drinking and dancing hadn't been easy to do. This morning, however, they had made the decision to do a little hiking and exploring on the less traveled side of the island just for the hell of it. There were some interesting trails and rock formations that looked intriguing and it would be good exercise.

It was a beautiful day and the scenery was spectacular, especially as they began to climb up a little ways. Craig had brought his camera along and wanted to reach a plateau they spotted so that he could take some pictures of the island from that elevated vantage point.

Getting there wasn't as easy as it looked from below but they were both experienced rock climbers and in very good shape so they were almost to the top when Randy made a remarkable discovery. Behind some large strands of vines was what appeared to be the entrance to a cave of some sort. That was too appealing to pass up so they carefully pushed through the vines and went inside.

The cave wasn't very large at all and actually seemed a little disappointing until they noticed something half buried in a back corner. They had only seen it because their flashlight had caught something metallic in the light that seemed totally out of place in this remote and hidden spot. Upon closer investigation it appeared that there was some sort of a small wooden chest with metal straps and hinges. It was partially hidden by rocks, which looked like they had been put there on purpose but time had aided in the concealment by adding layers of dust and moss.

They dug away the debris around it and found that it was in fact a small wooden chest of some kind. Not a large trunk like one saw in pirate movies but more like a large shoebox or something. The hinges were very rusty but with a little prying they managed to get the thing opened. Inside the box was nothing more than a leather bound volume of some kind but when they picked the book up a ring fell to the ground.

Picking up the ring they saw it was quite plain; just a simple band with no diamonds or jewels attached. There was a simple inscription on the inside but they had no idea what language it was written in.

"Damn, I was hoping for pirate treasure," Randy laughed.

"Yeah, that ring doesn't even look like it's made of gold," Craig sighed. "Not sure why someone would go to all of the trouble of climbing up here just to hide this stuff."

"Maybe the book is valuable or maybe it has some kind of treasure map or clues to buried treasure or something," Randy suggested.

"Let's take a look. But if it's written in the same language as the inscription on the ring we'll never figure out what it says even if it is a guide to some kind of treasure."

Randy opened the book as Craig shone the flashlight on it. To their surprise and relief it appeared to be written in English and the handwriting was quite legible despite the age of the parchment.

"Looks like a diary," said Randy. "Some chick named Gwendolyn Perkins."

"Must be pretty spicy if she felt she had to hide it in a locked box in a hidden cave," Craig joked.

They had no idea how right they were.


CHAPTER 2:

(Journal Entry July 14, 1726)

"This is the journal of Gwendolyn Perkins, the name I have come to be known by these past several years. I was born Gerald Perkins, son of Sir Arthur Perkins a wealthy plantation owner in the British West Indies but by a cruel trick of fate I was forced to leave that life behind, perhaps forever. I don't know whether it is vanity that compels me to tell my story or simply a way of keeping my sanity but of greatest importance to me is that the secret of my family ring be passed on to someone. Whether the ring is good or evil I cannot say for certain but it's magic is a powerful thing and anyone who finds it should know of that power before deciding what to do with it.

My story begins in England some time ago. My father, always an adventurous soul, had come to the New World with dreams of making a fortune and had succeeded beyond his wildest dreams, leaving my younger sister Gwendolyn in my care. She was 17 and I was 19 when the letter came from my father instructing us to join him in the West Indies. The prospect was both exhilarating and terrifying but we did as our father commanded and booked passage on a ship that would take us across the sea.

Such a voyage would be treacherous enough with the uncertainties of tide and weather but the greatest fear of all was being attacked by pirates who plied their trade in that part of the world with little official resistance. To that end my father had taken the precaution of making sure that we brought a strange family relic with us, a simple ring that was no more than a band of plain metal. I say simple in that it appears to be an ordinary ring of no special value but in truth it is a most extraordinary piece of jewelry.

How it came to be in my father's possession I never really learned but its purpose was to transform the wearer into the opposite gender from that which nature had divined. Should we be captured by pirates my sister Gwen was to put the ring on, transform herself into a man, and dress herself in some of my spare clothing. That way no matter what else happened she would be spared the outrage of molestation and would keep her maidenhood intact. Hopefully, being the sons of a wealthy man, we could barter our eventual release in exchange for a ransom payment. At any rate my dear sister would be spared a fate worse than death no matter what happened to us as young gentlemen.

The long voyage was quite tedious but at least we had each other for company and a good selection of books to read. We had our own cabin for privacy but frequently dined with the officers on the ship, one of whom was a dashing young man named William Lefferts who seemed to be quite smitten with my sister. As there was nothing inappropriate or untoward about his behavior I had no serious cause to object and Gwendolyn seemed to appreciate his polite attention.

As we got closer to our destination the risk of pirate attack greatly increased. There were many tiny uninhabited islands from which these monsters could lurk and prey upon unsuspecting vessels. It seemed appropriate to me for my sister to try the ring on at least once to see what the result, if any, might be. We both had serious doubts about the fantastical properties it was alleged to possess so I thought it prudent to devise an alternative plan should the ring fail to do as promised. Gwen was too frightened to put the ring on until I had done so first, just to show that it was completely safe. Not really believing in magic I agreed to do as she requested and to my dismay found myself transformed almost instantly into the form of a woman.

Rather than being shocked or dismayed my sister seemed delighted. When she showed me my reflection in her looking glass I was astonished to see that I had become the image of Gwendolyn. It was as if we were twin sisters. We had always shown a strong family resemblance but in this guise we might easily be indistinguishable. Gwen giggled and clapped her hands with glee and insisted that I should put on some of her clothing and allow her to make my hair more in her fashion to see just how perfectly I could become her double. While I would normally have been appalled by this insult to my manhood the ring seemed to change my inner thoughts and personality as well as my outer appearance and I went along with her scheme.

With ring upon my finger I wasn't a man pretending to be a woman but a genuine member of the female species. I was in that moment truly a sister to Gwen and not a brother so I behaved in a completely feminine manner. Even my voice was that of the fairer sex and would never be mistaken for my own.

Even the immodesty of stripping myself bare in front of her vanished with ease as she began to show me the many layers of under clothing that a woman wrapped herself in. The more my sister worked on my features the more I became her exact image. For some reason I found myself enjoying the experience and thinking of myself as quite the pretty little thing. Gwen was brushing my hair as I primped and preened in the looking glass. That was the moment we struck the reef and all hell broke loose onboard."


CHAPTER 3:

"Wow, I can see why someone would want to hide that book," Craig chuckled. "Shit, I didn't know they had cross dressers back then. You suppose this is some kind of early porn novel or something?"

"I don't know what to make of it. It doesn't really sound like some dude just putting on a dress. He says the ring actually turned him into a woman," Randy pointed out.

"You don't believe that do you?"

"Not really. But it's pretty weird that there actually is a ring in this book. If it's just a gag why go to all this trouble to lock it up and hide it away?"

"Who knows? If the guy really thought that ring was magical he was probably totally nuts. Maybe that was his way of justifying his fondness for wearing women's clothes or something. Maybe he even believed that he had turned into a woman," Craig suggested. "I imagine dressing up like a chick was pretty much frowned on in those days."

"It's a pretty trippy story in any case. I'd like to read the rest of it but I don't think that flashlight will hold out too much longer. Why don't we take this stuff back to the hotel? It's probably worth something on eBay just because it's so old if nothing else."

"It's probably just a movie prop made to look old or something," said Craig.

"Even so it's kind of interesting. We might as well take it with us."

The guys put the journal and the ring into a backpack and began to climb down the rocks. They had forgotten all about wanting to reach the plateau for a photo opportunity because they were pretty hungry by now and somewhat distracted by their strange find. Maybe it would turn out to be fairly valuable. They really had no idea what something like this might be worth but it was exciting to think that they might have made a great discovery, if the thing turned out to even be genuine.

"You know, if that ring actually did what it's supposed to do that's a pretty wild thought," said Randy as they hiked back towards their hotel.

"I guess it would make things a lot easier for tyrannies, or whatever they're called. Slip on a ring and instant pussy," Craig joked.

"If that thing actually worked we could probably sell it for a fortune. I'm sure it would be worth a lot more than an old diary."

"Not much chance of that I'm afraid. Unless you seriously believe there could be such a thing as a magic sex change ring."

When they got back to the hotel and cleaned up a bit they went to grab some lunch and one thing led to another and all thoughts of rings and journals were pushed aside. There were delightful girls in tiny bikinis everywhere who presumably didn't require magic jewelry to take their bodacious forms of beauty.

Eventually they staggered back to their room later that day, fairly intoxicated but without any female companions in tow. Randy casually picked up the journal and continued reading from it.

Apparently when the ship struck a reef water began rushing in and the whole thing kind of tipped over and bounced around. The author of the journal, still dressed like his sister and wearing the ring, was knocked unconscious and awoke much later lying on a beach, having apparently regained consciousness long enough to climb onto a piece of wreckage that had floated to shore with the tide.

The first person to discover him was the young officer, William Lefferts, who naturally assumed that he had found Gwendolyn Perkins, as the author gave every impression of being his sister, who unfortunately had not been found yet. Still slightly incoherent from the disaster at sea the author made no immediate attempt to correct the mistaken identity and allowed the officer to escort "her" to a makeshift camp that was being established by the rest of the survivors. Even once he began to regain his senses and took stock of the reality of the situation the author was apprehensive about taking the ring off. How was he going to explain this whole thing? He was wearing a dress and his own clothing was presumably at the bottom of the ocean by now. A magic sex changing ring wasn't something anyone had ever heard of before and these sailors would probably look askance at any man who put it on for any reason, let alone allowing himself to be dressed in such a fashion. The humiliation would be too much to bear.

"Wow, can you imagine being stuck in that situation?" Randy asked as he put down the book. 

"Not really because the whole thing is obviously total bullshit," Craig replied.

"Probably, but what if it was true? How would you ever explain that to someone? Especially the part about being in women's clothing. Even if he took the ring off and turned back into a man before their eyes that wouldn't explain why he was wearing a dress."

"The guy sounds like a freak to me," Craig said dismissively. "Even if you did magically turn into a woman what kind of man would let his sister dress him up and put makeup on him and crap? You'd just take the ring off as fast as you could."

"I suppose. But he does say that the ring made him feel like a woman not just look like one so maybe you don't think the same or something," Randy suggested.

"If you're going to make up a fantasy story I suppose you can make up any rules you want. I still say it sounds more like some kind of lame excuse for being a queer. That stupid ring doesn't do anything. It's just a piece of metal."

"If you're so sure why don't you put it on and find out what happens?" Randy challenged his friend.

"Why don't you?" Craig shot back.

"All right I will."

Randy took the ring in his hand and looked at it for a moment. He felt slightly uneasy for some reason.

"Are you chickening out?" Craig taunted.

With that Randy slipped the ring on one of his fingers and in a flash he had transformed into a female version of himself. Craig dropped the bag of potato chips he had been munching on and stared in total disbelief. Randy couldn't see his face but the large breasts that had formed under his t-shirt were hard to miss.

"Oh my God! I have tits!" Randy said in an unrecognizable voice.

"I'll say," Craig practically whispered to himself.

Randy went over to a mirror and took a good look at himself. He was wearing male shorts and a t-shirt so his look wasn't as feminine as it might have been but the reflection he saw was unmistakably female.

"This is unbelievable. I look like a girl. I even sound like a girl."

"Have you got a pussy?" Craig asked.

"It appears so," Randy replied.

"Then I guess you really are a girl. A pretty damn hot one at that. Take your shirt off and let me see your tits."

"Fuck you! I'm not showing you my tits," Randy replied angrily.

"They're just temporary. It's not like it means anything. I just want to see how realistic they look."

Randy felt a little strange about the request but he was rather curious himself to see how he was equipped in this body. He pulled off his shirt, oddly in the cross-armed way that girls did it, and showed his breasts to his friend.

"Wow," was all Craig could manage to say.

"They are pretty nice aren't they?" said Randy as he put his hands under them and gave them a little jiggle. "Well I guess we know now that the dude in the diary was telling the truth. Who would have thought such a thing could exist? I guess I better take the ring off and keep it in some safe place until we can figure out what to do with."

"Not so fast there buddy," Craig said. "There's got to be some way we can make this work for us right now."

"What are you talking about?"

"We've got to get you some chick clothes and a bathing suit of course but think of the possibilities this presents."

"I can't think of a single one," Randy replied.

"Nothing attracts hot girls like other hot girls. You just got to get out there and mingle. Meet some other babes and then introduce them to your good friend."

"What do I get out of it?"

"You do it for me tonight and tomorrow I'll wear the ring and you score some tail. That's fair isn't it?" Craig suggested.

"I guess so. But what if some guy tries to hit on me?"

"Blow him off like all the girls have been blowing us off. You must have a pretty good idea how it's done by this time."

"You think I'm really going to be able to fool anybody into thinking I'm really a woman?"

"Oh, yeah. Believe me...that will be no problem."


CHAPTER 4:

"A wet t-shirt contest? Are you out of your mind?"

"What have you got to lose?" Craig asked. "You look as good as any of these other chicks. Besides, there's prize money if you win."

Somehow Craig talked Randy into doing it and soon Randy was being handed her "uniform" for the event. It was sort of a bikini top that tied around the neck but was made of t-shirt material. The thinnest t-shirt material one could make and still be considered a piece of cloth. Contestants provided their own bottoms but the skimpier the better it appeared. Randy's new bikini bottom wasn't the most revealing one on the stage but it didn't leave too much to the imagination.

The contest, such as it was, involved free form dancing around to some music that was being blasted through huge speakers while simultaneously being hosed down by jets of water. Large breasts were obviously an asset but firm ones were especially good in this situation as the wet material would cling to the body like paint. A DJ tried to whip up the crowd and extolled the girls to let it all hang out but his presence probably really wasn't necessary. There were so many horny drunk young men in the crowd that the sight of wet babes with no bras jumping up and down was more than enough to generate a spirited response.

It didn't seem quite real to Randy. Just a little while ago she was a guy kicking back in the hotel room and now somehow she was a girl, soaking wet and practically naked, dancing around a stage in front of a huge crowd of cheering men. It actually didn't bother her in the least, but it was all happening so fast that she was still kind of bewildered. It was kind of fun to be up on that stage and so uninhibited. Why not be uninhibited? This wasn't her real body, it wasn't even her real gender. She danced with total abandon and won the contest with ease.

Suddenly Randy was a very popular girl. Guys flocked around her wanting to buy her drinks or to take "selfies" with her. Someone pinched her ass and more than a couple of guys tried to cop a feel of her breasts but she just laughed and worked her way through the crowd to where Craig was standing.

"That was fun," said Randy.

"Holy shit I'm speechless," Craig replied. "Where did you learn how to move like that?"

"I don't have any special skill I can assure you. That was just me doing whatever popped into my head. It all seemed totally natural and instinctive. Now I've got to go dry off and get into something a little less revealing."

"Are you sure?"

"I felt distinctly like a slab of raw meat being dangled in front of a pack of hungry wolves back there."

"I know how they felt. That little show got me hard as a rock," Craig confessed.

"Dude, you shouldn't be telling me that...but thanks just the same," Randy said with a smile. "Come on, let's go back to the room where I can put some clothes on and then we can go get something to eat."

When they got back to the room Randy disappeared into the bathroom and reappeared shortly thereafter wrapped in a towel.

"Now where is that dress we bought?" Randy asked as she began to look around for it.

Craig came up from behind her, spun her around and planted a kiss on her lips. Randy pushed him away and slapped his face, the towel dropping to the ground in the process.

"Seriously Craig? That's how you treat a woman? You think you can just go around grabbing whoever you like? I'm a person, you know. I still have feelings."

"Gosh I'm sorry," said Craig, trying not to stare at Randy's nakedness. "All the booze and the wet t-shirt thing and you looking so damn hot. I just lost my head for a minute."

"You know if you tried being nice to me you'd probably get a lot further. Nobody wants to feel like they're just a sex object."

"Maybe that would be more convincing if you weren't standing there buck naked," Craig pointed out, trying to suppress a laugh.

"You asshole! Why didn't you tell me?"

Randy snatched up the towel and retreated to the bathroom. Craig wasn't really sure what to do. He finally had a beautiful naked woman in his room but he knew that the woman was actually his buddy Randy so did that count or not? Was she really just Randy with tits and a pussy or had the magic turned him into an entirely different person? There was definitely a physical resemblance to the old Randy there but it was more like if Randy had a hot sister. If this was Randy's sister and not him he'd be going for it with everything he had but this wasn't quite the same. There weren't really any rules for how to handle this kind of situation.

Randy came back out of the bathroom, still wearing nothing but a towel and sat on the bed. She held her hand up and looked at the ring for a moment before speaking.

"I almost took this ring off and flushed it down the toilet I hope you know," Randy pouted. "Just because you talked me into entering that stupid contest doesn't make me some kind of a slut that you can just paw at whenever you want to."

"I know and I'm truly sorry," said Craig as he sat next to his pal. "I've been thinking about this idea of going out and trying to wrangle up some hot girls. It seems to me kind of a waste of time and energy when the ring will do the job for us."

"I'm not following you," Randy replied.

"Well you're way hotter than most of the girls out there anyway. Hell, you won the damn t-shirt contest didn't you? Why don't we just take turns wearing the ring like we planned to but instead of trying to find dates we can just date ourselves."

"Does that mean what I think it means?"

"What do you think it means?"

"I think it means you want to fuck me," replied Randy.

"Well sure, as part of the whole experience but we can still go dancing or jet skiing or whatever we want to do like a regular date if that will make it easier but let's face it, it's not really what we came here for. We came to get laid so we top the whole thing off with a little sex and everyone's happy. I'll do you tonight and tomorrow I'll wear the ring and you can do me."

"What if you're not as hot as I am?"

"That sounds kind of stuck up," Craig pointed out. "Believe me, neither one of us can afford to be too picky right now. You know what the competition is like out there. Trust me. If you were the guy right now and I was a chick wearing nothing but a towel you would be all over me."

"I suppose you're right. It would be kind of interesting to know what it felt like having sex in this body. But you're taking me to dinner first at least."

"Anything you say babe. Now let's find that dress so that you can get all dolled up. It'll be fun, I guarantee it."

Randy wasn't sure exactly how much fun it would be but something inside her kept urging her on. The feeling of being up on that stage with so many male eyes on her had triggered something in her head. She had all the equipment to drive a man wild so why not put it to use while she had the chance?

As for fucking Craig? Well, she obviously had never thought of it before but he was a pretty good-looking guy in his own way. Certainly kept himself in good shape and had a nice athletic body. It was certainly less intimidating than being with a total stranger if it actually came to having sex, not that it would necessarily.

The big fear of not being accepted as a woman was out of the way completely. Nobody on that beach thought for one second that she was anything other than what she appeared to be. It was hard for her at the moment to remember that she wasn't a man pretending to be a woman she actually was the real deal.

Randy was kind of surprised that Craig jumped straight to the idea of having sex together. Wouldn't there be a part of Craig's brain that would be aware of the fact that Randy was really a man no matter what she looked like at the moment? The fact that he got a hard on during the wet t-shirt contest was no surprise, there were lots of hot babes up on that stage. Maybe once they were alone back in their room Craig would come to his senses and find that his initial arousal wasn't there anymore. Maybe.


CHAPTER 5:

It was fun indeed. Craig felt really good to be escorting a beautiful woman to dinner and Randy felt very sexy in her slinky new dress which showed off a nice amount of cleavage. They both had worked so hard to get something going with such poor results that it was nice to know that this was a "sure thing" if they wanted it to be even if it was a little screwy.

They went dancing afterwards but neither one of them was really concentrating on the club scene. There was a definite sexual vibe taking place between them and it wasn't long before they split the club and headed back to their room.

Randy slipped out of the dress while Craig tossed his clothes wherever they happened to land and they both soon tumbled onto the bed naked desperately seeking the sexual release that had eluded them thus far.

Spring break is a sexually charged atmosphere wherever you are but on a tropical paradise like this the energy is palpable. Sure, Randy had planned to be sticking his dick into some beach bunny but sometimes you have to play the hand you're dealt. Kissing was still kissing and touching was still touching. How different could it be being the one getting penetrated?

"Holy mother of pearl!" Randy practically shouted as Craig put his cock in Randy's pussy.

Apparently it could be quite different.

"Are you all right?" Craig asked.

"Fuck yeah. Never better," Randy replied. "Don't stop what you're doing on my account."

Craig went back to work feeling a mixture of shame and kinkiness. There was something decidedly wrong about this whole concept. There had to be. Still it was a total turn on and Craig reveled in the fact that he was doing the hottest chick he had ever fucked...even if it wasn't really a chick at all. God knows it felt like being in a real pussy and her nipples tasted like a woman's nipples and the noises coming from Randy didn't sound like anything a man was even capable of producing if they wanted to.

"Oh, fuck...oh, fuck...you feel so good inside me," Randy whimpered in delight. "Fuck me harder baby, I want to take all of you!"

Craig was aching to cum but trying his best to make it last. Ultimately it was a losing battle and soon he was blowing his wad into his friend's pussy with great grunts and groans.

Afterwards he climbed off of Randy and went to roll a joint. As he hopped back in bed and prepared to spark up the reefer he noticed that Randy was looking at him kind of strangely. Randy was also fingering herself gently. As soon as Craig was back in the sack Randy leaned over and kissed him.

"Was it good for you?" Randy asked before taking a hit.

"Oh, hell yeah," Craig replied. "Sorry I didn't last very long. I was just too horny I guess."

"Relax. We've got all night."

"So, you didn't mind that I was sticking my dick in you?"

"Please, did it sound like I minded it?" Randy joked. "It was amazing. And you're a very good lover by the way."

That was a weird thing to hear coming from his buddy but since she was his fuck buddy at the moment there was nothing to do but appreciate the compliment. At least Randy, when he was back in his old body, would know that Craig wasn't exaggerating about his sexual prowess when he bragged about the women he had scored with. Of course she could just be saying that to be nice. You never really knew what women really thought since so many of them were good at faking orgasms.

They enjoyed some quiet time together passing the joint back and forth and talking about how the day had gone in general. They were like any two lovers in bed in the afterglow aside from the obvious difference that made them far from ordinary lovers.

"So...what did it feel like having a cock inside you?" Craig asked.

"Do you want me to tell you or do you just want to wait until tomorrow and find out for yourself?"

"You seemed to be enjoying it."

"Oh, I was. Believe me I was. You've really got a nice big dick you know? More women should experience what it feels like to be fucked by you."

"Amen to that," Craig chuckled as he took another deep hit. "Of course you don't have anything to compare it to, I mean, on the receiving side of things."

"True, but I know whether a guy has a big cock or not."

"So putting that ring on makes you like the sight of a man's naked body? I mean, you don't seem totally freaked out or anything."

"Yeah, the longer you wear it the more you think like a woman I guess. When I was dancing around on that stage I should have been totally checking out all the other girls shaking their boobs around but for some reason I was more interested in the guys out in the crowd," Randy admitted. "I've never seen so many six pack abs and washboard stomachs."

"That actually makes me a little nervous," Craig confessed. "You've got to remember that I don't have the ring on so I'm just lying here the same dude I always was. You're talking about checking out some guy's abs as calmly as if you said you were going to have another beer. You don't think this is going to have any lasting effect do you? I mean, once you take the ring off."

"I don't see why it should," Randy replied. "You look and feel female while you have it on and you don't when you don't."

"I hope you're right because what we're doing here is not something we'd ever be doing if things weren't the way they are right now, if you know what I mean."

"You mean smoking a joint?" Randy teased.

"No that's not what I mean and you know it."

"Oh, you mean smoking a cock," Randy laughed. "We'll see about that. I'm not sure I'm quite ready for anything that ambitious."

They made love again, this time with Randy on top, but between the pot and the booze they were both pretty sleepy soon enough. Randy didn't bother to take off the ring so they slept together in the same bed and curled up quite comfortably.

In the morning Randy found Craig's arm resting heavily on his shoulder and had to pry it off so that he could get up. Fun was fun but it was time for Craig to take his turn so Randy sat on the bed and tried to remove the ring. It wouldn't budge.

"Shit dude it won't come off," Randy shouted causing Craig to wake up in a lurch.

"What are you talking about? What won't come off?"

"The ring. I can't get the ring off!"

"Just relax. I'm sure we can get it off. People get rings stuck on their fingers all the time," Craig said, trying to sound reassuring.

"Yeah, but if they don't get it off they aren't stuck with a sex change now are they?"

"You're not stuck with anything. Let me give it a try."

Craig got a firm grip on the ring and tried to twist it back and forth while lifting it up Randy's finger. Randy cried out in pain.

"Ouch! That's not helping."

"All right, calm down, we'll think of something. Maybe we have to grease your finger or something like that. Or you can stick your hand in the ice bucket. Cold is the one that makes things contract right?"

"I suppose so," Randy whimpered.

"Hey, it's going to be all right," Craig said as he put his arm around Randy's shoulder. "We just have to find the right solution, that's all."

"But what if we don't?"

"Then I guess you're going to be stuck like this for a little while longer."

Craig hated to admit it but that thought didn't really bother him like it should have. They'd get the ring off...eventually. In the meantime it just meant that Craig didn't have to worry about taking his turn as a girl. He kind of liked the way things were right now and wasn't in any hurry to change them. As long as they got the ring off before they had to go home, that was the main thing, at least as far as Craig was concerned.


CHAPTER 6:

(Journal Entry July 20, 1726)

"I have remained in this female state for almost a week now and my hopes of correcting this error seem to be fading. I am ashamed to admit that as the lone female survivor I have been treated with an extraordinary degree of kindness and understanding that I have no desire to end. There are seven of us in total, five sailors, one officer and myself and the first thing the men did was build me a private shelter. I am not expected to take part in their forays into the jungle in search of food and water nor asked to share any of the physical duties of gathering wood or palm leaves that are used to construct our primitive accommodations. I feel guilty but at the same time I know that I can't do anything about it without giving away my secret so I must play along for the time being.

Being a woman I am expected to know something about cooking and am trying my best to prepare the foodstuffs the men gather into something resembling a meal. This is not a skill I formerly possessed but there is only so much one can do with a few mangos and bananas and the occasional fish that someone catches with a pointed stick. They know that I'm from a wealthy family that could afford cooks and servants so even my most meager efforts are greeted with universal praise. Everyone thinks I am an extraordinary young woman for being so brave and strong but little do they know how horrible I feel inside each time their words of praise fall upon my ears. If we are not rescued soon I fear I shall lose my mind or throw myself from a cliff to redeem my honor.

Each day that passes I feel my womanly heart growing a bit more inside me and hope that in time my guilt and shame will diminish. The more I truly feel like a woman the easier it will be to accept my new role in life, at least my life as a castaway on this island. In truth I am a woman as long as I wear this ring so if I'm willing to accept that role there is no reason why I should feel so much shame for being treated well, but it's still hard not to have some guilt over this deception.

I can certainly see why my sister was so taken with Lieutenant Lefferts. He is a charming fellow and a complete gentleman. Some of the sailors look at me in ways that I find most uncomfortable but I know that William would never allow anything bad to happen to me. He may well be my salvation during this terrible ordeal. I don't know what things would be like if I had been cast ashore with just some of the others and no leadership to keep order. I know all too well how the fire of lust can burn within a man so brightly that it colors his judgment. Even if I didn't appear so fair and appealing I think there are those who would wish to ravish me just the same.

Occasionally some piece of wreckage from the ship washes up on shore and some of it is surprisingly useful and in good condition like the small chest of tableware that has made our meals so much more civilized. Sometimes a bloated body washes ashore as well and we hold a solemn burial service. I don't know what I would do if the body of my sister were to appear on the beach one day. It would be very hard to explain as there was only one woman on the ship. Perhaps the body would be unrecognizable by this point but I don't think I could bare the sight of it no matter what condition it was in. I have stolen my sister's identity and made the most of it so far. I can only pray that she is looking down on me from above and understands that I had no choice in this matter. The ring was intended to protect her from pirates but now it is serving an entirely different purpose; one that I never anticipated or wished for.

It is impossible to guess how long I must remain a woman but hopefully someone will come to our rescue soon. When our ship doesn't arrive at its destination my father will surely send a rescue party to find us and bring us home safely. Until that day I fear I have no choice but to remain as I am."


CHAPTER 7:

The ring just wouldn't come off. They tried every trick in the book but nothing made it budge.

"Look, if we can't get it off any other way I'll find a hacksaw or something and cut it off," Craig volunteered.

"What if that doesn't work? I mean what if cutting it causes the spell to be permanent or something? We're dealing with a magical item here. How do we know what the deal is?" Randy asked.

"We don't, I guess, unless we can find out something about it in that old journal."

"I'd hate to destroy it," said Randy. "It's really a pretty amazing thing when you think about it and it's got to be worth a small fortune."

"So for the time being we just go with it I guess. Being a girl can't be that bad."

"No, I suppose not. It's been pretty fun so far but that was partly because I knew it was only temporary and that I'd go back to normal as soon as I took the ring off."

"As I'm sure you will but in the meantime let's just have some fun with it," Craig suggested. "We came here to party and get laid and now that's what we're doing. We don't really want to go to a doctor or a plumber or something unless we absolutely have no choice. The minute that ring pops off you're going to turn into a man and we're going to have a lot of explaining to do."

"That's a good point," Randy agreed. "I really don't mind walking around like this at all as long as I'm sure that I won't suddenly change back for no reason. I want to go back eventually but not in front of a bunch of people."

"As I'm sure you will. Today let's try not to think about it and just have a good time."

Craig wanted to be a good friend and in truth had done everything he could think of to help get the ring off this time but his ulterior motives were still there none the less. He had sort of lucked into what would probably turn out to be the vacation of his life. He decided to work extra hard to see that Randy had a good time to at least make up for the inconvenience somewhat.

When Craig had talked Randy into buying a skimpy bikini it was purely for his own lustful benefit. He had been a little disappointed when "she" balked at the idea of going for something even more revealing but now Craig was kind of regretting that purchase. As they strolled around the beach he couldn't help but notice the attention Randy was getting and he felt a little jealous. That was obviously absurd but people feel what they feel sometimes whether it makes sense or not.

There was really no question in either of their minds that Randy was now a woman and should be thought of in terms of she and her. It certainly made it easier for Craig who had been slipping into the habit of calling her "babe" or "sweetie" or some other term of endearment that he might use with any girl he was going out with. The less he thought about Randy the man the better in this situation because he was hoping the bang the hell out of her as many times as he could before she changed back.

Of course the problem for Craig now was the fact that since they weren't going to be able to stick to their "gentleman's agreement" of sharing the ring Randy was now a "free agent" and able to field offers from a vast pool of male admirers. There was no reason she had to sleep with Craig exclusively, or at all for that matter. Randy certainly seemed to be enjoying her moment in the spotlight. Wherever they went there were catcalls and whistles and men encouraging her to show her tits, all of which she took in stride and with a healthy dose of humor. Once in a while she even did give a quick flash of her boobs for an appreciative audience. Randy was the man stuck in a woman's body but Craig was the one who felt humiliated by these moments. The male ego can be an incredibly fragile thing and the psychology of dating a very attractive woman was quite a complex thing sometimes.

Men tend to be attracted to attractive women. If they can date one that's good. That's sort of obvious. However, it comes with a risk in that other men will no doubt also be attracted to the same woman and that's where the whole caveman thing embedded deeply within a man's DNA comes out. He wants his woman to look and act sexy so that other men will be impressed by his conquest but not so sexy that rivals take it as a sign that the woman is easy and therefore apt to be up for grabs. A beautiful woman on a man's arm is an ego boost. If that same woman is instead strutting around a beach showing off her boobs to total strangers it can be a devastating feeling. Craig felt very possessive towards Randy even though they had both come to this island as best buddies looking for action. One night of having sex together had suddenly changed everything in Craig's mind.

Randy was simply doing what any sensible person would do in such an extraordinary situation...make the most of it. A straight male with no previous cross dressing experience or fantasies would probably feel pretty silly being forced to wear a bikini and stroll around a beach at spring break but Randy wasn't a man in drag. At the moment she was undeniably a woman in every possible way so everything she did seemed natural, even though it was all so strange and new at the same time. The only person who knew her previously was Craig and he was desperately trying to get in her pants again so obviously there was no shame or embarrassment involved for Randy to be seen this way. If anything it was a total rush.

For a woman born into a culture obsessed with youth and beauty the objectification of women could be a very difficult thing to deal with day in and day out. Randy had no such problem with that because she was experiencing it all for the first time and getting favorable responses. The ring hadn't turned her into a supermodel or anything but her naturally fit and athletic body had transformed rather nicely into a female shape and she filled out her bikini in an eye-catching way. People like to be popular and right now Randy was more popular than she had ever been as a man. It was a real confidence booster as well that helped take away some of the panic over not being sure when the ring would finally get off her finger.

Craig stuck to her like glue. He was terrified that if he left her alone for an instant she would be off gangbanging half of the men on the beach. Despite Craig's paranoid concerns when they both retired to their room for the night Randy was more than willing to reprise their erotic adventures of the previous evening. In fact she seemed quite anxious to do so.

"You know what I think?" Randy asked rhetorically as she got down on her knees in front of Craig and pulled his swimsuit down. "I think I'd like to suck your cock."

Craig wasn't about to object. He had been dreaming of Randy giving him head all day long. As he looked down and saw his friend gently stroking his shaft and putting her lips on the head of his penis his heart felt like it was going to pop out of his chest.

"Don't expect too much. I'm just a beginner you know," said Randy as she let her tongue begin to flick at Craig's purple helmet. 

Despite what you see in porn films blowjobs weren't always that easy to get. A lot of girls weren't very enthusiastic about it or refused to do it at all. Since Randy's concept of sexuality was based almost entirely on porn she had watched as a man it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to put a man's dick in your mouth. She may have been a beginner but Craig was certainly no expert on the receiving end so he was going out of his mind with lust.

Normally when you're being penetrated it's just a physical sensation and you don't actually see the penetration taking place, especially if you're being mounted from behind, but the blowjob was an unmistakably intimate act that engaged all of your senses. It wasn't a lie on your back and stare at the ceiling proposition. When you kiss, lick and suck a man's dick it's like nothing else you can really compare it to. You feel every little pulsation and taste the mixture of your own saliva and your man's pre-cum fluid. The heat generated by his throbbing manhood can be quite surprising as well. Randy found it all so fascinating and wondrous. Was this really happening? Why did it seem so right? Should a temporary woman being enjoying this so much?

Craig had no such thoughts on his mind. The head he saw bouncing up and down on his rod was decidedly a female one. When he reached down and touched her hair it felt soft and silky. His cock certainly didn't care about the technicalities and once a man gets hard his prick tends to do the thinking for him anyway.

All too soon Craig was delivering his payload into Randy's eager mouth and she lapped it up like it was the nectar of the gods. In some ways it probably was. For Randy it was a magical experience, literally, and something she had been curious about and craving almost from the moment she had first slipped on the ring. For Craig it was the best damn blowjob he had ever gotten. It was going to be a shame when Randy turned back into a man he thought. So much talent going to waste. Where was he ever going to find a real girlfriend so attractive who shared so many of his interests and who enjoyed sex this much? One side of him hoped to help his friend get the ring off and another side was tempted to try and glue it on permanently.


CHAPTER 8:

(Journal Entry August 24, 1726)

"Life has become somewhat routine by now with no sign of a rescue ship on the horizon as of yet. My dress has proven to be too heavy and impractical for this tropical climate so I have been forced to make some alterations to my attire. Like everyone here my clothing was somewhat tattered to begin with but life on this island has resulted in some of the men's outfits turning into rags already and most have abandoned wearing shirts all together. I began by cutting down the length of my skirt and wearing fewer under garments but even that wasn't sufficient to make a comfortable and practical ensemble for this rugged lifestyle.

I am now wearing nothing but my stays, which both display and accentuate my bosom, and a petticoat cut down to a ridiculously immodest length slightly above my knees. Such an outfit would be unheard of in polite society, aside from the boudoir or the bawdy house, but this is as far from polite society as one can get. Desperate times call for desperate measures.

I realize that my scandalously exposed appearance is attracting a dangerous type of attention from the men, who looked upon me with burning desire even when I was respectably covered. The politeness I was originally shown has been replaced with sullen looks and soft muttering whenever I pass by. I used to bathe in a waterfall not too far from our camp but I can no longer do it unwatched. I feel so exposed and vulnerable in times like that but it also makes me feel special in a way. There are men who would literally kill for me if I offered my womanhood to them in exchange. Without William's protection I fear that they might kill each other for the right to bed me.

My feelings for William have grown quite strong over these past few months. I know that I am but a facsimile of my departed sister but I can't help dreaming that somehow I may carry on this ruse and join myself in wedlock to the good Lieutenant once we have been rescued. In my heart I know that I love him and he is a fine man who is worthy of such devotion. I love him so much I would willingly leave my manhood behind forever and keep this ring on my finger to my dying day.

Of course that would mean living the rest of my life in my sister's place but I don't think she would mind under the circumstances and in a way I would be helping to keep her memory alive. Perhaps that's just a rationalization for my own desires but I need to cling to some positive thoughts if I am to keep my sanity at all in this trying time."


CHAPTER 9:

Although Randy had only worn the ring for a couple of days it seemed to be having a similar effect on her as it had on the author of the old journal. The times were radically different and a woman's modesty and chastity were no longer the concern they were 300 years ago but both young ladies had found the power of desirability an intoxicating thing. She felt very connected to Gwendolyn for some reason, and not just because they had worn the same ring.

They both understood the influence they wielded over men because of the lust they inspired. It was the same lust they had felt themselves as men. For Gwen her womanhood was something to be saved for a worthy man like her protector Lieutenant Lefferts but for Randy it was something to be experimented with and explored. The experience of walking down the beach past a bunch of rowdy boys begging for a peek at her bosom was actually a strange redux of the scene that had played out on this very island three centuries ago. The social mores had changed and Randy wasn't a prisoner on this island but the raw, sexual energy that was generated by her very presence on this beach was unmistakably similar to what must have existed when Gwendolyn was here.

It was an exhilarating feeling but not without a sense of danger. Terrible things have been known to happen to women on spring break vacations where they were raped, or worse, sometimes in full view of onlookers. The combination of sex and booze was always fraught with peril. Randy felt very safe with Craig. They had been friends for years. He wasn't the kind of guy who was going to suddenly turn into a violent person. He was being totally supportive of her unusual dilemma and it was nice to be able to be so intimate with him.

Sucking Craig's dick had been an interesting new experience but the best part by far was seeing how much he enjoyed it. It was very pleasing to please a man she thought. No doubt Craig would only be spurred on to an even greater desire to see to her needs now but that wasn't the main thing on her mind. Sex seemed to have a very different psychological impact on her now for some reason.

The way humans behave an interact with each other has changed greatly over time. Humans have probably existed for about 200,000 years but if we were to get in a time machine and go back that far we would have some difficulty recognizing our most distant ancestors. We really don't know very much about the first 160,000 years or so because we haven't found much archaeological evidence of what those humans were up to so much of our "scientific" knowledge of human behavior is largely guesswork. For all we know there may have been some societies where women were the dominant force or the sex roles in a certain tribe were completely the reverse of what we assume them to have been but one way or the other humans have been evolving and changing for a very long time.

One thing we are reasonably certain of is that many thousands of years ago sexuality and gender roles tended to be tended to be more a matter of practicality than social convention. Men were designed by nature to take a mate and impregnate her, like virtually all other animal species on the planet. And like most other mammals human males had an extraordinary desire to put their dicks in any female they found attractive. This was usually performed by the man mounting the woman from behind and humping her vigorously whether she liked it or not. We don't know for certain when the concept of love and life partnerships developed but buried in all of our DNA is that basic, primitive sexual mating ritual. Every time a woman bends over and takes a hard cock "doggy style" she is connecting with centuries of female instincts. As progressive and liberated as she might be there is a primal desire to be taken by a strong man that's hard to completely block from her nature. Randy had some basic idea of how a woman was supposed to behave in modern society but the ring was making her tap into instincts that she had never really thought about before.

The fact that she suddenly found men attractive had come as a shock but the subtle changes taking place inside her were perhaps even more profound and difficult to grasp. To become a woman almost instantly with no previous thoughts or desires in that direction was proving to be a hard thing to cope with. Randy felt differently about things on an emotional level and those feelings only intensified the longer she wore the ring. At first it was just fun and games, like going in drag to a costume party, but the more she felt at home in her female body the more she felt like she was developing a female mind and soul for lack of a better word.

There was just something really wonderful about being on the receiving end. Seeing Craig's raging hard on and knowing that it would soon be buried deep inside her was an incredible turn on. Feeling her pussy opening up and accepting him resonated on some very basic, animalistic level in her brain.

Of course it would all go away the moment she was able to get the ring off but something inside her was already sort of dreading that eventuality. This was a whole new world to explore that couldn't possibly be fully realized in only a day or two. She liked the way she looked and felt and she definitely liked the way others looked at her. Even that silly wet t-shirt contest had been a liberating experience and not the horribly embarrassing thing she had expected it to be. She was having a lot of fun being a girl, at least at the moment. Certainly more fun than she had been having as a man on this vacation.

She thought about Gwendolyn and worried a little that wearing the ring for too long might result in a complete transformation that would be difficult if not impossible to recover from. Gwendolyn had fallen in love with a man and felt so strongly about him that she was willing to abandon her old male life forever. As long as Randy was just having fun and being a "party girl" there was no real harm in whatever she did but what if she let things get a little deeper? What if she actually fell in love with someone? Was that sufficient reason to change her gender forever? Not much likelihood of that during a spring break vacation she thought. Most of the boys here were just rowdy, drunk and horny and looking to get laid not start a life with someone. When the party was over everyone would go back home and that would be that. The only real danger in that direction was if she fell in love with Craig, but that was what probably worried her the most. As much as she hated to admit it she had the feeling that she was developing at least a little crush on her old buddy.

She liked the way his naked skin felt against her own. She felt shivers of excitement at the sight of his erect manhood and especially loved the feeling of working their bodies together in harmony. She had originally enjoyed the concept of fucking from a curiosity standpoint. How many men ever get to know what it really feels like to be a woman? Sex with just about anyone would have been kinky and thrilling but she was really beginning to enjoy being fucked by Craig in particular. She liked kissing him too and going out in public at his side. It wasn't just the natural friction of a dick pumping her pussy that got her excited as much as the thought of pleasing her dear friend.

These were all dangerous thoughts because Craig was definitely the kind of guy she could fall pretty hard for. That would be a disaster...wouldn't it? It would certainly make it harder to walk away from this new life, assuming she could eventually get the ring off, but she really couldn't go on living as a woman forever...could she? She was already a little worried about how things would be with Craig once she had changed back. How do you look your buddy in the eye when you've tasted his cum?

What if she did fall in love with Craig? Would those feelings just disappear the minute she took off the ring? As a woman it was perfectly natural for her to have sex with a man but what if she went back to being a man herself? That would be the end of any hope of a relationship with Craig no matter what feelings might still linger.

Randy decided it was probably best to cool things down with Craig as much as she really enjoyed what they were experiencing. It just wasn't safe to play with fire. The ring would have to come off one way or the other so there was no point in making any long range plans as a woman. The thing was to just enjoy it as long as it lasted and not take anything too seriously. This would just be the fantasy vacation of a lifetime and nothing more.

Now to see what sort of trouble a girl could get into during spring break.


CHAPTER 10:

Craig was not happy at all with Randy's decision to go out on her own for a while. It had been incredibly nice to have quality tail available at his beck and call. Besides, they were really hitting it off as a guy and a girl. Why bother looking around for someone else to fuck? 

More than likely Craig would not have gone back on his word and refused to take his turn as the woman but in all honesty that wasn't something he was looking forward to. He was certainly a little curious about the idea of making a temporary body swap, especially since it sure looked like Randy was enjoying it so much for some reason, but the idea was still very frightening to Craig. Randy had become a first rate little cock sucker with almost no prodding at all and Craig worried that the ring might make him feel the same. Did he really want some dude shoving a dick inside him? There was nothing fundamentally wrong with that idea as long as he was in a woman's body but could he ever erase the memory of that experience from his mind?

Of course the real fear was the thought that he might enjoy the experience of being a woman too much. Randy had become all woman in the blink of an eye. Was the ring just that powerful or had Randy been harboring some secret desires? If Craig had any secret desires hidden down deep inside he wanted them to remain buried forever. The last thing in the world he wanted was some kind of confusion over his gender identity.

The other troubling thing that was gnawing at his brain as Randy prepared to go out on her own was the jealousy that he was feeling. The convenience of having a hot chick in his room was one thing but he really liked the way things were going with Randy as a woman. Aside from being really attractive she was sexy as hell and fun to hang out with. They were pals from way back and had a good time whenever they got together. There was obviously no point in thinking about any sort of a future together since Randy would be a man again once the ring was off but as long as it was stuck Craig wanted to take advantage of the situation for as long as possible.

Craig had no claim on Randy so she was free to do whatever she wanted but it still bugged him that she wasn't content to just be his temporary girlfriend for the duration of their trip. Craig tried to play it cool like it was no big thing and said he was just going to kick back for a while and watch some TV but the minute Randy was out the door Craig jumped up and decided to follow her as discretely as possible.

Randy looked incredibly hot in her wicked little bikini but that wasn't as much of a novelty at spring break as it might have been some other time and some other place. This place was crawling with gorgeous girls showing a ton of skin. Even so she did manage to stand out from much of the crowd, a fact that definitely didn't escape Craig's attention. He saw the looks of lust and heard the lewd comments as Randy strolled around the beach area. There was one particularly loud and rude drunk who was making extremely profane marks and Craig was tempted to punch the jerk but in his heart he couldn't really blame the dude too much. He was just a horny bastard with too much cheap booze in him surrounded by a sea of pussy. It was a highly combustible situation.

For her part Randy was kind of confused and a little frightened. When she was in the wet t-shirt contest she was putting herself on display and dancing around suggestively on a stage in front of a crowd of men and expected to be ogled but now she was just taking a walk. There were a few policeman around and a couple of security guards here and there but they were kind of few and far between. For the most part it seemed like there was an anything goes attitude.

Flashing your boobs for someone's camera seemed to be so commonplace as to not even be noticed. It appeared that the Mardi Gras tradition of dispensing colorful beads for this behavior had carried over to spring break and there were many girls with strings of beads around their necks. Some had so many in fact that when they went to show their tits the beads pretty much covered them up unless they were especially stacked young ladies or they really worked to pull the beads aside. 

"I'll give you a shot of tequila if you show me your tits," one drunk lad said as he staggered up to Randy.

"I'm not crazy about tequila," Randy replied.

"Well how about if I pour it on your tits and you let me lick it off your nipples?"

Randy literally laughed out loud. The idea was so ridiculous it was almost charming. What she was supposed to get out of this deal was a little hard to figure but she appreciated the man's audacity and ability to think on his feet...as well as his ability to think at all in his condition.

"Sure, why not?" Randy chuckled as she pulled her bikini top aside and displayed her perky boobs for this total stranger.

"Damn, girl! Those are some fine titties!"

The boy poured his "tequila" from a red plastic cup onto her boobs and hungrily went to lick it up. It was probably just beer but whatever. After a few good licks on her nipple she felt his teeth giving a little squeeze and decided the show was over.

"I got to say that I've seen a lot of hooters on this beach but yours are first class honey. And they taste like beer."

"I thought you said it was tequila," Randy reminded him.

"I lied. I just wanted to see your tits."

With that the guy stumbled off into the crowd. Craig had watched the whole thing in horror and had a new worst enemy to add to his list, not that he was likely to ever see the dude again.

Randy thought it was all pretty silly but basically harmless. Most of the girls who were running around the beach flashing their tits were pretty drunk and probably wouldn't remember most of this anyway...until their photos turned up on the Internet and they had to explain themselves to their parents or boyfriends.

Perhaps a little booze wouldn't be a bad idea Randy thought. Not enough to lose her senses but enough of a buzz to get in the mood to party. She suddenly realized that she didn't have any money with her but that was really no problem. If a hot girl in a bikini wanted a free drink on spring break she wouldn't have to look far for a chivalrous young man to come to her aid.

Soon she was flirting with a couple of cute guys who noticed that she wasn't suitably intoxicated and generously offered to remedy the situation. Craig's blood was boiling as he saw the threesome wander off in the direction of a bar. Threesome...that was not something he wanted to think about in this context. If Randy made friends with some hot chick and invited her back to their room that would be awesome but a couple of studs gangbanging her under the pier was just not acceptable.

Craig followed them as closely as he dared and waited until they had gone inside the bar before making his own entrance. Fortunately the place was very crowded and it was easy enough to blend in with the throng and still keep an eye on Randy.

Randy seemed to be having a good time with these two muscle heads and the drinks were flowing freely. There were plenty of unattached girls at the bar looking for fun but it never occurred to Craig that he could try to hit on them. One young lady even asked him if he wanted to dance but he was so preoccupied with spying on his friend that he didn't even notice.

After a while Randy and her new friends got up and headed for the exit. There was a brief moment of panic as Craig thought that Randy might have spotted him but he dodged into the alcove leading to the bathrooms and hoped that he had gone unseen. After a brief moment or two of hiding he headed for the door and praying the he wasn't too late to pick up her trail but she had already vanished.

He made a desperate effort to find where she had gone but to no avail. At that point there really wasn't anything left for him to do but go back to his room. Hopefully Randy would be fine and was just being flirtatious but he had a hard time not jumping to the worst conclusions. What would he do if she didn't come back? She had no identification on her and the only identification she had at all was as a man. How could he tell anyone how to look for someone who technically didn't even exist? His story would sound insane and he would probably be suspected of foul play against his roommate, if not locked up for being totally out of his mind. Having a couple of hunks double-team her suddenly seemed like the lesser of two evils. Why had they ever found that damn ring? It was turning into more trouble than it was worth.


CHAPTER 11:

(Journal Entry September 12, 1726)

"Things have taken a turn for the worse. I invited my beloved William to escort me to my waterfall bathing area in order to keep others away while I disrobed and cleansed myself in the spraying water but that only put the poor man in a place of terrible temptation. Once he was sure that no one was watching us he removed his own clothing and joined me under the splashing stream. Ostensibly he was just seeking to bathe as I was but our naked bodies glistening in the sun created such a sensual appearance that before either of us knew what was happening our lips had found each other.

I was of course familiar with the male anatomy having lived most of my life in that capacity but being in my beloved's arms made it seem as if I was seeing it for the first time. I felt myself melt into his embrace as his strong arms enveloped me. Never have I enjoyed the sensation of being so weak and helpless before. All of the unspoken passion between us was suddenly played out in a display of carnal abandon.

Of course it was morally wrong to succumb to these base urges but I was beyond caring about the rules of society. We were stranded in a strange world where the only rules were the ones we created and there was no denying the urgency of my lust.

While still standing underneath the waterfall I instinctively turned my back to William and let my arms rest on the stone wall in front of me. I was now bent at the waist and my intention was unmistakable. When William failed to take action I feared that I had offended him by behaving in such a wanton fashion but soon my fears were allayed as I felt him mount me and soon my mind was in the clouds.

Perhaps it was the fact that I had only been female for so short a time that made me surrender my maidenhead so easily, having not been raised to defend it from birth, but what did I care of that now? The feeling of being joined to my lover was pure heaven. Each stroke and thrust of his manhood inside me sent waves of pleasure throughout my whole body. It was easy to forget the outside world in such a place and feel like Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden but sadly our little island would soon to be no Eden at all.

Our copulation had not gone unnoticed, despite our belief that we were alone, and an angry assembly of men waited for us upon our return. William had violated the only code that had been keeping the others from having their way with me indiscriminately and they demanded their opportunity to use my body as he had just done.

The mood was dark and ugly but few men dared to challenge William to a fair fight. Two men rushed him with heavy sticks and William defended himself admirably but soon all of the others joined in and a knife appeared, the only real weapon we had upon the island. I hurled rocks at his attackers and ran to find a stick to help my lover fend off the villains but I was suddenly struck on the head and knocked unconscious.

When I awoke I found that my clothes had been torn from my body and that a member of the crew was savagely violating me. How many others may have taken liberties in my unconscious state I had no way of knowing but as soon as I stirred to free myself two others held me down. I struggled at first but after a time I realized it was to no avail and remained passively on my back as each man took his turn. I knew in my heart that William was dead, otherwise this outrage would never be happening and I felt the tears run down my cheek.

I hated myself for having ever worn the ring and for having brought my beloved William to an unnecessary demise but I couldn't help but remember fondly the way we had shared our bodies. At least we had that one moment of bliss before the nightmare took hold. Of course this was all of my own creation and I should have known that there would be dire consequences for playing God and tampering with nature's order but what was done was done.

How long I remained on my back I cannot say for certain but every man used me at will, perhaps more than once. I never looked at their faces to ascertain who may have been molesting me or how often. At the conclusion of the night's entertainment I was released and staggered slowly back to my hut. I had no idea where my clothing might be and didn't really care. It seemed fairly obvious to me that I wouldn't be needing it from now on.

The harlot on the street corner is treated with more kindness and compensated for her efforts afterwards but I was now less than a whore. How quickly things had changed.


CHAPTER 12:

Randy was a little tipsy but not rip roaring drunk as she made her way back to her companion's hotel room. She knew what they expected and she felt up to the challenge. They were both really cute and the conversation had been pretty empty but mildly amusing so the thought of getting it on with them was pleasing enough.

"So who wants to fill which hole?" Randy shouted as she pulled off her bikini top, realizing that she was perhaps a little more tipsy than she had thought.

"You are one hot little party bitch!" said the taller of the two men as he stripped out of his clothes.

Tall Boy was hung like a horse but the shorter lad wasn't hurting in the cock department either. Randy felt a moment of panic as she beheld the two snakes between their legs but there was no point in turning back now. Maybe bigger really was better. She was about to find out in any case.

The sex started on the bed as Tall Boy took her from behind while Short Boy kept her mouth busy. They had probably told her their names but she honestly had no idea what they were and didn't feel like asking at this point. The conversation portion of their festivities was obviously concluded and it was time for the main event.

It was a crazy feeling having two cocks inside her at once and it was a little hard to know where to concentrate her attention but there wasn't much to do with Tall Boy except receive his thrusts so she focused on Short Boy and tried to give him a decent blowjob. It took a little effort to remain steady while getting her ass pounded but after a while she got into a nice rhythm and started to really enjoy the experience.

Any kind of group sex is a sensory overload proposition. With one partner there's a feeling of concentrated intimacy but with more than one it's sort of like a dirty game of Twister with body parts of all sorts landing in crazy places. As the only girl servicing two men Randy was definitely the belle of the ball and getting all the attention she could handle.

Things did get a little hazy along the line and she would have been hard pressed to give a detailed report of everything that had happened between them but at some point she ended up on the balcony of their hotel room getting humped from behind by one of them while she grabbed the rails. It was broad daylight and no doubt they could be seen if anyone thought to look up in their direction but she didn't care at all, especially when she glanced over and saw a similar scene playing out on the balcony two rooms away from them. It was definitely an advantage to have a room on an upper floor she thought.

Eventually the boys were spent and after consuming so much liquor they just kind of passed out wherever they happened to be. Randy quietly picked up her bathing suit and wriggled back into it before letting herself out and heading for her own room.

It was slightly difficult to walk as she had been seriously fucked in every way possible and still felt a little woozy from the booze but fortunately she didn't have too far to go. The moment she entered the room she could feel the tension. Craig was just sitting at a table with a mostly empty bottle of liquor in front of him and he didn't look very happy.

"Did you have a good time?" Craig asked sarcastically.

"I suppose so. Did you?" Randy replied.

"No, I didn't as a matter of a fact. I just sat here and wondered what sort of horrible fate might have befallen you, thank you very much," he snarled.

"What are you talking about? It's the middle of the day and I wasn't gone that long."

"Long enough to have a good time though."

"Fuck you, you're drunk," Randy shot back.

"Well what else was there for me to do?"

"You said you were going to kick back and watch some TV and honestly I don't even know why we're having this conversation."

"Did you get laid?" Craig asked.

"That's really none of your business."

"Did those two guys fuck you?"

"What two guys? Did you follow me or something?" Randy said aghast.

"Maybe. Maybe I thought somebody should keep an eye on you since you obviously weren't concerned about your own safety."

"You're insane! You're completely out of your mind. What right did you have spying on me? Why would you even want to waste your time doing something silly like that? You're on a tropical island full of hot women. Why didn't you go get laid or something?"

"Of course that's so easy. I don't have big tits and a pussy sweetie. I'm just one of the horny losers standing on the sidelines while the hard bodies scoop up all the drunk bitches like sand on the beach," said Craig as he attempted to drain the bottle.

"I don't know what you thought our having sex was but it sure as hell wasn't a marriage proposal," Randy reminded him.

"No, why would you want that kind of ring when you've already got one that's obviously much better?"

"I don't understand this at all. When we came on this vacation there was no concept of us spending every moment together. The only thing we agreed on was that if one of us got lucky and the other didn't the one with the date got to use the room. I would have been completely within my rights to have brought those guys here but I didn't."

"So you did fuck them?"

"Yes I fucked them!"

"One at a time or both at once?"

"A little of both I suppose if you really want to know so badly."

Craig's head slumped on the table and Randy realized that he was crying. She was still furious with him but felt terrible seeing him this way and went to put her hand on his shoulder.

"Come on, what's the matter?" she asked.

"I'm jealous," Craig whispered without raising his head.

"Of what? Why? We came here to party and get laid. So I got laid first. You just need to make more of an effort."

"Fuck I'm so pathetic."

"Shut up, you're not pathetic...well...maybe a little pathetic at the moment."

"I know I don't have any right to complain about what you do but I can't help the way I feel. Thinking about you being with someone else just drove me crazy," Craig confessed as he sat up in the chair and looked at her with tears in his eyes.

"Oh, baby I need to get rid of this stupid ring even if I have to cut my finger off."

"No, no I'll be all right. I'm just a little drunk."

"I'm just a little drunk you're totally fucked up dude."

"I know."

Randy helped him over to the bed and lay beside him. She felt really bad to see her friend like this. Craig wasn't usually an emotional kind of guy but things were kind of different now. They had fought and argued in the past but it never resulted in anyone crying or drinking themselves into a stupor.

"Were they big?" Craig asked softly.

"You don't want to know."

Craig let out the most awful groan that Randy actually feared that he was in pain.

"I'm just kidding! Just kidding. They were pretty...average I guess," she said quickly hoping to calm him down.

"You must think I'm an idiot."

"No I'm actually kind of flattered. I had no idea that you would react like this. I was just curious to see what it would be like going out alone as a woman. We've been together pretty much every second since I put that ring on."

"You're just so awesome as a woman," Craig moaned.

"Thanks, I think. I feel like I'm basically the same person I was before just in a different body for the moment."

That wasn't exactly true but Randy saw no need in dragging her own fears about falling in love into the conversation at this point. It seemed far better to try and shrug the whole thing off as no big deal.

"Did you have a good time?" Craig asked softly.

"Now that's how this whole conversation got started," Randy replied.

"Did you?"

"I guess so. I was kind of drunk so it's hard to say for certain."

"Did they fuck you better than I do?"

"God this is turning into a very weird and uncomfortable situation. What do you want to hear? I had a few drinks, I got banged and I came back to the room. I don't even know their names, and if I did know I forgot almost as soon as they said them. It was nothing of great importance to me one way or the other. Do you honestly think I'd be interrogating you if you had gone out and fucked some other chick?"

"At least I'd know you cared."

"This is a can of worms that we probably shouldn't open, especially in our current condition," Randy suggested. "I'm a guy, remember? For all of my life up until a couple of days ago I was a man just like you. We came here to drink and party and meet girls. Nobody planned on this weird supernatural thing happening and presumably it will end soon enough. It has to end. We have to go home in a few days so this ring is coming off. Do we really want to get all caught up in some big emotional drama that has no hope of ending well?"

"You're right. Of course you're right. I'm an idiot."

"Well you're drunk at any rate so that probably buys you some excuse for your behavior but let's try not to let this get out of hand."

"How would you feel about a pity fuck?"

"Shut up."


CHAPTER 13:

They both passed out on the bed eventually and by the time they woke up it was evening and they were pretty hungry. They didn't say much about what had happened partly because there really wasn't anything new to say that they could think of that wouldn't lead to more potential trouble. Once sex got involved with a friendship things were bound to get a little crazy sometimes.

Craig was just relieved to find that Randy was still there and hadn't gone off in search of more fresh cock to service and Randy was happy that Craig seemed a little more like his old self. It had been a very strange thing to deal with. Randy had encountered jealous girlfriend's before but they were at least girlfriends and had some right to be jealous, even if they were wrong in their assumptions. Her relationship with Craig, whatever it was at the moment, was definitely something weird and different.

The way she handled their argument made her feel more like a girlfriend for some reason. She didn't just storm out of the room or seriously demand that he shut the fuck up. She felt very compassionate towards him once he broke down and opened up to her in a way that was different from anything she had seen from him before. The last thing in the world she wanted to do was hurt his feelings.

At dinner Craig tried to apologize and pointed out the risks of her wandering off on her own since she couldn't prove who she was and didn't even have her phone with her and Randy had to agree that it probably had been a foolish idea. What had she been thinking? She had allowed herself to go off with two guys she could only describe as Tall Boy and Short Boy while she was under the influence of alcohol no less. The odds were probably against anything criminal happening but it only had to happen once to be in a world of shit.

She knew that it had been fun to do the three-way thing with such hot-looking dudes but it was just a new experience, like trying on a bikini for the first time or entering that stupid wet t-shirt contest. Of course that's what she assumed that having sex with Craig would be, just a lark to mess around with once, and that had not turned out to be the case. Sex with Craig had been pretty damn wonderful and moving and passionate, the way sex should be. Being suddenly turned into a sexy fuck toy was a turn on but being with Craig felt more intimate and romantic. And Craig did care about her far more than those two guys who just wanted to nail some pussy and carve another notch on their bedpost. He may have been irrationally jealous but he was also concerned about her safety and well being.

Being female was very exciting so far but not without its challenges. The idea of being desired and pursued was very appealing on the surface but in a setting like spring break it was almost more than she could handle, especially having no experience with this sort of thing. Being sexually objectified was fun the first few times you encountered it but Randy had a feeling it might get old in a hurry. It was difficult to do anything or go anywhere without feeling the leering eyes boring a hole in the back of her head, or more likely her ass. Men stared at her openly, which was a little disconcerting, and with enough booze in them they didn't hesitate to try and grab or touch her as she walked by. It was much easier to maintain your "personal space" as a man. Even the waiter in the restaurant couldn't hide the fact that he was trying to look down the top of her dress at her cleavage. It was impossible to escape the sexual impact she had on everyone around her, even her best friend Craig.

She had made a brave speech about removing the ring even if she had to cut her finger off but she knew that wasn't true. It needed to come off but what if it didn't? Would that be the worst thing in the world? Probably. Not so much because she hated the idea of remaining a woman forever but because of all the trouble it would cause trying to explain the whole mess. If she could just stay on this island indefinitely she would probably ride out the female thing for as long as she found it appealing. Eventually something would probably make her want to go back to her old life and that would be that but in a few days she would have to go home and she couldn't really do it like this.

Another idea had crept into her thoughts lately and that was that she would like to keep the ring once it was off her finger in case she wanted to transform again periodically back home. There was something kind of comforting about the thought that she could experiment with her gender until she was absolutely certain which one suited her best. So far the biggest appeal about being a girl was the sexual aspect but there were probably a million other reasons why she might prefer to stay this way if she had enough time to explore them.

Sex was different as a woman but more satisfying in a lot of ways. It was certainly easier when you didn't have to sustain an erection or you weren't 100% in the mood but you could also take charge and be as aggressive as you wanted to. And as for finding willing partners...well there was no contest there. You didn't have to be at spring break to find a lot of horny men who would jump at the chance for a little sport fucking.

She felt really connected to Gwendolyn for the obvious reason that they shared the experience of wearing the ring but things had gone so terribly different for the two of them. For Gwendolyn there had been no pleasure in the experience of suddenly being an object of sexual desire except for the tragically doomed romance she had with her young Lieutenant. Having sex with multiple men had been a torturous act of rape whereas Randy had fucked two strangers just for the fun of it. Wearing virtually nothing in public was kick and flaunting her sexuality a great rush of power. My how times have changed, she thought. Poor Gwen had to worry about being all prim and proper, as if it wasn't difficult enough already being shipwrecked and trying to adapt to her secret gender change. It seemed like the ring brought nothing but unhappiness and doom to Gwendolyn, hopefully the same wouldn't be said of Randy.

They decided to just go back to the hotel after dinner and forgo any more drinking or dancing or anything like that. It felt like it had really been a long day already. Randy had decided that she would rather spend a pleasant evening at home with Craig anyway. She didn't want being a temporary girl to drive a wedge between them that might influence their friendship in the future. Ultimately that was more important to her than running around being a slut just for the sake of it. No matter what body she was currently in she definitely valued her friendship with Craig quite highly.

She didn't waste any time once they were back in their room and just let her dress slip to the floor. After removing her bra and panties she climbed on the bed, spread her legs, and beckoned for Craig to join her.

"Come make love to me darling," she said very softly.

Craig was almost in shock but delighted by this unexpected turn of events. He hurriedly peeled off his clothes and jumped on the bed. He crawled between her legs and buried his tongue in her muff. Randy moaned with pleasure as he went to work between her legs and she knew it was sort of a peace offering. She would have been more than delighted if he had plunged his rod straight in but Craig was doing an excellent job of servicing her orally so she lay back and enjoyed it.

Her first orgasm of the evening was a powerful one and Craig seemed very happy to have brought her off this way. She was practically begging for his cock by the time he slid into her pussy and began to slowly rock back and forth. She clutched at his back so hard it hurt but Craig paid it no mind.

Was this love? Neither one of them wanted it to be so but it was hard not to feel the tug of romance upon their hearts. They seemed to fit together so perfectly, but that was the kind of silly thing lovers often thought in the throes of passion. It was foolish to try and confuse the sensual pleasure of sex with some deeper meaning. At least it was foolish under the circumstances.

It was another splendid evening of frolic and fornication and both of them collapsed happily in each other's arms. Maybe there was no future in this romance but at least they could enjoy the here and now for as long as it lasted.

That was probably a good idea because Craig was in for the shock of his life when he woke up the next morning and found the bed empty.


CHAPTER 14:

"Hey," was all Randy said as he sat in a chair across the room.

"What the hell happened?" Craig stammered as he rubbed his eyes in disbelief.

"Well I got up a little while ago to use the bathroom and when I was washing my hands the ring just slipped off. See?" said Randy holding the ring up as proof, as if being back in his male body wasn't proof enough.

Craig was stunned. He hoped this was just a bad dream but was reasonably certain that it wasn't.

"Look on the bright side...at least it didn't fall off while you had your dick in me," Randy joked rather feebly.

"Oh, good God! Don't even joke about something like that," Craig replied feeling a bit sick to his stomach.

"Hey, we knew this was going to happen sooner or later so there's no point in making a big tragedy out of it or something. I couldn't stay that way forever you know. Honestly I don't mind the fact that we had sex. I was a woman in every possible way at the time so neither one of us has anything to feel ashamed of. It was just a freaky thing. I'm cool with it."

Cool with it? Craig needed some time to even sort the whole ugly mess out in his head let alone think about being cool with it. He went to bed with a hot woman and had fantastic sex and now that woman was a man sitting calmly in a chair telling him it was just a freaky thing. His buddy had sucked his cock! His good pal knew what his cum tasted like. They had done unspeakable things together...well things that would be unspeakable now at any rate. How could Randy be so calm about the whole thing? He was the one moaning and begging to get fucked harder. He was the one on his knees. How the hell could he be so nonchalant?

"Can't you put it back on or something?" Craig sputtered.

"I could, but to what purpose?"

"So that you could go back to being a chick. I thought you were enjoying it."

"I did enjoy it. It was a fantastic opportunity and I loved virtually every minute of it. But as you will recall I was only supposed to wear the thing for one day and then it would be your turn," Randy pointed out.

"My turn? You aren't seriously suggesting that I should put that damn thing on so that you can fuck me!"

"Well...yeah, I suppose I am."

"That's crazy."

"Why? I did it. We had a deal."

"Yeah but...but...the ring got stuck and you had to stay that way longer than anticipated and we sort of fell into a nice little routine. If you enjoy being a girl so much wouldn't you rather do it for as long as possible?"

"I was tempted to just put it back on and pretend like it never fell off but I didn't think that would be right," Randy explained. "When the ring was stuck I had no choice but remain a woman and as you said we had a nice little routine going. Personally I think it was probably a little more than that but it's a nice a way of putting it without getting too sentimental I suppose. Partly I think you should wear the ring because that was the deal we made and partly because I think you'd really be missing out on a special opportunity of a lifetime if you didn't."

"But I don't want to be a girl!" Craig protested.

"Like I did?"

"Well you didn't fight it very hard."

"What the hell are you implying?"

"Nothing. I'm just saying that I didn't hear many complaints from you, that's all."

"So you think I'm some closeted queer who secretly wanted this to happen?"

"I don't know, I suppose not."

"Thanks a lot."

"You've got to admit that you took to it like a duck to water," Craig suggested.

"And you think if you put the ring on you'll have the willpower to resist sexual temptation, is that it?" said Randy.

"Now you're putting words in my mouth."

"Then put the ring on big boy and show me how your true manhood will prevail. Wear it for 24 hours and let's see how differently you behave. What have you got to lose? If you're so sure of yourself then just do it."

Craig was terrified. Genuinely and sincerely terrified. He had really shot his mouth off this time and now he was being challenged. Sure, he could probably go for 24 hours without having sex but what if he couldn't? Or worse, what if he just didn't want to? He didn't really think that Randy was gay so the ring must have been the reason for his sudden change in sexual desires. If it worked that quickly on Randy it might do the same thing to him. At least when Randy put the ring on he had no idea what was going to happen to him but now they both had a pretty good idea.

Of course Randy was right in demanding that he hold up his end of the bargain and he was also completely justified in wanting his revenge, if that was the word for it. Craig had pretty much pushed him into it without really believing that anything was going to happen but once it did there was no hesitation on his part about exploiting the situation. Randy would probably expect Craig to blow him at the very least and that was almost too much to bear.

It was just so awesome having Randy as a female roommate. It made the whole trip worthwhile. If Randy was really female she would be the kind of woman Craig could very easily fall in love with. There had to be some way to talk her back into wearing the ring.

"Let me think about it for a bit," Craig pleaded. "I just woke up and I need time to clear my head."

"Sure, I can understand that. But let me just say that I don't think you'll regret it if you try the ring on. It's scary as hell to contemplate but once you make the change you feel entirely different. At least we know things go back to normal as soon as you take the thing off."

"What if it gets stuck on my finger like it did on yours?"

"There is that risk I suppose," said Randy. "Hopefully if you put it on your pinky or something it won't be a problem. You're the one who promised to figure out a way to get it off my finger so I assume you could do the same for yourself if it came to that."

Damn, Randy was really pretty insistent. Craig figured he couldn't really blame him, after all he had allowed Craig to fuck him in every possible way and had been encouraged to enter a wet t-shirt contest. It probably all seemed pretty humiliating now. No wonder he would be so anxious to see Craig subjected to the same degradation. On the other hand there was nothing about the tone of his voice that suggested anger or bitterness, quite the contrary. Maybe Randy really did think that Craig would enjoy trying it out for himself. That seemed so hard to believe but it could be true.

"So if I wear the ring for 24 hours that's it? We just put the thing away and never speak of it again?" asked Craig.

"I suppose so. If that's how you want to handle it."

"But you plan on fucking me when I'm a girl?"

"I'm not planning on anything. Your original idea was to use the ring to meet other hot girls and lure them back to our room. Then you suggested that we'd take turns fucking each other. That was your plan as I recall. You'd do me one night and I'd do you the next. I'm not going to force myself on any woman, temporary or real. I think I have every right to hold you to your promise but I'm not a total asshole. If you want me to fuck you I probably will. If you want to go out and get laid that's fine by me. If you just want to sit in the room for the whole 24 hours I won't try to stop you."

Craig knew he was cornered. He really had pushed Randy into just about everything and hadn't really worked too hard to find a way to help him get the ring off. It was just such a great situation having him there as a woman. Well, there was no real harm in wearing the stupid thing for one day. Like Randy said he could always just sit in the room if he really wanted to.

"All right hand me the fucking ring and let's get this over with," Craig sighed.

"That's the spirit," Randy chuckled as he passed the little gold band to his pal.

"Here goes nothing I guess."

With that he slipped the ring onto the skinniest finger he could find  and was relieved that it went on so easily. Getting it off would probably not be a problem. Almost before he could finish that thought he felt the weird sensation of his body changing dramatically and as he looked down at his still naked body it was quite obvious that the ring had already done its magic.

"Holy shit...I'm totally hot!" Craig said in his new feminine voice.

"Yes you are," Randy replied practically smacking his lips in the process.

"Well give me some clothes to wear, I don't want to stand here buck naked."

"Sure thing sweetie...just let me get a little better look at you first."


CHAPTER 15:

(Journal Entry October 5, 1726)

"I barely have the strength or the will to continue this journal but with my beloved William gone this is my only form of communication left. I am no longer treated as a human being by these savages. I am forced to remain naked at all times as there is an open agreement that my body is available for anyone at their leisure. I'm still expected to maintain my kitchen duties and allowed to eat after everyone else has been seen to but my hut, which once provided some sanctuary, is now just a room for their debauchery.

I blush to write these words but I have no shame left and no future so there is no point in feigning modesty now. I have been forced to perform unnatural acts of all kinds and no part of my body is off limits to these men. Not one of them shows me the slightest kindness or compassion. I am just an object for their carnal desires.

How much longer I will be able to endure this hell is hard to say. I'm actually ashamed that I haven't taken my life already but the will to live, even this horrible life, is still a strong driving force in my life. I pray that we will be rescued soon but there has been no sign of a ship on the horizon and the men have been less than enthusiastic about devising their own escape plan. When William was alive he had attempted to organize the men into work parties to gather wood and to assemble a raft that might be used to try and make it off of this island but the work never progressed very far.

Of course I could slip this ring from my finger at any point and be restored to my former male condition but that would surely mean the death of me. The fact that I had dabbled in some sort of Black Magic would be cause enough for the others to kill me but since I have used this magic to perpetrate a fraud of this type I fear that murder would be the least of my problems. What man would not be outraged if he knew that he had joined himself to another man in disguise, even if the disguise was more than costume or cosmetic in nature? How could I really explain what had happened when I had no idea myself what gave the ring its properties? They would just know that they had been tricked and that they had actually been fornicating with another man. I shudder to think of the tortures they might devise for me.

Still it's hard for me to completely curse the fates that caused me to be in this female form. I have felt very much at home in this body almost from the beginning and the feeling grows stronger all the time. I felt a type of love that I had never experienced before in my manly condition and I'm grateful for even the tiny moment of happiness that brought me. My womanly heart seems so much more full and loving somehow despite the awful tragedies that have befallen me. I should hate myself more but to what avail? Perhaps this is all some divine plan that I can't grasp. His will be done.


CHAPTER 16:

"Damn girl you've got a kick ass little body," Randy whistled.

"You think so? My tits don't look as big as yours were," Craig replied as he examined his still naked form.

"Big tits aren't everything you know."

"I guess...but it wouldn't be bad to have a decent set of jugs."

"They're fine, don't worry about it," Randy said reassuringly.

"My skin is so smooth."

"Smooth and soft baby. It feels good doesn't it?"

"You bet."

"Hey, you need a more female name. I can't very well call you Craig when you look like that," Randy pointed out.

"I suppose you're right. Your name works either way. What should I call myself?"

"How about Marilyn?"

"Very funny. Marilyn Monroe. Not too original."

"I don't know. How about Meg? Meg...Craig...they kind of sound similar," suggested Randy.

"Meg. I like that. I'm Meg Monroe. I even like the way it goes with my last name. I'm a hot little bitch named Meg Monroe."

"Now who sounds stuck up?" Randy teased. "But I have to agree that you are a hot little bitch. And naked too, just the way a hot little botch should be."

"Give me some of yours then."

I don't know if my girl clothes are going to fit you all that well."

"Well let's go get some new ones," Meg suggested happily. "I want to go out and have some fun."

Randy was tempted to tease his friend about how quickly she was embracing her new self but there was no need for that. He knew what it felt like and wasn't surprised at all by Meg's reaction. There's just something very sexy and exciting about suddenly turning into a member of the opposite sex. Scary and maybe a little confusing but it wasn't simply like a man putting on a dress. With the ring on you felt like a woman because you were a woman. There wasn't the unfortunate shame and negative stigma that went with crossdressing or transitioning with hormones or surgery. You were still yourself in many ways but the physical changes were so extreme that it was hard to even remember your original state of being.

Meg's boobs would definitely be swimming in Randy's bikini so that was first on the shopping list. There really didn't seem like much point in buying a bunch of other stuff that Meg would only wear once but she seemed to enjoy looking at everything and trying on all sorts of outfits. Randy actually sort of envied her because he could remember how fun it was to put on women's clothing for the first time. How sexy it felt to put on a bathing suit that covered just enough but practically nothing.

"Hey, you know what I want to do?" Meg asked once she was snugly in her bikini.

"Suck cock?" Randy joked.

"Oh, I'm sure we'll get to that sooner or later but what I was thinking would be fun is if you got the camera and took some pictures of me like this."

"Are you sure? I mean, do you really think it's a good idea to create such a visual reminder of this experience? You might not want to look at them later once you've turned back."

"Is that how you feel?" Meg asked.

"No, actually I wish I had thought of it," Randy replied. "If nothing else it would prove to myself that I hadn't imagined the whole thing."

"You know what else we could do?" said Meg with a sly grin. "We could take pictures of ourselves having sex with each other and when we got home we could brag about the hot looking chicks we banged. Everyone would be green with envy."

Meg  had a point there. It would certainly prove that they had been lucky on their trip but it would also be a pretty strong reminder that they had done lots of nasty things to each other that might be better left in the past once this trip was over.

It seemed like being a female brought out some different emotions in Meg than it had in Randy but of course this was just the first phase of the transformation. Everything was probably still a little screwy in Meg's head and she was trying to process a lot of information in a big hurry. Randy had needed some coaching to get things started while Meg seemed to be a little dynamo ready for anything.

They fetched the camera from their room and hit the beach. In no time at all Meg was parading around like the craziest slut ever let off the leash. She didn't even need to be asked to flash her tits, she volunteered to do so with reckless abandon. She danced with strange men and drank anything that was handed her, all of it dutifully captured by Randy for posterity. It was actually pretty hilarious to see how quickly Meg dove into her new gender and was the life of the party wherever she went.

Randy had felt more comfortable being somewhat demure in her behavior. The wild three-way with strange guys had been fun but what she really enjoyed most had been those times where she just lay on her back and spread her legs for her man. She liked the eye contact and the kissing. She felt a warm glow of contentment whenever Craig had slipped his cock inside her and she could feel his hot breath on her neck as he took control of her soft, supple body. Meg was bound to get arrested if Randy didn't keep an eye on her so after a while he suggested that they go back to the room for a bit.

Meg didn't seem to walk anywhere she sort of skipped or danced. She was cutting loose in a big way and had probably already consumed too much liquor for her own good but she was definitely having fun.

"There's no question about it, tits rule," Meg said in dead seriousness as she sat on the bed in their room. "I mean look at all these beads I got just for flashing my boobs. And all the drinks too. God, men are so easy to please. You can feel their erections in their pants when you're dancing next to them for God's sake. I could have had any one of those guys out there I wanted."

"Yeah? Why didn't you then?" asked Randy.

"Because I wanted you first, silly," Meg replied as she pulled off her beads and then her top. "Don't you want to come and suck on my nipples? Look how hard they are. Probably not as hard as you are right now I'll bet."

"What makes you so sure that I'm hard?"

"I can see your pants baby, I'm not blind."

"Maybe I'm just hard from seeing all of those other girls out there on the beach," said Randy.

"Yeah, I'll bet. You're hard as a rock right now because you want to fuck my brains out. Don't deny it, I felt the same way about you. You got me hot and bothered from the very start."

"Okay, so we know what I want. I haven't heard what you want," Randy said.

"Let me show you."

Meg took off her bikini bottoms and spread her legs wide on the edge of the bed. She begin to finger her pussy, slowly working around the lips first and then poking inside.

"Look how wet I am already. All nice and slippery and wet. You could slip that big rod up inside me so easily. I know that's what you want."

"You still haven't said what you want," Randy reminded her.

"Oh, baby are you going to make me beg? I don't mind. I want your cock inside me. I want your big, hard, thick piece of man meat filling up my tight pussy. I want you to fuck me so bad. Get out of those pants stud and get over here, I want to rip your dick off."

That was good enough for Randy. His trunks hit the floor and in a flash he was standing next to the bed between Meg's open legs.

"I'm going to pop your cherry baby," said Randy as he placed the tip of his cock against the opening of her moist gash.

"Less talk...more fuck," Meg replied.

She got what she asked for. Randy entered her and held her legs apart as he began to pump away. Meg let out a squeal of delight that must have been heard at least three rooms down.

"You're a noisy little bitch aren't you," Randy chuckled as Meg continued to make various sounds of ecstasy.

"You have no idea how good this feels...well I guess you do come to think of it," Meg groaned. "I had no clue it was this fucking awesome. If having sex as a girl feels this good how come they all play hard to get?"

"I have no idea," Randy agreed. "But you sure didn't you dirty girl."

"Hey, cut me some slack, I'm only here on a day pass."

They stayed in that basic position until Randy was ready to cum, which wasn't too terribly long.

"Where do you want me to do it?" Randy asked.

"Just pull out and kind of shoot it all over me I guess," Meg replied.

"You mean like in a porn movie?"

"Yeah, just spray it on my stomach and my tits."

"Whatever you say."

Randy pulled out and began to ejaculate on Meg's upper body. She immediately began to rub it on her fingers and put her fingers to her lips.

"So that's what it tastes like," she said. "Kind of salty but not bad at all."

"I could have given you a much better taste if that's what you wanted," said Randy.

"Don't worry baby...you will."


CHAPTER 17:

Meg sure seemed to like sex. When Randy had recovered she was anxious for another go and wanted to try every position she could think of. It really was sort of like being in a porn film. When Randy had been the girl she felt more emotionally connected to the experience just savoring the unique perspective of being on the other end of the stick, as it were, but Meg acted like a wild thing that hadn't been laid in ten years or something. She really was ripping Randy's dick off.

When she got around to giving head there wasn't a moment of hesitation. She slurped and sucked like her life depended on it and Randy was amazed at how good she was for a first timer. She was a first timer wasn't she? Randy had been a little offended at Craig's suggestion that he had accepted his role too easily but here was Meg sucking dick like a pro. Was it just enthusiasm or was there something about Craig that had been kept very secret? At the moment it didn't really matter because he was getting the best damn blowjob of his life.

Meg had insisted on documenting the procedure so Randy grabbed the camera and snapped various shots of his pal looking up at him while Randy's cock was in her mouth. There were a few other snapshots from earlier but Randy had no idea how well they turned out as they were both bouncing around on the bed pretty violently but here he could get a nice steady shot.

The next shot he took was entirely involuntary as he began to shoot a load of sticky jizum into Meg's waiting mouth. Having sampled the taste earlier she had some idea of what to expect but no one is ever completely prepared for the first time they swallow semen. Still Meg was a trooper and lapped it all up with gusto. She was reveling in every aspect of this new sexual experience, that was for sure.

"I'm hungry. Are you hungry? Let's go get something to eat," Meg suggested in a perky voice.

"Sure if you want to."

Randy was actually a little spent from all their wild activity and wouldn't have minded taking a bit of a rest first but food sounded good so he went to put on some clothes. Meg seemed almost hyperactive in the way she sort of bounced around and spoke quickly. The ring had turned her into a very bubbly young lady.

"So what do you think? It's better being the girl isn't it? I mean I know this was only the first time and everything but it was so freaking amazing. That feeling you get when a dick is inside your pussy is mind blowing man!" Meg enthused as they were eating their meal.

"It's different, that's for sure," Randy replied, a little disconcerted by how loud Meg's conversation was.

"And to think I didn't even want to try it. I should have known from the way you moaned and whimpered when you were getting drilled that it was something special but the idea just scared the hell out of me."

"That's completely understandable. I was scared too even though I had serious doubts that the ring would do anything at all. I hoped you'd come to enjoy it as I had and it looks like you do."

"Too much probably, I don't know that sex would ever be as good again going back to the old way now that I know what this is like."

"I think you'll enjoy it just fine. I certainly enjoyed myself thoroughly today," Randy said with a pleasant smile.

"Did you really? Don't lie just to spare my feelings. Was I a good lay?"

"Incredible."

"Fantastic. I want to see those pictures later," said Meg gulping down another bite of food.

"It's all in the camera memory if you want to check it out," Randy replied.

"We'd better hurry up and finish eating. I want to get back to the room and try some other positions and stuff before I get too sleepy. I've only got a few hours of womanhood left."

"Well there's nothing that says that you can't keep the ring on longer than 24 hours you know. That was just a suggestion to make it as easy on you as possible."

"Really? You wouldn't mind? I mean, you're not anxious to wear it again," Meg inquired hopefully.

"Not if you're still having a good time with it. I wore it for a couple of days so I don't see why you shouldn't get the same chance if you want it."

"Wow, you're the best. I want you to just fuck me senseless tonight. I need to cram as much living into this body as I can."

"You know there's a little more to being a woman than just having sex," Randy suggested. "If you're like me the longer you wear that ring the more emotionally connected to your female self you're going to become."

"That's cool. I'm not sure exactly what you mean but it all sounds good to me. So far it's been nothing but a blast. This doesn't make us gay does it?"

"No, certainly not. I was a woman when you fucked me and you were a woman when I fucked you so I don't see how that could be considered gay in the least."

"It's funny suddenly finding men attractive all at once," Meg said. "I never in my wildest dreams imagined getting turned on by some dude's cock but the minute you whipped it out I was so ready for action."

"I guess it makes sense if you think about it. We're both young and horny. We're in a place surrounded by half naked people all day and night. We came here specifically to get laid. We've both been drinking a lot more than usual. If you suddenly find that you have a pussy it's only natural that you would start thinking about what to put in it."

Despite Randy's logical explanation it wasn't quite as easy to reconcile the concept of switching sexual preference so fast. It wasn't like the ring gave you amnesia and you had no memory of your previous identity but it definitely seemed to change your mind set in a big way. And you certainly didn't forget what you did while in your new form once you changed back. That was actually making Randy a bit confused at the moment. As a female she had been very attracted to Craig but now as a male he was also very attracted to Craig as Meg. With this all just the result of the super sexy environment or was there something about their friendship that was deeper than either one of them expected?

Meg was really fun to be around. A little hard to keep up with maybe, but still a blast to hang out with. And to fuck. Perhaps especially to fuck. There wasn't a hint of shyness or reticence on her part about trying anything. Maybe the urgency in her passion was due to the temporary nature of her condition or the uniqueness of the situation but it was going to be hard to find another woman with that kind of sex drive and unbridled enthusiasm. She was just so damn hot.

Randy had enjoyed being a girl so much that there was some genuine sadness in taking the ring off and a desire to go back to being a girl as quickly as possible but now that he was banging Meg those feelings had kind of subsided. It was good to know that he could flip the switch that quickly but kind of confusing at the same time. These radical changes had been so instantaneous with no time in between to reflect on the experience. Which did he really like more, being male or being female? That was an incredibly hard question to answer. Ultimately he was a man so it probably didn't matter what he preferred but it put some strange questions into his head.

Either way, as a man or a woman, Randy had loved being intimate with his best friend. It brought an exciting but disturbing new element into their relationship. Perhaps the bigger question wasn't really whether he enjoyed being a guy more than a girl but whether their friendship would still be the same once they stopped having sex with each other.


CHAPTER 18:

Their vacation was drawing near an end it they had yet to decide what to do with the ring. Obviously it had great power and was probably worth a large amount of money to anyone who wanted to change gender for the thrill of the experience or due to a longstanding desire to actually be in another body. Of course it wouldn't be that easy to sell because most people wouldn't believe that such a thing could exist so it would have to be available for demonstration. A simple eBay listing probably wouldn't do the trick, but how do you even put a price on something like that?

"I think we should keep it," said Meg, still enjoying her time as a woman.

"I'm not sure what I think," Randy replied. "That thing is kind of dangerous."

"What do you mean?"

"The previous owner was wearing it more or less by accident but ended up falling head over heels in love with a man, so much so that she was willing to wear it forever in order to be with him. Fun is fun but things get kind of heavy when you start to mix romance into the equation."

"That's not very likely to happen," said Meg with a shrug.

"Don't be too sure about that. I had some pretty strong feelings while I was wearing that thing," Randy admitted.

"About me?"

"Yeah. That's one reason I wanted you to wear the ring for a while. I didn't want to do something stupid like fall in love with you or something."

"I don't know whether I should kiss you or punch you in the nose," Meg joked.

"To tell you the truth I'm pretty fond of you this way too."

"Holy crap."

"Yeah. Holy crap."

"Unfortunately I know what you mean," Meg said softly. "As Craig I was perfectly happy to let you be a girl forever. I had some pretty weird fantasies about us being a couple or something. I tried not to think about it but it was hard to completely block from my mind. As Meg I've just been kind of sexually crazed but I have to confess that I think you're pretty cute. Again, it's not something I've been trying to think about."

"We could put it back where we found it I suppose," Randy suggested. "That would solve the problem at least. Maybe someone else will find it someday and get a chance to have this experience but at least we won't be tempted to play around with it anymore."

"I'm not crazy about that idea," said Meg. "Maybe it's just because I'm still wearing it at the moment and in no hurry to take it off but I kind of like the idea of having it available down the line."

"I suppose you're right. It would be a shame to leave something this valuable behind. I'm sure we can find a use for it," Randy agreed.

This was definitely not the spring break they were planning on but it had turned into something they would never forget. There was something very magical about crossing over to the other team; something that most people would never experience in their lives. To see the world through different eyes and speak with a different voice even though the words sounded the same in your head was a unique sensation. And the sex...well that was pretty magical too. They were just a couple of average college guys looking for a good time but not holding their expectations too high. They were planning on just being part of the horny throng but instead they had found a way to stand out and be desired even amongst a crowded field of attractive competitors but more than that they had found far more pleasure just spending time together than they did on the beach or in a club.

They had suffered none of the negative consequences that most transgender people went through on their journey of transformation because there was absolutely nothing to suggest that they had ever been anything other than as they appeared. Of course they knew the truth but since they were both willing participants in the experience from the beginning there was no awkward moment where they had to reveal themselves or fear of being discovered, as long as the ring didn't accidentally fall off. 

Randy and Craig shared a secret but they had also shared something much more, something that they would never have considered without the magical transforming device. By switching their bodies they were able to express their fondness for each other in a way that they never would have dared to even think about before. Their recent intimacy was a little unsettling to think about in the cold light of day but neither one of them really regretted it. A unique opportunity had fallen their way and they had made the most of it. Maybe deeper issues would be raised down the line but for now they were happy enough that things had gone so well. They had both certainly enjoyed themselves far more on this trip than they could ever have imagined possible.


CHAPTER 19:

(Journal Entry October 21, 1726)

"This shall be my final entry in this journal as I am leaving this hellish place behind and leaving my female identity behind as well. The escape raft that had been intended to accommodate half a dozen souls was never completed but I have discovered its location and believe that it may be substantial enough to support one person. I am preparing to take the raft and make for the sea whatever the consequences of that decision might be. What do I care now what becomes of me?

I hate to leave the ring behind as it is a family heirloom but I have no desire to be this person again and no wish for any accidental mistaken identity. If I am rescued or my lifeless body found I wish it to be as the man I was born to be.

Should someone else follow in my footsteps and find this magical item I pray that you use it well and wisely. There is much power in the temptation to become an entirely new person but it also carries great responsibilities along with it. Beauty may be only skin deep but the ring will transform your soul as well. Even now as I write this entry back in my male body I feel the strangest urge to slip the ring back on my finger and resume my life as a woman, even though that life has become a constant misery. Although my transformation resulted in violence and death I can't help but feel a sense of loss for that other person I became because in many ways she was dearer to me than my own actual self. There was something about that womanly heart that felt remarkably comforting to me, even though it was broken in the end.

There is always a risk I suppose when trifling with the balance of nature but it is not for me to say whether that risk is worth taking or not. What I have done is now in the past and all I can do is hope that somehow I will still have a future. I only pray that if someone finds this ring and chooses to unleash its power that it brings happiness and good fortune. Now I must go and brave the ocean alone. God have mercy on my soul."


CHAPTER 20:

On their final night on the island Randy and Craig each took a turn wearing the ring and making love to each other for several hours before packing it away safely and preparing for their long trip home. The journal was also packed away carefully as they had both become very close to the mysterious author from centuries ago.

They wondered what had happened to Gerald Perkins once he had taken off the ring and boarded his raft. There were certainly other islands in the area but neither one of them knew if they were inhabited at that time. A ship could have picked him up but whether that provided any safety or not was impossible to tell. Perhaps he was rescued by pirates and went on to live a life of swashbuckling adventure or maybe he even made it home to England someday and started a family.

Mostly they thought about Gwendolyn and how misfortunate it was that she was stranded on this beautiful island with so many cruel and savage men. Had she been alone with William they might have lived the rest of their days in primitive peace and romantic bliss but instead her feminization turned into a millstone around her neck. If only she could know how different things had become.

It was sad to think of the fact that the ring was a matter of life and death back then when they had both used it so recreationally. It didn't seem right somehow but what else was there to do with it? Randy had explored the "womanly heart" that Gwendolyn had written about on some small level and was interested in exploring it even more in the future but basically the ring had just been a very unique sex toy. Perhaps in time they would both have the opportunity to see if the ring could actually be more than that. Changing gender even for merely a day or two had raised questions and stirred emotions.

"I'm going to miss this place," said Randy as he looked out the window of the plane before taking off for home. "A lot of good memories here...and some sad ones."

"Hard to imagine another spring break topping this one, that's for sure," Craig chuckled.

"I'm glad we got a couple of pictures of me before we left," said Randy.

"That's because you just want to see my dick in your mouth again," joked Craig.

"Not so loud. I don't think people would understand."

"Fuck them, who cares? None of the people on this plane know us and we're never going to see them again."

"I suppose you're right," said Randy. "It's still just sort of an odd thing to talk about now that we're both back in our normal condition."

"Well we did what we did and loved every minute of it so why try to fight it?"

"You know there is something I've really been wondering."

"What's that?" asked Craig as he fastened his seatbelt.

"Why do you suppose that ring was created at all? I mean it had been in this Perkins family for generations but even the guy who had it didn't seem to know that much about how it was created or why. Somebody hundreds and hundreds of years ago figured out how to cast a spell on a little piece of metal that would instantly change the wearer into the opposite gender. Now that can't have been all that easy to do or you would have heard of it being done all the time. What was the motivation? Somebody must have thought it was a good idea to create such a thing, but why?" asked Randy.

"Who knows? Maybe scientific curiosity or maybe kinky thrills. There must have been cross dressers and stuff like that back then," Craig suggested.

"Maybe. I'm guessing it was a woman who wanted to change into a man for some reason. Women didn't have many rights in the old days and perhaps she wanted to own land or fight battles or something."

"Or maybe it was just a defense mechanism for making a quick escape in the ultimate disguise. At least we know that's how it got to this island in the first place."

"Can you ever imagine going all the way with it, I mean changing completely for good?" asked Randy.

"Well that would be a little hard to explain to people but if you're asking in theory I suppose I might be tempted. How about you?"

"I think I might, but what the hell do I really know about being a woman? I had a lot of sex and I won a wet t-shirt contest. We were surrounded by strangers on an island thousands of miles from home. I have no idea how I'd feel getting up every morning and putting on makeup before going to work or something. But I'll tell you one thing, if I ever do wear the ring again I'm going to explore those avenues a little more and not just spend the whole time getting laid."

"You say that now but once you get a look at how hard you make my big dick you'll just be all over me again," Craig said with a smile as the plane took to the air.

"Maybe, but that almost sounds more like you. You were the cock-crazed slut as I recall," Randy shot back over the noise of the jet engines.

"Well I didn't get banged on a balcony in full view of the whole street you know."

"That's only because we didn't have a balcony. Who was flashing her tits all over the beach for cheap beads?"

"Yeah, well who let some dude pour booze all over her tits and then let him lick it off? Hell,  the video of that has probably already gone viral."

They playfully continued to spar for a bit and anyone sitting close enough to hear them might have been shocked but it was nice that they could talk about their experience so freely. They both had worn the ring with some fear and dread but in the end it had been a good thing all around. Only time would tell how they would put the ring to use in the future and what sort of life changing consequences might come from that, if any. Perhaps it would always just be a novelty item to fool around with or perhaps it would lead to greater personal insight about themselves and their true nature. Perhaps the real buried treasure would be one of self-discovery rather than just an old artifact dug up in a cave.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This one is a little shorter than usual and I hope no one feels cheated by that. I don't set any sort of limits or mandatory page counts on my stories it just happens that they usually run about the same length.

It was fun creating the fictional "journal" and the story of the 18th Century lad who was transformed into a woman at a most inconvenient time and drawing some parallels between those days and the modern sexual escapades of two lustful boys on spring break.

I was interested in doing a story of inadvertent gender swapping rather than forced feminization or wish fulfillment, which are themes I frequently visit in my writing. It seemed interesting to me to see what would happen to two guys who had the chance to become women for a day or so without anyone forcing them to or any previous desires in that direction.

Obviously the door is very much open to a sequel with this story as both of these young men have enjoyed their initial taste of forbidden fruit. I would love to hear whether anyone would like to read a continuation of their adventures.
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