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JUST OUT: MY CHILDHOOD BEST FRIEND IS SUDDENLY A HOT GIRL!


Quincey hasn’t been on vacation in over ten years—and he’s never been to Mexico. It should be a fun trip with his best friend, Samuel. Samuel spent the past year travelling the world, and the two guys have always had the best time together: partying, hitting on girls, getting into trouble…

After ten years, it’s time for a good guy’s trip…

There’s just one little complication. When Quincey arrives at the all-inclusive resort, he’s surprised to find a very pretty brunette woman in his room. He’s even more surprised to discover the woman is Sam… Because Sam has just come out as a woman.


CHAPTER 1
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My flight was delayed—just a one hour delay, but an hour feels like a lifetime when you’ve already been travelling for twelve straight hours. I probably shouldn’t have been so cheap when I booked my flights; there was a direct to Cancun for just $160 more than what I ended up booking: two layovers—one of which was five hours long.

It’s a bit of a bad habit of mine, being so cheap that I don’t think about the value of my time. That’s probably the reason I hadn’t been on vacation in over ten years.
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Sheesh—had it really been more than ten years? That’s right: the last time I went on vacation, I was fifteen and my parents took me to Hawaii. Since then, I hadn’t left Regina… except for that one work trip to Saskatoon. Does that count?

The hotel in Saskatoon was nice… and we got free bagels and toast if you could make the breakfast between 6:30 AM and 8:30 AM…

No—that wasn’t a real vacation; of course that wasn’t a real vacation. Now, I was on my way to a real vacation: in a resort for a week in Cancun. Beaches… liquor… women… and no work. When was the last time I took a full week off of work?

My family always said that I was addicted to working, but that’s what you have to do these days if you want to have any chance of being successful; if you let your guard down, even just for one week, you will lose out to the guy who refuses to take even a day off.

And I wouldn’t even be taking this trip if it wasn’t for Samuel, who convinced me to do it.

Sam was back from his trip around the world, and that apparently wasn’t enough for him. He’d only been back in Regina for three weeks, and he felt the need to go on another trip already. Lucky bastard worked from a laptop as a freelance graphic designer, and could work anywhere. Once he was back, we met up for drinks at a bar and he practically begged me to book that resort getaway with him. “I don’t want to go alone. I just spent the past year travelling alone,” he said to me.

It took some convincing, but he successfully twisted my arm into doing it. I booked the flights… but I didn’t book the same direct flight that he picked. Like I said before—I’m too cheap for that.

And he just barely convinced me. “I don’t know if I want to go,” I told him at that pub. I looked at the ‘man-bun’ on his head and tried not to roll my eyes. Sam used to always have well-groomed hair—but after travelling the world, he was apparently a man-bun hippy. I was tempted to tell him to shave it off.
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“Please, Quincey. Come with me. We’ve never been on a trip together. I’ve been gone for the past year, and I feel like I have so much that I want to tell you about.”

Still, I was unconvinced… until he said⁠—

“There will be hot girls there.”

I felt my face warming up. I bit down on my tongue. I had, of course, heard about Cancun’s reputation. I knew that it was a place where guys and girls flocked to party, and girls went in with a mindset of, ‘What happens on vacation stays on vacation.’

I guess that’s all it took to have me convinced.

I checked the time. The minutes were ticking away slowly. Had the flight not been delayed, I would be on my way to Cancun. Now, we were waiting for the airline staff to have the plane cleaned and inspected. I stared out at the exhausted-looking men, working in that hot sunshine, loading luggage onto the plane.

I got a text message from Samuel. “Checking into the resort. It’s nice. The ocean is so blue!”

I groaned. I hated that I was missing precious minutes on that resort. I was ready; I wanted to be on vacation. I didn’t want to be stuck in an airport.

“I’ll be there in a few hours,” I wrote back. I got up and paced around, hoping that would make time move a bit faster.

Then, I eyed a group of young women at the bar near my gate.
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They were dressed in summery dresses, with bikini straps on their shoulders and flip-flops on their feet. I had a feeling that they were on their way to Cancun as well—maybe even my same resort. The girls looked over at me and giggled, and I blushed.

I looked away, feeling a rush of shyness. I bit hard on my tongue. I was used to feeling that awkwardness around pretty girls. That awkwardness had stopped me from approaching more girls than I could count in my life. I was now hoping that it wasn’t going to stop me from having a good time on my vacation.

No—I couldn’t let that happen. I had to leave that nervousness there, at the airport.

“There’s an issue with the room,” Sam messaged me.

“What is it?”

“They didn’t have any rooms with two begs. Just the one king-sized bed. He said they have a spare room from a cancellation. We can have a second room for just one-hundred per night. I don’t mind splitting it with you.”

“No,” I wrote back quickly. “We can share the big bed. We’ll just roll up a blanket and put it between us.” There was no way I was going to spend an extra three-hundred dollars like that. No chance.

“You sure? You might be more comfortable with your own room.”
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“We’ll make it work with one,” I said. I felt a tingle, and I knew that my ‘cheapness’ was rearing its ugly head again—and I had a feeling it was going to come back to haunt me… but I just couldn’t justify an entire day’s pay to have my own bed for six nights.

“Alrighty,” Sam wrote, and then came the call for boarding. I let out a sigh. “Finally,” I whispered. I got up and made sure that I was right at the gate for when they called my section.


CHAPTER 2
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Sam was right; the resort was stunning. The water was so vibrant: a shade of blue like I’d never seen before. The trees were so green, and the sky even seemed bluer than back home (and they call my home ‘the land of blue skies’). “Wow,” I said aloud.
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I looked at the impressive rows of buildings: all filled with young men and women who wanted to do nothing but relax and have fun. Just two steps into the open-aired lobby, I saw a dozen beautiful women, bikini-clad, all looking so relaxed and happy. The smell of sunscreen and coconuts filled the air.

A kind-looking Mexican woman waved me over to the desk. I walked over, already blushing. “Hola. Welcome to Paradisus.” Her accent with thick and smooth, making me blush.
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“Hi there. My, uh, friend, already checked in, but I guess I have to check in too to get a wrist-band, or whatever.” I don’t know why, but she had me so flustered. Maybe because she had gigantic boobs, which were trying so hard to burst out from her top. I’ve always been awkward around pretty girls, and now I was standing in the middle of pretty-girl-land.

“Do you know the room number?”

“Yeah. 515,” I said.

She checked. Then she smiled. “Ah, yes, your pretty girlfriend checked in a few hours ago.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “I’m actually staying with a buddy of mine.”

“Oh. She’s just your friend?” She batted her long lashes.

“I think you’re mistaken,” I said. “I’m here with a guy friend of mine. Dark hair, man-bun that needs to be cut off…” Then, I made a stupid joke. “But if you want to put me in a room with the pretty girl, I won’t be upset.”

She didn’t laugh at the joke, making me feel like an idiot. She turned and looked at her screen. “Sam?” she said. “Your friend is Sam, no? And you… Quincey?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Um, okay,” she said. “I just need to see a piece of ID, and I’ll get you your wristband.”

“Okay, great,” I said, still a bit confused from the whole mixup. I showed her my drivers-license. I got my green wristband, and then I went in search of my room.

I marvelled at the stunning resort. And that warm, humid air was unlike anything I’d ever felt—even when I was in Hawaii eleven years earlier. It didn’t matter which direction I looked, everything was beautiful. There was even a fantastic charm to the cheesy ‘cabana’ bars that were all around, with their faux-grass rooftops.

Maybe the charm was the fact that there were bikini-clad women populating every single one of those bars.
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Everywhere I looked, there were women, and they all seemed to be beautiful women. Maybe it was the ‘cheerleader effect’, where women tend to look prettier when they’re in groups… Or maybe I’d discovered paradise.

I paused when I saw one girl, lounging in a reclined beach chair outside of her room. Her smooth body was hard to look away from. Her long brown hair as so soft-looking. And that tiny bikini… my God, she was stunning.

She looked over at me, and the temptation to look away came fast—but I resisted. I was determined not to let my shyness rule this trip. I smiled at her—and then I went a step further and even winked at her!

But she didn’t exactly smile back. Instead, she had this strange nervous look on her face. She awkwardly covered her breasts, which were clad in a tiny white bikini, with her arm. And after a few seconds, when that face still didn’t change, I forced myself to look away, and dreaded my own awkwardness, and cursed my shyness.

With a dark red face, I found the entrance to the building. I maneuvered the hallways and looked for the elevator. I found it, but was surprised to see that it only had four floors, and my room was 515. I paused, and then I asked a young man if he knew where room 515 might be.

“I don’t work here,” he said, looking a bit offended.

“I know that,” I said. He was wet and wearing swim shorts, and he was clearly not Mexican. “I just figured you might know where 515 is. It said it was in this building.”
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He rolled his eyes and walked away. The interaction had me feeling a bit annoyed. I’d only been at that resort for ten minutes and I’d already been embarrassed and annoyed; it wasn’t a good start.

Finally, I found a sign pointing to rooms 500-520. I went down and found 515. I knocked, since I didn’t have a card. I heard footsteps coming. I was excited to have a shower and ‘reset’ into Mexico mode. The door began to open…

And then that woman appeared in the doorway: the woman in the white bikini. I felt a rush of hotness entering my cheeks. “Oh, sorry,” I said. “I thought that this was, uh, room 515.” I checked the number on the door.

The woman stared at me, still with that nervous look, as if she thought I was there stalking her. I felt strangely compelled to assure her that I wasn’t trying to rape her or anything like that.

Then, she bit her lip, produced an awkward smile, and said, “Hi Quincey.”
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I stood there for a long moment, trying to figure out how this woman knew me. Was she a friend of Sam?

My skin tingled—and then it dawned on me.

“Oh my God,” I said.

She turned dark red.

“You…”

She took a deep breath in.

“You’re Sam’s girlfriend,” I said. “That’s why Sam wanted me to come on this trip so badly. He wanted me to meet you. Oh my God—that ass. You know, he could have just introduced us in Regina. Or are you from Regina? Are you Canadian? I didn’t get your name, by the way. And, uh—about that wink outside… it wasn’t a wink. A little bug flew into my eye and that just happened. I don’t wink at girls. Just ask Sam, he’ll tell you that I don’t wink at girls.”

“Quincey…” she said.

“What?”

“I am Sam.”

I paused, and then I laughed. Now I assumed they were playing some prank on me. “Come on. I’ve been travelling for, like, fourteen hours. I’m tired. I get that I’m an easy target, but come on. Is Sam here?” I brushed by her to look at the room. Then, I remembered Sam telling me about the bed situation. Now it made sense: he wanted a room alone with his girlfriend. Still, I didn’t want to have to pay half just so he could stay with his girlfriend.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked out at the view, before looking back at Sam’s hot girlfriend. And she was hot. Her petite body, her long brown hair, her perky titties. I tried not to look at her tits, knowing Sam would be livid if he found out that I was ogling his girlfriend. “So about getting two rooms then… I guess we could maybe split the other room three-ways, though I really wasn’t expecting to spend this much while I was here. In fact, I was really hoping to spend nothing. That’s the beauty of the all-inclusive, right?”

“Quincey…” she said.

“Is Sam around?”

“Quincey, I am Sam.”

I laughed. “I am Sam. Sam I am. Okay. Seriously though, where is he? And what’s your name?”

“My name is Sam.” Then, her voice changed. And suddenly, she spoke like a man… using Sam’s voice. “I’m your friend Sam. Listen to me, Quincey. I am your friend Sam.” She turned dark red.

How did she do that voice? How long had she practised like that to sound just like a man? How was she able to…

Oh God.

She was staring into my eyes. Now, I could see Sam’s eyes on her face. And I could see that round-tip of Sam’s nose. She took her hair and pulled it back into a handful, as if in a bun on her head—and suddenly, she looked a hell of a lot more like Sam than with her hair down.

I felt my face turning pale.

“You… You’re Sam?” I asked.

“I’m Sam,” she said, now with that female voice again.

My gaze tracked down and I looked, reluctantly, at her crotch. Now, I could see a bulge, though appearing to be ‘tucked’ and concealed—but it was still there. “W—Why are you dressed like that? And where… where did you get the, uh… boobs?”

“I had them done in Thailand, two months ago,” she said softly.

“W—Why?”

“Because I’m a girl now.”

“B—B—But you weren’t a girl last week.”

“I’m coming out. Now. Today. This is me… coming out to you. Nobody else knows yet.”

I was speechless. I wanted to assume that it was a joke—but the evidence was right in front of me; those tits were real. And the shaved legs, the makeup, the long hair, which had been cut in a feminine way… there was no way Sam would go through the trouble just for a prank; there was no way he would buy some silicone breast form and lug it to Mexico, just for a ‘gotcha’ gag. And the voice! The voice had been practised…

“No, no, no,” I said. “You didn’t have boobs when I saw you at the pub last week.”

“I have them bound up,” she said softly. “And I was wearing a baggy shirt.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. My mouth was dry. The room became silent as I tried to put all of these pieces together.

“So… what do you think?” she asked.
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“I, uh, think you’re… a girl.”

“You’re not… weirded out about it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not at all. If that’s who you want to be… then that’s who you should be.” I bit my tongue. I’m not sure that my words really matched my feelings truthfully, I thought that it was weird. Sam—my childhood best friend—was standing before me in a tiny white bikini, with long brunette hair and perky boobs. It was surreal. I also just didn’t seem… right.

I had a hard time believing him… I mean—her. I had a hard time believing that this is what she wanted, because when we were in high-school together, Sam was… Sam.

Sam was one of the school’s star athletes. He had a new girlfriend every month. Girls would write his name in hearts in their notebooks, and at parties, he would never leave without taking at least one girl up to a bedroom.

And from what I heard from girls, Sam had no issues with his masculinity in the bedroom, if you know what I mean. In our early-twenties, he was always dragging me out to strip-clubs, and sometimes he would go home with the strippers. At times, Sam had two girlfriends at once; I’ll never forget the time that his girls found out about each other, and what happened? They didn’t leave him—of course not! They all ended up living together as a ‘throuple’, and Sam would tell me about the amazing threesomes that came out of it…
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Until Sam went to Europe and met a Russian girl, so he left his pair of ‘sister-wife’ girlfriends and lived in Russia for eighteen months, until he broke up with her and decided to start travelling the world.
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Okay, so Sam had proved that he liked girls… I guess that doesn’t necessarily mean that he hadn’t always wished that he could be a girl himself…

“If you want, we can just not talk about it,” Sam said in her girly voice, as she stood by the big window that overlooked the ocean. “Just… Pretend like this is normal, and it’s always been this way, and I’m sure by the end of the week, you will forget that I was ever a guy.”
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“Um, sure,” I said. “Yeah. It’s really not a big deal,” I lied. It was a big deal. It was a massive deal. I felt like I needed to tell people—our mutual friends. But… was I allowed to tell anyone? No—that was for Sam to do. “But… Nobody knows?”

“Just you,” she said softly.

“Wow…”

Then the silence came again.

“Want to go get a drink at the bar?” she asked.

“Okay.”


CHAPTER 3
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The walk to the bar was awkward… almost as awkward as sitting at the bar with her. I tried to think of something to say, but my mind was blank. She was tense, and unable to think of anything to say herself—or maybe she could think of lots to say, but she just didn’t know how to say it.

“It’s good beer,” I said finally, breaking the silence. Then, I noticed that she was drinking some girly margarita. “That’s that?”

“It’s good,” she said, brushing a strand of brown hair off of her face. The silence returned. A group of women arrived at the bar and sat near us. They were already a bit tipsy: their voices loud as they laughed and called out their drink orders.

I looked at the girls. They looked at me briefly before looking at Sam, who was sitting next to me, probably looking like my girlfriend. Then it dawned on me that everyone was going to think that I was ‘taken’. All of the girls at that resort would assume that I was an item with Sam. My chances of hooking up with some chick were pretty much zero.

“So, uh, what else is new with you?” I asked.

She smiled and blushed. “Not a lot, I guess.”

Maybe this was my cue to ask about her travels. Maybe that was a good topic to distract from her transition. “So what countries did you go to?”

“Oh, lots,” she said, smiling and perking up. Her feminine voice was still a bit strange; it sounded convincing… but it wasn’t Sam’s voice—at least not the voice that I was used to. “I came home to Canada for a few months, after leaving Russia, and I worked for my dad to save some money up. Then I went to Australia, and worked for a diving company. I was there for four months before going to Japan. That’s where I met Yuri.”

“Yumi?” I asked.

“I dated her for about three months,” she said, brushing back her hair again. “And it wasn’t until a month in that I found out she was trans.”

My heart skipped a beat. Apparently I couldn’t avoid the topic.

“Your Japanese girlfriend was trans?”

“Yeah. And she kind of told me all about, you know, being trans, and how she realized she was trans. And that got me thinking about my own life, so after I split from Yumi, I went to London and tried it.”

“Tried what?” I asked, not looking at her, but instead looking at my drink. Looking at her was still a bit… awkward—especially after that humiliating wink earlier.

“I tried being a girl. I bought some girl clothes and some makeup, and I went out as a girl every day.”

“But why?”

“Why what?”

“Why did you think you wanted to be a girl?”

“It was just what Yumi had told me, about being attracted to girls because of… girly things. I don’t know, it’s hard to explain, but I can try to explain it how she explained it to me. Basically, whenever I looked at a girl, since I was old enough to notice girls, I was more attracted to their outfits and their hairstyles and their makeup. I would always get bored of girls the way a girl gets bored of an outfit that she’s worn too many times. I think I subconsciously always felt like I was living vicariously through the girls I was dating, using them like accessories. Whenever I saw a girl I liked, my first thought would always be, ‘That’s how I would try to look if I was a girl’, and that’s how I knew that I liked her—or, I thought that I liked her. Does that make sense?”

“Um…” I said. “I don’t know. I usually just look at a girl’s face and her boobs, maybe her ass if she has a really good one.”

“Exactly,” she said, smiling. “That’s never how I felt about girls. It was more like… a jealousy thing. If a girl was really pretty, I feel something like jealousy, and I assumed that was attraction.”

“So when you were… picking up girls at parties, you didn’t care about their bodies?”
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“I mean—a little bit… in the sense that I would look at their chests and wish mine was like that—but on a deeper level… like, subconsciously. It’s not like I looked at them and said, ‘I wish that were me.’ I never figured it out until I started going around London as a girl.”

“Right…”

“And then I got a job in London working for a casting agency—fetching coffees and whatever—and I used that money to save up to transition. Then, I went to South-East Asia and had a few things done, including breast-implants.”

My mouth felt dry again. I feigned a smile and tried to decide if any of it was true. It just seemed so hard to believe.

“So most of your travelling was…”
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“Figuring out that I wanted to be a girl.”

Then, I made a stupid joke, that probably wasn’t appropriate whatsoever: “Well, in that case, maybe it’s best that I never do any travelling!”

She still let out a little giggle.

It seemed now like the topic of her transition was unavoidable, so I said, “So do you like guys or girls then?”

“Guys,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. “Really? So you were gay?”

“Not really gay,” she explained. “I didn’t really think about guys until I started taking hormones. When I was with girls, I thought it was fine. I liked being with girls. But as soon as I started transitioning, I lost interest in girls.”

“Have you… been with a guy?” I asked, thinking that this conversation was probably going too far and getting too personal.

“Yes,” she blushed. “One, in London, before I had work done.”

“And you… liked that?”

“He was really big, and it hurt,” she said softly, shying away. “But I liked it.”
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“Okay, that’s enough of that conversation,” I said, drinking lots of beer and turning to look at the other people in the bar. The place was filled with girls in bikinis.
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And maybe one of those girls would save me on this trip. Maybe one of those girls could rescue me from the awkwardness of being with ‘Samantha’. I mean—I’m not trying to be transphobic, or whatever, but I just couldn’t look at Sam without seeing my old friend, and my old friend was… a guy. Sam tried to tell me that she had always been a girl on the inside, but I simply couldn’t believe it, because I simply couldn’t forget him when we went to the mall, and he was catcalling girls and making them blush. I couldn’t forget when he scored the winning goal for our high school’s provincial hockey final. I couldn’t forget when he won that chin-up contest, or when he fell madly in love with that Russian chick, and wouldn’t stop messaging me about how perfect she was.

But now… She apparently didn’t like girls, as if some hormone pills changed her sexuality. I mean—maybe it did? I didn’t know anything about any of it.

“I’m pretty tired,” I said, eyeing the time and seeing that it was only 8:00 PM. “I might call it early tonight.”

“Me too,” she said. But really, I was hoping to have a bit of alone time to process all of this. So I was a bit annoyed when she walked back with me, and she walked close enough to me that it was obvious we were there together. Some of the girls by the poolside looked over at us, and I couldn’t help but feel like they were taking mental note of the fact that I was there with a girl, and that I wasn’t single.

[image: Girl by pool]


It was a strangely defeating feeling, realizing there would be no vacation flings. I suppose that was one thing I was most excited about: being with Sam—the confident, outgoing boy Sam that I grew up with, who could swoon any girl and make himself the life of any party. Girl Sam didn’t seem to have quite the same energy. She was gentle and quiet. She was shy, always blushing and nervously holding her fingers. I couldn’t remember Boy Sam ever blushing.

Back in the room, Sam asked if she could use the shower. “Sure,” I said. When she went into the bathroom, I got started on the task of making that bed into two sleeping areas.

I had mentally prepared myself to sleep next to Boy Sam, which didn’t seem weird. In fact, we’d shared beds before when we crashed at parties, or when we were little at sleepovers. But now, the energy was different. Now, I knew that she liked guys… and I was a guy. And she smelled different, like a girl. Before, I never cared if I saw Sam naked (and I saw him naked many times, like in locker rooms, or when he went streaking at that football game). Now, her body seemed strangely off-limits, like it was something I wasn’t supposed to even look at, something I couldn’t even accidentally graze while passing in a narrow hallway.

I suppose, in a way, it really did feel like she had become part of the opposite sex, because that was essentially how I felt around women.


CHAPTER 4
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It was a weird night.

I put the TV on to try to help me sleep. Sam fell asleep instantly on her side of that king-sized bed. I was about to sleep when she started snoring; and it wasn’t that her snoring was loud or obnoxious, but it was distracting, because it sounded so… feminine.

Now, her voice when she was awake was something that was under her control; she literally had to strain to produce her female voice, and that was something she would probably have to do for many years, until it became natural habit to speak with that feminine inflection. But her snores? How could she control those?

Each snore was like a little cutesy whimper. And maybe that’s always how she snored, and I’d just never noticed it before. Maybe… but how can you explain when she started babbling in her sleep, using that girly voice? Was it fake? Was she just pretending to sleep, putting on some acting masterclass?

“I don’t want it,” she kept whispering in girly tones. I have no idea what she was dreaming about—or if it was a nightmare and I was supposed to wake her up.

All those little girly noises were so distracting—but not nearly as distracting as the leg that suddenly came over me as she rolled from one side to the other, unconsciously betraying our rolled-blanket barrier. I froze up, feeling her smooth, shaved leg over mine. Neither of us were wearing pants; I was in boxers and she was in little pink booty-shorts. So now, we were essentially ‘cuddling’, and that was just so, so awkward, because in my mind, I could only imagine Boy Sam with his leg sprawled over me.

And then came her arm, and the smell of her perfume, now a faint whisper of what it was earlier in the day. She snored gently with her face pressed against my arm, now totally over that rolled blanket as if never existed at all.

I just remained frozen, until I decided I didn’t want to sleep like that. “Sam,” I said. But she didn’t wake up. “Sam, you’re, uh, on my side of the bed.” I said it louder, and then louder again, but she kept snoring, apparently exhausted from her day of travelling.

And maybe I should have tried harder. I scanned around the room, still wrapped up in her, hoping to spot some pull-out couch I never noticed before, but there was none. I managed to wriggle out from her limbs, but a minute later, she wriggled back to me, and was back over me, as if she unconsciously needed a living body to snuggle in order to sleep.
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I thought about sleeping on the floor, but I’d heard horror-stories of resort cockroaches that come out at night to feast on unseen crumbs; I knew I wouldn’t get a second of sleep on the floor.

I even considered sleeping in a pool chair, but I had a feeling that would be awkward in the morning when all of the beautiful women emerged from their rooms and saw me sprawled and drooling like some bum. If I thought I had no chance with those women before…

So I just tried to sleep—and then, after a long, awkward hour, I fell asleep. But falling asleep was not nearly as awkward as waking up.

When I woke, the positions had some how reversed. I woke up to the feeling of her head turning. I opened my eyes and saw the back of her head for a moment, and then the side of her head as she looked back. Somehow, she had rolled so her back was against my front, and she was securely snuggled into my ‘big spoon’. I saw her eyes blink a few times before she saw that I was awake, and it took a moment to realize my arm was over her, and her bum was nestled into my… morning wood.

I was rock-hard. I hadn’t had morning wood like that since I was nineteen. Oh God! And she could surely feel it throbbing between her soft bum cheeks, which were mostly exposed in those tiny pink booty shorts.

I felt the colour draining from my face. It took a few seconds before I really realized what was happening, but by then, she was already pulling herself away from me.

And to make matters worse, when I strained to sit up, I saw that we were on her side of the bed, not mine. Somehow, in the night, we must have rolled around and wriggled across the whole bed, so it looked like I was the one who invaded her space, snuggling up to her with my hard erection.

I watched her reaching for a robe—but in the seconds before she got the robe on, I saw something that I wished I hadn’t seen: a hard, throbbing erection in her little pink booty shorts. Oh God, she was hard too.

We were both dark red, but I felt like I was the one who needed to clarify what happened, to clear my name of wrongdoing. “You rolled onto me the moment you fell asleep,” I said. “We’re going to need a bigger barrier between us.”

“It’s fine,” she said, but she didn’t sound convinced.

“You just kept moving to me, no matter where I moved on the bed,” I said. And then I exaggerated a little bit, to make sure she knew that this wasn’t my fault. “I even got off the bed at one point, when you were so far onto my side, and I moved to your side, but you just came back again, so I moved again. There was no getting away from you.”

“It’s fine,” she said again. “I’m just going to wash up quickly.” She retreated into the bathroom, leaving me feeling awkward and stupid—and still with that throbbing boner.

I quickly got dressed, and felt like this was a good opportunity to get some alone time, so I could really wrap my head around all of this. So I went out to one of the breakfast buffets. I felt a bit weird, taking a table to myself, sitting alone, eating alone. I looked around and saw all of the friends together—and some couples. I saw groups of guy friends grinning and eyeing the girls they liked. I saw groups of girls whispering and gossiping about the latest drama. I saw couples sharing romantic morning kisses as they fed each other bites off of their forks. And then there was me, sitting alone, unable to forget the feeling of Sam’s ass cheeks hugging my cock.

Out the window, as I was finishing my food, I saw Sam, walking, alone, seemingly looking around for me. I felt a bit bad about ditching her. I probably wouldn’t have ditched her had she still been the guy I knew a few days earlier… I know that sounds bad, but had she still been Boy Sam, we could have sat and talked about girls. We could have talked about sports, or funny stories. But as a girl, those topics just seemed strangely off-topic. I felt like I couldn’t talk to her about anything besides transitioning.

I will admit that I turned my head slightly, so she wouldn’t spot me, and when I looked back, she was gone. So I kept sitting for a while before sneaking off to our room to change into swim shorts.

While in our room, alone, I noticed her suitcase, which was pink and as girly as a suitcase can be. I noticed a pair of lacy pink panties slipped out one side, and my heart skipped a beat. She liked wearing that? I mean—I liked seeing girls wearing stuff like that, but I couldn’t even begin to imagine wanting to wear something like that myself…

I don’t know why I did it, but I opened her suitcase and peered into it, just to see what kind of stuff she had brought with her. I really don’t know why I did it, but I moved her stuff around with my hand, digging through. It was a weird curiosity… I think I was hoping to see some boy attire, as if I was still holding onto some hope that she might wake up one morning and say, ‘Actually, I’d rather be a guy and this whole Samantha thing was just a weird faze’. But there were no boy clothes.

My fingers felt something rubbery and dull. I pushed some bikinis to the side and gasped at the sight of a peach-toned dildo, complete with thick veins and a bulbous tip. I recoiled my hand in horror. The image of Sam pushing that thick dildo into her butthole was now etched into my mind.

Then, hearing a sound at the door, I quickly slammed the suitcase shut and sprung to my feet.

“House keeping,” said a Mexican woman, poking her head into the room.

“I—I’m just changing, and then I’ll be out,” I said.

Still, the woman let herself in, apparently not feeling like being patient. So I took my swim shorts into the bathroom and closed the door. Then, as I slipped down my casual shorts and boxers, I saw that I was half-erect. Why?

I put my swim shorts on, waited a moment for my cock to settle, and then I went to find a spot by the pool to spend my morning.


CHAPTER 5
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For nearly two hours, I got to enjoy some peace and quiet by the pool. Then, for about an hour, I got to enjoy the arrival of a group of eight blonde German women who had arrived that morning. They were large-breasted specimens, with long white-blonde hair, and plump lips and thick lashes and tiny bikinis. They all spoke giggling German as they splashed in the pool before me, and I just sat and watched over the tops of my sunglasses, surely the most content person in that entire resort.

One of the German goddesses kept looking over at me, smiling.
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She even motioned for me to come into the pool with them. I said, “Me?” And she shrugged her shoulders like she couldn’t understand even that one simple English word. She only spoke German, and in a weird way that made her even more appealing—like we could have a wonderful vacation romance without even having to say a word…

I got into the pool and she put her hands on my arms. I realized she was trying to spin me around, so I spun. Then, she launched herself up, onto my shoulders. I swear I could feel her German pussy against the back of my neck.

Another man in the pool suddenly had a German princess on his shoulders, and now, the German girls wanted to see who could knock the other off. I was happy to play, even though I was getting splashed in the face and occasionally kicked in the head. I was glad to be where I was, especially when the girl on my shoulders reached out and pulled the top right off of her opponent, dropping the dainty bikini top on top of my head.
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The girl didn’t even cover her amazing breasts. She wasn’t shy about them whatsoever. She let them bounce and jiggle as she continued to wrestle with her friend.

Then, both girls went tumbling down into the water. We all laughed, and then I looked up to see Sam coming.
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My heart sank when her gaze turned and landed on me. She paused, and then there was a look on her face like… betrayal—like she’d been looking for me for hours, and now she’d found me having fun without her. But she wasn’t my girlfriend. If she was here as a man, I’m sure neither of us would care if we went off at times to do our own thing. In fact, Boy Sam would have been proud to see me frolicking with topless German babes. But Girl Sam was different.

[image: Sam]



Girl Sam was much more… emotional. She was much more sensitive. She had ‘feelings’, and in a weird way, I felt very aware of them, and the hurt look on her face actually made me feel bad.

“Hey,” I called out to her.

“Hi,” she said faintly.

“Want to swim?”

“Not right now,” she said. Then, one of the German girls pulled my arm for another round of ‘sexy wrestling’, and when I looked back over, Sam was gone.

The guilt got to me. Five minutes later, it was eating me up, so I got out of the pool and tried to tell the women that I had to go, but they couldn’t understand what I was saying.
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Ah—I felt so stupid, leaving those beautiful women, giving some other guy the opportunity to swoop in and make progress with those babes. I tried to tell myself that I would find them again, and that they would accept me right back in and I could pick up where I left off, but deep down, I knew I was losing my chances.

I went to our room and found Sam there, sitting on that little patio, in the same chair that I first saw her in when I awkwardly winked at her.

I waved at her, but she didn’t seem to notice me—or maybe she was ignoring me. Maybe she was giving me the ‘silent treatment’.

“Hey,” I said.

And finally, she looked over.
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“Uh… Sorry. I didn’t know you were looking for me. You were showering and I thought I’d grab some breakfast, and then I ran into those girls.”

“It’s fine. You’re on vacation,” she said.

“Yeah, but…” I paused. “I’m here with you.” It felt so weird saying it. I felt like I was pretending to be in a relationship with her. This didn’t feel like our usual dynamic.

“It’s fine if you just want to do your own thing, Quincey,” she said, but she said it the way a woman would say it, filled with a sort of ‘second-meaning’ that I was meant to decode.
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“Let’s, uh… Go and get some lunch,” I said.

She stared at me. “I’m not really hungry,” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Then why don’t we go swim?”

“I’m not really in a swimming mood.”

She was legitimately having something like ‘that time of the month’. Boy Sam was the kind of guy who would have been down to do anything, anytime. But Girl Sam was… a girl. “What do you want to do?”

“I was thinking of maybe checking out the town,” she said.

I really didn’t want to do that; I wanted to stay at the resort, where everything was included and I didn’t have to even take my wallet out of the safe in our room.

But… I wanted to make her happy, and pay her back for ditching her earlier, so I smiled and said, “Let’s go.”

A small smile appeared on her face, and she said, “Or, we could go check out that Tulum.”

“Yeah. Sure,” I said. “Whatever you want. And then maybe we can come back for lunch.”

“Or we could get some street food,” she said, eyes beaming now.

I tried not to groan. It really was like being on a vacation with a girl—especially when she said, “I just need a few minutes to get ready.” And then, it took almost forty minutes for her to pick out an outfit, for her to straight-iron her hair, for her to fix up her makeup. It was already lunchtime when she was ready to go—and she didn’t want to get lunch until after our visit to the ancient ruins.

Ugh.

Then, she finally emerged from the bathroom, dressed to go. And I was taken off-guard. She actually looked… good. I mean—all things considered. She was wearing a thin white dress, which was almost see-through. Her makeup was on-point; she looked completely convincing.

She looked kind of… hot.
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She was wearing a white hat with a white bow on it. “Do you like this hat, or my other one?” She held up the other option. I stuttered. How was it possible that Sam could look like this? I saw him just a week earlier; he didn’t look anything like this. How could makeup make such a big difference? How had I not noticed any of these… features before?

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“N—No,” I said. “Whatever hat is fine. They’re both nice.”

She ended up picking the other option, and we left for Tulum. And I really did think that the ruins were cool… but it was hard to focus when all of the guys there were checking Sam out.
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We couldn’t go two minutes without someone gawking at her. While she was chatting with some other tourist woman about clothes, a man walked up to me and said, “Not to sound like a prick, but your girlfriend is way out of your league.”

I felt heat rushing to my face. “She’s not my girlfriend,” I said, biting my tongue. “And she’s not out of my league.”
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He scoffed, and I felt strangely compelled to shove him—but I resisted that urge. “She your sister then? Is she single?”

I walked away from the guy and approached Sam. The guy kept looking at me with an annoying grin on his face. He thought that he was so macho, so cool, so much better than me—but he was just an asshole.
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“What’s the matter?” Sam asked, looking at me.

“Nothing,” I said. “Let’s keep walking. I’m getting hungry.”

Then, the woman reached out her hand and said, “Hi, I’m Amy. I was just asking to your girlfriend about her dress. It’s so cute.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “She’s not my girlfriend.”

Sam looked strangely embarrassed by my defensiveness. Then, I felt strangely guilty for blurting out that she wasn’t my girlfriend, as if it was such a disgusting proposition. So, for some reason, I said, “We’re just friends. She’s beautiful and awesome, but we’re just really good friends.” It sounded so stupid, but I couldn’t pull the words back into my mouth. I looked at Sam, who was now blushing.

I just wanted to get out of there. “I’m really hungry. Can we go?”

So we took off. I was glad to get away from all of those eyes: so many people staring at us… at her, as if she was some sort of hot commodity. Could they not tell that she was actually a guy? And if so… did that mean it was less embarrassing that I thought she was such a babe when I first saw her? Maybe that humiliating winking incident wasn’t quite so bad after all, seeing as other guys were making the same mistake.

As we ordered lunch, the man working the food truck glared at Sam’s body. Now, after being out all day, her body was glistening with beads of sweat, and that glisten seemed to accentuate her figure, showing off how feminine she looked, and even I found myself sneaking the odd glance, more so trying to figure out how it was possible. How could a biological male look like that?

I remembered her telling me about getting some work done—and not just breasts. What else did she have done? Was there such a thing as ‘hip-widening’ surgery? Well, she had her work done in South-East Asia, so I suppose anything was possible. I’d heard of people getting ‘leg-lengthening surgery’, which involves breaking the bones in the legs and then stretching the legs with rods while they heal. Most people would call that torture, but I suppose some people will go to extreme lengths to have the body of their dreams.

Did Sam do something along those lines? Or had her body always looked like this under her shirt and pants? Maybe those hormone pills she was taking had done some quiet work of their own…
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She wanted me to taste her fish taco. “Sure,” I said. Then, she reached it out, feeding me as if we were on some sort of romantic date, even putting the taco into my mouth. I opened my mouth and bit it, but the whole act just felt weird. It wasn’t something she would have done as a guy.

“What do you think?” she asked, staring deeply into my eyes. I didn’t remember her eyes being so big, or so… shimmering. Sure, she was wearing makeup, but that surely couldn’t have made that big of a difference… right? I mean—her eyes hadn’t changed, unless she had some ‘eye-feminization’ surgery, but I was pretty sure there was no such thing. Her eyes were really quite feminine. In fact, as I looked into those eyes, I couldn’t help but think that maybe Sam truly had been a ‘girl trapped in the body of a boy’.

So maybe it wasn’t a phase, but that didn’t make my situation any less awkward. It would have been awkward to be on vacation with any woman, sharing a bed with her, eating meals with her… Maybe if she was my sister, but a ‘friend’? I’d never been one to think that men and women can’t be friends, but now I was starting to feel that way. There was just an awkwardness between us. I knew that she was interested in men, and I couldn’t stop wondering if she felt any particular way about me. I couldn’t stop thinking about the morning incident, when we were snuggled together, both erect… Now, if that had happened as two guys, we probably would have laughed it off and said something like, ‘No homo!’. But being a with a girl, it was just different.

Back at the resort, in typical female fashion, Sam went to get changed. It didn’t take ten seconds, like it took for me to change back into swim shorts. It was a thirty-minute event. And I didn’t just walk away this time. Now, I knew I had to be more sensitive to her feelings—feelings that didn’t seem to exist a week earlier.

Then, she emerged in a strappy one-piece swimsuit. “Let’s swim,” she said with a giggle, as if there was nothing unusual about the fact that she had transformed herself into something like a swimsuit-supermodel in a matter of a few months.

Look—even I have to admit that she looked good. Because I knew her before, I could still see a few of her masculine features: subtle and concealed, but still existing… but those little features didn’t seem to matter to the men at that resort. When she got into that pool, people stopped and stared. The eyes of many men widened as they gazed upon a stunning vixen in the pool, clad in an ultra-tight pink swimsuit, breasts perky and bulging as if one little bounce would set them free for all to see.
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I had to fight the urge to look at her. I had to spend the night with her, so I couldn’t have another awkward moment like the winking incident. But other guys didn’t have to be so discreet, so they stared. Some of them eyed me, trying to determine if I was ‘in the picture’. Then, one of them was brave enough to approach.

I was by the swim-up bar when he made his move. I watched from a distance, a little bit curious to see how it would play out. I saw her giggling at one of his jokes, and I saw him smiling in a charming sort of way. At first, I laughed, knowing he was totally oblivious to the fact he was hitting on a girl with a dick.

Then, as they continued to ‘flirt’, I started to feel something else: a feeling of annoyance… and maybe it was a pang of jealousy. And that feeling only got worse the longer they mingled.

Suddenly, I was tempted to intervene. I wanted to slip in and steal her back away, but I knew that she wasn’t mine. I knew that I didn’t care about who she talked to and who she hooked up with. In fact, if she hooked up with that guy, then maybe I would get my room all to myself. Wouldn’t that be nice?

But still, I was annoyed. The guy was taller than me. He had bigger muscles. He was clearly more confident. And she was clearly into him, blushing and giggling. I’d been with her for the past two days, and she never looked at me like that. What was wrong with me? Could I just not compete with a guy like that?

He kept touching her. He kept pulling her close to him—and he would even glance over at me when he did it.
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It seemed playful and harmless… but I couldn’t help but think that he had sexual intentions. Of course he did; he was a man on vacation in Cancun. He surely wasn’t there to practice celibacy.

I stayed at the bar. There were a few girls at the bar, laughing together. I was half-hoping they would pull me into their conversation—but they didn’t seem to notice me. I wasn’t like the guy in the pool, with huge muscles, towering at 6’4”. I didn’t have the charisma to approach a random woman, and then be putting my hands on her within minutes of introducing myself.

Thirty minutes went by. They were still talking. Her spending the night with him was starting to seem like a real reality.
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I just had to convince myself not to care… because I didn’t care. She wasn’t my property. I wasn’t even interested in making her my property. I knew her reality, and that just wasn’t for me; I wasn’t interested in having a relationship with a trans-girl, or with my longtime best friend.

But I couldn’t seem to stand watching them together, so I got out from that pool and snuck off to find something else to do in that Mexican resort.


CHAPTER 6
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Imade my way down to the beach, which was just a short walk from the main swimming pool at the resort. It was actually my first time down to the beach—and my first time feeling the Mexican sand between my toes. It was unnaturally soft, like stepping on a chinchilla-fur rug.

The sound of waves was calming, but it wasn’t enough to wash away the images of Sam that were plaguing my mind. I put my hands into my pockets and I walked. Sometimes a man just needs some quiet-time, to be alone with his thoughts.

I was really trying to figure out why Sam invited me on this trip. I understood that she wanted to come out to me, her best-friend, but why do it almost halfway across the world? Why couldn’t she have just said at that pub, ‘Quincey, I need to tell you something: I’m trans.’. We could have talked it out. She could have invited me to her house to show me the work she had done, without dragging me to Mexico to show me in a bikini.

And now, it was feeling a bit like she was trying to rub it into my face, wearing tiny bikinis and flirting with men. It was like she didn’t just want to show me that she was a woman; she wanted to show me that she was a very ‘successful’ woman. She wanted to show me that she could be a seductress. She wanted to prove that she could be convincing, even in the smallest garments. She wanted to show me that men were going to swoon over her.

I stopped and sat on a little bench.
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I was fine with her being trans, but I didn’t love her rubbing this new lifestyle in my face. Maybe she felt like she needed to prove that she could excel as a woman—maybe that’s why she brought me here… but the whole thing just had me feeling… awkward.

I blinked a few times and caught a figure from across the beach. At first, I thought it was a young man, but then she stood up slightly from her seat at a picnic table, and I realized I was seeing a young blonde woman.
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I’m not sure why, at first, I thought she was a male; maybe it was her lack of curves, her small bust, which was hardly visible from certain angles. Her hair wasn’t super long, and her hips were… well, they were much like my hips.

But even still, she was quite pretty. She had an adorable face. There was something attractive about her.

I couldn’t help but stare at her; there was something fascinating about how different she was from Sam. Here was a biological woman with much less femininity in the traditional sense: no big boobs, no curvy hips, smaller bum… But still, she was an attractive woman. Looking at her got me thinking that maybe there wasn’t really much weight in those features. Maybe big knockers and wide hips aren’t what make a woman womanly.

But what was it about her that made her so alluring nonetheless? I couldn’t put my finger on it.
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She stood up and looked at me, and I realized I’d been staring. I looked away quickly, and felt a familiar redness rushing into my cheeks.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her coming, right towards me. Oh God, she was probably going to ask me why I was staring at her like a weirdo…

She stopped short of me and smiled. I looked at her and produced smile of my own. “Sorry,” I said before she could talk. “I just zoned out looking in your direction. I, uh… hope you don’t think I was staring at you.”

“Oh,” she said. “No—Not at all. You’re just sitting with my stuff.” I looked down and saw that I was sitting right next to a black bag.

“Oh, sorry.”

“It’s fine. I left it there and moved over to the shade. I should have taken it with me. It was a selfish move. I’ll just get it out of your way.”

I moved aside so she could grab her bag.
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“I was actually going to keep on walking, so you’re welcome to leave it there,” I said.

“Oh. I was going to walk too,” she said.

I smiled, and then started to walk. She began to walk in the same direction. There was that awkward moment, wondering if it was my cue to speed up or slow down so we could get some distance between us—and then I realized that it was my cue to have a chat with a cute girl, and I needed to stop being so damned awkward.

“I’m Quincey,” I said.

“Kate.”

“Nice to meet you, Kate.”

She smiled. Then came the silence. I tried to think of something to say. I went through the list of usual questions: Where are you from? How long are you here for? Are you having a good vacation so far? Do you travel a lot? God, I hate small-talk—it never goes anywhere. But what else could I say? What do people even talk about?

What did I want to talk about?

I thought about Sam. Sam was still on my mind.

So I talked about Sam. “My best friend came out as transgender yesterday,” I said, and the comment seemed to take her by surprise.

“Oh?”
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“She invited me to come here, to Mexico with her. I mean—he invited me, last week, when he was a guy. Now he’s a girl, I, uh—I guess. It took me by surprise. I’m not really good with stuff like that.”

“Stuff like what?” she asked, putting her hands in her pockets.

“I don’t know. Coming out. I just feel like there’s this pressure on me to say or do the right thing. Like… she picked me to come out to first, and I feel like I’m just making her uncomfortable. I don’t really care if she wants to be a girl; it makes no difference to me. But…”

“But what?”

“I kind of miss my friend. I feel like he’s gone, and I won’t ever see him again. This new ‘girl’ just isn’t the same person. Don’t get me wrong; she’s lovely. She’s sweet and kind and she’s a lot prettier than I could have thought she could be.” I blushed as I said it. “But she’s not Sam.”

“Well, people change,” Kate said.

I told Kate about Sam’s world travels. Kate politely listened, even though I was being a lousy conversationalist, talking only about me and my ‘issues’. In fact, we walked for nearly an hour before I realized I hadn’t asked her a single question about herself; I probably wouldn’t have even learned her name had she not volunteered that information to me at the start of our walk.

“I guess people just… grow as they go through life. It sounds like she discovered this side of herself, and now she’s really excited about exploring it. Maybe she even feels like she has a lot of catching up to do. I mean—you said she’s, what, twenty-seven? Her twenties are almost over and she’s just starting this trans-girl thing. A girl’s prime years are between eighteen and thirty—so you can’t really blame her for going all-in.”

“I know,” I said. “But I guess I just don’t really know what it is she wants from me. This morning, she was so hurt when she saw me in the pool with some German girls. So I tried to make a point of spending the day with her. But now she’s just… flirting with some guy in the pool. Does she want to be on vacation with me, or does she want to explore being a woman?”
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“Maybe she doesn’t even know the answer to that question,” Kate said with a small smile. Then, she looked over at a tall white tower: another resort, which was a bit more family-oriented than the spring-break resort I was at. I could hear little kids splashing in a pool nearby, screaming out with fun and excitement, and I could hear kid music blasting through some distant PA system. “This is my resort,” she said. “I should get back to my family.”

“Why are you staying here?”

“My little sister is only eight. My parents had to book something kid-friendly. It’s kind of lame, so I’ve been walking down to your resort every day.” She blushed. “The wristbands look exactly the same.”

I felt a pang of awkwardness in that moment, realizing there was a chance I’d been chatting for the past hour with some sixteen-year-old girl. I turned dark red. “It was, uh, nice talking to you. And thanks for listening.”

“No problem,” she smiled. “Good luck with Sam.”

“Thanks.”

She waved goodbye. I did the same.
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Then, I started the long walk back to my resort.


CHAPTER 7
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When I walked into our room, I walked in on Sam changing. The timing couldn’t have been worse. She was naked: breasts out, penis out. She had a mug of hot coffee in one hand, which slowed her down in covering herself up, so for about five seconds, I saw everything.

Then, I managed to look away, apologizing as I did so. She apologized for not being dressed. “I should have changed in the bathroom,” she said.
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“It’s fine.” I wanted to add ‘it’s nothing I haven’t seen before’, but that wasn’t entirely true. I hadn’t seen her boobs… unless you count seeing them in tiny bikinis. But I’d seen her cock countless times over the years, in changing rooms and one time when, as a guy, he streaked across a Saskatchewan Roughriders game field.

But her body was different now: more curvy, with boobs, and softer. Her muscle mass seemed to have changed—maybe from the pills she was taking. She was soft all over, with more weight on her hips than anywhere else. She looked… like a girl, with a cock.

She put on a little dress, which was sparkling and revealing. Then, she said, “I’m going to have a few drinks with some people I met. You’re welcome to come along.”

“Um, maybe,” I said.

“You should come. It would be nice if you came.” She smiled. She had a pretty smile. “I want to spend more time with you.”
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“Um, okay,” I said. She seemed so genuine in wanting me to come, but that enthusiasm for wanting to be with me puttered out when we got to the resort restaurant, and we were met by three men—two of whom had girlfriends with them. I recognized the third: the man from the pool who had her hands all over Sam.

And then Sam quickly introduced me as her ‘longtime best-friend’, making sure her romantic interest knew that I wasn’t a romantic interest. The man quickly put his hand on her lower back and led her away from me.

I followed awkwardly, like some sad dog. I was the only one in that group at the restaurant without a partner. Of course I felt like a third-wheel, especially when I took my seat—the only open seat—which wasn’t in earshot of anyone except for the girl next to me, who was in a serious conversation with her fiancé about wedding plans. “I understand that you want to have a destination wedding, Maurice, but that’s just not fair to my family. They can’t afford to travel like your family can.”

“If we have the wedding in Calgary, they will have to travel to Calgary. They’ll have to find hotels in Calgary. What’s the difference? We may as well get married here in Mexico; at least then they can be at a resort.”
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“It’s a lot more to travel to Mexico than Calgary, and you know it.”

There was no way for me to slip into that conversation. And I couldn’t hear Sam talking to the tall fellow she met in the pool. So I just sat there, sipping one drink after the other, until I had to pee. Then, instead of returning to the table after using the bathroom, I just went back to my room.

And once again, I found myself wondering why Sam asked me to come here with her. It almost seemed like she was trying to make me jealous, as if that would be the ultimate validation she could get as a woman.

Maybe I needed to look into getting my own room. Maybe I needed to salvage the last four days of my trip by flying solo, and letting Sam spread her womanly wings as she saw fit.

But I was only away from that restaurant for forty minutes before Sam sent me a message. “Where did you go? Why did you leave me?”

“You were having fun. I was just feeling a bit left out,” I wrote to her.

“Left out? Everyone was being so nice,” she wrote. “It was embarrassing; you just disappeared and never came back.”

I felt the strange urge to apologize—again, not something I would ever think about with a guy friend, especially Guy Sam. But with Girl Sam, I felt a lot of strange pressure to do and say the correct things, to be sensitive of her feelings, to make sure that she was having a good time before I thought about what kind of time that I was having.

“Where are you now?” she asked.

“At the room,” I said.

“I’ll be right there.”

And so I waited… but she wasn’t ‘right’ there. It took her twenty minutes: twenty minutes of me just sitting there, waiting. My plan was to make it out to one of the bars, to try to meet some singles, but Sam’s feet-dragging was keeping me room-bound.

Finally, she arrived. She came and and looked at me with a blank look. I couldn’t tell what that look meant. She stared at me for a long while, almost as if waiting for an apology. And for some reason, I gave her that apology. “Sorry I left. I guess I just felt awkward.”

“Maybe if you tried talking to someone,” she said. “You just sat there quietly. You were making me feel awkward.”
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Now, I was feeling annoyed. Why did I have to explain myself to her? If this had been a guys’ trip Guy Sam wouldn’t have cared what I did or when I left or who I spent my time with.

“It just felt like you wanted to spend time with those guys, so I left. It’s not a big deal.”

“It is a big deal,” she said. “I planned this trip so we could spend time together—so I could spend time with my best friend.”

“Right,” I said. Now, I felt confused. She was confusing me… maybe on purpose.
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“So spend time with me,” she said.

“Want to go to the bar with me?” I asked.

“Bar? It’s almost ten-thirty.”

“Yeah. I know.”

She stared at me for a long time, and then she said, “Let’s just stay in. Okay? I’m tired. It was hot today. The sun really sucked it out of me. We can watch a show or something.”
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“Oh. Okay…” I tried to muster up a bit of enthusiasm when I said, “Sounds relaxing, so let’s do it.” But really, it sounded like a waste of time. I felt like I was doing everything to try to make her happy—but why? She wasn’t my girlfriend.

I sat on the weird corner sofa chair, where I could hardly see the TV. She put on a show, and then, after a few minutes, she said, “Why are you sitting there like that? I don’t have some infectious disease.”

“Where should I sit?”

She looked at me strangely. “With me… On the bed, where you can see the TV.”

So I moved to the bed, even though it felt a bit weird. “Why are you sitting so far from me. You’re going to give me a complex.”

“I’m just making sure you have space,” I said.

So I moved closer so she wouldn’t feel weird. The room fell silent for about fifteen minutes. Then, she leaned her head on my shoulder. I tensed up, but after a minute, it seemed more-or-less innocent… until she snuggled in harder.

“What are you doing?” I asked after considering my options. I had to say something.

“I’m just feeling kind of emotional right now,” she said. “Life is just really… crazy. And it’s nice to have someone like you in my life: someone stable and level-headed. You help to keep me grounded. I just… I really appreciate you.”

She gently placed a hand on my thigh. Was she… making a move? I tensed up. I didn’t move at all. I didn’t want to sleep with Sam. I didn’t want her even touching me—because she was my best friend.

[image: Sam]


“Happy to help,” I said awkwardly, and then I turned back to the TV.

We were watching some chick show about hunky guys and hot girls hooking up in some Big Brother style mansion. It was so tediously… girly. Boy Sam had never been interested in this shit, so why was Girl Sam so into it? Could hormone pills change someone’s interests?

I wanted our friendship to be like it used to be—regardless of what gender she was. Sure, I was fine with her being a girl, but I wanted to have that old friendship like we had, where we could talk about anything, and cheer each other on and support each other in a… brotherhood sort of way.

The silence was awkward, so I decided to say, “I met a girl today on the beach. We walked and talked for a while. She was pretty cool.”

Then, Sam’s reaction took me by surprise. It wasn’t interest or excitement; there was no big smile or high-five or follow-up questions… Just a look of horror and betrayal on her face.

“We just, uh, walked and chatted. She’s staying at another resort.”

“So what?” Sam said. “Are you, like, trying to hook up with her or something?”

“What? No. I just met her and she seemed cool.”

“Whatever,” Sam said, suddenly pulling herself away from me. “Like—it’s your vacation, I guess. You can hang out with whoever you want, and hookup with whoever you want.”

“Sam,” I said. “Relax.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Why are you telling me to relax? You’re the one who’s been acting like a spaz all day: ditching me at dinner, and then throwing a weird little man-fit when I asked if you wanted to watch a show with me.”

I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to fight. I didn’t want any of this. I was really starting to dislike this new Sam, but I felt like I couldn’t say anything without risking sounding like a total asshole. I was expected to ‘support’ her and all of her actions, no matter how selfish it all seemed.

So I kept my mouth shut. We went back to watching the show. Then, after an hour, she said, “Can we turn out the lights? I want to sleep.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. We turned out the lights. It seemed so early to be going to sleep while on vacation, at a resort for young singles. I could hear the distant boom of the resort bar, and I knew that guys were hooking up with girls; I wanted to be one of them, but I was too afraid of hurting Sam’s feelings.


CHAPTER 8
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The morning was awkward again: another night of unconscious cuddling that ended, this time, with me as the little spoon. I woke up first, feeling warmer than usual. When I opened my eyes, I saw the arm wrapped tightly around me, and then I felt her smooth thigh over my body, with the heel of her foot nestled between my thighs. She had me pinned as she snored gently into the back of my neck.

And then I noticed the throbbing erection: hers this time, against my butt crack. I tried to wriggle away from it, but she had me pinned so firmly that I couldn’t move without waking her up—and I was strangely afraid of waking her.

The moment I was aware of that warm dick against my butt, it was all I could feel. It was so… prominent. Every little move she made made it even more obvious. I felt it there… throbbing…

Finally, she woke up. I pretended to be asleep as she slowly pried herself off of me. I kept my eyes closed as she tiptoed to her suitcase to get her hair tools.

I opened my eyes slightly, and then I tried not to gasp when I saw what I felt: her hard erection, now out in the open. She assumed I was asleep, so she wasn’t covering herself.

It was big. Her foreskin was pulled tightly back, making her tip look even darker red.

She looked over at me and I managed to close my eyes fast, so she thought that I was still asleep.

She tiptoed into the bathroom, almost closing the door fully, but not quite. Now, I could see a sliver of her through the bathroom mirror. I watched as she slipped out of her robe and turned on the shower. She was still erect. She turned to the bathroom mirror and spent a minute running her hands through her hair, and then another minute squeezing and bouncing her breasts. With a bit of rubbing, she made her nipples hard and perky. Her face turned dark red.

Then, down went her hand, slowly, to her hard shaft. Her fingers curled around it: tight, tighter, tighter…

I watched her as she began to stroke, up and down. Why did she leave the door half-open? It was almost like she wanted me to catch her—or maybe the excitement of being caught made it more fun. She reached out and grabbed a bottle of white hand moisturizer. She squirted lots onto her palm, and then she began to jerk herself off with it. I could hear that squishing of cream between her fingers from the bed.

I heard her let out a soft moan. Then, she lifted a foot onto the counter. She reached into her toiletries bag and produced that long dildo I saw in her luggage. She squished some white cream onto it and then brought it around back. With a dull push, she sent it into her anus.

Now, she was jerking herself off and fucking herself.

I was frozen as I watched. This went on for about ten minutes, with her pushing that dildo as far into her asshole as it would go: all nine inches of toy, shoved deep into her hole.

And then she suddenly burst: a cumshot that was so powerful, it sprayed the whole length of the mirror, nearly touching the ceiling. I gasped and covered my lips. Every time she pushed the dildo into her, cum would spray five feet into the air—until she had no more cum left.

Then, she pulled the toy out and slipped into the shower.

My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe what I’d seen.

I waited ten minutes before getting up. She came out from the bathroom wearing nothing but a towel—and that towel was hardly covering her nipples. I was really starting to think that she was trying to get me to fuck her. She was trying to seduce me. Even just looking at the way she had that towel around her… it wasn’t a full-sized towel. It was one of the hand-drying towels.
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Her ass was hanging out. She turned to me and smiled. “Good morning.”

“Hi,” I said.

“Did you get a good sleep?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“What do you want to do today?”

“Whatever,” I said. “I’m easy.”

“I thought we could sit on the beach together. I have lunch plans—is that okay? I’ll be gone for like an hour or two, but then we can meet up again.”

I stared at her. “Lunch plans?”

“That guy from dinner; he just wants to have a lunch with me. But it’s just lunch.”

She smiled, and my heart skipped a beat. Did she not see the double-standard? She was so angry when I told her I talked to a girl—and now she was casually going on a lunch date? And why did I care? Why was my heart racing? Why was I worried that this guy was going to sweep her off of her feet? It’s not like I wanted her for myself…

But she was playing with my emotions—maybe subconsciously. She was spending the night snuggling with me, and cuddling me in the bed, and telling me she wanted to spend time with me, and then she was telling me about this guy and blushing all over. I couldn’t figure any of it out.

“Sounds good,” I said, and for a moment, she looked annoyed, as if she was expecting a different response from me.
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It was as if she wanted me to ‘fight’ for her. Maybe she wanted me to tell her she couldn’t go out with the guy. Maybe she wanted me to grab her romantically and say, ‘No. I want you for myself. He can’t have you.’ But I didn’t want that… At least I didn’t think I wanted it. Did I want that?

No. No—why was I thinking like that?

I didn’t have feelings for my friend. I didn’t want to date Sam…

Though I did have to admit that she was quite stunning, especially when I saw her after breakfast, in her bikini on the beach. It was a dainty blue bikini, hardly covering more than her nipples and penis.
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Other guys were looking at her with blushing faces, so I knew that she really was attractive; it wasn’t just my brain playing tricks on me.
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And it was hard not to look at her. It’s hard not to feel anything when looking at a girl like that. In a weird way, when I saw guys looking at her, I felt the desire to move in closer to her, so people would think that she was mine—even though it was the opposite of how I felt before, wanting to ensure everyone knew I was single.

She would look into my eyes whenever I spoke, and it was hard keeping my gaze on her eyes. Her boobs looked so… full… so shiny, all rubbed with coconut tanning oil.
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My heart was racing. I forced myself to look away from her she she sprawled out on her blue towel.

Then, I saw Kate, coming down the beach. She was wearing the cutest green-and-blue swimsuit, which was tight to her petite body. Her body really looked kind of… boyish in the swimsuit.

Suddenly, I felt like I needed to put a bit of distance between me and Sam. I slid away about three feet. Sam looked at me curiously. I blushed and smiled and went back to enjoying the sunshine.

Then I looked back over at Kate. She peered around and then she eyed me. I smiled. She returned the smile. Then, she saw Sam. Her face turned a dark shade of red.
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“What are you looking at?” Sam asked, so I darted my gaze away quickly.

“Huh?” I said. “Oh. Nothing. Just the water. The waves are beautiful.”

She smiled. “What do you want to do for dinner tonight? I thought we could head into town and maybe eat at a real Mexican restaurant—not the touristy buffet restaurant food.”

“Um, okay,” I said. When I turned to look back towards Kate, she was gone. A weird fluttering in my chest came and went. I looked back at Sam. She was relaxed on her towel, soaking in the sun, soaking in the gazes of all of the horny men.

And as the hours passed, I began to wonder if that was the real point of today’s beach excursion. Did she just want to put on a slutty outfit and sprawl herself out in front of as many men as possible? There were more private areas on that beach, but she chose that one, and she chose the skimpiest blue bikini, which hardly covered her breasts at all.
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CHAPTER 9
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Iwas a bit annoyed by the effort that Sam was putting in for her ‘date’. It wouldn’t have been so annoying if she hadn’t insisted that I ‘hang out’ with her while she did her makeup and pick out a dress.

I made the mistake of saying, “I’m going to go for a swim,” before she was finished, and she gave me that look of betrayal again—as if she wasn’t about to ditch me to go on some date with a guy.
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Then, I decided to ask, “Does he know you’re trans?”

Sam’s face turned a curious pale shade. She stared at me blankly for a moment. “Not yet,” she said. “Why? Do you think he would care?”

“No,” I said. “I mean… I don’t know. I don’t know the guy.”

“Do you think people are like that?” she asked.

“Some people are. You know that.”

“Everyone has been super supportive,” she said to me.

She sat on the bed to grab her phone, to check her texts. That’s when her dress rode up slightly and I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties.
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Not to mention how low-cut the dress was—and how short the skirt was. She was dressed for one reason: seduction. And I have to admit that it was making me feel weird and tingly. I considered the idea of kiboshing this date of hers so that I could make a move on her.

I tried to push that idea out of my head… but how could I stop thinking about her when she looked like that?

“What are you looking at? Is there something wrong with my dress?” she asked, looking down at her breasts.

“N—No,” I said. “I was just thinking,” I said.

“What about you, Quincey?” she said. She crawled over the bed slowly to grab her little makeup mirror, so she could check her makeup on the bed. As she did so, her tits nearly fell out from that tight dress. My God, was she trying to seduce me? Could she not just get off of the bed and grab it? Why was she crawling on the bed like she was taking part in some boudoir photoshoot?
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“W—What about me?”

“Would you date a trans girl?”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling beads of sweat now on my forehead. I caught a quick glimpse of her flaccid penis as she sat back down. Then, I turned away. “Uh, you know you don’t have panties on, right?”

“Oh. Pass me the panties—they’re just on that dresser. So I did, and I kept looking away until she had them on. But when I looked back, it still didn’t seem like she cared at all to cover herself up. Maybe this was just her being herself… I mean—Boy Sam would do stuff like that: careless exposure around buddies; he was one of those guys who had no shame… or maybe he was secretly gay all along and wanted us looking at his cock.
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“So,” she continued. “If you found out a girl you really liked was trans, you would still date her?”

“Yeah. Why not?” I said, though it wasn’t totally true—because it was impossible to really know. To be honest, I didn’t like the idea of being with a penis—definitely on a man, but probably not on a woman either. I liked… pussy. If I saw a picture of a pussy, I would get aroused, like all straight men. And a picture of a penis, without context… well, I really doubt it would turn me on.

“Would you date me?” she asked.
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I felt my face turning dark red. I stuttered for a moment. “Um,” I said. “We’re friends. I like you as a friend, and, uh, always will.”

Then she burst out laughing. I felt awkward, but relieved she wasn’t serious.
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“I have to get going,” she said. “Unless you’d rather take me on a date.” She winked. “Maybe you’d even get lucky.” She said it with that same joking sarcasm, but it was a weird joke. It seemed so… strangely timed. It seemed so… weird.
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She kept giggling, and then she got up off of the bed and grabbed her little purse. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, and then we can start thinking about dinner.”

She left, and I felt a weird pang of nervousness. I didn’t like not knowing where she was or what she was up to. I knew the guy she was with wanted to be with her sexually… but he didn’t know she was trans. Maybe he would be fine with it and want to bang her… Or maybe he would be angry about it and try to hurt her—either emotionally or physically. Either way, I felt an intense dread.

So I went for a walk, in my swim-shorts. I figured I would go for a swim in one of the resort pools. Then, while I walking, I spotted Kate.
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She was sitting on the edge of a pool, with her back to the ocean. She looked so sweet and innocent, sitting alone.

She saw me and smiled, so I walked over. “How’s it going?”

She smiled. “Come and get a drink with me.”

I went with her to a nearby bar and we ordered a couple of drinks. Before she took a sip, I said, “Are you old enough to drink that?”

“As of today,” she smiled. “It’s my eighteenth birthday.”

“Oh wow. Happy Birthday.”

“Thanks,” she blushed.

Then, a cool ocean breeze swept into the open-aired bar. She shivered; there wasn’t much fat on that petite body. “Mind waiting? I’m just going to change.” She reached down and pulled a little pink dress out from her bag.

“Take your time,” I said.

When she returned, I was floored. She was so adorable in that little pink dress, which wasn’t much different than the pink dress that Sam had left for her date in.
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She took a seat and raised her beer up. “Cheers,” she said, blushing.

I clinked my glass with hers. I was still tempted to ask for her ID. She looked young… but then again, I was nearing thirty. Eighteen was a long time ago for me… and to think of how I looked when I was eighteen!

“Let’s sit outside,” she said. So we got a cute little table with a nice view of the ocean.
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She had a nervous look on her face, and I wondered if she’d ever really been on a ‘date’ before. Was this a date? It was starting to feel like one.

“My parents had a big fight this morning,” she said.

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“My dad hit my mom. It was bad. I don’t even think they noticed me leaving.”

“He hit her?”

She nodded her head. “He does that a lot. It’s been a lot worse lately. I think he’s really stressed with work… not that that’s an excuse for being violent and abusive. It doesn’t help that my mom purposely pushes his buttons. This morning, she started talking about some guy she had sex with a couple years ago. She cheated on him, and he found out, but decided to stay with her—for the kids. And whenever my mom wants to make him mad, she will mention something about the affair—like how big he was, or something.”

“Jesus,” I said. “Your parents sound…”

“Fucked up?” She blushed and looked down at the table, then she let out a curious giggle, making me wonder if any of it was real. “I guess I’m just used to it. It’s just… survival.”

[image: Kate]


“You shouldn’t have to deal with that,” I said.

“My plan is to get out. I’m eighteen now. I can legally move out without permission from my parents or the government or whatever. And it will be easier to get a job. I’ve actually been saving up for a while, and have enough for a small down-payment. The problem is the mortgage rules in Canada are so messed up.”

“You’re from Canada too?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Are you?”

“Yeah.”

“If I want a mortgage, I need to find a good-paying job and hold it down for, like, at least five years before any bank will let me have a mortgage. So it doesn’t matter that I have enough for a down-payment, and it doesn’t matter that I would be able to make the payments just fine… Oh well. I would hate to rent for half a decade and just throw that money away—but I’ll do what I have to do. Anyway… Enough about my problems. How’s your situation with Sam? I saw her this morning. She’s really beautiful.”

“Yeah,” I said. “She’s surprisingly… pretty.”

“Surprising?”

“Well, she was a guy,” I said.

Kate blushed. “But she’s not now.”

“No, she’s not now. I guess I just didn’t think any guy could… look like that. Especially Sam. But… she looks good, I guess. I mean—guys are drooling over her. I can’t go anywhere without guys staring at her body. Good for her, I guess.”
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“Do you like her?” Kate asked.

The question made me tense up. “No,” I said quickly. “Like—I mean, as a friend, sure. But… romantically? No, no, no. I could never… I mean… She’s not interested in me even. She’s on a date with a guy right now. We’re just friends.” I was flustered.

Kate giggled. “It sounds like you like her a little bit. It’s okay if you have feelings for her, you know. She’s super pretty. Even I caught myself staring at her.”

I chuckled. “Are you into girls?” I asked jokingly.

Then she blushed. “I’m bi.”

“Oh.” I felt awkward now. “So, uh… Would you prefer to be with a guy, or with a girl?”

“I don’t really care. I like both guys and girls. I just want to be with someone… kind.”

We talked for a while about her bisexuality, because I found it surprisingly interesting. She claimed that she didn’t care at all if her partner was a man or a woman. “Even in bed?” I asked, blushing. “Like… if you were with a guy, wouldn’t you eventually crave… women parts? Or vice-versa?”

“I don’t think so,” she said.

We went for a walk down the beach together. It was nice. We had lots to talk about. It seemed like me opening up about Sam in the beginning had made her feel comfortable to open up about her own life, and when she talked to me about her family issues, I found myself relating more than expected—so I had a lot to say, and she had a lot to say.
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In fact, our talk got so deep and personal, that she ended up saying, “I guess it’s hard for me to say if I would miss being with a girl, if I was with a guy, or vice-versa—because I’ve never been with either.”

I paused for a moment. “You’re a…”

“Virgin,” she said.

It was silent for a long moment. Then, I awkwardly said, “That’s cool.”

She laughed. “Is it?”

“I mean—it’s fine. Nothing wrong with that. I was a virgin when I was your age too.”

“I want to have sex,” she said. “Just… with the right guy. Someone nice.”
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I just stood there blushing. “Yeah. Totally.” She was staring into my eyes.

[image: Kate]


I swear to God, it seemed like her eyes were saying, ‘Please be my first.’ But she was so young, so innocent. I didn’t want that pressure… Or did I? She was so pretty. She was cool. But… she deserved better than a guy like me.

The wind picked up, lifting a bit of her hair up into the air in a super-cute way. My heart skipped a beat. She was still being silent.

It was almost like she was waiting for me to ask if she wanted to fuck.
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My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw that it was Sam. “Where are you?” she asked. “I’ve looked everywhere for you.” And that’s when I saw the time. “Shit,” I said to Kate. “I told Sam I would be back, like, an hour ago. We’ve been walking for two hours.”

“Really?” Kate said, blushing. “It didn’t seem like that long.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow is my last day here. As in, tomorrow night is my last night.” She looked even deeper into my eyes, as if she was trying to say, ‘As in, if you want to fuck me, tomorrow is your chance.’

“I’ll definitely see you tomorrow then,” I said.

I smiled, blushed, and then I hurried back towards the resort to find Sam, by the pool, already being hit on by a new man.
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She saw me and waved me over. Then, she introduced me to the guy. I won’t lie; I can’t remember his name. I just remember his scowl when he saw me, and Sam told the guy that I was sharing a room with her. He looked me up and down, feigned a smile, and then told us that he had to catch up with his friends.

Once he was gone, Sam looked suddenly disappointed. “I told you when I was going to be back,” she said.

“I know. I lost track of time.”

“Doing what?”
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I paused. Was it her business? We weren’t dating, so why did she need to know what I was up to? “I was just walking on the beach.” I knew that she would become even more annoyed if she found out I was with Kate again.

“That’s a long walk,” she said.

“Yeah, it was. But it was nice.”

“My friend invited us out drinking tonight,” Sam said, waving off my ‘walk’. “Both of us. He told me to ask you to come along.”

“What’s his name again?”

“Darius.”

Darius? Was that his name before? Was this a different guy? Sam got out of the pool and went for a pool chair. She stretched her amazing body out and let out a small sigh.

“I want to go, and I want you to come.”

I remembered the dinner, where nobody talked to me, and then I got into ‘trouble’ for ditching. But I didn’t want to upset her, so I feigned a smile and said, “Sounds like fun.”

Now, she was smiling again.
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CHAPTER 10
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There was a club in the nearby town, which was for tourists and entirely populated by people flocking from the nearby resorts. It had a bit more edge to it than the bars at the resort: louder music, stronger drinks… and, sluttier girls.

Sam put in an effort to stand out, putting on the tightest red dress I’d ever seen on a woman. It was squeezing her body so hard that it looked like her tits were going to pop out at any given second.
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Before even getting a drink, she went straight for the dance floor, where she quickly found the attention of more than a handful of guys.

Sam’s friend, Darius, approached me with a grin on his face. “She’s so hot,” he said to me.

I didn’t reply. I wanted to tell him to keep his hands off of her. Sure, Sam was sexy… but I didn’t want her to be used by some loser as a vacation fling.
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I bit my tongue. It wasn’t my business what Sam wanted to do. I went to the bar and got myself a drink. Darius followed me, leaning over the bar next to me. When I waved down the bartender, he spoke over me and ordered himself a drink first. Then, he looked at me and said, “It’s good you’re gay. I would hate the competition.”

I bit my tongue harder. “I’m not gay.”

He stared at me for a moment. “Sam told me you were,” he said.

“Well I’m not, and she knows that.”

He blinked a few times. Then, he laughed. “You sure she knows that?”

I felt my face turning dark red. I took a deep breath in. I really hated this guy. I didn’t want him having sex with Sam, simply because I didn’t want him to have the satisfaction. “She definitely knows,” I said—and then I let a grin slip. Maybe it was wrong, but I decided to fib a little bit. “I’ve slept with her a few times.” It wasn’t a lie; technically we had slept together… literally.

He looked a bit nervous now. “So why would she say you’re gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

He was a bit shaken. He sipped his drink. Then Sam met us at the bar. “Hey, boys,” she giggled. “Who wants to dance with me?”

The date was quiet, so I went with Sam. I danced with her, even though I was rubbish at dancing. She was surprisingly good—but she’d always been good. As a guy, Sam was always the first on the dance floor—but not quite like this. Now, Sam was grinding me and swaying her hips in the most feminine way possible.

When she was rubbing her ass on my lap, I got hard—and I’m sure she felt it. I couldn’t help it. I just hoped she would see it as a compliment and not some creepy advance.

She looked at me with a flirtatious smile. My God, her signals… they were so mixed! What did she want? That look was surely saying she wanted me to fuck her… but then why was that Darius guy here? What did she want from me?
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“I need a drink,” I said, so we went back to the bar and got drinks together. Darius pulled her away—not far away, but he kept his voice low while he talked to her, and I took that as my cue to wander the club a bit.

I tried to have fun. I tried to enjoy myself. I danced with a few strangers. I had some conversations with some cute girls.
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Whenever I looked back, Sam was still chatting with Darius. Their conversation was getting deeper. I felt left out, and once again wondered why I was brought along—but this time, I wasn’t going to let it get to me. I was determined to have a good time.

I had a good dance with an adorable blonde in a cute red dress. She was fun, though she had a boyfriend. I respected that he was willing to let his girl dance with other people; it’s not like she was dancing like a whore. She wasn’t dirty-dancing like Sam.
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After the dance, I saw that Sam was still with Darius, as if I wasn’t even there. I took my coat off, feeling hot. Then, I had another dance, this time with a beauty in a blue dress. I was having a great time.
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The blue-dress girl was all over me. I probably could have taken her back to my room… our room. But Sam came up to me at the end of the dance, and she took me by the wrist, pulling me into a new dance, with her. Again, she got right to grinding, and it wasn’t long before I was hard again. The blue-dress girl was gone, no longer in the bar—so that chance was gone.

Then, I noticed Darius was gone too. “Where’s your date?” I asked.

She blushed. “He’s not a date. Just a friend.”

“So where is he?”

“He left.”

“He was all over you. Did you reject him or something?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “He’s not my type,” she said, swaying slightly, and slurring her words. That’s when I realized she was quite drunk. She even let out a little burp in my face, which I have to admit was kind of cute.

She put her hands on my shoulders and peered into my eyes. “You’re really cute,” she said. “I’ve never really noticed your eyes before.”

“You’re drunk,” I said.
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“Hardly,” she said, and then she burped again. She giggled.

Then, she moved closer, slipping her hands onto my sides for a moment before letting one slip down to my cock. “You’re hard,” she giggled.

“From the dancing,” I awkwardly said.

“Just admit you like me.”

“You’re pretty, Sam. But you’re drunk.”

“Come on, Quincey. Let’s go to the room and fuck.”
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She bit her lip. “I think that’s a bad idea,” I said.

“It would feel so, so good,” she said, stumbling a little.

“You’re drunk. Let’s get you back home.”

“Lay me out and fuck my brains out,” she said. “And after you cum in me, I’ll put mine in you and I’ll cum in you.”

I took her hand and helped her to the door. She was quite tipsy. I wondered how much she’d consumed while I was dancing.

“Want to suck my dick?” she asked with a giggle.
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“Not tonight, Sam.”

“I want you to suck me so badly,” she groaned. “Come on. Just suck me. I’ll suck you if you suck me.”

I managed to get her home. She fell onto the bed and pulled up her dress, revealing her lack of panties. Her cock was half-hard. She gripped it and said, “Suck me, Quincey.”

“You should get some sleep,” I said, heart-racing.

“I want to fuck.”

“Not tonight, Sam.”

“Then tomorrow. Fuck me tomorrow.”

“F—Fine,” I said, knowing she wouldn’t remember any of this. I wasn’t actually agreeing to fuck Sam.
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“Or fuck me now,” she grinned.

“You’re drunk. I don’t feel comfortable having sex with you when you’re drunk,” I said, even though the truth was I didn’t want to fuck at all. It was just too weird. She was my… friend.

She started masturbating. “Then watch me jerk off,” she said. She squeezed hard and pumped herself fast.

“S—Sam,” I said.

“Just watch,” she groaned.

I looked away, and then she snapped at me, “Watch me fucking jerk off!” So I looked at her. It only took her a minute before she came on her own stomach, moaning. She squeezed her tip hard, squishing out that last drop. Then, she fell on her pillow, and was asleep, covered in cum, still in her dress.
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This whole vacation was just getting too weird for me.


CHAPTER 11
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Sam had a bad hangover, so she spent the whole morning in the bathroom. I offered to hold her hair for a while, and I offered to keep her company. But after puking for a while, she crawled back into bed and fell asleep, so I went out.

I wandered around the resort before heading down to the beach. I walked for a while, heading towards Kate’s resort, hoping to run into her—and then I saw her coming towards me on the beach. Maybe it was good intuition or just good luck.

She blushed when she saw me. “How was your night,” she asked.
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“Oh God,” I said. “That’s a loaded question…” I told her about what happened, and she turned dark red when I told her about Sam masturbating before passing out. “What about your night?”

“It was fine for a while, but then it got ugly. My sister brought a guy to our room while my parents were out for dinner, and my dad came back and found them together.”

“Oh no.”

“He got angry. He hit her. It was… ugly. He got into it with my mom again.” She sighed. “We leave tomorrow morning, and I think my dad is going to find somewhere else to live. So things are going to be… different. Hopefully better.”

I was listening to her talk; I swear. But she was wearing a tiny white bikini, and I don’t think I’d ever seen her show skin like that. Her petite body was so… tight.
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She had small boobs, but they matched her frame, which was so fragile and dainty.

“You look good,” I said.

She blushed. Maybe it was an awkward compliment given the conversation topic. “Thanks,” she said softly.

“Want to get lunch with me?”

She nodded her head. During lunch, she asked about Sam again. “Would you have sex with her?” she asked. “I mean—just to see if that’s something you might like?”

“Being with a friend?”

“Being with a trans girl.”

“Oh. I mean… I don’t want to have sex with my friend just to see if I would be into that. It seems kind of… weird.” I laughed.

“Yeah, maybe,” she laughed too. She had a bit of an awkward energy, but that just made her cuter.

We had a nice lunch together. We talked more about her family situation. I told her that she could live in my guest room if she needed a place to stay at any point. “I promise not to be creepy or anything. But I’m happy to give you a place to stay if you need it.”

“That’s really sweet, Quincey. Thank you. If I need a place, I’ll let you know.”
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“I know this sounds bad, but I need to check on Sam,” I said.

“It doesn’t sound bad. It’s sweet.”

“Do you want to… come?” I asked. “We’ll just make sure she’s okay.”

“Won’t she be kind of mad to see me with you? You said she gets a bit… jealous.”

“Maybe. But… that’s not really fair for me to worry about.”

Kate smiled, so we went to check on Sam. Sam was still sleeping, so I changed into swim shorts and we went to the pool. It was nice. We swam a bit—but more than anything, we couldn’t stop talking. It seemed like there was just so much to say, unlike with Sam; speaking to Sam was just… awkward.

“I like you a lot,” I said. “I’m going to miss you when you leave.”

“Yeah. But maybe we can stay in touch.”

“We should,” I smiled.

There was something so innocent about her—and something so innocent about our ‘connection’. It wasn’t like meeting some horny chick in a bar who you’re dying to fuck. It wasn’t like she just wanted to use me for a free lunch or a confidence boost. This wasn’t a fling. Maybe it was something more…

We were swimming when Sam came to the pool, wearing a white sleeved dress. She had a big sunhat on as she peered down at me. I felt a bit nervous that she was going to be pissed about Kate. But she just smiled at me and said, “Sorry I’ve been out of commission today.”
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“It’s fine,” I said. “Uh, Sam—this is Kate.”

Sam looked at Kate. She hesitated a moment, and then she smiled. “Nice to meet you,” she said politely, but I could tell that she was annoyed.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do—but I didn’t really care anymore; I wanted to enjoy myself, and I wanted to be with Kate. If Sam didn’t like that, then that was her problem to deal with. She sat down on the edge of the pool. “You look… underage,” she said to Kate.
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“I’m eighteen,” Kate said, blushing.

“You don’t look it.” Then, Sam eyed me before looking back at Kate. “Careful with this player. He knows what to say to girls.”

I tensed up. Why was Sam saying this? Was she just kidding, or was she actually trying to sabotage us?

She stretched out her arms, and then she said, “Darius wants to see me tonight. I think I’m going to go out with him. So I won’t be home until really late.” I think she was just trying to make me jealous, but I wasn’t sure that I cared anymore. Sure, I felt a bit weird about some guy having his way with my friend… but Sam was her own person and she could do what she wanted to do.

“Okay. Have fun,” I said.

She looked a bit miffed before she took off. I looked at Kate, who was looking a bit nervous. I thought about telling her that it wasn’t true, what Sam said, but I knew it wouldn’t make a difference. I knew that I couldn’t say anything that would make her believe I wasn’t actually a player.

“Want to get dinner with me tonight then?” I asked.

She blushed. “Can it be an early dinner? My parents are going to expect me back before it’s dark.”

“No problem.”

Kate had brought a bag with a change of clothes, so she went into a bathroom and got changed. She emerged wearing an adorable yellow romper.
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We got dinner together. We had some drinks after dinner together. I looked out at the water and saw that the sun was nearing the horizon. I was feeling nervous. Our time together was coming to an end. “You probably need to leave soon,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. “But… I don’t really want to go.”

“I don’t want your dad to get angry with you,” I said.

“It might already be inevitable at this point.”

“I can get you a cab. It will get you home in five minutes.”

“Yeah,” she said. “In that case, I could probably stay for another… forty minutes.” She smiled.
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“Cool,” I smiled. “How do you want to spend our last… forty minutes or so?”

She looked into my eyes. Then, after a long pause, she said, “I want to have sex with you.”

The room was suddenly frighteningly silent. My heart was racing. Was she serious? She looked dead-serious. “Um,” I said.

“If you don’t want to, we don’t have to,” she said, turning dark red.

“No. I do. I just… It’s your first time, and…”

“I want to do it with you,” she said.

“Are you sure?” I asked. My heart raced faster.

She nodded her head.
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She kept staring at me.

“Let’s go back to your room,” she said.


CHAPTER 12
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Ididn’t fully realize just how petite she was until she was in my room and I had my hands on her sides. I had to bend forward quite a bit to kiss her on the lips. Her lips were soft.

She kept pulling away from me suddenly, turning pale all over, as if something was wrong. When I asked her what it was, she would be silent for a moment, and then she would say, “N—Nothing.”

It was her first time. I knew that she was nervous. “We don’t have to do this if you don’t feel comfortable,” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “I want to do it,” she said softly.

So we kept kissing. I got her romper off, leaving her in her pink bra and pink panties. I took off my shirt and she pawed at my chest and abs. She let out a soft moan—and then she pulled away again.
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She took a deep breath. “It’s really okay if you don’t want to do this.”

“I—I do,” she said. “But…”

“But what?”

“I need to tell you something. I should have told you sooner—but…” She took another deep breath. “I’m, uh… like Sam.”

“What?” I said. “What does that mean?”

“I mean… Last week, I was a, uh… guy. And I’ve been a girl for the first time on this trip.”

She bit her lip and turned dark red all over, with wide eyes, seemingly worried that I was about to throw a punch at her. I think she could tell that I didn’t believe her, so she proved it by gently pulling her panties down to show me her small cock, and then she covered back up. “I’m sorry, Quincey.”
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“Wow,” I said. “But you… uh… have boobs.”

“Small boobs,” she said. “I’ve secretly been taking hormones that I got from a trans friend from school.” Her eyes were watering now. “In fact… I’m not even really out. Before I go back to my parents resort, I clean off my makeup and I bind my boobs and change into boy clothes.”

“Wow,” I said again, trying to wrap my head around it. I’d just been making out with… an eighteen-year-old boy.

She sat down on the edge of my bed. She stared into my eyes, looking like she was about to cry.
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“If my dad found out, he would kill me. But… now that I’m eighteen, I’m going to move out so that I can—you know… be out. I’m really sorry, Quincey. I should have told you. I tried to tell you a few times. I tried to get a read on what you thought about it. But I was scared. I was scared that I would scare you off… because I really like you.”

“I like you too,” I said.

She paused. “Still?”

I nodded my head.

“Even though… I’m a boy?”

“Not to me you’re not,” I said.

“Even though I have a penis?”

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said with a smile.

I watched as relief came to her face. All of the tension seemed to putter away. Then, her cheeks turned a beautiful shade of pink. “So do you want to take my virginity?”

I nodded my head.

“Go ahead, Quincey. Take her virginity,” said a voice from the doorway. We both gasped, turning to see Sam standing in the doorway, with a blank look on her face.
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“Sam,” I said. “I thought you were on a date.”

“It wasn’t a date,” she said.

I was silent. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. I saw a curious shimmer in her eyes, as if she was about to cry. “What’s wrong?” I said.

“Nothing,” she said. “I should just… go.”

“Wait,” Kate said suddenly. “Sam—I want to talk with you.”

“About what?” Sam said, wiping her eyes.

“I… I want to come out, like you.”

“Come out?” I don’t think Sam had caught the part where Kate revealed she was trans.

“I’m trans, like you. And you… you’re so pretty, and Quincey told me all about your transition. I just really want to talk to you about it.”

Sam’s face turned red all over. She was flustered for a moment before she said, “Okay. We can talk about it. Maybe tomorrow.”

“I leave early in the morning,” Kate said. “But maybe I can get your number.”

“Fine,” Sam said softly. “And now, I guess I’ll leave you two alone…” She seemed so strangely hurt by the whole scene—but why? Why did any of this matter to her? I wasn’t her boyfriend. She never cared before when I slept with girls, and I never cared when she, as a guy, slept with girls.

“What is it?” I said.

“Nothing.”

“Just tell me. What’s wrong?”

She blinked a few times, and then she said, “I wanted to be with you, Quincey. That’s part of why I brought you here with me. I wanted to… Oh God, it sounds so lame… so stupid… so desperate… But I wanted to hook up with you.”

“You wanted to have sex?”

She turned her head away, embarrassed. “Yes. And I told you that last night, and you rejected me. And I thought that it was because… you know—that I’m trans. But apparently that doesn’t really matter to you, so I guess it’s just me.”

“Sam. I didn’t sleep with you because you’re my best-friend,” I explained. “I didn’t want to ruin our friendship. I don’t want to make things weird between us.”
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“Well, Darius rejected me too,” she said. “Nobody wants to be with me. Apparently I’m a freak.”

“You’re not a freak,” I said.

“You’re so beautiful,” Kate added.

“Nobody wants to have sex with me,” she sighed.

“I would have sex with you,” Kate said, taking me by surprise. I turned slowly to look at Kate, who was now blushing, trying to hide a cheeky little smile.

Even Sam’s face was dark red. She opened her mouth to speak—but no words came out.
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“What?” Kate blushed. “I told you that I’m bi. And she’s really pretty. I still want to lose my virginity to you, Quincey. But I would be happy to have sex with Sam too—so I could try it both ways… Or…”

“Or what?” Sam managed to say. I was still at a loss for words.

“Maybe…”

“Maybe what?” Sam said.

Kate, with that cheeky smile, stood there blushing for a long moment. “We could just have a threesome.”
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It was not at all what I expected to hear from the petite, innocent little Kate. Her face was red all over—maybe almost as red as my face… maybe as red as Sam’s face.

“Your friend is a little whore,” Sam said.

“Sam,” I growled.

“What? I like it,” Sam smiled. Then, catching me even more off-guard, Sam walked up to Kate and put her hands on her petite body. She felt her up and down, and then she leaned in and kissed her on the lips.

I stood there, stunned, feeling like I was in some sort of twilight zone episode. I watched them kissing for a few minutes, lips smacking together, tongues entering into each other’s mouths.

Then, I watched as hands reached between legs. Kate’s hand slipped under Sam’s skirt, and then Kate gasped when she felt that huge log that Sam was hiding. Sam’s delicate fingers found Kate’s small penis, and they began to play with each other.

Then, seemingly in unison, they both turned to me and said, “Are you joining?”
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I joined. How could I not? The girls together were so hot; I was already throbbing. They both did away with my shorts, and a moment later, they were both on their knees before me, taking turns licking my towering shaft, giggling playfully.

It felt so good… but still, in a way, felt wrong. Sam was my friend; she’d been my friend since elementary school. Now, she was licking my cock and stroking it with her manicured fingers. It felt so nice, but so wrong at the same time.

Then the girls stood up. They giggled as they all stepped in. Kate managed to get all of our tips touching. She rubbed them all with the palm of her hand and moaned. Three cocks together, and somehow it didn’t feel gay at all… Because to me, these girls really were girls, whether they had cocks or pussies.

Then, Kate had me lay on my back. She got onto her knees and she began to suck me, giving me a proper one-on-one blowjob. She was good at it, sucking every inch, taking it down her throat, letting her saliva fall all over my shaft.

Sam took Kate and turned her around, and then bent her over. She gently rubbed her back and said, “Are you ready?”

Kate mumbled and nodded her head. She was tense and nervous. Sam spat on her fingers and rubbed Kate’s little puckering asshole. She even stuck a finger into the hole, making Kate gasped. “Try not to clench so hard, and it won’t hurt,” Sam said.

Then I stepped up, ready to take the young woman’s virginity. Sam helped by taking my shaft in her hand and guiding the tip to that tight hole. “Save some for me,” she said, and then she helped me to penetrate, taking Kate’s precious virginity.

I thrusted gently, making her moan. She clenched the bedsheets. Sam rubbed her back gently while she took every inch of my shaft.

Then, Sam was behind me. She gently caressed my body before I felt her hard cock sliding up between my butt cheeks. I was nervous. I didn’t really want it… but I was open to trying it. I closed my eyes and felt her as she began to push in.

She pushed in: deeper and deeper. I felt every throbbing inch.

I was in the middle of them. As Sam thrusted into me, she forced my hips forward, making me thrust deeper into Kate. It was only a minute before the three of us were all moaning.

Then, I’m not really sure how it happened, but Sam took my spot, mounting Kate, and I was behind Sam. We were all on the bed now, with Kate on her back, legs spread wide, and me behind Sam. Then, somehow I found myself on my stomach, with Kate’s small erection thrusting in and out of me—and I have to admit that it was actually the perfect size: not so big that I felt like I was being stretched, and just long enough to target that sweet-spot. She fucked fast, like a jackrabbit. Sam giggled as she watched the eighteen-year-old driving quickly into me. She spanked her on her soft, pale bum. “You go, girl,” Sam said.

And then I felt her cum: I felt the hot gushes of warm cum deep in my asshole. Sam walked up next to me, stroking her cock. She aimed her tip at my face, and then she coated me. I had to close my eyes. She pushed her tip into my mouth to make me suck out the last drop.

And at some point in all of it, I came, all over the bed sheets.

We were all sweaty. None of us said a thing for at least five minutes.

Then, Kate finally broke the silence by saying, “That was amazing.” We all laughed.

“You need to get back to your resort,” I said, eyeing the time and realizing an hour had gone by. So we quickly dressed and got Kate into a cab. She handed me her phone number and was teary-eyed as they pulled away. I had no idea if I would ever see her again, and I think she had the same thought.

[image: Kate]


Then, I went back to the hotel room with Sam, and that’s when we talked it all through.


CHAPTER 13
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Sam admitted everything. She had been in love with me for over a year, before she even went on that big trip. In fact, part of the reason she went on the trip was to get away from me. “I just… wasn’t able to be near you. It killed me to see you going on dates with girls. Whenever you talked about girls, my heart would ache.”

“So you were gay?” I asked. “I mean—since you didn’t know you were a girl inside, or whatever.”
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“I guess so,” she said. “I mean, I liked girls. I swooned over girls. But I was just so… into you. So I went away, and then I really did discover that I wanted to be a girl, and after my transformation, I realized that I might actually have a chance with you. So I thought I would come out to you here, and see if there was chemistry between us.”

I felt awkward, and I’m sure she did too. We were both making ourselves vulnerable, and putting our friendship at risk. “You’re really beautiful, Sam. But you will always just be a friend to me.”

“I know,” she said. “I realized that today. It’s just not… meant to be.”

“There’s someone great out there for you,” I said.

She smiled, still looking sad.

“I want to keep being friends with you. Maybe I can even help you find the one.”

She smiled brighter. “Thanks, Quincey. And maybe I can help you find the one.”

“I think I already found her,” I said, blushing.

“Your really do like her, huh?”

I nodded my head. “She’s really sweet. I can’t stop thinking about her.” Even now, I was thinking about her, and the mental image of her face was making me blush.

“Then we’ll make sure we get her to you,” Sam smiled. But still, she looked sad. Her whole plan had failed, and she was now carrying a tinge of heartbreak around with her. And that heartbreak made me feel a bit guilty…

We went for a walk on the beach and we kept talking. She told me more about the feelings she had for me. I appreciated her opening up to me. I admitted that I started to have feelings for her too, until I met Kate.
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“When I first saw you, and didn’t know who you were… there wasn’t actually something in my eye. I really was winking at you,” I admitted. “I really did think that you were insanely hot. But, I mean—I think you already knew that, and…” I realized she wasn’t listening to me. I looked over and saw a man walking out of the water. Cool ocean water was dripping from his impressive muscles.
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The man’s gaze connected with Sam’s, and they both just stared at each other for a long moment.

I laughed at the absurdity of it all, but Sam didn’t even notice. “Do you mind if I go do something for a moment?” she said without looking at me.

“Go for it,” I said, rolling my eyes. Then I watched as she approached the man, and they started chatting. I waited for a while, but Sam was smitten, and apparently so was the man, so I walked off. I sent her a message: “Make sure you let him know you’re trans before you get too swept off your feet.”

“I already did,” she replied.

And I didn’t see much of her for the rest of the trip. I saw her once when I walked into our room while she was getting railed from behind.

I was happy for her. I was happy that she was able to move on without too much misery.

I kept in touch with Kate. We started messaging a few times a day… and then, by the end of my trip, we were messaging constantly. When I landed at the airport in Saskatchewan, she sent me a message, “Can you come rescue me? My dad found my girl clothes, and he wants me out.”

So I made the long drive to Edmonton. It was the longest drive ever. I just wanted to be at the destination so badly.

Kate was waiting for me in a park; she’d been there for ten hours, just waiting. She perked up when she saw me. I tried to hold back the smile, but it backfired, and I ended up smiling and laughing like a total weirdo.

She was wearing the sweetest pink floral dress.
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She looked so precious; just how I remembered her.

The drive home was so amazing. I was tired, but so happy to be next to her.
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She reached over and put her hand over mine on the gear-shift.

THE END
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