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CHAPTER 1:

My girlfriend Angie is very hot. She's one of those girls who doesn't have very big tits or a super-curvy body in general, but her face is just so damn cute that it doesn't matter. I've often noticed that a lot of the girls with the prettiest faces tended to be more petite than buxom and I kind of figured that it was life's lottery sort of balancing everything out.

We both attended the same college and had been dating for almost five months. During that time I had slept with seven other women. Not bragging, just stating facts for the record. Now the first few times were early in my relationship with Angie when we hadn't really slapped any labels on things so I don't count those as cheating. The last couple I'm afraid you would definitely have to put in the infidelity category.

I was young, not interested in settling down, considered by many to be attractive, and perpetually horny. In other words, a pretty typical college guy.

Angie and I had decided to go on spring break together. I considered that a noble sacrifice on my part, since I knew that if I went alone I would be getting laid a lot by a lot of different girls, but Angie had been in kind of a funny mood lately and I didn't really want to piss her off. Besides, if I went off by myself I'd probably be wondering what she was doing, and who she was with, and that might cramp my style a bit.

We had a small, rather non-descript room with one bed, but at least it was private. A lot of people I knew who went on spring break trips ended up packing into a crowded room to save money. We had done a lot of drinking on our first night in town and I think we had sex when we got back to the room, but I sort of remember being a little messed up from all the partying.

When I woke up the next day I felt surprisingly less like I had a hangover and more like maybe I had eaten something that didn't agree with me. My stomach felt kind of funny. Not really nauseas, but weird for some reason.

"Oh, you finally woke up," said Angie from across the room.

I didn't reply. I was too astonished to speak. I had gone to bed with a naked woman, and there appeared to be a naked woman in my bed now, but the naked woman I had gone to bed with was standing about eight feet away from me, and there was no one else in bed but myself. In other words...I was the naked woman!


CHAPTER 2:

"What the fuck is going on?" I squealed in a high-pitched voice that befitted the body I seemed to now posses.

"What's going on you ask? Well, it should be pretty obvious. You went to bed as a man and you woke up as a woman," Angie replied somewhat dryly.

"But how?" I stammered.

"It was easy enough. You were drinking like a fish so you never noticed when I slipped the pill into your cup. You were sound asleep by the time it kicked in and started to change your body."

"You drugged me? And you turned me into a woman? Why?"

"Because I thought it would be a suitable punishment for all the times you've cheated on me," Angie sort of snarled.

"I'd never cheat on you!" I protested.

"Please! How dumb do you think I am?"

"Name one time I cheated on you?"

"Gloria Fernandez."

"That's crazy."

"Really?"

Angie came over and showed me a picture on her phone. It was me, buck naked, lying next to a very pretty girl named Gloria Fernandez that I had hooked up with about a month ago. I was passed out but Gloria had apparently snapped a selfie of the two of us in bed. It was pretty hard evidence to dispute.

"But why would she send you that?" I asked in dismay.

"She didn't. She sent it to her friend Ursula, who happens to also be a friend of mine, and she recognized you and thought I should know what kind of a cheating asshole you were," Angie explained as she took the phone out of my face.

"Well, why would Gloria send a picture like that to Ursula?"

"She was bragging about the stud she had spent the night with or something," Angie replied.

"Really? She was bragging about me and called me a stud?"

"You really are a fucking pig, aren't you?"

"Shit, I'm sorry honey. I must have gotten drunk. I didn't know what I was doing."

"Oh, yeah? Well I did a little asking around about you. Seems you have quite a reputation for doing this sort of thing. I always had my suspicions but I thought I was just being paranoid and overly jealous. Turns out my suspicions were totally correct."

"Well, couldn't you just have yelled at me or broken up or something? Why in the world did you turn me into a girl?"

"It seems, appropriate somehow. What do you do to a guy who can't keep his cock in his pants? Take away his cock."

I cringed at the thought of that. I suppose it could have been much worse. This presumably wasn't permanent and I could get my cock back eventually. Hopefully sooner rather than later.

"Okay, you made your point. I messed up. I'm sorry. Now would you please turn me back into my old self?" I said, not sounding very convincingly repentant.

"No way sister. You're going to stay like that this whole trip. And you're going to dress like I tell you to dress and do whatever I tell you to do. And I'm going to do whatever I feel like. Or whoever I feel like. I might even make you watch while I'm getting my brains fucked out by some muscle man from the beach," Angie said defiantly.

"There's no way I'm going to go along with this," I snapped back.

"Then you're on your own, sweetie. Good luck getting your cock and balls back. You can walk out that door and go home right now but you'll have a lot of explaining to do."

"This is cruel and unusual punishment," I whined.

"This is better than you deserve, you jerk. Now if you play nicely and co-operate with me at the end of the week I'll give you the drug that turns you back. Then we can see about our relationship after that. Spending a week as a woman just might change you. It certainly ought to tame your massive male ego, because right now you're just a little bitch with tits and a pussy, and I've got the pictures of you changing that way to prove it. Want to see?" Angie asked in mock sweetness.

"No thanks!"

"I've got to say that you turned out pretty good. I'm a bit envious of those boobs. I was half hoping that you'd turn out homely and flat-chested, but that wouldn't do me much good as far as attracting men, and this way I know you'll be a dude magnet. Especially once I've got you all fixed up."

"Come on, be fair. Isn't this enough torture?"

"What? Being a hot chick? You call that torture?" Angie said with a laugh.

"No, I'm sure it's fine for hot chicks...like you," I quickly added, trying to gain some points. "But I'm really a guy. It's humiliating to look like this."

"I think you can stand getting knocked down a peg. And maybe you'll actually learn something spending a whole week as a sexy girl in a town full of horny guys."

"Yeah, I'll probably learn the best way to kill myself!"

"Don't be such a drama queen. Now what shall we call you?"

"What do you mean?"

"I can't say this is my friend Jason, now can I? Any preference?"

"No! Well, yes, I prefer to be turned back into a man!"

"Not happening baby so chill out and deal with it. I know...since you've kind of got that Barbie doll figure we'll call you Barbie."

"No!" I practically shouted.

"Why not? It's cute and it suits you. You're going to be my personal dress up toy. You'll be the life-sized doll I always dreamed of."

So apparently I was to be called Barbie for the moment. I sulked into the bathroom, because I really needed to piss, and tried to figure out how I was going to soften Angie up enough to relent and let me off the hook. She seemed pretty adamant so it looked like I might have to let her indulge some of her twisted whims before she would grow tired of the game and restore my manhood. Hopefully I could just lay low and stay out of sight as much as possible until then.

After getting my much needed relief, sitting down of course, I glanced in the mirror while I was washing my hands. Damn if I didn't sort of look like a Barbie doll come to life. Forget what I said about girls with small tits having the prettiest faces. I had the whole package. Pretty face, hourglass figure, stomach so flat you could use it as a level. I was hot! It was kind of a shame to hide that much beauty away in the motel room the whole week, but I had to remind myself that I was looking at my own reflection, not spotting some babe on the beach through my window.

I suppose I had this coming to me in a way. I hadn't just cheated on Angie. I had probably cheated on every girlfriend I ever had. It was bound to catch up with me at some point. I'm a man, I like women, what can I say? Those affairs never meant anything. It was just a chance to get my rocks off when my woman wasn't available, or when I felt especially in the mood for something new. Hell, I was only 21! I had my whole life ahead of me. Someday I'd probably meet some really great chick and get hooked. Everybody did eventually. I kind of thought that Angie might even be the one. She was certainly the type. At least I thought so until I found out what a sadistic cunt she could be.

When I came out of the bathroom I found that Angie had laid out my outfit for me. Apparently she had packed a mini-wardrobe for me so she obviously had this planned for some time. Sneaking, scheming, bitch.

I slipped on the panties, which felt rather cool and comfortable I have to admit, but none of the bras she brought for me fit, and I certainly couldn't stuff my rather impressive boobs into one of Angie's. I thought I was off the hook but Angie just made me go braless until we could buy something in my size. She made me try on the bikini and that also was insufficient to hold my jugs so that went on the shopping list as well. I kind of smirked that her plan was going awry right from the start and figured that she might balk at actually shelling out more money on this stupid scheme, especially at resort prices.

She handed me a handbag with a strap that went over the shoulder and I dumped all the crap from my pockets into it. She gave me a quick cosmetic touchup, and threw some makeup junk into the bag as well.

The tiny top I had on was probably supposed to hang kind of loose, but I filled it to the max, causing it to ride up so much that it revealed a little under-boob. With no bra you could also see the shape of my nipples as clear as day.

The shorts seemed fine, although there too my wide hips made it a squeeze to get into what probably was meant to be something more relaxed and comfortable. I had a big belt that actually didn't do anything that I could see, and it certainly wouldn't have fit through the belt loops of any pants I had ever encountered, but I guess it was a fashion statement or something.

Some earrings, some bracelets, some mercifully flat shoes and a hat completed by getup. The only option I was given was whether I wanted to wear the sunglasses she had provided or not. I opted to wear them. Anything that helped lower my profile was fine with me.

Then we left the motel and took a stroll to a little cafe nearby and any thoughts of being low profile went right out the window.


CHAPTER 3:

Men whistled at us. They yelled suggestive things at us. One guy even grabbed my ass. I turned around to take a swing at him but he had already disappeared into a crowd of shirtless males making the early rounds of the place. Angie just laughed and pinched my butt.

"You're going to be every bit the dude magnet I thought you might be," she said as we continued the walk of shame. "Although I might end up getting the runt while you get the pick of the litter."

"I'm not getting anything but lunch. You can have the whole damn litter for all I care," I snorted in disgust.

"Hmm...the whole litter. That's an interesting idea. I wonder what it's like to get gang-banged."

Great. I was getting my ass groped by strange men on the street and my girlfriend was talking about getting gang-banged. Some vacation this was turning out to be.

Even when we got to the cafe and finally got a table the annoyance didn't stop. Guys would just brazenly walk over to where we were sitting and proposition us. I did notice that I seemed to be attracting more attention than Angie, which sucked, in that I didn't want to be noticed at all, but also made me feel somewhat satisfied that she hadn't thought this all the way through. The plan seemed to be unraveling by the minute.

"Now you see what girls have to put up with all the time," Angie pointed out as she began to eat her salad.

"Don't you love all the attention?" I asked, slightly sarcastically.

"Sometimes. But sometimes you just want to eat lunch."

I could see her point. The simple act of walking from the motel to the cafe, a fairly short journey, had been one series of propositions after another. Of course this was spring break and not the usual template for polite society, but even the guys who just stared were kind of creepy. Of course what guy wouldn't stare the way I was flaunting my tits?

After lunch we found a shop where I was subjected to even more humiliation. Angie insisted on having a salesgirl help with the fitting so I just stood there with my bare tits on display while I was measured and examined and forced to try on a variety of things before Angie was satisfied.

Actually it was kind of strangely arousing. The salesgirl was pretty cute, and having her touch my boobs, even in a professional capacity, got me imagining what it would be like to have a raging lesbian party with her. This being temporarily female might actually have its advantages. It would probably also piss Angie off like crazy. She was trying to punish me for being with other women. I could just imagine how she would react if she knew I was using that punishment to have even more women.

That's when the wheels started to turn in my head. The whole point of this exercise was to break me down and humiliate me. It was supposed to be a punishment, after all. I was supposed to be miserable, which I definitely was. But what if I didn't let Angie know how miserable I really was and pretended to be having a good time? That would defeat the whole purpose of her plan. She had even inadvertently given me the key to the whole thing.

I was any day as pretty as Angie and had a fantastic body with much bigger tits than she did. It was my ass that got grabbed, not hers. And when two guys came up to our table they were both looking at me more and trying to steer the conversation in my direction. I had the unique opportunity to make my girlfriend jealous because I was the hotter girl.

Obviously I would never actually do anything with a guy, but I could certainly flirt. I knew how that game was played and knew exactly what a guy wanted to hear. If I started acting like I was having the time of my life being female Angie would be bound to call the whole thing off and turn me back right away. Why wouldn't she? I'm sure she never imagined that I would end up being such stiff competition for her. She probably had no idea how that drug really worked or what it might do to a person's mind. If I let her think that it was actually turning my brain female she might just panic and end this nightmare. She'd probably even end up apologizing to me and making up for it by letting me fuck her in the ass or something.

"I think that's the one," said Angie to the salesgirl as I modeled a somewhat modest blue bikini.

"Really? I think I like that pink one with the pretty floral pattern better," I suggested.

"Oh, yeah? Isn't it kind of...revealing?" said Angie suspiciously.

"Well, I've got nothing to hide," I said proudly as I cupped my breasts in my hands and gave them a good jiggle.

"You've got plenty to hide and I just sort of assumed that you'd want to keep them hidden," Angie retorted.

"The pink one does go well with her complexion," the salesgirl pointed out. "And the flowers really bring out the color of her eyes."

I wondered what the salesgirl thought our relationship was. We didn't look anything like sisters. We were obviously about the same age so we probably were friends, but did friends usually pick out clothes for each other like this? My friends never did. Angie was being kind of bossy, and with her much more "boyish" figure it might be easy to assume that we were lesbian lovers and that she wore the strap on in the family.

"Oh, please honey, can't we get it? It's so pretty. I know you'll love seeing me in it. And it'll be even more fun when you take it off of me later."

"Yeah, sure, whatever. We'll take it," Angie muttered, her face turning a shade of red that I didn't know a human could produce.

"Thank you sweetie," I said happily as I grabbed her head and kissed her on the lips. "You're always so good to me!"

Score one point for me, I thought. Maybe two. I had totally embarrassed Angie by "outing" her as a lesbian, and possibly a dyke, and I had put the cute salesgirl on notice that I might be available for a little extracurricular bean licking whenever her shift was over.

"What the fuck was that all about in there?" Angie snapped once we had made our purchases and departed the shop.

"What do you mean?" I replied in my sweetest voice of feminine innocence.

"You know exactly what I mean," said Angie, obviously still fuming. "You made it seem like we were a couple."

"But we are a couple, aren't we sweetie? I'm trying to be good and do exactly what you tell me to do. I just thought the pink was prettier. Don't you think I have the figure for it?" I whined softly, sounding like I might be on the verge of tears.

"Your figure is not the issue. And as for being a couple that remains to be seen. For now we're just friends who are sharing a room. Got it? I don't need everybody thinking I'm some big lesbian."

"It might help attract boys," I pointed out. "You know how much that turns guys on. I'll bet if I planted a big kiss on you right now out here on the sidewalk we'd have men falling all over themselves to hit on us," I suggested.

"I don't know what you're up to but you're playing a dangerous game. Don't fuck with me bitch or I'll make you pay," Angie threatened.

"Isn't that what I'm doing right now?" I reminded her.

"Jesus, what a fucking bimbo! It would serve you right if I just stripped you naked and threw you to the wolves."

"I'm sorry," I said softly as I looked down and sort of shuffled my feet. "I just wanted to please you."

"Come on," said Angie with an exasperated sigh. "We're going to the beach so we've got to get dressed."


CHAPTER 4:

I could have skipped all the way back to the room. I think I might actually have done it a little, just for show. Angie was a sharp cookie so it wasn't going to be easy to completely pull the wool over her eyes but I was hoping that the fact that I was turning out to be so much trouble would be enough. She knew something was fishy, but I hoped she would blame it on the drugs. The more I tried to pass myself off as sort of an air-headed female the less interested Angie would be in having me around, especially if she felt threatened by my attractiveness.

It was actually kind of fun to play this role, in a strange sort of way. I had never been any sort of an actor, or had any interest in that, but I did know how to lie and cover my tracks pretty well. That was a type of acting I suppose. And honestly I suspected that there was something in that drug that was sort of messing with my head. I didn't really have to do all that much acting. Being female just seemed to come to me rather instinctively. That probably made sense because I had certainly been given a serious female makeover, both inside and out. That probably should have worried me more but if it helped get me out of this damn body and back into my own I should still have plenty of time to make up for all the lost sex. Makeup sex with Angie, if she was up for it, or sex with whoever was available if I was still on the outs with her.

When we got to the room we put on our bathing suits and I noticed that Angie had chosen a bikini. That usually wasn't her style. She tended to favor one-piece outfits that made her look sort of like an Olympic swimmer or something. She may not have been stacked but the bikini actually looked pretty good on her, I thought. The top sort of squeezed her boobs together and made them look a little bigger.

We gathered up some crap like a cooler with water in it, and some beach towels, and sunscreen, and headed off to join the masses already parading or lounging around on the white sand not too far from our motel. The rooms may be dumpy but the location was pretty prime. We could stroll to the beach with no trouble. And even better, stagger back if we were totally drunk, which I figured we might well be.

I had decided to take it easy with the liquor for a change, at least as long as I was stuck being the human Barbie doll. I needed to keep my wits about me if I was going to outsmart and outmaneuver Angie. And as I said, girlish thoughts and feelings were starting to creep into my head. I did not want to get drunk and pass out only to wake up in bed with two guys from Texas Tech or something.

In a strange sort of way it was almost "safer" being on the beach. For one thing there was so much more competition. There were gorgeous girls wearing very little clothing everywhere you looked, just like one always imagines spring break to be like. Walking down the street you were much easier prey. The stragglers who stray from the herd are always the ones who get picked off first. For another the beach seemed to be more about drinking, flirting, and trying to arrange hookups for later. Public fornication was strictly illegal so it wasn't like there was one big orgy in the sand going on. Plus if you plunked yourself down in one spot you weren't as noticeable as those who chose to strut about, showing off the goods.

It was funny how much I really felt like prey, having always been the hunter instead of the hunted. I knew exactly what these guys out here were thinking and it wasn't that they'd like to meet a nice girl and go for a romantic walk on the beach at sunset while they shared their dreams and hopes for the future. They were horny and desperate, even the really good-looking guys with incredible bodies. They weren't in Iowa anymore, and whatever claim to campus fame they may have had back home wouldn't do them much good here. Even having money probably wouldn't be as useful as it usually was. Drinks were cheap and plentiful, and you could hardly walk around with a sack full of jewelry trying to impress the ladies without making the rather obvious suggestion that they were whores. Most of these girls probably were whores, one way or another, but they presumably didn't want to have it made quite that clear.

I knew that a guy needed to have some game. And it probably helped if the girl was at least a little tipsy. You did not want to hit on the chick who was already totally wasted because she'd probably just end up puking in the bathtub or passing out mid blowjob, especially if you did any more partying as foreplay. I tried to fuck a drunk girl once and it was a complete waste of time. She kept babbling a bunch of stupid shit that didn't make any sense, couldn't seem to remember who I was or what we were supposed to be doing, and ended up crying about what a wonderful guy her boyfriend was and what a horrible person she was for cheating on him.

A guy needed to be cool and confident, without being too cocky. A sense of humor was a definite plus. Most importantly he needed to be able to listen and pay attention. If all you had in your bag of tricks was some corny pickup lines that only required a yes or no response you were likely to hear no quite a bit. You needed a conversation starter, and then you needed to act like you were really interested in the conversation that ensued. And make eye contact. If you're going to talk to a girl talk to her face, not her tits.

That these guys were all horny was a given. All guys are horny all of the time. That they were desperate was due to the fact that there was so much pressure on them to score as quickly and as often as they could. They had traveled a long way to be here and nobody came for the jet skiing. They wanted pussy and stories to tell back home. They assumed that every other guy on that beach was getting laid constantly so it was a challenge to their masculinity. If you're in the arts they say you haven't really made it until you've made it in New York. If you're a cocks-man you haven't really made it until you've made it on spring break.

I couldn't quite tell what Angie was looking for out here. Even if we weren't on parade we were still getting plenty of male attention. Did she really want to hook up with one of these guys and fuck or was she just trying to twist the knife by showing me how easily she could get laid if she wanted to? I had wondered why she had even wanted to go to a notorious hookup location for spring break. I knew now that she had an evil revenge plot to put into play, but she must have considered what she would be doing the whole time if I wasn't there being her boyfriend. Maybe the thought of watching me being degraded and emasculated was enough to keep her amused.

"Oh, look...there's going to be some kind of a contest starting up soon over there," said Angie as she pointed out a banner draped in front of a portable stage that had been set up not too terribly far from where we were sitting. "Maybe we should have you enter it."

It was a "Skin to Win" contest, which could mean just about anything from an old-school wet t-shirt contest to something just short of a live sex show. It certainly meant attractive young women getting up on that stage and jiggling around in some fashion while the crowd, mostly male, hollered and cheered them on.

"Sure, sounds like fun!" I said enthusiastically as I grabbed Angie by the hand and dragged her towards the stage.

Angie glared at me but kept silent. She had obviously been expecting me to be horrified and beg not to be subjected to such an indignity. Yet having made the suggestion it would be hard for her to retract it without seeming like she had only made it to be cruel.

I was a bubbly as can be as I read the rules and signed up for the next competition, which was going to be starting in about half an hour. Angie eyed me very suspiciously. I think she was actually beginning to believe that my surprising behavior was the byproduct of the chemicals she had dumped into my system and I think she may even have been starting to feel a little guilty.

"Hey, you don't have to do this if you don't want to," she said. "I was just kind of joking about it."

"No, I want to do it. It looks like some serious fun and I might even win some prize money," I replied cheerfully.

"Well...ah...good luck," said Angie as she stood and watched me take my place in line.

The show was about to begin and I planned on giving Angie quite a performance.


CHAPTER 5:

The contestants all stood in order in a line waiting to be called up onstage. There was a DJ spinning some tunes and a master of ceremonies with a handheld microphone running the show. When we were introduced the MC read off our name, our dimensions, our home town, and our college affiliation. There was no mention of our major or any academic honors we might have achieved so I didn't get the impression that they were trying to impress anyone with our educational background. I had been tempted to put down Harvard Law on the form just to blow people's minds but I resisted the urge. It probably wouldn't help me win with this crowd.

Once we were called up we had to do a little bouncing around and give the audience a look at us from all sides. Some of the girls kind of danced, and a couple of them looked a bit intoxicated and wobbly. I sort of jumped around waving my arms in the air, which of course caused my boobs to bounce a lot, and got rewarded with some enthusiastic applause.

The "contest" was divided into different "elements" the first of which was the "booty shaking" phase. We all stood in a line with our backs to the crowd and then bent over, resting our hands on our legs. The DJ started to play some booty shaking music and we all began to wiggle our butts as enthusiastically as we could.

The MC proceeded to walk down the line and remind everyone of which ass they were looking at before we were required to pull the bottom of our bikini down so that the audience could enjoy some bare-booty shaking. I doubted that anyone could really see much of anything, even with our pants down, but plenty of guys no doubt would go home telling wondrous tales of all the pussy that had been on display that afternoon.

The girls with the larger bottoms were at a distinct advantage here, and perhaps a tattoo on the rump might score some extra points, but I figured I could make it up with my other considerable assets.

The second phase was the whipped cream challenge. We were paired up by some process and each handed a bottle of the frothy topping. Next we had to pull our tops open so that our boobs were fully exposed, which caused a great deal of enjoyment with the crowd, as you can imagine. Then we sprayed our partner's tits with whipped cream so that they were thoroughly covered to the MC's satisfaction. When the signal was given we were to lick the cream from our partner's breasts as fast as we could. Simple in theory, but somewhat more complicated in practice as we were both trying to get our heads down on each other's titties without knocking each other cold.

I was paired with a nice-looking blonde from the University of Wisconsin named Sandy who had pretty huge hooters, although I suspected they were fake. It probably wouldn't count against her but I felt a little like the deck was being stacked against me, no pun intended. I may not have been born in this body, in the conventional sense, but these were the boobs I had been given so as far as I was concerned that made them real.

Once the signal had been given there was no time to reflect on such things as I had to try and lick the whipped cream off of those big knockers as quickly as possible. I noticed that Sandy didn't seem to be in as much of a hurry as I thought she would be and when she got to my nipples she took her time about cleaning them off. In fact she pretty much seemed to forget about the rest of my coated jugs as she sucked my nipples like a hungry baby with a bottle. It felt fucking fantastic so I tried to return the favor. We weren't getting a hell of a lot of whipped cream removed but I was getting turned on like mad and it appeared that the audience was experiencing something similar.

The MC had to jump in....eventually, and remind us of the rules, so we finished licking each other as clean as possible before Sandy grabbed me by the back of the head and started licking my tongue as well.

I have no idea how our performance was going to rate, as far as the contest was concerned, but I would have paid good money to have experienced that rush so I didn't really care whether I won anything or not.

The final phase was what I guess you would call the "talent" portion of the competition. That basically meant breaking out your best dance moves while revealing as much of your body as you felt comfortable revealing. It was like stripping, except that we weren't allowed to actually remove any clothing. We could pull things down and show off the goods but we weren't allowed to sit on the stage with our pants down and spread our legs or touch our pussies while they were exposed. Putting a hand in your bikini bottom was fine.

My plan to keep my wits about me sort of let me down here as I was far less inebriated than the other girls, which made me far less uninhibited. My total lack of dancing skills was also a problem. I don't know if any of these girls had actually stripped before but most of them looked like they could land a job at any gentleman's club in the country if they wanted to.

I was rather good at staying with the beat, which gave the illusion that I knew how to dance. I tried to emphasize my tits as much as possible and made sure that everyone saw them clearly as I hung them out for approval. I shook them, squeezed them, bounced up and down so that they would jiggle, and pinched my nipples with reckless abandon. I let the crowd see my muff and gave them another view of my naked butt, and even tried to pretend that I was masturbating under my pants, but that felt sort of like an act of desperation.

In the end I won 3rd prize, which was twenty-five bucks, a t-shirt, and a pass good for a night of free drinking at the club that sponsored the contest. What I really got out of it was the biggest fucking thrill of my life. There was something about letting myself go and being showered with all of that public approval that really went to my head. I would never have made a fool of myself that way as a man, but as Barbie I didn't feel like I was making a fool of myself, even if I probably was. Nobody was really trying that hard to win the contest, we were all just up there showing off our bodies and having a good time. The music and the stage and the contest setting just made it seem like a more respectable way of flashing, something that went on all the time on that beach anyway.

When I caught up with Angie she was staring at me like I had grown a second head. I acted very happy that I had won something, but a little disappointed that I didn't finish higher, which I suppose I was in a way. I offered her the prize money and showed her the t-shirt I had won and the drinking pass.

"What's going on with you anyway?" asked Angie as she narrowed her eyes and tried to burrow into my soul with her gaze.

"I'm just having fun," I replied. "Aren't I supposed to?"

"No, not really," Angie said sharply.

"I'm sorry," I said sadly as I hung my head again.

"You're a man, remember? Yesterday you were a man named Jason Barnes. A cheating, lying, scumbag of a man, but genetically speaking male in every possible way. Now you're happily bouncing around on a stage in front of a whole crowd of rowdy men cheering for you because you're licking whipped cream off some slut's boobs and shaking your bare ass in their faces. What the fuck is the matter with you? I'm beginning to think you must be some kind of closeted fag or something!"

"Don't be mad at me, I thought you wanted me to do it," I said softly as I felt a tear running down my cheek, which wasn't fake.

"Are you crying? Are you actually fucking crying?" Angie said in astonishment as she pulled my head up and looked at my eyes.

I kind of lost it there for a moment and threw my arms around her sobbing like a little girl. I had been through the extreme high of my public performance, and all the praise I had received for it, and now my girlfriend was ripping me a new one just for doing what she had suggested that I do. I felt very emotionally vulnerable for some reason and I really needed a hug.

"Hey, calm down...it's okay," Angie said reluctantly as she sort of patted my back. "You did great. You looked very sexy up there. I honestly thought that you should have won the whole thing."

"Did you really?" I said, looking at her as I felt my spirits rise a little. "I wanted to please you so much."

I kissed her rather enthusiastically, which definitely got some attention. I think someone even snapped a picture of us, which nearly caused Angie to faint on the spot.

"Hey asshole, you don't have a release for that!" she yelled at the offending photographer. "If that shows up on the Internet I'm going to sue your ass!"

"Get a room you fucking dyke," the cameraman said as he beat a hasty retreat.

"Let's get out of here," said Angie as she dragged me away from the beach.


CHAPTER 6:

Angie was confused, but not ready to throw in the towel. She was not getting what she expected from me and I think she still wondered whether I was the hapless victim of a feminizing narcotic or whether I was putting up a front to thwart her efforts at punishing me, which I certainly had been at the start.

In truth, I was a little confused myself. Some of my girlish behavior was laid on a little thick for her benefit, but some of it was just kind of happening on its own. I was getting to like feeling sexy and popular without needing any sort of game at all. It was so fucking easy to have men drooling all over themselves.

When Angie snapped at me after the contest I really did feel bad. I'm not a good enough actor to fake tears. I don't know why that bothered me so much but I just had this real hankering for approval. I really felt the need to please people and make them happy. Angie was still ostensibly my girlfriend and seeing her pissed off was exactly what I had wanted when I was thinking more like Jason and trying to get her to call off the torture, but now that I was beginning to think more like Barbie I genuinely felt a little bad about putting her in a sour mood.

Honestly if Angie wanted to spend the rest of the week muff diving with me I'd probably go for it. And if we wanted to make it a more memorable spring break we could probably bring in that salesgirl, or any number of other female participants and get as crazy as we felt like.

Of course Angie wasn't a lesbian or bi-sexual, and unlike a large number of women I don't think she had any particular interest in same sex experimentation. I think she coveted my body, but only to have as her own, not to have as rolling around with her in the sack.

Angie decided that we would go to the club that sponsored the contest so that we could take advantage of my free drink pass, which also included appetizers and other bar food. Free drinks weren't that hard to come by, but free hot wings and mini tacos was something else entirely. I also had the feeling that she was planning to spring a trap on me, but I wasn't sure yet what that might be.

Angie wore a really cute outfit with peach colored shorts that had sort of a decorative lacy kind of trim on the bottom, and a purple print top that covered her breasts and her upper chest but not much else.

I was assigned a miniskirt, my bikini top, and sort of a silky shirt that I was instructed to leave unbuttoned. We made kind of a cute couple, I thought, although I didn't say that to her knowing that she would probably flip out again.

The club was crowded, like everything else during spring break, and we had to kind of muscle our way up to the bar to take advantage of the free goodies I had earned. Drinks just tasted better for some reason when you had won them by shaking your booty I discovered. I was actually recognized, or my various body parts were, by some of the patrons, which made me feel like a minor celebrity.

When a couple of cute guys came up to us and asked us to dance I expected Angie to blow them off. Dancing wasn't really her thing, which was fine with me, since as I mentioned earlier I wasn't a great dancer. To my surprise she accepted immediately and soon I was tripping the light fantastic with a guy named Henry from Cal Berkeley. Angie was partnered with a fellow Golden Bear named Brian. Introductions were about the extent of our conversation, for the most part, owing to the rather loud volume of the music blasting in our ears.

Both of the guys were attractive, but Henry the more so of the two. He had a Hawaiian shirt on that was unbuttoned and I could see his rather well-developed chest. Of course with my open shirt and just a tiny bikini top on he got a pretty good view of my well-developed chest as well, although had he been in the crowd today he could have seen my tits in all their glory.

Henry liked to dance really close to me and grabbed my butt a few times along the way. Unlike earlier in the day when I was ready to punch a guy in the nose for playing grab ass with me I just laughed and did my booty shaking routine, for which I was now semi-famous.

I noticed that Brian was also getting pretty close to Angie and he seemed to be trying to say something in her ear. A little while later I found out what it was.

"Come on, we're leaving," said Angie as she pulled me off the dance floor.

"Why? I was just starting to have fun," I said.

"Oh, you're going to have plenty of fun," she said with a grin that seemed almost satanic. "We're going back to the boy's room because we've only got one bed in ours."


CHAPTER 7:

Score one for Angie. A very big one at that. Angie had threatened to fool around with some other guy and even suggested that she might make me watch while she did so. I think she even used the phrase "getting her brains fucked out" to describe her potential intentions. I hadn't really taken that threat too seriously. I'd known a fair amount of girls who were basically sluts and would fuck just about anyone at the drop of a hat, but Angie definitely wasn't one of them. I had actually worked harder to get her in bed than anyone I had ever known before. That made me feel like kind of a sap now because here she was, seemingly planning to fuck some basically random stranger who happened to ask her to dance.

Seeing my girlfriend getting nailed by another man was a troubling concept, but far more troubling was the fact that my girlfriend appeared to be planning to see me also getting nailed by another man. Licking the whipped cream off of Sandy's tits had been delightful. Even getting my butt squeezed by Henry had just seemed like playful high jinks. Going back to the guy's hotel room because they had two beds was basically an acknowledgment of our intention to fill those beds for carnal purposes. That would have been true just about anywhere, anytime, but it was especially true on spring break.

I wondered if this was a game of chicken, like when two people come barreling at each other in their cars trying to see who would "chicken out" first and peel off. I didn't really think that Angie was all that anxious to fornicate with Brian and I sort of suspected that she figured I would blink first and come down with a sudden headache, or stomach cramps, or remember an important phone call that I had to make right now, or simply run off screaming in terror. Then she could apologize for her friend's sudden departure and take a rain check. Fuck that, I thought. If she was willing to get in bed with Brian I was willing to get in bed with Henry. He was the better-looking of the two and he had picked me. Let her chew on that one for a while.

Their room was about as dumpy as ours, but it did indeed have two beds. They had a couple of half-empty bottles of booze on the dresser and offered to make us a drink, which we politely declined. Angie was staring at me, but I tried to ignore her. She thought she had won this round but was beginning to realize that she had only drawn first blood. I was going for the kill.

We did both agree to take a hit from the joint they produced, which was another un-Angie-like thing to do, but I think she was getting desperate.

We sat on the foot of the beds next to our appointed partners passing the joint around as the boys got busy with their hands. When the weed was done the serious necking started. Angie and I kept exchanging glances, but not in sisterly solidarity. We were both trying to see how far we were willing to go with this.

When Brian reached around and unfastened the straps that held Angie's top on I watched with a type of fascination as her small but very firm tits were revealed. I had seen them a million times but I had never seen them being pawed at by another man. It was kind of infuriating, but also a bit arousing.

While that was happening Henry and I had both removed our shirts and I had freely taken off my bikini top, although I noticed that my hands were shaking a little as I reached behind my back to unfasten it. That seemed utterly ridiculous since I had flaunted my breasts onstage for the delight of a screaming crowd, but this seemed very different. This wasn't a show and there wasn't a barrier keeping the men away. I was on the floor next to a bed in a man's room and he was most definitely planning to fuck me.

Henry and I got up on the bed and went to lie next to each other. I saw Angie standing up and pulling off her shorts before hopping on the bed with Brian wearing nothing but her panties. This was sport fucking and I knew that we would never actually get under the covers, unless things went extremely well and we ended up spending the night here for some reason, but I doubted that was in the cards. I knew this routine like the back of my hand. I had done it countless times, I had just never done it as the woman.

Henry got my panties off but my miniskirt was still clinging to my waist like a life preserver. It wasn't really going to save me from the fate that I knew was in store for me but I sort of liked the feeling of security that it provided. Angie and Brian were both naked now and I could see his hand between her legs as they kissed. She looked very pretty and sexy like that and I tried to just appreciate the aesthetic beauty of it. It was also quite a turn on to be in the same room with another couple fooling around just a few feet away. Sort of like live porno to get you in the mood, and I could tell that I was really getting in the mood as I felt my pussy actually starting to drip a little.

Henry felt it too when he got his hand under my skirt and started to play with my pussy. I felt electrified and held him tighter as we kissed. I was moaning very softly as he rubbed his hand around my box and poked a finger inside me every now and then.

"What a nice big cock you have," I heard Angie exclaim in a voice that didn't sound too convincing to me.

She was not much of a dirty talker, much to my disappointment, but it did appear that Brian did have a fairly large penis, as far as I could tell from my vantage point in the next bed. Henry had yet to remove his shorts but I guess he took that as a cue to do so. With a huge grin he revealed an equally huge erection that kind of took my breath away for a moment.

"Well what do you think baby? Have I got a nice big cock too?" he asked.

"Oh, yeah," I replied as I reached out and touched it. "Big and hard and hot!"

I was in the grip of something that I couldn't comprehend or explain. I knew going in that if I was going to beat Angie at her own game I was going to have to have sex with this guy. I figured he was probably going to be some average Joe with an average prick and possibly too wasted to do very much. I figured a little necking, a little groping, and I might be able to get away with giving him a quick hand job before we split. But the necking had been very nice, and the groping had gotten me excited, especially since the same thing was happening to Angie in the next bed, and this guy's cock was definitely way above-average. I don't know why that impressed me so much, or made me so aroused as I stroked it, but it did.

"Your titties are so amazing baby I just want to shove my big dick right up between those soft pillows," Henry announced.

And that's exactly what he did. He swung himself over my torso and I pressed my boobs together, which made them look all the more amazing, and Henry started to slide his cock back and forth between the tight slit I had made between my two breasts. This was not something that Angie was going to have much luck competing at so she upped the ante in her own fashion.

"You want me to suck that big cock baby?" she asked Brian, again sounding a little forced in her delivery.

"Oh, yeah, honey. Come over here and suck my big cock with those pretty lips of yours," said Brian, quite convincingly.

Angie did have pretty lips. I had to give her that. It was one of the things I really loved about her. They were those "pouty" lips that looked like they were always ready to kiss. Now they were kissing another man's prick.

Now Angie had given me head, of course. I don't think I would have been in a relationship with any woman for nearly five months if she didn't suck my cock at least occasionally, but she had certainly never volunteered for BJ duty quite that readily or in such a raunchy fashion. It was strange to see her acting this slutty but it was a side of her that I kind of liked. Obviously there was a competitive thing going on between us at the moment so it probably didn't mean anything but it was interesting to know that she could be that naughty if she wanted to.

I really couldn't focus on what Angie was doing because I was mesmerized by what Henry was doing to me. Every time the top of his dick popped up through my cleavage it was just a few inches from my face. It seemed so fierce and aggressive coming at me like that over and over again but it also made me hungry for it.

Henry obviously noticed the same thing I did because he stuck his finger in my mouth and I sucked it like a greedy little pig while he continued to fuck my tits. When he took his finger away my mouth was still open and a moment later the head of his penis popped in to replace it. He was big enough that it wasn't much of a chore to ram his shaft through my cleavage and still give me a few good inches to suck on, especially once I bent my neck down to the task.

I could hear Angie kind of squealing off to my side and figured that Brian had gotten his dick into her pussy, but I was in no position to turn and look at the moment. I was doing the old tit-fuck-suck routine and enjoying myself thoroughly, especially since I was now rubbing my clit and feeling very funny sensations running throughout my body.

"Do you want me to keep doing this or do you want me to fuck your pussy?" Henry asked.

"I want you to fuck my pussy, Henry. Fuck my tight little pussy with your big hard cock," I pleaded, once I had pulled my head back far enough to speak without a dick in my mouth.

Henry laughed and rolled over on his back. His throbbing manhood was glistening with my saliva as it sort of twitched in anticipation.

"Well here it is, honey. Hop on and go for a ride," Henry suggested as he indicated his manly pole.

This time I swung myself over him, but a little lower on his body, and a moment later I felt his incredible cock sliding deeply into that mysterious gash I had between my legs.


CHAPTER 8:

"Oh, my God! Oh, my God! I don't know if I can take all of it!" I called out as I finally reached the bottom of his shaft.

It wasn't just hyperbole, my virgin pussy was really tight. At least it seemed so to me with such a large object inserted into it. I had no way of gauging that really, except from the male perspective.

I looked over and saw Angie on her back, with her legs kind of up in the air, and Brian's butt moving back and forth rather rapidly. She had her hands around his neck and was making her usual soft pleasure moans so I figured that part she wasn't faking for my benefit. Well, good for her, I thought sincerely. It was just meaningless sex. Maybe she'd see that what I had been doing was harmless fun. Not that I particularly wanted to encourage her to go out and seek that kind of fun on her own, but now that I was seeing it happen it didn't seem so bad to me. Of course maybe I felt that way because I wasn't quite myself at the moment, or maybe I felt that way because I was riding this huge cock and less inclined to feel jealous about Angie getting drilled.

"You're so fucking hot baby! I think you're the hottest bitch I've ever fucked in my life," said Henry as he reached up and grabbed my bouncing boobs.

"You're just saying that to be nice," I replied with absolutely no trace of irony or sarcasm in my voice.

"No, I mean it. I want to blow my load inside you so bad but I'm trying to make it last."

"I'm good, honey. You blow your load whenever you feel like it."

"Fuck me harder you big stud!" Angie suddenly cried out, obviously paying close attention what was going on in the next bed.

Brian did start to fuck her harder and pretty soon I heard sounds coming from my girlfriend that I had never heard before. I had to look over and saw that she was now gripping Brian's back so hard that she was leaving scratch marks. The man carried on like a trooper and Angie seemed to be getting off more intensely than I had ever seen her do before. I wondered if she was just faking it for my benefit, but that seemed odd. She never seemed too interested in faking an orgasm for me when I was fucking her, why would she do it now?

As for me I thought I had already had an orgasm earlier but I suddenly found out that it was probably just a precursor, the way a foreshock sometimes signals that a bigger earthquake is about to follow. When I started to cum it was off the Richter Scale.

"Holy shit mother fucker!" I blurted out before I began to settle in on a crying yelp pattern.

"Oh, fuck baby I can't hold it," Henry moaned.

"You better fucking hold it, I'm just getting off!" I admonished him.

"All right, baby. Whatever you say."

I rode him like a demon was possessing my soul making me jerk and bounce around uncontrollably. His cock was huge but I wanted all of it. I needed all of it. I didn't even notice that Brian had ejaculated in my girlfriend's pussy. As far as I was concerned the only thing that existed in the world was my pussy and Henry's cock. I seriously think I could have stayed on that thing for hours, but it might have killed both of us to try. The heart can only stand so much strain.

When Henry finally started to cum inside me it felt like I had died and gone to heaven, which was better than actually dying mid-fuck. His hot essence was swimming around inside me somewhere and my head was swimming around the room.

The boys scrounged up a half-smoked joint from an ashtray and we got a couple more hits from it while each couple kind of cuddled up a little engaged in some soft small talk and a little gentle petting. If drinks tasted better when you won them by shaking your booty weed definitely tasted better after awesome sex with a well-hung guy with some stamina.

"So just how close of friends are you?" Brian asked hopefully. "Do you girls ever...you know..."

"Naw, we're strictly cock hounds," I replied, saving Angie's honor for a change.

I knew the guy's would want us to do a little girl play while they tried to get hard again, and I would have done it in a heartbeat, but after all the shit Angie had given me about people thinking she was a lesbian I figured it was the least I could do to repay her for such a wonderful evening. It also gave us the perfect opportunity to make our polite exit. Sitting around waiting for a man to get hard after fucking was probably about as exciting as watching paint dry, I figured.

We kissed the boys goodnight and promised that we would try to hook up with them again before the week ended, but we all knew that was probably just talk. We were just four ships that had passed in the night, after two of the ships had banged the hell out of us, but it was nothing more than that.

Angie was surprisingly quiet as we walked back to our motel. The streets were still crowded, even at this late hour, and the party seemed to be raging all over town. If we had wanted to get laid again we could have been stuffed with cocks within fifteen minutes, which sounded kind of appealing but probably impractical.

When we finally got back to our room I flopped down on the bed and stretched out. I was feeling a little high and freshly fucked and the whole world seemed to be a very beautiful place.

"So...were you faking when you started to really go at it?" I asked, breaking the silence.

"No. Were you?"

"No," I replied simply and honestly.

"I don't know what got into me. I must have been stoned," said Angie, now the one looking down and shuffling her feet.

"Hey, come over here," I said as I patted the bed next to me.

Angie kicked off her shoes and slowly climbed on the bed at my side. I put an arm around her shoulder and gave her a squeeze.

"You must think I'm the biggest whore in the world," Angie said sullenly.

"What are you talking about? You weren't doing anything that I wasn't doing. Well, aside from the titty fucking, but I've just got bigger tits. I can't help that."

"How can you joke about this? Don't you realize what you just did? What we just did?"

"We hooked up with a couple of guys and had some fun on spring break. That's what people come here for," I pointed out.

"But I saw you with a man's thing in your mouth!"

"Now it's back to being a thing? It was all cock this and cock that a little while ago," I joked.

"God, what's the matter with you? Have you completely lost your mind?" Angie said aghast.

"Well, I'd lost a good deal of my male mind earlier but I think Henry pretty much fucked the rest of it out of me. I had no idea it felt so good to be a woman."

"But you're not a woman. I mean, not really. At first I thought you were just playing along to try and get my goat. You seemed way too eager to embrace being female. I thought I had you in a corner but you just jumped in like it was all great fun."

"Honestly, I was trying to turn the tables on you and make it more of a punishment for you than for me. But somewhere along the line things got kind of blurry. I started really having fun being this Barbie chick. I could be wild and crazy and silly and dance around with my boobs hanging out and nobody thought it was weird. I was just another party girl on spring break having some fun before going back and hitting the books again. And by the time we got in that motel room with those guys I was pretty curious to see what it would be like playing for the other team. Then Henry got that huge beaver buster out of his pants and I just kind of got carried away."

"Beaver buster!" Angie giggled, in spite of herself. "Oh, my God! Who calls it that?"

"Nobody, probably, but it got a laugh out of you at least," I said as I squeezed her shoulder again.

"I should never have drugged you like that. That was wrong, and probably criminal."

"Well I'm certainly not going to press charges," I assured her.

"I can change you back right now, if you want," said Angie as she made a move to get up from the bed.

"No, don't. I like it this way," I told her as I rested a hand on her cheek and kissed her very deeply.


CHAPTER 9:

Angie was moaning with pure delight as she wiggled on the bed while I licked her pussy. I had done this before, naturally, but probably never while there was still some residue of another man's cum inside her. That only excited me all the more.

She had been reluctant, but as I peeled away her clothing her resistance peeled off with it. Soon we were rubbing our tits together like seasoned lesbians and touching each other all over. We were a couple, after all, I had pointed out. She was still my girlfriend, and she knew I was really her boyfriend, so it wasn't like she was really having sex with another woman. This was just a type of really elaborate role play. I still had my game, even if I didn't have my cock.

The weird thing was I had actually been incredibly turned on by seeing her getting fucked by another man. It had gone from sort of arousing, on a novelty level, to seriously erotic. The fact that we were both getting boned in such close proximity made me feel very close to her emotionally for some reason.

Now she really seemed to be opening up to me. More responsive than normal. She wasn't a prude, by any means, but she tended to like doing it under the covers, or with the lights out. There always seemed to be an element of restraint, like she felt the need to protect her image or something. I had just assumed that she either wasn't all that into sex or just wasn't very orgasmic. Some girls are just like that and it doesn't matter how good your technique is, or how big of a cock you have, they just don't tend to let themselves go.

Once I was sure that Angie had cum at least once I slid myself into a position where I had my legs kind of stuck in between hers so that our pussies were touching. Then I reached out and we joined hands as we started to grind on each other. I had seen this in some lesbian porn videos and thought it looked really hot. Actually doing it was hotter than I had even imagined it would be.

"Oh, fuck...fuck...fuck..." Angie moaned.

I was delighted. I didn't usually get that kind of response from her. And there was no pretense now, no reason for either of us to be faking anything. She was hot and horny and letting me know it.

"Damn that feels good!" I chimed in.

"I know, I know," Angie replied. "Too good probably."

I wasn't sure what that meant but I took it as a good sign at the moment. This was all new to me but this was also new to Angie, as far as I knew. And the way she had freaked out about being thought a lesbian made me assume that she was a died-in-wool heterosexual woman. I had bullshitted my way into getting her to try this but it looked like she was getting quite a kick out of it. If we had done this back in the guy's room we'd probably be filled with cock again right now, but I kind of enjoyed the intimacy of sharing this with Angie all alone in our own bed. I was making love to my girlfriend by rubbing my pussy against hers. It wasn't the way we usually did it but it was working like a charm for both of us.

The cuddling afterwards was also fantastic. She seemed happy as a clam and totally digging me. I'd never heard her praise me as a lover this much before. For a couple of first time lesbians I guess we did something right.

"Oh, honey, you really unlocked something in me tonight. Something that I've been agonizing over for the longest time," Angie said as she rested her head against me. "For years now, really, I've had these secret...urges."

"Oh, yeah?" I said, slowly getting the feeling that I knew where this was headed.

"It started when I was about fifteen. I had this really close friend named Becky, and when we were younger we used to kiss each other, you know, as practice for kissing boys. Lots of girls do that and it's nothing more than a quick peck. Then one day in high school she kind of jokingly suggested that we do it again, just for fun, so I went to kiss her but she grabbed me and kissed me open-mouthed. While she was doing that she put her hand under my skirt and starting touching me...down there."

"Is that right?" I said, feeling myself getting incredibly aroused by this confession.

"I wanted her to stop, but I didn't want her to stop. There was something really amazing about feeling another girl touch me like that. My panties were totally wet when I got home and I felt so ashamed and embarrassed that I just threw them away and never spoke to Becky again. But sometimes, when I see a really attractive woman, I feel that same sensation between my legs without even being touched. I even went to a lesbian bar one time and this very attractive older woman started hitting on me but I couldn't go through with it. I just couldn't think of myself that way. I'm not really homophobic but it just seemed wrong to me. Until tonight. Tonight you showed me that it's all right to make love to another woman. It was the best sex I've ever had! I have to thank you so, so, much for letting the real me finally come out. I'm a lesbian, and there's no reason for me not to say that proudly!"

I was thunderstruck. If Angie was still trying to outplay me she had just scored the winning goal. Somehow I didn't get the feeling that she was just messing with me. It all kind of made sense. She reacted so strongly when her sexuality was being publicly questioned, which is a little strange for a woman. Men are super reluctant to be thought of as gay, but women tend to be so much more open about that sort of thing and accepting of it. Men are turned on by the thought of two women having sex, but not too many women seemed turned on by the thought of two men doing it. I guess it was kind of a sore spot for her.

It was kind of flattering to know that as a chick I was so hot in bed I could turn a straight woman gay, but this was my girlfriend we were talking about and I saw the potential problem with that right off the bat. I may have just pussy licked my way right out of a relationship. But Angie wasn't done dropping bombshells quite yet.

"And the really beautiful thing about this is that we've both learned something so important about ourselves. There's no pain in breaking up our relationship because we'll be free to be the person we were always meant to be, with the partners we were always meant to be with. How amazing that we should both discover that we're gay on the same trip!" she said warmly.

"Say what now?" I managed to spit out.

"Well obviously you're gay. No man is going to put another man's thing in his mouth just to get even with his girlfriend. You totally loved being with a man. You didn't hesitate for an instant once that guy had his hands on you. It was the best sex you'd ever had, wasn't it?"

"Well I...I don't want to make it sound like what we have is not spectacular but..."

"It's okay. It's really okay. I know I'm not the best lay in the world. My heart's never really been in it all the way, and it's not your fault. I was just trying to conform to some arbitrary societal standard and denying my true nature. Just like you were," said Angie as she started to rub my arm.

"But I never had any of these gay feelings you had. I wasn't kissing guys to practice for girls, let alone letting some dude stick his hand in my pants. And I had a fantastic time tonight making love to you, so I obviously still like women," I protested.

"Well, maybe you're more bi-sexual, or maybe you just haven't fully decided which way you want to be. But you've got to explore this interest in men. I've never seen you that happy before, even with me tonight. You'll feel so much better when you're finally honest with yourself."

I didn't know exactly what I felt at that moment. I had honestly enjoyed the two greatest sexual encounters of my life that night; first with Henry, then with Angie. If I were actually a woman I would probably be leaning towards Angie's assessment that I would be happier being bi-sexual. Being a smoking hot bi-sexual female sounded really appealing to me. Being a guy who swung both ways kind of freaked me out. But she did have a point about how easily I gave it up without a fight. I was feeling pretty feminine but I still knew who I really was. I knew that I was sucking another man's cock but it seemed okay since I was a woman while I was doing it. Or at least I was in the body of a woman. Hell, I was the one who said Henry fucked the rest of my male mind out of me. Maybe it was gone for good now and changing back into a man wouldn't restore it. I had certainly done some shit today that would be hard to forget very easily. And I wasn't sure that I wanted to forget.

As for breaking up with Angie I suppose that was probably inevitable anyway. I had been ready to walk out the door once I realized what she had done to me but I had to stick around to get her to change me back. She might have dumped me then, or I might have dumped her, but things had obviously turned pretty sour between us. But now they were remarkably good again, but in a very different way. I had a feeling that we would still be good friend even if we stopped being lovers.

Things were probably going to be a little strange for the rest of the week, and not at all the way either of us had planned. I was pretty sure that Angie was going to go off looking for pussy and I was going to go off looking for cock. I had absolutely no intention of changing back right away. And it would actually make it easier for Angie to sleep in the same bed with me if I was still female so I was pretty sure that she wouldn't mind leaving me this way for as long as I wanted. We could go out and party and play and have our own kind of fun and then come back and snuggle up like we were doing now. I suppose in a way it was the perfect relationship.


CHAPTER 10:

Now that the war was over between us Angie and I were bosom buddies...literally. She was delighted that I wanted to remain female for a time, although she insisted that I should really try being with a man when I was male as soon as possible. I thanked her for the advice and said I needed more time to "adjust" to the concept, and since she obviously had the hots for my sexy female form she was in no hurry to see me change. She was indeed going to go out looking for pussy but since she had no experience in that field I think she felt better knowing that there was pussy waiting for her back in her own room.

I was a little confused as to why she seemed to have enjoyed getting banged by Brian so much just before she decided that she was actually a lesbian, but it was an awfully arousing atmosphere in that room, and there was a lot of competition going on between us, and ultimately I suppose she might have suspected that it was her farewell to hetero sex. Or she might really be trying to tweak me and this whole lesbian thing was a scam to try and get me to believe that I was really gay. If you thought about it that would probably be the best revenge yet for a philandering boyfriend. Mess with his mind so much that he not only never wanted to have an affair with a woman, he never wanted to be with a woman again for any reason.

I didn't think I was there yet, and probably never would be, but for now I was definitely quite excited by the prospect of making myself available to some hard-bodied studs who wanted to pound my pussy into submission.

Our day started pretty much like the last one, without the startling gender change and the fight that came with it, and we grabbed a meal and did a little shopping together. It was really fun this time because we were doing it for pleasure, and I valued her fashion opinion, being a complete novice on the subject. I knew if I liked something or thought it was pretty, but she knew what worked with what and what didn't. She was almost more like a sister to me. Well, an incestuous one, I guess, but I just meant that we were really bonding as two female friends and I appreciated her advice.

Then we split up and I offered her the room if she got lucky, but she insisted that it should be first come, first served. I resisted the temptation to make a dirty joke out of that and we agreed that we'd hang a sign on the door if the room was being used for carnal knowledge. I would have been perfectly happy to just join her in an all-girl three-way but she was just testing her new lesbian wings and I didn't want to complicate things any more than they probably were for her right now.

I was kind of sad that we were going off on our own, and a little scared as well. I was really enjoying the dynamic of our new relationship and I had been with Angie every moment of the trip so far. I had just followed her around all day and did whatever she said to do and went wherever she said to go. I even fucked who I was told to fuck. Now I was a woman alone in a strange town full of horny, drunk, and sometimes rude men and I had no idea what to do next or where to go.

I felt like we had sort of lucked out with Henry and Brian. They were kind of cute, and kind of nice and knew what they were doing in bed. I actually thought about trying to find Henry again but that was probably a dumb idea. Even if somehow I could find him he might very well already be hooked up with someone else. And I really didn't want to give the impression that I was trying to have a romantic relationship with him. I just knew that he would give me a good fucking and I was already familiar with him.

Instead I decided to sign up for a party boat that cruised around the bay. It was pretty crowded but you could sort of move around and get a nice view. There was a DJ and dancing and plenty of drinking. You could go topless, but not totally nude, and you could make out, but not actually have sex. After a couple of drinks I was ready to go topless, as were a number of other girls. I liked showing off my body and didn't have any shyness at all about baring my breasts in public. I was also used to not wearing a shirt so it seemed totally comfortable and natural to me.

Despite my lack of skill in the area I did a lot of dancing. I felt like I was starting to get the hang of it more. Being one of the hotter girls on the boat, and being topless, I had no end of dance partners, sometimes dancing with two or three guys at once.

"You're really beautiful, you know that?"

"Thanks. You're pretty hot yourself."

"You want to fuck when we get back?"

"Maybe."

I found myself having that conversation a number of times with a number of different guys. I wasn't totally sold on that direct of an approach, but I could see that it had its merits. The only question a guy really wanted to ask me was whether or not I wanted to fuck him. I knew that I wanted to fuck somebody but I didn't know who, and I didn't even know how to choose.

Like I said, we kind of lucked out with our partners last night, and I didn't have a say in the matter. Angie had decided that these were the guys we were going to be with and the guys decided which girl they got. It worked out great. A virgin could have done a lot worse for her first time. But now I was kind of overwhelmed.

I seemed to be attracted to the bigger, more muscular-looking guys, but there were plenty of those around so it was hardly a unique trait that made one guy stand out that much from another. Finally I decided that it was all kind of a crapshoot anyway.

"I like the way you dance," said a reasonably well-built young man as we hopped around to the music.

"Thanks. I'm not very good at it but it's fun," I replied. "I just kind of bounce around to the beat."

"Well you look really hot bouncing around. I'll bet you'd look even better bounding around my bed," he said with a grin. "And that could pretty fun too."

"Oh, yeah?"

"Yeah. I'm Richie, by the way."

"Barbie."

"That explains why you're such a doll."

Bingo! That was the closest thing to something resembling wit I had heard all day. Plus he was hot and he seemed to have a pretty big bulge in his pants. It wasn't a good foundation for a lifetime partnership but we weren't going to be picking out curtains anytime soon.

"So what do you say? You want to hook up when we get back?" he asked.

"Sure!"


CHAPTER 11:

Richie had roommates, and his room was currently occupied so we tried my room and found that it was available, as I figured it probably would be. I was sure that there were plenty of girls here that Angie could hook up with, but identifying them, and figuring out how to make it happen with no prior experience might be a little tricky at first.

We were nicely lubricated from the party boat so we didn't waste any time on cocktails before diving into the action. Richie was pretty aggressive once we were behind closed doors and he got me out of my clothes rather quickly, not that I had much on to get out of. He had already seen my tits, as had everybody else on that boat, and I had only been covered on the bottom by my bikini, which didn't cover any more than it legally had to, so there wasn't any great mystery as to what he was getting. As for me I knew his upper body was nicely toned and fit, but I still didn't know what he was packing below. It appeared I was about to find out.

"Why don't you take my shorts off, honey?" Richie suggested.

I knew this move. The most logical way to take his shorts off was to get down on the floor, either squatting, or resting on my knees, and pull them down to his feet. At that point his cock would pop out, roughly in the proximity of my face. Then I would either take the hint and start sucking, or he would suggest the convenience of doing so since I was down there already. I had used that technique a few times myself and it had always worked.

When his dick popped out on cue I could see he wasn't as big as Henry, but I wasn't disappointed for some reason. I was fascinated again. When you were stroking yourself your dick was kind of far away and you weren't especially trying to look at it. And when you were with a woman you were usually trying to get it somewhere inside her pretty quickly so you didn't see much of it most of the time.

It was quite different when someone's cock was in your face. I'd never thought of a penis as being beautiful, but I did now. An erection had kind of a savage beauty about it. The little slit in the tip that had led to the adoption of so many euphemisms like "one-eyed trouser snake" really did make it seem sort of like a separate creature, straining to break free from the bonds of the male pelvis. And I knew the ache Richie was feeling right now. Once you unleashed that beast it had to be satisfied. The pressure was building like water boiling in a kettle and it needed to be released.

Richie didn't have to make any suggestion or prod me to suck his cock. I wanted to suck it pretty badly. I wanted to relieve that pressure. Not too quickly, because the agony was quite bearable while you were working towards the inevitable conclusion, and I wanted to enjoy his hardness for as long as possible.

Maybe I was gay, I thought, as I lovingly stroked and sucked another man's cock on my knees. Would I really enjoy this any less if I was doing it in my old body? Wouldn't Richie still be just as attractive? Wouldn't his cock taste just as good in my mouth? I really didn't know. I did know that I loved my new body and that it felt instinctively right to crave the affection of a man. Maybe it was all about being a woman at the moment, but I really didn't know and I really didn't care. If Angie was right maybe I would be happier embracing whatever my sexuality turned out to be.

"Yeah, baby, that is so good," Richie offered encouragingly. "You really know what a man likes."

That was so true, but obviously not quite in the way Richie meant it. I didn't know shit about giving head but I knew that attitude and eye contact were any day as important as having an elastic throat. It's a thing guys really want and a lot of girls are reluctant to give so doing it freely, without even being asked to do it, was probably going to make the experience a memorable one no matter what the actual BJ was like.

Now the weirdest part of this whole thing to me was the fact that I had never been what anyone would have called an effeminate male. I did all the typical masculine things; kept myself in good shape, had a reasonably large cock, and no trouble whatsoever being popular with the ladies. It was the ease with which I could bed a woman, and the frequency with which I desired to do so, that had gotten me into this body in the first place. Some men were more in touch with their feminine side. I honestly didn't think I had one before. Yet I now had no trouble at all being the object of male sexual desire, or the vessel of their fulfillment of that desire.

When a man is standing in front of you and you're down on your knees with his cock in your mouth it's hard to think of yourself as much of an alpha male. It should have been awful. Instead it was awfully fun.

I probably should have been learning the lesson that men were all horny pigs with one thing on their mind, who objectified women, used them, and discarded them at will. Unfortunately it was spring break and everybody, male or female, seemed to be objectifying everybody, using them, and discarding them. That was kind of the whole point.

When Richie decided it was time to fuck he just picked me up and had me bend over and rest my hands on the dresser. Then he got behind me, repositioned my legs a bit so that we would line up better, then grabbed my hips and plunged his cock into my pussy.

I had no objections with that. If that's how he wanted to fuck me I was happy to be fucked that way. I think I actually kind of liked not feeling so much pressure to have to "perform" at some incredibly high level. And it was kind of fun being surprised and not knowing exactly what was going to happen next. If I had insisted on doing it on my back, or something, I'm sure he would have happily gone along with it, but there was nothing wrong with letting a guy feel like he had some kind of control over the situation.

It was the lack of control that I was really starting to appreciate most about being sexually serviced as a woman. Things just got so much fuzzier and wild. As a man I had to concentrate so hard just to keep going, to keep thrusting, to keep from ejaculating too soon. There was a battle between my brain and my body. As a woman I didn't have that problem. I could cum as often as I pleased, and if I the guy wasn't totally getting me there fast enough I could play with myself and help things along. In short I could enjoy myself a lot more and let my body react any way that it felt like. I could, scream, or cry, or whimper, or wiggle, or just let the whole thing wash over me and through me like some delicious wave of pleasure. If I got a little crazy and out of control, so much the better.

That was what seemed to be holding Angie back from really enjoying herself to the fullest. Her brain was conflicted and trying to make her restrain herself. And sex is just not something that should ever be done half-heartedly. I know that people say that crappy sex is better than no sex, and that's probably true, but why settle if you don't have to? You're naked. You're sticking things and having things stuck in places where things aren't usually stuck. You're probably going to end up in some silly-looking positions, or do some kind of weird things that you might not have pictured yourself doing. Go for it! I never figured that I'd like the feeling of a guy's balls slapping up against my ass while he drilled me with his cock, but here I was loving it.

"Do you like that baby? Do you like the way I'm fucking you?" Richie sort of growled as he leaned over my back.

"You know it, stud. You're fucking me good," I replied, glancing over my shoulder. "You're fucking me hard like the dirty little bitch I am."

"That's right. I'm fucking you hard, you little slut!"

Okay, maybe it's not the most romantic way of expressing your feelings, but I think that kind of dirty talk back and forth probably improved the overall sensation for both of us. We all want approval and like to feel appreciated. Richie was working hard back there and making me feel fantastic.

"Uh, yeah...uh, yeah...uh, yeah..." Richie starting grunting as he filled my pussy with his hot jizz.

And then that was pretty much the end of it. I turned around and sat on top of the dresser and kind of stoked his dick while we kissed a little. My hand got sticky from stroking him so I made kind of a big show of licking it clean for his enjoyment. I don't know how much cum I actually tasted that way but it was a gesture that I knew Richie would appreciate.

Since it was my room I told him that my roommate would be coming back soon so that took away any conversation we might have had about sticking around for another go, and he seemed cool with that. I had no idea if Angie would actually turn up with a girl to bang, but I figured I should at least make the effort to provide her with a room if she needed one.

I did stick around long enough to take a bath and tried to plan the rest of my day. I had been drinking far less than I had anticipated so far, aside from our first night in town when I got so fucked up I didn't even notice that I was turning into a girl, but in general I had been kind of pacing myself and eating something in between. I figured I might go grab a bite now and then see what was happening on the bar scene. After getting some more practice on the party boat dancing sounded kind of appealing and I was always up for entering another contest, if there was something going on where I could jump around and flash some flesh.

I got to choose my own wardrobe, which was kind of fun. While being punished by Angie I had just worn whatever I was told to wear but now I could actually make that choice for myself. I had bought a couple of new things earlier in the day when out shopping with Angie, which seemed like kind of a waste of money since I would only have use of them for a few days, but I didn't care. I decided that I was going to wear a dress tonight for the first time. That was kind of exciting, even if I had already worn a miniskirt and had that strange feeling of walking around with all that air blowing up between my legs.

It probably wasn't ideal attire for entering any sort of a contest, but I wore my bikini under it, just in case the situation called for it. On spring break you just never knew what might happen next.


CHAPTER 12:

I had enjoyed a nice meal, done a little barhopping, done a little dancing, and done a fair amount of drinking. When I stumbled across a club hosting a wet t-shirt contest I was immediately drawn to the idea of having another chance to flaunt my body in front of a lot of horny men. I do not ascribe this to the amount of liquor I had consumed, but I think it did help put me in a better state of mind for the competition.

Fortunately I didn't have to worry about my attire as it was provided for me. The contest promoter took me by the hand and led me to a little changing room somewhere in the back of the building. There I met the other contestants who had already signed up ahead of me, and I was issued my outfit for the performance.

The top was indeed a t-shirt, but not quite the way I usually thought of them. It had no sleeves, was cut ridiculously low and tied in the front, was so short that it barely covered my boobs at all, and so thin that it seemed hardly necessary to add water in order to clearly display what was underneath it.

The bottom was what might charitably be called a skirt, made of the same thin white material, and it also tied at the side. We were given the option of wearing a bikini bottom under it or going without. I looked around the dressing room and noticed that it seemed to be about half with, half without, so I put my bikini in a locker and opted to go bare underneath. I had no desire to lose because I was too prudish to flash my muff, I thought. And yes, I admit that I really did have that thought.

We waited around for the "roster" to get filled up but nobody seemed particularly talkative. It made me think of gladiators in Rome getting ready to go out and fight to the death in mortal combat. They probably sat in a room much like this, and actually weren't wearing a whole lot more. They probably didn't talk it up either.

This one started with kind of a dance free-for-all. We paraded on stage in sort of a mass and then the DJ kicked in a tune and we all started dancing around. That t-shirt provided zero support for my boobs and soon one or the other or both were popping out all over the place. At first I tried to tuck them back in, but soon I realized that even less busty women were deliberately pulling them out so I followed suit and unfastened the front of my shirt.

Phones were everywhere. Little flashes of light seemed to fill the room like I was at a Hollywood premiere. I had no idea how many of those cameras were pointed at me, but I figured that I must have made my way into dozens, if not hundreds of shots.

A girl behind me starting dancing right on my ass with her hands around my waist so I turned around and gave both of her breasts a long lick with my tongue before I kissed her. That went over well, as you might imagine, and this time I was pretty certain that the camera flashes were directed my way.

After the big opening number we all tucked our titties back in our shirts and went to wait for our turn. We were individually called out, with the same kind of basic introduction as I had experienced in the previous contest, and then it was my time to shine.

I started dancing when all of a sudden I was blasted with a pretty powerful jet of water from a garden hose. With the lights on the stage, and the flashing cameras, and the excitement of the moment the water took me totally by surprise. It was a wet t-shirt contest, of course, and I should have expected to get wet, but I was instantly soaked and momentarily dazed.

Being the experienced sex show contestant that I was I regained my composure and went back to busting the best moves I could come up with. That water was damn cold, which of course it was supposed to be since it would likely promote hard nipples, which it most certainly did. When they hit me with the hose again I was ready for it and took it in stride.

Flashing actually seemed kind of unnecessary as the wetness of the thin material made it basically transparent and it clung to every curve and crack of my body that it could find. Even so I made a point of showing my ass to the crowd and giving them my best booty shake, and did a total untie and reveal of my knockers before my turn was done.

Eventually every gal had her moment in the spotlight...and under the hose, and then we waited breathlessly for the results. The top five girls would become "finalists" and we were all hoping to make the cut. I did, and when my name was called I let out an ear-splitting scream, bounced onstage with my hands over my head triumphantly and flipped up the front of my soggy skirt for anyone who wanted a nice beaver shot.

For the finals it was more dancing, but nobody kept their shirts closed. Boobs were bouncing and rubbing everywhere and I kissed and groped four incredibly hot girls that I had never known before this evening. There was some ass spanking and a whole lot of booty shaking. I noticed that all of the finalists had gone sans bikini and felt that I had definitely made the right choice.

When the results were in and I was proclaimed the winner I actually starting crying, as if I had just been named Miss America or something. It was idiotic, obviously sexist, completely shameless, and the best time ever! I so wished that Angie was there to see it, but there was a really good chance that we could probably find video of it on the Internet without too much searching.

I got $100, more free drinks, and a slightly more practical t-shirt that proclaimed that I had won the contest, along with a plug for the bar of course. Afterwards in the changing room the girls were much more friendly and I got a lot of congratulatory wishes. I guess after you've kissed and rubbed nipples together in public you have kind of a bond. I felt warm and loving towards all of them and wished that I could take them all home to ravage Angie's tight little body in a lesbian orgy for the ages.

Instead I proudly put on my winners shirt, with nothing under it, and donned my bikini bottoms. My dress I tried to fold as neatly as I could before stuffing it in my handbag. When I came out of the dressing area I had that movie star moment again. Guys wanted my picture. They wanted to photograph me flashing my tits, which I did. They wanted to pose for selfies with me.

"The guys back home are never going to believe this," one fellow gushed as I let him pose with his hand on one of my breasts.

Either he came from a very small town or he had a grossly inflated sense of my celebrity status. Even so I was the queen of the club...at least until the next contest started in a few hours.

The cold water had really sobered me up quite a bit so I felt pretty comfortable using my free drink privileges rather freely. That's where things start to get a little hazy. Somewhere along the line I must have sparked up some kind of a conversation with two guys from Indiana, I think, because we were all heading for their room arm-in-arm. I was still riding high from my stage triumph, and yes, a little drunk this time, but I still knew where we were headed and why, even if I couldn't quite recall what had prompted the decision. I guess I probably felt like one guy wasn't enough on a night like this so I had agreed to do the both of them. Like I said, you never knew what might happen next, but I had a pretty good idea that it would involve multiple cocks in various places.


CHAPTER 13:

"Dance for us, honey," said one of the guys who I think might have been named James, or maybe it was John. It was definitely one of the Apostles, although I don't know that they would have approved of what we were doing, and probably never attended a wet t-shirt contest. I shall call him John for convenience.

"Yeah, come on baby, shake those big titties for us," his friend chimed in.

I have no idea what his name was, but I don't think it had a biblical connection. I'll call him Fernando, even though he didn't look anything like a guy who would be named Fernando. I just like the idea of getting fucked by someone with a kind of exotic name. Oh, screw it, I remember now...his name was Bob. Not so exotic, but at least I can remember it.

Anyway, being a celebrity meant that people would expect me to perform for them I guessed. I'm sure Fred Astaire got asked a million times to "do a little dance" or people would have been disappointed if Groucho Marx didn't make some kind of funny insult.

"Play some music," I instructed.

Bob got out his phone and found something on his playlist that I could sort of dance to so I did my bit while the song cranked through the tiny speaker in his cellphone. I bent over a lot and shook my booty, something that was becoming a trademark of mine, and pulled up my shirt to reveal the hooters that had carried me to fame and glory but that was about all they could handle.

John pounced first and pulled my shirt off. While he was playing with my award-winning boobs Bob pulled my bikini bottom off and started poking his fingers in my snatch. It was the first time I had felt physically intimidated and slightly scared since I had become a woman. Both of them were pretty big and muscular, just the way I like them, and either one of them could have overpowered me with ease. With the two of them combined I was completely at their mercy and nobody in the world knew where I was or who I was with. I was pretty sure that they just wanted to fuck me but I suddenly understood how pretty girls sometimes disappeared on these holiday excursions.

"All right boys, I've shown you mine...it's time you showed me yours," I said after allowing myself to be pawed over a bit longer, hoping to get things back on a slightly more civilized track.

The guys grinned as they stood up and nudged each other to try and get the other one to go first. Finally I suggested that they do it together on the count of three and they agreed to my plan. I felt sort of like one of those sexy chicks who stands in the middle of the track as two cars got ready to drag race, and when the countdown was finished and they both dropped their pants I was indeed left staring at two hot rods.

I used to think that I was kind of special for having an above average penis, but I was beginning to wonder. Maybe I just had some natural instinct for being drawn to men who had big dicks. If I did that was a wonderful gift to have, I figured. I wondered whether they ever had any cock judging contests around here. If they did I sure would like to be one of the judges.

"So how are we going to do this?" asked John, showing that they hadn't already planned this whole gang-bang thing out.

"Why don't we put our heads together and see if we can't figure it out," I suggested as I walked over to them and took a cock in each hand.

I kissed John, and then Bob, and then went back and forth between them as I continued to stroke them both. Bob, apparently the "pussy man" started to finger me again, and John, the "tits man" went back to squeezing my boobs. I was really getting off on getting a double dose of this much manhood.

"You know I could kiss you a little lower," I said as I slowly started to slide down into my BJ crouch.

Squatting down like that reminded me a bit of the one season I played catcher in Little League. Well, I was certainly the catcher now, but in a very different way than I ever could have imagined when I was an 11-year-old boy.

Essentially I just continued the alternating pattern that I had been employing, accept that I was sucking their cocks instead of kissing their lips. I was kind of out of their reach so I'm not sure exactly what they were doing with their hands during this but I seem to recall them landing on my head a couple of times, although no one really tried to grab my hair or throat fuck me. They seemed to have mellowed out enough to just enjoy the pleasure I was giving them, and that definitely made me feel more relaxed.

When I heard the now very familiar sound of a cellphone camera clicking away I realized what their hands were doing. They were obviously capturing the moment for posterity. Such is the price of fame.

Then somewhere along the line someone got a hair up his ass and decided that we needed to fuck right away before they popped their wad and lost their chance to say that they screwed a wet t-shirt contest winner, I guess.

John hopped up and went over to one of the beds. He lay on his back, with his legs hanging over the foot and called me over to get on top of him. I got on the bed and straddled him as I lowered myself down on his cock. I started to ride him, and figured that Bob would get his turn in due time, but apparently the man couldn't wait. I was somewhat aware of him coming up behind me but thought that perhaps he was just trying to take another picture. When I felt a hand on my back, pushing me forward so that I was more or less lying on John's chest, I suddenly figured out what was going on.

Then I could feel the head of Bob's prick kind of poking around my backside but it must have been difficult to get a good aim with me bouncing around, especially since he was shooting for such a small target. The fact that he was a bit inebriated probably also hindered his hand and eye coordination.

"Hang on a second, will you?" Bob whined. "You got to keep steady!"

I stopped riding, and John stopped thrusting so that his buddy could get his cock securely planted in my asshole. It was the polite thing to do.

"Oh, Jesus," I gasped, out of having my virgin ass penetrated, not due to the aforementioned association with the Apostles that I had attached to John's name.

"Fuck, this is so awesome," Bob gushed as he began to push in a little deeper.

"Tell me about it, bro," John responded merrily. "Are you good to go back there?"

"Never been better," was Bob's reply.

That set the machine back in motion and soon I was kind of half bouncing on two dicks, but really I sort of just jerked my hips a little and let the guys do the rest. It's actually kind of a tricky thing to have two guys try to fuck you at once like that, and one or the other had a tendency to pop out, which always called for a reset.

When the three of us were firing on all cylinders it was like nothing I had ever known or even really thought about. I had a chance to be part of such a three-way a couple of years ago with a girl named Agnes Jane Mortimer, who was actually much prettier than her name, and a buddy of mine named Horace. Agnes was up for it but when it came time for the action to start and I pulled off my pants and revealed my package Horace got cold feet and backed out. I guess he must not have been all that big, or something, and felt intimidated by my dick. Presumably my large cock divining skills only developed once I became female.

I had certainly found two fine specimens tonight, and I can honestly say that a cock never feels bigger than when it's fucking your asshole. Especially so when there's also one in your pussy at the same time and there's not all that much keeping the two apart.

Bob was the first to cum, but he pulled out for some reason. A moment later I figured out why as I felt his jizz going all over my butt and backside. Apparently Bob saw it as another photo op.

"You better not get any of that crap on me," John warned as he saw what his friend was up to.

With my anus now free of impediment I sat back up and rode John properly, bringing him to an explosive conclusion not long after his pal's. John seemed content to leave his spunk in my cunt, and I really didn't need any more of that sticky stuff all over me.

Once the boys were drained I excused myself to their bathroom and tried to clean myself up as much as I could, although it was a little hard to see my back in the mirror clearly. Afterwards I did stop and have the guys copy any pictures they had of me onto my phone, and then I headed back to my room, really hoping that I wouldn't see the sign up telling me that Angie was engaged in some pussy play. I certainly was rooting for her to get all the snatch she could handle, but I was really sleepy and needed a shower.

Fortunately she was home, but not occupied so I took care of cleaning up more thoroughly, threw on an actual t-shirt and flopped down on the bed beside her. She wanted to hear my exploits first so I gave her all the juicy details of my party boat excursion, and my tryst with one of my shipmates, and the triumphant victory in the wet t-shirt contest, and of course the double-penetration gang bang I had just limped in from. Her reactions seemed to alternate between a degree of shock and a degree of amusement but she seemed pleased that I seemed pleased.

"My day pretty much sucked," said Angie once I had completed my colorful narrative.

I just put my arm around her shoulder, as I had done the previous night and told her to lay it on me.


CHAPTER 14:

In a nutshell things had gone somewhat as I feared they might go. After we split up she felt kind of lost and lonely, like I did, and didn't really know where to go or what to do. She tried to talk to a number of women, but they didn't seem very friendly and appeared to only want to hang out with their friends or meet guys. Naturally, being a cute girl on her own with no real destination in mind, she got propositioned by men constantly. She ended up walking around a lot, and drinking a lot, and tried to figure out how you know whether a woman is someone who won't be offended by another woman hitting on her.

"It's so much easier being female when you're looking for men or already spoken for," she said with a sigh. "I mean look at you. You've only been a woman for a couple of days and you've already had more sex partners than I've had in my whole life," Angie moaned.

I doubted if that was actually true, but I had been a busy little bee when it came to fornicating. And I knew that she was absolutely right that a pretty girl can always find a man who wants to fuck her without much trouble or effort at all. It probably was even harder for a girl to pick up another girl, unless they knew each other or were in some Lesbian oriented place. Perhaps an experienced lesbian would have better luck trying to seduce a novice, or a woman who was open to trying it for the first time, but Angie had no experience seducing women at all. That's where I hoped that my vast experience might be helpful.

"Look, you're new to this hooking up with girls thing. Maybe I can give you some pointers, or we can go dancing together and kind of fool around in public a bit and see if any other women want to cut in," I suggested.

"You'd do that for me?" Angie asked hopefully.

"Of course I would. It's not fair for me to be having all the fun. There's a lot of pussy out there just waiting for you. We just have to find the best way to reel it in."

"I hope you don't take offense at this, but I think I like you better this way. It's not just because you're so pretty and sexy and I love the way we made love last night, it's more than that. You just seem so comfortable and relaxed in that skin. It suits you. And even though we've kind of broken up I feel closer to you than ever before," said Angie, squeezing my hand.

"I know what you mean. I hate to admit it, but I feel the same way. I don't think that I'm really gay, I just think that I'm loving being a woman, and unlike you, I seem to really crave cock...and pussy. Especially pussy that belongs to such a sweet an awesome woman like you," I said as I began to finger her gash.

"You don't have to do this. I don't need a pity fuck," Angie insisted.

"I know you don't and I wouldn't do that. But when I've got a hot chick in my bed who needs some loving attention I'd be a fool to roll over and go to sleep."

We started fooling around again and it was just as awesome as it had been the night before. Even without a dick I was finding it much easier to make Angie feel good. She was just so much more responsive and aggressive and open about expressing what she wanted and how she felt. It was all "touch me here" and "lick me there" and "let's try this out."

If I were really a woman we'd probably have a much better relationship than we'd had before. But then again, if I were really a woman I don't think I'd be a fulltime lesbian. I liked men too much. Preferred them, I suppose, if I had to choose one over the other. I couldn't really imagine Angie being happy in some sort of weird relationship where her girlfriend ran off and got boned by men all of the time. And if I were really a woman, and back in the real world, I might very well meet some guy that I fell in love with.

That was a strange thought. Me as some guy's girlfriend. Maybe even someone's wife someday. I wondered if I'd be the suspicious and jealous type, always checking up on my man. That would obviously be the perfect punishment for all my previous philandering. With spring break sport fucking I didn't have any of that sort of thing to worry about. I was even getting laid all the time, with my girlfriend's blessing, and she happily listened to me recount my sordid adventures in graphic detail.

Maybe I could be in one of those relationships where the guy got off on having his woman go out and fuck a bunch of other men. Then I'd come home and tell him all about it, like I had done with Angie. Or perhaps I'd get knocked up, drop out of school to raise a kid I hadn't planned on, marrying a guy I probably wouldn't have married without getting pregnant, and living a life of quiet desperation, dreaming of the time I had spent living it up on spring break.

Now I should stop and point out that I really wasn't thinking all of this while I was having sex with Angie. I was giving her the proper attention that she deserved, but this stuff just sort of floated through my brain periodically and I'm trying to organize it into more of a structured nature.

None of it really mattered anyway. In a few days I would have to go home, and that meant that I would have to be my old self again. There might be some period of adjustment but presumably in time I would be back to "normal" and all of this would start to fade from memory like a really pleasant dream that one hates to wake from.

It was actually kind of sad thought, and I decided not to think about it anymore.


CHAPTER 15:

"Hey, my friend and I would really like to buy you a drink. Is that cool?" I asked, as I indicated Angie standing next to me, but slightly behind.

"Ah...yeah, sure. I guess so," the girl at the bar replied.

"I'm Barbie by the way, and my adorable gal pal over here is Angie," I said as I stuck out my hand.

"Hi...I'm Jennifer, but my friends call me Jenny," said the girl as she shook hands and we took a seat at the bar next to her.

"Hopefully we'll be calling you Jenny before the night is through," I said with a grin. "Unless your really good friends call you something else."

"You know, I had the biggest collection of Barbie dolls in the world...well...still do, I just don't really do anything with them anymore. I always thought Barbie was like the coolest name ever," said Jennifer, starting to warm up a bit.

"Yeah, I had a pretty good collection, too, but my pervert brother was always stealing them so that they could have sex with his G.I. Joe or whatever it was," I said, eliciting a good laugh from everyone.

It was all total bullshit, of course. I never had a Barbie or a G.I. Joe or a brother for that matter, although I did have a younger sister. Jennifer had just given me the "in" I needed to introduce sex into the conversation in a humorous and non-threatening fashion. My old pickup skills didn't seem to be failing me, even if I was female and trying to hit another woman.

"How about you, babe...did your Barbie dolls ever get into any nasty trouble?" I asked Angie, trying to bring her into the conversation.

"Well she did, but my Barbie was a lesbian," Angie quipped rather expertly as we all laughed again.

Good for you girl, I thought. I had been afraid that Angie was just going to sit there and make me do all the heavy lifting. She finally dove in and even dropped a pretty serious hint about her sexual orientation while getting a laugh in the process.

I wasn't planning on being in on the action. I was just there to be like one of those ships that plows through the ice so that other ships can sail safely. It had taken a while for Angie to finally pick someone out she wanted us to approach. I don't know whether she was just too nervous to go through with it, or maybe she hadn't quite figured out what her "type" was yet.

I had absolutely no idea whether this Jennifer chick was a lesbian or not or had ever had sex with another woman before, but I figured that she had probably been hit on by someone a million times already and had probably had less conversation with all of them combined. Hopefully she appreciated the attention, and I knew that if you could get a girl to laugh you were almost in the saddle. At least that's how it was when I was a guy. It remained to be seen whether the same rules applied now.

We chatted it up a little more and then I made some excuse about having to go make a phone call and stepped away from the bar. That allowed Angie to slide over and sit right next to Jennifer. Now the ball was in Angie's court. Hopefully when I came back to the bar they would tell me that they were going to go off and fuck and I would wish them well and go off looking for some stud to hump the living daylights out of me.

I watched them from a safe distance, pretending to be on the phone should Jennifer glance in my direction. Things seemed to be going according to plan. They we on their second drink and Angie was being pretty expressive with her hands, touching Jennifer on the arm or resting her hand on hers on the bar. They were both laughing again, which was a good sign.

When it looked like things had progressed sufficiently I came back, pretended to be exasperated about my phone call, and took Angie's old seat at the bar.

"So, did I miss anything interesting while I was gone?" I asked hopefully.

"We were just taking about possibly getting out of here and going somewhere a little more private...like our room," said Angie.

"Don't let me stand in your way," I said with a grin. "I'm probably just going to end up being on the phone again half the night."

"Really? You aren't coming with us?" Jennifer said, sounding rather disappointed.

"I don't want to intrude if you've made plans," I protested politely.

"Come on, it'll be fun," said Jennifer.

"Yeah, the more the merrier I always say," Angie chipped in.

So it appeared that I was going to have another three-way... with two other girls this time. Well, why not? I hoped this didn't mean that Jennifer really just wanted to fuck me and she was willing to take Angie along in the bargain, but even if that was true it would still be good experience for Angie and a chance to be with another woman.

When we got back to our motel I whipped up a few rum and Cokes, which was basically all we had in our room at the moment, and the three of us all piled on top of the bed, sitting on crossed legs, while we sipped our drinks and continued our girl talk. I actually found that I really loved that. I could picture myself like this, sitting with two friends at a slumber party or something, sharing secrets or gossiping into the night. It was fun to feel a part of this female community. I knew that I didn't really belong, but I still felt like one of the girls.

"Look, ah...I haven't really ever done this before. I mean, not with two other girls at the same time," Jennifer said after a while.

"Neither have we," Angie replied. "So I guess we'll all just have to figure it out as we go."

With that Angie started kissing Jennifer and I could feel myself getting very excited. Next it was my turn to lock lips with our new pal and then we all kind of started kissing and nuzzling each other. It was all going so much slower than my three-way with John and Bob had gone.

Somewhere along the line we eventually started undressing each other and that led to some more kissing and touching. Once I was topless both Angie and Jennifer seemed very interested in playing with my boobs, which were certainly the biggest of the group. It appeared that guys weren't the only ones who were obsessed with nice tits.

Jennifer was very fresh-faced and had sort of that girl-next-door look, with a very nice body and pear-shaped breasts with nipples that sort of stuck up more than out. She also wore a little diamond stud in her pierced navel, which I thought looked pretty hot.

When we were finally all naked I marveled at the sight of so much tit and pussy on display in one place. Everything just looked so tasty it was hard to know where to begin. Angie made the first really aggressive move, which I was happy to see, as she got down between Jennifer's legs and started to do a little carpet munching, not that Jennifer's trim snatch could really be called a carpet.

I went and got next to our guest and we started kissing some more as I kind of casually flicked my fingers back and forth across her nipples.

"I want to taste you," Jennifer sort of whispered to me after a bit.

I thought she was tasting me with my tongue in her mouth but I suddenly realized what she meant and almost laughed at my misunderstanding. I wasn't sure exactly whether she meant that she wanted to lick my pussy next, after Angie was done licking hers, or whether she wanted me now. Figuring I had nothing to lose I positioned myself over Jennifer's face and kind of lowered myself down, facing Angie and trying not to completely smother Jennifer in the process.

Jennifer took that worry away by putting her hands under my legs and positioning me just right so that she could work my slit properly. She had pretty much admitted that she had been with girls before, just not so many at once, but I wondered whether she was actually a lesbian, or just one of those women who liked to "experiment" with swinging the other way sometimes. In college there seemed to be quite a few girls like that. "Spaghetti lesbians" I heard someone call them once. They were totally straight...until they got wet. I knew I was certainly getting wet right now, but how could I not?

All of that soft, bare, female flesh. All of those boobs. All of those pretty faces and sweet pink pussies. And the facial expressions. Angie had this kind of devilish grin going on, when her face wasn't planted between someone's legs, and Jennifer had this kind of longing in her eyes. I had no idea what my face was revealing but I was certainly hungry for the both of them.

I think if I really was a woman I would be very into doing this sort of thing quite often, no matter how much I was learning to appreciate the wonders of being sexually conquered by a man. Being a bi-sexual woman seemed like the absolute best of both worlds. It made me wonder why Angie seemed pretty determined to move squarely into the lesbian camp and leave her heterosexual days behind her, but I guess everyone is different and has different longings and feelings. She had tried to do what society told her was "normal" but never quite embraced it. Now she was breaking free and following her real instincts. Still it seemed ironic to me that the woman who was really a woman preferred other women, while I was a man, only temporarily borrowing a woman's body, who preferred men.

At the moment though men were the furthest thing from my mind. I was starting to cum on Jennifer's face and I had a feeling that it was only the first of numerous orgasms I was likely to experience before this adventure was completed.


CHAPTER 16:

My hunch proved to be very correct. We went through so many different positions and techniques and combinations that it would be hard to remember them all, let alone try to describe them. One of my favorites was when we all ended up in a line on our hands and knees, one girl right behind the other. Jennifer was the front of the train, with Angie behind her licking her pussy, while I was at the back licking Angie. With a couple more girls we might have been able to form a whole circle, but since my pussy was left unattended I had to reach back and finger myself, which worked just fine. Being part of that human chain of womanhood in the throes of mutual pleasure just further cemented my longing to be a true member of that sisterhood.

Jennifer, or Jenny I should say since we were all definitely friends now, spent the whole night with us, which was a change of pace from what had been going down. It was a nice change of pace, and the fact that our bed wasn't terribly big meant that the three of us had to kind of crowd in together a little, which was nice too.

Jenny naturally assumed that Angie and I were a couple, which of course we still were in a way, at least as long as I was still Barbie, and insisted that we sleep next to each other. We insisted that since she was the guest of honor at our little party she should be in the middle of the bed. In the end Angie ended up in the center, basically because we sort of just fell asleep that way, but I was happy that we did. This was really Angie's "coming out" party and I was so happy that I had helped to bring it about, even if I was basically cementing the end of my heterosexual relationship with her in the very near future.

In the morning Jenny had to dash off to wherever it was that she was staying, and to whoever it was that she was staying with. I wondered whether there was a boyfriend involved, or maybe a girlfriend, or maybe just some college pals who had booked a room together. Fortunately she didn't seem too worried or guilty or ashamed of what we had done, which is something that a lot of people can't say when they wake up in bed with some strangers on spring break.

I wondered what it would be like to fuck her as a man. I hadn't chosen her, and probably would have chosen plenty of other women before getting around to Jenny, but having been so intimate with her now I could really see the appeal. I also kind of wondered what it was about her that made Angie single her out, or what made her think that Jenny might be the kind of girl who would want to play with us. Maybe Angie just had some kind of instinct for spotting lesbians the way I seemed to find guys with big dicks.

Guys with big dicks...why did that thought always get my motor running? You might think that being a guy myself I would enjoy the company of other men, but purely on a non-sexual basis. I could speak their language, and understood the whole male bonding process, so it would probably be easy for me to be "one of the guys" while being a girl. Under the circumstances so far that hadn't been remotely an issue. I had talked to tons of guys but it had always been purely about sex. Even the guys I had sex with I knew virtually nothing about and had no idea whether we would have been potential friends in a normal situation.

Jenny was actually the closest I had come to making any sort of a new friend on this trip, not that I would be able to do anything about that when I got home. We had talked a fair amount before having sex, and talked quite a bit afterwards. And while I shouldn't really have had much of anything to say once I worked through my pickup lines, I found myself totally caught up in the world of girl talk.

It was an amazing experience getting this opportunity to explore life as a totally different person, but it also kind of sucked that it was going to end so soon.

"So how did you come up with that sex change drug, anyway?" I asked Angie when we were alone after Jenny's departure.

"I overheard somebody talking about it and didn't believe it was true, but when I did some digging around on the Internet it started to seem like it might be a real thing," Angie explained. "Then it was a matter of finding someone who would know where to get it. I asked an acquaintance of mine, Marcia Baldwin, who seems to know all about that sort of thing, and when I told her what it was for she thought it was a brilliant idea and promised to find some for me."

"You might be kicking off a whole jilted lover's revenge thing," I joked.

"Not likely. You're hardly the poster child for gender change as a punishment," Angie said with a laugh.

"That's true. It did kind of turn out quite differently than I think either one of us might have guessed that it would."

"I'm sorry again. It was horribly wrong of me to do that."

"Don't worry about it. It turned out great, that's all that matters. But out of curiosity how much of that stuff do you have left?" I asked.

"There's plenty. More than enough to make sure that you get your manhood back," she assured me.

"That's good, but what I was really asking I guess is what you plan on doing with the rest of it."

"Why? Do you want it?"

"Yeah, I do."

"Really?"

"Yes, really," I insisted. "I know I have to change back into Jason in order to fly home and get through security and everything, but I'd sure like the chance to be Barbie again if I could figure out the logistics of how and when I could make that happen," I told her quite sincerely.

"Of course you can have it. And if I could track that stuff down I'm guessing you wouldn't have that much trouble doing it either. Or I can always hit up Marcia again if you need me to."

"That would be fantastic!" I said as I grabbed her and gave her a big kiss. "Then we wouldn't have to totally break up. We could still be friends with benefits, as long as it didn't mess with whatever relationship you might be in at the time."

"So it's not just men that makes you want to be female?"

"No, not at all. I mean, it's a big part of it, I suppose, but it's not the whole thing. Maybe not even the main thing. I'm finding that I'm kind of good at being this Barbie chick, and that I feel kind of good being her. And I definitely like the way things are going between us right now. I'm just really curious to see how I feel when I'm back in my familiar surroundings. Spring break is such a fantasy world. It's all sex, and booze, and wet t-shirt contests and party boats. I wouldn't mind doing some more ordinary stuff just to see how different it was doing it as a woman," I said.

"You might find that it has its ups and downs. And of course you might even get addicted to it. Have you considered that?"

"I think I already am somewhat," I said with smile. "I was kind of freaking out at the thought that I might never be female again."

"Well, we can't have that, now can we?" said Angie as this time she grabbed me and gave me a very long kiss. "This trip has certainly been one for the books."

"Yeah...but nobody would ever believe it."


CHAPTER 17:

We asked around and finally found a lesbian bar, or at least a bar that had a reputation for being good for women to pick up other women, and that made Angie's task of finding partners much easier. I figured it would be easier still once we got home. The Internet was bound to be full of resources for meeting people or getting information about events or places that were LGBTQ friendly. And she was a student on a campus full of other women who undoubtedly shared her sexual preference. It shouldn't be too hard to begin living her life as a lesbian. She said that she was going to "come out" to her family and friends and I promised her that I'd provide any support that I could. I thought she was incredibly brave and I kind of envied her for being able to live her life the way she really wanted to.

I knew that things were not going to be so easy for me in that regard. Even if I had access to a fairly ready supply of the drug finding a way to take it and live as Barbie for any significant length of time seemed pretty impossible. It would be hard to do it without anyone I knew finding out about it, and I couldn't very well just show up in class as a woman sometimes and a man the rest of the time. Having that drug available was a very precious thing to me so I didn't want to burn through it just so that I could sneak out on a Saturday night and have some fun.

Of course telling my family and my friends about it might make it a little easier, but I wasn't sure that I was up to that yet. It would be kind of a bombshell to drop on people, especially considering my reputation as a lady's man. It sort of gave that expression a whole new meaning in a way that I wasn't sure I was comfortable with.

There was always the chance that I would go home, fall right back into my old routine, and not feel any urge to strap into the old bra and panties, not that I had worn a bra very often so far. There was also the chance that the next time I took the drug I might not end up looking exactly the same. I had no idea how the thing worked. I was really happy with my current appearance, but I might not be as thrilled if I wasn't so attractive. There was really no way to find out for sure about that unless I tried the drug again, so perhaps it was just a moot point.

I was torn between the scary excitement that there might actually be some kind of a life for me as a woman, and the safer wish that this was just a holiday diversion. I had taken a break from school to relax and have fun in the sun in a naughty resort full of horny college kids. I had also taken a break from being a man, which turned out to be far more fun than I would have guessed, but just as I had to go back and hit the books maybe I had to go back to hitting on girls with my cock and balls between my legs. It was hardly a death sentence, but in a way it sort of felt like it.

Something had stirred inside me during this experience that I simply couldn't deny. I liked myself better as Barbie. That was crazy, and hard to admit, but it was true. I had only been her for a few days but I already knew that it was going to be incredibly hard to stop being her, even for just the time it took to fly back home.

It was a kind of crazy predicament to be in, and I couldn't see how it was all going to work out happily, but a few weeks ago I couldn't have foreseen any of this happening. I was given that drug without my knowledge. I didn't have a chance to prepare myself for it in any way. And yet somehow it turned out to be life changing and profound and revealed things about myself that I would never have suspected, or vehemently denied even if I did. Maybe if this was really meant to be it would work itself out somehow. I had my doubts, but I had hope.

Naturally I spent my final couple of days fucking as many men as I could. Not simultaneously, although I probably wouldn't have objected to another group thing, even with an extra guy or two thrown into the mix. If I was leaving my womanhood behind I was certainly going out with a bang...just not a gang bang.

I was kind of an emotional wreck when it came time to drink the magic stuff that would make me male again. And again I was totally conflicted. If it didn't work I couldn't be blamed, but it might get Angie in trouble, which I certainly didn't want. Of course I could just pretend that some stranger had slipped it into my drink in a bar or something, but I didn't end up needing to do so. I ended up being Jason again.

It was kind of a long trip home and Angie and I didn't really say all that much. She did point out a couple of rather handsome men at the airport and suggested that I shouldn't rule out the possibility that I was really gay and would find potential happiness and satisfaction coming out like she was planning on doing, but she didn't push it.

When I was finally home my emotions got the better of me and I think I spent like half an hour crying in the bathroom. It was stupid, and not very manly, but I had a feeling that a lot of the things I would be thinking and possibly doing in the future were likely to be even less manly than that.

The word "break" is a very flexible thing. It can mean a short respite, like taking a lunch break, or it can mean something far more permanent, like breaking something like an object that can't be repaired, or breaking a heart that never fully mends, or breaking away from something and going in a whole new direction. It remained to be seen whether I had just taken a short break from my male identity, or whether I was actually going to end up breaking from that life for good. Only time would tell.

To Be Continued...


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I don't do the "to be continued" thing very often, and I certainly didn't start out planning it that way. Quite a few of my books seem to have sequel potential, but I have yet to follow up on many of them. I actually mean to sometimes, but new ideas keep  popping into my head so fast that I never seem to have time to go back and continue older stories. It's on my "things to do" list, I promise you. I was actually kind of torn with this one as to whether or not I should just end it where it ends and then leave the door open to possibly continuing it, but I see a lot of interesting possibilities for Jason/Barbie, and for Angie as well, so I'll probably try to work on the sequel sooner rather than later.

Those who follow my work know that I frequently like to have spring break adventures involved in the stories, for the rather obvious reason that you have a lot of young people wearing very little clothing with random sex on their minds. And readers of my earlier work will probably recall that I used to always have some sort of a "safe sex" message in these notes. I suppose it's about as useful as those liquor ads telling people to "drink responsibly" but I simply don't find condoms in written erotica to be as exciting as "bareback" sex. Obviously I don't advise the kind of reckless sex that's often depicted in my books, but they are all fantasies and in real life it's important to remember the risks. Fuck responsibly!
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