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CHAPTER 1:

My stepsister Ashley was a total slut. I know that sounds mean and probably sexist but I only offer this bit of information to illustrate how she was widely perceived and how she often perceived herself. It’s also kind of the jealous way that I thought of her because of her sex appeal and popularity.

We were both the same age, which was something that our parents had in common when they met. Both of them were single parents raising young teenagers and in Brady Bunch like fashion they got married and we formed a new family dynamic, only with no housekeeper and way fewer kids.

Unlike the Brady Bunch format my mother fell in love with Ashley’s father so it wasn’t a whole “battle of the sexes” kind of thing but it did take some getting used to. When my mom and I moved into Ashley’s father’s rather spacious home it meant that the two of us kids would be going to the same school in the same grade.

I freely admit that I tended to be kind of a lazy student who had the brains but lacked the desire to be a top student. Even so I worked my ass off to maintain a decent GPA while Ashley never seemed to crack a book in her life but someone managed to always skate by.

It was Ashley’s extraordinary sex appeal I always resented, even when I wasn’t quite sure what sex appeal meant. She had a body at fifteen that most grown women would kill for. Plus she had a pretty face and was charming and outgoing. That made her very popular. If she went out for the cheer-leading squad she’d end up the head cheerleader. If she went to the prom she’d end up the prom queen. Girls wanted to be like her and boys wanted to be with her. My personality was much more subdued and I liked to think of myself as quirky and somewhat aloof. An observer of people and events rather than a participant, usually mocking or making fun of things that other people took seriously.

I did bask in some of my stepsister’s reflected glory by virtue of the fact that every guy in school wanted to go out with her and I was often seen as the gatekeeper. It was like being the doorman at a fancy club. Everyone wanted to get in or to cut to the front of the line so I had a lot of “buddies” who were just trying to use me to hook up with Ashley.

Of course I tried to work it the other way because Ashley’s friends were all smoking hot. That probably worked against me because if they had just been kind of average girls someone might have been interested but these were the kind of girls who could date anyone they wanted. At first I thought it was kind of cool that hot girls were hanging around our house all the time, especially in the summer when they came over to go swimming, but later the eye candy couldn’t make up for the frustration of seeing all that beauty I would never get to have.

Despite being the same age and living in the same house being raised by the same parents Ashley and I pretty much lived in different worlds. We had family dinners together and went places with our parents but we didn’t have much in common, aside from our parents being married, so we usually stuck to ourselves. And we could be kind of bratty to each other, as siblings often were.

It was on one such occasion, as we were both nearing our graduation from high school, that we got into a conversation about how easy each other’s lives appeared to us. I was having none of it because to me Ashley lived the ultimate charmed life. Even when she seemed like she was being a total bitch everyone seemed to love her anyway. She’d blow guys off like they had the plague but they’d still follow her around like helpless puppies hoping for a chance to win her approval. And it didn’t take any talent to be a prom queen, you just needed big boobs and a low cut dress.

“That’s so unfair,” she whined. “You have absolutely no idea what my life is like or how hard it can be. And I don’t just roll out of bed looking like this you know.”

“Boo hoo, I have to paint my nails instead of study for Algebra,” I replied in mock pity.

“Well I have a certain standard of beauty that I’m expected to live up to and not just with my friends but with my online following as well,” she pointed out. “When you want to go somewhere you just walk out the door. Nobody gives a crap about what you’re wearing or what your hair looks like.”

“Nobody’s holding a gun to your head making you look a certain way,” I shot back.

“Society is you dork. Every woman feels that pressure. And you have no idea how competitive girls are when it comes to looks. They can be really mean if your clothes aren’t just right or you gain a few pounds.”

“Oh, please!” I said holding up my hand. “Everyone thinks the sun shines out of your ass. Everyone wants to sit with you or hang with you or be part of your crew. And you don’t have to do anything to get all that attention. You don’t need talent, you don’t need brains, it’s all so superficial.”

“You don’t think cheer-leading requires talent? I’d like to see you do the splits. And what do you do that’s so talented? Wear a trench coat because you think everyone will think that makes you different and mysterious?”

“You wouldn’t understand. My appeal is on an intellectual level that you’d never comprehend,” I replied defensively.

“Your grades aren’t much better than mine, Einstein. That’s a typical dismissive male attitude. Because I’m pretty I must be dumb.”

“Hey, you said it not me,” I said.

“You wouldn’t last two weeks in my shoes,” she snapped.

“Well you’ve certainly got enough of those,” I fired back.

“You want to put your money where your mouth is?” she suddenly asked.

“What do you mean?” I said suspiciously.

“I’ll bet you the money we’re going to get for our graduation presents that if we swap places for the summer you’ll want to switch back quicker than I will,” she suggested.

“That’s easy enough to say since we can’t actually do that,” I replied.

“Well I say we can. Are you man enough to take that bet if I can make it happen?”

“You’re talking about some kind of body swap thing? I’d become you and you’d become me?”

“That’s the deal,” she stated firmly.

“Since that’s the screwiest thing I’ve ever heard I have no problem accepting your challenge. Good luck trying to pull that off,” I said with a laugh.


CHAPTER 2:

When Ashley showed up a couple of days later holding a vial of some purple liquid and wearing an expression of smug satisfaction I didn’t connect the dots right away.

“Okay dork, now we’ll see if you’re a man of your word,” she said, plunking the vial down on a table in front of me.

“Huh?” I astutely replied.

“This is a gender swapping potion. You measure a small amount into a cup and add a couple of drops of blood from each person making the swap and then drink it,” she said.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I chortled.

“Nope. I suggest we make two portions each so that we can test it out and won’t have to prick our fingers so many times.”

“You’re completely nuts. I’m not poking my finger even one time,” I retorted.

“You’re too much of a pussy? Try getting your navel pierced sometime.”

“This is just too stupid to dignify with a serious response. Even you can’t be such a brainless bimbo that you honestly believe there’s such a thing as a gender swapping potion.”

“Fifty bucks, right now,” she said as she took the money out of her purse and put it on the table next to the bottle.

“I don’t have fifty bucks,” I said a little sheepishly.

“Okay twenty. If you’re right and the stuff doesn’t work you made an easy twenty dollars. And that will mean that you will have forty dollars, in case the math was too tough for you,” Ashley said rather snarkily.

“Why do you have fifty dollars? You been turning tricks or something?” I said in an equally snarky tone.

“If I did I’d have a hell of a lot more than fifty dollars I can tell you that.”

We went around in circles for a while and finally I gave in. It was going to be the easiest twenty bucks I ever made and I was going to have the supreme satisfaction of being able to gloat about being right.

Ashley got four little paper cups from the kitchen and carefully poured some of the purple stuff into each one of them. Then she produced two pins from a pincushion, heated them up to sterilize them, and we proceeded to each prick our fingers allowing a drop or two of blood to go into each cup. I didn’t care for the blood letting experience at all but there was no way I was going to let my stupid stepsister see me acting like a pussy so I pretended like it was no big deal.

I had no idea what that purple crap was but I figured it was probably grape juice or grape flavored soda or maybe just colored water so I drank it down just as she did. It wasn’t quite a grape flavor but it was remarkably tasty, even with a couple of drops of our blood mixed in with it.

Of course nothing happened...until it did.

“Whoa...what the fuck just happened?” I asked as I felt the heaviness in my chest and heard the strangeness of my voice.

“What do you think happened dork? We switched bodies,” said Ashley, who now appeared to be me.

“That’s not possible,” I stammered.

“Oh yeah? Do you think you just spontaneously grew boobs for no reason?” she said with a laugh.

“I don’t know how you did this but this is some freaky stuff,” I said, feeling surprisingly emotional and kind of vulnerable in a way I never had before.

“It’s a potion. It swaps bodies. It worked exactly the way it’s supposed to work. When we drink those other cups we’ll change back, but now you know that I wasn’t bullshitting you. And you just lost twenty dollars. If you want a chance to get that back and more all you have to do is hold up your end of the bargain and last longer as me than I do as you,” she said.

I was confused and stunned and a little turned on by wearing women’s clothes for the first time. It just felt so different to what I was used to.

“We need to set some ground rules first,” I suggested.

“Such as?”

“Well let’s say we call Labor Day the end of the summer. What happens if we make it to then and nobody has quit?”

“Then it’s a push and all bets are off. We change back and that’s that,” said Ashley.

“And we need to provide each other with information so that we don’t give away the secret to anybody by saying or doing the wrong thing. Like a list of friends and what our relationship is to them, and anything else we’d be expected to know. Favorite movies, music, books, whatever. We may have swapped bodies but we don’t really know shit about each other’s private lives,” I pointed out.

“Fine with me. Although I’m sure I’ll have more work to do since I actually have friends and a life,” said Ashley.

“And one more thing. I think our parents should sign off on this because they’re going to know something is wrong, even if no one else figures it out and then they’ll get pissed and call it off and we won’t have a winner.”

“Cool.”

That was my ace in the hole. I figured Ashley would probably choke when it came to actually preparing any information so I could back out gracefully then, but on the odd chance that she followed through I still had the parental permission hurdle to get over and I couldn’t imagine them giving their blessing to such an enterprise. I’d still be out twenty bucks but at least I’d be off the hook and I wouldn’t have to spend my summer as some fucking bimbo. My honor would be intact and so would my cock and balls, which I hoped to put to good use over the summer. I had gone all the way through high school without getting laid but I wasn’t planning on remaining a virgin for much longer.

Much to my amazement and annoyance our parents agreed to the project without hesitation.

“I think that sounds like fun, and it will be educational as well. It’ll be good experience to  walk a mile in someone else’s shoes,” said my mother.

I had a very strong suspicion that they didn’t honestly believe that we had some kind of magic body swapping potion but were clever enough to know that we were up to something. Maybe they were just happy to see us doing something together since that was usually like pulling to teeth to accomplish. In any case I was sunk and for the next three months I was going to have to pretend to be my stepsister. I think I would have preferred three years in federal prison.


CHAPTER 3:

The surprises just kept coming as Ashley provided me with a very well-organized instruction manual on how to be her. And she was right that it took a lot more work because her social contacts were many and varied and her activity list was surprisingly full. She even provided me with extensive information about what clothes to wear in what situations and how to apply the appropriate makeup all the way to what to do when my period started. It was all there in horrifying detail. I was kind of shocked when I got to the section on birth control pills but she was adamant that I follow the instructions to the letter without fail.

“Don’t you dare get knocked up you little weasel,” she hissed. “I don’t want to pay for your stupidity.”

“Relax. Just because I look like you doesn’t mean I’m the slut you are,” I replied. “I have no intention of letting any guy come even close to touching me.”

“Famous last words dork. Take those pills religiously or I’ll cut your balls off, once you have them back in a week or so.”

“You’re always so smug. It’s going to be a real pleasure watching you fail and taking your money in the process,” I said.

The day after graduation would be the start of the contest and I was really dreading it. My plan was basically to lay low and stay close to home as much as possible. It wouldn’t make for a very enjoyable summer but hopefully Ashley would tire of the game quickly and I’d have the rest of the summer to enjoy with a nice wad of cash.

I figured she’d probably get bored not being the center of attention for a change and not able to hang out with her stupid friends at the mall or whatever. My job was trickier because I had a lot of people to dodge, especially male people, and Ashley was all about socializing and dating and posting about it on the Internet.

In addition to swapping bodies we would also be swapping rooms and phones and computers and passwords. There really couldn’t be any secrets between us if we were seriously going to pull off presenting ourselves as one another. While I didn’t feel like I had anything terrible to hide I didn’t necessarily want my sister knowing what kind of porn I liked or anything personal like that. But it was a two way street and I was gaining access to her secrets as well.

From now on, for the sake of clarity, when I mention my stepsister’s current activities I will use my name, which is Darrell, since for all practical intents and purposes she was now me, although I may refer to the real Ashley in the past tense. Hopefully it will make sense in context. And as much as I hated to admit it I was now her.

The first thing that surprised me was just how different my body felt doing just about anything. I had already discovered in our initial test swap how heavy boobs were, but just walking was different. It seemed like there were more moving parts. And the lack of my junk was very disconcerting. I kept reaching down there, like I had a phantom limb or something.

It was also strangely erotic to look at myself naked in the mirror. I was the hottest girl I had ever seen and I kept staring at my beautiful tits and my perfectly groomed muff. Having looks like that certainly did change your outlook a little. I could see where one might be tempted to flaunt that a bit.

Being a teenager always kind of sucked, I thought. It wasn’t as simple and fun as being a little kid and things were more confusing and mature but you weren’t really an adult yet so you had a lot of restrictions and limitations. I was always reinventing myself, trying to come up with an image that would make me seem cool and be part of a group that wasn’t just losers and misfits. The real Ashley never seemed to have that problem. Whatever she did seemed cool because she was doing it.

That made it very tempting for me to want a taste of that coolness and popularity, but that was risky. I knew very well from firsthand experience how many guys there were out there filled with lustful thoughts about me. I certainly didn’t want to be hit on by some dude, especially not someone I knew. And knowing that everyone thought of me as a slut I could only imagine what kind of propositions I would likely get.

I spent the first couple of days up in my room. I got a few text messages and emails from people but I just sent a quick reply saying that I was under the weather. Obviously I couldn’t pretend to be sick for the whole summer but it bought me some time.

Then one day I heard music coming from the backyard and when I looked out the window I saw what appeared to be a party and in the center of it was Darrell, in swim trunks and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt and sun glasses with a party store tropical lei around his neck. I would never have dressed like that in a million years but I noticed that a bunch of people around the pool were also wearing tropical stuff. I also noticed that there were a lot of girls there and some of them were pretty cute.

I didn’t want to be seen so I called Darrell’s phone and watched through the window as he fished it out of his pocket and answered it.

“What’s up?” he asked cheerfully.

“What’s going on out there?” I said a little tersely.

“Having a party dude, what does it look like?”

“What’s with that getup?”

“It’s a tropical theme.”

“Where did all those girls come from?” I demanded to know.

“A couple of them came with guys and the others I invited,” Darrell explained like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“Just like that?”

“Yeah, just like that. It’s summer and I’ve got a pool and a barbecue. What more do you need to throw a party? Come on out and join the fun if you want. There’s a floral print bikini in the dresser that would fit the theme close enough.”

“Sure, whatever,” I said as I hung up angrily.

There were so many things wrong with this. I didn’t dress like that. I rarely attended parties and certainly never hosted them. I was aloof, I didn’t dance around a pool with a plastic lei on my neck. It was still weird enough to see someone else in my body let alone see them behaving totally differently than I ever would.

My plan had been to just hunker down in my room and hope that Darrell’s miserable life would get to my stepsister quickly but I’d been thrown a curve. Instead of accepting Darrell at face value she was trying to change him and make him more popular. That called for a change of tactics on my part. I needed to get out there and steal some of his thunder. Show him what he was missing.

I rummaged through the dresser and found the floral print bikini. Fortunately it wasn’t the skimpiest one in the wardrobe but it sure looked sexy when I put it on. I could feel myself becoming aroused by the sight of me in the mirror. If Darrell thought he could get away with being the life of the party he had a surprise coming.

I hurried downstairs, took a deep breath, and opened the doors to the backyard. Then my legs froze and I couldn’t take a step.


CHAPTER 4:

For a moment I literally felt paralyzed with fright. I felt so exposed in this outfit and I had no idea what to do as Ashley. I couldn’t very well turn and run now that people had seen me in the doorway so I just willed myself to walk straight into the lion’s den.

As I walked towards the pool a buzz started, like a celebrity had just appeared. Heads turned and it felt like every eye was on me, tracking my every step.

“Hey sis, glad you decided to join us,” said Darrell pleasantly, though I knew he must secretly hate me for crashing his party.

“That suit is so pretty,” I heard a female voice say somewhere behind me.

“Yeah, but it’s the way she fills it,” I heard another girl reply. “She could wear a trash bag and make it look hot.”

“So you just decided to throw a little party,” I hissed under my breath at Darrell.

“Yeah, why not? I like throwing parties,” he replied.

“But I don’t,” I reminded him.

“Well you’re not me at the moment so feel free to join in or slink back up to your room and hide some more,” said Darrell.

So Darrell thought I had been hiding in my room, which of course I had been, but at least it confirmed my suspicion that this was a ploy designed to goad me. Well I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of seeing me defeated. I was going to stay and party. Oh, yes...I was going to seriously party.

“Hey Ashley, can I get you a drink?” asked Dave Browning, a guy on the track team who was always pestering me about my stepsister.

“I was hoping you’d be here,” said Marcus Tatum, another annoying jock.

“I’ve got some killer bud if you want to get high,” whispered Jay Serrano, one of my actual friends in normal life.

I felt like Scarlett O’Hara at the picnic in Gone With the Wind where all of the men were competing to sit with her or bring her dessert. It was exactly what I needed to topple Darrell’s sinister plans. I shamelessly flirted and teased all of the boys around me before I finally allowed Dave to get me a drink.

It was weird talking to boys who were trying to look at my face while their eyeballs were being slowly drawn down to my bosom like I had an eyeball magnet in my cleavage. Those behind me were no doubt staring at the little bit of fabric that was barely covering my ass. It was a strangely exhilarating experience but also made me a little uncomfortable. I’d never been so much under the microscope before. I made a mental note to look into getting a bikini wax.

While the guests at the party were consenting adults none of us were of legal drinking age so our parents strictly limited the beverage options to fruit punch, iced tea, and soft drinks. Of course that didn’t mean that nobody at the party had any booze, it just meant that they had to be sneaky about it.

It was a hot day so any cold drink kind of hit the spot but I was feeling like I needed something stronger to fortify my resolve. I had a feeling that most of the guys at that party would go rob a liquor store for me if I asked them to but I wasn’t interested in that kind of display of adoration, I just wanted a quick belt.

I kept an eye on Darrell, trying to monitor his reaction, but to my dismay he seemed totally unfazed by my appearance. He was actually dancing with a cute girl named Heather Long   that I had always admired from afar but never actually had the courage to ask out. It made me wonder why this Darrell was so much better at being me.

Not to be outdone I started dancing, which I didn’t even know that I knew how to do, and like the queen bee in the hive men just gravitated towards me. I was actually more comfortable dancing with the hunky admirers than I was dancing with my actual circle of friends because I knew everyone was undressing me with their eyes, not that it required too much imagination in the outfit I was wearing. I knew my buddies all lusted after my stepsister but that was an abstract concept. Now they were lusting after me and it kind of freaked me out.

Someone produced the requisite alcohol and after a couple of spiked drinks I felt a lot of my tension fading away. I also felt a lot of inhibitions fading away too, which may not have been a good thing because I started getting a lot more frisky with my dance partners, bending over and shaking my tits or rubbing my ass up against someone’s crotch. When Ted Sanchez put his hands on my hips and held me close from behind I could feel the big bulge in his pants pressing up against my butt.

It was hardly scandalous behavior but I wanted Darrell to notice. While I had no interest in a bunch of horny guys rubbing their dicks against my backside I figured that was just the kind of thing my slutty stepsister lived for and I wanted Darrell to see what he was missing. Unfortunately he was smooching with Heather Long and not paying any attention to my dirty dancing.

I was crazed with jealousy so I spontaneously turned around and kissed the closest guy to me who happened to be Marcus Tatum, a rather well-built young man who had lettered in both Basketball and Football and who also enjoyed surfing. I knew he had a raging hard on for Ashley so he took that kiss as an invitation to let his hand stray down to my ass and suddenly I felt one of my butt cheeks getting squeezed as Marcus stuck his tongue in my mouth.

It was a scared deer in the headlights moment to be sure. Seeing Darrell making out with a girl that I had always fancied had driven me to extreme lengths. I had initiated the kiss with Marcus and I had even been the first to bring tongues into play. Naturally Marcus was going to respond and I had to quickly figure out what to do about it.

I didn’t have much kissing experience and it was kind of nice to be doing it with someone who knew what they were doing. Plus with my eyes closed I didn’t have to think about the fact that I was kissing a boy. It could have been anyone really.

When we broke off the kiss I decided my best move was to turn and kiss the next closest guy to me, who turned out to be my friend Jay, who had supposed brought weed to the party. That was weird but I closed my eyes and puckered my lips and gave him a good hearty kiss before I released him and kissed yet another helpless bystander.

It was kind of a strange intoxicating power that I felt knowing that I could just grab anyone’s head and stick my tongue in their mouth and not be slapped in the face or hit with a restraining order. There were a lot of boys who viewed a kiss from me as a gift from above and not an act of sexual harassment.

After going through about half a dozen pairs of lips I switched back into Scarlett O’Hara mode.

“You know, I still can’t decide which of you is the best kisser,” I said as I batted my eyelashes at the crowd. “I’m going to need some more research later.”

What a wicked bitch I am I thought as I sashayed away from the throng and pretended to be interested in something on the picnic table. My heart was racing and I felt a moistness between my legs. I had just done more heavy kissing by the side of that pool than I had done in my entire life previous to that. And I felt bare skin rubbing against my flesh and big boners aching to get out of their confinement. I suddenly knew what it was like to be the object of someone’s desires.

Sex was a great mystery to me, fueled by tons of pornographic images and videos and a whole hell of a lot of masturbating. I had actually jerked off while thinking of girls like Heather Long in addition to my favorite film and porn stars, although she seemed as inaccessible to me as Zendaya or Mia Malkova. Now she was necking with my doppelganger and I was swapping saliva with every boy within reach of my tongue.

It was all very confusing, especially the fact that kissing boys didn’t seem to bother me all that much. It was that human connection of achieving a type of intimacy with another person, even if it was half a dozen people in full few of an entire crowd of party-goers. I was curious and I knew that if I wanted to get laid there was a long waiting list of suitors to do the honors.

“Hey, I’ve still got that weed if you want to get high,” said a familiar voice behind me.

I turned and saw my friend Jay grinning at me. I realized that he was one of the boys I had kissed and wondered what had possessed me to do something that stupid.

“Yeah, that sounds cool,” I said and the two of us slipped off to my stepfather’s tool shed.


CHAPTER 5:

Once we were inside I locked the door and Jay produced his pipe and proceeded to load it with some weed. I smoked pot sometimes because it seemed like an “edgy” thing to do but I was never part of the “stoner” crowd who wore “420” emblazoned on t-shirts as code for marijuana or listened to Bob Marley while they got high.

I had absolutely no idea whether my stepsister had ever smoked pot before but I knew I was about to in her body. Jay took the first hit and passed the pipe and lighter to me. After a couple of totes I was really feeling it and also feeling really horny.

“I can’t believe I actually got to kiss you,” said Jay in an almost reverent tone.

“Don’t sell yourself short dude. You’re a decent-looking guy,” I said sympathetically.

“Wow, I didn’t think you even knew I was alive.”

“Sure I did, you’re one of my...stepbrother’s best friends,” I said, catching myself in the nick of time.

“Yeah, and he’s always telling me I don’t have a shot with you,” said Jay.

“Well, he probably doesn’t want you to get your hopes up too much. And it was just a kiss, after all. I kiss lots of people.”

“So I noticed,” Jay replied.

“Here, give me that pipe,” I said.

I took a huge draw on the pipe and held the smoke in while I leaned over and kissed Jay, expelling the rest of the smoke into his mouth. Jay inhaled and leaned towards me, causing me to fall back on the seat cushions we were using for pillows. Once I was on my back he was on top of me and we were kissing pretty passionately.

“I want to see your boobs so bad. I’ve had wet dreams about them forever,” said Jay.

“Okay,” I said softly as I reached behind my back and fumbled with the strap, finally getting it open.

Jay pulled off his shirt and I took off my top and the look on his face was indescribable.

“Those are really something,” he said as he stared at my bare breasts. “Can I touch them?”

“Sure,” I said in a very shaky voice, not at all sure why this was exciting me so much.

Jay kind of groped and pawed at my boobs for a while and then we started kissing again, which was a little more intense since we were both topless now. I found myself caught in the middle of a situation for which I saw no clear way of resolving properly. There was a part of me that wanted to make my old pal Jay’s dreams come true, and a part of me that was horrified by the thought and wanted to run for the door. Part me thought this was a golden opportunity to find out what sex was like in a non-threatening way with a friend, and another part of me that thought if I went any further with him I’d never be able to look at him again when I was back to being my male self.

Another side of me thought that my stepsister would probably be really pissed off when she found out that Jay had slept with her body, which I know is kind of a creepy way of putting it but you know what I mean. There was no rule that said I couldn’t have sex with whoever I wanted so that would just be her tough luck to deal with the consequences later. My only mandate was to not get knocked up so she really wouldn’t have a legitimate complaint.

While we kissed I reached down into his swim trunks and took hold of his very erect penis. I started stroking him in his pants and all of a sudden he groaned and I felt hot wet sticky stuff going all over my hand. I realized that he had ejaculated in his pants.

“Oh, fuck...oh, fuck,” he wailed as he pulled away from me and sat up, looking sadly at his shorts. “I am so sorry. I am so sorry. I am so sorry.”

“Hey, that’s okay,” I said soothingly, taking his head in my hands and trying to get him to look at me. “It happens. Really, it’s okay.”

“I am such an idiot,” Jay moaned. “You’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen and I never thought in a million years that I’d be making out with you and now I go and pull this.”

“Don’t worry about it Jay. It happens to everyone,” I said, not having any idea whether that was true or not. “Look on the bright side...at least you got a hand job.”

“Hey, yeah, do you want me to do something for you? I mean do you want me to try to get you off with my fingers or something?” Jay asked.

“No, I’m fine. Can I just take a rain check on this whole thing? I need to get back to the party and you probably want to get cleaned up a little.”

“God, you are so awesome. The way Darrell talks about you I just assumed that you were this total stuck up bitch, but you’re really a cool chick, you know that?”

“Thanks dude, it’s nice to hear that, especially from a nice guy like you.”

Jay cleaned himself up with some paper towels and I put my top back on and we both left the shed a few minutes apart just to avoid calling attention to ourselves. My stepdad was doing the barbecuing but Darrell was in full on host mode, bringing people plates with burgers and hot dogs and making sure that everyone had what they wanted to drink. He looked so cool and in control, like he didn’t care at all whether people thought he was weird or not.

I wondered whether Jay would tell him about our experience in the shed. He might, because playing with some girl’s boobs was kind of a big deal and just the sort of thing he might want to brag about but then there was the way it ended, so he probably wouldn’t want to mention that to anyone. Plus is there ever really an appropriate way to tell someone that you just copped a feel of their sister’s titties?

While everyone was eating I figured it was a good time for me to slip back up to my room. I had dodged a major bullet by a fortuitous act of premature ejaculation but I didn’t need to press my luck. Plus my hand was still kind of sticky from Jay’s cum.

When I got there I knew I needed to masturbate but I wasn’t sure how to do it or what to look at for inspiration. Even though it had ended abruptly I had made a man cum with my hand and a bunch of different guys had kissed and touched me. It should have repulsed me but I didn’t really feel all that bad about it. It had all been very sexy and exciting, which wasn’t something I was used to at all.

I knew that there were sex toys in a box on the top shelf in the back of the closet. I had to pull a chair over to reach it but I got it done and took it over to the bed. There were several different devices but there was one that looked almost exactly like a real penis so I took that one and kind of stroked it a little. It was a lot bigger than Jay’s cock and obviously not warm like the real thing but pretty soon I was rubbing the head of it up and down my slit. I had just pulled my bikini bottom to the side but now I took it completely off.

I brought the laptop computer over to the bed and dialed up some random porn. The video was of Skylar Vox, a blonde with huge tits, playing a student who was trying to seduce her teacher for better grades. When she started blowing the guy I put the dildo in my mouth and tried to emulate what she was doing on screen. When she got fucked on her back on top of a desk I lay down and put the dildo in my pussy. Whatever position she got in I tried to match it, though some were easier to manage with a toy in my hand than others.

By the time we got to doggy-style I could feel myself starting to cum. I was trying to stay up on my knees but I just buried my face in the mattress and pounded my snatch as fast as I could as my whole body exploded with intense feelings that were way beyond anything I had ever felt when jacking off as a man.

It was a good thing that my face was covered because otherwise someone might have heard my moans, which were almost screams at one point. I was out of my fucking mind and quivering all over. I had no idea whether all girls felt this good when they masturbated or whether there was just something about this body that really got off on it but I was pretty sure I’d be doing a lot more of it in the future.

The video made me wonder whether Ashley had ever fucked her teachers for better grades. It would certainly explain why I never saw her studying. Then I wondered if I would ever do something like that if I were in her position. It would sure be tempting, at least if the teacher looked halfway decent and wasn’t some fat old guy.

I wondered whether Darrell was fucking anyone tonight, or maybe already had done so. It would certainly be ironic if I finally lost my virginity but I wasn’t even there to enjoy it. This contest was such a silly idea but I felt more confident than ever that I could win by outsmarting Darrell. I had my brains in Ashley’s incredible body and that seemed like a combination that couldn’t lose.


CHAPTER 6:

I was a girl now and it was perfectly natural that I would have urges. And being a girl there was nothing odd about having those urges directly applied to boys. That was just nature. They had cocks and I had a pussy. I may not have been born that way but that was the way it was now. It seemed better to accept that fact and not try to fight it if I wanted to come out ahead in this competition.

Darrell’s Mr. Cool Party Guy thing had thrown me off but that was okay. This was a marathon, not a sprint. My stepsister had a reputation for being a slut, although in all honesty I had done a lot to perpetuate that notion, but the truth was I had no idea what her sexual history might actually be. I knew she dated a lot of different guys and she obviously knew something about sex, hence the secret stash of dildos, but I hadn’t been able to find any concrete evidence yet on her electronic devices.

I suppose I was hoping for a checklist of guys who had banged her, or some homemade porn showing her in the act, or at least a salacious diary filled with lurid details about all the men she’d spread her legs for. I had always assumed that as a cheerleader she had gone down on the whole varsity football team, maybe even all at the same time. I knew dozens and dozens of guys who wanted to fuck her but I honestly didn’t know anyone who actually had.

That just meant that she was covering her trail well. Her sluttiness was more on the q.t. than I had suspected. That made sense. One probably didn’t want to be completely defined as the campus whore, even if she was. That left me an opening. If I started to undo all of her hard work to keep her sex mania under wraps she would probably panic and beg to end the contest before I had totally wrecked her reputation beyond repair.

Of course that meant that I was going to have to have a lot of sex, and I needed everybody to know that I was having a lot of sex. I wasn’t sure exactly how I was going to accomplish that part of it but I knew I’d figure something out. It was something that I could do to her that she couldn’t retaliate against. I didn’t care if Darrell got a reputation for banging a bunch of girls. Call it a double standard but that could only benefit me in the long run. I was already looking forward to getting my lips on Heather Long just as soon as this contest was over.

I decided to fire the first shot by taking some lewd selfies and sending them to guys in her contact list along with some suggestive yet cryptic message like “missing me?” or “like what you see?” or something along those lines. Pictures like that were bound to get around pretty fast. They didn’t have to be totally raunchy, just dirty enough to get the point across. Ashley was a big slut and didn’t care who knew it.

It was kind of a mean thing to do but she had probably sent dirty pictures to guys before. And if I wanted to wrap this thing up quickly I was going to have to take drastic action. Just hanging out in my room had been the worst strategy possible. Darrell had taken the bull by the horns and got under my skin, as I’m sure he knew he would. Being passive was not going to win the day.

I wasn’t sure how racy I wanted the photos to be so I started with just a tight top with no bra under it. You could see the outline of my nipples but that seemed a little too subtle. Next I dug up a lacy nightgown thing that was pretty sheer. You could definitely see more of my tits but I still wasn’t sure that was enough. Finally I said fuck it and went topless, although I did take some pictures where I was covering, or partially covering my boobs with my hands or an arm. It was all a lot of fun because I just loved the way I looked in all of them. It didn’t matter if I was smiling or trying to look sultry I was just so damn pretty that it didn’t seem possible to take a bad picture.

I blasted six or seven snapshots out there along with different but similar messages. I chose guys that I knew she corresponded with and hoped that if they replied they would say something that would confirm that they had in fact had sex with her. I got a lot of responses very quickly and most of them were pictures of dude’s dicks with their own brief message such as:

“Anytime you want it baby.”

“Nine inches of fun!”

“So hard looking at your pic babe.”

That didn’t really answer the question of whether or not they had ever slept with Ashley but I sure did discover that there were a lot of guys out there with really big cocks and all of them definitely wanted to stick theirs inside me somewhere.

A dick pic is a really strange thing when you think about it. I showed some tit but it was basically a picture of my face. These selfies got right to the point. Here’s my hard on, if you want it let’s hook up. It certainly took the guesswork out of wondering what a guy was packing.

I felt so dirty looking at them and thinking about them and wondering what they might feel like inside my pussy. I knew what the dildo felt like but that was cold and plastic. I remembered how good it felt to just press my breasts against Jay’s bare skin, or how his dick pulsated in my hand before erupting in a sticky mess. Plus I wouldn’t have to contort myself to get in a position where I could hang onto the dildo. A man could easily move me around while he kept his prick in my gash.

Now that I had planted the slut seed I had no idea how long it would take to sprout. I knew that guys being guys some of them would surely pass my pictures along but I didn’t think it was wise to just sit and wait for that. A picture without action was certainly damning evidence but I needed for people to think that I was ready to back those pictures up with real sex. That meant that I was going to need to do some fucking.

I looked through the dick pictures again and chose the one that looked the least intimidating. It was still a serious piece of lumber but not quite as big as some of the others and I thought it looked kind of pretty. The head had a nice rosy color to it and the shaft slightly bent upwards like a banana. The penis in question belonged to a guy named Chuck Phillips and I had seen him around the house a few times when he was calling on Ashley. Since he didn’t seem to need my help getting Ashley’s attention I had never really had any direct contact with him which was fine with me. This was just going to be a booty call I wasn’t trying to get chummy with him.

Chuck lived with his mom, who was working late that night, so we’d have plenty of time to do what we had to do before she got home. I picked out something suitably slutty to wear and told my mom that I was going out with Chuck and that I’d probably be home late.

“Have a nice time dear,” was all she said to me as I left the house headed for infamy.

“Wow, you look smokin’ babe,” said Chuck as he greeted me at the door.

Chuck was the kind of guy that Ashley seemed to prefer. Square jawed, ruggedly handsome, athletic but not overly muscular. He was a big guy and he made me feel very small as he bent down to kiss me.

“I don’t know what made you finally decide that you wanted to take a ride on the Chucky Express but I’m sure glad you did,” said Chuck as he took me to his bedroom.

The Chucky Express? Did he honestly think that was clever? I guess it didn’t really matter since he knew I was there to fuck so trying to impress me wasn’t a priority. When we got in his room and he pulled off his shirt I was impressed by how ripped his body was. I had no idea how many hours you had to spend to get a physique like that but I knew it was more than I would ever invest no matter how much I admired his body.

Since he had taken off his shirt I figured there was a quid pro quo to this kind of thing so I took mine off as well.

“Damn girl, they look even better in person,” said Chuck as he led me to the bed and we got on top of it.

From his conversation so far I it sounded like he hadn’t slept with Ashley yet but had tried to and his comment about my boobs made it sound like he hadn’t even seen them in the flesh before. This was puzzling because I knew he had gone out with Ashley a number of times and they frequently exchanged flirty text messages.

We fooled around a bit and Chuck went straight for my boobs but he had a little more finesse than Jay and worked them gently, which was appreciated, and he gave my nipples plenty of love, which was arousing. Along the line my skirt came off and so did his pants so we were both down to our underpants. Chuck stuck his hand in my panties and started to feel me up while we kissed and I moaned very softly.

“You’re so wet,” he commented.

I just moaned a little louder.

“You want to get Mr. C out of his holster?” asked Chuck.

“Is that C for cock or C for chuck?” I inquired.

“Either way. Doesn’t matter,” he replied.

He was right. It really didn’t matter. Whatever name it went by it would soon be inside me. I pulled off his shorts and his rosy-headed banana cock jumped up to greet me. Suddenly it seemed larger than it did in the photo and far more intimidating. Even so I took off my panties and waited for Chuck to do something.

“Hop on babe. Take it for a spin,” he said.

It looked like I was about to board the Chucky Express after all.


CHAPTER 7:

For some reason I had assumed that we would do it with me on my back, not that I wasn’t familiar with many positions from all the porn I watched. Maybe he watched a lot of porn too I thought.

Having absolutely no experience with this or any other position I found it a little difficult to get myself lined up properly as I straddled his pelvis. The first couple of time that I tried to sit down on his dick it just slipped and I had to try it again. Finally I reached down and held him firm as I lowered my snatch onto his prick and then the magic started.

I was connected to another human. We were so close his cock was literally inside me. I had seen people do this a million times on screen but for the first time in my life I was actually doing it and not just watching someone else do it.

“Oh, yesssssss,” I sighed.

“That’s it baby, ride that big cock,” Chuck said encouragingly.

Riding the Chucky Express may have been a silly slogan but it was proving to be the best ride of my life. Screw the roller-coasters and theme park bullshit. I didn’t need some elaborate contraption with curves and drops. Bouncing up and down on Chuck’s throbbing member was all the excitement I could ask for and then some.

The hornier I got the faster I rode and the more my boobs bounced, which was a really strange feeling but probably looked quite nice to Chuck. I always liked seeing a nice pair of bouncing boobs in videos.

When I started to cum I stopped bouncing and started grinding my crotch down as hard as I could. He was so fucking deep inside me and I was whimpering pathetically as I tried to rub my clit against him as much as possible. My breathing was really erratic and my head was spinning. I wanted more and more and more on top of that.

“Why don’t we switch it up baby?” Chuck suggested.

This was also new to me because in porn people just moved from one thing to another without discussing it. Sometimes you’d see a guy moving a girl into another position and sometimes there was just a dissolve and then the next thing would be happening. I guess with no camera tricks in real life someone had to suggest the next step. Reluctantly I climbed off of his dick and started fingering myself while waiting for the plan to unfold.

Chuck pulled me down next to him and we started kissing again. I looked down at his cock and decided that I had been right about it being pretty. It was just about the prettiest thing I had ever seen I thought at that moment. And I wasn’t intimidated by it anymore. I knew I could handle it, which I did literally as I started stroking him.

“You want to suck it babe?” Chuck asked hopefully.

“I really like the way it feels in my pussy. I want you to fuck me some more,” I replied, skillfully dodging the BJ bullet while boosting his ego at the same time.

“Fine with me,” said Chuck as he got between my legs and I felt his big banana filling me up once more.

It wasn’t that I was opposed to trying blowjobs as much as I didn’t feel suitably prepared for it. It was a standard feature of virtually every porn video I had ever seen so I assumed men would expect it but I needed more time to practice with my dildo.

Lying on my back, feeling Chuck’s big strong body pressed up against me was sublime. I had enjoyed being in control, more or less, when I was on top of him but it was also nice to let him take charge and set the pace. It was so much easier this way and I tended to be kind of lazy by nature.

If Jay was an extreme example of brevity Chuck was a model of stamina. I had no idea exactly how much time had passed since we got in bed but it seemed like the man would never stop. I started to wonder if he had the opposite problem from Jay and just couldn’t ejaculate but pretty soon I heard the grunts and felt the jerking inside me as he finally began to cum. It was a really wonderful feeling because he had gotten me off and now I was getting him off and everyone had gotten what they wanted. Not too quick but not too long. I was a very happy girl when he pulled out and flopped down beside me.

“Wow, that was fucking awesome,” said Chuck.

“I know. You were fucking awesome,” I said.

“So were you babe. It’s just so hard to believe that it took so long for us to do this.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. It was the final confirmation that this was the first time we had done it but I didn’t know why Ashley had avoided it. Chuck was attractive and had a great body and a pretty cock that didn’t just cum the moment that you put your hand on it. She must have had her reasons but that was her loss as far as I was concerned. Maybe she just didn’t know a good lay when she saw one.

We hung out in bed for a little while but I really didn’t want to be there when his mom got home so I excused myself and got dressed.

“Hey, if you want to spend the night my mom won’t care. I’m eighteen and she knows what I do,” said Chuck.

“Maybe next time stud. I have to get home,” I said sweetly as I kissed him goodbye.

I felt like I had played the whole evening perfectly. I didn’t get stuck in any conversations that I didn’t know how to get out of, I avoided giving head, and I left Chuck a happy camper who would no doubt have only good things to say about our encounter.

My stepsister often got a really smug expression on her face that always pissed me off but I had a feeling that I had the same expression now and it felt better to be on this side of it for a change.


CHAPTER 8:

The next penis on my list belonged to Marcus Tatum, the jock/surfer who had been the first boy I ever kissed. He had grabbed my butt while we were kissing and now I figured we’d kick it up a notch.

I invited him to my house, hoping that Darrell might catch a glimpse of us together before we went up to my room. And since his room was right next to mine there was always the chance that he might even hear us banging away.

The first part of my plan worked in that Darrell was home when Marcus arrived but what I hadn’t expected was that Darrell wasn’t alone. Heather Long was there with him just hanging out together in the living room watching something on TV. Darrell casually had his arm around her shoulder and looked very comfortable. That got under my skin a little again but at least he got to see Marcus and I going up to my room.

“What do you suppose she sees in him?” I asked Marcus once we were alone.

“Who?” he replied.

“Heather Long and...Darrell,” I said, practically spitting out his name.

“I don’t know. Who cares? I came here to see you baby.”

We started kissing and pretty soon I was lost in his embrace and wasn’t worrying about Darrell. There is something that feels really snug when you’re in the arms of a strong man. You feel safe and protected and you don’t mind being smaller or weaker at all.

As we kissed we undressed each other and once we were naked we got on the bed. I stroked his cock and he fingered my pussy as we kind of rolled around on the bed.

“I sure like the new you,” Marcus commented.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know, you’re not playing hard to get anymore. You’re just hanging it out there and going for it. I used to think you were kind of cock tease but you sure don’t seem like it now.”

Suddenly I heard a noise from Darrell’s room and I stopped and sat upright trying to listen carefully.

“Hey, what’s wrong babe? I was just kidding about that cock tease stuff,” said Marcus.

“Do you hear that?” I asked.

“Hear what?”

“That sound from the next room.”

Marcus joined me in sitting up and he tried to hear what I was hearing.

“I think I hear some talking but I can’t make out what they’re saying,” Marcus volunteered.

I scooted up to the head of the bed and pressed my ear to the wall. Muffled voices...the sound of girlish laughter...silence.

“Is that your brother’s room?” Marcus asked.

“Stepbrother. What do you think they’re doing in there?”

“Probably what we should be doing, which is fucking,” Marcus replied.

“You’re right, you’re absolutely right. What do I care what that idiot does? Let’s fuck,” I said as I got away from the wall and positioned myself on the bed on all fours. “Well come on stud...fuck me.”

Marcus didn’t need to be asked twice and he got up behind me and put his very large cock into my pussy. The happy memories of riding the Chucky Express came flooding back to me and I was delighted to have a man inside me again.

“Oh, yes...that’s it...that’s it baby...fuck me...fuck me harder,” I cried.

I figured that men probably liked to hear a chick talk dirty during sex and it seemed to be doing the trick for Marcus. The more filthy I became the harder he fucked me and pretty soon the bed was really rocking. Rocking so much that it was banging against the wall a bit. I would have had my smug expression on my face but I moaning and gasping too much for that.

“Oooooh, your big cock feels so good in my tight little pussy,” I said in a sustained groan of pleasure.

Then all of a sudden I heard a banging but it was coming from the other side of the wall. I could just make out little high pitched chirping noises. That slut Darrell was obviously screwing Heather Long and he was doing it in the room right next to me. He was rubbing his conquest in my face and there was nothing I could do about it.

“That asshole,” I hissed under my breath.

“You want me to stick it in your asshole?” asked Marcus.

“No, no...just keep doing what you’re doing baby,” I replied.

Marcus kept thrusting into me and I made louder and louder noises, partly to make sure that the couple in the next room could hear me and partly to drown them out. Darrell the ladies man. Darrell the great lover. Ha! I’ll show him what sex sounds like.

“I changed my mind. Stick it in my ass,” I suddenly blurted out.

“Are you sure?” asked Marcus.

“Yeah, give it to me in the ass baby. That’s how I like it!” I practically shouted.

Marcus pulled out of my box and a moment later he was pressing his huge dick up my asshole. I cried out so loudly that I was afraid that not only would they hear it next door they might hear it all the way down the block. I was extremely glad that my parents weren’t home at any rate.

“Oh yessssssss! Give it to me! Fuck me in the ass!” I said loudly.

“You really are a dirty girl aren’t you?” said Marcus appreciatively as he slapped my rump a couple of times.

“Yes I’m such a dirty girl. I’m a dirty little slut and I don’t care who knows it!”

While Marcus boned my butt I reached back between my legs and rubbed my clit. The stimulation was intense and I started making strange sounds that were sort of a cross between a howl and a moan. At that point I don’t know whether the lovebirds in the next room thought I was doing anal or hunting elephants.

Mercifully Marcus didn’t last too long once he was in my anus and I felt a definite sense of relief once he had drained his balls in my asshole. I collapsed on my stomach and just lay there feeling totally wrecked.

“That was hot,” said Marcus as he stretched out next to me. “I’ve never met a girl who wanted to do anal before. I thought I’d never even be in bed with you but man it was worth the wait.”

I really wasn’t paying all that much attention to what Marcus was saying. On the wall behind me was the steady thump of Darrell’s bed and Heather’s happy moans. It looked like this was going to be a war of attrition unless I stepped up my game and crushed Darrell in a bold flanking move. I just had to figure out what that was.


CHAPTER 9:

I had interacted with Ashley’s female friends very little since the contest began but I decided to accept an invitation to go with some of the girls to a local water park. I thought it would be good to spend some time with someone who didn’t want to bone me for a change and the water park was a great place to have some fun and show off my freshly waxed bikini body.

There was Jill Morales, Cindy Simpson, Arla Patinki, and me, and we made a pretty hot crew in our bathing suits. I knew all of these girls in the sense that they hung out with my stepsister a lot and I had fantasized about fucking all of them at one time or another in my life. They were way out of my league as a man but now they were like my BFFs, which was a really strange reversal of roles.

“God, that girl is way too fat to be wearing that suit,” Jill commented about one of the park guests as we sat in a patio area sipping drinks and appraising the crowd.

“Totally,” Arla said in agreement.

I would hardly have called that girl fat at all but these gals were some tough judges and they didn’t pull any punches when it came to assessing other women. Of course they could also appreciate style successes when they saw them, although sometimes kind of grudgingly.

“I like those earrings, don’t you?” said Cindy as an attractive girl walked by.

“Yeah, but they’re so last year don’t you think?” said Jill.

“I suppose. I like them anyway,” said Cindy, sticking to her guns.

I realized the safest thing for me to do was to simply agree with the others when there was a consensus about something. “You know it girl,” or “tell me about it” were perfect responses to just about anything and nobody noticed that I wasn’t really making conversation.

It was obvious that these girls placed a great deal of importance on physical appearance. They were the “hot girls” in school and their parents tended to have money so they were able to indulge in keeping up with the latest styles and getting pampered frequently in salons. It seemed like they were putting a lot of pressure on themselves and each other and I started to understand what Ashley had meant about how difficult it was to maintain the perfect feminine image.

The more I thought about it the more it seemed to me that this wasn’t just a natural desire to look nice it was more of a manufactured standard of beauty fueled by movies and television and by Internet influencers who were trying to sell skin care products or expensive handbags. These were all very pretty young women who didn’t need all of that stuff to look beautiful and who could probably enjoy a cheeseburger once in a while without worrying that it was going to go straight to their thighs.

“So...is it true?” Cindy suddenly asked me, breaking me from my thoughts.

“Is what true?” I asked.

“I heard you finally went all the way with Chuck Phillips,” said Cindy.

“No wait, I heard it was Marcus Tatum,” said Arla.

“So...who was it?” asked Jill.

“Both, I guess,” I said a little sheepishly.

“You dirty slut,” Arla giggled.

“Yeah, well, what can I say?” I said with a casual shrug.

“So you rode the Chucky Express?” said Cindy which caused all three of them to giggle wildly.

“God, does he really say that?” Arla asked.

“Ah, yeah he does,” I admitted to more laughter.

This was exactly the kind of gossip I had been hoping to generate but it felt kind of funny hearing it to my face. It also surprised me that girls talked about sex this openly. I had always assumed that was more of a guy kind of thing.

“I once saw a picture that was supposedly Marcus Tatum’s dick and it was positively humongous. Is it really that big?” asked Jill.

“Yeah he’s not hurting in that department,” I confessed.

“But I’ll bet you were after he stuck that telephone pole in you,” Arla joked.

“What about Chuck?” asked Cindy.

“He’s not quite as big but his dick is really pretty. I like the way it kind of scoops up,” I said truthfully.

“Banana boner,” said Arla.

These girls obviously really liked talking about sex in detail. The main difference between them and the way I had heard guys talking about it was the fact that pretty much everything made them giggle. Boys tried to play it cool and carry it off with swagger. It was more of a bragging kind of thing. These girls were just as raunchy but they were silly about it, which was kind of cute.

“No wonder we haven’t seen much of you so far this summer,” Jill commented. “You’ve obviously been banging every hot guy in town.”

“Hardly. Like you bitches have been sitting at home reading the Bible or something,” I interjected, starting to get in the swing of the conversation.

That kicked off some general boy talk and shifted the focus away from my shameless exploits, which was fine with me. Fame is a double-edged sword I guess and I was feeling the spotlight burning a little too brightly.

I had always admired these girls for their looks but assumed they were pretty awful people, something that was only reinforced by their bitchy comments about other girls, but as the day wore on I started to like them more and more. Despite their external gorgeousness they obviously had their own insecurities and even their sex talk showed that they were genuinely curious more than flaunting their experience.

Something told me that traveling in a pack in public like this probably created a different dynamic than there would be just hanging out with one of them in private. It was kind of like we were part of a reality TV show and acting the way we were expected to react and we spent a hell of a lot of time taking pictures of ourselves or each other and posting them to the web from our phones. It was all hashtag this and hashtag that and letting our followers know how sexy and fabulous we were and how much fun we were having. We spent so much time trying to document our fun that we really didn’t devote much time to actually having fun, like going on rides or something.

At the end of the day I felt glad that I had accepted their invitation and I genuinely wanted to get to know these girls better on a more personal level. I certainly felt a very strong bond with them even though I didn’t really know them yet. It was a pleasant surprise and kind of an eye opening experience.


CHAPTER 10:

Naturally I wanted Darrell to be miserable so that he would call it quits and I would win the contest and get back to my old self with a nice pile of cash to throw around. Unfortunately Darrell didn’t seem miserable at all and that kind of bummed me out on two levels. First he was showing no signs of cracking, and second he seemed to be living my life better than I did. That was probably even more frustrating than the competition was.

It was kind of weird that my cock had finally been inside of someone’s pussy and I hadn’t been there to enjoy it. What did that Darrell have that I didn’t have? Was he plying Heather with drugs or booze or something? He had to be playing some kind of an angle that I had never thought of but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out what it was.

The truly crazy part of it was that being a girl wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. I was starting to get the hang of it. Even the whole time consuming process of getting ready to go out wasn’t the total drudgery I anticipated. And there was so much sex to be had. I hadn’t even been out on a date yet and I had already done it two times. Well, two and a half if you counted making Jay cum in his pants.

I felt really bad for the guy, especially since he was one of my actual friends, and it seemed to me like I should do something to boost his confidence and restore his masculine pride. I didn’t want him to go through life being afraid to get intimate with a girl. Since I had offered him a “rain check” it seemed like it might be nice to get together and give him a chance to get back in the saddle. Plus he was a friend and I missed his company.

There was an amusement center that we liked to go hang out at that had miniature golf and go karts and arcade games so I hit him up and suggested that it might be fun to go there.

“You mean like on a date?” he asked nervously.

“Well, yeah, but no big thing. I mean don’t go rent a tux or something,” I joked. “Let’s just go hang out and have a good time.”

He didn’t rent a tux but he was certainly dressed better than I had ever seen him before. He was also very neatly groomed and I couldn’t help but notice that he cleaned up rather nicely. I knew his ego needed boosting so I let him win at miniature golf, even though I always kicked his ass when we played. It was just a bit of womanly manipulation to make a man feel better although I had to make some outrageously crappy shots to make sure that he beat me.

After a while he started to relax and we walked around holding hands which was kind of sweet. Jay was kind of a misfit like I was, or like I was when I was Darrell. He was actually a pretty talented musician, which I found impressive since I didn’t play any kind of an instrument at all, although we often talked about starting a band with me as the lead singer, which we never got around to doing.

We had known each other forever and I felt really comfortable just hanging with the dude. It didn’t really matter what we were doing it was always just better doing it with him. It was nice that we could still be friends even when I was a girl but this night was ultimately about sex and I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

When we left the amusement center I told him to drive until I saw a nice dark spot and had him park. I suggested that we put some music on and get in the back seat, which we did.

“Now you just relax baby and let me take care of you,” I said as I unfastened his pants and pulled out his dick.

Now that I got to see his erect penis it looked much nicer than I had anticipated. It wasn’t Marcus Tatum scale but it would have looked quite at home among my dick pic collection. Jay seemed like the perfect guy to bestow my first BJ on. He wasn’t so massive that I’d be afraid of gagging and he wouldn’t have any super high expectations. Plus he was my buddy and if you can’t blow your friends who can you blow?

“You’ve got a nice cock,” I said as I stroked him just enough to make sure that he was fully hard. “I’ll bet it tastes good too.”

With that I started licking him and braced myself for another quick release but fortunately he didn’t pop right away so I got a little more aggressive and cupped his balls while I ran my lips up and down his shaft.

“Oh, God…” Jay moaned. “I must be dreaming.”

“Well it’s a very tasty dream baby,” I said just before I opened my mouth and took about half of his cock down my throat.

I would swear to you on a stack of dirty magazines that I had never had a gay thought about my friend Jay in my life but having his cock in my mouth now seemed totally natural and very exciting. And giving head seemed to be a very visceral experience anyway as in something that you felt deeply more than you thought about it. The smell, the taste, the feeling of his warm flesh on my tongue. It was amazing.

I tried to look up at Jay to see his expression but it was pretty dark in the car but I could hear his content moans and knew that he must be restoring his manhood. I had expected him to lose it the minute I actually started sucking, if not sooner, but he was standing tall.

Since he was lasting so long it gave me a great chance to experiment and practice my technique. I think it was actually the width of my dildo that I had more trouble swallowing than the length because I was getting Jay’s cock down my throat with relative ease, aided by the breathing techniques I had read about online.

My jaw was actually getting a little sore by the time I tasted the first few drops of his precum fluid so I focused my oral attention on the head of his prick while I stroked his shaft vigorously.

It wasn’t long before the first hot blast of his jizz hit the back of my throat, followed by several other gooey spurts. I swallowed it all down and then licked his cock for good measure.

“Wow,” said Jay sounding truly amazed.

“You did great stud. I can’t believe how long you lasted,” I said.

“Well I’ve got to confess something. When I went to the bathroom at the amusement place I went into one of the stalls and jacked off,” Jay admitted. “That only took about ten seconds but I figured it would help me keep it up later.”

“That was very clever. Good thinking,” I said. “I wonder why I didn’t think of that.”

“I guess it’s kind of cheating.”

“Fuck no dude. That was creative problem solving. Although jacking off in a public restroom was probably not the most pleasant thing in the world,” I joked.

“Why are you being so nice to me?” Jay asked, kind of catching me off guard.

“Well, because I like you. You’re a nice guy and you deserve to be treated nicely,” I replied.

“I thought hot girls really hated nice guys.”

“Maybe I’m not your typical hot girl,” I said, which was very true although Jay would never know exactly what I meant by that.


CHAPTER 11:

My evening with Jay had been really fun. Once he got over the dating jitters it was like old times with the added benefit of being able to have sex at the end. After I had blown Jay we fooled around for a while in the backseat and he got me off with his fingers. When he asked me if I would like to go out with him again sometime I didn’t hesitate to say yes.

I didn’t know what my female friends would think of this pairing since Jay wasn’t an “A list” campus celebrity like the other guys I had been with but I didn’t really care. I had a feeling Darrell might care because I was lowering the Ashley brand but I didn’t care much about that either. I liked Darrell, and now that he had figured out how to overcome his premature ejaculation I was looking forward to having him fuck me. So there.

One thing I liked about my date with Jay was that neither one of us took our phones out the whole time we were there. I slightly regretted that in a way because I would have been proud to post that I was on a date with him, but that had never been something that Jay and I were into at all and I still wasn’t totally in the swing of the whole social networking thing as Ashley.

I did ask him to send me a picture of his dick, which he did quite promptly, and I responded by sending him a pussy picture with the caption “anytime U want it baby.” If nothing else it gave him something handy to whack off to before he actually claimed his prize.

As much fun as my mini romance with Jay was I knew that I had to take drastic action to pull ahead in the race with Darrell so I hit upon the idea of making a sex tape. I wasn’t planning on launching a whole public career with mine the way Kim Kardashian did but it would definitely make waves in a certain circle that I wanted to shake up.

I was also trying to solve a bit of a mystery. I knew that Jay had never been with Ashley but neither had Chuck or Marcus, or so it appeared. Ashley was a slut so who had she been fucking? Or was it conceivably possible that her legendary sexuality was more of an urban myth; something that everyone had heard about from someone else but no one had first hand knowledge of? That seemed unlikely but I couldn’t rule it out entirely.

If I went ahead and made this sex tape it would certainly be documentary evidence of her wanton behavior now, regardless of what she may or may not have done in the past. I started to feel kind of guilty about the idea. Maybe I had overestimated her reputation based on my own personal bias. Or maybe she had gotten a bum wrap. The cock tease comment from Marcus had kind of stuck in my head. I knew that Ashley was a big flirt and went out with lots of different guys but maybe she was more talk than action. Of course a sex tape would certainly get rid of the whole tease stigma. Rumors are just rumors and people say a lot of shit but a video was pretty solid evidence.

I really didn’t want to throw her under the bus. As much as I wanted to win the contest she was going to be my stepsister again and it would suck if I ruined her whole life or something. A video like that could come back to haunt you someday. I had almost talked myself out of doing it but then fate took a hand.

Late one night I was having a little trouble sleeping and I went to open my bedroom window to let some air in. As I glanced down I noticed the hot tub lights were on, which was unusual when no one was using it. Then I saw a shape sitting on the edge of the tub and realized that it was Darrell. I wondered why the hell he would just be sticking his legs in the hot tub at two o’clock in the morning so I slipped downstairs and silently opened the back door. Fortunately there were some large bushes out there that would provide me with concealment so I tiptoed my way over to them and was able to get a good view of the whole hot tub.

To my total shock I realized that the reason Darrell was sitting on the edge like that was because Heather was in the water sucking his cock. I turned to flee by my legs wouldn’t let me. I stared in fascination as I watched myself getting head. Talk about an out of body experience. I knew that Darrell and Heather had been seeing a lot of each other, and I was pretty darn certain that they had boned, but I never in a million years imagined that she was the kind of girl who sucked cock, let alone my cock, or Darrell’s at the moment.

Now I had sucked cock but I wasn’t a real girl with all the baggage that went along with that. And I had only done it as a favor to a friend, at least at first until I found out how enjoyable it was. And I was Ashley Campbell. I was a slut and expected to do things like that. Heather always seemed like such a sweet and innocent kind of girl. Had I been wrong about her or just wrong about things in general?

I managed to sneak away before the deed was done so I missed the money shot but I had seen more than enough. Getting back to sleep was now damn near impossible as I tossed and turned and pondered the universe.

I was an 18-year-old fresh out of high school and labels had always been a big part of life. Were you a band geek or a jock? Was that a good girl or a slut? The idea of people being nuanced and complex and not easy to pigeonhole was a new concept to me and I wasn’t sure how it worked but I sure wanted to know. I had been desperately searching for a label. For a group to belong to where all I had to do was do exactly what everyone else was doing. Exactly what that group was expected to do. I’d never found that but I was beginning to wonder why that had always been so important to me.

When I went to the water park with the girls I thought the best part would be being part of a group that thought alike and dressed alike, especially since that was the “hot chicks” group that was about the coolest group you could belong to in school. In reality I found that I liked the girls but I was more interested in them individually. I wanted to know them more the way I knew Jay or my other few male friends and I hoped that I would get that opportunity somewhere along the line.

Of course that kind of conflicted with my stated desire to end the contest as soon as possible and be restored to my true identity. What was the point of developing a friendship with somebody as Ashley when I could be back to being Darrell tomorrow? My motives seemed to be getting kind of fuzzy. I was actually looking forward to going out on another date with Jay and the gals and I were talking about maybe getting together and doing something on the 4th of July. The summer was going by so fast that it seemed like three months would just be brushing the surface of experiencing life as a female and there were so many things that I wanted to do.

I suppose what was still at the root of it all was the sibling rivalry and the determination that I wasn’t going to give my stepsister the satisfaction of being proven right.


CHAPTER 12:

Watching Darrell get his dick sucked had impacted me in a number of ways. There was a Ghost of Christmas Future kind of vibe as I looked at what might be myself some day getting head, and from a porn perspective because it was like watching a movie of me having sex. It also pissed me off that my version of Darrell was a virgin and my stepsister’s version was getting laid. And you can toss in the contest implications of a happy Darrell getting blowjobs being someone who might not be in a hurry to swap back to our original bodies.

I had assumed that because I was kind of shy, gloomy, lonely, and miserable much of the time that my popular stepsister would absolutely hate living my life but she had fucked all of that up by reinventing me as someone much more cool and popular than I had ever been. If I couldn’t count on Darrell being miserable being Darrell than it seemed like I had to try and mess up Ashley’s life enough to make the real Ashley want to jump in and right the sinking ship.

That brought me back to the idea of making a sex tape. The only thing was I had no idea how to actually make that happen. I didn’t know who should be my partner in the video or how to ask them or whether they would be likely to agree. Obviously I had no shortage of admirers who would gladly fuck me but would they want that recorded and posted online?

Before I had a chance to act on that project I got an invitation to do a sleepover at Cindy Simpson’s house. It would just be the two of us and it seemed like the kind of chance I had been looking for to get some one-on-one time with one my female friends.

I had honestly never been in a girl’s bedroom other than Ashley’s before so it was kind of an interesting new experience for me. It also dawned on me that we’d be sleeping in the same bed, something that would have been a wet dream come true for me when I was male.

We just kind of messed around and danced to some music and took the obligatory selfies to post showing us “besties” goofing off. It wasn’t until later, when we got into our pajamas, that the conversation took a little more serious tone. There’s just something about sitting on a bed in your Pjs that makes one want to open up I guess.

Cindy was kind of a trip to me. She was obviously bright, based on her vocabulary and some of the references that she dropped from time-to-time, but I got the distinct impression that she was careful not to show that all the time, especially around boys. She would always preface a potentially intellectual comment with “not to be a nerd” or “I don’t want to sound like a brainiac” or something like that. It seemed kind of sad to me that an intelligent girl would feel ashamed to be thought of as intelligent but she was probably right that smart girls tended to intimidate a lot of guys. Hopefully that would change now that we were out of high school and getting older and potentially meeting more mature men but I suppose a lot of guys of all ages like girls to be kind of silly and immature for some reason.

“I was thinking of making a sex tape,” I volunteered at one point just to see what kind of reaction I might get.

“I did one of those once,” she replied, kind of throwing me for a loop.

“Really?”

“Yeah. It was when I was going out with that guy Drake, remember him? He kept saying it would be fun to tape us having sex so we could look at it later. I finally agreed to do it but you couldn’t see anybody’s face. He just used his phone while he was behind me and I kept my head turned away from the camera and all you could see of him was his stomach and his dick going back and forth. He said he’d never post it or anything but I didn’t trust him that much so I made sure you couldn’t tell it was me,” Cindy explained.

“Was it fun?” I asked.

“Kind of, but all you could see was my ass and my back and the back of my head so it was sort of no big deal. You can see it if you want to,” Cindy volunteered.

I watched in fascination as the super cute girl who was sitting on a bed next to me got humped doggy style in a somewhat dark and shaky video. She was right that I wouldn’t have known it was her, since she didn’t have any tattoos or anything that might have given it away, but since I did know it was her it was kind of titillating.

“So are you going to ride the Chucky Express in your video?” Cindy teased.

“I don’t know if I’d do it with Chuck. I’m just kind of curious to see what I look like having sex,” I replied, realizing that I would probably never escape those Chucky jokes.

“I’m curious too but you know how guys are with sex stuff. They’d tell you that they wouldn’t show it to anyone but you know they would. And even if they didn’t post it online they’d send it to someone who would. Maybe I’ll wait until I’m married but before I have a bunch of kids and totally ruin my body. Then I’d have something to look back on in my old age and remember when I was hot,” said Cindy with a laugh.

“Guys can be such dickheads,” I said, not even thinking about the irony of my statement.

“Yeah, but what are you going to do? Everybody can’t be a lesbian. The population would die off.”

“You know, you shouldn’t really worry about guys thinking you’re smart. So what if they’re intimidated? What are they going to do? All become gay,” I said with giggle. “You’re hot. Being smart isn’t going to make you any less hot.”

I had taken my first tiny step towards feminism although I didn’t think of it that way at the time. I liked smart girls...like Heather Long. They had things to say and they were interested in expanding their horizons. I didn’t expect Cindy to suddenly apply to MIT or something but I thought it was wrong for her to “play dumb” just to make some actually dumb guy feel superior.

I was kind of hoping that Cindy’s lesbian comment might lead to some “experimenting” but I had to settle for kind of cuddling up next to her in bed, which was quite pleasant.

“You seem kind of different to me,” said Cindy while we were lying next to each other. “I don’t know...more...grown up I guess. It’s cool. Everybody looks up to you so much you know. That must be hard sometimes. We’re all such a bunch of goofballs.”

“Hey, we’re teenage girls. We’re allowed to be goofballs sometimes,” I replied. “And I think we’re all a pretty cool group of chicks.”

In that bed, in that room, in that moment of time I felt so good about being female. There was a lot of baggage, and pressure, and expectations but it was okay. There was something about bonding with another girl that felt good in my soul. Cindy wasn’t anything like I thought she was when I just saw her hanging around Ashley. I assumed she was just some dumb stuck up bitch but she had surprising depth and could be really sweet. This was just the kind of quality time that I wanted to spend with Jill and Arla too.

Girls were just the best I thought as I started to drift off to sleep. It was kind of too bad that I was only a temporary one.


CHAPTER 13:

One especially hot afternoon I invited Jay to come over and go swimming. I figured we’d cool off in the pool for a while and then go up to my room and heat things up. After our backseat make out session I was looking forward to finally fucking him.

Apparently Darrell had a similar idea because while Jay and I were cavorting in the pool we were joined by Darrell and Heather. It was a very strange dynamic because Darrell and Jay were best friends and Heather was a girl Darrell had lusted after for ages, and Ashley was a girl Jay had lusted after for ages, but I was now Ashley and my stepsister was now Darrell and in that new configuration we had actually consummated both of those relationships.

If I were still Darrell then Jay and I would probably have been hanging out a lot during the summer but since new Darrell had been spending so much time with Heather he hadn’t seen much of Jay. At one point Jay and Darrell went off to one end of the pool, presumably to catch up on how things had been going this summer, which left me with Heather at the other end of the pool.

“It looks like you and Darrell are becoming quite the item,” I said to Heather.

“Yeah, I know. It’s kind of surprised me really,” Heather replied. “I always thought he was cute but he was so shy and always acted kind of weird.”

“That’s Darrell all right,” I said with a laugh.

“That’s what I thought. But he’s so different now. So much more confident and outgoing. But he’s sensitive too, and a great listener. It’s so easy to open up and talk to him about anything.”

I just nodded as I tried to process all of this information. Obviously Darrell, who was actually a girl, knew exactly how to talk to girls in a way that they would appreciate. And because he had been such a popular and outgoing girl he just applied the same attitude towards being a guy, even though the real Darrell had always been kind of a dork. It was actually sort of brilliant and I had to grudgingly admire Darrell for casting off the negative image I had left him with and forging a whole new identity.

It was also kind of a shock to hear lovely Heather say that she had always thought Darrell was cute. That meant she thought I was cute when I was Darrell. That should have thrilled me and driven me crazy to get this contest over while she still had the hots for Darrell, but I was honestly more interested in getting upstairs with Jay and feeling his cock inside my pussy for the first time.

I tried to shrug that off as just being practical. At the moment I was still Ashley, and that wasn’t going to change within the next few hours, so logically I was thinking about the sex that I would be having soon rather than the sex I might be having down the line with Heather.

Later I had a chance for a quick word with Darrell. We really hadn’t talked much at all since the competition had started but I wanted to congratulate him on his clever handling of being me so far.

“Well done,” I said quietly.

“What do you mean?” Darrell asked.

“You know what I mean. Using your feminine wiles to make yourself more attractive to women,” I said.

“I’m just being myself,” he replied.

“Yeah...yourself in my body.”

“What did you think I was going to do, pretend to be as dorky and weird as you are?”

“Well just remember, two can play at that game,” I warned him.

“Play at any game you like. I’m just having fun and trying to enjoy the summer,” he said casually.

“Well enjoy the fact that your best friend is about to go upstairs with me and fuck my brains out.”

With that I swam over to Jay and escorted him up to my room.


CHAPTER 14:

Our wet clothing was quickly removed and our naked bodies met in a passionate embrace. I was angry, both at Darrell for his smug confidence and at myself for losing my cool in his presence. It had actually been a really pleasant thing hanging out in the pool with Darrell and Heather. It felt quite natural and friendly until I let my competitive instincts get the better of me.

“Did you...warm up?” I asked Jay as we flopped on the bed together.

“Ah, yeah...but I hope it’ll be enough. I want you so bad,” he replied.

“And I want you baby. I want you deep inside me.”

I was on my back so I spread my legs open and started to rub my snatch slowly. To my surprise Jay didn’t just jump on top of me and stick it in he got his face down between my legs and began licking my pussy. I wasn’t expecting that, and I had never felt that sensation before, but it certainly took my mind away from my anger.

“Mmmmmm...that feels so good baby,” I moaned softly.

It did feel good. It felt very good. And Jay seemed to be pretty good at it, although I had nothing to compare it to. When he finally came up for air and repositioned himself I was so ready to receive him that I could barely stand it.

“Fuck me honey. I can’t wait any longer,” I said as I reached out and literally tried to pull him inside of me.

When I felt his cock enter me I let out a long heavy sigh of relief. So what if he wasn’t as big as Marcus Tatum? His dick filled me with warmth and life and power, which is what I was desperately craving at the moment.

“I can’t believe I’m finally doing this with you,” said Jay.

“I know, isn’t it wonderful?” I replied.

“You’re wonderful. You’re the most wonderful girl in the world.”

While his praise made my heart skip a beat it also made me kind of sad. I wasn’t really a girl of any kind, let alone a wonderful one, and I feared that I was setting Jay up for a big disappointment when the real Ashley too over this body again. I’d probably have Heather Long waiting for me to slide into the spot that Darrell had opened up for me but Ashley would probably dump Jay for one of her studs in a heartbeat.

At least I could give Jay everything he wanted now. If Ashley reverted to being a heartless bitch down the line he’d still have the satisfaction of knowing that he had conquered her, at least for a time. That would have to be a boost to his confidence I thought. If he could bed a girl like Ashley he could bed anyone.

As Jay fucked me I looked up at him with my eyes filled with love. That was only natural I thought. We loved each other as friends but it wasn’t something that guys liked to dwell on. A quick bro hug and a “love you man” was about as far as we had ever taken things but for the moment we had this marvelous new way of showing our affection.

The real Ashley would probably never understand the attraction because she didn’t know Jay like I did. He didn’t fit the mold of the kind of guy she went after but that didn’t matter to me. I liked Jay for who he was more than for what he looked like, and to me he looked very attractive.

Even with a preemptive whack off Jay didn’t last terribly long once he had his dick in me but after the pussy licking I had gotten off very quickly once the fucking had started. I was perfectly happy to just be in his embrace as we cuddled together gently caressing each other and whispering sweet nothings.

It felt so good to be lying in my lover’s arms without a care in the world. It made me wish the summer could just go on forever, but the summer never does and all too soon life rolls on.


CHAPTER 15:

“Okay I want this to look really good so I just want you guys to go for it. I mean fuck me up one side and down the other. Nothing’s off limits here.”

I had recruited two studs from the dick pic list to help me make my sex tape. They were Pat Anderson and Larry White and they were both fine specimens of manhood. It had been surprisingly easy to get them to agree to the shoot, even though it was going to be a three-way. I guess they were confident enough in their masculinity to not worry about being naked around another guy, or maybe they were just horny enough to not think about that when I asked them.

I was using my “secret man logic” to my advantage, I thought, the way Darrell was tapping into his feminine roots. Guys love porn and hot chicks who act like porn stars so I was fulfilling one of their fantasies, and my own as well.

Ironically it was the fact that I was starting to have some pretty deep feelings for Jay that motivated me to take this step, and to kick it up a notch by doing two men at once. I had to end this charade before Jay got really hurt, although I was thinking about my own feelings as well. Falling in love with my best friend was definitely not something I had anticipated when this contest began.

I hit the record button and then made sure that we were all in frame as I squatted down between the guys and grabbed both of their pricks.

“Ooooooo...such nice big cocks,” I said. “This is going to be fun!”

“Yeah bitch, suck it. Suck it good,” said Larry as I started to blow him.

“Get those pretty lips around my big cock baby,” said Pat when it was his turn to get sucked off.

We all knew the language of porn and had fantasized about being in one of those raunchy videos where some sex crazed girl was desperate to be fucked. God knows I had pictured myself in that scenario a million times. I had just never pictured myself as the sex crazed girl before but I had no trouble at all playing that role at the moment.

After warming them both up they kind of tossed me on the bed and placed me on my hands and knees. Then Pat took me from behind while I resumed sucking Larry’s dick. It was wild getting cock from both the front and the back at the same time and the boys seemed to be really getting into it.

“This ho likes getting freaky,” said Larry.

“She sure does. Don’t you bitch?” Pat chimed in as he spanked me a few times.

Pat had been holding my hips but after giving my butt a few slaps he bent over me and grabbed my tits. It was hard to breathe with all the bouncing and the banging going on, especially since I was trying to keep Larry’s pecker in my mouth.

“Let me tap that sweet ass,” said Larry.

That seemed to be the cue to switch things up so I was flipped over on my back and spun around. Larry got down between my legs and rammed his cock into my gash and I had a moment or two to breathe before Pat got himself into a position where I could suck his dick.

I was getting very aggressively hammered and even Pat was using my mouth like it was a spare cunt. I figured they couldn’t keep this pace up much longer but I had underestimated the potential stamina of the horny 18-year-old male.

Then suddenly both guys just stopped but I knew they had cum yet so I wasn’t sure what the interruption was about. I soon found out as I got up on my knees to see what was happening and Pat took my place lying on his back.

“Hop on baby,” said Pat as he stroked his still very erect penis.

I got up and straddled him before lowering myself down on his cock and then I began to move myself up and down on his staff. I didn’t know if Pat had a nickname for riding his prick like Chuck did but I was enjoying the ride with or without a trademarked slogan. It felt kind of nice to have some control of the situation but that feeling was not to last for long.

Larry suddenly got back into the action in a big way as he got behind me and put his dick in my ass. I had been setting my own pace for bouncing on Pat’s cock but now Larry had a firm grip on my waist and he pushed and pulled me onto their double spikes at whatever pace he felt like.

My mouth had been mostly muffled with dick so far but now I was free to audibly express my feelings and those feelings were pretty crazy.

“Holy fucking shit!” I cried. “Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!”

“How do you like having two big cocks in you at the same time?” asked Larry.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh, my God, oh my God,” I replied.

It probably wasn’t as eloquent a discourse as William F. Buckley interviewing Norman Mailer but it probably worked for porn. Whatever rational and intelligent thoughts I might have had under normal circumstances were turned to mush as the sexual overload short circuited my brain and all I could do was produce babbled profanity and a strange sort of moan that sounded sort of like a car engine being revved up over and over again.

Larry shot his was first, which was kind of a relief to my virgin asshole, and he chose to ejaculate all over my back because...well...porn. That was the “money shot” and what guys did in videos to prove that they had cum so I guess he figured that was what was expected.

When Pat was ready to give up the ghost, as it were, he had me get off his prick and get on my knees as he painted my face with a massive load of jizz. And that’s pretty much how the video ended with me covered in cum and grinning a goofy grin at the camera as I licked some of the sticky stuff off my lips.

“Fuck girl, that was hot!” said Pat enthusiastically as we were wrapping things up.

“You should do three guys next time,” Larry suggested.

I thanked the boys for their participation and politely excused myself so that I could go get cleaned up. For some reason I hadn’t anticipated that they would both jerk off on me instead of shooting it inside me but I suppose that’s what comes, no pun intended, from years of watching cum shots.

I watched the video later and was kind of shocked by how aggressive the whole thing was. We weren’t paid actors playing out a scripted scene yet the presence of a camera seemed to trigger something in the boys that made them channel their inner porn star or something.

It was very strange watching myself have sex since I knew it was me getting boned but I looked like my stepsister. It was sort of the reverse of watching Darrell get head in the hot tub. Of course I hadn’t made the video purely for my own amusement. I wanted something shocking to force Darrell to call off the contest so things could go back to normal before I got even more involved with Jay.

Now I wasn’t sure whether I wanted anyone to see the tape or not. If it were just my feelings on the line I’d probably hang it out there. The picture was clear and I looked like a real porn star. But my stepsister would have to live with the consequences of this if the video ever came back to haunt her and I didn’t really want Jay to stumble across it and think I was a total whore.

For the time being I put it away and decided to take the high road. At least it was something I could definitely masturbate to later.


CHAPTER 16:

I was having a bit of an existential crisis. Not pondering the big question of why humans exist but rather why I seemed to really enjoy existing as a female human. Every day it felt more comfortable to me. More natural. Even experiencing my period didn’t totally destroy my female experience and it at least confirmed that I wasn’t knocked up.

Obviously I could end the contest anytime I wanted by throwing in the towel. My pride would take a hit as I had to admit that my stepsister was right, and I’d lose my graduation money, but if I truly hated being a girl I could stop doing so whenever I chose. I had started out telling myself that I could last as long as it took to win but now I was sort of hoping that the contest would go the whole summer because I wasn’t ready to go back to my old self.

For one thing I felt like I was being a positive influence on my friends, helping them to value themselves more for who they were and not just for what they looked like. And I was slowly weaning them off of their social media addiction...at least slightly. Once in a while I was able to convince them that we were spending so much time on our phones that we weren’t really enjoying whatever it was that we were out doing. Since they looked up to me for leadership I thought it was my responsibility to try and encourage their maturity and growth, even if we were all the same age. Heavy is the head that wears the tiara I guess.

Another thing I liked about being female was obviously the sex. I had such a great body for sex that it always seemed to really turn guys on. Now I know that 18-year-old guys could get turned on by a female toenail but I knew that I had kind of the ideal figure that men fantasized about when they were jerking off. Sex was available to me pretty much anytime I wanted it.

As for the act itself I had nothing to compare it to, having been a virgin as a man, but I knew that it was pretty damn spectacular. I certainly knew what jacking off was like and even masturbating as a girl blew that out of the water. And I liked my role in the process of copulating. I had no problem at all being told what to do or what position to get in or being flipped around or lifted up. It was usually easier that way and it made men feel good to think that they were in control.

And I liked being a girl because I liked the way things were with my best buddy Jay. We had all the benefits of our old relationship with the addition of a whole bunch of new ones that took our friendship to another level. While I surprisingly enjoyed almost everything about being female I suppose the thing I was most worried about giving up was my romance with Jay.

I decided to call a truce and have a conversation with Darrell. We had spoken very little since the competition began and that usually wasn’t too friendly so it seemed like time to take stock of the situation and compare notes. I was a little curious to know what he had been up to with my life, aside from making me seem cool and getting me a hot girlfriend. I wanted to make sure that he didn’t have some sneaky gay thing going on that I didn’t know about.

“What’s the haps sis?” said Darrell as he casually sprawled on the couch in our living room.

“I don’t talk like that,” I objected.

“No, but I do,” he replied. “I can’t help it if I make you seem cool, just like you probably can’t help making me seem like a dork.”

“Do you have to be so smug all the time?”

“Heather likes a man with some swagger. If you weren’t such a puss you would have figured that out for yourself,” said Darrell.

“Look, I just called this truce to have a friendly chat. I’m not looking to start a fight or hurl insults at each other. I just thought we’ve been going through a really strange experience and we might want to discuss our feelings about it,” I said.

“Wow...you are so totally a girl,” he said with a laugh. “Should we paint each other’s toenails next?”

“Fuck you. You were painting your toenails long before I ever did,” I reminded him.

“Yeah...and I don’t miss that at all,” he replied. “It’s just like I thought. Being a guy is super easy. You can be a dick and nobody tells you it’s not ladylike or calls you a bitch. If I’m in a bad mood nobody assumes I’m on the rag. If I want to go somewhere I just get up and go, I don’t have to spend hours obsessing about every little detail of my appearance.”

“I thought you liked looking good.”

“I did, but I like not having to worry about it even more. Now if I make even a slight effort to look nice everybody notices and compliments it. I used to knock myself out trying to look fantastic on dates but unless a guy could see my nipples or something they hardly noticed what I was wearing. They were just thinking about how to get me out of my clothes,” said Darrell. “And nobody thinks I’m dumb. Nobody calls me a bimbo. And nobody calls me a slut because I like sex..”

“Okay, my bad there. I did used to call you a slut sometimes. Probably a lot of times. And maybe a bimbo two, once or twice.”

“Well the slut’s on the other foot now, isn’t it? From what I hear you’ve been giving it up all over the place.”

“What have you heard? No, don’t tell me. I don’t want to know,” I said feeling slightly ashamed of myself.

“That’s cool sis, fuck whoever you want. I don’t care. If that’s what you want to do you should do it. I’m tired of trying to live up to everybody else’s idea of what I should be like. Chasing unrealistic standards of beauty and trying to be Miss Perfect all the time so that everybody will like me. People seem to like me this way just fine and I don’t really have to work at it. I was thinking I might just want to keep on being Darrell.”

“But...you’d lose the contest,” I reminded him.

“Small price to pay if you ask me.”

“But how could you just keep on being me?” I asked.

“I’m the one who’s got the potion dude. How are you going to force me to drink it?”

“You wouldn’t really do that, would you?” I said aghast.

“Probably not, but it was worth saying it to see that look on your face,” he said with a laugh. “I suppose the thought of being stuck as a girl is pretty terrifying to you.”

“Well I don’t think you should have all the say in that. We made a deal.”

“It’s a man’s world baby, haven’t you figured that out by now?” he said with another laugh. “But don’t fret your pretty little head. I’m not seriously planning to screw you over.”

I was excited by his suggestion that he might not take the potion to change us back, but not for the reason he assumed. It was because I felt my heart beat faster with excitement at the prospect of remaining Ashley indefinitely.


CHAPTER 17:

“God I feel so lucky being here with you,” said Jay as he took a hit from his vape pen.

We were lying next to each other in bed after a really wonderful round of fornication in my room. We had started out binge watching some TV show but that turned into fucking pretty quickly and now we were getting high and chilling out.

“You’ve got to stop thinking like that honey,” I chided him. “It’s not like a charity fuck you know.”

“Yeah, I know, but it’s still kind of like a dream. Guys like me just don’t date girls like you,” he said.

“But we’ve been dating a lot this summer. Like a whole lot. And I love it when you make love to me,” I insisted. “I’m not doing you a favor, I’m sharing my affection for you. I want you to be confident and assert yourself. Don’t be afraid to take charge in the bedroom. I dig that in a man.”

“Okay...I’ve heard something and I want you to tell me the truth,” said Jay. “Pat Anderson has been telling people that he made a sex tape with you and that Larry White was in it too and that it’s pretty raunchy.”

“Ah...maybe that’s sort of true,” I said apprehensively.

I decided not to post the video, nor give copies of it to the guys who participated, but I hadn’t factored in the possibility that they might talk about it. Now I knew why Major League Baseball had that disclaimer that said that no description or account of the game was allowed without written permission. I should have gotten them to sign an NDA.

“Look, I’m not pissed, I’m just curious. Did you make a video?” asked Jay.

“Yeah, I did,” I confessed. “I did it for all the wrong reasons that I can’t really talk about now and I put it away and have no intention of ever showing it to anybody but that doesn’t change the fact that I’m a big slut and I made a dirty video and I am so, so sorry. It had nothing to do with you, I promise you.”

“So can I see it?” he asked.

“Huh? You want to see a video of me getting banged by two other guys?”

“Why not? It’s not like we’re married or something. You can bang whoever you want. I’m just curious.”

After a little more persuasion I showed Jay the tape. It was so embarrassing to watch it right next to him, especially after we had just made love, but if he wanted to see it I owed that much to him I figured. Maybe if he saw what a whore I was he’d realize that I wasn’t the kind of girl he thought I was and that would be that. At least he’d be angry instead of heartbroken.

“Damn that was hot,” he said when the video ended and my cum soaked face filled the screen right before shutting the camera off.

“So you don’t hate me for doing it?” I asked tentatively.

“No, of course not. You looked amazing. It’s like I’m dating a porn star or something,” he said happily.

Think with your man brain you silly bitch I told myself. Jay is a man. Men love porn. Men want to date porn stars the way women want to date doctors. Obviously I wasn’t really a porn star and had no intention of being one but he had watched a porn video that I was essentially “starring” in ergo I was probably the closest thing to a porn star he would be likely to meet.

“Oh, my God...I’m so relieved to hear you say that. I thought you’d be majorly pissed,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“No I’m cool with it. And if you ever want to make another one count me in,” he said with grin.

“Oh, honey that is so awesome of you,” I said as I hugged him tightly. “You’re just the best.”

“So does this mean we could do anal sometime?”

“Baby you can fuck me in the ass anytime you want,” I said. “Just use lube first. That hole is really tight.”

“How about right now?” asked Jay.

I looked down and realized that he must have gotten hard watching the video. That was a weird thought but an erection is an erection and he was being more assertive so I tossed him the bottle of lube and got on my knees with my head down on a pillow.

Soon I was getting plowed from behind and biting down on the pillow to keep my noise level under control. Coming back to the whole porn culture thing I suppose it was kind of a unique opportunity for him. How many times do you watch a video that makes you hard and then immediately have the chance to fuck the girl you just watched getting fucked?

I did wonder whether this had changed his opinion of me as a girlfriend. We had been dating pretty steadily and we both seemed really happy together as a couple. Aside from making that video I hadn’t been with anyone else, but watching that tape it would be hard to believe that. Would he ever be able to trust me? Sure he was turned on now by watching me get double-teamed by a couple of studs but could he really love a woman who would do something like that?

It wasn’t in our best interest to fall in love but I knew that I had. I loved Jay very much and hated the idea that he would think less of me as a person even if that helped make things easier to end when I had to turn back into a man. I guess it was selfish of me to think that way but I couldn’t help it.

After Jay finished pummeling my asshole we put the TV show back on and just cuddled together. I had been afraid that he would just make up some excuse and split after getting his rocks off but everything seemed normal, which seemed a little weird to me. He didn’t seem upset. He didn’t press me for details about why I had made that tape. He just seemed to take it in stride, which made me love him all the more.

That’s when I thought about what Darrell had said about not drinking the potion. He may be in possession of the actual liquid but he required a few drops of my blood to make it work. What if I just refused to give it to him? Would he really try to overpower me and cut my finger and force the stuff down my throat? I suppose I couldn’t blame him if he did but I wondered if there was some other way I could sabotage the process without him knowing it. If the thing just didn’t work nobody could be blamed for us being stuck the way we were now.

I tried to concentrate on the show we were binge watching but my mind was pretty distracted. At least Darrell didn’t seem to be in any hurry to change back and there was always the chance that he might be willing to agree to a permanent swap if he was really as happy being a man as he seemed to be.

It was funny that I was completely committed to living the rest of my life as my stepsister even though I had never really sat down and come to a concrete decision. I just knew that was what I wanted now and I was desperate to find a way to make that happen.


CHAPTER 18:

With the end of summer approaching and with no clear plan for remaining as Ashley in sight I knew I had to talk to Jay. If my stepsister suddenly became Ashley again it seemed doubtful that she would want to carry on a relationship with Jay, and he would obviously notice the difference in her attitude towards him, so I felt that he had to be warned about what might happen. I knew that telling anyone about the swap was a violation of the rules we had established for the contest but what did that matter now? Jay’s feelings were the only thing I was concerned about and I wanted to prepare him for the probable shock of being rudely ejected from Ashley’s life.

Jay and I had gone to the movies in the afternoon and there was a lovely little park nearby so we had decided to take a walk there, just holding hands and enjoying the time together. There was never going to be a perfect time to tell him what I had to tell him but it seemed like it might be as good a time as any.

“Jay darling there’s something I’ve got to tell you,” I said.

“You made another sex tape?” he asked.

“No, nothing like that,” I replied. “What I made was a crazy bet at the beginning of summer.”

“Yeah I know. You and Ashley swapped bodies,” he said casually.

“What? How the hell do you know that?”

“Darrell told me a while ago. We hadn’t talked much since he started dating Heather so I came by to see him one day and he explained the whole thing to me.”

“But he wasn’t supposed to tell anyone. That was part of the deal,” I protested.

“I know, but he said he didn’t feel right about keeping that kind of secret from someone who was supposed to be his best friend and that he didn’t want me to think that he was just blowing me off. Things actually started to make sense to me then. I realized that you weren’t the Ashley I thought I knew you were really my old pal in her body,” Jay explained patiently.

“And that didn’t freak you out?” I asked.

“It kind of surprised me that you seemed so hot on fucking guys but since you did I wasn’t going to complain. It certainly explained why we were getting along so well together. You looked like Ashley, which was great, but you acted like Darrell, which was great, so I had a great time being your boyfriend, even if it was just for the summer. Girls who look like you are kind of out of my league. I never figured it could last anyway so when I found out there was a deadline I figured I’d just enjoy it while I could. You’ve given me the greatest summer of my life. I can’t really ask for more than that,” said Jay.

“Yes you can. I want more than that. I really love you baby and I don’t want this to end,” I said almost desperately feeling the tears starting to flow.

“You’d give up your chance to be a man again?” asked Jay.

“In a heartbeat,” I replied.

“Do you think Ashley, I mean Darrell, I mean you know what I mean, do you think he’d go for that?”

“I don’t know. He brought up the idea to mess with my head but I think he was probably just fucking with me. He assumed I’d be horrified at the idea of being stuck as Ashley but it did sound like he was pretty happy being Darrell so who knows?”

“Well that would be awesome but I don’t want you spending the rest of your life as a woman just because of me. That would be a lot of pressure. I’d hate to have you end up resenting me because you gave up your dick for me,” said Jay.

“Oh, baby, I would never resent you for that. I know this is who I want to be. I love being a girl so much it hurts sometimes. And yes, you’re a big part of that because I can’t stand the thought of not being your lover anymore, but I promise you it’s what I feel is right for me and I’d never blame you for that,” I assured him. “I’ve thought about it and if I do have to turn back to my old self I’m going to try and transition. Get the hormones and surgery or whatever else I have to do to become a woman again but I’m afraid I probably won’t look very much like I do now.”

“Hey, I’ll still love you baby. You’re still my best friend. And I’ll always remember what you looked like during this magical summer.”

“You know I think I can help with that,” I said with a wicked grin. “Let’s go back to my place and create some memories.”


CHAPTER 19:

I had done some research on being transgender, and frankly it kind of scared me, but I was willing to do whatever it took to become female. If Darrell really wanted to keep being male it would certainly make things a lot easier for the both of us but if he didn’t I couldn’t force him to be me for the rest of his life but I could choose to start a new life for myself.

Looks change and fade over time anyway so I knew I wouldn’t look eighteen forever even if I stayed in Ashley’s body so I thought it would be fun to capture this special moment in time by making a video with Jay.

“So how do we do this?” asked Jay once we were up in my room and I had told him of my plan.

“Well once we get the camera set up we just hit record and start doing whatever we feel like doing. There’s no script. We’re just fucking for posterity,” I said.

“Hey, you know what would be cool? We can use my phone too from a different angle and then I can cut the video together on my computer and make it look really pro,” Jay suggested.

I knew that Jay used to make skateboard videos when he was into that for a while, and he had made some music videos for the songs he had written that were pretty awesome so it made sense that he’d want to do something slick for his first porno tape. Guys did love their porn.

Since we were going all out to make a cinematic masterpiece I decided to dress for the occasion and put on my sexiest lingerie. If I was going into a time capsule I might as well look my best I thought.

Once we were all set up we sat on the side of the bed and started making out. I wasn’t going for shock value here so a little bit of foreplay seemed quite appropriate. While we kissed Jay pulled one of my shoulder straps down, which released the breast closest to him, and he began to fondle my tit and suck on my nipple. I moaned softly and kissed his neck. I had a feeling that this was going to be a video that I ended up watching many, many, times in my life no matter how things turned out with Darrell.

“God you’re so beautiful it hurts my eyes to look at you,” said Jay.

“Then you should just close your eyes and kiss me baby,” I replied.

After toying with my boob Jay switched his attention a little lower as he began to feel me up. I was quite aroused by that time and when he started poking his fingers into my wet pussy my moaning got a bid louder and more intense.

“Oh, right there! God yes, right there!” I squealed when he pressed on my magic button.

“You’re such a clit girl, aren’t you?” Jay said with a chuckle. “That always gets your juices flowing.”

“You know it baby, but now I think it’s time to give you the attention you deserve,” I said as I got off the bed and got on my knees between his legs.

I fished out his prick and started to go to work but Jay wanted to move one of the cameras so it wouldn’t just show the back of my head. That was good creative thinking. My blowjob skills had come a long way in three months and it would be nice to have documentary evidence of that fact.

As I started to suck Jay’s cock it struck me for the first time that he knew I was actually his male friend Darrell and he wanted me to blow him anyway. I didn’t know exactly when he found out but he must have been fucking me for a while now completely aware of my true identity. That was kind of trippy. I could see how it might not matter to him that I was really a man since I didn’t look anything like my old self but I wondered what he thought of me for having embraced female sexuality so easily.

I had found it very hard at the start to accept the idea that I was attracted to my old friend, since he was the same guy I’d always known as a guy, but I obviously got over that pretty quickly. I had certainly talked about wanting to bone chicks when I was a dude but never had so maybe Jay thought I was just covering up for secretly being gay.

None of that really mattered now because I loved him, and I loved being a girl, and I loved to suck cock but I wondered if everybody would be as cool with the whole deal as Jay seemed to be. But that was one of the things about Jay that I loved so much. He didn’t have a lot of hang ups and he didn’t tend to judge other people. Maybe that was because he got stoned a lot but I found it to be an endearing trait no matter what caused it.

I didn’t know if Jay ever still did the preemptive masturbating thing anymore but his stamina had steadily improved. I was giving him an absolutely fantastic BJ but he was still hard as a rock and going strong.

“Let’s move the camera again, I want to fuck you now,” said Jay after a pretty lengthy round of dick sucking.

I liked this Jay as the “director” thing. It seemed to bring out a more dominant side than I was used to. I had no idea where we were going next but I was happy to let him lead the way.

After moving the cameras Jay had me stand in front of him with my back turned his way and then he reached around and pulled the top of my lingerie down so that both breasts were now exposed. That led to some more tit groping from behind before he bent me forward at the waist and pulled both of my arms behind my back. I tingled with excitement because Jay wasn’t usually this aggressive and I’d never been fucked quite this way before.

With my arms still restrained I felt the tip of his prick kind of sliding along my slit and I wondered whether he was planning to fuck my ass again but a moment later his cock plunged into my wet gash and I think my eyes kind of rolled back into my head. I was so damn horny and dying for his cock the feeling of it finally in my box made me think of what a junkie must feel when they get the fix they’ve been aching for.

“Oh, my God yes! That feels so good baby,” I squealed.

Jay had come a long way as a lover since that first awkward time in the shed out by the pool. He wasn’t the shy and nervous guy he had been back then. He obviously used to feel like I was the hot girl who was out of his league and just doing him a favor but now that he knew who I really was and that I cared for him deeply he was learning to assert his manhood and I couldn’t be happier. Of course we were both just a couple of horny teenagers discovering sex for the first time so hopefully we’d both continue to mature and grow with time and experience.

Normally Jay would have finished up inside me just as we were but because this was a video it seemed to cry out for a money shot so I got down in front of him and let him cum on my face. With my mouth open and my tongue sticking out I got to taste a fair amount of his jizz but I still ended up with a sticky facial to conclude the production.

I was looking forward to seeing the finished tape after Jay edited it because I had a feeling it would look pretty hot. Hopefully it wouldn’t just be a souvenir of the summer I spent as a girl but if it was it would be nice to have something to look back on.


CHAPTER 20:

“So you really want to make the switch permanent?” asked Darrell as we sat down for a very serious negotiation.

“Yeah, I do. Don’t you?” I replied.

“Well that’s a pretty big decision to make,” he pointed out.

“I know, but I’m ready to make it,” I stated firmly.

“I’ve got to say that I didn’t think you’d last too long as a girl. I figured the first time you got your period you’d come begging to end the contest,” said Darrell with a laugh.

“I’ll admit that at first I was just being stubborn and determined to beat you but things changed for me in a big way. I thought if I could sabotage your reputation you’d come racing back to stop me but when I stopped trying to live your life and just lived my own in your body wonderful things started to happen,” I said.

“Like falling in love with your old buddy Jay?” said Darrell.

“Yeah, like falling in love with my old buddy Jay,” I replied.

“For me it was a little different. I looked at being you as a project so I gave myself a makeover. I already knew how to be cool and popular so I just reinvented Darrell. The raw materials were there I just needed to bring the attitude,” said Darrell with a chuckle. “There was no reason you had to be such a dork.”

“Thanks...I guess,” I said a little apprehensively.

“It would be a shame to mess up all the work I’ve put into making Darrell cool and Heather is a terrific girl. I’m really having a great time with her so far. But I assume you’re talking about changing forever,” said Darrell.

“I’m open to suggestions,” I replied.

“How about we keep going for another year and at the end of next summer we have a meeting like this and see if we both want to keep it up?” Darrell suggested.

“What if one of us wants to swap and the other doesn’t?” I asked.

“I guess the one who wants to swap is shit out of luck unless they can convince the other to change their mind. We can make it an annual thing. Maybe in ten years we\ll both be sick of the change and want to go back.”

“I can live with that if you can,” I said.

“Sure, why not? Like I said before, guys have it pretty easy, and being a guy with my crafty female brain is almost unfair.”

So just like that my whole life was flipped. In three months I had gone from the idea of hating being Ashley and being willing to do just about anything to get my old body back to feeling complete joy and elation over the news that I was going to be Ashley for the rest of my life. And since the contest was a draw I even got to keep my graduation money.

I couldn’t wait to tell Jay but when we got together later I was so emotional I couldn’t even speak so I just threw my arms around him and smothered him with kisses.

“Oh baby I’m so happy, I’m so happy,” I was finally able to blurt out between my tears of joy. “I get to stay this way. I don’t have to switch back! I can really be your girlfriend and love you freely with all of my heart!”

So much had happened in such a short amount of time that it was hard for me to fully wrap my head around it all. Maybe we were messing with the natural order of things but it felt more like we were just tweaking nature a little to better suit our needs. Maybe someday I would look back and wonder whether I had made the right choice but that was probably the case with any big decision you made in life. Life was full of twists and turns and surprises and at the moment my big twist was turning into a girl and being surprised at how much I loved it.

Was I going to marry Jay and have his children and grow old with him? Fuck if I knew. I was just eighteen and fresh out of high school. It had just been decided that I was going to remain female, at least for another year, although I was pretty certain that I was never going to go back. I didn’t have to rush or panic or try to cram everything into a single summer. This wasn’t just a contest anymore, it was the start of a new life.

“Hey, I’ve got that video done if you want to see it,” Jay suggested.

“Hell yeah, fire it up,” I replied.

There we were, sitting on the side of the bed fooling around. And there was Jay lowering one of my shoulder straps and exposing my breast. Three months in and it was still kind of hard to recognize my own image.

“Am I like crazy or is this really hot?” I asked.

“No, it’s really hot. I’ve already masturbated to it like a ton but it still gets me hard,” Jay replied.

I reached over and put my hand in his crotch and verified that he was indeed hard as rock. Then I started to jack him off as we continued to watch ourselves making love. Of course he wasn’t going to leave me hanging so Jay started to feel me up.

As fascinating and well-edited as the video was we didn’t make it to the end on that first viewing because I needed Jay inside me badly and the live show we were staging took priority at that moment. There was plenty of time to watch the video later, and to make more videos if we wanted, and to whatever else our hearts told us to do.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I don’t do a ton of books where two people swap bodies, even though it’s a really interesting concept, because it can be kind of tricky to have both people feel the same about being swapped and I generally strive for happy conclusions. In this case it was really fun to present the swap in the form of a contest and because both siblings were stubbornly determined to stick it out to the end they both were working to find ways to turn the swap to their advantage, which they both did so successfully that neither one of them wanted to turn back.

I actually started writing this one back in the dead of winter but then I got distracted, as I so often do when new ideas come flooding into my head, and I didn’t finish it until the beginning of June, which means I’ll be releasing it in July which seems more appropriate somehow. The fact that I am literally sitting here in a bikini writing these final words pretty much says it all. It’s time for some summer fun!
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