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CHAPTER 1:

It was Christmas Eve as Karl Davenport sat alone in his huge, empty mansion trying to find something on television to amuse himself with. The house was only empty in the sense that it was devoid of humanity, as Karl had given all of the servants the night off. It was certainly full of possessions and the accumulated acquisitions of a long and wealthy lifetime. Karl ran a very successful business and had invested his money wisely. Now in his old age he could look back on many stock options and portfolios and so on with a degree of pride. He wasn't one to waste money, especially since buying things seemed to bring him no pleasure, but over the years he had still stockpiled a lot of loot.

It was important for business to maintain the appearance of wealth and power so he drove the obligatory luxury car and wore expensive tailored suits but in his private life he was actually rather frugal. Most things he did in life were more about appearances than satisfying his own personal tastes or desires. He had the money to do whatever pleased him but nothing much seemed to.

Like many bitter people Karl had just grown increasingly sour as the years went by. He didn't care if his employees liked him. It was enough that they feared him. He cut the checks. They did his bidding. If they didn't like it they could go work somewhere else, although good luck finding another job in this economy!

Karl just didn't give a fuck about much of anything anymore. Holidays certainly didn't bring him any pleasure, if anything they just intensified his misery. Of course he had tried various things like vacationing in the Bahamas but everyone's cheerful demeanor just made him all the more sullen for some reason.

He had never married. Not that he hadn't had plenty of opportunities. He usually ended up dismissing any potential mates as "gold diggers" just out for his money and most of his "dates" for social functions were usually paid escorts or employees who earned a bonus for sitting next to him at some boring dinner or another. Sex had never been that big of a deal to him so he didn't miss it now that those days were over.

Whatever his passions had been they were so long forgotten now that they hardly mattered. He had picked up golf as a means of making deals and contacts but never developed any fondness for the game. He watched sports on TV sometimes but wasn't an avid fan of anything in particular. Even food had become just a necessary ritual for survival even though he had an excellent cook who would prepare him anything he wanted at any hour of the day or night. Well, not this night unfortunately as it was a holiday so Karl had to drag himself into the kitchen to make a sandwich when he started to feel a bit hungry.

What a hassle, he thought. So much easier to just call down and order something when you wanted it. He barely knew his way around his own kitchen. Despite the size of his house he pretty much confined himself to only a few rooms. What should have been a lovely home, especially if decorated for the holidays, was just kind of a dark and gloomy place that seemed to mirror his disposition.

Better not to have friends or family at Christmas he thought. All those presents were a waste of money and once you started down that path there was a sense of annual obligation. Really pretty crass when you thought about it. Just an excuse to keep unstable companies in business with a season sales boost. A successful company should make profits all year round without having to resort to some arbitrary seasonal sales spike.

At least it appeared that his kitchen was kept well stocked. There was pretty much anything he could think of available to him, not that he varied in his tastes much these days but it was nice to see that his staff was on top of things.

After making himself a sandwich Karl sat at the seldom used kitchen table and began to eat his snack. It wasn't really a meal but it was as much effort as he was willing to put into preparing food. It was funny, he thought for a moment, but it seemed like he used to rather enjoy cooking...but that was a long time ago. He didn't have servants back then so he had to learn how to do things like that for himself. Still, it seemed as if it had always pleased him to cook, especially when he was doing it for someone else. Silly thoughts. Ages ago. Pointless.

Suddenly the lights flickered. Must be a storm building outside he thought. Damn utility companies can't do anything right these days. Then for a moment or two he was in total darkness. Having no idea where to find a flashlight or a candle Karl just sat in the dark and waited for the power to be restored. When the lights came back up Karl was shocked to see a ghostly apparition standing right there in his kitchen!


CHAPTER 2:

Karl couldn't believe his eyes. How could an intruder get past his elaborate security system? Yet something about the intruder told him that this was no ordinary burglar.

"Who are you? What are you doing here?" Karl barked in his most imperious tone of voice.

"In life I was your roommate, Jake Morley," the figure replied softly.

"Jake Morley? I thought you were dead?"

"I am dead you idiot, why do you think I'm floating above the floor?"

"Oh. I hadn't looked at your feet," Karl replied sheepishly. "I seem to recall that you were a rather good looking fellow. The years haven't been kind to you, have they?"

"Hey, I'm dead asshole! What's your excuse?" Jake shot back.

"No offense intended. I'm just not used to talking to dead people."

"No problem. I don't talk to many live ones these days," Jake said with a shrug.

"So...what brings you here?" asked Karl as casually as possible.

"I bring you a message of hope for the future."

"That's nice of you."

"I'm offering you one chance to change your miserable life and find the joy you've always shut out from your world."

"Hey, I'm doing all right pal. Do you have any idea how much money I'm worth?"

"And how much happiness has it bought you? What is this house but a tomb that smells of decay and impending death? Why are you sitting there all by yourself on Christmas Eve? Where are you friends and family? Couldn't you even hire an escort if you couldn't get a date?"

"Now look buddy, what right do you have to barge in here and insult me like this? Did I borrow a CD from you and forget to return it or something? Why don't you go haunt someone else and leave me the hell alone?" Karl blurted out, starting to get really annoyed by this unexpected intrusion.

"I have come to tell you that tonight you will be visited by three ghosts. Well, I guess four if you count me, but three others at any rate."

"Fuck that!"

"It's not like you really have a choice," Jake explained. "I'm just sort of supposed to prepare you for it I guess."

"Fine, you've prepared me. Now buzz off," Karl snarled.

"Look dude I'm trying to do you a favor here cut me slack! I'm no more anxious to be here than you are to have me. It's just that you're the lucky guy who gets a shot at a new life. If I were you I'd show a little more gratitude."

"Gratitude? For being insulted in my own home? What makes you think I want a new life anyway?"

"Come off it man I know how deep in the closet you've always been. I don't know how many times I caught you trying to stare at me when I came out of the shower."

"You were probably dripping on the rug," Karl protested.

"The only thing that was dripping was your imaginary pussy," Jake shot back.

"You think you were that hot?"

"No, I think you were that queer."

"That's ridiculous," Karl snorted.

"Really? What about all those panties you used to hide in your dresser drawer?"

"Trophies from my many conquests."

"And the bras?"

"More trophies."

"And the dresses you had hanging in the back of your closet?"

"Well...sometimes a girl needed a change of clothes after spending the night."

"Come on man, I lived with you for four years and I never saw a girl spending the night with you," Jake pointed out.

"I like to plan ahead. That's how I became such a good man of business. I think of details like that."

"Why is it so hard for you to admit that what you've really wanted more than anything was to be a woman?"

"That's preposterous!" Karl shouted.

"It's totally cool dude, nobody cares that much anymore. So you dig men and you like to wear dresses. Why can't you simply admit it?"

"You're totally out of your mind. I'm the straightest guy who ever lived. I've had more women than you've had hot lunches."

"So if I did this..."

Jake suddenly spun around like a whirlwind. The motion was happening so fast it was all just a blur to Karl. When the spinning stopped Jake stood before Karl, buck naked, but now in his old body as Karl remembered him. Jake was also sporting a rather massive erection.

"...it would do nothing for you?" Jake concluded as he indicated his prodigious manhood.

"No, nothing at all," Karl hissed as he tried to avert his glance.

"Gaze upon me Karl Davenport and behold my mighty cock! I know, it sounds pretty egotistical but I always wanted to say something like that." Jake chuckled. "Hey, I was pretty good looking back in the day wasn't I?"

"Get that...thing out of my kitchen! I'm trying to eat dinner here."

"Wouldn't you rather feast upon this?" Jake suggested as he grabbed his pole and waggled it around.

"I didn't know you were gay?"

"Technically I'm not but it's part of the job. Besides, I swung both ways from time-to-time, especially if I had been drinking a lot."

"I didn't know that," Karl said in amazement.

"Well now you do. See what you missed. Come on...give it a touch."

Karl wanted to turn and run but something seemed to compel him to move closer to Jake. With a trembling hand he reached out as he closed his eyes and let his hand wrap around Jake's throbbing member. He immediately pulled his hand away as if burned by a stove.

"It's hot," Karl whined.

"Of course it's hot idiot. It's a big, fucking erection!"

Karl opened his eyes and took his old roommates pecker in his grasp once more. It felt good to the touch. It was so big with bulging veins everywhere. As he stared at the fleshy tool in his grasp he felt an electric thrill running down his spine.

"Okay, okay that's enough. I don't want to blow my load all over your kitchen floor...although I can't tell you the last time I had an orgasm," Jake groaned. "Now stand back. I'm going to turn back into my ghostly self."

The whirlwind appeared again and soon Jake was the apparition that had originally appeared to Karl. It was a bit of a buzz kill.

"Why are you doing this to me?" Karl cried.

"Look, you've always been kind of a lucky son-of-a-bitch so just consider this more of the same. Most people don't get this kind of personalized treatment. Somebody up there must like you for some reason," Jake said with a shrug. "Now it's time for me to bail. Just remember that you're going to be visited by three more ghosts. Try not to be a total asshole around them if that's possible. See you on the other side buddy!"

With that Jake was gone. Karl looked all over the room for him but could find no sign of him.

"What a crock of shit," Karl mumbled as he searched for some booze. "This is what happens when you let your fucking servants have the night off."

Karl made his way to his study where he had a fully stocked bar and poured himself a stiff drink. He needed a couple of good belts to settle his nerves but soon he started to feel more like his old self.

"Ghosts indeed! I don't believe in such nonsense!"

With that he slammed his glass down so hard it almost broke and climbed the stairs to his bedroom. He should sleep well tonight he thought. He always slept well after a few drinks.


CHAPTER 3:

Karl wasn't exactly sure what time he had gone to bed but as he suddenly jumped up from his pillow he noted that the clock on the nightstand told him that it was only 1 AM.

"Rise and walk with me," a female voice called out to him from somewhere in the dark room.

"Who...who are you? How did you get in here?" Karl stammered.

"I am the spirit whose coming was foretold to you," the voice replied.

"Why can't I see you?"

"Try turning the lamp on."

"Oh."

Karl reached over and turned on the lamp. He saw a very attractive older woman in a very smart-looking outfit standing near the foot of his bed. It was hard to tell her age for certain as there was kind of a "glow" about her face Whatever she used as a moisturizer it should be on the market Karl thought. It would make a fortune.

"What do I call you?" Karl inquired.

"I am the Ghost of Christmas Past."

"Well what do you want with me?"

"I'm am to show you things which have happened in the past, particularly on Christmas, hence the name."

"That makes sense."

"Now get out of that bed and let's get going."

"Let me get dressed first."

"No need for that. No one will be able to see us where we're going. Your pajamas will be just fine. Unless you'd be more comfortable in a nightgown or something."

"Now don't you start on that," Karl grumbled.

"I'm just saying."

"Well stop saying stupid shit like that and let's go if we have to."

"Man, you are crabby aren't you? Try to chill out. You might actually enjoy this."

Karl reluctantly got out of bed. The ghost offered her hand and Karl took it. The moment they joined hands there was a blinding light and suddenly they were transported to a new location.

"I know this place," Karl said in wonder. "This is the house I grew up in."

"That's right. Christmas morning when you were only four."

"There's my mother! But who's that girl standing in the middle of the room? I didn't have a sister."

"Why that's you Karl. And don't you look adorable?"

Standing amidst the debris of open presents was a very young Karl, dressed in a pink princess outfit, doing little twirls for his mother's appreciation.

"Aren't you sweet with your little wand and your little tiara. Nobody would ever know that there was a little tiny penis under that dress."

"Hey, everybody's penis is little at that age," Karl protested. "And I still don't believe that's me."

"Of course it's you sweetie. Your mommy always bought you lovely gifts like that. Don't you remember?" asked the ghost. "It's funny though...I don't see your father anywhere."

"Christmas was always a big sales period. He was usually on the road this time of year," Karl said flatly. "Traveling was a big part of his job, but my mother did just fine without him."

"Look at all your toys. A beautiful doll house, a pretend stove, a toy unicorn...seems like you preferred girly things," the spirit pointed out.

"I don't remember anything of the kind. And so what if I liked unicorns? Is that some secret indication of being gay or something?"

"No, but it certainly looks like your mother either thought that you liked female things or maybe wished that you had been born a girl or maybe even both."

"I was a little kid. I enjoyed playing with cardboard boxes too, what the hell did I know?" Karl snapped.

"There's nothing wrong with liking dollhouses. It takes creativity to play with toys like that. It develops imagination. It's just that society usually tries to push gender specific toys on children whether they like it or not. I must say it was very progressive of your mother to be so unconventional."

"There was nothing unconventional about it! My father wasn't around that much. She probably just bought the things that she had enjoyed as a child or something. At that age nobody's thinking about sex or anything, they're just toys. I got plenty of footballs and fire trucks I can assure you."

"But they were never your favorites, were they? You always kind of missed your old female playthings."

"The only female playthings I ever enjoyed were the hot bitches that I banged throughout my life," Karl stated defiantly.

"Is that why you always treated women so badly? It might explain why you never had a serious relationship with a woman. They were just something you felt you needed to be seen with to protect your masculinity. I think maybe you harbored some resentment that they had what you always yearned for."

"Spare me your pop-psychology babble spirit, I'm not impressed. A long time ago my mom bought me a princess outfit and I wore it, that's it. Maybe I wanted to please my mother by putting it on or maybe I was just too young to know any better but I assure you that was the full extent of my experience pretending to be a girl," Karl said emphatically.

"Is that so? Let's take a look at another Christmas," the ghost suggested as they were suddenly whisked away to a new scene.

This time they were in a child's bedroom. Young Karl was there, a few years older now, but the room appeared to be decorated in a fashion that would have seemed more appropriate for a girl. There was another boy in the room and there were unwrapped packages and toys strewn about everywhere.

"You always did get a nice haul of gifts, didn't you?" said the spirit as she surveyed the collection of goodies. "Whose your little playmate?"

"I remember that guy...I think...I think his name was Gary...Gary McNamara. He lived a couple of houses away from us and we always got together on Christmas afternoon to show off our toys.

"How come you always get so many girly toys?" asked young Gary.

"My mom says that toys aren't for girls or boys they're for everybody. She says that's old fashioned thinking," the vision of Karl as a child replied.

"Well you always get a lot of stuff, that's for sure," Gary said a bit enviously.

"Hey, check out this Barbie Dream House I got, it's huge. You want to play house?" Karl suggested.

"I don't know. I don't want to be a girl," Gary protested.

"I'll be the girl. You can play with the Ken doll and be the husband. See, he's even got a cool car you can drive to work."

"Well, okay, as long as you're the girl."

"Why are you showing me this?" grown Karl asked the ghost.

"See how happy you were playing with your dolls, pretending to be the wife. Look at how you can't wait to kiss your husband when he gets home from work. I think that's charming," said the spirit.

"It's just a stupid, fucking, childish thing. It means nothing. I'm sure lots of boys have fooled around with their sister's Barbie's or something. So what? Just because I volunteered to be the girl doesn't mean that I had any ulterior motive. That was the only way I could get him to play," Karl retorted angrily.

"Just keep watching. It gets better."


CHAPTER 4:

Karl had to admit to himself, secretly, that he certainly did seem happy in his little fantasy world of trying on outfits and decorating his house. Gary seemed more interested in driving the car around the room than hanging out with his spouse but young Karl was able to coax him home from time-to-time. It was probably what life was like for his mother, he thought rather sadly. He always seemed to be on the road somewhere...until the heart attack killed him.

"Hello dear! Did you have a nice day at the office?"

Karl's doll had just greeted Gary's male effigy on one of his rare visits home. The Barbie leaned over and gave her man a big smack on the lips, accompanied by a kissing noise provided by her controller.

"Hey, what was that for?" Gary snapped.

"I'm just kissing you like a good wife would do," Karl replied in as feminine a voice as he could muster.

"Well...what's for dinner? I'm starved," Gary blurted out, trying to reassert his manhood.

"I made your favorite!"

They played a little longer with Karl pretending to be serving dinner while Gary made a valiant, but rather lame attempt at adult conversation. Karl kept trying to kiss Gary's Ken doll whenever possible which didn't seem to please his friend very much.

"What's up with all this kissing all the time?" Gary demanded to know.

"I don't know, kissing is supposed to be fun. It's what husbands and wives do all the time," Karl responded.

"Yeah, but that's real. These are just dolls. They don't feel anything," Gary pointed out.

"Do you want to kiss me for real?" asked Karl.

"Are you nuts? You look like a guy. Your doll looks like a girl and she's really pretty."

"Hang on I can fix that."

Young Karl headed for his closet and soon emerged dressed in female attire. He even had a wig. The impression was startlingly realistic.

"What the hell are you doing?" old Karl screamed at his childish self. "Are you out of your mind completely?"

"He can't hear you. These are but shadows of the things that have been," the spirit reminded him.

"Look at me! I'm acting like a total homo!"

"I think you look sweet."

"This can't have really happened."

"Of course it did. I can't rearrange your past I can only show it to you."

As Karl watched in horror the shadow of his past finally coaxed Gary into giving him a kiss on the lips. It didn't last very long and Gary wiped his lips off afterwards but the memory struck a dagger in old Karl's heart. He had enjoyed it. He didn't wipe his lips off or feel ashamed. He had kissed a boy while pretending to be a girl and it was the most natural thing in the world. God, how hard he had tried to repress that memory. He'd probably need therapy for years now to get rid of that image again.

"Take me from this place, I can stand it no more," Karl cried.

Another flash of light and another setting. This time they were in the same room but it now had a very masculine feel to it with posters of athletes on the wall and no sign of dolls or stuffed animals anywhere. It had been painted a manly shade of blue.

Karl, now a teenager, sat on the bed looking very sad. There were packages around him but most of them were unopened.

"What happened? Why do you look so sad?" asked the ghost.

"My father spent a little more time at home one year and started to get the impression that I wasn't being raised in an appropriately manly fashion. I think I was maybe thirteen or fourteen at the time. He rarely noticed anything I did until then and when he saw my room and my toys and whatnot he flipped out. He had a big fight with my mom and accused her of trying to make me a sissy. Right after that my room changed and all my dresses and dolls went in the trash," Karl said rather sadly.

"What a shame. Your room was so pretty," said the spirit.

"I suppose, but he was right you know. That was no way for a boy to grow up. My friends were beginning to give me a hard time about it. It never bothered me when I was younger but sex was starting to creep into our minds I guess. The difference between girls and boys was becoming more obvious."

"And you envied the girls at school with their budding breasts, didn't you?"

"Maybe a little...sometimes. I don't know. That was a long time ago. Who can remember?"

"How did your mother take it?"

"Pretty hard at first. I think she resented the fact that my father paid so little attention to me and then suddenly questioned everything she had done to raise me. The fact that I was happy in my little fantasy world only made him all the more angry," said Karl. "No son of his was going to be a fag. I always appreciated him for straightening me out. He saved me a lot of grief as I got older. I can't imagine how my life would have gone if I had stayed so overtly effeminate. I never would have made the connections I needed in business or been taken seriously. I would have just been that fruit punching a time card for somebody and listening to the jokes behind my back. I had ambition and I wasn't going to let my childhood get in my way."

"Yet it hurt you to give up those things you loved so much, didn't it?"

"Maybe a little. But you have to put a lot of childhood bullshit behind you if you want to make it in this world."

"But you seemed so happy being a girl," the spirit pointed out.

"But I wasn't a girl, don't you see that? My mom actually tried to send me to school in a dress one time and all hell broke loose. I got sent to the principal's office and the nurse's office and who knows how many other offices. My mother had to come down to the school to pick me up and she tried to explain that she was just letting me express another side of my nature or something like that but they weren't buying it. I was just in shock the whole time. I was mad at my mother for quite a while after that for subjecting me to so much humiliation but I honestly don't think she ever expected so much controversy. She was so open-minded about everything that I guess she just assumed everyone else was too. It was naive, but it was also kind of charming. I loved her for it even when I was angry about the consequences."

"And what about boys?" asked the ghost.

"What about them?"

"Did you still want to kiss them, even at that age?"

"No! Don't be ridiculous. I knew the facts of life by then. I knew who I was and how I was supposed to behave," Karl answered hotly.

"That doesn't answer the question. You thought you weren't supposed to want to kiss boys, that doesn't mean that you still didn't want to in your heart."

"Why do you keep harping on this? There may have been a time, long ago, when my sexual feelings got a little messed up. How could I not have been a bit confused considering the way I had been raised? I mean I dressed like a girl at home probably more than I dressed like a boy. I even went out with my mom dressed like that when I was little. She liked to call my Karol and we always made a big game of it. I thought it was kind of cool that I was two people when everyone else was just one. Fortunately I outgrew it."

"You seem to be forgetting another little holiday adventure that took place when you were in high school," said the ghost.

"I don't know what you're talking about," said Karl.

"Then come with me and let's see if this jogs your memory at all."


CHAPTER 5:

Karl and the spirit were suddenly transported to a school gymnasium. The place was decorated for the holidays and was obviously the location of a high school dance. Music was being provided by a small combo on a stage set up at one end of the building and teenagers were milling about, dancing, flirting or enjoying wholesome refreshments.

"Well this is certainly nostalgic," said the ghost. "My, were those hairstyles ever really in fashion?"

"This is my old school but I don't recall ever going to any dances. That wasn't really my thing," said Karl, genuinely confused as to why they had come here.

"You honestly don't remember, do you? My you must have buried this night deep in your subconscious. This was a very special dance that you wanted to attend desperately. Oh, look...there you are!"

Karl looked in the direction the ghost was pointing and he felt like he was going to faint. Karl had indeed attended that dance but in full and convincing drag. It actually took himself a moment to recognize his own youthful reflection. The hair, the makeup, the shoes, the dress...all were perfection. Nobody in the world was likely to recognize him.

"Oh my God," Karl whispered.

"So what made you come to this dance dressed as a girl?" the spirit inquired.

"It was a bet. A stupid dare, that's all. Some idiot bet me for some reason that I didn't have the balls to go to the dance in drag. I was actually kind of relieved that my masculinity was so unquestioned that dressing like a woman would be considered the ultimate humiliation. He obviously had no idea that I had been dressing like that for years at home," Karl explained softly.

"So you did it to win a bet? That's all?"

"That's all!"

"You seem to be having a good time. Look at all those boys flirting with you."

"Well the dance was held at my school but it was open to anyone. A new girl that nobody knows is always going to attract some attention I suppose. I seem to recall enjoying the idea of making up a story about who I was, and where I lived, and so on. I always liked making up stories. I was imaginative back then."

"So you didn't do it to get any kind of personal thrill out of the experience?" pressed the ghost. "After all that dressing up in your childhood it must have been rather exciting to go out on your own like this."

"There was a certain thrill in the possibility that I might not get away with it I suppose. That's only natural. I was doing something secretive and forbidden. I would have been destroyed if I had been exposed so I viewed it as a challenge."

"I don't suppose your father would have been too happy with you if he had discovered what you were doing."

"Oh God, what a thought! After he had worked so hard to make a man out of me. I can't even imagine the ton of bricks that would have come down on my head if he knew. Fortunately it was Christmas and he was out of town as usual."

"Did your mother know?"

"Of course she knew. She helped me to look like that," Karl replied. "She was delighted to get whatever I needed. That's not some cheap Halloween wig, it's all human hair and hand stitched. My makeup was expertly applied. I carefully shaved every bit of hair off my entire body, even though only my arms and legs would be seen. I'd never felt so clean and pure in my life."

"Is that the boy you made the bet with? The one dancing with you now?"

"No, he was there but he didn't go near me. He came with a date. He saw me, that was all that mattered for the bet."

"Who is that boy then?"

"I have no idea," said Karl with a shrug.

"You seem to be really hitting it off."

"I danced with a lot of guys that night I suppose."

"But not slow dancing like that. Look at you resting your head on his shoulder. It's quite romantic really."

"It was more like terrifying as I recall. As long as I kept my distance from a guy I was pretty safe from detection, as long as my wig didn't fall off or something. But pressed up against someone's chest I was afraid my fake boobs would give me away."

"So you do remember something about this night," said the ghost.

"It's coming back to me a little I suppose. It's not the kind of thing I like to dwell on. It was just a dumb teenage prank."

"How did you make yourself sound female?" asked the ghost.

"Practice. I did it all the time as a child. I was always the heroine of my imaginary games. I actually had to work much harder at lowering my voice than I did at raising it. I even took up smoking to try and make myself sound more masculine and husky. If my voice was slightly deeper than an average girl's I think it just made me seem more mature."

"Did you use the bathroom?"

"What kind of question is that?"

"I mean it must have been a bit of a dilemma," the ghost suggested. "You couldn't very well walk into the boy's bathroom dressed like that yet the girl's bathroom must have seemed pretty secretive and forbidding to you."

"I don't remember anything about it. That was more than forty years ago. You expect me to remember if I went to the bathroom on a certain night?"

"Under the circumstances I thought it might have left some kind of impression on you."

"Well it didn't so drop it. You're barking up the wrong tree again."

"Were you afraid that real girls would figure you out?"

"Obviously I was afraid that everyone might figure me out," Karl replied.

"I've just noticed that you've spent all of your time here talking to boys."

"That's what girls are supposed to do at a dance isn't it? I guess I just felt more comfortable talking to boys."

"Oh, it looks like you and your dance partner are slipping away from the crowd," the ghost noted.

"Probably going for a breath of fresh air."

"Or maybe a chance to be alone?"

"I'm sure it was nothing. You've humiliated me enough here haven't you? Can't we get going?"

"No, I'm curious to see what you were up to outside. I think you might need to see it too."


CHAPTER 6:

As Karl and the ghost magically transported to the outside of the building Karl watched in dismay as his teenage image leaned back against the wall and accepted the kiss of his dance partner without hesitation or resistance. Did that really happen? He wasn't quite sure but everything else he had been shown was a replay of his past. This must have happened.

"He certainly kisses more enthusiastically than young Gary," the ghost commented.

"Yes," Karl whispered in a barely audible voice.

"And you seem quite eager to reciprocate."

"Yes."

"Did you let him put his tongue in your mouth?"

"Yes."

"And did you do the same?"

"Yes."

It was slowly beginning to come back to Karl, the whole night, the whole experience, the whole shame and wonder of it all. When he had kissed Gary they had both been just children and Gary knew that he was really a boy and that it was all pretend but on this night the guy kissing him had absolutely no idea that he was really kissing another man. Karl didn't look or sound like a man and certainly didn't feel like one at that moment in time. It was easy to forget. It was painful to remember.

As Karl and the ghost watched the teen couple continued to make out for a bit in the shadows of the parking lot before the boy took Karl by the hand and led him to a car. They both slid into the front seat and closed the door. Karl hoped this would be the end of the viewing but it was not to be so. A moment later Karl and the ghost were suddenly seated in the back of the car. Karl wanted to grab the door handle and make a run for it but he felt powerless to do so. He was going to have to relive this experience whether he liked it or not.

The necking in the front seat continued for some time while adult Karl squirmed and tried not to watch. Then the boy reached down and tried to put his hand under teen Karl's dress but he pushed it aside quickly.

"I can't. It's...it's that time of the month," young Karl stammered.

"That figures. I finally get a hot chick in my car who's ready to put out and it turns out she's on the rag," the boy moaned.

"Well, there are still other things I can do to please you," suggested teen Karl.

"Oh yeah? Like what?" the boy asked, suddenly feeling his spirits boost.

"This is suddenly getting interesting," said the ghost.

Old Karl said nothing and just watched silently as his teen self unzipped the boy's pants and pulled out his erect cock. There were two groans in the car as young Karl began to stroke the boy's penis, one from the boy and one from Karl in the backseat.

"Did you want to make love to him?" asked the spirit.

"I suppose I would have if I had been able to," Karl said sadly.

"You must have really liked him."

"I really liked being a girl. I don't even remember his name. I think I would have fucked any boy that asked. I was curious. How could I not be dressed like that at that age? I'd never had sex with anyone and I wanted to try it."

"Did it feel good to touch him like that?"

"Of course it felt good. It was exciting. It was the most wicked thing I had ever done in my life and I was getting away with it."

"Oh baby I really wish I could fuck you," the boy moaned.

"Doesn't this feel good?" asked young Karl.

"Oh yeah, but I want to do something for you too."

"Well you can kiss me again."

The boy leaned over and began kissing young Karl very passionately. His hands weren't very free in this position to roam about Karl's body, which was good because it wouldn't take too long to figure out the deception with any sort of close inspection.

"It must have been a bit frightening for you to be in such an intimate situation with a man who could discover your secret at any moment," said the ghost, as if reading Karl's mind.

"It was terrifying. I hated myself but I couldn't help myself. I hated having a dick and I hated my lack of tits. I wanted to let him squeeze me and pinch my nipples. I wanted to pull that dress off and spread my legs for him. But I was just a flat-chested, limp-dicked little faggot who wouldn't appeal to anyone without the dress and the makeup. I just kept thinking that all my dad's hard work was going down the drain. I had tried so hard to be a real man and this was the end result."

"I think you're being a little hard on yourself," said the spirit. "Lots of people experiment with their sexuality throughout their life. It's not as cut and dried as you're making it sound. You were just caught up in the excitement."

"It gets worse," Karl said sadly.

"Oh baby I think I'm about to cum," said the boy as he pulled his lips away from Karl.

"Have you got any tissues or anything in the car?" asked young Karl in a bit of a panic.

"No," the boy grunted.

"A handkerchief or a towel? Anything?"

"No baby, but I'm just about there, I can feel it."

Without another word young Karl just opened his mouth and bent over the boys throbbing pecker. A moment later hot jets of sperm were shooting down his throat. Once again it was hard to say who was groaning louder, the boy or old Karl. Suddenly the boy put his hand on Karl's head but he brushed it away quickly.

"I don't want to mess up my hairdo. My parents will get suspicious," the fake female explained.

The boy didn't seem to mind in the least. He had gotten in that car hoping to cop a feel or maybe stick his finger in a pussy or something but he had received the Holy Grail instead. Although his partner didn't really give him a blowjob she had let him finish in her mouth and even swallowed his cum. This was a night he would remember and brag about the rest of his life.

Karl had spent his whole life trying to erase every trace of the experience from his mind. The fact that he had put another man's cock in his mouth and even tasted his cum wasn't the real crux of the matter. It was the fact that he had enjoyed it so much. It was a dead-end street, unless he wanted to end up some kind of transvestite hooker he had always assumed. Having sex while pretending to be a girl seemed even worse to him than being openly gay. It put him in some freak-show-nether-region as far as he was concerned. In those days there was no such thing as gender fluidity or self-identification. If a man wanted to be a woman he was considered mentally ill, if not outright insane, and the "treatments" were none too pleasing.

Naturally Karl thought of himself as mentally ill at the time. There was no other logical explanation for it. Men didn't put on dresses and suck cocks. It was dangerous to continue down that path. He could probably end up in jail and could even end up dead or in the hospital for such a deception if he was uncovered. So that had been the first, last and only time Karl had ever dressed up like a woman and had some form of sex with a man. He didn't need his father to make it so. The risk was just greater than the reward.

In later years when rich people went to analysis without batting an eye his analyst had tried to poke around in his brain to see what made him tick but that story remained under lock and key at all times. His denial was simply a lie that he told himself so many times that he actually learned to believe it. People who commit crimes often have that ability in order to repress any guilt that might give them away. So convinced are they of their own innocence that they can even pass a "lie-detector" test. Nobody ever strapped Karl up to a machine and asked him about that night but he probably would have sailed through with flying colors. Now it had all been thrown back in his face in living color. The vision was so real he thought he could even smell the scent of the boy's cock.

"You had no right to show me this," Karl growled at the spirit.

"It's all just a part of your past. It can't touch you or hurt you now it can only help you," the ghost replied.

"I don't see how this could possibly help me."

"We learn from the past Karl and we hopefully learn not to make the same mistakes."

"Oh, don't worry, I never made that mistake again."

"Was that really a mistake Karl or was that a desperate cry for the female inside you to be turned loose?"

"You keep confusing a little misguided, youthful experimentation with some big psychological trauma that you think I've been repressing or something. I did it as a dare. It got out of hand. Once I was in the car I was too scared and confused to know what to do. Can't we just leave it at that? This whole dressing up like a girl was my mother's idea. Why don't you ask her why it was so important to her? I was just a kid. It seemed harmless. I grew up and forgot all about this shit until you had to drag me out of my bed in the middle of the night with your instant replay horror show. Now leave me the fuck alone!"


CHAPTER 7:

Suddenly they were back in Karl's mansion. He had no sensation of traveling but he knew he had been somewhere.

"Well my time with you is ended," said the Ghost of Christmas Past. "Soon you will be visited by another spirit."

"I think I've had enough for one night," Karl groaned.

"Now, now, that wasn't so bad was it? Besides, I think you'll enjoy the next one a little more."

"That shouldn't be too hard," Karl sneered.

"Oh, I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings. I just wanted to remind you of where you came from and who you used to be," said the ghost.

"Hey, I'm not blaming you. You're just doing your job."

"Farewell Karl...or maybe I should say Karol, like your mother used to. My, you were a very cute little princess I must say!"

With that she was gone without a trace, just like Jake before her. Karl climbed back into bed and tried to fall asleep but it was difficult. There were a lot of painful memories stirring in his head. Someone had obviously gone to a lot of trouble to dredge up these old feelings but for the life of him he couldn't figure out why anyone would want to. The past was over and there was nothing anyone could do to change it, not even a ghost.

As the clock struck two Karl heard loud music coming from downstairs and jumped out of bed to see what the commotion was. He looked around for a robe but not finding one handy he just bolted down the stairs in his pajamas.

To his amazement there was what appeared to be a raucous party going on in his living room. Party was actually kind of a mild way of putting it as it looked more like an orgy and it wasn't confined to one room, it seemed to spread all over the house. In the middle of it all was a gigantic black man spinning records from an elevated DJ booth. He was the biggest man Karl had ever seen. He was both controlling the music and extolling the guests to party even harder, if such a thing was possible.

"What the hell is going on here?" Karl shouted, trying to be heard above the noise.

"Karl my man! Good to see you. Look everybody, the guest of honor has arrived!"

There was a cheer from the crowd of revelers, most of whom were either naked or partially so. A totally nude man came up to Karl and slapped him on the back jovially before handing him a beer in a plastic cup.

"Turn that music down," Karl demanded. "Do you want to cops crawling all over this place?"

"Be cool dude, be cool," said the giant. "Nobody's going to be calling the cops here tonight. This is kind of a special party you might say. A very exclusive guest list."

"Well turn it down anyway," Karl insisted. "I can't hear myself think."

The giant shrugged and turned the music down. It didn't seem to deter the guests from whatever they were doing. Karl carefully made his way through the sea of copulating bodies to confront the giant directly.

"Are you the second ghost I'm supposed to deal with tonight?" Karl asked impatiently.

"That's right baby, you catch on quick."

"Have you got a name?"

"You can call me the Ghost of Christmas Present," said the giant with a grin.

"I guess that figures since the last one was Christmas Past. But this doesn't look anything like my present Christmas you know," Karl pointed out.

"Not with that uptight vibe it doesn't. This is more like the way things should be, but don't worry, we're going to do the peepshow thing soon enough. You're just going to see what other cats are up to tonight."

"Well this doesn't look like any party I'd want to attend, let alone host," Karl snorted. "It's disgusting! All these people fornicating in public. Have they no shame?"

"They're just having a good time man. Maybe if you mellowed out a bit you could have a good time too. Here, take a hit of this," said the ghost offering him an enormous bong shaped like a penis.

"No thanks. I don't do that sort of thing," Karl replied.

"Try it man, it'll make you feel good."

"I said no."

"Take a hit off the mother-fucking pipe man or I'll kick your ass!"

Karl was stunned by the sudden rage of the ghost and quickly accepted the bong. After taking a deep hit Karl had to admit that the results were pretty remarkable. He was feeling better than any amount of liquor had ever made him feel.

"Sorry about blowing my cool man but sometimes with you cats that have a stick so far up your ass it's the only thing you respond to. Now don't you feel better?"

"Oh hell yes. This is some good shit," Karl said in a stoned voice.

"Damn right it is. That's a special blend baby. You won't get that in any earthly shop I can tell you, even for medicinal purposes," the ghost chuckled. "Now look around you. What do you see?"

"I see a lot of naked people," Karl replied.

"That's right baby, naked as the day they were born. But what do you see in particular?"

"I see a whole lot of cocks," Karl giggled.

"That's what I thought you'd say. But what about all these fine ladies? Shouldn't a macho guy like you being staring at all the tits and pussy? What is it about cocks that you find so interesting?"

"I don't know. I just kind of like they way they swing when a guy walks."

"Anything else you like?" pressed the spirit.

"Well, I guess I like it when they get hard."

"Now we're getting somewhere! I figured you might be thinking that. Boys, come on over here and give the guest of honor a little treat."

Several very handsome and well-hung studs came over and stood around Karl in a circle. They began to jerk themselves into a state of hardness. Karl tried to fight the temptation to look at them but it was too much, especially under the influence of such a powerful and wonderful drug.

"Go ahead, give 'em a little tug," the giant suggested.

Karl hesitated so the ghost passed him the bong again. After another good rip Karl was ready for some pole stroking. The men surrounding him were all so hot, Karl thought to himself as he grabbed at one dick and then another. Fine-looking young men of all kinds. So strong and virile. So healthy and manly.

Who wouldn't be turned on by such a sight, thought Karl, trying to justify his lewd actions to himself. He couldn't help it if he found male erections to be kind of arousing. There was just so much power and life packed in those throbbing tubes.

"All right, all right, put your peckers away," commanded the ghost. "I think he got a good sample."

The men just laughed in a friendly way and went back to the party. Karl was a little disappointed but did everything in his power to not show it.

"So what was that supposed to prove?" asked Karl, regaining some of his indignation.

"For one thing I think it proves that you like cocks," chuckled the giant.

"I'm just stoned."

"Maybe so but I'll bet you anything if you had the chance to switch bodies with one of these lovely ladies right now you'd do it in a heartbeat. You've always wondered what that would be like, haven't you? What it would feel like to have nice, full breasts. To have a tight little pussy tucked in between your legs. I'll bet you've had dreams where some man swept you up in his arms and made sweet love to you."

"Everybody has a certain degree of curiosity about the opposite sex. That's normal and healthy. People have all kinds of fantasies. It doesn't mean they actually want to act them out," Karl protested.

"Yeah, yeah I know. But in your case it's different. It's not just curiosity...it's a burning desire. A desire you've had all of your life."

"I wish you guys would get off of this transgender kick. So I wore dresses a few times when I was kid. I played with some toys that weren't strictly considered appropriate for boys and I may have had a fantasy about naked men once or twice in my life. I'm not a lawyer but I think my attorneys would consider that what you'd call circumstantial evidence at best. Besides that I'm sleep deprived and stoned out of my head. I have lived the bulk of my life as a normal, straight, red-blooded American male and I've become quite successful in the process. If I had wanted to do that whole sex change thing I would have done it long ago."

"You could have done it long ago, God knows you could afford it, but you didn't do anything about your feelings. You just kept everything bottled up for years to the point where it almost drove you crazy," said the ghost.

"That was a breakdown caused by overwork and stress. It's not uncommon at all for people who run large corporations to get worn down sometimes. I think my analyst would have said something if he thought I had any sort of sexual aberration causing my stress," Karl responded firmly.

"Whatever you say baby, now just take another quick hit. We've got to be going."

"Going where?"

"You'll see soon enough baby."

The water pipe sure worked fast on Karl but it didn't seem to last that long. This was something that he could easily get addicted to if he wasn't careful. Fortunately he was still buzzed as the Ghost of Christmas Present came down from the DJ platform and took Karl by the hand. In a flash they were off!


CHAPTER 8:

Karl and the ghost were now standing in an apartment that Karl couldn't recognize. It was fairly modest but tastefully decorated and the tree full of ornaments indicated that it was Christmas. Karl searched his brain but for the life of him he couldn't recall ever having set foot in this place before.

"So where the hell are we?" Karl demanded to know.

"This is the swinging bachelor pad of one Bob Ratchet," the ghost replied.

"My personal secretary?"

"Oh man, is that what you call him? No wonder he can't afford a bigger place than this. That dude is your right hand man. You'd be lost without that cat and you know it. He practically runs the company these days," said the spirit.

"Well I'll admit that Bob does a little more than a typical secretary might but I've never heard him complain about his salary."

"That's because the man is totally devoted to you...for some reason," the giant replied. "God know why since you don't treat him very well. No matter how hard he tries to please you it's never good enough, is it? It's like you're blaming him for something that's not his fault."

"Here we go with the unlicensed psychoanalysis again," Karl moaned.

"Hey, how come a rich and powerful business dude like you doesn't have a hot female secretary? I thought that sort of went with the territory. Your buddies at the country club give you shit over it, don't they? They're always bragging about how sexy their secretary is. It's kind of a status symbol with that crowd."

"I hired him because he's a hard worker and a highly qualified employee. I don't need to bang some secretary to get laid I don't need to impress anyone at the country club or anywhere else. My success speaks for itself," Karl said proudly.

"Oh you can be honest with me," the spirit said slyly. "I know why you hired that guy and why you keep him around. He's eye candy baby. He's one righteous-looking stud."

"That's absurd! He's been with me for years because he's good at his job. If I just wanted eye candy I've got hundreds of attractive women working in my office, I could have promoted any one of them," Karl replied almost triumphantly. "I don't hire people on the basis of their looks, male or female. I've got a business to run and no time for that sort of foolishness."

"Well this is one cat you hired for his looks. You just got lucky that he turned out to be such a good employee. But that doesn't keep you from looking at his firm butt now does it?"

"I assume you brought me here for some specific purpose. Maybe we could get on with it," Karl suggested impatiently.

"Sure thing baby, just follow me to the bedroom," said the ghost.

They walked down a short hallway and stood before a door. Karl thought he could hear noise coming from the room but couldn't quite make out what he was hearing. Instead of opening the door Karl and the ghost just walked through it as if it didn't exist. Perhaps it didn't really exist since this was all some sort of a dream or something but it still took Karl a little by surprise.

When they entered the bedroom they found Bob Ratchet and a very pretty young woman lying on top of the covers on the bed. Bob was naked but the girl was wearing some sort of red lingerie with bows on it and a Santa hat perched on her head.

"Are you ready to unwrap your present?" the girl asked seductively.

"I've been ready since the moment you got here," Bob replied.

"Say...I think I've seen that girl somewhere before," said Karl.

"I should hope so, she works for you," the spirit reminded him.

"That's right! I think she's in the accounting department or something like that. I don't encourage my employees to fraternize in this fashion. She's fired!"

"Just her? What about Bobby boy? He looks like he's doing a good deal of fraternizing himself."

"That's different."

"How so?"

"It just is, that's all!" Karl snapped.

"Settle down son. Here...take a quick hit of this and you'll mellow out again," said the giant, offering him a smaller pipe that he produced from somewhere despite being almost naked.

Karl hit the pipe and indeed felt the now familiar warmth running throughout his whole body. As he looked at Bob he could feel himself getting aroused. The giant was right about one thing, Bob was indeed a righteous-looking stud. Such a handsome man and so valuable to the company. The girl was pleasant enough to look at but Bob could do so much better thought Karl. He deserves better. That girl would definitely have to go.

Bob's Christmas "present" was being unwrapped slowly. Bob seemed in no hurry to get the woman out of her clothes and kissed and nibbled on every little bit of bare flesh that he uncovered. It was kind of agonizing to watch but Karl was definitely impressed by Bob's sense of self-restraint. It figured that he would be a good lover, thought Karl. He was good at everything else.

As Bob began to suck on the nipples of his bedmate Karl absentmindedly let his own hands roam up to his chest. When Bob squeezed the girl's tits Karl tried to squeeze his own breasts but there wasn't much there to grab. The giant looked at Karl and chuckled but refrained from offering any comment at the moment. There was little doubt as to what was going through Karl's mind as he watched Bob methodically pleasing the girl from accounting, whatever her name was.

Eventually Bob pulled down the girl's red panties and began playing with her pussy. Karl's hand involuntarily moved to his own crotch where he was disgusted to find an erection under his pajama bottoms. Karl made a little sound of annoyance that caught the giant's attention.

"What's the matter?" asked the ghost.

"Nothing, this is just...wrong. I feel like a peeping tom. I'm not some kind of pervert you know. We should leave," said Karl.

"A little voyeurism never killed anybody. If it did there wouldn't be many people left on this puny planet," the ghost said with a hearty laugh. "Everybody likes to watch other people getting it on. And don't they make a cute couple?"

Karl knew the giant was messing with his head but he refused to take the bait. On one hand Karl wanted to be as far away from that bedroom as possible but on the other he desperately wanted to see Bob in action. It was something Karl had pictured in his head a million times. Of course he always pictured himself as the woman in the scenario but that was easy enough to do after so much practice.

Karl was expecting Bob to mount his partner at any moment but the girl took the initiative and pushed Bob over on his back. Karl stared with wide eyes as he beheld his employee's cock rising from his body like a skyscraper. In truth it wasn't quite as big as Karl had always pictured it in his mind but it still looked quite majestic to him all the same.

The girl sort of wriggled over on her stomach to get close to the erection and then began to caress Bob's shaft before letting her tongue get in on the fun. She took several big, long laps before the pink candy cane disappeared into her mouth. Karl was intensely jealous but fascinated at the same time. He had never seen anyone giving head in person and it looked quite different from this vantage point than it did in porn movies for some reason. The more he watched the more critical he became of the girl's technique.

"No, no, no...you're doing it all wrong!" Karl shouted at the girl as he moved closer to the bed. "Caress it, don't yank at it like you're sanding a fencepost you idiot bimbo!"

"They can't hear you dude," the giant reminded him. "And since when did you become such an expert on cock smoking?"

"Well, look at her," Karl screamed. "His cock is just pressing into her cheek it's not going down her throat. She looks like a goddamn chipmunk or something. How can you have this golden opportunity and not give it your best?"

"She looks like she's trying," pointed out the spirit. "Maybe she just doesn't have your technique man. And he sure looks like he's enjoying it."

"Of course he's enjoying it, he's getting his dick sucked. But he deserves better than some whore from the accounting department! If I were a woman I'd show that bitch how to properly service a man."

"I'll bet you would baby. I'll bet you would do just that," the giant chuckled.


CHAPTER 9:

Karl couldn't tear his eyes away from the proceedings. As much as it hurt to see Bob with another partner Karl was determined to see it through to the end. He knew they couldn't see or hear him but he continued to interject his opinions and comments anyway. He even sat on the bed a few times to get a closer look at the action.

After blowing Bob for a while the girl had climbed on top of him and let his hard and wet member slide into her waiting slit. There she perched in a look of sublime contentment that made Karl actually shed a few tears. As she began to move up and down , like some wondrous mechanical device, Karl stared at her boobs which were beginning to bounce along in rhythm. Again his hands clutched at his own, pathetically flat chest but in his mind he could almost feel his breasts growing and swelling to an appropriately female proportion.

It must be something like riding a horse, thought Karl, only a million times more intense and pleasurable. He knew that women often had sexual releases from the process of horseback riding and that many girls experienced their first orgasms that way. Of course in a way she was riding a horse; she was riding a beautiful stallion who was filling every inch of her vagina with manly heat and power.

Karl wanted to be riding that cock desperately. At that moment in time it seemed like the only thing in the world he really wanted. Despite his wealth and his alleged happiness he knew it was all nothing compared to the secret desire that burned within him. Of course the giant was right. He had hired Bob because he found him attractive. What's the point of lying to a ghost who can walk through walls and suspend time?

And he had treated Bob rather poorly. Never gave him an appropriate title worthy of the position of importance he actually held. Never paid him anywhere near what he was worth. All because Karl resented the constant reminder of what he wanted so desperately but could never have. Karl had started out merely lusting after Bob but over time he had grown to really love him as well. Bob was the most faithful and trustworthy companion he had ever known and Karl had repaid him with indifference and ingratitude.

Eventually the girl was on her back and Bob was pumping fiercely towards the climax. Karl pounded on the bed in a rage of tears and frustration.

"That should be me you're fucking!" Karl yelled at Bob. "I'm your employer. You work for me. This girl is just a minor clerical worker. Couldn't you at least be banging a Vice President? What about Cheryl Abercrombie? She's an attractive young lady with a bright future at the company. Oh, that's right...I think she's a lesbian. Well never mind her, there must be someone more suitable."

"Stop freaking out dude," the giant said as he shook his head in bemused wonder. "Nobody cares about all that office politics jazz. It's Christmas baby. He's just doing a little stocking stuffing like anybody else. He doesn't know you're all gay for his body. And that babe looks pretty cute to me. I wouldn't mind jumping in there right about now and sliding down her chimney."

"Fine, you can have her. Maybe that would get her slimy claws off of him," Karl snorted.

"You are one jealous little bitch aren't you?"

"No! Bob just means a lot to me. He should have the best, that's all."

"Maybe you should think about that the next time he comes up for a performance review or a raise or something," suggested the ghost.

"Yes I should...I will," Karl said almost under his breath before returning his attention to the copulating couple on the bed.

What a beautiful thing the male form is, thought Karl as he watched his personal secretary straining with every muscle. It would be nice to be soft and smooth and curvy but a well-developed male physique was really a work of art. Bob's body looked as if it had been chiseled out of solid stone by some expert sculptor. At least that's how it looked to Karl. Bob was definitely a good-looking guy who kept himself in shape but perhaps not the Adonis that Karl imagined. Such is the power of love to shape and craft those objects of desire into something more than conventional bodies of flesh and blood.

There was no doubt in Karl's mind that he loved Bob but there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. Based on the performance unfolding before Karl's eyes there was little doubt that Bob enjoyed making love to women. That didn't necessarily mean that he was completely closed to the idea of sex with men but what did Karl have to offer such a fine young specimen of manhood?

Karl was old and did not consider himself attractive, at least not anymore. Perhaps there was a time where he was thought of as handsome or cute or appealing or something of the kind but his disinterest in women largely precluded that discovery. He always assumed that the few women he had slept with had done so because he was rich, a not unreasonable assumption. He had treated the women in his life as something to be bought and sold and used and discarded with little more concern than he had for a dishrag. Naturally they were going to respond in kind.

Of course Karl could have tried to use his position as Bob's employer as a way to coerce him into unwanted sex but that thought was appalling to Karl on a variety of levels. For one Bob might just flatly refuse him and laugh in his face. That was an unbearable proposition to consider. Or Bob could become vindictive and charge him with sexual harassment, which would bring the whole sordid business into public view and would probably ruin him both personally and professionally. If Bob agreed to participate willingly there would always be the specter of blackmail hanging in the air. Bob didn't seem like the kind of guy who would do something like that but who knows what could happen if great sums of money were on the line?

The final and most formidable stumbling block was that Bob would agree to Karl's illicit advances out of a sense of duty. Bob's sense of loyalty to Karl was pretty unshakeable. He might go along with something he found distasteful but hate himself the whole time for doing it. Karl wanted Bob's cock desperately but not at that price. He loved him too much to think of humiliating him no matter how much physical pleasure Karl might receive in the process.

No, what Karl really wanted was to be that girl on her back in that bed. Or more precisely to look like her. With her firm breasts and her beautiful complexion and her full lips he could offer herself to Bob without hesitation or fear. And then Bob would climb between his legs and become his mate and his partner. There would be no more barriers between them, at work or in bed. The things they could accomplish together! The family they could produce. Fate had been cruel to stick him in this dreadful male body, thought Karl. If only it was a simple as slipping on a dress and wig like it had been with Gary. They were so young and innocent and it was all so easy to pretend.

Life would have been so different Karl thought had he been born a woman. It might have made his ambitious career goals harder to obtain. There has always been a "glass ceiling" keeping women from rising to the top of many professions but it was certainly more true when Karl was younger and starting his climb up the ladder of success. No matter what his education and qualifications might be there would have been certain doors closed to him simply for being female. There might have been some opportunity to use sex as a weapon to leverage a grab for power but that usually only took a person so far. It's possible that instead of running a large corporation he might have ended up just being the girl who ran the copy machine.

It was also possible that his priorities would have been different. There was something about simple domesticity that had always appealed to him. His father was a non-factor during most of his childhood and his mother had her own funky agenda and off-the-wall philosophies. When Karl played with his dollhouse he always tried to create an "ideal" home in the old-fashioned view of the traditional family structure. Perhaps Karl would have channeled his ambitions more in that direction had he been female. The thought of being a mother had always been very appealing.

Certainly his sex life would have been radically different. Even at a fairly young age Karl had always been a bit "boy crazy" at heart. He loved the idea of love. He wanted romance and poetry and flowers in his life but because he felt trapped in his body he shut all of that out and in fact turned against it with a vehemence. It was a bit of a "spoiled child" reaction; if he couldn't have things exactly his way he would have none of it at all. Of course he had been kind of a spoiled child and expensive gifts and trips were often the substitute for the stable family situation he really craved. Once his father had decided that he needed to "man up" his son there was no expense spared to convince Karl of the superior treats that awaited a "normal" man in this world.

Karl was momentarily distracted from his musings by the realization that Bob was shooting his cum into his partner. Actually he was shooting it into a condom that had been slipped on before the vaginal penetration took place, but it was all the same to Karl at this point. The girl had made Bob cum. Well, at least she had that in her favor. Karl hadn't really noted whether the girl had cum or not. If she didn't it was obviously her own fault. What woman wouldn't melt into a rippling stream of orgasmic pleasure while being penetrated by such a man?

Then it was time to go and Karl was happy for the release. It had been wonderful to even have the chance to sit on the same bed with the object of his desire, so naked and gorgeous and full of sexual energy. It would no doubt at least fuel his dreams for some time to come.


CHAPTER 10:

"You people are really cruel," Karl said to the giant as they found themselves trudging along a street that was unfamiliar to Karl. "Have I died? Is this hell?"

"Come on man, don't be so dramatic. You must have known that your boyfriend wasn't lying around all day jacking off over you."

"Hardly my boyfriend. He's my employee."

"Whatever."

"Look ah...you aren't going to tell anybody about the things I said back there, are you?"

"I'm a ghost. Who the hell am I going to tell? Who would care anyway? You think you're the only person in the world who has the same feelings you do? Life can be kind of screwed up sometimes man. People sometimes end up with abilities they have no use for and a total lack of skill for the thing they want to do most. Maybe they end up using those abilities to make money but it doesn't guarantee that it'll make them happy. Life is too short for a boatload of regrets."

"Thanks for the pep talk," Karl said sarcastically, "but I still don't see what all this ghost business is about. Okay, I'll admit that the thought of being born a woman has some appeal, but I wasn't born a woman so that's that as far as I'm concerned. It's not like it's been torturing me my whole life or anything."

"You still don't get it, do you man? It's like the first step to curing an addiction is to admit that you have one. Why is it so hard to be honest with yourself? You're even worried that I'll think you're some kind of a fruit and I don't really exist!"

"I've devoted a lot of time and money to get these perverted ideas out of my head you know," Karl snapped back. "Now you guys come along and dredge up every little thing I ever did. What possible difference would it make anyway? Do you honestly think I'm going to run out and get a sex change, or whatever they call these days, at my age? I'd be the laughingstock of the industry! It's all nonsense. Why don't you just let me go home and be done with all of this?"

"Dude all anybody has tried to do tonight is help you. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity but you've got to be open to it. You've got to start by expressing your true feelings, not what you think you're supposed to say or what will protect the shell you've built around yourself. There's some powerful mojo at work tonight, you can feel it in the air, it's all around us. What have you got to lose anyway by embracing the real you? Maybe if you can ever just admit to yourself who you really are inside good things will happen. You never know what can happen," said the ghost.

"Where are we going anyway?"

"Just to a little party. I'm afraid it's not quite as rowdy as the one we left at your house but it's a pretty nice little get-together anyway. It's the Christmas party your cousin throws every year. The one you get invited to all the time but never attend."

"I barely know the guy," said Karl.

"Because you never accept any of his invitations," the giant pointed out.

"It's all family stuff. I hate going there without a date."

"I thought you had no problems with that."

"I mean a real date. I never feel comfortable in situations where there are a lot of couples with kids. I've got nothing in common with them. The conversation is all about minivans and PTA meetings and people showing pictures of their grandchildren or something. Not really my scene."

"Well we don't have to stay long."

They walked up the driveway of a pleasant looking house and went inside. The place was decorated for Christmas and there was a lovely fire going in the fireplace. The crowd was largely as Karl had described it, couples with kids of all ages, but there was a real warmth to the gathering that was fueled by more than the logs in the fireplace.

Karl's cousin Fred, and his attractive wife, were a number of years younger than Karl but the crowd seemed to span a number of generations. It was a noisy affair with children playing and running about and adults chatting merrily in various parts of the house while sipping coffee or hot chocolate. Some were friends and some were relatives but the overall feel of the gathering was one of family. It was the sort of Christmas that Karl had never really known.

Unlike a lot of Karl's childhood friends his family never went anywhere on Christmas and never had guests over. With his father usually on the road Christmas was generally just something he shared with his mother. His grandparents had been alive back then and Karl sometimes wondered why they never went to visit them at the holidays like other kids did but looking back he suspected it had something to do with his mother's choice of Christmas gifts.

Christmas always meant some kind of female costume for Karl to wear around the house. It was definitely a tradition. It might have been a little hard to explain to the grandparents why their grandson was dressed like Cinderella or Sleeping Beauty. Christmas was a magical time, his mother had always told him, when little boys got to be beautiful princesses. When he was really young he actually thought that he was turned into a girl just by wearing female clothes. It was always fun and exciting to feel that transformation, even though nothing was really transforming at all.

Karl was bored by this party at first and then began to warm up to it. The people here all seemed so nice and pleasant. The conversation wasn't as dreary as he thought it would be, it was actually kind of stimulating. It was a diverse group from different backgrounds and they had diverse interests and points of view. Karl half wished he could get into a mini political debate that was going on near the Christmas tree but knew that his voice wouldn't be heard.

"Dullsville, man. I can see why you want to avoid this joint," said the giant.

"Oh, what do you know about anything? Life isn't all orgies and bong hits you know. These people seem to be having a good time," Karl replied.

"That's cool dude, I was just trying to take your side. Man, something sure smells good in that kitchen!"

The giant was right. There was a Christmas turkey baking in the oven and when it was finally served Karl desperately wished he could take a seat at the long table. So this is what a Christmas dinner with the family looked like, he thought. This had never been any part of his own immediate family's traditions as far as he could recall. It was like something he would have acted out with his dolls if he knew what he was missing. Of course he had seen things like this on television or in the movies but it had never resonated with him quite so much as it did now. He sort of wished he had accepted some of those invitations, with or without a date. Christmas was usually just kind of a lonely time in his big house with nobody there and not even the servants to make his meals.

"I'm going to make a toast," said Karl's cousin Fred.

"Oh not that again," his wife teased as she poked Fred's arm playfully.

"Every year for as long as I can remember I've invited my cousin Karl to join us here for our Christmas dinner, and every year for as long as I can recall he hasn't even bothered to politely decline, he just doesn't show up. And every year I raise my glass to him in the hope that whatever he's doing and wherever he is he's at least happy and well and hope that sometime before he dies he will honor us with his presence. To my cousin Karl."

"He knows I'm here, he must know I'm here," Karl said tugging at the giant's arm.

"Relax dude he hasn't got a clue," the spirit assured him.

"I suppose I should have at least sent a card or something."

"At least."

"There would be so much more room at my house, and a big yard for the kids to run around in."

"That's true."

"It just never crossed my mind I suppose. Fred's always been very nice to me the few times we've communicated. I always assumed he was just trying to make sure that he got a big piece of my inheritance."

"Yeah, he seems like the crafty, greedy type."

"Shut up."

"Well my man I wish we could stay and try that turkey but it's time for us to be moving on."

"Moving on where?"

"To the future my brother. To the future."


CHAPTER 11:

Suddenly Karl and the giant were sitting in the chapel of a funeral parlor. There was somber music playing softly and a casket up on the stage. Fred and his family were there and so was Bob but there were only two or three others in attendance.

A dark, menacing figure strolled up the aisle silently and stood before Karl and the giant. He was completely cloaked in black and his face was covered with a hood. He made no sound but stood still as board.

"This here is an associate of mine, the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come. Yeah, I know it's a long name but what can you do? This cat doesn't say much so I'm going to give you a heads up about the next part of your trip," the giant explained.

"I don't know that I want to see my future," said Karl nervously.

"Don't worry man, it's actually kind of cool. Because the future hasn't happened yet it doesn't mean that it's all got to go down like you see it here. It's like you're at a fork in the road and there's the future you're heading for and another future that you could have if you really want it bad enough. It's sort of like a game show except that you'd have to be a total fucking idiot to choose the wrong one now."

"How do I make this choice?" asked Karl.

"Oh it'll just kind of come to you natural like. Just follow this dude around for a while and you'll get the picture. And now I must hit the road Jack. Been a pleasure hanging with you my man, even if you are kind of an uptight cat."

With that the giant was gone and Karl began to look around the chapel for the first time.

"I know all these people but I'm not sure what would bring them together," said Karl.

The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come just pointed to the casket. Karl suddenly put the pieces together and realized whose funeral this must be. With shaky legs he walked up to the casket and looked inside. There was the unnerving sight of his own dead body. He honestly didn't look that much older than he was now and that was pretty upsetting to contemplate. Of course the body had cosmetic work done to it and Karl even managed to chuckle when he saw the rouge on his cheeks.

"Damn. The first time I get to wear makeup in public and I've got to be dead for it."

Karl came back down from the stage and approached the ghost who hadn't moved from his spot.

"Okay, so I'm going to die. That's hardly news. Everybody is going to die sometime."

The ghost just waved his arm across the small gathering of people.

"Yeah I guess I kind of would have hoped for a little better turnout. I suppose I can't say I'm really surprised. I kept myself isolated from the rest of the world for so long. My relationships were all about business. People were just contacts to me or investors or rivals or employees or something related to work. Even playing golf was never about enjoying the game or the company, it was always about making deals. I guess nobody would really miss me if I were gone," Karl said sadly.

The ghost pointed to Bob and Karl went over and sat next to his personal secretary.

"Hey, I know you can't hear me but I really appreciate the fact that you're here. I know I didn't always treat you the way I should have and I guess I just took you for granted but I'm actually touched that you would show up for this," said Karl to the shadow of his employee.

Karl suddenly noticed that there were tears in Bob's eyes. As one of them began to roll down his cheek Karl instinctively reached to dry it up but of course his hand passed right through Bob. Karl was actually speechless. It was one thing for Bob to attend his funeral out of respect but it was quite another for him to actually be emotionally moved by the experience. Maybe Bob really did love him in a fashion. Not in the romantic way that Karl had always dreamed of but in some sort of brotherly bond or something. Karl wished so badly that he had been kinder to Bob and more appreciative. Maybe he'd get his chance now. This funeral was the future. He wasn't dead yet.

"It's hard to believe he's actually gone and never once accepted my invitation," said Fred to his wife softly.

"What made you think he ever would?" the wife asked.

"I don't know. I always got the impression he was pretty lonely rattling around that big mansion by himself. Of course I never got to know him well but I don't think he was quite as gruff as he appeared to be. There was always this kind of gentle side to him that he seemed to be trying to keep hidden."

"Well he did that pretty well," the wife scoffed. "At least he could have left you something in his will. You are his closest relative."

"I don't care about that," said Fred. "Honestly just one Christmas dinner with the man would have meant more than any amount of money he could have left me."

"Easy enough to say in a place like this but a little something could have helped with our financial problems."

"You can't expect a man who's a virtual stranger to leave his money to us just because we're related. I'm sure he had his own friends or charities that mattered to him or something."

"Well judging by the turnout I'm guessing friends weren't exactly plentiful," Fred's wife said disdainfully.

"No point in bickering about it now. He's gone and that's it. This is our family and we've made it through life without his help. I'm sure we can continue to make it without him."

"You know I never even thought about leaving him any money," Karl said to the ghost. "Just never crossed my mind. My own flesh and blood but I never bothered to ask them if they needed anything or tried to reach out to them. I am definitely going to call my lawyer and have my will adjusted. It's the least I can do for family."

The ghost continued to stand silently as Karl took another look at the casket and the small pool of mourners.

"Okay, so the giant said you'll show me two futures. One that I'm heading for and one that might be. What is the alternative? Can you show me a life that doesn't end in such sadness and loneliness? Is there really something better for me if I want it? You don't say much do you? Well whatever it is I'm more than ready to face it so lead on spirit!"

With a flash of light they were transported to a strange room. It looked sort of like a large, oval shaped bedroom but much bigger than any bedroom Karl had ever seen before. There was little in the way of furniture except for an enormous four-poster bed and a collection of mirrors of all sorts and shapes and sizes everywhere. The walls were all beautifully carved wood and it appeared that there were many doors.

Karl wandered around for a bit and even tried out the bed. It was amazingly soft and comfortable and he almost felt like he was floating rather than lying on a firm surface.

"It's certainly large enough, I'll say that but having a larger bedroom was never one of my major concerns," Karl joked as he continued to recline on the bed. "I assume there's something special about this room?"

The ghost just pointed to one of the doors so Karl got up and went over to where he was indicated to go. Pulling the door open Karl was surprised to realize that it was a closet, not an exit, and that the closet was packed with what appeared to be female clothing of all types.

Next the ghost indicated the other doors and Karl went to investigate them all. Behind each one was another fabulous treasure trove of woman's attire ranging from the most gorgeous gowns to the simplest casual wear and everything in between. Karl took a little time to browse. It had been years since he had enjoyed his little bedroom closet of girly costumes but the feeling of touching the fabric and holding dresses up to his body had never totally left him.

"Wow, these are some pretty fancy duds," Karl whistled as he held one particularly glamorous gown up for inspection. "If all of this belongs to the woman of my future I don't think I'll have much left of my money to give away to anyone. But she sure does have good taste I must say."

The ghost pointed to the dress and then made an indication that Karl should put it on. At least that's what Karl interpreted the gesture to mean.

"You've got be kidding," Karl protested. "I haven't done anything like that since I was a teenager.

The ghost just continued to silently make the same hand symbols over and over and Karl began to feel like he would do it forever unless he put the damn dress on. Somewhat reluctantly he started to pull the gown over his pajamas but the ghost made some kind of weird noise that caught his attention and he realized that the spirit wanted him to get naked first.

"Come on, what difference does it make?" Karl pleaded. "I'm willing to put the stupid thing on if it'll make you happy."

The ghost just continued in his almost robotic fashion. Finally Karl gave up and with a sigh peeled off his pajamas. It felt funny to be standing there naked in this strange room in front of some weird, silent ghost but everything that had happened to him tonight was beyond belief anyway. What was one more indignity?

"Well, here goes nothing. I doubt if it'll fit somehow. It's looks a little small for me."


CHAPTER 12:

As the gown slid down Karl's body and he wriggled to get himself into it there was another flash of light and Karl felt the sense of being transported again. Only this time he didn't go anywhere. All of the other times he had been whisked away to some other time and place but for some reason the transport didn't seem to work.

"Maybe you better try that again," Karl joked. "We're still here."

Suddenly a look of panic came across Karl's face. He knew he had just spoken but the voice he had heard was definitely not his own. It was a female voice. He glanced down and noticed that the dress fit him perfectly. He even had a very convincing impression of cleavage. Clutching at his chest he hit himself so hard that he actually coughed. With wonder and disbelief he began to squeeze and bounce his boobs up and down. They were real!

Rushing over to one of the mirrors Karl stood and stared at himself, or at least stared at someone. It couldn't really be him although the reflection responded to all of his moves. Whoever it was she was younger and pretty and female.

"Is this really me?" Karl asked the ghost, hearing his female voice once again.

The ghost just nodded his head in the affirmative and Karl went back to staring in the mirror. It was unbelievable. In a way he looked quite a bit like the younger Karl had looked when made up as girl but this went beyond cosmetics and hair. Now he had the whole package. At least he assumed that he did.

Karl's hand moved down between his legs and through the cloth of the gown he could feel the lack of a penis. It was so wonderfully flat and smooth down there now, the way it always should have been. He couldn't exactly tell if he had a vagina or not but something inside him told him that he must.

It was like his mother had always said. Putting on the dress at Christmas would turn him into a real girl. Now it had finally happened. He wished his mother could see him now, all grown up and womanly. Maybe she could. Anything seemed possible right now.

It was silly to think of himself as "he" anymore. Whatever this body was it was definitely not male. Maybe it was just an illusion and maybe it wouldn't last but she was going to revel in every moment of being in it.

"My mother used to call me Karol when I dressed like a girl," she said to the ghost, knowing it was a one-sided conversation. "I think I like that name. I think it suits me better now!"

Once again the ghostly figure just nodded approvingly. Well, that was two votes for Karol so Karol she would be for however long this lasted. Fantasy or dream or whatever it was it was a most marvelous Christmas gift.

Karol ran from mirror to mirror and tried to check herself out from every angle possible. It was a total mind-bender of an experience. What she would have given to have lived her whole life looking like this. Not pretending to be female but actually being a woman.

"Can I try some of these other things on?" asked Karol.

As usual the ghost didn't seem to mind and Karol quickly peeled herself out of her beautiful dress. She had been afraid that it was some sort of magic dress and that as soon as she took it off she would turn back to a man but that didn't seem to be the case.

"Look at me! I'm a woman!" Karol squealed with delight.

She was totally nude now as she jumped up and down clapping her hands in delight. Her ample breasts bounced nicely with each jump and Karol was mesmerized by the sight. She ran back to a mirror to watch her boobs jiggling merrily.

"Damn, I've got a nice rack," Karol exclaimed as she got her first real look at them.

She would have settled for any tits but as long as this was a fantasy she might as well have really nice ones she thought. They weren't too big, they were just right. They'd fill out a dress that's for sure. Way better than wearing a padded bra. She pinched her nipples a few times and discovered that they were rather sensitive. She pinched them a few more times just to make sure that she wasn't dreaming but fortunately she didn't wake up.

It was hard to say how long the fashion show went on for. There must have been thousands of pieces of clothes in that huge bedroom of many closets and Karol wanted to try them all on. And shoes! There were shoes for every outfit imaginable. She put on sharp suits and comfy sweaters. She slipped into tight jeans and revealing crop tops. Each change of clothes was like another transformation. She could look slutty and sexy one moment and then smart and sophisticated the next just by what she wore.

Dresses were particularly nice because they had always suggested femininity to her. There was a real sense of freedom in having your legs exposed but some of the longer gowns took a little getting used to if you didn't want to trip over the hem and fall on your face.

Next came the bathing suits. She started with a modest one piece and worked her way up to a daring little string bikini that left very little to the imagination...but just enough. In a body like hers she would be able to knock men's socks off strolling along a beach or lounging by a pool in this thing she thought.

Finally she found the lingerie and night clothes. This was her favorite closet yet. Nothing seemed more sensual and female than a sexy little nightgown of frills and bows. She found one she particularly liked and danced around the room like an idiot for the benefit of her silent partner.

"So am I really a girl?" she suddenly asked the ghost. "I mean, does my body really function like any other female."

The ghost, silent as ever, simply let his robe fall to the ground. Standing in front of her was probably the most gorgeous figure of a man she had ever seen before. His body was complete perfection and his face looked like a god or something. Maybe he was. This was some kind of heaven to Karol, that was for sure.

She got a tingle in her body and shivered although the room was completely warm and comfortable, even in her flimsy little teddy. She thought she knew what was going to happen next but she hardly dared to dream of it. The ghost was walking slowly towards her with his tremendous cock and balls swaying with each step. Karol thought her heart was going to stop but somehow it kept going, albeit much faster than she was used to.

Her hand reached between her legs, now much more accessible in the gown, and she was surprised to feel how moist she was. She let her fingers roam all about her new anatomy while she kept her gaze firmly fixed on the spirit that was gliding ever closer to her. And then she was in his arms!


CHAPTER 13:

When their lips met Karol was afraid it would be like trying to wipe Bob's tears away at the funeral but fortunately the kiss seemed very real. Hopefully that meant that the rest of him was real because she was aching to touch him all over.

It was like a dog being let off a leash to go run free in the park. It was like being given permission to do every naughty thing you had ever wanted to do. The dreams and fantasies of a lifetime were coming true and to her pleasant surprise there had been no embarrassment or shame at all. Of course this was what she had always wanted but it never seemed possible. The best she could do was fool around with wigs and makeup and things but it only made her all the more frustrated that it was all just an illusion.

In the front seat of that car so many years ago she had gotten as close as she dared to a moment like this. She had been terrified of her wig falling off or one of her fake boobs being crushed into some weird shape but she had gone ahead and touched that boy's dick anyway. She had made him cum. She had even tasted him. That salty, sticky goo was like nothing else she had ever tasted before or since. Still she took enormous pride in knowing what a man tasted like. It was a dark little secret that she had locked away as deeply as she could bury it but now it came back to her in all its glory.

That boy had wanted desperately to fuck her or at least play with her pussy. It hadn't been possible of course so she had performed the sex act entirely for his benefit. She had been happy to do it but also felt a little cheated in not getting to know what it felt like to receive pleasure as well as to give it. Maybe now, after all of these years, she was finally going to get to know that sensation.

As if reading her mind the ghost turned her around and gently pressed the top of her body down on the bed. She reached out and supported herself on her extended arms. The bed was fairly tall so it was not a really uncomfortable position to be in but it wouldn't have mattered to her in the slightest even if it had been. It was a position she had waited to assume for more years than she cared to think about. She was bent over and exposed and there was a naked man standing somewhere behind her. The anticipation was excruciating.

Then she felt her nightgown being lifted up and knew that her lower body was now completely naked. Another tingle ran down her spine as she felt strong fingers beginning to work her pussy. Her pussy! How natural that sounded in her mind. As a small child genitals never entered the equation. Girls wore dresses so a dress made you a girl. It wasn't until much later that the physical differences became so much more important.

The first time she had ever masturbated it was lying on her back while wearing a dress. She made sure that the dress was hiked up far enough to not ruin it but the flow of cum that ended up on her stomach was more than she had anticipated. She had just let it pool there on her belly for a while having pretended that her lover had ejaculated on her after pulling out of her vagina. Even her fantasies couldn't be as satisfying as she would have liked but it felt good to pretend anyway. She didn't want to think about sticking her silly little dick in some girl. She didn't like to think about her dick at all.

Suddenly she was thinking about dick all right, but definitely not her own. The ghost had finally mounted her and she gasped as his manhood began to fill her up. How could this possibly be happening? She was a tired old man a moment ago, wasn't she? That seemed hard to believe as she felt her insides being stretched by a man's massive prick. She felt so young and full of life and energy and...cock!

"Oh my God that feels so good," she moaned.

She hadn't planned to say that as there was little point in speaking with a mute lover but the words had just tumbled out. It did feel good to have a cock inside her. A nice hard rod like the ghost's probably would have felt pretty sweet in any girl's snatch but it was especially good for Karol who had waited so long to discover the feeling.

All her life had been about pretending something. Pretending to be a princess or pretending to be a womanizing male. Everything was illusions and costumes and role playing of a sort. She certainly wasn't the man she had always pretended to be but she wasn't actually a girl either, at least not in any way that society would recognize or that she would allow herself to be seen as. The choice between which she wanted to be was a no-brainer but she had no idea how to deal with that on any level.

Surgery? Hormone injections? Maybe keep the cock but grow some tits? Nothing seemed to appeal to her. It was just too frightening to contemplate. And then there would have been the inevitable public admission of her true nature and sexual desires. Maybe if she could have sailed away to some remote island where nobody knew her and nobody cared she could have lived any way that she pleased but that wasn't the world she knew.

Eventually it just seemed too late. Maybe someday science would come up with a plan to change one's gender with less fuss and bother but Karol knew that her time was running out. Eventually it became pretty clear that the life she had chosen was the one she was stuck with. Until tonight. Whatever magic was being performed was working like a charm. She could actually feel each powerful thrust of manliness inside her. She could hear the sound of a man's balls slapping up against her ass like waves crashing on the shore. The heft and bounce of her tits was real. Everything was real and perfect and just as she had always imagined it would be but even better somehow.

A moment later it got better yet. What started out feeling like a tiny cramp in her stomach soon enveloped her whole body in a wave of electricity. At first she was scared that they were zooming away from this room but then she realized that she was having an orgasm. A genuine female orgasm. This was something she hadn't totally imagined as there is no way to really prepare yourself for the moment. From the instant she had been penetrated she had felt stimulated and aroused and excited all over but it had taken a little while to build up to a full climax. And yet it wasn't a climax at all!

When she had masturbated as a man the ejaculation phase was always the end of the mood. Her dick got soft pretty quickly and all she wanted to do was clean up the mess and get on with her life. This orgasm was more like a wakeup call to her body. It was like the engine of a fine sports car getting warmed up and ready to be driven at speed.

"Oh fuck yes, fuck yes!" Karol screamed at the top of her voice. "Fuck me harder baby, fuck me harder!"

The ghost was an obliging fellow and began to jackhammer her backside with some vigor. Suddenly her head was jerked back and she realized that the ghost had a grip on her hair. Instinctively she went to brush the hand away and then just giggled as she realized that she wasn't wearing a wig this time. Let him tug away, she thought. Let him do whatever the hell he wants to do to me. If I die now I'm going to die happier than I've ever been before.

Of course she knew she wasn't going to die, or at least assumed it. Part of her thought she had died already and this was paradise but part of her knew that she was safe.

Karol found that she really adored being in this position, even if it wasn't as romantic as lying on your back, gazing into your lover's eyes. She was being fucked by a ghost so whatever.

She rather enjoyed being dominated like this too. Of course her lover was no ordinary, mortal man and anything that made her feel especially feminine was appreciated at the moment but she thought she could embrace this posture quite easily with the right guy. A guy like Bob for example.

She felt a sudden pang of guilt as she thought about Bob while another man drilled her from behind. Of course she would rather be with Bob but this may be her one and only chance to get laid as a woman. Surely Bob wouldn't expect her to be a virgin. Technically she might still be a virgin since she was being fucked by a supernatural being. She really wasn't quite sure what the rules were for that sort of thing.

Another orgasm shot through her body and it was hard to think about rules and regulations of spirit fucking or much of anything else. The cock inside her was running her brain now.

The ghost finally made another noise and this one was impossible to describe. Maybe it was because he was a ghost or maybe it was the way all men sounded when they shot their wad, Karol had no real way of judging either but she knew what was happening.

As the hot spurts erupted inside her she felt very dizzy and then sleepy and realized that her eyes were closing and that she was drifting away. There was a moment of panic but then she surrendered to the feeling. Maybe she was dying after all. Well, it was a hell of a way to go she thought.


CHAPTER 14:

When Karol opened her eyes she realized that she was back in her own bed. The sun was shining through the window now and it must be morning. But which morning? How long had she slept? And why did her pajamas feel so funny?

Flinging back the covers she discovered that she was still wearing the same nightgown she had been wearing when the ghost fucked her. When the ghost fucked her? Wow, that was one weird dream. But if it was a dream why did she still have these big tits sticking up from her chest? And a pussy! A beautiful little pussy between her legs!

She jumped out of bed and ran to the closest mirror. She was still a girl! She was still the same girl she had turned into when she had slipped on the beautiful gown in the room full of closets. But that had just been a dream, hadn't it? She was really a man named Karl Davenport. Or was she?

Scrambling to find her wallet she was amazed to discover that it was resting in a purse. She couldn't recall owning a purse but there it was right next to the bed. Searching the wallet she found a driver's license. There was her picture all right, or at least a picture of the woman who was running around the bedroom. The name said Karol Davenport and the date of birth indicated that she was 28-years-old!

So which was the dream? Was she really this Karol woman who dreamed that she was an old man named Karl or the other way around? Or perhaps it was not a dream at all. Perhaps those strange visions in her head had actually happened.

She flipped on the television and discovered that it was Christmas morning. Had all of that happened in one night? Did anything happen. Yes, it did. She knew that it did. She didn't know how in the world it could have happened but she knew that she had been visited by ghosts and shown many wondrous things.

"My God I'm a girl!" she shouted before covering her mouth and giggling like a fool.

There was nobody else in the house so she tore off her nightgown and ran naked through all of the rooms. Everything seemed just like she had left it the night before. Nothing had changed except her.

At the top of the stairs she got a crazy idea in her head and climbed up on the banister. It was a good ways down but she was floating on air anyway so she went ahead and slid all the way to the bottom.

"Try doing that with a cock and balls," she chuckled as she ran into the kitchen laughing.

This was where her adventure had started she suddenly seemed to recall. Her old roommate Jake Morley had stood right here. She had even touched his dick. It was a shame that it took so long to get around to it and Jake had to be a ghost but that was one fine pecker to stroke.

"Ha, ha, ha...I can grab dicks whenever I want to," Karol shouted giddily. "Well, maybe not whenever I want to, that might be sort of illegal or something, but under the right circumstances I can fill my hands with hot throbbing rods and why am I talking to myself? Who cares? I'm talking in a girly voice...and it's mine!"

Karol rushed for the front door and flung it open ready to greet the world in her new body. Suddenly she realized that her new body was still completely nude and decided it would be better to greet the world more modestly attired.

"Clothes. Oh, shit...what am I going to wear?" she muttered to herself.

Racing back up the stairs Karol flung her closet door open and discovered to her delight that it was now fully stocked with many of the clothes she had admired in the room with the ghost, wherever that was. At least she wouldn't have to go naked through the streets, although in the mood she was in that actually sounded kind of like fun. She wanted to show off this smoking new body but she knew who she especially wanted to show it to.

"What will people think? Will they know who I am? Will Bob know who I am? How do I explain to everyone I know that I'm suddenly a woman...and like thirty years younger? I don't even know if they'll let me into the parking lot at my own fucking company! What the hell is wrong with me? I'm dancing around naked like a fool with my boobs bouncing all over the place while my whole financial empire is going to shit. Ha, ha, ha...who cares? I've got boobs to bounce around."

With that Karol begin a crazy whirling dance that had her on the floor with dizziness and laughter.

"I'm a woman. I've got a house. I've got money in my wallet...which is in my purse which I love saying. I've got clothes. What the hell else do I need? Gifts! I need gifts! It's Christmas and I haven't got anything for anybody. To the shop-mobile!"

Another naked false start led to a return trip to the bedroom and a quick examination of her new wardrobe. Checking her dresser she found underwear in her underwear drawer but joy of joys it was now of the frilly variety. Having something to actually hold up a bra with was more of a treat than she ever imagined it could be. She wanted to dress quickly but she couldn't help but stop and pose in front of the mirror with each article of clothing she put on. Someday this would probably all be so boring she thought...but not today.

Once she was finally fully clad she made her way to her car and began to drive around looking for someplace that was open. Having rarely had any reason to go out on Christmas she was dismayed to find that the only shopping options seemed to be liquor stores, drug stores and a couple of grocery stores. Well booze always made a fine gift so maybe some very expensive wine would do on short notice. There would be time for more suitable gifts later.

It was a relief to discover that her credit cards still worked. Maybe she was still rich after all. That would just be the icing on the cake. It was actually kind of fun to do her own shipping for a change. She'd had people doing virtually every mundane task for her for years. It was nice to browse around and make her own decisions and everyone was so pleasant. Maybe it was just because it was Christmas but she fed off the good mood in the air.

Her knees had been knocking the first time she got out of the car and walked towards the store but soon she realized that nobody was looking at her. At least not for any bad reason. Several men did smile at her rather broadly and one of them even held the door open for her. She felt like she did back at the dance when she realized that she was actually getting away with her deception. Only this time she wasn't trying to fool anyone. She didn't have to. Even so this whole experience was going to take some getting used to.

Once her gifts had been procured it was time to put her new identity to a real test. She suddenly realized that she wasn't entirely sure where Bob lived. She had been in his bedroom, ironically, but she had been zapped there by a ghost. Fortunately she had access to the company database through her phone and was able to do a search of personnel records to come up with Bob's current address. She felt very pleased with herself for having been able to figure out how to do that. Normally she would just shout at somebody and the information would magically appear. And of course Bob could usually anticipate whatever she needed or wanted and have it ready for her without needing to ask.

Fortunately she did have a GPS system in her car so navigating her way to Bob's apartment was just a matter of following the spoken instructions. It was funny that she had known the man for so long and yet never had any reason to visit his home. Hopefully she could make up for lost time.

She found the apartment and made it all the way up to the door before her nerves began to fail her. She was actually shaking. The people in the liquor store had no idea who she was or who she used to be, she was just a woman out shopping, but how would Bob react? There was only one way to tell so she mustered her courage and rang the bell. After waiting for what seemed like an eternity Bob appeared at the door wearing a bathrobe. It was still kind of early to be calling on someone, especially on Christmas morning.

"Ms. Davenport...is anything wrong? Do you need me at the office? I can be dressed in like two minutes," said Bob, trying to compose himself from the shock of seeing his employer on this most unlikely occasion.

"No work today Bob, it's Christmas! I was just in the neighborhood and thought I'd drop these gifts off," said Karol handing Bob two bottles of very fine wine.

"Oh, of course. Who do I deliver them to?"

"There for you Bob," Karol said with a laugh. "And a Merry Christmas to you!"

"I...I don't quite know what to say."

"Well you could always invite me in. Unless you have company that is."

"No, no there's no one here but me. I was just getting ready to make some breakfast."

"Maybe I could help you. I'm a little rusty but I used to know my way around a kitchen pretty well," said Karol as she walked past her astonished employee and plunked her coat down on the nearest chair.

Bob wasn't sure what to do next. He wondered whether his employer had gone mad or something. This wasn't exactly normal behavior so he knew he had to tread very carefully. Perhaps she was drunk, but Bob didn't smell any alcohol on her. Might be drugs he thought. She probably shouldn't be driving in this condition. Turning around he noticed that Karol had made her way to the kitchen and even fastened an apron on. He rushed to join her. Too many sharp objects in there in case she was inspired to do something crazy.

"Ah...Ms. Davenport...you really don't have to do anything. I was just going to scramble some eggs," said Bob cautiously.

"Well then you just go relax and leave it to me. I don't promise it will be anything special but it would be my pleasure to cook you breakfast on this fine holiday morning."

Bob just shook his head and wandered slowly out of the kitchen. When your boss offers to make you breakfast there's not much you can do but hope that you're not about to get fired.


CHAPTER 15:

It wasn't a gourmet masterpiece but Karol did okay in the kitchen. It was a real pleasure to be cooking for a man, especially one she adored so much. It was like the old days of playing with her dolls. She liked the idea of pampering her man. If only he really was her man she thought.

Karol was very talkative throughout breakfast but Bob was still in a state of shock and not certain how to respond. He had never seen his boss like this. It was almost as if she was an entirely different person. Afterwards Karol cleaned the dishes away and then the two of them resumed their conversation on the couch.

"Ma'am, forgive me for saying this but you seem a little...different," said Bob cautiously.

"First off don't call me ma'am or Ms. Davenport. We've known each other far too long for that. I'm Karol."

"Yes ma'am...I mean...Karol. I'm sorry, that's going to take a little getting used to."

"No problem Bob," Karol said with a smile. "I realize that I haven't done a very good job of showing my appreciation for you over the years. I've treated you like an underling and that was wrong of me. You're an absolutely indispensible part of the company. I honestly don't think I could run that place without you. That's why we're going to be making some changes."

"Changes?"

"For starters your job title is woefully inaccurate. You're not my personal secretary you're my partner."

"Partner!"

"That's right Bob. Whatever I've made of this business has been due to your input as much as mine. That's why I'm giving you half of the company, split right down the middle. Of course it sucks that I'll have to get a new secretary but so will you. I guess we'll both learn to handle the changes somehow."

Bob just sat in stunned silence. He wanted to thank her but he couldn't find the energy to speak. It was just too much to absorb in one shot. Karol slid over so that she was sitting right next to him and rested her arm on his shoulder.

"Bob, can you ever forgive me for being such an idiot?" she whispered in his ear. "I should have told you, should have shown you how much you mean to me long ago. I hope it's not too late for us to start over and put things right. I need you in my life so badly."

Karol slowly leaned over and planted a kiss on Bob's lips. That seemed to snap him out of his daze.

"You can't imagine how long I've waited to hear those words," said Bob as he gazed deeply into her eyes. "I've always adored you but I thought you barely knew I was alive."

"And I've always adored you my love, but I was too stubborn to admit it."

This time it was Bob who started the kissing and before long Karol was on her back. Maybe this was rushing things a little but Karol was in no mood for being patient. There was still the fear that it might all vanish. She clutched at Bob's robe and got it pulled off somehow before she began to unbutton his pajama top.

"Not here," Bob whispered as he gently removed her hand from his shirt.

With that Bob scooped Karol up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom. She clung to his neck and tried to kiss him the whole way there but it prevented Bob from being able to see where he was going and he bumped into the wall once or twice along the way. Karol didn't mind. She just laughed and kissed him so more. She thought it was adorable that he was trying to be so gallant.

Once they were inside his bedroom Bob gently lowered Karol onto the bed. She looked around. It was exactly as she had seen it before, except now she was the girl in the bed just like she had wanted to be.

"Tell me Bob is there another woman in your life? I don't want to mess things up for you if there is," said Karol.

"No, there's no one. I thought there might be until I discovered that she was already married to someone else and just fooling around. I'm all yours...if you'll have me."

Karol jumped out of the bed and kissed him again before turning around so that he could unzip her dress. She let it fall to the floor with a few wiggles of her hips that she thought were rather expertly performed for a novice. Bob had removed his shirt and tossed it aside and while they embraced again he took the opportunity to unhook her bra.

As she kicked off her shoes, or shoe to be more exact as one of them had fallen off somewhere along the line, Karol dropped to her knees and pulled Bob's pajama bottoms down to his feet where he quickly kicked them off. Bob was beautifully erect and standing at attention as Karol took his warm member in her hands and began to lovingly stroke it.

"It's just like I remember it," Karol said absentmindedly.

"Hmm...what's that?" Bob asked.

"Nothing darling. I just meant it's just the way I always pictured it."

"Oh my God, the thought of you picturing my cock at all just blows my mind."

"Well maybe I can blow something else as well."

Karol had been very critical of the girl from accounting for her sloppy BJ technique so now it was time to shine. This was a moment a lifetime in the making so there would be no lazy cheek stuffing or half-assed dick licking. This man's cock was going to get the royal treatment.

It was only the second time in her life that she had felt a man's penis in her mouth and the first time was just for a moment or two but still she found a way to give head that would have put a high class call girl to shame. It appeared that she was a natural born cock sucker and there's much to be said for raw talent mixed with unbridled enthusiasm.

For Bob there was an element of the surreal. He had planned to just eat some breakfast and then hunker down in front of the TV to watch some football. Now as he stood in his bedroom and looked down he could see the head of his employer bobbing up and down on his dick. Considering the way he had been treated for years it would have been completely understandable if he had felt a moment of revenge watching his boss on her knees swallowing his cock like a hungry whore. But there was no thought of vengeance on  his mind, and not just because she had just made him a partner and a very rich man. Bob had always truly loved Karol on a deeper level and often dreamed that somehow they would find a way to be together. He had never really believed in Christmas miracles before but he was beginning to now.

As wonderful as the blowjob felt Bob was consumed with the desire to get between Karol's legs and make love to her properly so he managed to extricate his cock from her mouth somehow and took her back to the bed.

Once she was lying down Bob slid her panties off and lowered his face to her already wet slit. Karol squirmed and wiggled with delight as Bob returned the oral favor with a high degree of skill of his own. She probably tasted like cum but to Bob it was more like strawberries and cream. It was the sweetest flavor that had ever graced his tongue.

"Oh Bob...fuck me darling," Karol moaned. "I want your cock inside me."

For once Bob didn't respond to an order from his boss immediately and lingered a bit longer on her pussy. They may be equal partners in business now but as lovers he was still a man and more than capable of taking the lead in bed. Once he felt that she was good and ready for him he adjusted his position and let the full length of his manhood enter her dripping box at last.

Dreams do come true, thought Karol as she felt his throbbing erection pumping inside her. At one point Bob pulled out and Karol looked at him desperately, terrified that something had broken the spell. It was exactly the look that Bob had wanted to see and he smiled a little as he plunged back inside her and began to fuck a little harder.

"You shouldn't scare me like that baby," Karol cooed softly. "I want you inside me always."

"I don't know if we'll get much work done that way," Bob joked.

"We'll just have a bed brought into the office and we can dictate to our secretaries while we make love."

Bob wasn't sure if she was kidding or not. Anything seemed possible at this point. Well, if that was what she wanted it was fine by him. Maybe they'd start a whole new trend in business.

Then a moment of paranoia overtook him. What if she was drunk or on drugs? All of this seemed too good to be true. What if she woke up and realized that she was in his bed and that he had taken advantage of her in an incapacitated state? There would be no promotion. He'd surely be fired and probably arrested. But she didn't seem high. And that look in her eyes was so sincere and full of longing and desire.

"What changed?" Bob blurted out without thinking.

"Oh baby I don't blame you for wondering. I haven't lost my mind I assure you," Karol chuckled. "Let's just say that I'm finally following my heart for once. I've always loved and desired you my darling. It just took a little miracle for me to do something about it."

There was that word again. It was a miracle. Two people finding love is always miraculous enough but under the circumstances this seemed to be in a whole new category. Well, there was no point in worrying about the details now. Nudity is a great equalizer and they were long past the point of any formal barriers now. They were just two lovers in a bed sharing an intimate moment of passion like any two lovers might do.

Karol could sense that Bob was nearing completion and clutched at his body, pulling him as tightly towards her as she could.

"Oh Bob I want you to cum inside me. I want you to fill me to the brim," she pleaded.

That was one order that Bob would have to obey as the first drops of his semen were already seeping from the tip of his cock. With a cry he let loose with a pulsating stream of hot jizz inside her before collapsing, spent but happy, at her side.

"Merry Christmas darling," Karol said with a grin. "I thought about getting you a tie but I hope you like this gift a little more."


CHAPTER 16:

The afterglow had been as marvelous as the sex. Karol thought that it was a shame that men had to recover because she was ready to be fucked again but the warm feeling of snuggling up with her man was pretty nice too. As a child she had often put her father and mother dolls in the same bed without having any clue as to the sexual implications of that. She just knew that husbands and wives were supposed to sleep that way. Now she understood that it was much more than just lying next to someone and that it could be something very special indeed.

They did make love again as soon as Bob could manage another erection and Karol could have just stayed there all day having her brains fucked out but there was another visit she really wanted to make so she invited Bob to escort her to her cousin's house for Christmas dinner.

The look of astonishment on Fred's face as he opened the door and greeted Karol and her date was almost as remarkable as Bob's expression had been. Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined that Karol would ever actually show up, let alone with a handsome boyfriend on her arm and several bottles of remarkable champagne.

"I'm afraid I didn't have time to get gifts for everyone but I promise I'll make up for it as soon as the stores open," Karol whispered in Fred's ear.

"You don't have to do that, just having you here is gift enough," her cousin replied jovially.

"Yes, and I know that you really mean that which is all the more reason why from now on I'm going to do everything I can to help you and your family. I've got a lot of years to make up for. A lot of missed invitations."

Bob was overwhelmed by the whole experience. In the matter of a few hours he had gained a share of the company, a lover and a new family. His heart was overflowing with joy. He thanked whatever power was responsible for this blessing and swore that he would try to deserve it.

"Are you sure you really want to do this partner thing?" he asked Karol when they were alone later that evening. "I mean, I'd be more than happy with a small raise."

"You've earned a lot more than that. I think it's good that you'll be taking over a lot of the day-to-day business of running the company. I assume you plan to get me pregnant at some point and I'd like to be able to concentrate on raising our children without having to worry about someone running the company into the ground," Karol replied as casually as she could.

"You mean...you...you want to get married too?" Bob sputtered.

"Only if you ask me darling."

"We might have to wait until I can afford a suitable ring."

"Oh, just take the company gold card. We're partners dear. Why not be partners in everything?"

Bob spent the night in Karol's mansion and they were rarely out of each other's arms. The years of pent up passion flooded over them both as if a damn had suddenly burst and released its raging torrent all at once. At one point Bob did have to use the bathroom so Karol was alone for a moment.

"I don't know whether any of you ghosts can hear me or not and I don't know whether you even really existed but thank you for making this the best Christmas of my life!" she whispered.

A moment later Bob reappeared and Karol flung herself into his arms again. If there was a happier girl in the world that day it would have been difficult to find her. Putting the dress on had made her a princess for real but taking it off had made her a real woman at last.
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