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ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS

Ben’s girlfriend has disappeared just a week before Christmas. She also left all of her clothes and shoes and makeup and a note saying she’s left for Brazil with a man Ben didn’t know existed. To make matters worse, Ben is sent home from work, until he’s in a better state of mind.

Now, bored and home alone with an entire female wardrobe at his disposal, Ben is overwhelmed by a creeping curiosity. And it really is just a curiosity—at first.


CHAPTER I

My girlfriend left me one week before Christmas.

I sort of saw it coming a whole year in advance, but it still took me by surprise. It wasn’t so much the split that took me by surprise, but the way she did it—a simple note left on the kitchen table, letting me know that she was gone. “I’m going to live with my new boyfriend,” the note said, “with his family in Brazil. I’ll be changing my phone number as soon as I get there, so I’m afraid you’ll have no way of reaching me.”

At first I thought I was having a nightmare. It was so absurd. Her new boyfriend? We’d slept in the same bed just the night before. She never mentioned any new boyfriend or even any potential boyfriends. I suppose she was living a whole secret life on the side—which I sort of assumed she was doing.

It was a year before when she asked me if I would ever cheat on her. “Of course not,” I said. It was around that time that we stopped having sex, we stopped kissing, and we stopped hanging out together. We were starting to become more like roommates than anything. “Why would I ever cheat on you?”

“Well, it wouldn’t be cheating if I told you it was okay, right?” she said. That question still haunted me. I remember my heart skipping a beat, my palms becoming sweaty. I asked her what she meant by the question and she said, “Well, lots of my friends are in open relationships. I was talking to Janet about it, and it actually makes a lot of sense.”

Maybe I was just desperate, or stupid, or desperate and stupid, but she somehow managed to convince me that it wasn’t such a bad idea. As she put it: “It’s the way of the future. Monogamous relationships are basically oppression.” It didn’t make any sense to me—and it still doesn’t—but I went along with it. I just wanted her to be happy, and the takeaway I got from the conversation was that she wasn’t happy with just me. She needed a little extra if I was going to be enough for her, and for some reason I went along with it.

Though I never thought she was actually seeing other guys. Sometimes she would be out late—sometimes she wouldn’t even come home until the next morning. I guess I suspected she was with other guys, but I never asked her where she was. I was too afraid of hearing it out loud. I was in a comfortable little bubble of ignorance, and that’s where I wanted to stay. Besides, our relationship seemed to improve throughout the year. She seemed to have more energy, most zest. We started having sex a few times a week, like we did when we first started dating. She would kiss me before she left for work, and again when she came home. I heard her say, “I love you,” for the first time in six months…

But I always wondered: if she is seeing other guys, what will happen when she finds one she likes more than me?

Well, that mid-December morning, I found out. She was gone, on a plane destined for Brazil, with a man I’d never met or even knew existed. And who knows how long they’d been together? I sure as hell had no idea.

Was I devastated? Not exactly. But when I looked down at my hands, I noticed they were shaking. I suddenly felt cold and scared. My apartment suddenly seemed terribly quiet. I could hear every little squeak and groan of the old hardwood as I walked towards the bedroom to lie down. Now what was I going to do?

I wasn’t too worried—just overwhelmed. When we’d started dating, there was no such thing as Tinder, only a few weirdoes used online dating websites, and I was still a pimply-faced young adult. Now, my skin was clear, I had a decent job as an insurance salesman, and pretty much every person used online dating as far as I knew—I heard about it at the office almost daily. I was sure that I would figure it out.

But the longer I lay there, staring up at my ceiling, the more I started to wonder: what went wrong? When did things take a turn for the worse? Was it me, or was it her?

There was one moment that stuck out as an obvious contender—just over a year and a half before the split. She came home early from work on the worst possible day. I was in the bedroom, trying on her clothes, wearing her makeup. It wasn’t something I’d ever done before—not even something I’d ever thought about doing before. But the way she looked at me, with those wide eyes and that pale expression…

You see, she was running late for work that morning. She rushed to put her makeup on, while I was sitting and watching the morning news. She left her makeup kit out on the coffee table. After she left, there was a little news segment about the first transgender to compete in a major beauty pageant. And I looked over and there was the makeup kit. I was just curious—and I had nothing better to do. So I took the kit to the bathroom and I started to mess around.

I’d always suspected that I could look like a girl with some effort. I was smaller than most guys, my shoulders were narrow and I had soft features on my face. In fact, bullies used to call me ‘Sissy Boy’ at school.

My girlfriend had a wig in the closet that she wore after a haircut gone-wrong, a year before. It was her own fault, really—she insisted that they bleach her hair blonde from jet black. The hair stylist tried to talk her out of it, and the next morning, her hair started falling out. So she went out and bought a blonde wig that was more-or-less in the style she was originally gunning for: a curly bob with bangs. I always thought the wig looked kind of funny on her—she hated it—but it actually looked pretty good on me. The blonde curls framed my face nicely.

I surprised myself with my makeup skills. I actually pulled off what I would call a mix between Milla Jovovich and Taylor Swift. And then I started getting carried away. I went into the bedroom and started pulling out outfits. I’d already come that far—I figured I might as well complete the look. So I tried on a few dresses, a few skirts, a few tops, a few pairs of shoes. Everything fit perfectly—my girlfriend and I were about the same size. A few of her heels were too tight for my feet, though.

And I lost track of time. It wasn’t until I heard the door close that I realized hours had gone by. And my girlfriend walked into the bedroom while I was furiously trying to wriggle out of one of her dresses. I tried to convince her that it was just a joke, that I was just fooling around, but hearing the words out of my mouth, even I didn’t believe it. I was caught. She never quite looked at me the same way ever again. And maybe that was the beginning of the end. It was certainly around when we stopped having regular sex.

I never got dressed up in her clothes again while we were living together. Though there were times when I thought about it—times when I had the day off and I knew she was going to be out. But I resisted those urges—they weren’t welcome. I couldn’t even understand why I was having them. I just wanted to be normal, and I wanted to have a normal relationship with my girlfriend.

Now, she was gone, off to Brazil with some stranger. And she’d left all of her clothes and makeup behind. I thought it was strange that we’d only been technically broken up for a few hours and I was already getting those urges—stronger than ever. And what did I have to lose? What reason did I have to resist now?


CHAPTER II

I did resist. I didn’t want to be reduced to a complete mess, now that I was single and living alone. You hear stories about those guys who get their hearts broken and then they end up getting dressed up like animals and going to furry conventions. I knew one guy in high school who was dating this girl for a while. I heard they broke up, and then a couple of years later, I saw him on BBC documentary about sex robots. During his interview he went on a long rant about how men won’t need women in the future because of sex robots. It was a sad sight.

I didn’t want my friends to see me on some BBC documentary about men who snap and start dressing up like women. I’d seen the men who get dressed up like women—there was a bar just for them downtown, called Shakers. None of them looked anything like women. At least I really did look like a chick when I got dressed up—though I wasn’t sure whether that was something to be proud of or not.

I peeled myself off of my bed and I went to work. They say that the best way to recover from a breakup is by drowning yourself in your work. I figured it was a good opportunity to get a raise—maybe I could work lots of overtime, skip all of my breaks, do everything possible to distract myself from the thought of my now-ex-girlfriend. It didn’t work. I stayed at work longer than usual, but I still managed to get called into my boss’ office. “These reports you’ve submitted are crap. What were you thinking?” my boss said to me.

So work wasn’t the perfect distraction. In fact, my recent breakup turned out to be the real distraction. It was on my mind every minute of every day for the next week. I even called a client Jill over the phone—that was my ex-girlfriend’s name. She corrected me and then I called her Jill again just a minute later. It didn’t help that she had a similar voice.

It was the next Monday when my boss came into my office and asked me what was going on. I forced a smile and told him that everything was fine. “Well, whatever it is, I want you to take some time off work until you straighten yourself out. You’re no good to us like this.” He made me leave right then and there. So I got on the bus and started my journey home, wondering what I was going to do with my time.

They kept me on the payroll—that was nice of them. I don’t know how long they expected me to stay away from work for. I didn’t see my recovery from my breakup happening any time soon. And now that I was stuck at home, I had nothing to do—nothing but reflecting on why my relationship failed.

I needed a distraction. And I had one—but it was the last thing I really wanted.

For the first day at home, I managed to resist the urge to indulge. By the second day, I knew it was inevitable. I knew I was going to be at home for a while, surrounded by that wardrobe and that makeup. I knew it was just a matter of time before I caved and let myself go. Besides, I wasn’t hurting anyone. I was just getting dressed up like a girl in the privacy of my own home—who cares?

Before starting, I latched the lock on my door—the one that can only be opened from the inside, just in case she came home from her trip to Brazil (not that I was expecting her to).

First, I put on that old wig. I looked at myself in the mirror and found myself flashing back to that day, almost two years before. I remembered how good I looked with just a little bit of makeup. I remembered how much fun I had trying on outfit after outfit. And I remembered the look on my girlfriend’s face when I was caught. But now I didn’t have that to worry about.

And now, I could do anything. I didn’t have to worry about her finding her clothes slightly out of place. I didn’t have to worry about her finding a speck of makeup on the corner of my eye that I didn’t quite wash off. I was free—free to fully indulge in an urge that had been lingering in the back of my mind for almost two years.

So I shaved my legs. Why not? It’s not like she was going to come home and see them, and I could wear pants out of the house until the hair grew back. Besides, if I was going to indulge, I figured I may as well do it right. I even used her disposable pink razors, while sitting in a warm bubble bath. I shaved my arms, my armpits, and the small amount of hair that was on my chest. I made sure I was totally hairless, save for my head. I even rubbed a moisturizing lotion on my newly shaved skin, to give me that soft glow that really separated girls and boys.

I felt like somewhat of a lunatic, digging through the closet with a big smile on my face. I was scaring myself. Had I really been supressing urges that were this strong? Was this not just some passing curiosity? Or was I just losing my mind in my newly fragile state.

I tried on cocktail dresses, maxi-skirts, old Halloween costumes, lingerie, and so on. I stuffed bras with toilet paper to create the illusion of breasts. It looked surprisingly good, as long as I didn’t try to go too big. I found myself posing in front of the mirror, smiling more than I had in the last six years that I was in that relationship. My heart was pounding the whole time, filling me with a tingling dread, reminding me that what I was doing was not sane. But I kept going anyway.

After a good five hours of blissful indulgence, I came across a little outfit. It was a sexy Misses Claus costume, that Jill had bought a few years before for a Christmas costume party. I held it up. It was made from a super-soft cotton, with the cutest little skirt and a black satin band around the waist.

My father was an alcoholic before I was born, and when I was growing up, he went to those Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. He always talked about the importance of resisting the urge—he wouldn’t even take a single sip from a light beer. Because he said that one sip would lead to one gulp, and one gulp would lead to one drink, and one drink would lead to ten. I understood that now, as I held up that sexy Misses Claus outfit. I wanted to put it on. Not only did I want to put it on, but also I wanted to put it on, take photos of myself, post them anonymously online, try to get men to jerk off to the image.

I had to bite my lip to stop the big smile from crossing my face. Was I really excited about the idea of getting other guys off? It wasn’t the idea of getting guys off as much as it was the idea of being hot enough to be able to get guys off. But like my dad always said, one sip leads to one drink. Was this really a path I wanted to go down?

I put on the Misses Claus outfit but I resisted the urge to snap sexy photos in the mirror. I decided that I would just keep that image for myself. But that didn’t stop me from getting a little frisky. Jill had a couple of sex toys hidden in the back of a drawer. She didn’t know that I knew about them. And they were still there, left behind with the rest of her stuff. I pulled out a long vibrator and I teased the idea of sticking it in my ass. I pressed the button on the back and it started buzzing. It was an intense buzz, nearly jumping out from my hand. My heart skipped a beat.

I’d never put anything up my butt before—but there’s a first time for everything. I got up on my bed and turned to the mirror. I stared at myself for a moment, holding up the vibrating dildo. I still couldn’t believe how good I looked—and I was pretty sure I wasn’t just going insane. I slid the dildo up between my breasts. I pushed it up to my chin and then I gently tilted my head forward and ticked the tip. I kept my eyes on the mirror the whole time.

After circling the tip of my tongue around the tip of the artificial cock, I slipped it through my lips. I sucked it for a couple of minutes, but I don’t know why. It was like I was a completely different person in that little outfit—like I was possessed by the spirit of my slut of an ex-girlfriend. I took the dildo and slid it down, down, down, beneath my skirt. I reached down and pulled aside my tiny red thong before pressing the dildo up to my asshole.

I took a deep breath as I watched my cheeks turn red in the mirror. I looked cute when I was blushing. I sat down slowly, penetrating myself. I had to stop a few times, my anus clenching. I wasn’t used to being stuffed. It was an unnatural feeling. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel particularly good either. I wasn’t sure I saw what all the gays were going on about—

And then I pressed the vibrate button. I watched as my eyes lit up. My legs started to tremble slightly. I bit down on my lip and started to breathe deeply. It did feel good—really good—too good. As I started to bounce up and down on the vibrating dildo, I started to moan. “Oh God,” I heard myself muttering. Fuck, did it feel good. How had I been missing this for so long? Where was this pleasure in my life before? I bounced faster and faster, plunging that dildo deeper and deeper. My blood was running hot, electricity surging through my veins. I looked down to see my skirt being pushed forward by my throbbing erection. I had to reach down and stash it into my panties to keep the illusion going. I got up on my hands and knees and I reached around back, to plunge the dildo in and out of me, as if I was being fucked doggy-style. I was a moaning mess, a ridiculous smile glued to my face.

Then I found myself on my stomach, and then my back. I got the whole large sex toy inside of my body—save for the flat base with the controls on it. I had the vibration turned up to its max setting. I got back up onto my knees as a hot blast of euphoria made my whole body tremble. Then, I let go and slipped my hands into my hair as I revelled in the amazing orgasm that I didn’t know was possible. When I looked at myself in the mirror a minute later, I saw the white cum dribbling down my leg. I came on myself.

I got myself cleaned up, washing off the cum and my makeup. My head was spinning, wondering what the hell had just happened. Did I really just do that? Did I really just get myself off with a dildo while dressed up like a little slut?

I had one final indulgence that night: I went to sleep in a piece of sexy lingerie. It’s not like anyone was going to come into my apartment in the night, so what difference did it make? One more sip… One more drink…


CHAPTER III

I spent the better part of the next morning continuing my cross-dressing bender. A year and a half of supressed urges were flowing out of me at once. I hated how much I was enjoying myself. But I loved what I saw in the mirror. I was staring at a beautiful woman—I was staring at myself. But it didn’t seem fair. As a man, I was lucky if I was mediocre. I was lucky if I was so much as noticed on the streets. But as a woman, I was stunning. I knew that if I went out, I would turn heads. If I went into a bar, I would be showered with free drinks. If I went for a walk in the park, I would be asked out by every guy I walked by.

Or would I? Maybe I was just seeing what I wanted to see. Maybe I actually just looked like a man in drag, just like all the trannies who hung out at Shakers, who stood by the street waving at cars. Maybe they all thought they looked like convincing chicks, too.

There was only one way to find out…

But I couldn’t possibly do it, could I? Could I really go out dressed up in Jill’s old clothes, dolled up in her makeup? It was an insane idea—what if I ran into someone I knew, a friend, a family member, someone from work? Would they recognize me? And what if someone came up and talked to me? Could I put on a convincing voice? I tried a few lines as I stood in front of the mirror. I thought I sounded pretty good, but maybe that was just part of the delusion.

I found the perfect outfit for going out in. It was a fitted white cashmere sweater with a turtleneck, and a pair of fitted black jeans. The outfit looked so cute with my blonde bob, and a dash of cherry-red lipstick. I even found a pair of fashionable boots in the closet that Jill had maybe worn once. I found myself five feet from the mirror, staring at myself, scrutinizing every little detail, wondering if I could really pull it off in public.

I looked at the clock. It was only 10 AM—still a whole day ahead of me. Still a whole week ahead of me, maybe a whole month. Was it inevitable? Now that the idea was in my head, was it just a matter of time before I caved and went out into the world? And what if it worked? What if people bought me as a woman, and I had a really good time? Would that be the one drink that turns into ten?

I found myself at my front door with my hand on the doorknob. My heart was a pounding mess. My palms were sweaty. There was so much that could go wrong, yet there I was, about it risk everything. And for what? What was I even getting out of this?

I had no idea, but I knew that I couldn’t resist. It was like a drug, a high. Seeing my reflection when I had that dark eyeliner around my eyes gave me a burst of energy. Seeing my puckered red lips made me smile. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt like that. So I opened that door and I walked towards the elevator. Screw it—I wasn’t hurting anybody. It was my life to do what I wanted with, and as far as I was concerned, I had nothing to lose. My whole life up and left while I was sleeping—took off to Brazil with some guy I didn’t even know existed. Even if it was a mental breakdown, was I not entitled to a little mental breakdown?

The elevator was empty and my apartment lobby was quiet. When I stepped out onto the street, there were only a few people walking in various directions. One older woman looked over at me, but only for a brief second before she looked forward and continued on her way. That one little look was enough to send my heart racing.

I was one block from my house when I started regretting everything. I caught my reflection in a shop window. I thought I looked beautiful, but I still looked like me. Anyone who knew me would have recognized me—not that I knew a ton of people, but it just took one person to fill all the others in on my downfall.

I didn’t even know where I was going, and I was starting to forget what I was setting out to accomplish. I had to strain to remember that I was just going out for a walk, just trying to see what kind of reactions I could get from strangers.

But now that I was out on the street, I was realizing how stupid of an idea it was. It was absolutely not worth the risk. Even if I did get favourable reactions—that was almost worse. Then what did that mean? That I was justified in getting dolled up like a little sissy? I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to think that this was actually going to be part of my life. I didn’t want to think that—

I got my first smile. It was a businessman, maybe a few years older than me, walking to work with his briefcase at his side. He looked at me and smiled. But it wasn’t like smiled I’d gotten before. It wasn’t just a passing smile-and-nod. There was substance to the smile. He held eye contact for a moment longer than a simple passing smile-and-nod. He was handsome. I didn’t even really know what that meant: ‘handsome’, but I could tell that he was it. He had a stubble beard, a rigid jawline, short brown hair that was a big messy, but in a controlled kind of way. He walked tall, his chest prominent, his head up. He had a glow about him. And I watched as he passed a few more women—and he wasn’t smiling at them. But he did smile at me.

My heart jumped up in my chest. Was that the validation I was looking for? Did that mean I was pulling it off? I had no idea what any of it meant, but it left me with a smile on my face. I suddenly felt weightless, like I was floating down the sidewalk, like I could feel the sun warming my skin for the first time in half a decade. Who cares what it meant—it meant that I was happy.

“Excuse me,” a man said behind me, “do you have the time?”

I spun around in a single, elegant move, that smile still on my face. And then I froze when I realized I was face-to-face with my boss, the man who asked me to stay at home until I sorted out my life. I felt the colour drain from my skin. I felt a coldness entering into my body. I knew it—this was a giant mistake. That momentary bliss was not worth the risk. It wasn’t worth anything because it meant nothing. And it was over just like that.

“Well? I forgot my phone at home,” he said, reaching into his empty pockets as he shrugged his shoulders. It was only a matter of time before he recognized me. I shouldn’t have left my apartment. Or at the very least, I should have taken that outfit and that makeup and gotten ready on the other side of the city, gone out on the streets on the other side of town, where I didn’t live and work and hangout with all of my free time. Maybe I should have just gone to Shakers with the rest of the transsexuals and cross-dressers. At least if I was recognized there, it would never get out. Maybe that’s where I belonged anyway.

“Um,” I managed to say after a moment of crippling silence. I reached down for my purse and pulled out my phone, trying to keep my face tilted away from him so I wouldn’t be recognized. “It’s ten to noon,” I said.

“Cheers,” he said with a smile. He looked into my eyes for a second before turning to walk away. And that second felt like an entire lifetime. My eyes may have been dolled up with eyeliner, mascara, and eye shadow, but they were still my eyes, still the same eyes he looked at every day when he came by to pick up my daily reports. But he never looked at me like that before. He never smiled like that, even when I made a joke or when he was in a particularly good mood. That smile was different, a lot like the first smile I received that day. That smile suggested I wasn’t just pulling this guise off; I was making the most of it.

When he reached the street corner, he turned and looked back at me with that same smile—a little thank you and maybe a little more. Was it a little flirtation? Did my boss have the hots for me?

It was better than any smile or any validation from any stranger. There was someone I knew well, who I’d known for years, who looked me right in the eyes and still thought that I was a woman. I wasn’t like those dudes who hung out in front of Shakers. I really was a woman in that makeup and in those clothes. Maybe I wasn’t having a mental breakdown after all.


CHAPTER IV

It was the next day when I started to realize I was suffering from a developing fetish. At least that’s the best way I could describe it. I wanted people to see me. I wanted to put myself on public display. I liked the buzzing electricity that filled my body whenever someone looked my way. The highlight of my walk around town was my confrontation with my boss. I’d never felt so alive.

Again that night, I didn’t get dressed back into my male clothes. I slept in lingerie, and got dolled up again as soon as I was awake. At one point, while I was getting my makeup on, I even considered the idea of moving to a new town with Jill’s wardrobe and makeup and just living as a woman until it got old. So far, every minute that I was in drag, I was happier than I ever was as a man. Though I still hadn’t decided whether that was just part of my post-breakup mental breakdown.

And I tried to resist—at least I told myself that I tried. Deep down I knew indulgence was inevitable, and I was right. I went out for another walk, dressed in a skirt, black stockings, and a navy blue cardigan. I didn’t just go for some random walk—I walked over towards my place of work, and I did it right at noon, right during lunch break. I knew I would run into my co-workers, and I knew it was a terrible idea, but I found myself doing it anyway. The reality of my situation was starting to become obvious: I was going insane. At least I was going insane while looking good.

I passed one of my co-workers just a block from the office. She looked at me and then looked away as if nothing was out of the ordinary. My heart stuttered, but I continued towards our building. I tried pinching myself and I tried biting down on my tongue, but I just couldn’t stop myself. I was out of control. I walked right up to the office building doors with a smile on my face that I just couldn’t shake.

And as I saw myself in the glass of those doors, I flashed back to that first time I got dolled up, a year and a half before. I remembered the look on Jill’s face. That look lingered on her face for the next few months. I don’t know whether it was shame or embarrassment or just downright shock—maybe all of it mixed together. But there was no question about it—I was responsible for the downfall of our relationship. That moment was the beginning of the end. And now, I was looking at the same face that she saw when she walked into that room.

And I felt a bit of shame now. How could I say that I wasn’t hurting anyone? I hurt Jill. I hurt myself. But for what? What was I getting out of this, besides a momentary fix of euphoria? Was it really worth crashing my life into the ground? My old friend from high school—the guy who got sucked into a sex robot obsession—he wasn’t hurting anyone either—no one but himself.

Someone opened the office building doors. “After you,” he said. I recognized him from the floor below mine. He was in accounting. He had a charming smile and a nice, freshly pressed suit.

“Thank you,” I said, stepping in.

He looked me up and down and said, “I like your cardigan. It really brings out your eyes.” He smiled and then went off to lunch, leaving me with rosy cheeks and a big, goofy smile. But the smile was worthless. It was just proof that I was happier in a body that wasn’t my own, happier in my own delusions than in real life.

And still, I remained in the comfort of my delusions, wandering into the office lobby, looking around as if it was my first time in the building I’d walked into almost every day for the last eight years. Though it did feel like the first time in some ways. I noticed details on the tall pillars in the lobby that I never noticed before, gold embellishments around the elevators that seemed more eccentric than usual. I noticed a smiling young woman behind the lobby desk that I didn’t recognize. Was she always there? Was there always a person behind that desk?

I wandered around, smiling at everyone. At first I found it hard to maintain eye contact for long before fear and dread took over, especially when it was someone I recognized from my floor. But after a while, it started to become easier. Maybe because I was seeing over and over that my disguise was working, that I was unrecognizable—not just unrecognizable, but that I actually looked like a girl. Had I just been some dude in drag wandering around, I would have gotten some different looks, I’m sure of it.

I was starting towards the door again, to leave and continue my wandering elsewhere, when I noticed a poster on the wall. It was a little advert, looking for volunteers for the upcoming staff Christmas party. They needed a guy to dress up like Santa, and a few more volunteers to dress up like elves, but it was the last part of the ad that caught my attentions: females needed to dress up as Santa’s helpers, for later in the night, to pass around drinks and whatnot. Staring at the ad, I wondered if I could do it. I had that sexy little Misses Claus outfit. Hell, I could probably even make a few bucks in tips while I was at it.

But I would be surrounded by people I knew—not just casually passing me in a lobby, but I would be around them all night. That thought should have been enough to send me away from that ad, to push the thought out from my head. But instead, it got me even more intrigued. I wanted to see how far I could push my new little persona, and I liked the idea of a bit of high-stakes fun.


CHAPTER V

I wrote down the phone number and called it as soon as I got home. “I’d like to volunteer for the upcoming staff party,” I said to the woman on the other end, using my best female voice that I’d been practising constantly for the past few days.

“Do you work for The Henson Company?” the woman asked.

“No, but a friend of mine does, and he passed your ad along to me. I just think it sounds like a lot of fun,” I said, and that was enough. They asked if I had a costume and they asked me to send them a picture of myself. My heart was pounding as I awaited a reply to the selfie I snapped of myself. But they bought it—they bought me.

“Be here at 6:30 tomorrow, so we can run you through your duties for the night,” I was told.

“No problem.”

I was excited, a smile permanently stuck on my face. I couldn’t sit still. I kept buzzing through the house, making sure everything was ready for the big night where I would truly get to put my feminine persona to the test. I couldn’t wait to see everyone’s reactions—I couldn’t wait to hear the compliments from oblivious men. For once in my life, I was good at something. I felt like I’d figured out what I was meant to be. I felt good in those feminine outfits, and people smiled at me. People accepted me.

But was it right? Was it real? Was it maybe wrong to be enjoying myself so much? I mean—I wasn’t actually a woman. I was just pretending. So it’s not like I was discovering that I was meant to be a woman; instead, I was discovering that I was meant to be a cross-dresser. I was meant to be one of those people who gets dressed up in drag and marches in the parades and hangs around at gay bars. That’s not what I wanted to be. It’s not like I actually had tits or a pussy. It’s not like I was attracted to men—and even if I was, it’s not like I could marry one and have his babies. I was quickly turning into a freak. I was quickly descending into madness. I was a man. I was born a man, with a cock and the ability to impregnate women, with a Y-chromosome… I should have been embracing that—embracing reality.

But instead, there I was, staring at myself in the mirror, with a full face of makeup, my hair curled perfectly, my lips cherry-red, toilet paper stuffed into my ex’s bra. My excitement was starting to wane as reality set in. Sure, the reflection I was staring at looked like a woman, but it wasn’t a woman. It was a man—it was me.

I walked over to the window and I looked out. I watched as men and women walked up and down the streets. Everyone was in their rightful place in society. And I was making a big mess of it all. I was getting ready to go out and confuse the whole system, make everyone question everything—and for what? For a kick? For some false sense of happiness?

It was suddenly obvious that I needed to stop myself before I passed the point of no return, before I became so obsessed with my suppressed urges that they completely took over. The Christmas party would be my last hurrah as a woman. Then, it would be back to life as usual. I would make a point of forgetting about all of it. I would throw out all of the clothes and all of the makeup. Maybe I would even grow a beard—just an added detail to discourage me from getting dolled up ever again.

But I had to do the Christmas party. I’d already signed up, and I was terribly excited for it, no matter how much I tried to convince myself otherwise. I didn’t want to let anyone down, and I wanted to go out with a bang. So far, people had only seen me in jeans and sweaters and leggings. The Christmas Party was my only real chance to show off how sexy I could be—or maybe it would be the opposite; maybe I would get nothing but weird looks and a reality slap that I was really a man who was meant to be a man, like every other man.

I spent the whole next day getting ready, perfecting every little detail. I tried on every pair of Jill’s shoes. I settled on a sparkly pair of high-heels that took some getting used to. I walked up and down my apartment hallway over and over until I had the heels mastered. They weren’t as hard as women made them sound, but they certainly hurt as much as women complained about. But they were worth it. They made my ass look incredible, and my legs stunning.

I got into my adorable Misses Claus outfit, curled my hair to perfection, and added one last coat of cherry-red lipstick. I looked at myself in the mirror before leaving my apartment. I was going to miss seeing that face, but it was for the best. It was fun while it lasted, but it had only set my life back—potentially many years.

I put on one of Jill’s old fur coats and I called a cab. I waited down on the street for my ride.


CHAPTER VI

There was a woman waiting at the front of the building to meet me. “You’re late,” she said when I stepped out from the cab. She looked like a nervous woman—I’d noticed her pacing from a block away. I wasn’t even late. According to my phone, I was three minutes early. Even if my phone was wrong, I couldn’t have been more than a couple of minutes late.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Traffic was bad.”

“Let’s get you inside and get you briefed,” she said, turning around and scuttling into the building. She led me down the hallway and past the ballroom where the party was already underway. It was bumping. There must have been five hundred people in attendance. Until that moment, I was calm and relaxed. But as soon as I saw that crowd, all with drinks in their hands, my heart began to stutter and pound. Was I crazy? Did I really sign myself up for this?

“C’mon,” the woman said, reaching out and tugging my wrist, leading me towards a back room where the other girls were getting ready.

My heart was full of regret. There were five hundred people in that room and I knew a good chunk of them personally. Soon, they would all be looking right at me, staring at my face—and someone was bound to recognize me. I didn’t go heavy enough with my makeup. I went for a more minimalist look, which I was realizing now was a very big mistake. I looked at myself in a window reflection before entering the room with the other women. I could see too much of myself. My disguise wasn’t good enough.

“Are you coming or not?” the woman asked. I should have excused myself and run away. I don’t know why I went into that room. “Okay, good. Now that we’re all here, I can run you through what you’re going to be doing tonight.” She started to go off on our tasks for the night, but it was hard to focus. Some of the girls in that room were gorgeous. Their eyes were big and shining, their tits were perky, their asses were supple, their legs were long. Whenever one of them looked my way, I turned my face away. Any woman that gorgeous could certainly see through my lousy disguise, right?

“And that’s pretty much all there is to it,” the woman said as she finished her briefing. I hadn’t heard a word of her speech. My mind was spinning. My heart was racing. There was a ringing in my ears that was making me regret every second of the past week—the past year. But still, I was following the group. I was still going into the kitchen, grabbing a tray of drinks just like the other girls, lining up by the door, about to thrust myself into that ballroom full of my co-workers. I really had lost my mind…

While no one was looking, I took one of the drinks from my tray and I downed it. I watched as the girls started to walk through the doors, into the fray. I took another drink and downed that one, too. I was going to need all the courage I could get. In just a few seconds, before I even took a step towards the door, I could feel the alcohol entering into my system, relaxing my nerves. It was exactly what I needed. “What are you waiting for?” the woman in charge asked me. I took a deep breath and I stepped out.

My nerves were vanishing by the minute. Maybe it was the liquor I was sneaking in on the side, or maybe it was the validation I was getting from the crowd. Men were checking me out—some men that I knew. I was getting smiles from everyone. People I knew were looking me right in the eyes and they were still oblivious. Maybe my makeup was a good enough disguise. Maybe I was unrecognizable enough. Or maybe people just thought it was too outrageous to think that one of their co-workers was getting dolled up and serving drinks at a staff Christmas party.

Once the nerves started to vanish, the night started to become a lot of fun. I was quick to return the empty drink to the kitchen, quick to rush back into the ballroom to serve more drinks to more of my co-workers. As the crowd got drunker, the looks got better. Some were completely blatant, looking me up and down with big grins. One guy slapped me on the tush, but I kind of liked it. I looked over my shoulder and winked at him and watched as his face turned dark red.

I felt powerful—able to bring men to complete silence with just a small look. It was nice to think that I was in the same realm as the other girls that were working the same job—to think that I was maybe almost as pretty as them, maybe just as pretty. I had guys begging me to stay and chat with them. I had guys bringing me drinks that they were retrieving from the bar: much better, non-free drinks. The night was turning into a blast.

When I excused myself to use the bathroom, I nearly made the mistake of going into the men’s washroom. I had to pause at the door and clear my head before turning and walking into the women’s bathroom. After using the potty, I found myself in front of the mirror, admiring myself, wishing this could have been the way I was born. It was a shame that this would all be over after tonight. It was a shame that I needed to return to reality—but I did. It was bad enough that I was indulging once again at that Christmas party. I shouldn’t have been there. I had to be absolutely sure to get rid of all those clothes and makeup as soon as the night was through.

The alcohol hit me harder. I stumbled slightly but caught myself. I went back out into the ballroom and from that point on, my memory became hazy. I started chatting with various guys, revelling in the constant compliments, wishing the night would never end. And then suddenly, I was talking to my boss. We talked for a while. He asked me if I worked at the office. Somehow we started talking about movies. His favourite movie was Die Hard.

And then the next thing I knew, it was midnight and I was sitting in a cab, next to him, on the way back to my place. It was like I was returning to consciousness, but my body had been active the whole time I was away. My boss had his arm around me, holding me close against his body. We were just a few blocks away. I was suddenly trying to think if there was anything in my apartment that would give away my identity. I didn’t have any pictures of myself anywhere, but my male clothes were in my closet—would he look in the closet?

My heart was pounding as he paid for the cab fare. I looked up at my apartment. The light was on. Did I leave it on? Surely I must have…

“Are you coming?” he asked. He was now out of the cab, reaching his hand towards me. I should have told him I wasn’t interested, that I wasn’t feeling well. I could have given him a fake number and been done with the night… But instead, I took his hand and let him lead me to the front door.


CHAPTER VII

Once we reached my floor, I felt completely sober. I was no longer stumbling and my mind was clear. But still, I continued to lead my boss towards my apartment. I was trying to think of an out. I thought about telling him I was suddenly feeling sick, but I had a feeling that would backfire, and he would end up in my apartment making me a tea, rubbing my back, trying to help. I though about telling him I was just straight up not interested in going any further with him, but I just couldn’t bring myself to reject him.

So we ended up in my apartment. All of the lights were on—I must have left them on in my heart-pounding excitement. Though I was pretty sure that I could remember flicking the light off in the main hallway. Oh well…

“Can I make you a coffee or something?” I asked.

“A coffee would be great,” my boss said with a smile as he looked around the apartment. I had to take a quick look around myself, to make sure my real name wasn’t written anywhere. It wasn’t. I started brewing a pot of coffee, and then I heard my boss in my bedroom. I looked over. The door was closed. What was he doing in the bedroom with the door closed? I started walking towards it. “Mr. Stein?” I called out.

“Yeah?” he said, startling me. He was standing at the end of the hall—not in my bedroom. So who was in my bedroom? My heart sunk into my gut. There was only one other person with a key—two if you count my building manager. And my God, was I ever hoping it was my building manager.

“Um, nothing. Do you want to go check on the coffee while I get changed?” I said.

“Sure,” he said with a smile and a nod, leaving me to face whoever had entered into my bedroom. I grabbed the handle and took a deep breath. My hands were shaking, my palms covered in sweat. What was happening? Was my life really falling apart right in front of my eyes?

I opened the door. And there was Jill, standing in the middle of the room, staring at her opened closet. She turned and looked at me. At first she just looked confused, then that confusion turned to shock. Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. Her bottom lip trembled. I tried to say something but no words came out. There was a thick lump in my throat, preventing me from speaking. I coughed and then managed to say, “Hi.” It was all I could think to say. I wanted to come up with some sort of excuse, but I couldn’t think of anything—I had no excuse. I couldn’t even say, ‘It’s not what it looks like,’ because it was exactly what it looked like: I went out, dressed as a little slut, and I brought home a man.

“You’re wearing my clothes?” she said. Thankfully she said it quietly—probably with as much volume as she could muster—so that my boss wouldn’t hear.

“Yeah,” I said after some hesitation. I wanted that night to be over. I wanted to pack all of my things and move to another city—another country—another planet, if such a thing was possible.

“You look…” she said, looking me up and down. She wasn’t able to finish that sentence.

And then Mr. Stein was behind me, with his hands on my shoulders. “Hey, are you—oh, hello,” he said, noticing Jill, my ex.

“Hi,” Jill said. Her face only became paler.

My boss extended his hand. “Ross Stein, nice to meet you,” he said.

“I’m Jill. I’m… her roommate,” she said, forcing a smile.

“Camilla didn’t mention she had a roommate,” said my boss.

“I didn’t think she would be home,” I said, managing to push the words through the lump in my throat.

“Do you mind if I talk to Camilla for a minute?” Jill said, reaching out and grabbing my wrist to pull me into the bedroom. My boss walked away as she closed the door. “What the hell is going on here?” Jill asked.

“I—I don’t know. I was drinking, and, well… I don’t know,” I said.

“I’m gone for a week and… this happens?”

“You left me. What do you want me to say?” I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t even believe what came out of my mouth next. “I’m finally happy. I don’t know what to tell you, but this is the first time I’ve been happy in years. I know that you won’t understand it, and I don’t expect you to, but that’s just the way it is. This is who I am.”

She stared at me with wide eyes that began to water. “This is who you are?” she said.

“You probably think I’m crazy, and I don’t blame you—but this is who I am. I’m sick of hiding from it. I’m not going to hide from it anymore.”

She wiped the tears from her eyes. “Why did you never tell me?” she said.

“Because I was afraid of your reaction—I was afraid of this reaction.” My heart was aflutter in the pit of my gut. But I felt more relieved than ever. I felt free. I felt like I didn’t have to lie any longer.

“What reaction? Do you think I’m angry with you?” Tears rolled down her cheeks faster than she could wipe them.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

“Well I’m not. I’m just sad that you never felt you could tell me,” she said. “And now I feel like I’ve lost you. I feel like I don’t even know you.”

“You ran off with that Brazilian guy,” I said as my gut turned.

“No I didn’t. There was no Brazilian guy. That was just a lie so you wouldn’t come looking for me. And I regret it now. I realized that I love you. I love you regardless of what you want to be or how you want to dress.”

I looked into her eyes and for the first time in over a year, I saw the woman I fell in love with. She hadn’t gone anywhere. I was just too stupid to see her through my own urges and suppressed feelings. But she was still the same person. “I love you, too,” I said.

She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me. “But if we’re going to work,” she said, “then you need to be yourself—and you can’t be afraid of being yourself around me—otherwise this is never going to work out.”

“Okay,” I said. We kissed. For the first time in so many years, I felt that spark that we once had. I still loved her. I loved her more than I’d ever loved her before. And for the first time in as long as I could remember, I could feel her love for me. Sure, I was filled with regret: regret that I’d never been able to be myself around her, regret that I never said anything out of fear for our relationship. But in the end, those eighteen months of strife brought us closer together than ever before.

She placed a warm kiss on my forehead. “You actually look pretty sexy,” she said with a grin. “Where did you learn to do your makeup like that?”

“Instinct, I guess,” I said. We kissed again.

“And what are we going to do with that guy in the kitchen?” she asked. I bit my bottom lip. I was embarrassed, but relieved that she seemed to think it was funny more than anything. “I’ve got an idea,” she said, biting her own bottom lip.


CHAPTER XIII

Strong couples do everything together—that’s what my parents always told me growing up. I understood that now that Jill and I were in the bedroom together, with my boss. Jill was standing behind me, guiding me through the motions, occasionally sharing a kiss with my boss, usually sharing a kiss with me. My boss was into it—he seemed to enjoy watching Jill and I together more than he liked any attention directed towards him. He especially liked it when I was down on my knees, my face between Jill’s thighs. He fondled her tits while I ate out her pussy.

I have to admit, it was a bit strange at first, sharing my wife with another man. But as the night moved forward, it seemed more like I was the one being shared, and no one seemed put off by it at all. Even Jill was into it, spinning me around so that I would suck my boss’s cock. She made me unzip his fly, fish out his throbbing erection. She even held my head while I sucked, slipping her fingers into my hair. “Just like that,” she said with a grin in her voice, while my boss’s cock was pressing against the back of my throat. I gagged a few times, but I managed to hold everything down. I had my boss so hard—his cock was turning red.

Jill sunk down to her knees beside me. We took turns sucking. And then she had the brilliant idea of fetching the blindfold from our bedside table’s drawer. We’d only ever used the blindfold once, years before. It was a gag gift from a friend. Neither of us were too into the idea of being blindfolded during sex, but my boss loved the idea. We blindfolded him and made him lie on his back. Then, Jill pulled down my panties, bent forward and licked the length of my cock, and then she guided me towards his lap. I had my back to him at first, but she insisted that I turn around, even though it made my erection face him. We were putting a lot of trust into that blindfold.

It was a strange feeling, being stuffed by a big, throbbing dick. But after a few penetrations, it actually felt quite nice—especially once I got the angle just right, so his throbbing tip was pressing into my sweet spot.

Jill sat behind me the whole time, fondling my chest, rubbing my body, stroking my cock. When she started kissing my neck, I started to moan. I was deep in a state of erotic stimulation—a powerful euphoria that seemed to sweep me away. Thankfully, I was able to return to reality for a moment when I started to come—so that I could reach my hand out and cup my load before it sprayed my boss’s chest.

As I moaned and groaned in my euphoric climax, my boss grunted, and then I felt my ass filling with his hot product. He was coming deep inside of me. “Oh my God,” I said sharply, reaching back and grabbing onto Jill’s hand tightly. It felt strange, but amazing. I’d never felt so stuffed—so completely filled. I shuddered all over. I looked down and saw that more come was still oozing out from my own cock, as if his climax sent me into a second orgasm.

Jill watched from over my shoulder. I could feel her smirking. “That’s a girl,” she said. She reached around me and stuffed my throbbing dick back into my panties, fixing my skirt, before taking off my boss’s blindfold. His cheeks were red, his forehead dripping with sweat.

He went to the shower to clean up. Once he was gone, I turned to Jill. I sunk down between her plump thighs and I ate out her perfect pussy. And I’d never felt more in my element: a lesbian between my lady-lover’s legs. I got her so wet. I had her moaning within minutes. She even squirted a little bit on my face. “I love the new you,” she said after her third orgasm. We kissed. I could still feel my boss’s cum dribbling out from my anus, into my panties.

She looked over at the clock. “Hey—it’s Christmas,” she said. “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas, baby,” I said. We hadn’t opened any presents but I’d already gotten everything I wanted.

THE END
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