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CHAPTER 1:

It was one of those mornings...the kind that followed one of those nights. In the good old days the company Christmas party used to be a raging kegger but things were different these days and there was no booze officially served, which meant sneaking some in and spiking the punch bowl. Unfortunately even that frivolity was off limits so I ended up splitting the party early and seeking libations elsewhere. That’s when things start to get cloudy. I had a few drinks at once place, and then a few more at another, and who knows how many in total but somewhere along the line I definitely recalled hooking up with this really hot chick and going somewhere with her...I think it was her hotel room or something. As drunk as I was I was surprised that I could get it up at all but I distinctly remember very hard cock being involved and being impressed by my pickup’s BJ skills.

I rolled over in bed and was relieved to find that she was still there, soundly asleep, and looking even better than I had remembered. It had obviously been my lucky night, or a Christmas miracle or something because my drunken hookups didn’t usually turn out so great. Of course I was totally thrashed, which was to be expected after a night of debauchery, but it was kind of a different hangover feeling for some reason. I just felt funny all over.

Since my bed mate seemed in no hurry to get up I just stretched my arms and rolled over on my other side. That’s when I realized that I was sharing the bed with two people, not just one like I assumed. Suddenly all traces of sleepiness vanished as I realized that my other companion was a man. Now I’ve done some weird shit in my time, and I’ve woken up in a lot of strange beds, and I certainly wouldn’t have been opposed to the idea of double-teaming some hot bitch if she really wanted it that way but who the hell was this guy and what was I doing sleeping in the middle? It made my shudder to think that I might have rolled over and touched this dude’s naked body during the night without knowing it.

I had to get out of that bed, that was for sure, so I carefully slipped out from under the covers and scooted myself to the foot of the bed before tiptoeing into the bathroom. Unfortunately that was not the safe harbor I was seeking as I saw myself in the mirror and practically fainted at the sight of my own reflection. Not because I looked so terrible from being hung over but because for all the world I looked exactly like a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

It took me a little while to realize that I didn’t just “look” like a woman I had actually become one somehow, complete with tits and pussy and a really fine ass. And it wasn’t just the mirror playing tricks on me, I actually had the body I saw reflected. It was insane and impossible and terrifying but it all seemed to be real, assuming that I wasn’t just having a nightmare.

I needed clarification so I crept back into the bedroom and gently shook my female partner awake, who I vaguely recalled was named Angel, or something like that, and silently beckoned to have her follow me to the bathroom. Once we were both inside I shut the door and took my first sober look at her tight little naked body. She was kind of small, but that just made her rack look bigger, and she certainly had the face of an angel.

“Good morning,” she said cheerfully. “That was quite a night, wasn’t it?”

“I don’t know. Was it? I don’t remember much of anything and I certainly don’t remember any part where I turned into a girl. When I met you I was a man, right?”

“Absolutely. A man named George Bailes,” she replied.

“Well at least I’m not totally losing my mind. But what the hell happened that turned me into this?” I practically demanded.

“I did it.”

“How? Why?” I stammered.

“When I asked you what your fondest Christmas wish was you said you wanted to have a three-way with two hot babes so I used my somewhat limited powers to make it happen.”

“You have the power to change someone’s gender?”

“Yeah, that one’s really not all that hard,” she said.

“What powers are you talking about?”

“Oh, I guess you forgot. I’m an angel. Well, a Christmas angel more specifically...at least I’m an angel in training,” she explained.

“Okay, maybe I am losing my mind, but supposing what you say is true, and I said I wanted to have a three-way with two hot babes, why in the hell did you change me into a girl?” I asked.

“I thought that’s what you wanted,” she replied. “You didn’t seem to mind when I did it. In fact you were pretty excited about it. You kept talking about what a great ass you had...which you do have by the way.”

“And where did that guy in there come from?” I inquired.

“I think he said he was from Pittsburgh originally.”

“I don’t mean that. I mean how did he end up in bed with us?”

“Wow, you really don’t remember much of anything do you? You probably shouldn’t drink so much you know,” suggested Angel.

“Drinking is the least of my problems right now. Just tell me how that guy got mixed up in this.”

“Well after I changed you into a girl we came back here to my hotel room and I got you all fixed up and looking pretty. Then you said we should go have a drink to celebrate how hot your new booty was and then you went up to Todd and asked him if he’d like to be in a three-way with two hot babes and he said he would so we all came back here again and fucked like bunnies all night long,” said Angel.

“Holy crap! You mean I hit on that guy?”

“Yeah. You said he was cute, which he is, and you liked his big arms, which are nice but nothing compared to his big cock which we both thoroughly enjoyed.”

“This just gets worse by the minute,” I groaned. “So let’s get back to this angel business for a minute. You said you’re a Christmas angel in training. What does that mean anyway?”

“Well at Christmastime every year the trainees are supposed to go out and find someone who is downhearted and grant their Christmas wish in order to make them happy. Sometimes people just wish for a new car or something like that but sometimes they wish for something that will substantially change their life for the better. That’s what we’re shooting for. If you can touch someone’s life and bring them real and lasting happiness then you earn your wings and you’re a full-fledged angel. I’ve been trying for years but I always fail. I’m just so sex starved that I always end up getting sidetracked and spend all my time fucking. I think I’m just too horny to be a good angel,” she said a little sadly.

“Obviously I don’t know anything about the angel business but it doesn’t seem fair that you should be penalized just for liking sex. Everyone likes sex,” I pointed out.

“That’s what I said, but it’s a tough crowd up there and they don’t see it that way,” she said. “It’s not always my fault anyway. A lot of times I ask a guy what his Christmas wish would be and he says his wish is to see my pretty lips wrapped around his big hard cock so I pull down his pants and blow him. I can’t help what people wish for.”

“I don’t see how you can blamed for that. And I seem to recall that your pretty lips did look really awesome wrapped around that dude’s pecker.”

“So did yours sweetie,” Angel said with a giggle. “We made a great team.”

“Oh, fuck, you mean I sucked that guy’s dick?” I said in dismay.

“Well we took turns but you certainly weren’t shy about getting your fair share of the man meat.”

“Did I...fuck him too?” I asked hesitantly.

“Of course you did silly. We all fucked and he got his rocks off three times. Once in your pussy, once in my pussy, and we kind of shared the load after the blowjob. Eventually we called it a night and all snuggled up together,” said Angel.

“How did I end up in the middle?”

“Well you were on all fours and Todd was banging you from behind while you licked my pussy and that was kind of the end of the festivities so we all just collapsed where we were, which put you in the middle,” she explained.

My head was spinning, but not from being hung over. I was as wide awake and sober as I had ever been in my life. Bits and pieces of last night were coming back to me and the more I remembered the more it freaked me out. I picked up Angel because I’m a lecherous man who likes to fuck cute chicks. I don’t think there’s anything unusual about that. And the fact that I ended up licking her pussy was no surprise to me because unlike some men I really love muff diving. What I couldn’t reconcile was the idea that I allowed myself to have sex with a man, and even worse, that I sort of recalled enjoying it.

Suddenly the bathroom door opened and there was Todd in all his naked glory wiping the sleep from his eyes. My eyes were fixated on his very large penis, which still looked impressive even though it was completely flaccid.

“Hey are you gals going to gab in here all morning?” said Todd. “I need to piss like a racehorse and grab a quick shower.”

“We’ll get the water nice and warm for you,” Angel suggested with another giggle.

Angel went over to the shower and turned it on. Then she took me by the hand and led me into the shower enclosure where she started to soap up my body. I found myself returning the favor and soon we were kissing quite passionately. A few moments later the shower got even more crowded as Todd joined us and I realized that I had just walked into a trap but I was too caught up in the sensual feeling of all that wet naked flesh pressing together under the hot jets of water to try and resist. After a little group kissing and soap rubbing I noticed that Todd’s dick was ready for action again and I knew I couldn’t blame my drinking for what was about to happen next.


CHAPTER 3:

I ended up with my back pressed against the wall and Todd lifting my right leg up while we alternated between kissing and him sucking on my nipples. I swear to God I don’t know exactly how I got in that position but it just happened somehow.

Meanwhile Angel was standing right next to us, fingering my pussy with one hand while she stroked Todd’s prick with the other. Things were definitely getting steamy in that shower and not just from the hot water.

Perhaps because I got in the shower first with just Angel I put myself in an erotic frame of mind that was hard to shake once Todd joined us. Or perhaps I really didn’t mind a cute guy with big arms kissing me. I certainly didn’t mind the way he was working my tits but I’d never had tits before so it was a new and thrilling sensation to have them fondled.

“I think someone’s ready for a nice big boner inside her,” said Angel as I felt her lining up Todd’s dick with my snatch.

“Please...put it in me,” I moaned softly.

Although I had intended to say “please don’t” somehow the words came out wrong and it sounded like I was pleading to be fucked by a man, which certainly wasn’t my intention. Then I felt his enormous cock pressing deep into my gash and I knew I had made the right choice of words, even if it had been unintentional.

“Oh my God! Oh fucking hell that feels amazing!” I cried.

Todd was giving it to me slow, steady, and deep. Back and forth, back and forth, every inch of his manhood was making me tingle. Then I felt another sensation and realized that Angel was underneath me lapping at my cunt as Todd’s big tool continued to drill me. I guess she was sort of licking both my pussy and Todd’s dick at the same time, but whatever she was doing I didn’t want her to stop.

“Damn you bitches are something else,” said Todd enthusiastically.

He was certainly right about that. We were both definitely something other than what we appeared. One of us was an angel and one of us was really a man but from Todd’s perspective we were just a couple of horny sluts.

I was no stranger to sex with a random stranger, especially when a bit intoxicated, and my love life had never been anything special. A few online dates that never really went anywhere and a ton of one-night-stands that usually ended up pretty disappointing. It was actually kind of nice to be involved in a casual hookup situation that was actually very stimulating. Of course the fact that I was totally getting off on having my pussy stuffed with a big cock was kind of disconcerting but when something feels that good it’s hard to quibble about the details.

I guess Todd liked the way Angel’s tongue was licking his shaft and balls because he pulled out of me and stuck his dick in her mouth. It was a little disappointing to go from totally filled to completely empty but I couldn’t begrudge my new pal her chance to get in on the fun. And it wasn’t like I was denied any attention as Todd kept up the kissing and nipple sucking routine, which kept me going.

After a while we fell into a pattern of Todd putting his dick in my pussy for a bit and then pulling out and putting it in Angel’s mouth again. I had to admit that the man’s prowess was exceptional. I certainly got horny in the morning quite often but it didn’t take much to get me off. Todd was a real trouper and showing no sign of slowing down.

Just when I thought that Todd might be getting ready to pop we switched things up again as Angel stood up and faced the wall with her back arched way out and her boobs pressed up tight against the tile. Todd grabbed her hair and shoved his cock into her gash from the backside while I got down where Angel had been and tried to figure out how best to participate in this new arrangement.

“Rub my clitty sweetie,” said Angel, her voice a little muffled from the sound of the running water and the fact that her face was kind of squished against the tile.

I reached between her legs and found the hood that concealed her little pearl and started rubbing it vigorously. That seemed to really do the trick for her because pretty soon she was moaning and crying out in a way that seemed to imply that she was having an orgasm.

“Oh fucking yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Give it to me baby, give it to me!” she cried out.

I don’t know what I pictured angels talking like, if they actually existed, but I never quite expected to hear them talking like that. Of course who could blame her? She was obviously having a pretty intense orgasm and one is hardly responsible for what they say under those circumstances.

“Okay baby, your turn,” said Todd as he grabbed my hair and turned my head towards his throbbing member. “I know you want to suck it.”

For some damn reason he was absolutely right. I did want to suck it. On my knees in that shower in that moment I thought his glistening cock was just about the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in my life and I couldn’t wait to get it in my mouth.

Angel just stayed pressed up against the wall, probably trying to catch her breath and get her senses back, but she didn’t have to wait too long before Todd rammed his prick back into her pussy as we resumed the process of trading off. I actually felt a real sense of anticipation when it was Angel’s turn to enjoy his dick because I wanted to suck it more.

It seemed to me that the real miracle happening here wasn’t that I had been turned into a woman it was the stamina that Todd was displaying. How could anyone stay that hard and fuck so vigorously for so long without ejaculating? Then I realized that the only thing I had to compare it to was my own stamina, which was not always so great, and it made me wonder whether maybe I was just way below average in that department. Fortunately at the moment that wasn’t something I had to worry about, which was kind of a nice relief for a change. Todd was just a fuck machine and all I had to do was wait for my turn and enjoy the ride.

Finally Todd proved that he was mortal when he announced that he was getting ready to cum. He had us both get on our knees and open our mouths but he just blasted his cum all over our faces with no particular effort seeming to be made to aim for our gaping mouths. When he finished Angel clamped a big open mouthed kiss on me and I could tell that she had squirreled away some of his seed which she shared with me. It was probably the most erotic thing I had ever done in my life.

The fact that we had both gotten facialized didn’t matter at all since we were in a shower and it was easy to clean up. Todd left us alone and grabbed a towel on his way out and Angel and I went back to the way we started, kissing and soaping each other up all over.

“That was yummy, wasn’t it?” said Angel.

“It was certainly different,” I said, trying to regain some of my masculine pride.

“Come on, you can be honest with me. That was a great fuck,” Angel insisted.

“Yeah, I have to admit that it was pretty hot,” I said with a little giggle.

“We’re going to have so much fun together getting our brains drilled out by hot guys all over the place,” Angel announced.

“Say what now?”

“This is just the start sweetie. Let the party begin!”


CHAPTER 4:

Todd had to split, which actually made me a little sad because he had proven to be a pretty fantastic lover, but Angel assured me that there were lots of guys who could give us the quality boning we desired.

We ordered room service and that’s when I discovered two very interesting facts. One was that Angel wasn’t named Angel, her name was Clarice and I had just been mistakenly assuming that was her name for some reason. I guess I was confusing the fact that she was an angel with that being her name. The other surprise was that I had chosen to call myself Mary somewhere along the line, although both of those facts had completely escaped my memory.

I’m not going to deny that I had found the experience of having sex as a woman to be incredibly thrilling but I did wonder what the point of all of this really was. Clarice had made my wish come true by putting me in the middle of a three-way with two hot babes, although I had never intended to be one of those babes, but it seemed like her task was completed and it was time to turn me back.

“Oh no! You don’t really want to turn back do you?” said Clarice, sounding genuinely worried.

“Well I can’t stay this way forever you know,” I replied.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a man. I have a life and job and friends and a real world to get back to that knows me as a man. I mean fun is fun, but I didn’t ask for this,” I explained.

“But isn’t it wonderful being a woman? Look at how pretty you are and what a great ass you have. I can make it so that you never have to go back to your old boring life,” said Clarice.

“People are going to think that it’s kind of strange that I suddenly have become a woman and I can’t very well tell them an angel did it to me. They’d lock me up.”

“But I can make it so that no one will ever know the difference. In their eyes you’ll just be good old Mary Bailes, like you’ve always been. Of course they might treat you a little different than you’re used to since they’ll see you as a woman, but that’s not a bad thing, is it?” asked Clarice.

“How the fuck do I know if it’s a good thing or a bad thing?” I shot back. “I’ve always been a man.”

“It’ll probably take a little getting used to but you’re off to a terrific start. You already know how much you love sex as a woman. That’s kind of a big hurdle that’s out of the way. 24 hours ago you probably would have thought that having a man cum all over your face would sound pretty gross, but now you know it’s pretty fucking awesome,” said Clarice.

“But I don’t know how to be a woman.”

“I’ll teach you.”

“My job…”

“Will be just the same in a skirt.”

“My friends…”

“Will probably want to fuck your brains out. Do you have any hot friends? Maybe we should go pay them a visit.”

My head was spinning. Everything she said made some kind of weird sense in this strange rabbit hole of a universe I had fallen down but it was all too crazy to believe. How could I suddenly be someone I wasn’t? On the other hand I was sitting in a hotel room with tits and a pussy…and a really great ass...none of which should be possible. Maybe this horny angel really could make me a woman for real, but why in the world would I even consider that?

I suppose cock was the answer to that. I never knew that I could get that excited over a penis, especially one that wasn’t mine, yet Todd’s big dick drove me absolutely wild. I had a great time making out with Clarice as well, but there’s just something about having a prick inside you that’s out of this world.

But life as a woman wouldn’t be all fucking and sucking all the time. A lot of being female was a big mystery to me, and I had never been great at taking chances or making leaps of faith.

“Why do you want me to become a woman?” I suddenly asked. “You obviously have no trouble picking up guys without my help.”

“I want you to have a truly transformative experience,” she replied. “I want to show that I did some good in the world instead of just being a jizz bucket. I have this feeling that you’d be so much happier being female but I need to prove it, and have you acknowledge that I was right.”

“That’s a tall order I’m afraid,” I told her truthfully.

“Will you at least agree to give it a shot? Try living your life as Mary instead of George and see how things go? What have you got to lose? Whatever happens, whatever you decide in the end, it’ll just be our little secret. Your life will go on as if nothing strange had ever happened,” Clarice suggested.

“Okay, but how would that work? Is there some kind of a time limit or something?” I asked.

“Christmas is coming up. Why don’t you try it until midnight on Christmas Eve. Then if you’re not happy being a woman I’ll put things back the way they were, but if you are happy you can just go on being happily female forever.”

It was a totally bonkers idea but at least there was an escape hatch. I had never given any thought to the idea of being a woman because I had no reason to. Most people, I suppose, have some curiosity about the opposite gender but unless someone was really committed to the whole transitioning thing they would probably never get the chance to know what it was really like to switch teams. That made it kind of intriguing to me because it sounded like I could do a “test drive” with no consequences. Nobody would ever have to know that I made this decision so my reputation would remain intact.

The big selling point was really the sex. As a man I never imagined that I could be attracted to another man, but as Clarice had pointed out, I had gotten over that hurdle already so there was no reason for soul searching or hand wringing. I was going to have to live with the memory of what I had already done anyway so what difference would a little more sex make? Might as well have a little fling before going back to reality.

“Okay, you’ve got a deal,” I announced finally after mulling everything over. “But you’re going to have to help me out here. If I’m going to present myself as a woman I don’t want to make a total fool of myself.”

“No problem sweetie. I just know we’re going to have so much fun!”

I wasn’t sure that I believed that but I knew enough by now to know that I should never really doubt an angel.


CHAPTER 5:

Girly boot camp. That’s what I thought of it as. Clarice really took me under her wing, which ironically is the wrong choice of word for this particular angel. I had met Clarice on a Friday night and we had started training on the following Saturday afternoon with a special emphasis on getting me ready to go to work as a woman on Monday morning.

One very handy thing about having an angel for your buddy was the fact that she could just make a lot of things happen magically. We didn’t have to go out and shop for clothes, they just appeared in her hotel room in just the right size for my female body. Panties, bras, shoes, accessories all just provided to me for free, which was good because it would have cost me quite a bundle to buy a whole new wardrobe that I might only need for a couple of weeks at the most.

She taught me about grooming and hygiene and makeup. She showed me how to walk and sit and stand up in a properly feminine way. Periodically we would go out on little excursions, like to buy coffee or something, so that I could practice what I was learning in a real world situation. As long as Clarice was there I felt pretty safe because I knew she wouldn’t let me do anything too dumb but I was worried about Monday and going to work and dealing with people who knew me in my life as George, or at least who I knew when I was George.

Even on these little jaunts it was hard not to notice that kind of attention we got. Normally if I went to buy coffee I was just another anonymous dude waiting in line to place his order but as part of a pair of attractive women I definitely stood out a lot more than I was used to. It was kind of unnerving but also kind of exciting. I’d never felt so sexy and desirable before. It was a rush thinking that men were probably undressing us with their eyes and having little fantasies in their head about what it would be like to be screwing one or both of us.

Of course the fact that Clarice was so lively and bubbly and either took my arm or held my hand when we walked somewhere probably gave off a pretty heavy lesbian vibe, which I’m sure just made us all the more appealing.

It felt kind of dangerous at first to be out in public in what felt like a “disguise” to me like I was a spy or a fugitive on the run who might be captured at any moment. That also added a little to the excitement, although of course I knew that no one was trying to capture me and I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

After these little outings it was back to training but on Saturday night Clarice decided that we needed a more substantial break.

“You’re doing so great honey!” she gushed. “I think you need a little reward.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, suspecting that I knew the answer already.

“We should get laid, don’t you think?” she replied as I expected that she would.

“Okay. How do you want to go about that?”

“Well we could go out to a club and hookup with a couple of guys there. I love dancing,” said Clarice.

“I don’t really do the dancing thing very much,” I said.

“It’ll be fun, I’ll show you,” said Clarice as she turned on some music and started to groove to the beat.

She looked so fucking hot the way her hips swiveled and her ass shook. I was pretty mesmerized just watching her do her thing but she insisted that I join her so soon we were both shaking and shimmying all over the room. My body was just jointed differently I guess because I was moving parts in ways that I didn’t know I could move them. I realized that being a girl was kind of a free pass to let your inhibitions down because nobody thought it was dorky or weird if a hot chick starting busting a move. Clarice actually had me looking forward to hitting the dance floor in no time.

I wasn’t much of a club goer but to my surprise Clarice said she knew a place that was a lot of fun so off we went to her chosen destination. Clarice definitely did her job when it came to transforming my life completely because even my driver’s license was changed to reflect my new identity, which was good because we were taking my car and I didn’t want to end up in some weird situation of having to explain who I was to the cops.

To my surprise the neighborhood the club was situated in was sort of off the beaten path and the outside was totally nondescript. There wasn’t really much of anything to indicate that this was a nightclub except the muffled sound of music from behind the walls but Clarice assured me that we had come to the right place.

Once was passed through the door we entered a very dark corridor that led to a large room that was also pretty dark aside from the lasers and other lighting effects. The place had kind of an edgy vibe and I quickly got the feeling that this wasn’t an ordinary nightclub.

I suppose I should have gotten a clue from the wardrobe that Clarice had selected for us that we weren’t going to some piano lounge at a hotel by the airport. I had on a black miniskirt and a short corset top that laced up the front and barely covered my boobs and Clarice was dressed in similarly decadent fashion.

As risque as our attire was as my eyes began to adjust to the stark contrast of the dark room and the bright flashing lights I realized that we were actually a bit over-dressed compared to some of the patrons. Girls were hopping around with their bare boobs bouncing away and there were dudes with pants that had holes in front and their junk was totally jangling.

Looking even closer into some of the darker corners of the place I could clearly see that simply exposing naked body parts was only the tip of the iceberg. There were all these bondage devices, like crosses and restraint tables and stocks that were not purely for decoration as there was full on BDSM sex going on right out in the open.

“What kind of place is this?” I shouted to Clarice, trying to be heard over the noise of the thundering music.

“It’s wild isn’t it?” she replied cheerfully. “It’s just so kinky. I always try to make a point of dropping by whenever I get to visit Earth.”

“Are you sure this is good for your reputation, you know, being an angel and all?” I asked.

“Not really, but it’s just so much fun I can’t help myself. You don’t have to do anything extreme if you don’t want to. You can always just dance and have a few drinks but I have a feeling that I’m going to end up on one of those devices before the night is through,” said Clarice enthusiastically.

I had no idea what I thought about bondage and the like. I had never been with a girl who had even the remotest interest in using handcuffs or getting tied up or anything like that but obviously if I had any interest in trying it this was the place to be.

I took her advice and tried to dance for a while but even that was a pretty hands on experience. The first guy I danced with kept grinding his big dick into my butt while he put his hands on my hips, only they weren’t politely on top of my clothes they were under my skirt which he had lifted up. I guess I should have known that this wasn’t the kind of place where people were going to go out of their way to ask your permission to do things to you but it still was a little shocking to be groped that way by a total stranger in a public place.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” said my dance partner, who I think introduced himself as Doug.

“No, I just came with a friend,” I replied.

“Taking a little walk on the wild side? That’s cool. Want to play?” asked Doug.

“I don’t know anything about this bondage stuff,” I replied.

“That’s okay I’ll tell you what to do,” said Doug.

For some reason I agreed to let him take me over to one of the gadgets in a corner and there Doug promptly stripped off my top, my skirt, and my panties, leaving me in just my boots. It was so strange to be that naked in public but since I wasn’t the only one it didn’t bother me too much. In fact it was kind of liberating. I knew that I had a great body and that I looked really good in the nude so there was nothing for me to be shy about or ashamed of.

“Get up on that table on your knees and put your hands behind your back,” Doug instructed.

The table was sort of a small padded thing that resembled a work bench that you might find in a garage except that it was padded on top and had some poles sticking up at the corners that had chains hanging from them. It was a little tricky getting up there and staying in place but I managed. As soon as I put my arms behind my I Doug put some sort of cuffs on my wrist which were fastened to the chains on the rear poles.

“Now lean forward,” said Doug, so I did as told.

When I bent forward my arms were really stretched up due to the chains securing my cuffs to the poles. A collar thing went around my neck, which was attached to the chains on the front poles and I was then completely at his mercy.

Ironically the fact that this was happening in a nightclub with people dancing all around me made me feel much more safe and comfortable than I probably would have felt being in some basement somewhere. Even so it was really strange to be so exposed and vulnerable and basically helpless, but strange in kind of a thrilling way.

There was a little table next to the wall that had a bunch of odd-looking devices on it and once Doug had me totally in his power he strolled over to the table and chose a gadget. I couldn’t really move my head to get a good look at what he had in his hand but I had a feeling that I would find out soon enough.

“Don’t worry honey, I’ll take it easy on you,” said Doug as he walked behind me.

Somehow those words weren’t as reassuring as they might be.


CHAPTER 6:

I didn’t really know a damn thing about BDSM, except what I had seen in porn, but I expected some kind of pain to be involved, which scared me a bit. I assumed that Doug had some kind of a riding crop or something in his hand so I was surprised when I heard the whirring sound of a motor being turned on and felt a big round vibrating disk being placed up against my pussy. I think I let out a sigh of relief but pretty soon I realized that the constant stimulation from the vibrator, without me being able to move or touch myself, was almost more excruciating than a whip would have been.

“Oooooohhhhh...oooohhhh my God…oooohhhh,” I whimpered helplessly as the industrial grade sex toy relentlessly kept me in a high state of euphoria.

“You see, it’s not so bad,” Doug chuckled as he turned the vibrator up to a higher setting and I thought I might have to break free from my chains and escape or die right there from pussy overload.

“Not faaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiirrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” I cried out.

“You’re a chatty little bitch, aren’t you?” Doug commented. “We’ll take care of that.”

Suddenly another man appeared in front of me with a big erection sticking out of his pants. He grabbed my hair and held my head still, not that I could move it much with the collar on, and shoved his dick in my mouth. At that moment I was so desperate for cock that I didn’t care that I was just being throat fucked by some stranger. I could smell his manhood and taste it on my tongue and it just drove me even more wild with lust.

I had never been such a sexual creature before. I liked sex as much as the next man but my practical experiences with it were often wanting, either due to my performance issues or a general lack of real enthusiasm from my partner. I’d always build sex up in my mind but then be frustrated if I had to resort to masturbating or ended up with another quick and boring session. Now it felt like every atom in my body was finely tuned for sexual pleasure. All of the wiring connected somehow so that if I was touched in one place I felt it all over.

And what I really was learning to like was being the receptacle. Obviously this kind of display was supposed to demonstrate my submissiveness but these guys were going to a lot of trouble to make me the center of attention. All the gadgets and the hardware and the rough play made things more kinky but at the root of it all was their burning desire to get their rocks off, either inside or all over me. It was their show but I was the star attraction.

Suddenly there was a moment of relief as Doug shut off the belt sander, or whatever the hell he had been using on my snatch. Then came the pain as he started to spank me rather slowly and methodically while his buddy continued to jam his prick down my throat. Then the spanking stopped and Doug walked over to the gadget table and came back with something new to torture me with.

I felt a slippery rubber devise pressing up against my asshole and then pushing right on in. I cried out but no one could hear me with my mouth full of dick. Fortunately the thing wasn’t very big or very long so it didn’t really stretch me out all that much but it was a wild feeling having it stuck in my butt.

A little more spanking followed and then came the moment I was hoping for when Doug finally put his cock inside my pussy. I now had all three holes filled at once, and two of them by men with rather large dicks and I felt like the dirtiest girl who ever lived, even if I had only been living as a girl for a couple of days.

For a moment I wondered what Clarice was doing but I was obviously in no position to look around the room for her. Maybe she was nursing a drink and watching me get aggressively violated. If she was watching I hoped I was doing her proud but more than likely she was trussed up like me in some way and getting her tight little holes filled like I was.

The guy in front of me busted his nut first and I was glad that he left his prick in my mouth so that I could suck all of the cum out of it like it was a big straw. There was a lot of cum and I gagged a bit and some of it was dripping out of my mouth but I’d never tasted anything quite so delicious.

It seemed kind of funny to me that I had experienced so much sex in such a short time, and always with two partners so far. I kind of wondered what it would be like just to fuck a guy in a more conventional way. Not that I was complaining. These three-ways were definitely the sexual high-point of my whole life and no matter how things turned out down the line I would always have the memories to look back on fondly.

Not too long after his companion blasted his load in my mouth Doug gave me a healthy dose of semen in my already very wet cunt. He kind of pulled out at the end and creampied me so that I could feel his jizz literally dripping out of me.

Doug left me chained there for a while, on display I guess, although it crossed my mind that he might just leave me there until he was hard again, but eventually he came and released me from my bonds.

“You were a good girl. You should definitely come back more often. I can teach you all kinds of things,” said Doug.

I was sure that he was right about that but I wasn’t so sure that I was ready for that kind of teaching. Obviously he had no way of knowing that I wasn’t really female and that I still needed a lot of instruction in just getting my makeup on properly but I was pleased that he seemed pleased with me. I suppose everybody likes to get praise for things but for some reason I really wanted that, especially from men, even more than before.

Once I was free I hooked up with Clarice, who wanted to hear all the details of my adventure while simultaneously regaling me with her story of being tied up and hung from the ceiling while various males took turns violating her every orifice. I had a feeling my poor friend Clarice might not be cut out for the angel business but damn the girl knew how to have a good time.


CHAPTER 7:

Monday morning I was standing outside of the office, flying solo as a woman for the first time, and scared shitless to walk through the door. Everything had happened just the way Clarice had said that it would but I couldn’t help but fear that somehow people would know that something wasn’t right, or the spell would wear off in the middle of the day and I’d be sitting at my desk in my old body in women’s clothing with makeup all over my face.

I realized that was just silly paranoia and walked into the building, trying to seem as normal and inconspicuous as possible. And then...nothing happened. At least nothing terribly our of the ordinary. It was the same old office in the same old building and the same old desk I slouched behind five days a week, and yet everything was different too.

For one thing virtually every male I dealt with treated me with a sort of hopeful cheerfulness. I noticed that guys would sometimes make up rather thin excuses to talk to me about things that really didn’t need my attention and usually tried to linger and chat me up as much as they could. I knew the routine having employed it myself on some of the especially attractive ladies who worked in the office. Office flirting wasn’t what it used to be but that just meant that a man had to be a little more creative.

While it was flattering it did kind of slow me down a bit. It also made me very careful about not encouraging anyone too much. I was just trying to get through the day as always and wasn’t looking to start an office romance, although there certainly were some handsome men among my fellow employees.

Around noon I was surprised to find Clarice bustling into the office to go with me to lunch. The fact that she took my arm, as she usually did, as we left the building probably caused a lot of tongues to wag. I figured there was no harm in it. If everyone thought I was a lesbian they might back off and let me get some work done.

“So how is it going?” asked Clarice excitedly.

“It’s fine. Pretty much the same old routine except that I’ve got men hovering around me all the time,” I replied.

“Lucky you. I noticed a few good-lookers just passing through the place,” Clarice commented.

“I noticed that too, which is odd, because I’ve worked with a lot of these men for ages and never gave their appearance a second thought,” I said.

“Why would you? You were just one of the boys before. Now you’re something special.”

“Is it really that easy to flip a switch and change an entire lifetime?” I asked.

“I suppose that depends on the person and what aspect of their lifetime they’re changing,” Clarice replied. “You were born into a certain body that brought with it certain expectations so you lived that life the best you could. But you were never really happy, never deeply satisfied were you?”

“Everybody’s life has its ups and downs I suppose,” I replied.

“But something never felt quite right. Like you were out of sync. And even though this body is strange to you now you already feel more in tune with it than you ever did with your old body, isn’t that right?”

“How do you know so much about me?” I asked.

“I’m an angel. I’m supposed to know shit like this,” she said with a giggle.

“Well I’ll admit that the sex has been way better so far but that can’t be the whole thing that determines whether or not I want to be female for the rest of my life,” I said. “It’s all been like some kind of a crazy dream.”

“Just keep plugging away girl. Go hang with your friends and do different stuff. Go on a date and see how you like it,” Clarice suggested.

“I don’t know anybody to go out with. Everyone I know is someone from my male life. My friends and coworkers,” I pointed out.

“Exactly. That’s a great pool to draw from. I’ll bet you wouldn’t have any trouble at all filling your dance card if you dropped a few hints and did a little flirting. I mean look at you! You’re so pretty and sexy. What man wouldn’t want to go out with you?”

It had actually been a while since I had been on a date. I had tried the computer dating thing with no luck, and had my share of drunken one-night-stands, but I had kind of given up on the whole dating scene. Perhaps Clarice had a point. Maybe I just needed to fish in a different pond. If I considered going out with men that opened a whole world of new possibilities.

But could I really put myself in that kind of an intimate situation with someone I knew? It was easy to be with a stranger. No expectations. No strings attached. No emotional involvement that could complicate my life. Of course that was fun for the moment but it wasn’t going to go anywhere. I had just become so jaded and cynical. Sometimes I thought that just going to a prostitute would be easier. Take all of the personal connection out of the equation. But inside me I felt like I was too young to have given up on romance entirely. Maybe going on a date, even if I went as a woman, might be good for me. In any case it would be an interesting new experience.

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said after giving the dating thing some deep thought.

“Good for you girl! And if you can round up a cute guy for me I’m always open for a double date,” Clarice replied happily.

I kind of liked the idea of a double date. I always felt more secure when I was with Clarice and I knew I could count on her to keep the ball rolling if I got tongue-tied or something.

When I got back to the office I started plotting who I wanted to ask me out. It’s funny because as a man I always thought of it as the male prerogative to suggest going on a date but I realized how easy it would probably be to make it happen with the guy of my choice while still letting him feel like it was his idea. It was kind of devious thinking, in a way, but a girl had to use the weapons that were available to her.

I decided that Brad Austin was a likely candidate for an entertaining evening. I didn’t know him well at all but we’d chat around the water cooling about some movie we saw or something we were binge watching. And he was very handsome and always immaculately groomed. “Dressed for success” as he always put it but I was thinking more about my potential success in getting him undressed.

Brad had tried to flirt with me earlier, so I knew he was interested, but I had kind of blown him off because I was right in the middle of trying to get something done. After lunch I waited for an appropriate moment and apologized for not being able to finish our conversation. That was all it took. His ego was restored, since he knew now that I wasn’t trying to get rid of him, and I had even apologized, although I had nothing to apologize about since I was just trying to get my work done on business time. Anyway for being a novice at female tactics I seemed to have hit the mark as Brad very eagerly chatted me up, flattered me shamelessly, and asked me if I’d like to go out on Friday.

“I’d love to Brad, but I have this friend in town visiting me for the holidays and I’d hate to leave her sitting all alone,” I said. “Now maybe if you could find a buddy who wouldn’t mind getting set up we could all go together.”

“Was that the girl who came by around lunchtime today?” Brad inquired.

“Yes.”

“Well I’m sure I’d have no problem at all fixing her up with someone. She’s really cute,” said Brad.

“Yes she is, and she’s a lot of fun too. But she’s kind of wild, if you know what I mean, so better pick a man who can handle her.”

“And what about you? Are you wild too? Do you think I’m man enough to handle you?” Brad teased.

“I guess we’ll find out on Friday.”


CHAPTER 8:

Clarice seemed even more excited about our date than I did, and I was honestly really looking forward to it. We tried on outfits and got our nails done and fussed over every little detail until we both felt absolutely stunning when the boys came to pick us up. Clarice’s date was a total stranger to me, which certainly made sense but for some reason I had sort of assumed that it would be another guy from the office. His name was Ted and he looked like a guy who might be able to handle a wild chick, although I’m not sure if you can really tell that just by looking at someone.

Brad was spruced up and spiffy-looking, as I knew he would be, and we all piled into his car and went to dinner. The guys certainly seemed to appreciate all the work we had put into getting ready for the date but I realized that in many ways we had done more for ourselves. The date was just kind of an excuse to make ourselves look fabulous, and because we looked fabulous we felt fabulous.

It was so interesting to see Brad away from the office. I was a little nervous because it wasn’t just my first date with Brad it was my first date ever as a woman but he seemed totally cool and confident, which I found very attractive. Ted and Clarice hit it off like gangbusters, which didn’t surprise me because you’d have to be a pretty cold fish not to be charmed by her magnetic personality, but Brad and I were hitting it off pretty well too, as far as I could tell.

The plan had been to go to a movie after dinner but Clarice, horny little minx that she was, cut through the red tape and said what was probably on everybody’s mind.

“Now I know we were all planning to go see some movie or other but let’s be honest, don’t we all just want to go somewhere and fool around?” she said.

“You were right about your friend being a wild one,” Brad whispered to me.

Everyone agreed that a change of plan might not be the worst thing so the question became where to go to do this “fooling around” that Clarice proposed.

“Well, we could go back to my hotel room,” Clarice suggested. “It’s only got one bed but I’m sure we could all squeeze in, especially if we stack one on top of the other.”

I had no idea how close Brad and Ted were, or whether they had ever seen each other naked, but no man in his right mind was going to turn down an offer like that. It was full of so much naughty possibility. It was not surprising, therefor, when they quickly agreed and we all headed off to Clarice’s hotel room.

“Make yourselves comfortable gentlemen,” said Clarice as she took my hand and led me off to the bathroom.

There she had two very sexy lingerie outfits waiting for us which we quickly changed into.

“Did you know we were going to end up here?” I asked.

“No, I can’t see the future but I’m a woman so when it comes to sex I can usually make things happen the way that I want,” she explained. “Now don’t you look hot!”

“So do you,” I replied.

“You did really well in picking a man for the first time. And his friend is really cute too. I can’t wait to get out there and let them see us like this,” said Clarice.

It was actually pretty exciting to walk into a room where a couple of horny men were waiting while we were dressed in the ultimate sexual fantasy attire. I was always crazy about that kind of lingerie and quickly discovered that it was just as hot to be wearing it as to see someone else wearing it.

The boys certainly seemed to take note of it when we made our entrance. They had taken off their coats and Ted was sitting on the foot of the bed while Brad was seated in a chair. Clarice and I walked over to our respective partners and gave them a kiss. Brad pulled me down so that I was sitting kind of sideways across his legs while Clarice sat in Ted’s lap. Then we all got down to some serious smooching.

“Are you always this...outgoing...on a first date?” asked Brad with a slight chuckle.

“Who says I always do anything? Maybe I’m unpredictable,” I replied with a smile.

“That you definitely are. Sometimes you seem interested and sometimes you won’t give me the time of day.”

“Well it’s about 8:30,” I joked. “Are you happy now?”

“Oh, yeah. Very happy.”

“That’s good because I’m about to make you even happier,” I said as I slid off his lap and got on my knees on the floor.

Brad unfastened his pants and boosted himself in the chair enough that I was able to remove both his trousers and his underwear at the same time. Then he sat back down with his big dick standing up like a flagpole.

“That’s a really nice-looking cock,” I commented. “I wonder whether I should suck it or sit on it.”

“No reason to limit your options. Why not suck it first and sit on it later?” Brad suggested.

“Good idea. It looks too yummy not to put in my mouth,” I said as I lowered my head down onto his swollen prick and began to blow him.

Even bantering about sex was better as a girl, at least from my perspective. I was never going to be one of those aggressive, take charge, alpha male guys but I could sure play the sex kitten with ease. I knew how much men liked to hear women talk dirty and I was happy to oblige. And it wasn’t really an act or anything it was just me being myself. I don’t think I was cut out to be the demure type of girl.

I had my back turned to the bed so I couldn’t see what Clarice was up to so I asked Brad to give me a report.

“Oh, she’s pretty much doing what you’re doing,” he said. “Ted’s still sitting on the foot of the bed and she’s on her knees with his dick in her mouth. And Ted looks very happy so I assume he likes what she’s doing.”

“Do you like what I’m doing?” I asked.

“Honey, do you really have to ask that? You’re fantastic. I’m in heaven right now,” he replied contently.

I wondered what he’d think if he knew that the girl across the room was really an angel or that the one who had his cock in her mouth was really a man. It probably wouldn’t register right away because I was giving him a pretty decent BJ and I’m sure that’s where his mind was focused. In any case he didn’t need to know that stuff. All he needed to know was that he had a pretty girl taking his cock balls deep down her throat.

Some people have more of a gag reaction I guess but apparently I wasn’t one of them. In the short time I had been giving head I had discovered that I could handle even a very large dick without too much trouble. I certainly didn’t have any special technique so I guess I was just a natural cock sucker or something, which was kind of a surprising thing to discover at this point in my life.

I certainly did enjoy giving head way more than I could possibly ever have imagined. Part of that was because I knew how much getting blown meant to a guy and how incredibly good it felt, even when it wasn’t done with any special skill. Seeing a girl with your cock in her mouth was just about the hottest thing ever. Brad surely thought I was a total slut for going down on him so quickly and easily but I didn’t care. After Christmas I would be back to my old self and he would never know that I had sucked his cock.

After a while Brad put a hot load of his sticky goodness in my mouth and I naturally slurped it all down. Then I cleaned up. Clarice called it “licking the spoon” and that was a pretty good analogy I thought. Sometimes you just want to get every last drop.

Around the same time Ted was pumping his cum into Clarice’s mouth and after she had licked his spoon it was time to decide what was going to happen next. Since we had skipped the movie it was still pretty early and I was anxious to have Brad’s cock in my pussy which meant we needed to do something to kill time while we waited for the boys to bounce back. Fortunately Clarice had a solution that pleased everyone as she brought me over to the bed and planted a big kiss on my lips.

A moment later we were full on making out while Brad and Ted sat on either side of the bed watching the show. Once again sex wasn’t going to be a private affair at all, which was fine by me. After being chained up and double-penetrated in public there was no reason for modesty now.


CHAPTER 9:

Our lingerie was very pretty but some of it had to go to get access to the goodies. I reached behind my back to unfasten my bra but Clarice couldn’t wait that long so she just yanked it down and my boobs popped out. She started sucking my nipples while I stuck a hand between her legs and began to feel her up.

Clarice’s raw sexual energy was just off the hook and pretty soon we were in a full on wrestling match as she was all over my body and I tried to keep up. I had the size advantage but she was so squirrelly it was hard to pin her down. We ended up with our legs kind of entwined and our pussies pressed together. Then we started grinding on each other’s cunts furiously.

“Hot damn those bitches are freaks,” Ted commented, and I couldn’t really disagree with him.

I was sort of surprised at how good it felt to rub pussies together. I guess I sort of thought you needed some kind of penetration to get the job done but this was doing it for me just fine. Of course watching that little minx Clarice gyrating on my crotch and hearing her indescribable sounds of pleasure was enough to drive me wild even if I wasn’t doing the same thing.

Suddenly I felt hands gripping my waist and a moment later I found myself on all fours. A moment later a nice hard cock was filling my wet gash and I saw that Clarice was in the same position I was. I also saw that Brad was mounting her from behind and realized that it must be Ted’s dick that was now pounding away at me. I didn’t mind the switch at all. I figured it was like a smorgasbord where you got a chance to sample a little of everything.

I was facing Clarice, and we were both resting on our elbows, so we joined hands and watched each other getting humped while we whimpered like little girls getting a spanking, which in fact we did receive along the line as both men felt compelled to slap our butts periodically.

“Oooooh...oooooh yes...yes...please….please...oooooh yes,” I moaned in a voice that even sounded sort of like a little girl, which just came out of me with no thought on my part whatsoever.

It was funny that I liked blowjobs because I was in control but I also liked getting fucked like this where I had absolutely no control whatsoever. Ted had just grabbed me, posed me, and shoved his cock in my wet hole, and now he could do as he pleased with me. All logic and rational thinking just seemed to go out the window as I begged for more, more, more, even though he was already giving me all he had.

A pussy seemed like a bottomless pit of lust to me. At first it was nice, and it felt good, and you could even have a pleasant conversation while getting stuffed but then you crossed a line and everything went haywire. I never felt quite so crazed when I was screwing a woman but I could go totally bonkers with a man riding my ass.

I felt like female sex was just more complex and nuanced, with various roles to play and a greater variety of pleasures to experience. And as with most things in life it tended to improve with experience so although I had crammed a lot of sex into a fairly short period of time the possibilities really seemed endless once I learned more.

I was a little surprised that the boys had switched up on us, since this was ostensibly a date and not a random pickup, but it added some spice and I ended up snuggling with Brad when we finally went to sleep.

All-in-all it was a fun evening and another very satisfying round of sex as a girl. For the first time I thought I might really miss that when I turned back into a man.


CHAPTER 10:

Going back to work and seeing Brad had me a little worried at first but he seemed very professional about it and only mentioned our encounter briefly, in passing, when he told me that he had enjoyed himself very much and would love to do it again sometime. He also told me to tell Clarice from Ted that he also had a great time and thought she was a terrific girl.

I don’t know what I expected, exactly. Maybe I figured that now that he had fucked me he’d consider my body up for grabs anytime that he wanted it, not that I wasn’t a little turned on by that idea, but it did worry me that it might get in the way of my work or land us in some kind of trouble.

I also wondered about whether he had told anyone about what we had done. Was he bragging about how easily he got me in the sack? Would every guy in the office now assume I was an easy lay and expect me to put out for them as well? I never had a sexual reputation before so it wasn’t something that I’d ever had to think about but I know how fast gossip got around this place and this was some juicy gossip. I had fucked in the same room with three other people and had in fact fucked all three of them at some point, male or female. If someone wanted to make the case that I was some kind of sex maniac I’d be hard pressed to argue with them.

It worried me a little at first but then I decided that it really didn’t matter. I liked sex. I wasn’t boring and vanilla about it as a woman. Who I fucked and how I fucked was my business and what did it matter if everyone thought I was a slut?

Somewhat to my surprise I did get invited out later that day but it was by one of the girls in the office asking me to join her and some of the other gals for drinks after work. In many ways that was scarier than being hit on by some guy because I knew how to fuck as a woman but I wasn’t so sure how good I’d be at girl talk.

To my relief I seemed to fit right in, as if I’d been doing this sort of thing my whole life. I knew all of these ladies of course from working with them for some time but I didn’t know any of them well at all. It was kind of interesting lifting the curtain and joining in the private conversation of women. A lot of them were pretty amusing, especially after we’d had a couple of drinks, and I probably did more listening than talking, which often isn’t a bad policy regardless of the situation.

I went home feeling pleasantly buzzed and kind of warmly connected to the ladies I worked with. Nobody asked me about screwing Brad and nobody seemed to have any suspicion that I wasn’t what I appeared to me. I knew that Clarice’s magic had made them see me as a woman but I also knew that it was my behavior that prevented them from thinking there was something odd about me.

When I told Clarice about it she seemed very happy that I was bonding with the ladies in the office. Then she announced that we were going to go toy shopping.

Now call me crazy but since she was a Christmas angel and all I thought she meant we were going to go buy gifts for underprivileged children or something but she took us to a place called Leather and Lace that definitely was an adult’s only establishment and the toys she had in mind were what we might politely call marital aids.

“We’ve got to get you this,” Clarice exclaimed as she picked up something from the “butt plug” shelf.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you haven’t done anal yet,” she replied.

“Am I supposed to?”

“Well of course you’re supposed to. You’ve got a perfectly good hole going to waste. Don’t you want to get all stretched out and ready for some man to put his big hard cock up your tight little ass?”

“I did have something stuck up my ass at the bondage club,” I pointed out.

“And that was a good start but you really want to train more before you take a big cock up your ass,” said Clarice as she added it to our purchases.

Clarice was definitely in her element, buzzing around the store, looking at everything, tossing things into a basket and generally behaving like a kid in a candy store. It reminded me of Scrooge in A Christmas Carol gleefully shopping for toys after having his epiphany, only Scrooge probably wasn’t planning on sticking any of that stuff up his butt, although Dickens may have just left that part out.

Needless to say Clarice was anxious to try this stuff out so we went back to her hotel room and stripped naked before spreading all the junk on her bed and breaking it out of its packaging.

“Your ass training starts right now so stick your butt up in the air and let me get this thing lubed up before I stick it in you,” Clarice ordered while the grabbed the butt plug she had purchased for me and began to slather it was some kind of personal lubrication.

“Do I have to?” I whined.

“Yes you have to. You need to be prepared for any situation,” Clarice insisted. “What happens if three guys want to fuck you all at the same time?”

“I take one of them in my pussy and jerk the other two guys off?” I suggested.

“Sure, that would work...up to a point. But you’ve got a nice round booty that men are just naturally going to want to tap, so why not be ready and willing to let them have their choice of entry point? Now just relax and let me slip this in you.”

Before I could say another word my anus was intruded upon by a slippery object that fortunately only went a couple of inches deep.

“That’s not so bad is it?” said Clarice.

“No, it’s no so bad,” I replied.

“Now keep that cute butt right where it is. I want to try something else,” said Clarice.

A moment or two later I heard a buzzing sound and felt one of the numerous vibrating devices she had purchased pulsating wildly against my snatch. The feeling was similar to what I had felt at the bondage club except that Clarice was being a bit more gentle. After working the outside of my snatch for a while Clarice switched to some other dildo and pushed it into my pussy. This one also vibrated but now it was vibrating inside me. I had that incredibly full feeling of having both my bottom holes filled and I could start to imagine what it might be like to take a man’s cock up my anus.

“Why are you so good at sex stuff?” I moaned as the toys were really starting to get to me. “That doesn’t seem like angelic behavior somehow.”

“That’s not how I look at it,” Clarice replied. “Our job is to help people and make their lives better. And what’s better than sex? Nothing, that’s what better. Of course not everybody sees it that way but I’m just being honest. What would you rather do than have sex?”

“Nothing,” I gasped. “Oh, God...I do love sex...I love it so much...oh...oh...oh...oh...fuck.”

“Hey, do you want to lick my pussy?” Clarice suddenly asked.

“Yes please...oh yes...yes...yes...fuck,” I think I replied, although the exact wording might have been a bit different.

Clarice left the vibrating dildo stuck deep in my gash and scrambled to get in front of me with her legs open. I didn’t have to be asked twice as I went down on her sweet muff the moment it was presented to me.

Then we just shared an orgasm and held each other for a long time. It was beginning to seem hard to remember that I hadn’t always been a woman. I felt like I was connected to something that was deeper and more fulfilling than I had ever known before.

“You know you can take that butt plug out now if you want to,” said Clarice casually as she stroked my hair.

“That’s okay, I kind of like it there,” I replied.


CHAPTER 11:

In this alternate reality world that I was living in many things were still the same. I still had the same job, worked with the same people, lived in the same place, had the same family and theoretically the same friends. That was the area that was most different because obviously the people who knew me well as a man still knew me well as a woman but they saw me through a different filter, which was made quite obvious to me by the fact that my coworker Brad now saw me as date material. As it turned out he was not alone in that assessment.

I had never been terribly sociable in my male life so it wasn’t like I had a whole gang of guys that I hung out with regularly but I did have one friend, Derick Mills, who I sometimes played racquetball with. I had picked up the sport because I was told that it was a good career boosting move because a lot of executives played but I was never that dedicated. Derick, on the other hand, was really into fitness and always trying to drag me to the gym or the racquetball court, which I knew would be good for me, but my lazy apathy often kept me from taking him up on his offer.

Somewhat to my surprise it appeared that the female version of me was also Derick’s workout buddy and had agreed to meet him at the indoor racquetball court we usually played at. I wasn’t a great player as a man, and Derick usually kicked my ass, but I was kind of curious to see how things were between us when I was a girl. I liked hanging out with Derick so I decided to keep our appointment, although I had to come up with some appropriate attire.

“Glad you could make it,” said Derick with a grin when I walked up to him at the court and set my gear bag down. “You’ve blown me out the last couple of times.”

That was true, but that was the old me and the new me was looking at Derick with a very different perspective. He was looking really good, and I knew he kept himself in great shape so I could only imagine what that body might look like under his clothes. I didn’t know what he was thinking but from the way he looked at me I had a feeling he was undressing me with his eyes, just as I was doing to him.

“Sorry about that, you know me,” I said with a shrug.

“Not as well as I’d like to,” Derick replied.

“You might be disappointed. I’m not all that interesting,” I joked.

“Somehow I doubt that. I find you fascinating.”

“So are we going to play or are we going to use up all our time gabbing?” I asked.

“Either way works for me,” said Derick as he picked up his racket.

I had hoped that somehow being a girl would magically make my game better by giving me more agility or quickness or something but my tits kept getting in the way and I had to adjust to that on the fly. I noticed that Derick seemed to be taking it easier on me, presumably because I was female, but even that wasn’t enough for me to overcome his superior skill and athleticism. I never liked losing but losing to a guy seemed easier to take now and it actually got me a little turned on. I wondered whether Derick was as good in bed as he was on the court.

“I suppose you’ve got to dash off as usual,” said Derick as we were putting our stuff away.

“Not necessarily. What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Well, if I were being prudent I would aim low, since I’ve never had any luck getting you to go out with me before, but the fact that you’re showing some interest means this might be my lucky day and calls for me to be bold so how about dinner tonight?” said Derick.

“You should always be bold and as for it being your lucky day I guess we’ll have to see how well things go after dinner,” I replied.

So I had a date with my racquetball partner and since my time as a woman was limited I had a feeling we’d both be getting very lucky that night.


CHAPTER 12:

“So I have to ask...why now?” said Derick as we sat down to dinner at the restaurant he had chosen.

“Why now what?” I replied.

“After all the times I’ve asked you out unsuccessfully what made you suddenly change your mind?”

“Oh, let’s just say that I’m sort of seeing you in a different light,” I replied. I’m kind of seeing everything a little differently these days.”

“That’s certainly music to my ears. You know how crazy I am about you,” said Derick.

“I thought you just liked having a racquetball partner you could wipe out every time,” I joked.

“Actually I like a challenge...which I suppose is why I’ve kept trying to get your attention,” replied Derick.

“You have my undivided attention tonight I promise you.”

I knew we would end up in bed. The only question was his place or mine. We opted for his and there wasn’t really much small talk or seduction or game playing. I guess we both knew what was going to happen so we just let it happen.

My hunch about his body was right on target. He wasn’t super muscular, like a bodybuilder, but he had a fantastically toned bod...and a nice big dick to go along with it.

Although we didn’t chat much before getting naked and hopping in bed that didn’t mean that there wasn’t any foreplay. We did quite a lot of kissing as we fumbled hurriedly to undress ourselves and each other and that continued even after we were horizontal and nude. It was kind of the exploration phase as you let your hands roam about your partner’s body while kissing whatever was within easy reach of your lips.

Once his cock was in my hand I figured it would just be moments before I got my mouth on it but Derick kind of beat me to the oral punch and went down on my muff before I really knew what was happening. I noticed that sort of thing happened a lot more when I was a girl as a man would just flip me over suddenly or spread my legs or do basically whatever he felt like doing to me which I found kind of fun an exciting. I liked a man with a plan.

It was also kind of fun and exciting to have old friends with new options. I always thought of Derick as a pretty cool guy who I think genuinely wanted me to take better care of myself physically. I was no match for him athletically but I felt like my pussy might be a perfect match for his big dick. In bedroom sports the only score I was keeping was how many times I made my man cum and that was something I could do like a champion.

After getting my engine thoroughly warmed up Derick stood at the foot of the bed and pulled my legs up over his shoulders. It could have been a kind of awkward move but he pulled it off very smoothly. Then the moment I had been waiting for arrived and Derick’s cock slid into my snatch just as smoothly.

I liked looking at the expression on Derick’s face. He had the same cool, steely, determination he had on the racquetball court, only now he was demonstrating his physical dominance over me in a way that I found very pleasing. It was obvious he could kick my ass in sports, even when I was a man, so it was much nicer being his piece of ass and getting to feel all of that power and strength driving deep within me.

I suddenly realized that it was the first time I had been fucked by a man with no other spectators or participants. I wasn’t being double-teamed or partner swapped or part of a threesome, it was just a man and a woman on a date making love. That simple fact sort of made the experience more profound to me. I hadn’t even remembered meeting the first man who banged me but this was a guy I knew and liked and he obviously had been attracted to me for some time.

That made me feel kind of guilty because Christmas was rapidly approaching and I would be back to normal and whatever hopes Derick might have by “finally” getting me in the sack would all just vanish along with my tits and pussy. Of course he wouldn’t remember that there was ever a time where I was a girl and he had his dick inside me so I didn’t have to feel too bad about leading him on but I would remember and I wasn’t sure how happy I’d be to know that it could never happen again.

There was really nothing to do but enjoy the moment. Maybe in some other alternate reality there was a world where I really was a woman and Derick and I were madly in love but I could really only handle one alternate reality at a time. At this moment I was a woman and Derick was boning the hell out of me and I squealed and whimpered and begged for more.

Derick’s next move was to suddenly pull out, and back up, which caused my legs to drop over the foot of the bed. That prompted Derick to grab me by the waist and flip me over on my stomach. Then he lifted my ass up so that my legs were now firmly planted on the floor as he got behind me and resumed screwing me with my face planted on the mattress.

I pushed myself up on my forearms and clutched at the blankets because I could feel an orgasm welling up inside me. It was almost like he read my mind because I had been thinking about how much I wanted him to bone me from the back and now that his balls were slapping up against my butt I was in perfect bliss.

“Oh yes, baby, yes,” I purred. “Give it to me. Give it to me. Yes...yes...oh yes.”

Just as I was about to go flying off the orgasmic cliff Derick pulled another fast one on me. He suddenly pulled his dick out and left me hanging.

“Oh, God! No, no, no! Put it back!” I begged.

Derick let me squirm a little longer before he very slowly pressed his cock back into my waiting gash. I let out a sigh of relief and waited for the steady thumping to resume but instead Derick just drove his rod deep and slow and then pulled it all the way back so that just the tip was still inside me. Then he slowly pressed it back down inside me and repeated the process. It was an exquisite kind of agony because I was at that point where a few good hard thrusts more would have popped my cork but it also felt so good savoring each and every inch of his manhood that I was torn between pleading for harder thrusting and just zoning out on the sweet sensation of his methodical coupling.

“Oh baby you’re driving me nuts here,” I moaned. “I want it hard, I want it hard so bad but what you’re doing is so good I don’t know what I want.”

“I think it’s pretty obvious that you want to cum all over my big cock,” Derick replied.

“Yes I do...I do so much...I want to cum all over your big hard cock,” I gasped.

“How about if I go just a little bit faster?” Derick suggested as he started to pick up the pace slightly.

“Oh, that’s good, but more,” I replied.

“Is this better?”

“Yes...yes...yes...harder...harder…”

“How about this? Is this getting you off?”

“Oh God baby stop toying with me and fuck my brains out!” I shouted.

I got just what I asked for. Derick got right up on top of my butt and started humping me with righteous fury. That opened the floodgates and I grabbed the comforter on top of the mattress and stuck it in my mouth to muffle the otherworldly scream that I was about to emit. I wanted to cum all over his big hard cock and that’s exactly what I did.

I was still quivering from the shattering climax I had just experienced but Derick showed no mercy as he flipped me over on my back again and spread my legs wide open, holding them straight up in the air by my ankles. I helplessly lay there as he plunged back into my soaking wet pussy and resumed fucking me until I was practically senseless. Then finally, with many grunts, he ejaculated in my box and let my legs drape over the foot of the bed again.

Derick then went over and stretched out on top of the mattress and waited for me to join him but I was wrecked.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?” he teased.

“Maybe when the room stops spinning around,” I replied.

Derick just laughed and grabbed my arms and literally dragged him up beside him. I looked up at his face and wondered why I had never particularly noticed how gorgeous he was.

“You’re pretty good at this,” I said.

“Well we’re just getting started, but I do need a little time to recover,” he replied.

“You need to recover? I’m the one that almost passed out,” I said.

“That’s because you’ve been neglecting your cardio. We need to get you on a stationary bike,” said Derick.

“Can’t you just fuck me a lot? It sure feels like I’m getting a workout,” I suggested.

“Oh, I plan to fuck you a lot, don’t worry about that.”

I wasn’t worried about that. I was just worried that my lack of cardio would end up making my heart explode before the night was through.


CHAPTER 13:

My heart did explode that night, but not in a harmful physical way. Derick turned out to be a fantastic lover, with more tricks and techniques than I ever imagined were possible. When I was a man I liked to think that I knew how to please a woman but Derick didn’t just please me he made me literally euphoric, but that wasn’t the scariest part.

In between all the fucking and sucking and kissing and licking we had some really great conversations. Although I had known him for quite some time I didn’t really know him all that well. I had kind of put him in a box as my “workout buddy” and never really bothered to get close to him. It turned out he was a pretty cool guy with a laid back manner and a good sense of humor. When we competed on the court he was usually all business but in the more intimate setting of being naked in bed with me he was relaxed and easy going.

“You know I’ve fantasied about making love to you many times,” Derick commented as he stroked my hair.

“You mean you’ve had many fantasies or you fantasied about making love to me many times?” I joked.

“Both,” he replied.

“So am I living up to your expectations?”

“Exceeding them, and that’s saying a lot.”

Although I hated to think about it, or even admit it, I was definitely smitten by Derick. It was one of those situations where everything just seemed to click into place now that we had become lovers. I suppose the fact that I thought of us as “lovers” rather than “fuck buddies” or “friends with benefits” was kind of a tip off that things were a little different with Derick than they had been with my other sex partners.

In all honesty having sex as a woman had been pretty easy to adjust to because...well...it was sex. I had different equipment but once the action started I wasn’t really thinking about that difference too much. It was just bodies in motion, rocking, bumping, thrusting. And because I had a pussy I didn’t find it terribly hard to appreciate a good cock, since I quickly discovered how awesome it was to have a cock inside me.

On the other hand what I was feeling towards Derick was strange to me. My previous sexual experiences with men had basically all been almost entirely physical and driven by lust. I thought it would be the same with Derick, just another romp while I still had a little time left as a woman, but I was really enjoying his company as much as his body. I had rarely, if ever, been on a first date that made me want a second date so much.

Unfortunately a romantic entanglement was the last thing in the world I needed, no matter how appealing it seemed. It would soon be Christmas, and I would soon be a man again, and this whole alternate reality world I had been living in would go away. That was for the best...right? I mean I never really asked to be a woman, that was just a bit of miscommunication when I was really drunk. But I did wonder if perhaps I shouldn’t be completely closed to the idea of accepting this new identity on a permanent basis. I had certainly learned a lot about being female in a very short amount of time, and I had discovered feelings and sensations that totally blew me away.

“Penny for your thoughts,” said Derick when he observed that I was kind of spacing out.

“I’d need at least a buck and a half,” I joked. “I may be a thought whore but I’m not a cheap one.”

“I guess I’ll leave the money on the dresser if that’s how you usually do it,” said Derick with a grin.

“Don’t waste your money. You wouldn’t believe me even if I told you.”

“Try me.”

“Okay. You see actually I’m a man, in fact you always knew me as a man until an angel turned me into a woman, for reasons that are too complicated to get into, and now everyone I know thinks I’ve always been a woman, but I’ll only be one until midnight on Christmas Eve when I’ll turn back into a man unless I decide to stay a woman for the rest of my life.”

“Well I think you should definitely stay a woman,” said Derick. “I mean how could you give up those tits?”

“They are pretty nice, aren’t they?” I replied as I looked at my beautiful bosom.

“And we’re just starting to get better acquainted. I think this could be the beginning of something special between us.”

“I do to, which is why I’m perplexed. If I go back to being a man you’ll never know that I had been a woman, but I will, and it will be hard not to think of that a lot, especially when I’m with you,” I said.

“Well you’ve still got a little more time. No need to ruin the mood tonight with a lot of complicated thoughts,” said Derick.

“You’re absolutely right. The best thing for me to do right now is get your cock in my mouth and have you blast a hot load of cum down my throat.”

He was right. There was no reason to spoil our evening and hopefully a mouthful of jizz would get me out of my funk and back in the happy place I had been before letting my mind drift off. It was certainly worth a shot at any rate because I really wanted to taste his cum.


CHAPTER 14:

Obviously I knew that Derick didn’t think I was being serious about the whole being changed by an angel thing but in a small way it made me feel better for telling him the truth. Even though this world I was in knew me as a woman, and thought I always had been, I knew that it wasn’t the case and I felt slightly deceitful presenting myself as female knowing that it was just temporary and that I was just in it for the kicks, at least I thought that was all it was to me.

Derick had lobbed a hand grenade into the bunker of my presumed masculinity, not just because of the way he fucked me but because of the way he tugged at my heartstrings. I could suddenly picture myself being very happy going to bed with him every night, even if we didn’t have sex. Just seeing him lying next me made me feel kind of warm all over. I could actually picture us as a couple and the thought of being his partner and mate was rather thrilling.

There was a lot to like about being the woman I was but I still had these mental stumbling blocks. Manhood had been very important to me, or so I thought, but maybe it wasn’t that big a deal after all. I had been fucked by a pretty steady stream of men who had bigger dicks and more stamina and better technique than I ever had, which had kind of been a kick in the balls, no pun intended. Like a lot of men, if not most, I tried to inflate my bedroom prowess in my mind but I was getting the stark truth presented to me on a regular basis.

On the other hand I really enjoyed getting my pussy penetrated by all those big cocks, and I felt like I wasn’t half bad at sucking them either. And as a woman I felt much better about about my physical appearance, which gave me a lot of confidence. Derick was right that it would be hard to give up this incredible rack.

I had a hard time prying myself away from Derick in the morning, and an even harder time wrestling with his insistence on making another date. Obviously I wanted to very badly, but the clock was ticking down and I thought maybe it would be better to just let it run out so that I wouldn’t fall any harder for Derick, which might be uncomfortable to live with going forward as a man again. Of course I agreed to another date because I was weak and I couldn’t help myself.

“Wow, you fall fast, don’t you?” said Clarice when I brought her up to speed on my date with Derick.

“Well I have known him for quite a while,” I pointed out. “Just not in that way of course.”

“I think it’s wonderful!” said Clarice, clapping her hands in delight. “You should totally fall in love with a great guy and get married and have babies and live happily ever after.”

“Whoa! Who said anything about marriage and babies?”

“Don’t you want to have babies?”

“Until recently that wasn’t an option I had to consider. I mean, from the actual giving birth myself standpoint,” I reminded her.

“I think you’d make a wonderful mother,” said Clarice, although I couldn’t imagine what I had done that would maker her think that.

“Look, I’m only a woman until Christmas Eve, right? That was the deal we made.”

“Sure, if you really want to blow it and turn back into a guy, but why would you want to do that? Isn’t everything working out so much better? I thought the sex would be enough to convince you but if you’ve actually got a man you’re crazy about already that should be the icing on the cake,” said Clarice.

“Man, you sure want me to be a woman,” I said with a chuckle.

“I want you to be happy and to live a life full of love and joy and lots and lots of really hot sex,” Clarice replied. “That’s my job. That’s why I’m here and why I hope you’ll choose to stay on the path you’re on now. I don’t want to be a jerk about it but your old life wasn’t going too well, was it?”

“It could have been better, I guess.”

“You were depressed and lonely and you started drinking too much,” Clarice pointed out.

“Yeah, I suppose that’s true,” I reluctantly admitted.

“It got pretty bad there sometimes. So bad that you even thought about ending it all.”

“Now how the hell would you know that?”

“I’m an angel, dude, I’m supposed to know shit like this.”

“Well okay then, I have had some dark thoughts if you must know,” I blurted out. “I don’t think that’s probably all that unusual.”

“No, baby, it’s not that unusual...sadly...and that’s why I’m here. I know you’ve been unhappy and I now know why. You weren’t being your true self. You were trying to live a life that was never meant for you,” said Clarice. “Of course you were sad and lonely and depressed. But that can all change now. You can find the love and happiness you’ve always longed for.”

I don’t know why I felt so stubborn about accepting what Clarice was saying as the truth. I guess I had always felt so much pressure to exhibit “manly” behavior, simply because I had been born with a penis. Growing up the biggest insult you could hurl at a guy was to suggest that he was effeminate in some way. I suppose the fact that I kept telling myself that this was only temporary made it easier for me to justify it in my mind. Now the deadline was getting close and there were so many reasons to remain female but it was still hard to admit that it was the right path for me.

“Hey, is there any wiggle room in this deadline?” I suddenly asked.

“Well I am a Christmas angel so I’m pretty much supposed to do my thing by Christmas and then split,” Clarice replied.

“Didn’t you say Christmastime when this thing started? I mean that’s kind of vague. A lot of people don’t take down their tree or their decorations until after New Year’s,” I pointed out.

“It would be kind of fun to stick around for a big New Year’s Eve party,” said Clarice as she rubbed her chin in thought.

“Yeah, we can get all dressed up and double-date again. It’ll be fun. And everybody has sex on New Year’s so you don’t want to miss that,” I added.

“Well...okay. We can extend the deadline to New Year’s Eve,” said Clarice.

“No, New Year’s Day,” I protested. “I mean I’m definitely going to want to kiss my date at midnight, and I’m sure I’m going to want to do a lot more than that afterwards. Midnight on January 1st.”

“Oh, hell, what’s the difference?” said Clarice as she threw up her arms. “If that buys you enough time to come to your senses and choose a lifetime of womanly happiness than it’ll be worth it even if they ream me out for being late.”

I obviously didn’t know how the whole angel business was run but I don’t think I ever imagined anyone getting “reamed out” over anything but Clarice had a colorful vocabulary so maybe it was just her choice of words.

In any rate I had bought myself a little more time, which felt like a great relief even if it only was about an extra week. When you’re trying to make a big life-changing decision it’s good to have as much time as you can get.


CHAPTER 15:

I wondered what it would really be like to spend the rest of my life as a woman. I obviously knew that I would enjoy the sex, and I was really starting to get into the whole fashion thing, but I also worried that I’d face the same challenges that women had faced for centuries. Despite being the majority of the world’s population women were still often treated as kind of second class citizens, or worse.

Clarice seemed to take it for granted that I’d want to marry a man and have children so I tried to picture myself in the role of wife and mother. I wondered what that would really entail. What would a guy like Derick expect from his spouse? Would he expect me to do a lot of domestic chores like cooking and cleaning? That wasn’t really my thing but I didn’t mind the idea of it. On the other hand I wasn’t sure how I would manage that if I kept my job. We’d probably save money if I cooked more and it might be healthier too, which I knew Derick would approve of.

I loved pleasing men in bed but it seemed like it might be fun to please them in other ways as well. It was kind of easy for me because I tended to know what men liked and how they thought. I was beginning to think more and more with my female brain but I still remembered being a man. I thought there was a good chance that I could use that knowledge to become a very good girlfriend or wife, which I certainly would want to be if I was going down that road for the long haul.

I also didn’t have a lot of the negative baggage about men that a lot of women seemed to carry around from bad boyfriends, cheating spouses, sexual harassers and whatnot. Now in time I might discover why so many women seemed to have such a low opinion of men but at least I would be going into the thing with a clean slate.

Motherhood? Holy crap! Not that anything said that I’d have to get pregnant but I did have some maternal feelings already and certainly it was kind of a typical thing to do. It was a scary thought, but I imagine that’s true with most women. I think it would probably depend a lot on knowing for sure that I was with the right man. I wouldn’t want to get knocked up just to check a box on my bucket list but the thought of the right guy putting his seed inside me and producing a child seemed pretty magical and awe inspiring.

Of course I didn’t want to let my crush on Derick go to my head too much. He seemed like great boyfriend material but I might have blown it by blowing him so quickly. I acted like a total cum slut, which got me a second date but didn’t mean that he took me seriously in a romantic way. Why wouldn’t he want another chance to nail an easy piece of ass like me?

I hoped that he really liked me, because I really liked him, but I couldn’t base my decision entirely on that. We were talking about a lifetime here, not just a first fling or even a big romance.

To Derick’s credit our second date functioned like a date rather than just a booty call, even if we did hit the sheets pretty quickly. A lot of what I had enjoyed the first time was the pillow talk and there was plenty of that again.

Even with the deadline pushed back the holidays made it hard to get together as much as I would have liked. I had never been much of a social media or mobile phone junkie but I found myself texting with Derick quite a lot. It just felt really good to have somebody who wanted to keep in touch when we couldn’t be together.

I couldn’t really remember a time when I was crushing this hard on someone. Maybe I never had or maybe I just felt different about it since I was female. Romance was much more on my mind these days and my heart felt like it was filling up with love more and more all the time. I didn’t know if it would last, or whether I was even going to last as a woman, but it was a beautiful thing to experience at least once in my life.

When I made a brief visit home to see the folks before Christmas it was strange how natural it felt to me to be there as a girl and when my mother asked me if I was seeing anyone, as she always did even when I was a guy, I was practically giddy telling her all about Derick and how well things were going.

“That’s wonderful, darling. You deserve a really good man in your life,” said my mother.

I don’t know whether I actually deserved that but I was certainly appreciative of the fact that it was true, although I kept trying to temper my expectations and hedge my bets. It felt like the real thing but since I wasn’t the real thing yet, as far as being female, it could still all just go away on New Year’s if I couldn’t bring myself to pull the plug on my manhood forever.

It was funny how much being in love made me enjoy the holiday all the more. When I was a kid I used to really look forward to Christmas because it meant a break from school, and of course all the presents I was hoping to get, but recently it had almost made me feel more depressed than happy. It was nice to pop home and see my folks but it was also kind of a lonely time that just made me wonder why I even bothered trudging through another boring year.

Derick was making me feel like a kid again. We even just drove around one night looking at people’s holiday decorations and lights. Well that is until lust overcame my festive holiday mood and I leaned over and sucked his cock while he drove around and looked at whatever he was looking at while trying not to crash.

We were even going to spend Christmas Eve together and exchange gifts. We agreed to keep it simple but I still kind of obsessed over what to get him. It was the first time in a long while that I got excited about Christmas shopping.

Clarice was delighted with the way things were progressing but I didn’t see as much of her as before. I don’t think she wanted to distract me from my one-man-woman course so we weren’t picking up guys together or going out to clubs. Of course she still wanted to get laid so she went off on her own adventures and I would hear about them later. Mostly Clarice just kept encouraging me to stay on the path I was on, which wasn’t hard to do because I was loving every minute of it.

“I hope that’s not my gift,” I teased as Derick stood holding something that kind of looked like a weed you would pull out of a garden over his head.

“It’s mistletoe, silly. Come over here,” said Derick with a laugh.

“I thought maybe you were planning to get me really high and then sell me off to some sex traffickers or something,” I joked as I strolled over to where he was standing.

“Now why would I want to do that?” he asked.

“Well an ass like this would fetch a pretty good price on the market,” I said, shaking my booty for emphasis.

“Be that as it may I’d rather keep that ass all to myself but I’ll remember that if I’m ever in money trouble and need some quick cash. Now come here and kiss me. I feel like an idiot standing here holding a twig over my head.”

A moment later we were kissing. Derick tried to keep the mistletoe over his head but our passion got the better of us and he dropped it so that both of hands could caress my body while we embraced.

“Forget what I said. That was the best Christmas present ever,” I sighed.

“I wish I had known that. That was only five bucks at the drugstore. I could have gotten off with a really cheap gift.”

“You could have anyway, darling. I’m not that high maintenance of a girl,” I said.

“Which makes pampering and spoiling you all the more enjoyable because you’ll appreciate it and not expect it.”

I realized that if we had stuck to the original deadline I would only have a few more hours to decide my fate but I couldn’t imagine myself walking away from the situation I was in at the moment. I felt so beautiful and warm and loved and happy in the arms of a great guy and I was even looking forward to sitting on the couch with him watching It’s A Wonderful Life on the TV. It was all kind of corny and old-fashioned for such a hard-boiled and cynical guy like the man I had become but that man was fading fast into distant memory as I made new female memories for myself.

As we watched the movie I wondered whether Derick would make any comment about the fact that it was set at Christmastime and featured an angel trying to earn his wings by helping a distraught man see the joy of life despite its heartaches but I guess he had forgotten all about my “confession” where I explained how an angel had turned me into a girl. That movie was a holiday staple in my household when I was a kid but I hadn’t thought about how close to home it really hit until I was watching it that night with Derick.

“It’s a great movie but I don’t believe for one second that Donna Reed would have ended up an old maid just because Jimmy Stewart wasn’t born,” Derick pointed out with a laugh. “She’d still be hot and she could have married that Sam guy and been rich too.”

“Oh, so you like the Donna Reed type,” I said as I poked him in the ribs.

“Maybe I just like girls named Mary,” he replied as he pushed me down on my back on the couch and got on top of me.

As midnight rolled around, and the old deadline passed, Derick had his big yule log deep inside my pink chimney. Okay, I don’t know why I said that. I guess I was just grasping for Christmas metaphors, even if they don’t really make sense.

At any rate we were too busy to mark the exact moment that Christmas arrived but after Derick had filled me with his essence we cuddled very snugly and sweetly and wished each other a merry Christmas. It was all so warm and perfect it was hard to imagine what things would have been like tonight if Clarice hadn’t taken me on as her special project.

It was funny but if my company Christmas party had allowed booze I probably would have just done my drinking there and made a sloppy pass at some girl from the office before going home alone and passing out. I probably never would have met Clarice, which of course would have kept me from becoming female so Derick and I never would have been lovers and I’d be spending another lonely Christmas drinking too much and feeling sorry for myself.

I flt like I had already made my decision to remain female but since we had extended the deadline and already made plans for New Year’s I figured there was no harm in using that extra week for as much soul searching as possible so that I had considered every angle and possibility before making it official.


CHAPTER 16:

I was smaller and weaker but I was more attractive and more limber. I’d probably get paid less as a woman for doing the same work I did as a man but I could probably get out of traffic stops by crying.

That’s the kind of crazy comparison checklists I was compiling in the run up to New Year’s. I think I was just going through the motions because once I made a list I never really looked at it again or gave it any more thought. I had only been a woman for less than a month but it was the greatest month of my life and so much had happened during that time that I felt like I would be crazy to walk away from this magical opportunity just to cling to an old identity that didn’t suit me as much as the new one did.

I figured Clarice had picked me for a reason. Despite her kind of ditsy party girl image she was still an angel and no doubt had some insight into human nature that probably went deeper than any of my checklists. And if it was her choice to bank her angelic career on me having tits and ass then I could hardly let her down, especially when she had given me such nice tits and ass.

The really cool part was that I didn’t have to go around explaining my decision to anyone. My mom, for example, was simply thrilled that I had met a nice man at last. I don’t know what she would have thought if I had come home for Christmas and told her that I was going to stop being a man and become a woman. Who knows? Probably she’d still be happy once I told her I’d met a great guy. She was very big on people getting married and starting families. It certainly seemed more likely now that I would make that happen. I knew she wanted grand kids, and I figured I’d probably be able to oblige someday, I just never figured that I’d be the one actually giving birth to them.

In a lot of ways it was like having a clean slate, even though I was continuing the same life I had been living. I lived in the same place, had the same job, the same family, knew the same people but everything was different enough that it felt like I was kind of getting a do-over. Just having a man in my life, for one thing, kind of changed everything. I had more energy and drive and someone else to think about instead of always just getting drunk and bitterly complaining about how much life sucked. Now if I thought about something sucking I was probably thinking about my mouth sucking Derick’s big hard cock.

The fact that we’d be making the change official on New Year’s seemed totally appropriate. I had basked in the holiday glow of Christmas and now it was time for one more big party before getting back to work and moving forward with my new life.

I had tried to make it seem like I was agonizing over the decision but it had probably been made some time ago. It was kind of funny how fast I was willing to cast off my masculinity and embrace my female side since I’d never thought of myself as fluid or flexible in my gender. I wondered how many other guys would have made the same choice I was making if they had been presented the chance to be a girl for a few weeks. Probably more than you might suspect I thought.

Of course it didn’t really matter what anyone else might do, it was my life and my decision to make and I felt really good about where I seemed to be headed.


CHAPTER 17:

Clarice had made all the arrangements for New Year’s and she had gotten us in at a very swanky formal ball in somebody’s mansion up in the hills. She had also wrangled her own date, who to no surprise, was an incredibly handsome stud named Giancarlo. I have no idea where she found him but Clarice was resourceful in that area.

Our dates wore tuxedos and Clarice and I had splurged on fabulous gowns and everyone looked absolutely marvelous. I felt like a princess, or maybe Cinderella, although I was really sort of the reverse of Cinderella because I wasn’t going to be turning back to my old life at midnight I’d be starting my new one.

When we got to the door we were handed masks. It was a public health thing as the masks were very fancy and elegant, like everything else in the place. There was a live orchestra playing and I couldn’t ever remember attending such a fancy shindig.

Clarice and Giancarlo hit the dance floor and waltzed around like Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers while Derick and I mostly drank champagne and watched from the sidelines. We did work up the courage to slow dance a little, when the opportunity presented itself, and I had never realized before just how sexy and romantic dancing like that could be.

As midnight approached I took Clarice aside to make absolutely sure that she knew that I had decided to stay female.

“Of course you did, silly, that’s all you’ve been talking about for a week,” said Clarice with a laugh. “Frankly I don’t know why it took you so long to come out with it but it worked out fine since we got to go to this party.”

“So is this going to get you your wings or whatever you do to move up in the angel world?” I asked.

“Damn well better,” she replied. “Of course they’re going to quibble about pushing the deadline back and all the sex stuff but screw ‘em if they can’t take a joke. I can’t help it if men find me attractive and I find them attractive and we both act on that impulse.”

“I should think not,” I said supportively.

“Thank you for that but you’re just a horny little slut like I am so I’m kind of preaching to the choir here,” said Clarice. “Oh, shit! It’s almost midnight. I’ve got to go grab my gorgeous date before some other bitch tries to jump in and steal my smooching.”

Fortunately there was no fear of Giancarlo locking lips with anyone other than the gal he came with but even if he had I’m sure Clarice would have come up with a last second substitute. As for me I was just as anxious to be in my man’s arms for the countdown so I scurried back to him almost as quickly as Clarice.

At midnight it felt for a moment like the whole room froze or maybe the world stood still. There was a tiny fear that ran through me that something had gone wrong and that I was suddenly turning back into a man but the feeling passed in the blink of an eye and I found myself right where I belonged in my lover’s embrace.

We kissed a little longer than was probably appropriate for a public place but when we came up for air I was astonished to realize that what we were doing was nothing compared to what was beginning to go on all around us.

People were taking off their clothes. Bare breasts were popping up everywhere and zippers were going down.

“What kind of party is this?” I whispered to Clarice who was standing quite close to me.

“It’s called the Hedonist Ball. It’s quite quite a notorious reputation,” she replied.

“I can see why,” I said.

“Hey, if you’re not into it you and Derick can split, I won’t mind. Giancarlo digs the whole orgy vibe so I think I’m going to stick around and blow him or something.”

“You go for it girl and I’ll go see what Derick wants to do,” I said with a wink.

“So did you know it was this kind of a party?” asked Derick when I came back over to him.

“No, I had no idea, but I can’t say I’m surprised knowing my pal Clarice. It’s just the kind of thing she would know about,” I replied. “Are you shocked?”

“Not really, just a little surprised. I was planning on fucking you tonight but not necessarily in public,” he said.

“Well we can go now or we can start here and see how it plays out,” I suggested.

“So you’re not shy about exposing yourself in front of a crowd of people?”

“No baby I’m not shy,” I said as I slipped the straps of my dress off my shoulders and pulled the top down, exposing my bare boobs since it was a dress I couldn’t wear a bra with.

I actually really enjoyed exposing myself in public or having sex around other people. Of course that pretty much was the only kind of female sex I knew at first but I loved my body and I wanted to show it off. Usually that meant wearing clothes that accentuated my figure or showed a little skin but I was proud of my female frame from top to bottom and was quite prepared to flaunt it.

Of course it wasn’t like I was doing a strip routine on stage. Everybody else was busy doing their own thing so I don’t know how many people even particularly noticed my gorgeous titties but Derick certainly did and that was all that mattered.

Derick took a glass of champagne and dipped my nipples in it, which was kind of a kick because it was cold and bubbly and I could feel my nipples getting harder. Then Derick sucked the champagne residue from my nipples, which made them even harder. It wasn’t quite as dramatic an erection as my dick getting hard used to be but I thought it was cute the way the little buttons pushed out, just straining to be sucked on.

Glancing over at Clarice I wasn’t surprised at all to see her crouching down in front of Giancarlo with his rather huge cock in her mouth. If she wasn’t in the angel business she sure would have made a great porn star I thought.

“Okay baby, now it’s your time to let it all hang out,” I said as I began to unfasten his pants. “Hope you’re not shy about showing your junk in public.”

“Well since it’s going to be going deep down your throat there won’t be much to see except my balls slapping against your chin.”

“Is that a threat or a challenge?”

“Just a statement of fact.”

“You’re probably right about that so I should probably get down there and get to work,” I said with mock resignation.

I slid down to get my face in line with his prick and before too long things were going exactly as he had predicted as my chin was indeed slapping against his balls. I couldn’t really tell whether Derick was enjoying this public sex thing or just going along with it but he was definitely enjoying the BJ he was getting and demonstrated that by pumping a big load of cum down my throat.

Afterwards I looked around for Clarice but couldn’t spot her in the crowded room. There were so many naked or partially naked people thrusting and bouncing all over the place that everything was just kind of a blur of carnal enterprise.

Since we hadn’t done any major undressing we decided to pull ourselves together and go home for a little more intimate encounter. I wanted to see Clarice before we left but we were both so horny and anxious to get going that I gave up my search and off we went.

It wasn’t until later that it suddenly struck me that this was Clarice’s deadline as much as mine. Having completed her mission she would no doubt be going back to wherever it was that she came from. I had been so wrapped up in the thrill of formalizing my conversion to womanhood and celebrating it with the man I loved that I guess I never thought about the fact that I might never see Clarice again.

I tried not to let it dampen the rest of our evening but Derick noticed the change in my mood. I couldn’t very well explain why I feared that Clarice might be gone from my life forever so I just said I was worried about leaving her at the party.

“I don’t think you have anything to worry about. The way she and her date were going at it I imagine they’re doing just fine,” said Derick. “Now come to bed babe and get on your back. I want to gaze into your eyes and tell you how much I love you while I fuck you senseless.”

“Okay,” I said cheerfully as I hopped on the bed and spread my legs.

“You know I wasn’t really just kidding around,” said Derick as he got into place and slid his cock inside me. “I really do love you more than I can say.”

“Love you too honey but let’s get onto the part where you fuck me senseless,” I teased.

Derick did fuck me pretty close to senseless, which was just what I needed at that moment to take my mind off of Clarice. Maybe she hated saying goodbye as much as I did and just blew it off to prevent some tearful farewell scene but I hoped that she would stop by and see me before she headed back home.


CHAPTER 18:

Almost a week passed and I still hadn’t heard from Clarice. Maybe that’s just how these things work, I figured. She was here to do a specific job, and she did it, and now she was on to something else. Then suddenly there she was, bustling into my office unannounced to take me to lunch.

I was so stunned I hardly knew how to react but once we were outside the building, and in the parking lot, I threw my arms around her and hugged her with all my might.

“Where have you been?” I asked, feeling tears coming to my eyes. “I was afraid I’d never see you again.”

“I know baby it was lame of me to go AWOL on you, and believe me I got chewed out royally by my superiors, but Giancarlo said he had this island he wanted to show me so we hopped on his yacht and the next the next thing I knew I was in some tropical paradise getting drilled in every hole by a gorgeous stud and well...I kind of lost track of the time,” she said with shrug.

“What a minute, he had his own island?”

“A small one, but it looked really pretty from what I got to see of it.”

“So you just left that New Year’s Eve party and jumped on some yacht?”

“Yeah. Well we had to take a helicopter first to get there but it was a pretty short flight.”

“I was so afraid that something had happened to you,” I said.

“Honey, I’m an angel. There really isn’t much of anything bad that can happen to me down here,” she reminded me.

“So I hope they weren’t too hard on you when you...went back,” I said.

“They’ve gave me shit but they pretty much had to promote me because I aced my assignment in the end. You seemed delighted with the change and everything worked out for the best, even if my methods weren’t exactly by the book.”

“So you got your wings?”

“Damn right!”

“How come I don’t see them?” I asked.

“Well I can’t very well walk around here flapping like a bird. And they’re not all that fucking comfortable either, but they are kind of cool for the whole flying thing,” she said with a laugh.

“Well congratulations,” I said as I hugged her again. “I’m really proud of you.”

“Hey, if you weren’t such a cock crazed slut this never would have happened,” she said.

“So what do you do between now and next Christmas?” I inquired.

“Oh, that’s the other part of the story. They had to promote me but it also gave them the chance to transfer my ass out of their department so I’m not a Christmas angel anymore. I’m a guardian angel now. Your guardian angel in fact.”

“Say what now?” I stammered.

“They want to make sure that you don’t have any difficulties adjusting to your new life so  since I was in that department now it just made sense to give me the job,” Clarice explained. “So I’m here to keep you out of trouble, as crazy as that sounds.”

“Yeah, I can just see that happening,” I joked.

“Well mainly I’m here to make sure you’re happy with your decision so hopefully you won’t get into any serious kind of trouble anyway,” said Clarice.

“So does that mean we can hang out and by BFF’s?” I asked.

“Absolutely, but I don’t want to fuck things up if you’re trying to do the steady girlfriend thing with Derick.”

“Well, we can still go shopping and go to lunch without any big risk to my domestic bliss,” I pointed out.

“And we can double-date again. Hey, that gives me an idea. Why don’t I get Giancarlo to invite us all for a weekend on his island or something? Of course that would be better when it’s warmer because he says that usually when he goes there he likes to take his clothes off when he arrives and doesn’t put them back on again until he leaves,” said Clarice.

“I’ll see how Derick feels about a tropical nudist getaway but I have a feeling he won’t be too hard to persuade,” I said.

“No, I imagine you’re figuring out all sorts of ways to persuade him to do pretty much whatever you want,” said Clarice.

“Hey, I’m not like that,” I protested.

“Honey, you’re a girl now, you’re supposed to be like that. We’ve got to use our natural gifts the best we can.”


CHAPTER 19:

Since this is a Christmas story I’m not really going to go much further with it other than to say that I never found myself regretting my choice to become a woman but I kind of fudged things sometimes so that Clarice would have an excuse to stick around. I don’t know if we were really fooling anybody but it seemed like the guardian angel division was a lot more chill than the Christmas crowd so nobody gave her much shit, even if she was just getting boned as often as she could.

Derick and I are still going strong, although we haven’t tied the knot yet or anything. With no deadline to meet to make big life changing decisions I find it better to let things sort of unfold in due course. And we are definitely planning to join Clarice and Giancarlo for a nice long naked island vacation as soon as we can both make our work schedules accommodate it.

I certainly had no idea that I would ever become a woman or be given the choice between being male or female but now that I’ve been living as girl for some time I have to say that it’s not such a bad life. Oh, hell, I was trying not to say it but actually it’s a wonderful life.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Putting out a Christmas book has become kind of a tradition with me and they’re always fun to write. I hope they’re fun to read too. It always kind of gets me in the holiday mood, even though I’m writing them some time before the holiday season even starts.

This one is what I would call sort of a “loose parody” or “inspired by” the classic Frank Capra film It’s A Wonderful Life rather than just a TG remake of the story. Some of the names are similar to characters in the film and an angel is central to the plot but there’s definitely a lot more hardcore sex in this book.

So another year flies by and I promise to keep trying to create works next year that are entertaining and arousing and often somewhat whimsical and sometimes even a little thought provoking. Merry Christmas (or happy holidays if you prefer) to everyone!
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