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   Author’s Note:
 
   Like TRIAL-SIZED, this is a stand-alone story set in the ACQUIRED universe. You don’t need to read any of the other books in the series to enjoy my little “holiday special.” If you’re curious about the Genie technology, it’s introduced in TRIAL-SIZED, but again, you don’t need to read that first. There are a few references to the rest of the world, but it’s not crucial to enjoying the story or knowing what’s going on. 

For the hardcore ACQUIRED fans trying to arrange titles in order, this takes place after ENTHRALLED and TRIAL-SIZED, but still before the events in LIBERATED, which is not yet released. 

Happy Holidays.
Solar


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   one - Cheer
 
   0:59:21
 
    
 
    
 
   Plenty of the other elves were complaining about the way the minidress rode up over their ass, but not me. True, the fur-trimmed little green velvet dress was cut ridiculously short, and true, the scoop on the neckline made us into a bazonga buffet when we elves clustered together, but for once I didn’t mind a little objectification. After all, it was just a costume. Even my body was a loaner, so who cared if shoppers almost tripped and went crashing into the gingerbread village because they were trying to find out what kind of panties they favor in Santa’s Workshop? It was a good job even without the perks, and I needed the money.
 
   Eileen didn’t share my permissive attitude about our attire. “Tell me again how this is Christmas-y,” she muttered to me while we greeted visitors making their strange little pilgrimage to one of the last big box electronics stores in the city. “I swear to god, half the men we’ve smiled at today have been mentally undressing us. With their wives and kids two feet away, to boot! How is coveting an elf part of the holiday spirit?”
 
   “Don’t be such a scrooge,” I chided, pausing to flash a kilowatt smile at a middle-aged husband being steered by his glaring wife into the mobile phone section of the store. “Christmas is all about optimism and remembering there’s joy and hope and good cheer to be had out there somewhere.”
 
   “I’m waiting for you to find a way to somehow connect this to showing off as much cleavage as you’re showing.”
 
   “Elves smile,” I said while giving her a stage elbow. “Elves are always in a good mood. Elves are innocent and cheerful and completely unaware they might be sporting a simply spectacular pair of ta-tas.” I couldn’t help myself, then. I smiled proudly down at my impressive endowment, enjoying the smooth sloping curves that met in a deep valley that was trimmed with white fur and two dangling little jingle bells. Those tinkled every time my chest bounced from one of my enthusiastic little waves when I shouted “Season’s Greetings, shoppers!”
 
   Eileen made a grimace, and half-heartedly waved at the next family to pass us by, pausing to stoop and hand the accompanied child a candy cane. She did it with exceptional care to neither flash too much of her ass to anyone behind her nor too much elf-rack to mom or the kiddie. When they were gone we took a moment to replenish our candy cane supply. Eileen harrumphed while we did so. “How the hell are you doing it? This job is completely demeaning. If it didn’t pay approximately what I’m making teaching second grade, I’d be nowhere within three miles of this hole. Even so, it’s a crap job. How are you able to stay so cheery about it?”
 
   I stood up and straightened my little dress, then made sure the little white stockings that went up to mid-thigh weren’t scrunched up and had the little embroidered candy canes on the seams lined up nice and straight. We were in one of those rare lulls with no customers in sight and I had a moment to momentarily break character to give her the courtesy of my full attention.
 
   Eileen was almost a foot shorter than me. She wasn’t squat, but she was short (barely five feet) and impressively curvy. Her deep brown hair was perfectly curled and hanging in front of her rosy cheeks in tight ringlets. On her wider hips and even more expansive cleavage, the little elf dress really hugged her body tightly, desperately trying to wiggle its way back up over her bottom. It wasn’t that different from her natural figure, and I was jealous of her pronounced natural curves even before we got suited up in the locker room. Even so, she probably couldn’t have held this job in the same city where they paid her to teach seven year-olds about addition, subtraction, and the first Thanksgiving if it wasn’t for the job’s rather unique costuming. A few prudish moms might note a similar figure, but they could look straight at this big-eyed fun-size elf and not recognize their daughter’s daily authority figure. 
 
   “It’s an escape,” I confessed to my fellow elf. “You’ve seen me in the locker room. We have no secrets from each other. You know this is a pretty radical revision. And I like it. I like putting the whole darn thing on. I like my voice. I like my body. I even like the outfit because I mean to tell you, I really like my body. Apart from all that, I don’t really see what’s so bad about it. We smile at people, we hand out some candy, we try to be a nice part of the holiday trudge. And sometimes,” I said, allowing myself to be momentarily distracted, “it has other perks.”
 
   Eileen followed my gaze and rolled her eyes. “Good lord. Give it up already. It’s not going to happen.”
 
   “I believe in Christmas miracles,” I said through a forced smile. “How do my boobs look?”
 
   “Like the doctor used grapefruits instead of silicone,” Eileen snarked. 
 
   “Perfect. Now hush. He’s looking this way.”
 
   The “he” in question was Brandon. Brandon from Gizzmo. Dreamiest of check-out clerks. He was maybe twenty, had swoopy soap opera star hair and the softest blue eyes staring out from his simply beautiful face. He was gorgeous, like every teen idol crammed into one package, and the best part of it was how he had this totally innocuous job in a dying brick-and-mortar retail store. The ravenous crowd of better-looking and age-appropriate Brandon-stealers of the world might not have discovered this unexploited pocket of gorgeous man. He was too pretty to live -  and a completely inappropriate crush for me to be having in my third decade of life.
 
   I know, I know, but the heart wants what the heart wants. I wanted Brandon. Not forever, just for a try. Just for the excitement and the story and the affirmation I was still alive and could still have a little bit of fun despite being 33. 
 
   I’d been trying my hardest to catch his eye since this job had started three weeks ago, and I’d been making steady progress. I’d angled to be transferred over to the Gizzmo entrance and away from Hunky Santa Village the moment the mall management realized they’d fucked up in recruiting both a shirtless hard-body Hunky Santa as well as playmates-in-elf costumes. The crowd that wanted to sit in Hunky Santa’s lap did not appreciate that Santa’s workshop seemed to be staffed exclusively by bimbos. So when Harold (the guy more or less in charge of the entire mall-wide Santa’s Village Experience) offered Gizzmo, I leapt at the chance. I’d seen Brandon on my first day and noted the trademark purple shirt that identified him as a Gizzmo employee. I’d be able to tempt him daily.
 
   It was a discouragingly slow seduction. Despite putting a little extra bounce in my step and sending plenty of just-for-you winks and smiles his direction whenever I could make myself seen from the register, it was only in the past week that Brandon seemed to be really looking at me.  It was inexplicable.
 
   I had beautiful wavy red hair, alabaster skin as pure as the driven snow, and simply killer legs: toned and smooth and long. Eileen was being catty when she compared my chest to a produce section, but they were pleasingly large and perfectly-shaped even without the tight little dress pushing them together and bounteously over the fur lining of the dress. With my ginger hair and the little green velvet dress, I was like a walking Christmas present that was ever-so-desperate to be unwrapped by the beautiful checkout clerk who was the disproportionate recipient of my bend-overs and accidental panty-flashes. 
 
   Despite this, I barely got a hello from Brandon most days. My new working theory was that he was shy. I’d overdone it and stunned the poor boy. Maybe he thought I was teasing him as part of a cruel girl game, relieving the boredom of a kind off thankless job by trying to make the poor checkout clerk get an embarrassing stiffy while on the job. For the past two days, I’d changed tactics, playing it a little more coy and a little more shy. I wanted to make it clear that in spite of my Ferrari of a body, I was still the actual shy and self-conscious girl I really was on the inside. I wanted to make it clear that of the two of us, I was the one more intimidated by the other’s beauty. 
 
   Eileen saw me give Brandon a shy little wave and shook her head. “Stop it. Just stop. I hate awkwardness, it’s like nails on a blackboard to me. You’re creating incredible awkwardness.”
 
   “Let me try. Pwease?”
 
   “Never do that babytalk thing again,” Eileen warned. “And leave the poor stockboy alone.”
 
   “He’s a checkout clerk and he’s my dream,” I retorted playfully. “And oh my gawd, finally! Gawd, Eileen, he’s looking! He’s really looking! Go away. Hide in a snowdrift. You are my competition now, bitch, and I will cut you if you don’t move that ass out of his line of sight.”
 
   “You have a problem,” Eileen muttered, but obliged and went to go see to her favorite activity: ringing the donation bell too loudly at anyone in the mall she developed a sudden and irrational dislike of based on her own completely shallow first impressions. “Merry Christmas,” she trilled at a neckbeard who did a bad job of trying to use his phone to snap an upskirt, making sure to really CLANG that sucker right in his waxy ear until he winced in pain. I would have snickered if I wasn’t busy with the object of my every stupid showertime fantasy. 
 
   Brandon was not ten feet from me, righting a display stand full of physical media that had just tipped over. Here was my chance. I hurried over to assist, accompanied by the jingling of the little sleigh bells affixed to my dress and little heeled elf shoes. “Here, let me help,” I offered, bending with zero regard for what might be peeking out from under my dress. 
 
   He looked up at me and turned a little pink in the cheeks. “I’ve got it,” he said in a voice that was light and not too deep. It was the first time I’d heard him speak. He had a pop star tenor and it suited him perfectly. “Really,” he continued. “It’s fine. I don’t want you to get in trouble.”
 
   “No one cares. This is a mess,” I commented while gathering up armloads of spilled movie cases. “I can’t believe they still sell these.”
 
   “Anyone who comes into a store like ours isn’t exactly surfing the crest of the technological revolution,” Brandon commented. “We cater to the olds and the hapless almost exclusively. You’d be surprised how even in this day and age there are still people who don’t trust that they actually own something unless they have a plastic disk on a shelf to prove it.”
 
   He nodded with his perfect heart-shaped chin at the very subtle makeup-concealed outline of the ports in my wrist. “We sell some wetware, now, but that was a mistake from corporate. The people who are still buying movies on flat circles definitely aren’t down with wetware. Actually, I’m surprised they hired you as an elf if you’ve got ports.”
 
   “They’re getting more commonplace,” I commented, self-consciously turning my wrist away from him. Did he think that made me ugly?”
 
   “Oh, I’m saving up, don’t get me wrong,” Brandon remarked quickly. “We don’t sell top-of-the-line here, but with my employee discount, I could get a double. I wish Proxima was still making the R-series. I could afford those and they’re pretty solid. Half terabyte transfer speeds are slow by wetware standards, but then I wouldn’t have to carry a physical phone in my pocket anymore,” he said, nodding to the still-busy section of the store where a lot of shoppers were comparing various plastic-and-glass plinths.
 
   Oh my stars and garters, a gorgeous boy who talked geekspeak. He might as well be whispering French sex poetry in my ear on some bearskin rug in a snowy cabin. I swallowed and helped him right the toppled rack and then took a moment to adjust my own rack as subtly as I could. “They can cover them completely, but management liked the idea that me and some of the other elves showed our ports. I think it helps this place seem a little less like it’s not in some kind of timewarp from the early part of the century. Besides, you’d think Santa’s workshop had wetware by now, right? You can transmit your wishlist via holocam straight to the North Pole, so it makes sense we elves have uplink and a few implants, yeah?”
 
   He was looking at my boobs when I said “implants” but I didn’t mind even in the slightest. “Sure,” Brandon said. “But the work uniform doesn’t seem like it’s practical for toy-making.”
 
   I gave him a flirty smile. “Well we’re like Santa’s entourage. Personal Assistants. There are different elves back at the workshop. They get sexy little overalls.”
 
   Brandon grinned. “Well that only makes sense. Santa’s a total beau. For being surrounded by snow and ice, it seems Hunky Santa runs a pretty hot operation.”
 
   I laughed and stole a glance back out towards the mall where an impressive line of women were formed up to sit in Hunky Santa’s lap. The mall went all-out on Hunky Santa. He was shirtless to show off his rock-hard body, and while he had a beard, it was trimmed and the furthest from snowy-white you could imagine. It was full and dark and matched his chocolate-brown eyes and matches his ear-length flowing brown locks. “Yeah, Roy- I mean ‘Santa’ keeps it a pretty ultry-sultry place to work.”
 
   Brandon seemed interested in the dress I was wearing. He was studying the fur-trimmed neckline and the two little jingle-bells affixed there. When I saw it, I flicked them with my finger to make them ring. “Go ahead. You can ring my bells,” I said. Behind Brandon, I saw Eileen make a gagging face.
 
   Brandon took me up on the offer, giving the bells a little gingerly ring. “Thanks,” he said. “I should um, get back to work.”
 
   “Casey,” I told him quickly.”
 
   “My name’s Brandon,” he corrected me, showing me the nametag.
 
   “No. My name’s Casey,” I said patiently. “We hadn’t met formally.”
 
   “Oh. Right. Well, thanks, Casey the Elf.”
 
   “I’m here all week,” I said. “And I get off…work. In half an hour.”
 
   “We all do,” Brandon said somewhat disappointingly. “The mall’s closing, then.”
 
   Not as spectacular a success as I could have hoped for, I reflected as I moved to rejoin Eileen. As I wiggled back over to her with as much seduction as I knew how to put into it, I did hear him say something almost to himself that changed my whole outlook. 
 
   “So damn hot,” I heard him clearly mutter.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   two - locker
 
   0:11:23
 
    
 
   I was still riding that high a half hour later in the locker room.
 
   “You realize this is an untenable situation,” Eileen said to me, shedding her skimpy elf costume with the eagerness of a small child eager to never see her scratchy school uniform ever again. 
 
   “Why? He thinks I’m hot.”
 
   An alarm sounded in my ear, accompanied by a little super-imposed flashing number projected by my ocular implant over my view of Eileen in just her bra and underwear while she pried off the ridiculous “elf-heels” that went with the getup. The alarm was my ten-minute warning. Expiration time. Five hours went by so fast. Time to hurry up and get nude myself. 
 
   “That’s why,” Eileen argued, pointing at my semi-nude body as I hurried to get out of the on-loan elf costume before the ten minutes were up. If you let the suit expire naturally, it got messy and kind of melty. Management was super clear with us that dry-cleaning messy suit residue off our elf costumes came out of our pay. 
 
   I sighed, pausing to take in the sight of my curvy ginger-haired body in our locker room’s solitary full-length mirror. 0% body fat. A perfect collegiate smile and bright green eyes. Full lips that weren’t cracked and dry. A defined waist and hips that were in proper Grecian proportion with my shoulders. Yes, a little top-heavy, but hourglassy. Just a few minutes from now, all that would go away.
 
   Eileen was already completely nude, feeling for that spot behind her ear where the manual release was located. She pushed and I found myself watching with my usual fascination as her entire body seemed to gently inflate, and then sag. The seams appeared in the tinting flesh-colored suit and naturally split apart.  While this happened, Eileen tugged at her perfect brunette hairdo and pulled the wig material free. Already it was wilting and turning the dim-blue “spent” color it would remain until placed in the recycle hopper of the Genie. 
 
   “Give me a hand?” Eileen asked. “This damn thing is always too hard to get over my hips.”
 
   It was always a strange sensation to peel the former fleshsuit away. Like the wig, the suit once depleted of its five-hour charge stopped perfectly mimicking human flesh and became waxy and a dim blue color before disintegrating entirely. This was our third week on the job, though, and I was practiced at helping my work buddy out of the living doll suit we each wore, the ones capable of temporarily reshaping our bodies into just about anything the person operating the Genie could devise- within reason of course. It was still a suit of some kind. While it could push some stuff around and shape it like the world’s most talented pair of Spanx, there was an upper limit based on the starting body type. 
 
   Luckily for Eileen, who was already squat and somewhat Rubenesque to begin with, the suit was not that far removed from a full-body corset, with most of the work being done to tuck in her tummy, lift her buttocks, and give her the elfin angular face that was so vastly different from her natural cherub-like visage. It was a tight fit because of her naturally pronounced curves, and she always needed a little help freeing her stomach and pulling the tight-but-decaying techno-organic material from her hips. Girl had a fair amount of ass. Her suit was tasked with reigning that in, but it made for a fair amount of friction to peel her free. The glamorous life of a modern mall elf.
 
   Eileen shook her short-cropped mousy-blonde hair free and sighed with relief before pulling the last of the suit free in strips and depositing them all in the Recycle hopper. Then, still naked as a jaybird, she turned to help me out of my own bimbosuit. I was cutting it close. I was grateful for the help rather than risk a disintegration. Not only was it messy, but it made a bad smell that lingered.
 
   Near as we could tell, we were probably the only mall using such elaborate costuming for our holiday village. The waivers we had to sign before being given the jobs were pages long and full of a lot of scary medical and legalese, but my need for a little extra scratch this holiday season outweighed my interest in reading the waivers too closely. 
 
   What did not escape my notice, however, was the non-disclosure agreement on the final page. On penalty of legal action, we were strictly forbidden from discussing or revealing our use of the genie to anyone not part of the “cast” of Hunky Santa’s Christmas Wonderland. 
 
   All of this had a sprinkling of “experimental guinea pig program” that ordinarily made me nervous, but at least the pay was twice what it would have been picking up a holiday retail job. Though the reality of being suited up was unglamorous (as uncomfortable and disconcerting as you might imagine) and the dignity of getting out of the outfit and the bodysuit was almost non-existent, it was hard to argue with the perks. An idealized, albeit borrowed body of my very own to enjoy for a few hours every day was not a bad price to pay.
 
   Now, as Eileen helped divest me of my gorgeous red waves and started exposing the seams of the pinup body I so enjoyed test-driving, I was confronted with the reality. I was ten years older than the elf I inhabited. I had little pooch in the tummy and a muffin top that made me feel bad about jeans pretty much every time I wore them. And then the rest: 
 
   1)    My flat brown hair and too-furry bush because I don’t have too many gentleman-related reasons to groom. 
 
   2)    The little bit of cellulite on my big, but not desirably round and juicy behind. God, I’d kill to at least have a round fat ass like Eileen instead of this flat Mom-jeans special that didn’t even have the luxury of blaming being a mother on. 
 
   3)    My breasts -  small and a little saggy when compared to my pear-shape. 
 
   I hated for her to be anything close to “right,” but Eileen had a point. My compliment from Brandon had been directed at the sex bunny redheaded elf I portrayed during my shift. If Brandon had been conversing with the actual Casey, would he have still muttered “so damn hot” at my flat retreating ass?
 
   Unclear, but unlikely.
 
   I sighed and deposited the ruined scraps of my fantasy body in the hopper and retrieved my real and unimpressive underwear from the locker, eager to clothe this somewhat lumpy and over-carb’d body from the sight of even my fellow and slightly unglamorous elves. “Oh well. Maybe Santa will bring me one of these Genie things and I can keep up a little fantasy playtime once the holidays are over.”
 
   Eileen cackled. “Good luck. What do you want to bet that thing costs millions? But just in case, why don’t you ask Santa right now? Hey, Roy, Casey wants to sit on your lap and ask you for a present.”
 
   Roy was our Hunky Santa, but he was currently a far cry from the oiled-chest romance cover of a Santa he’d been outside. Good-natured, balding, and skinny enough to fit twice inside Hunky Santa’s muscular frame, Roy pushed his heavy glasses up on his nose and strolled casually in just his tight man-thong over to my bench. “Oh, honey, you don’t really have the right equipment to sit on this North Pole,” he over-lisped in the queeniest affectation he’d used so far with us. Some of the other girls int he locker room cackled in delight. “Santa Roy likes a little South Pole to go with the North,” Roy continued unnecessarily. 
 
   I pushed him away. “I get it, I get it. Good god. You’re laying it on a little thick.”
 
   “Nothing wrong with anything being a little thick,” Roy said. “For real, Casey. This shit is probably seven kinds of toxic, anyway. Have you looked up the company that makes it?  There’s a suspicious lack of verifiable information about them. I’m betting we’re all going to see each other again at the skin cancer ward in three years. But the money’s good and Santa Roy and his husband want to afford a pricey adoption lawyer, so here we are. Love your body, though, Casey. It’s the one you’ve actually got, and it’s the one that will get you want you really want.”
 
   “Easy for you to say,” I said to Roy, resisting the urge to snap his thong. “Your body’s a fucking temple.” It was true. For a guy as old as he was, even with his bald head, Roy was in great shape.
 
   “Yeah, but you straight bitches can be a little insane,” Roy said with a smirk. “You weren’t here in November, but a Lonelyhearts tried to KIDNAP Hunky Santa on Black Thursday. Motherfucking Christmas kidnappers, man. They see it on those TV vidflix and think it’ll work in real life.” Roy grimaced. “So Santa carries a stunner now. It is in fact a gun in Hunky Santa’s pocket, ma’am, so stay on the nice list.”
 
   I shook my head. “Can’t blame a girl for wanting to be on the naughty list,” I chided. “That’s the reward for being an adult, you know. And there’s nothing wrong with wanting to be on someone’s naughty list this season with a bang-able body that would make the dollies in the pink aisle jealous.”
 
   “Love yourself,” Roy repeated. He kissed my cheek and then strolled onwards, depositing the scraps of Hunky Santa into the recycle hopper before availing himself of the porta-shower set up in the former janitor’s closet. 
 
   “You’re killing my Christmas dreams,” I shouted back at him, but it was mostly playful. Roy had a good point. I didn’t need to let this become a full-on afterschool special, anyway. I turned back to make a joke at Eileen, but stopped when I noticed she looked suddenly down in the dumps. “Hey. Something wrong? Oh god, you’re not having a reaction to the suits? Was Roy right? Do I need to call someone?”
 
   Eileen grimaced. “Stand down, crazy-eyes. I’m not suit-poisoned or anything. I’m just a little tired. It’s tough being that perky all the time.”
 
   “Well,” I offered. “Only a few more days until Christmas. So it’ll be over soon. And we’ll have a little cash in our pockets to enjoy the holidays with.”
 
   “Hmmph,” said Eileen. “I’ll probably mostly use it for a car payment. I get a pretty healthy dose of little kids and badly-made snowflake cutouts every day. This is over the line. And I’m just not really feeling it this year. Don’t let me get you down, I just can’t get excited about a Santa who doesn’t exist or all the syrupy songs or any of the rest of that crap. We’re adults. There’s a lot less magic in the world for us on a daily basis. The sad fact is I can’t afford to go home this year and wouldn’t really enjoy that even if I could. I’ve not even been on a date in months. So it’s just a day I’m going to spend by myself.”
 
   With that, Eileen finished tying up her sneakers and affixed the padlock to her locker. She may not have meant to do it, but I was sure feeling suddenly deflated. “Gosh. Damn. Eileen. Shit. Wanna go get a drink or something?”
 
   “I have some activity papers to grade and Santa stickers to affix to the good ones.”
 
   “Come on. I bet a lot of us could use a quick one.”
 
   “Two-for-one Irish coffees at O’Shea’s,” said Kameron, one of the high school student elves. “You fine ladies can order for me.”
 
   “Me too,” said Steve, who was a railroad conductor and didn’t have to wear a skinsuit and who also wasn’t welcome in our changing area.
 
   Kameron and two of the other elves chased Steve out and we all had a good laugh. I looked back at Eileen. “Fine,” she relented. “But this is about booze, not about trying to give Eileen the Christmas spirit, okay?” We all solemnly promised. “I’m going to go quickly try and get some grading done since I’m dressed,” Eileen said. “I’ll be there in a little over an hour. Deal?”
 
   Even Roy turned out to want to go for a quick one. Santa and about half the elves made a pact, and then finished getting changed. I hung back, though. A holiday drink seemed like it wasn’t really going to lift Eileen’s mood, and for some reason I was having the impulse to be something of a do-gooder. 
 
   Now that I thought about it, the signs were all around. Eileen rolled her eyes and teased me about my hapless attempt at seducing Brandon, but I’d of course noticed there was a little sadness in her eyes when I waxed especially poetic about his dreaminess. I’d seen her on her phone a few times, too. Schoolteachers as a rule couldn’t afford wetware or implants, so that meant screens to spy on. Eileen had a half dozen different dating apps installed on her homescreen but didn’t hardly ever seem to get any hits. 
 
   I felt her pain on that score. It’d been a while since my last relationship of note. It’d been a while since my last random hookup, to be honest. I pined after Brandon from Gizzmo, but the truth was I was hoping for a little Christmas nookie from virtually anywhere that might be willing to provide it to me.
 
   This is where I got a bad plan. There wasn’t a lot of thought behind it. It was the kind of a spur-of-the-moment decision and also the kind of decision that seemed as though it benefitted from not having too much thought put into it. I acted on it.
 
   I was slow to get changed and have all my effects in order on the best of days. That night, it took only a little creative slowness to ensure I was the absolute last one. When Harold came by to lock up, he cleared his throat and I pretended to be startled. “Casey, I gotta lock up. Come on.”
 
   “Sorry, Harold,” I apologized in my most convincingly-flustered voice. “I’ve lost my ID. My car won’t start without it and I’m sure it was here. I just need a few more minutes,” I lied.
 
   “I’ve gotta get out of here,” Harold said. This I knew. Harold had a newborn back at home. He was always in a hurry to get locked up and home as quickly as possible. 
 
   “I know, but how am I going to get home? If I could indiscriminately take a cab, I wouldn’t be working two jobs for Christmas. Please, can I have just a few minutes?”
 
   Harold shifted on his feet and looked deeply conflicted, just like I knew he would. “Okay. Fine. Tell you what: I’ve really got to get home. Just this once, I’ll leave you the keycard. Just swipe it once on the way out and put in the code: 3323. I’ll change the code tomorrow,” he said quite unnecessarily. Then he handed me the card. “And not a word of this to anyone, okay, Casey? If it were one of the kids I’d say tough luck, but you’re an adult and I can trust you.”
 
   I thanked him and saw him out… and felt just a little bad about how he couldn’t actually trust me. Then I locked the door from the inside and ensured I’d have a little privacy. Time for the rest of the bad plan before too much more thinking got in the way.
 
   “Cast members” weren’t supposed to operate the Genie, but I’m pretty good at computers and paid pretty close attention when Harold threw the initial switches to calibrate the contraption on the first day. I felt confident I could figure things out. 
 
   The Genie was similar to those Electric Kiss gadgets that were all the rage in Japan. They scanned a person’s body and made a 3D holographic doll from the scan that could be tweaked, adjusted, and dressed in just about any kind of outfit you could download from the vast online databases of free and premium content the company maintained. The Genie took that one step further, however. Using some kind of strange proprietary nanotech, the Genie could take a model generated by the Electric Kiss and build a convincing replica over your own body. It was uncomfortable and only lasted a few hours, but the results were stunningly realistic, as the entire cast of Hunky Santa’s Holiday Wonderland could attest. 
 
   I was going to borrow one extra five-hour session from the Genie. My crazy plan to give Eileen a little holiday cheer depended on it. Hence needing to stay after hours. I had the idea the skinsuits were a little pricey or at least not meant to leave the confines of the mall, but this was a special Christmas emergency. I rationalized it away. Besides, O’Shea’s was just a few blocks away from the mall. I wouldn’t go that far.
 
   Now came the second part of my brilliant and spontaneous plan to scam Harold’s keycard. I’d paid close enough attention to know that I needed Harold’s keycard to authorize the machine’s use. Sure, it was the kind of thing that probably logged an after-hours use, but I was willing to take the chance. I was going to do a little Christmas magic, after all. It was worth the risk.
 
   Sure enough, one swipe of the keycard was enough to wake the machine. The elf patterns for each of us were already in the buffer quick-keys, and for one terrible moment I was sorely tempted to abandon my half-plan. I could borrow my hot redhead elf body again. Five more hours. Enough time, if I hurried, to intercept Brandon and blow his mind. Get a little sorely-needed Christmas dicking from a checkout clerk with the face of a beautiful angel. 
 
   My fingers itched to press that button. I really, really wanted to take myself up on that selfish plan, but what stopped me was maybe the actual (dare I say it?) Christmas spirit. How could I call myself an elf, in the employ of Santa himself, if I was planning to be selfish at Christmas time? Maybe you’d laugh at that. Maybe it sounds stupid. But that’s the god’s honest truth. And it was enough. 
 
   I called up Roy’s file, the one with the pattern for the hunky dreamboat of a Santa. This was my mission tonight. Abs and a rugged beard and strong muscular arms. Smoking hot Grade A Man. I wasn’t going to risk an exact copy, though. That was going to make it somehow less special. Fortunately, I had some art school experience buried somewhere in the largely useless history of education I’d undertaken. I made a copy of the Santa model and then quickly made a few tweaks. 
 
   The body I left largely the same. A little less bulk was the first modification. Our Hunky Santa spent hours every day at the gym and was frankly ridiculously built. I could safely tone the muscle mass down by as much as 30% and still be well in the neighborhood of “burly fireman” which was more than adequate for my purposes. I changed the eye shape and color, opting for a soft blue because I probably still had Brandon on the brain. 
 
   I squared the jaw a little more and changed the beard to be a little scruffier, making it more that aging movie star stubble that never seems to go out of style. I wasn’t sure about Eileen’s preference for guys, but some girls didn’t like the beard. Stubble, on the other hand, was a safer bet. 
 
   Hair would also need to change. I hated to do anything about those wavy locks since they were so appealing even to me, but I decided that a closer-cropped ‘do matched the stubble. Maybe I’d put a little grey in the temples. Eileen wouldn’t feel intimidated by an older guy, I felt pretty safe in assuming, especially one who kept himself in such good condition. Yeah. This would work. 
 
   Oh. He’d need a butt. The kind that looked good in jeans and better out of them. I liked a guy with a nice butt, and I’d studied my fair share of them on my favorite cable shows. Realism be damned, we could give him a movie star butt. And then, while we were at it…
 
   There was one more, ahem, crucial detail that needed careful design. I once again didn’t have any frame of reference for what Eileen would actually prefer, but it’s not every day a girl gets to design a penis. In my experience, the ones who look like the Hunky Santa I designed aren’t anything special in the other department, but this was a Christmas miracle, and that called for a goddamned miracle penis, I felt. 
 
   I went a little overboard, but not cartoonishly so. In the end I settled on seven and a half good inches, only slightly larger than what my women’s magazines assure me is the standard size most ladies find snug and enjoyable. I couldn’t resist, however, spec’ing a pleasing two and half inches of girth. 
 
   I hemmed and hawed about whether or not it should have a foreskin, but what made up my mind was just my own complete unfamiliarity with how to cope with that extra skin. Cut would be easier for me to manage. I had to remind myself that this was going to be my responsibility and I needed to not make having a different sex organ any more challenging than it would be by default.
 
   Actually, I was suddenly a little jealous of Eileen. I liked the image of the guy I’d designed. He was welcome to appear to me and whisk me off my feet anytime he liked.
 
   Now came the part I wasn’t as sure of. Would the Genie let someone of the opposite gender wear this Hunky Santa?
 
   There was only one way to find out. Time for the messy part.
 
   Just to make sure I wasn’t going to screw things up, I used Harold’s keycard to open up the supply cupboard for the men. The skullcaps were similar to the ones we elves wore, and that was the first thing I took, tucking my limp and lifeless hair into the second cap of the day. The blue nylonish strands of hair hung in front of my eyes and tickled my cheeks, but I paid it no mind. This was how it always was. Then it was time to get naked and put on the worst part.
 
   I guess I’d expected the “big girl pants” (as we elves called them) to be different for the guys, but the only difference I saw in the peculiar pink foam pants that were required for the suit was a slightly longer cut on the legs and a slightly larger size. I winced, took a deep breath, and pulled them up over my pasty thighs. 
 
   It was always unpleasant to wear these soft spongy pants. I didn’t like the texture of them on my skin and I really didn’t like the way I had to suck in my slight pooch of a tummy to pull the high waist of these unflattering and tight-fitting pants all the way up. More unpleasant than that was the having to go commando. I didn’t like the way the spongy material chafed my vagina. I liked even less what happened once the Genie was triggered.
 
   This part was absolutely different, however. I was used to the big girl pants rubbing right up on my vulva, but in the borrowed men’s version, there was an open pouch, a pocket of air where I’d have tucked my penis if I’d had one. In some ways, this seemed actually worse that what I endured. Poor Roy, I caught myself thinking. This couldn’t be comfortable to him.
 
   The chrono display on my implant HUD reminded me there was only a half hour until it would be time to go meet Eileen in the bar. I needed to hop to it. “Well,” I said to the empty changing room, “we came all this way. What’s the worst that can happen?”
 
   I didn’t want to think about what the worst might be, so I instead keyed the startup sequence on the Genie and then stepped directly on the holostage, the same as if I might be suiting up for another shift of elf duty. I heard the stage ping. Instinctively, I closed my eyes to avoid the blinding glare of the holoprojectors as they warmed up and projected the holographic model of my desired body over and around my own weirdly-half-naked body. I shivered once and waited for the squeeze.
 
   This part was not the same as usual. Upon activation, the big girl pants did the usual unpleasant melting thing they did, spreading out and coating every pore of my skin with the peculiar bubblegum-like ooziness they always became once the Genie started the shaping process. This time, though, they oozed and constricted the flesh beneath in different and strangely unpleasant ways. 
 
   By far the worst was my chest. Instead of the warming caress that always happened as the semi-liquid nanomaterial lifted, pushed, and added a good two cup sizes to my breasts, this time it squashed and flattened them, adding bulk in the form of muscle mass and well-formed pectorals. On the inside of the forming skinsuit, it was like being surrounded in a mummy-wrap of really tight duct tape. By the time it flowed over my face, I was regretting this decision and starting to worry that I might have done something unsafe. Then the really unexpected thing happened.
 
   In the elf body, I was used to the material getting a little up close and personal with my ladyparts. It, um, invaded just a little, in the interests of letting the users sculpt even those parts to be one of the limitlessly different combinations of ins, outs, dangles or smoothnesses that make up a lady’s own personal and peculiar petals. 
 
   The invasion happened this time, too, but OH MY GOD it went so much deeper. You’re supposed to hold still for the Genie to ensure a better fit, but this was impossible. It went in, and it felt like it was solidifying as it went. There’s no other way to describe it, okay? I felt like someone had quickly and rather unceremoniously shoved a medium-sized sex toy up my pussy. The sensation was sharp and a little painful and then accompanied by a pins-and-needles numbness that I’d never felt in that particular place before. My whole abdomen felt strangely tingly and disconnected from the rest of the me-ness. I couldn’t concentrate on it, though, because there was a renewed tightening that came when the skinsuit found the connections in the skullcap. I felt my cheeks tingle and then noticed an uncontrollable itchiness that I guessed must have been the skullcap lending a few of the artificial hair fibers it provided to give me stubble. Was this was men dealt with every day? Was it this itchy? I wanted to scratch my whole cheeks off. 
 
   “Finalizing,” the automated voice of the Genie announced. “Please remain still.”
 
   I did, though it drove me a little bit mad. When I heard the familiar ping like a microwave announcing the TV dinner is done, I stepped off the stage with relief and stumbled forward with confusion. Good god, the change was so extensive that my center of gravity wasn’t where I’d expected it to be. Was I okay? Was this thing going to kill me? I hurried to the mirror in the locker room, but didn’t get more than two steps when I felt… IT.
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   Somehow I’d forgotten during the unfamiliar and uncomfortable shaping process that I’d have a penis when I stepped off the stage. Before I even got to the mirror, this was my first confrontation with the reality of how well the process seemed to have gone. Even in its limp state, the monster slapped against my leg when I walked. It was heavy, thick, and the dark bush of groomed pubic hair around the base made it seem somehow more like it could be mine. That view was familiar at least. 
 
   I couldn’t help it. I touched it.
 
   I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t what I thought. I’d expected that this would, on a woman, have to be some kind of clever illusion. It’d feel fake, like wearing a costume or, I guess, a strap-on, and in some ways it was. The suits didn’t reposition nerve endings, after all. What I’d not been expecting, though, was how well it conducted to the nerve endings that were actually mine, Casey’s. 
 
   When my fingers closed around my sudden added manhood, I felt a corresponding surge and a pleasant hum against my clitoris. It was like someone just gently putting their fingers over my pussy, but augmented. The thing, the part of it that was wedged up in me also hummed and pulsed along its length and that feeling was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I don’t know what kind of tricks the technology I was borrowing had to work to make this the case, but it was like a phantom limb. 
 
   I had the conscious awareness that the rodlike intruder in my vagina was on the inside, but the sensation was decidedly external. It was like those weird playground experiments you do where you touch each other’s ears or hands in ways that make you feel a phantom extra limb or somehow out-of-body. It was like that. I had the very distinct impression of having a phantom penis. A phantom penis that was of course somehow also a real flesh dick in my big man’s hands. 
 
   My hands. God. They were so big and… not mine. I had to see the rest. 
 
   I hurried into the locker room, getting the hang of how my bigger and bulkier frame moved. I was no light little dolly in my natural body, of course, but I had to have added at least twenty pounds of bulk to myself, and it was not easy to just instantly have that added, even without the distraction of a swinging dick between my legs. There had to be nanomotors or something assisting my movement. That much weight should have dropped me to the ground. This thing was good.
 
   It was good. Holy god, it was good. I stared at my only-slightly hairy chest, smooth and toned and with my perfect six-pack and that little trail of dark hair leading from my stomach down to the already-studied big, big dick.  My hands went to my face and I felt my stubble on my cheek. I stared back at the chiseled silver fox in the mirror and took a long moment to realize it was really, really me. 
 
   It felt stupendous. The tightness and discomfort that always came from the initial fitting in the Genie was gone as quickly as it left when I’d worn my elf body. The brain seemed to adapt to the change from the skinsuits with astonishing speed. I wondered if there was something to the induction circuits in the skullcap that eased this along. Maybe? All I knew is my whole body was humming. There was power in it. There was confidence and (dare I say?) swagger there. 
 
   Okay. This was going to work. Eileen was getting a little Christmas surprise. Now I needed clothes. That was going to be a little problematic, but I knew these locker rooms had a pretty large lost-and-found bin from all the rotating staff and the periodic locker emptyings they did. I’d be sure to find something that’d at least get me to the next part of my plan. 
 
   I was just about to see to that step when I heard something behind me. A rustle. A clang. Something dropping to the floor and a surprised gasp. Caught. Busted. 
 
   I turned and made a surprised noise that I still expected to be a girlish screen. When I did shout, though, the little constrictions against my throat pressed and squeezed until a deeper, raspier and passably mannish voice escaped. The exclamation might have been girly, but the sound was masculine all the way, and had the effect of startling the other person skulking around the locker room worse than I had been. 
 
   It was an elf. 
 
   Holy shit, One of the other girls was still here? How was that possible? I’d been so careful to wait until I was the last. Harold had been certain I was the one holding everything up. Had she been in the shower? Talking to a friend outside in clear violation of the rules?
 
   But wait. 
 
   She was still in costume. We all clocked in and suited up right after each other. I’d been one of the late ones this shift, so it was actually impossible for any elf to still be in the suit. We were all past our expirations. 
 
   She had her back to me, hand clapped over her mouth and turning to run for the door. I didn’t recognize her from behind. She was skinnier than most of the elf bodies, per management’s mistaken notion that Hunky Santa needed to be surrounded exclusively by slutty elves.  “Wait,” I said. “Who’s there?”
 
   The voice was manly and commanding and seemed to do the trick. The mysterious intruder halted in her tracks. “Please don’t get me in trouble,” the elf pleaded, refusing to turn around.
 
   “I was going to say the same thing,” I remarked. “Neither one of us is supposed to still be here. So who is it? Linda? Is that you, you skinny bitch?” 
 
   The elf turned around slowly. “Serious. Please. I don’t know who you… oh holy shit.”
 
   I had almost the same reaction the elf had upon seeing me, but for a totally different reason. For the elf, it was seeing an unfamiliar man full-frontal naked, (and I couldn’t help but notice soft blue eyes coming to linger on my dangling tool.) For me, it was recognizing those blue eyes and that heart-shaped face in the uniform of one of Santa’s Slutty Helpers. 
 
   Brandon. In girl clothes. 
 
   I couldn’t help myself. “Holy shit is right. Brandon?”
 
   He froze, then went bright crimson, wobbling on the slutty elf heels he was wearing. “Oh my god. You know who I am? Who are you? Oh my god. Oh my god. I’m so dead. I’m so-”
 
   He was freaking out, but still staring at me. I instinctively covered, but did it like a girl, placing a hand across my chest and then and only then realizing it was a giveaway. 
 
   He froze, looking at me and stepping back. “You’re not really… that guy, are you?”
 
   “Look who’s talking. Of the two of us, I think you’ve got more explaining to do,” I said, but only because I was eager to deflect. Something about this body and this big commanding husky voice that came with it was making me feel more… in charge than I’d ever felt before. It had an obvious effect on the crossdressing clerk, too. When I took a step forward, he didn’t back away, but seemed to shrink just a little. 
 
   “Please, I’ll take it off. I’m sorry. I thought there wouldn’t be anyone back here and I just had to… I just wanted to…”
 
   “Wanted to what?”
 
   Brandon ran his hands over the smooth green velvet of the minidress. He did look good in it. It fit him well, save for the lack of breasts. From behind, he looked enough like a girl that I’d been fooled. And facing me, up close in the dim light, his natural aquiline features passed for feminine in a big way. And then… was he wearing makeup?”
 
   “Are you wearing makeup?”
 
   “Oh. Shit. Please.”
 
   “Stop saying that. I’m not going to get you in trouble. I just want to understand.” 
 
   But of course, I did understand, didn’t I? All kinds of things were starting to make a little more sense. Brandon’s disinterest in the majority of my panty-flashes and boob-slips. His complete ignoring of my every feminine advance. His unreasonable interest in the clothes, but not the woman’s body inside of them. Yeah, I already understood way better than I’d understood in the weeks.
 
   “I just wanted to know what it’d be like, okay,” Brandon blustered. “The clothes are just so damn hot.”
 
   And there it was again. The compliment I’d imagined was for me was really for my outfit. He’d not wanted me. He’d wanted to try on my clothes and see how much like me he could look himself. 
 
   I was still covering myself awkwardly and at last let my hands drop. I wanted to know how far it went. I’d already misunderstood once. Better to just see if my theory-
 
   Yes.
 
   He went almost right away back to staring at the impressive penis I’d designed for myself. It was funny to see. I’m used to men’s eyes traveling when they’re talking to me, but I rarely got to see them have to make such a long and obvious journey. With Brandon, they locked on and stayed focused with no deviation.
 
   I felt… funny. 
 
   On the surface level, it was nice to finally have the long-sought attention of the object of my fantasies. No matter what body I was wearing or the strange circumstances I now found myself in, that felt good. I was excited by his interest, and that translated into the tiniest amount of breathless anticipation at what might come next. But it was more than that.
 
   I thought he looked hot like that. 
 
   I’ve always been a little, shall we say, open-minded when it comes to my sexual preferences. Overwhelmingly, I’m into guys, but I’ve had my evenings alone with the internet on my terminal and exploring other interests in the name of having a little variety to my solo efforts. I’ve kissed a girl or two, usually just for a bet or to further arouse some guy I intended to get with later, but it didn’t gross me out. Far from it, there’s a lot to like as a girl about the touch and feel of another girl. There’s no scratchiness, the touches are softer and often tinged with this kind of beautiful innocence that can really get me spun up and ready for one of my hard wet climaxes. 
 
   And then there’s something about a pretty boy in a dress. I’d never had that before. There was one guy I dated in college who joked he wanted to try wearing my panties, and boy was I into that way more than I thought it would be okay for me to let on. When I suggested he also try on one of my skirts, he looked at me like I was some kind of incredible pervert spoiling a perfectly hetero moment for him. He was complicated and his penis was not worth the effort, in the final analysis.
 
   Brandon on the other hand was stunning. As hard as he was staring at the mostly-limp cock attached to me, I was taking in the sight of his skinny frame in the tight-fitting velvet dress. His legs were perfectly smooth, which said all that needed saying on the subject for me. This wasn’t a one-time innocent wondering. This boy liked being a girl. He liked it enough that he kept his legs smooth. I caught myself wondering what else was smooth, and then very badly wanted to know what he was like underneath the dress.
 
   It was my first overtly male thought, actually. I was looking at this hot little elf in front of me and suddenly wondering how to get that dress lifted up to see what was underneath.  There was more to it than that, of course, but that’s how it started.
 
   Maybe it was a little natural assertiveness and frustration with a beautiful boy who’d been so frustratingly difficult to get attention from. Maybe there was something about having this body and perceiving the effect it had on the hot little elf in front of me. Maybe I was just feeling a little freaky. Whatever the reason, I took more initiative than I’d taken in an age. 
 
   I stepped closer, looming over Brandon and lifting his cute pointed chin with my finger. He didn’t resist, just gasped quietly. “You look good like that,” I told him simply. “You look really cute and girly.” I smiled then. “Are you even wearing makeup?”
 
   “Just a little,” Brandon stammered. “I wanted the full effect.”
 
   “And then what were you going to do?” I teased. I couldn’t help it. I was starting to really enjoy this. “Were you going to jerk off to yourself in the mirror? Stare at your pretty girly elf self and stroke yourself? What if you got sticky boy cum on the pretty dress?”
 
   Brandon blushed harder. I didn’t let him get his composure back. It was fun to watch him off-kilter. I took another half-step forward, enough so that my incredibly lifelike penis could brush gently over his leg. The reaction from Brandon was as gratifying as any of the others had been so far. “I’d have to cl- clean it up,” he squeaked. 
 
   “But cum stains so fast,” I kept taunting, making sure to brush my penis against him hard enough there’d be no way not to feel it when I was lecturing him on the properties of cum. “Especially velvet. You think there’s nothing there and in an hour, a big white smear.” On this, I had a little experience. “You’d probably have to use your mouth and try to suck your messy boy mess out of the fabric and swallow it like the dirty girl you are.”
 
   I got a little carried away at the end, there, but the effect on Brandon was like placing him under a spell. He froze in his tracks and stared at my naked chest, at my strong arms, at the penis now brushing against the soft velvet and white fur trim of the little dress. He opened his mouth and gasped quietly, but didn’t move away. 
 
   All of this had a perhaps predictable effect on me as well, though not at all in the way I actually managed to anticipate. Of course I could feel the sensation of this large male member experiencing the soft touch of velvet. The peculiar “phantom limb” feeling of sensing a penis that wasn’t really part of my body was stronger and stronger the longer I wore this skinsuit, and now that I was teasing a hot boy in a dress and rubbing myself against fabrics that I should have guessed would be a little stimulating, the natural reaction was indeed occurring. 
 
   I started to get hard. It was disconcerting and mildly nauseating for the first few seconds, but only because my brain was coping with the strangenesss of a bodily reaction that wasn’t from my actual body. On the inside, though, something entirely new but strangely familiar took place. 
 
   As my cock got harder, the invading dildo-like appendage from the suit inflated inside my pussy. It swelled almost 1:1 with the erection on the outside, gently pushing at me from all sides while pushing in a little deeper. The clamplike mass of the suit centered over my clitoris pushed gently from the sides, teasing it with what felt like the most perfectly-timed gentle circlings. Getting my first hard-on was like finding that perfect spot in the jacuzzi tub, or sitting just right on the rickety washing machine. 
 
   “Look what you did,” I teased again. It wasn’t fair of me. It was me doing it. It just felt fun to say. 
 
   Brandon made a quiet noise and looked down at my rapidly-stiffening member. He squeaked and took a step back, but I put a hand on his shoulder and held him where it was. “Oh my god,” he whispered. “Is that real?”
 
   “Feel it and tell me,” I answered quietly. It was a good line, but I also really wanted to know.
 
   If my own hand felt nice, his felt like something else entirely. I grunted. I would have moaned a girly moan, but remembered myself at the last minute and swallowed most of the moan so it stayed a grunt. Brandon had soft hands for a boy. Of course he did. He was probably better about moisturizing than I was. 
 
   With one soft hand wrapped around my now fully-erect cock, Brandon forgot entirely about being embarrassed. He squeezed gently and I enjoyed a gentle swelling of the dildolike appendage inside me. There was a very nice reciprocal action to the touch that I wanted more of. “Am I really making you hard?” Brandon asked quite unnecessarily.
 
   “Yes,” I answered. “With your hot little body. And now I’m hard and I’m having bad thoughts about you.”
 
   “Like what?” His eyes lifted then to look in mine and I saw naked giddy excitement on his face.
 
   “Like seeing your pretty lips on the end of my dick,” I said in a low husky growl. “Like finding out if you only look like a girl or if you can suck like one, too.”
 
   It was half bravado. I was secretly a little terrified at the prospect of having to carry on this charade and be exposed as a fraud, but then I realized this was perfect. I would use Brandon as my training wheels, when the expectations were lower. I already had him completely hypnotized by the sight and feel of my erection and interest in his kinky little ass. I’d get to break in this body and have the confidence and familiarity when I visited Eileen to deliver her Christmas surprise. 
 
   “Oh my god,” Brandon repeated. His hand shook when I finished my little dirty speech. “You can’t be serious.”
 
   “Don’t you want to be a pretty girl?” I pressured mercilessly. “Pretty girls get on their knees and suck cock. You like me, don’t you? You like that this cock is big and thick and hard for you, don’t you?”
 
   “I didn’t expect-” Brandon started to stammer.
 
   I didn’t let him finish. It was like I was suddenly possessed by a lust I hadn’t known I carried. The body had such natural power in it, and I was so frustrated with this boy. He was so fucking gorgeous, but would he ever just stop his stupidity and give me sex of some kind? Why did we have to play these games?
 
   Oh god. 
 
   That was a man thought. 
 
   I put it out of my mind and put a hand on his shoulder, giving it the gentlest of squeezes, but reminding him of my strength. “Are you telling me you don’t like dick?” I questioned. “Because you’re dressed like a girl, and girls want dick. Especially a dick like mine. Feel it. You haven’t stopped staring at it and you haven’t taken your hand off it since it got hard. You like dick, don’t you Brandon? You like it better than pussy. That’s why you’re dressed like a sissy girly little fuckbunny. You want my dick. You want to suck all the dicks you can find. You want to feel my big thick dick in your sissy ass.”
 
   Brandon moaned and then sank to his knees all on his own. I didn’t even need to guide him down. I’d been on such a filthy dirty-talking roll that it seemed to mentally break him all the way down. He landed on his knees and groaned again. Then his mouth opened and he closed his lips around the engorged tip of my new male cock and he sucked.
 
   It was my first time. As with all new sensations from this, I found the first few seconds to be disorientingly out-of-body, but it cleared quickly enough. Then it was a-fucking-mazing.
 
   In the tight confines of my skinsuit, my pussy was of course completely surrounded. The moment Brandon closed his lips on the red and swollen knob of my new cock, I had the impression of something warm and soft enclosing my entire sex. It compressed gently, and many of my most sensitive little spots got pressed just enough to send me to a new and heightened level of arousal. I rocked back on my heels and then had to gasp like 
 
   Casey usually gasped when she as lucky enough to encounter someone especially talented at eating pussy. It was that good. It was better than that good, in fact. I’d never had three good long fat fingers in me while someone sucked my pussy into their mouth with those same torturous long pulls.
 
   I was now feeling Brandon throw himself enthusiastically into the task. Indeed, he was really starting to polish that knob with some serious zeal. My words unlocked something in him, flipping the switch so hard that he was now struggling to take more and more of my longer-than-average dick into his mouth. He had almost half of it in there and was even now rolling his head around it in a manner that made me realize I should be taking notes to improve my own technique later.
 
   I wanted to see how much more he would do. I wanted to know where this would go if I pushed a few more buttons. “Fuck, you’re a talented little cocksucker,” I grunted, placing my hand on his head gently to encourage this excellent slutty behavior. “Is it making your sissy cock hard to have a man’s dick in your mouth, you hot little elf?”
 
   His eyes flitted up and met mine with a guilty little blush. I pushed forward, and he took it with a gurgle and only a little gagging. Realizing I’d gone too far, I pulled my hips back and let him get a breath.
 
   “Yes,” he gasped. “I’m hard in my panties.” Then he turned brighter red. “Why do you keep calling me a sissy?”
 
   “Isn’t that what you are?” I worried now that I’d said something wrong. I wasn’t up on the terminology, it was just the hottest and dirtiest thing I could say to him in the heat of the moment.
 
   “No, no, I liked it,” he admitted with shame on his face. “It’s just that… it’s just that sissyboys take it in the butt.”
 
   The little herky-jerk my cock did when he said that was completely involuntarily, but accompanied by a tight clenching lust. My testicles (which I’d not thought much about until now) were something that in that phantom feeling seemed to tighten at his words. “Are you telling me you want to get it… in the butt?”
 
   Brandon looked as suddenly crazed and lusty as I’d been when that string of obscenity fell from my mouth to start us on this wild ride. “I want to sit on your lap and ride that pole,” Brandon whispered lustily. “I want to be a good little sissyboy and get it in my hole from you, Daddy.”
 
   He stood up, bold, made bold by the feverish cocksucking and the critical mass of lust we’d generated in the locker room. Now it was my turn to be a little off-kilter. I could talk a mean game while we were getting started, but I was in uncharted waters and he now had the sudden and distinct advantage. Brandon kept one hand on my cock, pumping it quietly and regularly while the pseudopod of skinsuit wiggled pleasingly inside me like the best and most useful sex toy I’d ever owned. When his fingers closed and squeezed around the spit-lubricated tip, I felt that pleasing enclosed pressure on all my sex parts at once. 
 
   “Sit down,” Brandon suggested, and I did it, then, taking two steps backwards to sit on the changing bench in the locker room. Now and only now was Brandon a little taller than my eye level, and I had a moment to better study him in his petite and convincing femininity. He lifted the hem of the dress up, but didn’t take it off. I realized he wouldn’t. He’d want to wear the dress and maintain the girly illusion while we fucked.
 
   Fucked.
 
   Oh god.
 
   I didn’t really know what to do with a penis in that situation. A cocksucking I understood, because the object for the boy was to not do too much at all and mostly provide encouragement and support to keep her own arousal up. With penetration came responsibilities. I’d really not thought this plan through at all before I’d embarked up on it, huh? What had been my plan, apart from “give Eileen a Christmas dicking?” No plan, as this moment now revealed to me. I was paralyzed with performance anxiety. And then I got my first taste of the difficulty in having ones sex parts so very much on the outside.\
 
   The anxiety had an immediate and deflating effect on my hard-on. Thinking about that distressing fact only made it worse, and for a moment the blind and total panic of being unable to control even this strangely prosthetic cock dominated my thoughts.
 
   Brandon didn’t seem to be that flustered, though. “I guess you just need a little bit of a show,” he remarked playfully. The dress rose higher, enough to show me the red lacy boyshorts he had on beneath the elvish minidress. It was perfectly holiday-themed, and the intricate pattern of the lace showed skin through, but in such a moiré of a pattern, that I wasn’t able to immediately see the bulge. As I watched, though, Brandon put a hand between his smooth and silky hairless legs and cupped the little bulge and gave it a gentle squeeze. 
 
   He’d been tucked between his legs, but that squeeze and cupping was enough to dislodge it from its precarious position. He hadn’t been lying, then. He was hard in his panties, hard enough to slip free of the tuck and now have his hard-on point at a lewd diagonal across his abdomen, held in place by the thin red lace and threatening to peek over the top of the low-rise waistband at any moment.
 
   “That’s… really hot,” I breathed, and I meant it. I know I said I liked a boy in a dress. I know I said I’d been really into the one boyfriend who wanted to wear my panties. This was on a whole new level, though. He was shaved. He wasn’t just a boy in a dress. He was a passable girl with a bulge in her panties that was even now leaking wet shiny precum through the lace and probably ruining them for good.
 
   Brandon didn’t let up. He turned, slowly, showing off his pert and boyish backside. Clad in the red lace, though, it looked yummy and tight. I like a nice full ass on a man. The one I was wearing was a testament to that. On a pixieish young man, however, high, tight, and with barely a hint of a bubble seemed like a potent and powerful temptation. 
 
   “This is what I want to give you,” Brandon teased, circling that hot little butt temptingly in front of my vision. “This is what I want you to be hard enough to go inside of for me. I can be as much of a girl as you need. I can ride you reverse, where I look an awful lot like a girl if it’s easier. If you’re starting to get soft because you don’t like boys, that is.” When he next circled his hips, though, he backed it up. The curve of panty-clad backside brushed my cheek and dragged over my nose. 
 
   There was a sudden fresh, clean, girly smell to him. It did something to me. “I love your sissy ass,” I groaned. “And I like boys. I like boys a lot. Take those panties off,” I grunted.
 
   Brandon obliged with a sassy wiggle, hooking his thumbs in the lacy boyshorts and pulling them down so that half his smooth, bare behind now peeked out. “Oop,” he said. “You’re sure you like boys?”
 
   “I mostly like boys,” I said without having to lie even a little. The context of that statement was confusing, but irrelevant at this moment. I was still Casey, mentally speaking. Casey did like boys. The fact she was wearing what amounted to a disguise with a very responsive and built-in strap-on was not a factor in what was about to transpire. This would be having a different kind of boy than I’d ever had before, of course, but that was part of what made this sudden detour so incredibly enticing. “Turn around,” I said then. 
 
   He smiled over his shoulder and obliged, thumbs still hooked in the waistband of his panties and tugging them ever downward. His bulge was more pronounced, now, held back just barely by the red lace while he exposed everything else to me. His pubic hair was mostly gone, shaved down to a thin little landing strip pointing right at the only part of him that wasn’t plausibly girly. I had to see. I was fascinated and aroused all over again. Indeed, I didn’t even need to look down to know the truth of this. The suit inside me inflated again and hummed against all my pressure points in a slow but building wave. My erection was back and with a vengeance.
 
   Brandon teased it out even longer. He tugged a little lower, just barely exposing the base of his stiffening shaft, then pulled the panties back up to bob his lace-covered package in my face. Then he lowered them again and wiggled to bounce that barely-covered bulge in my face like an expert stripper. My mouth watered. I had to. I just had to.
 
   I grabbed his hands with mine and pulled down decisively. He made a shocked sound but offered no other real resistance. Then his erection popped free and bobbed lazily just a few inches from my mouth. I couldn’t help myself. I opened my mouth and I took him inside of me. The first two inches went in without so much as a word from him, and I quickly took in another two. It was still my smaller girlish mouth on the inside, so that one factor of me wasn’t as big and accommodating as my burlier male frame might indicate, but on the other hand, I was an accomplished cocksucker. 
 
   He had a nice enough cock, not big enough to be problematic, and that was important. I wanted to make it disappear for him. I wanted to put it so far into my mouth that my lips kissed his pubis. Vanish that boy part entirely and make him seem completely a girl for just that one moment. While I did it, I was careful to avoid scraping with my teeth, concentrating on making my mouth soft, smooth, and welcoming. 
 
   He bumped the back of my throat just once, but I held it there for a nice long time, long enough to elicit the groan that was my only desired validation. Then I slid him out of my mouth slowly, an inch at a time, which made Brandon groan all over again. This one was prolonged, and I discovered I could elongate that noise of frustrated pleasure by varying the speed I let him exit my mouth. I played his lust like an instrument. When only the knobby tip of him rested on my tongue, I juggled it there playfully and then licked up the now oozing pre from his lip with just a small smile. 
 
   “Holy shit,” Brandon groaned. He fell to his knees all over again, but only to work up a thick wad of spit. With his ass waggling in the air, he smeared it over my own raging hardness with his tongue. Then he worked up a little more and spat in his hand, turning to rub it over his backside. “This won’t be enough,” he grunted. “But I don’t care. I want your cock too badly. Just go slow.” He rubbed his spit over my cock some more and then made a confused sound. “Damn. You’re really slick. Like wow. He jacked my hard-on a few more times and I saw now that I was oozing actual precum from the slit. 
 
   Of course it wasn’t real. This wasn’t a real male body. It was just a skinsuit. But, I reasoned, it seemed to be completely full-featured. The elaborate pleasure mechanism adapting the sensations the penis experienced to my female anatomy and pleasure centers was proof they anticipated this scenario and intended these functions. So I could leak a little slick lubricant, but of course mine was artificial. Probably a more effective lubricant?
 
   “Damn,” Brandon whispered. “You’re so fucking slick. I’m gonna borrow a little and…” He did. When he finished smearing it over his asshole, he gave me the sluttiest stare so far. “We’re going to fuck, now,” he whispered.  
 
   I agreed. I took his hips and nodded breathlessly. I didn’t know what this was going to be like. I was nervous in spite of my urgent arousal. Then the beautiful crossdresser straddled my lap and lowered himself to the tip of my unfamiliar but simply throbbing erection. There was a little nervous fumbling, but then - god. 
 
   It was like the feeling of his warm and soft mouth around the head, but tighter. The squeezing expansion inside of me mirrored the tight fight against his pucker. The artificial lubricant from the suit was much appreciated, however, and after that first bit of pressure, I suddenly and quite unexpectedly was inside. When I popped past that ring of muscles and felt him slide a little further down on my shaft, the swollen insertion got even bigger, rubbing against my walls and vibing in little rippling motions. Every inch of my cock that entered his ass rewarded me with a mirror sensation, vibration that went a little deeper to my core while intensifying against my clit. 
 
   I lost myself to the sex almost right away. When that beautiful boy sat fully on my lap, my dick buried between his pale white cheeks and throbbing into his tight girly ass, it was he who leaned in to impulsively kiss my mouth. 
 
   We stayed like that for a nice long while. He rode my lap with his elf dress hiked up around my waist. I grabbed him by his skinny waist (envy) and hugged him tighter to my hard masculine frame. My tongue danced with his in my mouth for a while, but the dominant instinct took over quickly and soon I fought my tongue into his mouth. We kissed hungrily and sloppily. The carnality of our sex demanded sloppy wet kissing. 
 
   No sooner was he bouncing that pert little ass against my thighs then an animalistic and almost wolfish instinct took over. I held him tighter, in a bear hug that pinned him to my body and pushed up into him on pure instinct. It was self-serving, of course. Every time my prosthetic cock fucked him deeper, the suit reciprocated to me. There seemed to be no upper limit on how large or full the insertion could reach inside my pussy. 
 
   I’ve never cared much about the size of the dong that goes in me, so long as I can actually feel it, but this was an entirely different thing. It was a different kind of touch, so perfectly attuned to me, my actual body shape, and touching all the places at once. It was deep in me, so close to a primitive and rarely-touched spot that I could already tell was important, special, wanted. I just needed a little more. A little harder. A little deeper.
 
   Brandon squealed in my ear and hugged me tight around the shoulders. His teeth bit down on my shoulder and I bucked into him hard. “Fuck,” he whispered. “Just fuck. You’re so deep. You’re going to make me pop.  FUCK.”
 
   We were wrapped up close, his own slick erection wedged up against my stomach, slipping and smearing his own precum over my abs. I had the idea that we could actually jerk him off like that. Stay pressed close enough together that the friction from our fucking would rub his cock against our bodies hard enough to make him cum.
 
   I wanted that. I wanted to feel him lose his load over my abdominals while I was buried in his ass. Then I wanted to say it out loud.
 
   “You’re going to cum against me,” I growled at him.
 
   “What?”
 
   “We’re going to keep fucking like this until your sissy cock explodes over my stomach. Do you understand?”
 
   “I don’t wanna get you messy. Just cum in me,” Brandon pleaded.
 
   The rough and dominant beast awakened inside of me didn’t like this. It asserted itself roughly, first by shoving my hips upward forcefully to impale myself fully inside his tight little butt, and then by growling again. “You don’t give the orders, slut. That’s not how you want to be, am I right? You want to be a good pretty little sissy elfslut. Santa wants you to cum on his tummy, Brandi. Be a good elf and shoot your sissy load when you sit on Santa’s lap, Brandi. You’re such a good little elfslut and you’ll get Santa’s North Pole whenever you want, but only if you stay off Santa’s naughty list. Make that snowy elfcum, Brandi. Santa wants a snowy white beard around his dick.”
 
   I would have felt silly about the things I said, but fuck it. I was desperately horny. I had no filter. I wanted that last little bit, that itch I knew I could scratch if I could just get a little more, a little deeper, FUCK.
 
   I was crazed. Brandon was, too. My improvisation of his girlier name seemed to electrify him. He moaned and pressed tighter to me, bouncing hard enough to agitate his cock against my abs. I tried flexing them, tightening up my core, but I’m not sure it did anything really. What did work was gently smacking his little pale behind the next time it sank down on my lap.  
 
   Brandon made a girlish whimper and then tensed to me. I wasn’t sure what was happening for another few seconds, then felt the hot sticky release of him against me. His dick spasmed between us and soon I was wet and sticky all over my stomach and running down my groin. Brandon rode me once or two more strokes and then lifted his head, looking starry-eyed and spent. “Oh, shit, did you finish? We can keep- we can keep going,” he offered.
 
   I didn’t need to. I was feeling good. Confident. Ready to accomplish my actual holiday mission. Time was also a factor and as much fun as it was to keep enjoying the beautiful boy who was at last a riddle I’d been able to solve, I couldn’t dally much longer. I took another kiss, however, letting it linger before we broke off to let me lift him gently off my still-hard cock. It slipped out with a messy loud pop. 
 
   “That’s okay,” I told him, after one more lewd kiss. “I’m late for something anyway. And it looks like I need to shower before I go there,” I said while looking down. 
 
   Brandon blushed. “Sorry.”
 
   “Don’t be. You’re sexy. I’m glad I got to fuck you,” I said completely truthfully. 
 
   “I fantasize about this. It was like a dream come true,” he gushed. “I don’t want to let you go. I want to, like, make you happy forever.”
 
   I chuckled. “Well, if you want to thank me, any chance you can find me some clothes? You seem to know your way around the security in this place.”
 
   He frowned. “Where are your clothes?” 
 
   I tried my luck and just raised my brows at him. Really? You want to question me, elfslut? Santa wants clothes.”
 
   It worked. He nodded. “Be right back. Promise.”
 
   I watched him scurry off with the elf dress still hiked over his cute little ass. My handprint was still kind of visible on his left cheek and that was a thrill all on its own. 
 
   “You know,” I said to the now-for-sure-empty locker room, “this might actually work.”
 
   I hummed holiday carols to myself while I used the portashower. When I came out, there were some very stylish clothes that had almost certainly been on a mannequin in the off-brand department store between us and the Gizzmo anchor store. On top of them was a pair of men’s underwear, albeit cut sexy. They boxerbriefs made of a thin semi-transparent material and printed with a graphic that made them seem like they were part of Santa’s suit, complete with buckle. A card with a hastily-scrawled note sat on top of the briefs. 
 
    
 
   For “Santa” from his favorite elf, Brandi
 
    
 
   Below that note was Brandon’s phone number. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   four - pickup
 
   3:40:29
 
    
 
   O’Shea’s had been a lucky choice of venue. Since they also served greasy family food, there wasn’t a bouncer at the door. I’d forgotten that I didn’t have an ID to go with this different body of mine. Small fortune continued to favor me. Now all I had to do was hope Eileen was still there.
 
   I was late for the gathering at O’Shea’s, and CASEY had been a complete no-show. I had a genuine worry that the other elves and Eileen in particular would abandon the impromptu drinks if the one who suggested the outing was not in attendance. Luckily for me, two-for-one Irish coffee seemed to be a welcome libation compared to grading homework. When I strode through the front door of the corporate theme park of a fake Irish pub, I saw only one or two of the elves still at the bar, but Eileen was among their number. 
 
   I had to suppress my first instinct, which was to wave and come right up to them while apologizing for my lateness. I remembered just in time that I was inhabiting a stranger’s body. If I wanted my little Christmas good deed to succeed, I couldn’t blow my cover in such an obvious way. I’d have to… oh shit.
 
   I’d have to pick her up.
 
   There were so many parts of this plan I hadn’t thought through. At the end of this night, I promised myself, I was going to get very, very serious about getting my life together. I was going to think things through and not just leap into the deep end of every pool that presented itself to me.  
 
   How did you pick a girl up? I was clueless. I wasn’t exactly tearing it up on a nightly basis on the club scene in my normal life. I in fact rarely went to bars like this with co-workers. Mostly I went to the movies or brunches. I was in my thirties. I was well into the brunching phase and more or less retired from the meet-people-in-bars optimum window. It had been longer than I cared to think about since anyone tried to pick me up, so I didn’t even have that as a reference. 
 
   So what had I been counting on? Just being devastatingly handsome? Was I supposed to stroll up to Casey and say “excuse me, you don’t know me, but I’ve designed a penis that is especially for you, so how about we go somewhere I can show it to you?”
 
   Not that. Never that.
 
   Unless…
 
   Did that kind of thing actually work? 
 
   No. If it did, I didn’t want to know, anyway. Leading with my dick didn’t seem very Christmas-y. 
 
   Fortune intervened one final time. Eileen returned to the bar to buy another round for the few remaining revelers. She chose a spot just one patron down from me. Clearly this was the most help the universe was willing to give me. I’d need to find some way to close the deal myself. 
 
   Eileen ordered another two pairs of Irish coffees and told the bartender to close her out. While she waited for him to have a chance on the register, I nodded to the glasses of whipped cream-topped coffee. “Need a hand carrying those back to your friends?” I offered in as casual and nonthreatening tone as I could muster. 
 
   “I’m fine, thanks,” Eileen replied off-handedly. The brush-off. Damn.
 
   “Sorry,” I said quickly. “That wasn’t supposed to be creepy or presumptuous. That was being neighborly.”
 
   “We’re not neighbors,” Eileen pointed out without even bothering to look in my direction. “There’s a whole person between us.”
 
   The person between us, a middle-aged man trying to concentrate on some game or another on one of the bar’s big screens, shifted uncomfortably. “True,” I allowed. “Listen. Sorry. I’ll leave you alone.” There was nothing else for me to do, practically. 
 
   I’d been on the receiving end of too many over-persistent attempts to make something happen in a bar. I know the shut-down all too well. Continuing the conversation would get me placed on an ignore list of zero consequence, and trying to get off that ignore list might even get me classified as a threat. I’d done the same thing to plenty of other guys. It was the only safe thing to do as a single woman in sometimes unfamiliar places.
 
   I’d already ordered a drink. I’d have it, wait the acceptable amount of time, and then return to the locker room and call tonight kind of a mixed success. My attempt to do a Christmas good deed was stymied by my own inability to meet women in bars (not a skill I’d ever practiced to be fair,) but on the other hand, I’d in a way fulfilled my own wish to at last have beautiful Brandon. Something about this filled me with shame and sadness, however. 
 
   It was the selfishness of it. I’d had the intention of bringing a little holiday cheer to a friend, but the only thing I’d accomplished was more or less buying myself a present. The actual Santa, hunky or otherwise, was not going to be too impressed with my Kris Kringling. 
 
   The bartender placed a pair of Irish coffees in front of me. “Oh, just the one,” I said quickly.
 
   “Two-for-one,” the bartender said with a disinterested shrug. 
 
   “It’s just that I’m here by myself,” I protested. 
 
   “Make a friend,” he suggested with an expression that indicated I was neither a cute girl nor a big tipper and therefore not really worth giving me the full-on Cheers experience. 
 
   I sighed and sipped the first drink, having to navigate the challenges of whipped cream and having facial stubble. The little glass was ridiculously small in my big mannish hand and I felt like a bit of a fool nursing a pair of whip-topped Irish coffees by myself at the bar. I’d been trying to make a friend, asshole, I thought darkly. 
 
   “Okay, said a voice suddenly on the other side of me. “I just have to know. Like, seriously, what’s your deal? You’re like a magazine cover. How on earth can you be that stupid handsome and so bad at picking up a girl? Are you from Mars? Were you raised by magic fairies and is this your first day among the humans? I have to know.”
 
   It was Eileen, smiling with a more challenging and playful gleam in her eye than I’d seen in our whole career of being elves together. I put my silly drink down and just stammered at her, so complete was my shock at her unexpected return and sudden initiative. “I wasn’t raised by fairies,” I said neutrally.
 
   Eileen took the seat next to me and took charge of the unclaimed Irish coffee. “Okay, then, so what’s your deal? I thought you were going to flirt with me and then you just gave up super quick. Are you, um, oh shit. Of course. Sorry. You’re not into girls, huh?”
 
   I blinked. “What? How - I mean, I like girls, of course,” I said stiffly. 
 
   “Dude. It’s okay. I don’t care. Besides, now that I notice, there are at least two guys in here totally checking you out,” she stage-whispered to me. “Don’t look right away, but yeah. Two guys in suits. Perfect-looking. They’re totally scoping out your ass in those pants. Trust me, I’m a girl, we can tell when someone’s staring at us or our friends in a bar.”
 
   I resisted the urge to look. “Hey, I’m a little confused. What’s happening, here?”
 
   “I’m making smalltalk because my friends are ditching me and they won’t let me drive home in this condition. I don’t want to leave my car here and take a cab, and I don’t want to be by myself, so I’m taking a chance that you’re not a psycho. If you’re gay, this is even easier, though. We can talk casually, I’ll sober up, and that’ll be that.”
 
   I eyed the Irish coffee in her hand. “This is how you sober up?”
 
   “There’s like a thimble of whiskey in these. They’re a total scam. The coffee is more useful to me than the minuscule amount of alcohol in them. No, what wrecked me was the tequila we started the night with. Tequila is not my friend, Mr… She frowned. “What’s your name?”
 
   “Ca… Carter,” I fumbled. 
 
   “You sure?”
 
   “Yeah. What’s yours?”
 
   “I’m Kendra,” Eileen lied right back at me. Her eyes twinkled again. There it was again. The strange challenge in her eyes, daring me to call her on her lie. Daring me to do much more than that.
 
   “Okay, Kendra, so we’re friends for a little while?”
 
   “If you like. Don’t let me get in the way of getting a little ass if that’s your thing, but this is a really shitty bar for that.”
 
   “Believe me,” I said in an admirable attempt to recover the ball I’d fumbled, “you’re the most interesting person in here by a longshot. And I’m not gay,” I asserted. 
 
   “Really? I get a vibe off you like you wouldn’t push a cute boy away if he sat in your lap.”
 
   I tried very, very hard not to blush. “What if I said that I was pretty interested in you?”
 
   It was a clumsy deflection but she let me have it. “I’d say you’re an opportunist. But as it happens I’m having a shitty day as part of a shitty week and I’ll take even a lie if it’s complimentary.”
 
   Something chirped. Eileen rolled her eyes and extracted an aging phone from her pocket. “Sorry. I need to change my number. I don’t know why I look at it when it buzzes. This is what led to tequila in the first place.”
 
   I frowned. “I guess I don’t understand.”
 
   She turned the phone to show me the message on the screen. It was from a guy, some jerkwad named Mace. It was a picture of a comically-large penis. Augmentation surgery, clearly. It was an ugly fad recently, and the results were almost always gigglefit-inducingly silly. The message was simple: 
 
    
 
   Does this make you want to return to me? Done playing games and ready to stop pouting?
 
    
 
   I made a gagging noise that might have been a little too girly. Eileen laughed. “Well, I don’t know if that proves you’re not gay. I’m turned off by it, too.”
 
   “I’m more turned off by the tone. Who is that guy?”
 
   “The worst mistake I ever made,” Eileen confessed. “I should have stayed away the minute I saw he had an augment. There’s not a single guy who has one who’s worth the time it takes to tell him he looks like a cartoon character.” 
 
   I felt suddenly worried. Oh, shit. My specially-designed penis. Was it too big? Had I messed up even worse than I thought? Mine wasn’t this stupidly-large horseinflate-o-cock pictured on her phone, but I’d perhaps stupidly been overzealous in my design.
 
   Something about my thoughts must have been visible on my face. Eileen made a serious and concerned face. “Oh, shit. Do you have an augment?”
 
   “No,” I said quickly. “But I was feeling bad about having a big penis.” 
 
   Honesty was the best policy. Eileen laughed and settled on her stool a little more. “Okay. That was stupid, but smooth in a way. We can be friends, Carter.”  She took the phone back and tapped the screen furiously. 
 
   “Don’t text back,” I urged. “That’ll just encourage him.”
 
   “I’m not texting him,” Eileen promised.
 
   A second later, a message pinged across my implant’s HUD. A text from Eileen.
 
    
 
   Where the hell are you? Did you ditch me? Are you okay?
 
    
 
   I tried not to smile or give away that I’d just gotten a message. Luckily for me, there was no phone to give me away. It was all happening inside my wetware. I mentally composed a reply about suddenly not feeling well and promising to make it up to her and waited to send it until I was talking to her again and therefore mostly not suspicious. “So this guy, you were dating him?” I pressed. Then I sent the message.
 
   Eileen glanced at her screen and rolled her eyes again. “We dated almost six months. I can’t begin to describe what a bizarre little manchild he is. And to answer your implied question, I like a big dick as much as the next girl. I was into his, I’m ashamed to admit. That picture’s his second augment. The first was on the upper limit of believable and it scratched some nice deep itches. So I stayed with him despite his almost singular focus on wanting to make me pregnant. It was a weird fetish of his. Oh, that, and needing to make lots of different women pregnant at once. He tried to tell me it was his biological imperative.”
 
   I hadn’t known any of this. But then again, we were only barely friends. We were mall elves together. I liked Eileen and we’d grown close, but there wasn’t much of a history between us to merit these kind of deep secrets. Was it just tequila making her spill such… intimate details to a strange man at a bar? “I’m guessing you ditched him then,” I said supportively.
 
   “No, that would have made me smart. Instead, I stayed with him another two months. It wasn’t until he announced he’d actually had a second girlfriend and succeeded in knocking her up that I realized this was going somewhere super bad. Oh, and did I mention he told me this as his fucking Christmas present to me? I’d told my parents about him. I’d told the other teachers at school about my amazing boyfriend who was good in the sack and had a nice car and about how I was really thinking I finally had a good thing.
 
   “Then he takes me up to this mountain cabin and I think he’s going to propose and he’s got this little box and I had a moment, there. It was snowing outside, and the fire was warm and he was laying in bed with me holding out this little box and he’s like, ‘this is for you as a sign of my intentions.’ And when I opened it up, expecting a ring, do you know what was in there?”
 
   “I… no.”
 
   “A 3D print. From an ultrasound. A 3D print of a fetus that was growing in some other chick. He thought this was what I most wanted for Christmas. A sign of his ‘potency’ and his desire to make me even rounder. That’s what he said. ‘What else did nature make your hips for, but breeding?’ I just… I can’t even. I literally can’t. I cried. I cried all day, and he told me I was being emotional and ruining Christmas and that was two Christmases ago and fuck him, but now Christmas is just the time of year he texts me to remind me of the mistakes I’ve made.  That’s what all his texts are. Invitations to come back and breed. That’s the word he uses. Breed.” 
 
   I was stunned. “That’s the worst story any near-stranger has ever told me in a bar,” I said quietly.
 
   She laughed, then swallowed a little too hard and looked away from me. “Want to know the worst part?”
 
   “I’m not sure that I really do.”
 
   “I’m going to tell you, anyway. I haven’t been able to have any kind of meaningful relationship since that Christmas. Two years. I’ve not had sex with something that wasn’t made by Hitachi on other than a handful of occasions. And I’m starting to think he was right. Or he cursed me, or both. Like, I should just take him up on the next text and say to myself this is my life and enjoy the fact that at least there’s someone out there who wants to be with me, even if he also wants to be with everything else that’s young, blonde, and has a womb. He texts more and more the closer we get to the holidays.”
 
   “Was that him again, a second ago?” I asked innocently. 
 
   “No, that was a disappointing friend. But it’s your good fortune. I’d be telling her all this if she was here.”
 
   “She missed out on seeing a cartoon penis.”
 
   “She most certainly did.”
 
   “She also missed out on being there for her friend,” I felt compelled to add. “That really sucks.”
 
   Her phone chirped again. She checked it and then made a disgusted noise, handing the phone over to me.
 
   It was the same stupid-looking monster dick, but now with mistletoe dangling from the tip and sleighbells dangling in front of his peach-sized testicles. The message read:
 
    
 
   I think you need to be under this. 
 
    
 
   I made a disgusted noise of my own and was about to pass the phone back when a new message appeared.
 
    
 
   BREED. It’s what you want. And I need to BREED you for Christmas.
 
    
 
   “God, I’m sorry,” I said and passed the phone back. “What a clown.”
 
   Eileen finished her coffee. “So. You were saying you’d been trying to pick me up.”
 
   “I was?”
 
   “In so many words. We haven’t solved the riddle of why you’re such crap at it, but I like a man of mystery. If I told you I wanted you to take me home, would you freak out?”
 
   I pushed my own drink aside. “I’m not sure I understand.”
 
   “Well, I’d like you to drive my car home for me. It’s partially selfish. You seem clueless enough that I think I can trust you, and of course I’m not too drunk to be defenseless, just drunk enough that I don’t want to risk getting pulled over. I can’t afford autodrive on my teacher’s salary.”
 
   I shook my head in disbelief. “You’re sure? I mean-”
 
   She held up a hand. “Nothing’s going to happen. If you’re even interested. I can’t tell, still. Like I said, you give off a strange asexual kind of vibe that’s at complete odds with your rugged good looks. But I need a ride. I’ll make us a better coffee at home and I’ll pay your cab back here. Deal?”
 
   Okay, so it wasn’t going to be a perfect romantic sweep-her-off-her-feet kind of evening. I’d completely botched most of those opportunities. I took the jab about giving off a strong asexual vibe kind of like a personal insult, but then again, I supposed I’d been doing  a pretty crap job of being a man who wanted to pick up a girl ever since setting foot in the bar. How strange that I’d been good at it in the locker room, but then again, the stakes had been ludicrously low and the scales tipped in my obvious advantage. Even being discovered stark naked just a minute after putting on a man’s body, I’d not been the one caught with the biggest skeleton in my closet. With Eileen, for some reason, I was at a disadvantage. The stakes were higher? Why?
 
   I didn’t have time to puzzle this out. She expected an answer, and I gave her an affirmative one. So this wasn’t going to end in a night of passionate hookup sex that would snap her out of her Christmas funk. But I could be a positive man in her life for even two hours and maybe that’s what Eileen needed more than a big penis. 
 
   She finished my drink for me and I followed her out the bar, but not before I confirmed that yes, there were two clean-cut metreosexual-types at a booth in the corner who were most definitely checking me out. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   five - coffee
 
   2:47:16
 
    
 
    
 
   I didn’t actually know where Eileen lived. When we pulled up to a quiet house in a forgotten little corner of a nearby neighborhood, I was taken aback. Houses were rare in these times. I couldn’t help it. I had to know.
 
   “Eileen. This is your place? You own it?”
 
   “It’s been in the family. And it’s more trouble than it’s worth,” Eileen replied while letting us in. “I apologize the place is something of a wreck. I didn’t know we were having visitors. “
 
   “We?”
 
   “Just an expression. We’re quite alone, if that’s what you’re wondering. So then, Calvin, how do you take your coffee?”
 
   “Black’s fine,” I said, hoping to sound manly and uncomplicated.
 
   “You’re sure.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “I meant that you’re Calvin. I could have sworn you said a different name in the bar. Carter?”
 
   “My last name,” I lied smoothly, so smoothly I was frankly surprised at myself.  “Calvin Carter. My work buddies just call me by my last name.”
 
   “So I just managed to guess your first name?”
 
   Shit. Outsmarted. How did she-
 
   She stood in the doorway of her kitchen, one hand on her hip and just giving me a neutral but measured once-over. “You called me Eileen outside. I told you my name was Kendra. But you knew my real name. To be honest, I wondered about you the minute I saw you. There are differences, but you should have done more to the facial structure. Yeah, the hair’s different, and the body type is a little off the model, but I know those cheekbones. I know the browshape. I know that nose. Those are Hunky Santa’s. You’re wearing a skinsuit. You’re someone I work with. I saw nearly half the elves at the bar, so they have alibis. You could be Roy, though I think that’s unlikely. For a gay guy, Roy’s a very convincing heterosexual in that body. “
 
   “I’m sorry,” I sputtered, trying vainly to hold onto the lie. “I wasn’t going to-”
 
   “You’re not Harold,” Eileen interrupted. “At least I hope you’re not. That’s super creepy. I have this weird idea that maybe you’re Steve, but I don’t know how Steve figured out how to work the controls. Besides, I’m pretty sure if Steve was going to steal a skinsuit, he’d be chasing Kameron, not me. Though your awkwardness in bars does point to you being young and stupid like Steve.” She tapped a fingernail to her teeth. “Of course there’s the possibility you’re one of the elves. Which invites all kinds of bizarre questions but also explains some shit.”
 
   I held up my hands. “You’ve got to believe me, I wasn’t planning anything. Not anymore,” I confessed. “I was really just planning on that cup of coffee and a little emotional support.”
 
   “Your plans have become largely inconsequential to me,” Eileen announced. She put the coffee pot down and took three confident strides to me, never breaking eye contact. “You attempted to deceive me. You’re one of my work friends and you went to an awful lot of trouble to put on this body and try to dupe me in some fashion. I’m curious to know who you are and what those plans might have been, but I think I’m keen to preserve some of the illusion for now. Come here.”
 
   I stayed right where I was. This was deteriorating rapidly. Shockingly so. “Look, if it’s all the same, I’ll just let myself out.”
 
   “Like hell you will.” There was sudden ice in her tone. She glared and I stopped in my tracks. “Walk out that door right now and I’ll text Harold and let him know someone’s been tampering with the machine. I don’t care who it is in there, you’re looking at some serious trouble. Stay right where you are. Now you’re mine.” She smiled at the end of this threat, and it was a playful dangerous smile I’d only seen on Eileen when she was at her most mischievous. “Now once again,” she said seriously. “Come here.”
 
   I did that time, but when I started walking, so did she. We walked past a living room full of half-graded projects and dioramas and continued down a tight hallway to the first door on the left. She turned on the light and admitted us both. 
 
   We were in her bedroom. 
 
   I must have looked exceptionally confused, because Eileen laughed. “Oh, come on. You didn’t have something like this planned all along?”
 
   “I did at the beginning, but you said those things in the bar and told that story and I just…”
 
   She cocked a brow. “Just what? Felt sorry for me? Listen, pretty boy, I don’t need a pity fuck. “
 
   “And that’s why I wasn’t going to fuck you,” I protested.
 
   Now she laughed. “Jesus. I was pretty convinced you might be a chick in there, but that was the dumbest ‘guy’ response I’ve heard in an age. Now I have no idea who you are. Take off your pants. Take off everything but your underwear and lay on the bed.”
 
   I was confused, but there was something about her tone that was difficult to argue with. I hadn’t known she was so commanding, but then again, she WAS an elementary school teacher. I suppose she had a Command Voice. I don’t know why I’d never stopped to think that teachers might employ that voice for other things behind their own closed bedroom doors. “Look, I’ll just come clean,” I said while pulling my tight designer jeans down. “I’m-”
 
   She put a hand over my mouth and smiled. “No. Don’t tell me. I like it too much to have you spoiling the mystery. Tonight you’re just… Calvin. Hunky Santa Calvin Carter, and you’re mine.” She paused when she got a look at my underwear. Then she giggled mirthfully. “Merry Christmas to ME, huh? Wow. Look at you. Ho, ho, ho.” She pushed at my bare chest gently. “Lie down, sweetie.”
 
   I sat back on the bed, but couldn’t shake the sense that this wasn’t going to go well, or right, or something. “Are you sure? I thought I was in trouble. I thought you weren’t-”
 
   “Honey. Handsome man. Calvin. You’re all confused. It’s okay. I’m a little buzzed, but I’m in control of my impulses. It’s true I’ve had some fucked-up times lately and some pretty shitty relationship woes, but let’s be clear on one important point: I’m damaged, sure. But I’m not dead. You are fucking gorgeous. You literally appeared on my doorstep and you’re basically,” she said with a gentle cupping of my package through the novelty underwear, “all wrapped up for me like a present. I am sure as fuck going to unwrap you. First things, first, though.”
 
   She climbed on top of me, the crotch seam of her jeans digging painfully into my bulge, but also transmitting a feeling of pleasing warmth when she straddled me with her wide hips. “Hands above your head,” she instructed. 
 
   I don’t know why I didn’t ask her what was happening. All of a sudden, though, my hands were cuffed to her bedposts in soft fur-lined restraints I hadn’t even seen her palming. This accomplished, she climbed off me, and placed her hand back on the bulge in my underwear. “I’m so curious. This is, regardless of your gender on the inside, not likely your actual package. So can you feel this?”
 
   Oh lord, could I feel it. The novelty Santa underwear was mostly nylon synthetic, but it was so smooth, almost like silk.  The effect of her small, firm hand running up and down it like she was petting a snake sent intense thrumming ripples through me. I grunted out loud. “Yeah. Yeah, I can feel that all right. “
 
   Eileen looks impressed and then cupped the bulge, squeezing it more gently than before. “How well can you feel it?
 
   “Better than well,” I answered, aware of the growing response in the tight red underwear that was mirrored by the inflating buzzing sex toy appendage wedge deep up in me. I’d now basically had a vibrator shoved up my cooch for the better part of two and a half hours, and the amazing thing was how exciting that idea was to me. I might even invest in a toy like that for my everyday girl life, though I feared it would pale in comparison to this one in its fidelity and sheer unpredictability. 
 
   Eileen crawled over me and put her mouth on the bulge, blowing on it until I had the unmistakable and powerful sensation of having my clit blown on by one of the top three pussy-eaters of my sexual career. He tongue dragged over the bulge and I felt the artificial cock respond with a jerky little sproing until the underpants held it back. 
 
   “Amazing,” Eileen whispered. “Now I’ve just gotta try it,” she said with a smile at me. “But let’s finish you up. I’m going to take these adorable things off, but I don’t want so much as a hip thrust from you, are we clear? I’m going to take off the last little bit of clothing and then I’m going to cuff your feet to the bed. You’re going to enjoy yourself, but you speak only when spoken to? Does this seem like a game you’d like to play with me, Mystery Man?”
 
   Who was I kidding? I nodded. I hadn’t been sure what to expect from a bedroom encounter with Eileen, but I’d not been expecting this. I was turned on by this secret revelation about my new friend. From everything she’d spoken about in the bar earlier, from everything I knew about her, I’d assumed she was submissive in the bedroom. That was the rule of thumb, right? However you were in the outside world was the opposite of how you wanted to be in the bedroom.
 
   She got the boxer briefs off while I was still trying to figure out this new wrinkle in my friend, and before I knew it, I was completely and securely spread-eagled on her bed.  The binds were not too tight, but they were definitely not going to let me do anything.
 
   Eileen undressed in front of me. She took off her blouse facing away from me, self-consciously hiding what I’d seen a million times, a roundness to her stomach that wasn’t anything I could criticize. She undid her jeans, next, and took them and her bikini-cut underwear off in a fluid motion, pausing only to unhook her bra before turning back to face me. Out of her heels, in particular, she couldn’t have been an inch over five feet. Her wide hips and thick curvy legs accented her shortness, but I loved it all. I loved it more, somehow, in this body. Freed of the underwear, my erection was already mostly stiff and vertical, rising to partially obscure my friend’s nudity as she returned to the bed to crawl over me.
 
   I don’t know what I’d been expecting. I suppose I’d figured we’d get right to the sex, but that didn’t happen. She teased. Oh, lord, how she teased.
 
   “I’m so amazed they took the time to make you this sexually-responsive,” she marveled, dragging her dangling breasts over my knees, by thighs, my tingling testicles. They were mesmerizing to watch, those breasts. I’d been jealous of her natural endowments and the soft jiggly way they bounced in pretty much every outfit she wore to work, but letting gravity work their magic like she’d been doing here was downright sensual. I was a woman on the inside, of course, but whoever said you don’t appreciate and find certain things either arousing or at least attractive on your own sex was an idiot. Eileen had fascinating, beautiful, and achingly-soft breasts. I loved the feel of them even on my artificial body. By the time they were swaying and gently bopping my erect cock around, I was audibly grunting.
 
   She kept it up. I couldn’t move or do much of anything except express my verbal frustration at wanting more, but Eileen was deaf to my pleas. Instead, she pressed her breasts together around my swollen member and enclosed it in their soft and pillowy flesh. Even without the strange lubricant that was already leaking from my tip once again, they were so smooth! Up and down over my cock, soft and smooth and agonizingly pleasant.  Some kind of mental adjustment had finally taken place inside of me. I was acclimated to the body and its sensations. It no longer felt (consciously) like a phantom limb. It felt like I had a penis. It was intoxicating.
 
   Eileen continued to let her breasts just glide over my erection in the silkiest of motions. I twisted and tugged against my restraints and got only a satisfied smile from her as a reward. Then she crawled back over me, dangling her voluminous chest just over my eyelids, my lips, my cheeks. Her large areolas captured my attention, locking my eyes on them until the engorged nipples they surrounded pushed on my eyelids and blotted out all else. While she did this, her soft and natural pubic hair teased the bare skin of my penis, taunting with a closeness I could practically feel. 
 
   “How much time do you have left in that suit?” Eileen asked in a quiet whisper, her mouth next to my ear while her breasts surrounded and pressed on my face. 
 
   I groaned and checked the time in my HUD. 
 
    
 
   2:09:49
 
    
 
   “About two hours,” I moaned into the muffling expanse of her cleavage. 
 
   Eileen made a sad noise and rocked her hips back enough to just tease my erection with the touch of her pussy to it. I wasn’t prepared for the intensity of the hardwired biological need to have more when those two touched. I bucked and had to be pushed down on the bed by my captor to stop from further misbehaving. “Two hours,” she taunted. “There’s a five-hour clock. What were you doing before you came to the bar? Were you just masturbating? Exploring your new body? I have to tell you, handsome stranger, I’m suspicious.”
 
   I groaned. “I was just… slow to get ready.”
 
   She giggled lightly in my ear and teased the earlobe with her teeth. “Lies. You’ve told me enough whoppers tonight. I’m now calibrated to the sound of your deceit, ‘Calvin.’ And now you’ve told me you were most definitely up to something. Tell me.”
 
   I was embarrassed, partially, but I also didn’t want to reveal the exact truth for fear it would tip her off. “Nothing,” I repeated. “I was just a little nervous to go out like this.”
 
   Eileen considered this, then sat up, withdrawing her beautiful plump breasts from my face so that I could look her in the eye. She eased back, brushing her labia and her fluffy natural bush against my cockhead, so close but not enough to give me what I wanted. He held my gaze for a long moment, then frowned and rolled off the bed. “Nope. Don’t buy it. You’re keeping things from me. And I want to know.”
 
   “No, no, I’m just embarrassed,” I tried again.
 
   She was stooped under her bed, rummaging.  She came back into view with something in each hand. “Nope. Don’t believe you. So we’re going to find the truth of it out.”
 
   In one hand was a large feather. In the other, a leather flogger. I’d never seen one in person, but I know a leather sex toy when I see one. “What are you doing?” I asked her stupidly.
 
   “Exactly what you might think,” Eileen pronounced with a smile. She showed me each of the toys in turn. “One of these is for when I detect lies. The other’s for when I sense you’re being more open and just need a little more encouragement. Do either of these cross a line for you, mysterious man?”
 
   I just stared at them. “I had no idea you were so kinky,” I blathered at last.
 
   “I’ll take that as a ‘no,’ but just in case I’ll give you a safeword. We’ll say it’s ‘Blitzen,’ okay, Hunky Santa? Don’t worry, it won’t get too intense, this is just for fun and for truth-telling, but I always want the rules of the game clear. Now is this the first time anyone’s ever bound you and used anything on you?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   Eileen smiled, then climbed back up on the bed, kneeling at my erection and lifting the flogger, dragging its strips of soft supple leather over the skin of my thigh. It was unexpectedly pleasant, soothing and soft like a dozen fingers moving in unknowable patterns over my sensitive skin. All the same, I was braced for a painful swat. That’s what was coming, almost assuredly. “Does that feel nice?” Eileen asked me.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Good. I want it to feel good. And I want you to be truthful with me. So let’s try again. What happened when you came out of the Genie? You didn’t come straight to the bar. Where were you in the meantime?”
 
   “Just the locker room,” I said pleadingly. This was the actual truth. “I didn’t leave the locker room.”
 
   Eileen considered this, dragging the tails of the flogger closer to my junk, teasing my balls until I squirmed. “Hmm, that’s a tougher one. I think you’re trying to tell a lie by omission. Were you alone? Did you just practice jerking off? Because something else bothers me about your story, hunky lying stranger. You smell like the porta-shower. But  I’ve been in that Genie every day for weeks now, and you always come out smelling clean and nice. So why did you shower? Did you accidentally spooge yourself?”
 
   I grabbed at the leading question. “Yeah. Just that. I couldn’t help it and it was sticky and I just wanted to get it off.”
 
   Eileen withdrew the flogger from my privates, and I felt a momentary surge of relief. I’d convinced her. There’d be no pain. Thank goodness.
 
   “You answered too quickly,” Eileen announced with a satisfied smirk. “What’s so hard about just telling me the truth?”
 
   I didn’t have time to protest. I didn’t have time to do much more than squirm. I figured the pain would come now. Only, it didn’t.
 
   The feather came instead. I had a half second to realize I’d misinterpreted which was for pleasure and which was for actual torture before Eileen began to drag, touch, and flit the squirm-inducing feather over a variety of small intimate places on my body, methodically scanning for my weak points. 
 
   I wasn’t reduced to giggles by most of the light strokes, but they were all, every single one of those light barely-touched, enough to send my senses into overdrive. She teased the seam of my balls, the small place where my thighs me my groin, my stomach’s “happy trail,” my earlobes, the spot where the ears met the base of my neck, the soft patch of skin on my underarms, and then back down lower, behind my knees. 
 
   They were all intense. Too much teasing, too much sense overload on a body that was wired into mine in ways she seemed to understand much better than mine. On the inside of the skinsuit, it was like having an itch I couldn’t scratch combined with the worst wedgie you just can’t adjust in the crowded room it chose to make itself known to you. I was in agony by the time she found my knees, but when the feather slid beneath them, that’s when I lost it. That was an actual tickle zone and it sent me like nothing had ever sent me before.
 
   Eileen pushed her advantage mercilessly, reducing me to wheezing pleading gasps. I was red-faced and violently twisting against the cuffs so hard they dug into my wrists, but I didn’t care. “Please please stop,” I begged her. “Please! Okay! Okay!”
 
   She teased more, then went back to just dragging the feather over my cock and balls, coaxing it back to an erection and then a throbbing mind-clouding want. “Are you going to be more cooperative?”
 
   “Yes, please.”
 
   “Tell me what happened in the locker room.”
 
   “There was someone else,” I half-sobbed in a shameful broken tone. “Someone snuck into the locker room.”
 
   “So I’d be the second girl you fucked tonight,” Eileen said, unable to conceal a little disappointment in her voice.
 
   I answered without pausing to properly consider. I was just so eager to rescue the once-again-crashing attempt to do a Christmas Good Deed. “No, no, you’d be the first.”
 
   Eileen paused, then withdrew the feather. The absence of any touch was even more torture than the light and tickling touch. “Now I’m confused.” Then she got it. “A guy. There was a guy. You fucked a GUY?”
 
   “He was dressed like an elf,” I said defensively, not sure why I should have felt the need to be defensive. I was a guy only on the outside. I was a girl who liked boys on the inside, and besides, why should I have felt a stigma anyway? I was progressive, wasn’t I? I blame it on the confusing cues I was reading from Eileen. I no longer knew what was going to turn her on and turn her off. I’d misjudged her completely and was frankly feeling a lot of confusion about my sexuality the longer I stayed in the body.
 
   When I started, I’d been worried I wouldn’t be able to get past the idea that I’d need to perform like a hetero male but maybe not know how actually sexually aroused another woman could make me. It’d been easy enough to do it with Brandon. He was a boy I’d been actually attracted to prior to the skinsuit, for one. For another, it was so incredibly kinky, and I had been driven on by exploring my own actual kink for boys in dresses. But here, looking at Eileen’s body, aching for her to touch it even a little more, I was finding everything all turned around inside of my head.
 
   Confusion was the only word for it. It was a nice kind of confusion, though, the kind that offers a multitude of pleasures if you just gave into it and let yourself stay confused and open to the possibility of an alternative way of being. 
 
   She was attractive to me. Her squat body and generous curves, the pleasing weight of her on top of me, the casual domineering manner she’d adopted since entering the bedroom - it had me feeling unexpectedly sexy in a completely girly way. I found myself wondering if she’d like me as a girl. Would she touch me, enjoy my less dramatic pear-shaped figure? Would she lick my nipples and press her own heavy breasts to them? Would she put a finger or two between the folds of my sex and pushing gently like I felt the suit doing every time she got near my borrowed penis?
 
   Would she kiss me sweetly? And then would we fuck like lesbians fuck? Would she teach me how to fuck a girl properly?
 
   I registered the distinct impression of a swelling throbbing cock that was my problem to deal with, and came back to reality to see Eileen looming over me, teasing the flogger between her legs and around my genitals. When she saw she had my attention, she gave me the tiniest little flick of the flogger. Far from pain, I felt just… intensity.
 
   “He was dressed like a girl and he was so fucking hot,” I gasped. “I love a boy in a dress. I couldn’t help myself. He got me hard and I had no idea it would feel like it did when he did that and he was so fucking hot, I couldn’t not try to… I fucked him, okay? I fucked his sweet girly ass and I almost came when he shot a load all over my stomach, but then I had to have the shower and come looking for you because that’s what I really wanted to do with this. That’s what I was doing, okay?”
 
   The confession was rewarded by a few more gentle caresses o the flogger and then the pleasurable squeeze of Eileen’s hand around my shaft. She pumped me from between her legs and smiled with obvious satisfaction.
 
   “So do you like boys?”
 
   “I like you.”
 
   “Of course you do,” Eileen teased. “I don’t know who you might really be in there, but it hardly matters. Everyone with a penis likes whoever’s touching that penis. That’s the wonderful thing about a penis. It’s equal opportunity if it’s handled properly.”  Locking eyes with me, Eileen lifted herself up just a little and positioned herself over the rising monolith that was my aroused and utterly desperate-for-sex erection. It was a long one, and she had to really draw herself up to her full but diminutive height to straddle it. “I have to say, it self-lubricates well. Like, really well. I was going to look for some lube under my bed, but I don’t need it. You seem to really want inside me.”
 
   I nodded desperately. 
 
   Eileen grinned. It was her smile of total mischief. “How badly?”
 
   “Badly.”
 
   “Bad enough to tell me one more secret? When she asked this, she let her round, puffy labia rest just on the slick head of my erection. 
 
   I was powerless.  “Name it.”
 
   “Don’t tell me your name, but tell me the truth about this. Are you a girl in there?”
 
   I would have told her everything. But it felt good just to confess that one detail. “Yes. I’m a girl.”
 
   Eileen looked pleased. She let herself sink. It was slow, and so incredibly warm. Different than Brandon’s ass, but in a good way. There was more give, more room to explore, more varied texture to wrap around my cock. The suit rewarded me as intensely as before, inflating the toy and making it ripple and vibrate the deeper I went inside of Eileen. Soon she was rocking herself to get the final few inches inside her with only grimaced grunts. When she was at last fully on my dick, she looked pleased. “How does it feel?”
 
   I moaned. “You’re amazing.”
 
   Eileen placed her hands on my chest and rocked herself back and forth, using my erection to find the deep spots until I heard her audibly gasp in pleasure. “So are you. This is already my favorite sex toy. And of course that’s what it is now that we know you’re rocking a clam underneath all that. Can you actually feel?”
 
   “I don’t know how it works, but yes. Both outside and in me. Every time we…. GOD. You’re making it go deep, FUCK.”
 
   Eileen gasped in pleasure. “Oh, shit, it’s like a double-ended for you? But one where you can feel it? That’s … oh, I can see how that’s fun.”
 
   She bent down, pressing her heavy breasts to my hairy chest and kissing me full on the mouth. When she rose, she put her hands up behind her head, in her hair, mimicking the sex  scenes in vidfilms I’d always been a little too proud to admit I enjoyed. 
 
   She was like a goddess. I couldn’t believe I was inside of her. I couldn’t believe how hot it made me, like in my core, to have this short, impossibly curvy goddess of sex and fertility impaled upon anatomy I’d never before possessed, and how good it felt to have her there.
 
   I said a lot of things while she took all the pleasure she wanted from me. I couldn’t do anything else. She kept me restrained and just rode me raw while I babbled a stream of disjointed confessions, senseless praise, and urgent grunting needs for sex. I just babbled it all out, desperate to express myself in some way since I was denied by restraint all but the talking.
 
   We fucked for an eternity. Every time one of us neared the edge, Eileen backed off, knowing somehow just how to edge us off the cliff of climax. She’d slow down, make it slow and sensual, coaxing more filthy confessions from me each time until the foulness of our talk had us back to a frantic urgent grinding, slapping, humping copulation. Soon we were both sweaty, Eileen’s body becoming all the more enticing to me when glistening with sweat from our fuck-making. 
 
   “You know,” she gasped during our next slow session, “you’re really starting to act more and more like a man. Having a cock suits you. Would you stay like this, if you could?”
 
   “I- I don’t know,” I stammered. This was the truth. I liked this more than I’d thought possible. But to give up the rest? I was a girl, it was how I knew how to be.”
 
   Eileen nodded, teasing my nipples with her fingernails while grinding down so deep that I felt her folds smashed up on my groin, her ass slapping my balls gently. “Mmmph, that’s the spot. But I understand. There are things I wouldn’t give up. Though there’s nothing saying you’d have to. You could just… wear panties,” she teased while grinding against me in a way that made the insertion in me grow and throb to a a degree it hadn’t done so far.
 
   “Oh shit,” I moaned. 
 
   “Do you think you could do that? Make the genie give you a dick but keep the other girly parts?” Eileen smiled wickedly down at me. “Would you do it to keep fucking like this? You could be my secret girlfriend and have a secret dick in your panties and we’d both mess our underwear thinking about all our secrets. Fuck, that’s hot to me.”
 
   I grunted and thrashed. “Oh shit, don’t talk like that.”
 
   Eileen made a pouty face. “I know. I know we can’t. And it’d still only last a few hours. But fuck, that’s hot, right? Would you let me fuck you in the butt like you did to that elf boy? I have, ahem, lots of toys for this.”
 
   “Yes,” I confessed. “Yes, god yes, if that were real, I’d do all those things.”
 
   I came. I wasn’t prepared for it and felt bad for not warning her, but it turned out to not matter. That impossible scenario, a simultaneous climax, had come to pass. It wasn’t that surprising, maybe, when you considered how talented it turned out Eileen could be and how expertly she’d been reading the pair of us. There was more to it than that, of course. There was the matter of the final dirty fantasy, something that despite its incredible wrongness seemed to really, really appeal to the pair of us. 
 
   Eileen shuddered and then rocked forward, sighing in quiet pleasure but with a blissed-out expression of incredible satisfaction on her face. 
 
   She let me out of the cuffs and led me to the shower where she very carefully and tenderly washed every square inch of me. I wasn’t allowed to speak during the entire ritual. She told me she feared the post-cum confessional would spoil the lovely surprise of not knowing which of her fellow elves had been the source of the most enjoyable sex she’d had in an age.  Then she took me back to the bed and we laid there for the better part of twenty minutes, just touching and cuddling and enjoying the strangeness and loveliness of the twist in our evening’s plot.
 
   “Thank you,” Eileen said at last. “You made a spectacular fuckup of your initial plan, but you gave me a wonderful time and I’m deeply touched you did a good deed even as stupidly and self-gratifyingly as you managed to do it.”
 
   “Thank you for not laughing at me,” I managed. “I could have been killed by shame a half dozen times in there, I’m nearly certain.”
 
   Eileen sat up and patted me on the ass. “There’s no shame in experimenting and finding out you like a thing. And I think you found out quite a bit. As I said, thank you. It wasn’t exactly mistletoe and snowflakes, but then again, those things don’t make me cum. Now scoot. You need to get back before you disintegrate and I really, really need to grade some dioramas.”
 
   I got up and dressed quickly. Eileen saw me out, but paused and grabbed my wrist in the doorway. “Hey. I still don’t want to know your name, but if you were to, I dunno, decide there were things you’d try in your own skin, you could always come up to me and… well… I’m very open. Sexually. To my partners. Don’t tell anyone at school, but yeah. I was serious about at least part of that last little dirty fantasy.” 
 
   I smiled shyly. “God. I don’t even know how to-”
 
   She bit her lip. “Sorry. Sorry. Didn’t mean to fuck it up at the end. Thank you. Thank you for the little holiday, um, cheer.”
 
   The cab collected me and delivered me back to the mall’s employee entrance in good time. I was absorbed thinking about all that I’d experienced. I didn’t notice the door was unlocked and something was amiss until I was already smack-dab in the middle of it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   six - surprise
 
   00:18:45
 
    
 
    
 
   There were two of them. Their backs were to me and they were busy hunched over the half-disassembled electronics of the Genie. It was only my instinctive fear of discovering intruders that kept me out of immediate danger. My fear response is like a deer in headlights. I freeze up and can’t make any noise. As it happened, this was a boon.
 
   They were both in dark suits, and they were both men. One was a little taller than the other, with broader shoulders and a more imposing physicality. Both were absorbed in their work, whispering urgently to each other.
 
   “There,” the big one declared, jabbing a finger at something. “That’s not standard. That’s been installed aftermarket.”
 
   The other shook his head. “Are you sure? I’m looking at the blueprints and there is supposed to be a doo-dad there.”
 
   “Not that manufacturer. We don’t use Proxima anymore. That partnership is dissolved.”
 
   “But that’s a Proxima terminal patch.”
 
   The big one pounded his fist against the Genie’s plating. “That’s what I’m fucking telling you. Someone swapped the patches. This one isn’t one of ours. And I will bet you money it’s why we don’t see them on our trackers and why nothing’s patching in.”
 
   “It can’t patch if you don’t have wetware.”
 
   “Some of these slits have wetware. 60% of Americans have wetware. You’re telling me that of the fourteen people this machine services, none of them have wetware? This place is a big dark spot on our scopes. Someone modified the Genie to disable the Trojans.”
 
   Here’s how acclimated I’d become to a male body: my first instinct was to clear my throat, step into the middle of the room, and catch them by surprise, demanding answers. It was completely insane. There was no actual testosterone in my body to blame it on, even. It was entirely the sense of being in a bigger and more powerful body than the one I was used to having.
 
   This was different, though. What was I dealing with? Mysterious strangers tampering with the Genie? Saying the Genie was already tampered with? Something was going on, clearly. Maybe it was all on the up-and-up. Maybe they were from the manufacturer? Maybe the mall hired them?
 
   If that was the case, then I needed to not be seen with a borrowed body. If mall owners were here, not even having Harold’s ID card and a flimsy excuse about looking for my keys was going to keep me out of trouble. 
 
   I could wear the male clothes out of here. The fit would be a little loose, but it’d get me home. I’d just get out of the suit before it disintegrated (plenty of time for that) before quietly getting my ID from my locker to make good my escape. I could do it. The men in the room with the Genie were so engrossed with the machine that they’d not hear me if I was super quiet about getting my effects. I’d change in the hall and just carry the scraps to a dustbin out back. The recycle hopper would note there was a little less of the nanomaterial ready for the next day’s suits, but we always had excess, enough for two extra elves on almost every shift.
 
   My plan lasted about ten more steps into the adjacent locker room. That’s when I tripped over the body.
 
   It was a security guard. He was sprawled on the floor in the corner by our lockers, and there was a thin line of blood trickling from his temple, so little that I wouldn’t have seen it if I’d not topped over his prone form and ended up with my face less than an inch from the dead man’s.
 
   Needlegun. Had to be. Assassins used them in vidfilms. High-velocity precision pulse gun. A shard of white hot aluminum  that severed the crucial brain cords while cauterizing the tiny wound to prevent messy bloodspill - perfect for when you needed to move a body without too much evidence. There were probably a few other needles in him. The one in the head was probably just the one to be sure.
 
   It was my first encounter with a dead body. I couldn’t help it. I shouted. No matter. The crashing sound of my fall had already alerted the men in the next room. A second later, I heard cries of surprise, and then footsteps. I was barely on my feet when they both appeared in the doorway.
 
   “It’s him, said the shorter one. He was glaring at me like he knew me.
 
   “One of hers?” the big one said to the smaller one.
 
   “Maybe. Doesn’t matter,” he replied. “We’ll sort it out later. You,” he said to me. “Kneel.”
 
   I blinked.
 
   The small one smiled thinly. “Kneel. Get on your knees and take out your cock. Stroke off for your masters. Obey.”
 
   I could see them more clearly, now. It was the guys I’d seen checking me out at O’Shea’s. There was no mistake. Two men in sharp suits. They’d been following me. And now they were asking for…what?
 
   “You see,” said the small one to the bigger goon. “The thing’s not glitchy. It’s been full-on sabotaged. The Trojans don’t install. He’s got ports, I can see them. He’s just insulated from the virus.  That’s why we couldn’t transmit at the bar. We can’t recover anyone who uses this unit. It’s got to be her doing.”
 
   I couldn’t follow what they were saying. I didn’t care. I charged at them. I didn’t wait for what was going to happen next. One of these guys had a needlegun. I wouldn’t even feel the wound before I was already good and killed. 
 
   I caught the little one square in the chest with my charge, knocking him backwards, propelled by the additional mass the male skinsuit was giving me. Maybe there wasn’t the muscle power of a man my size available to me, but weight and momentum did the job and I was hardly a dainty little flower inside the suit.  Being a single woman also meant I had some self-defense training, something the man I was masquerading as might never have thought he might need. 
 
   We crashed into the changing benches.  I was lucky. When we broke through the bench, I heard something unnatural break in the body beneath me. When we came to a rest, one of my two attackers was motionless beneath me, his neck and spine at an angle that I judged was not natural or survivable. How heavy was I in the suit? Good god. How had I even been able to walk around? Were there some kind of nanocybernetics assisting my muscles, the same way my skinsuit was able to get a convincing erection?
 
   There was no time to wonder. The big one was in the room with us now and he was pissed. The good news? His hands were empty. The needlegun must have belonged to the littler guy. The bad news? We were going to fight, now, and I was probably going to get quite literally murdered.
 
   He grabbed me by the shirt and hauled me up. “You tell that cunt we’re coming for her,” he snarled at me, then hurled me against a back of lockers. Unlucky for me, my skinsuit didn’t seem to know the difference between sensations I  wanted transferred to my actual body, like Eileen’s hands on my chest, and the bad feelings, like the sharp pain in my back and side from colliding with the metal lockers. Pain zipped through me only partially-dulled by the transfer. My HUD flickered from the impact. Numbers flashed and vanished.
 
    
 
   00:04:07
 
    
 
   The big man hauled me up and brought his fist squarely in contact with my jaw. That was also stunningly painful. I felt something in my jaw break and was certain this was all going to be over.
 
   That’s when I realized something.
 
   It was armor.
 
   Sure, I felt my jaw break, but it wasn’t CASEY’s jaw. It was the skinsuit. I was protected in here. I’d feel the pain like it was real, but I was wearing a full-body suit of armor. It wouldn’t stop a bullet, maybe, but it’d protect me from this goon’s fists. And I had the mass. I could maybe hit back.
 
   I did just that. A quick self-defense judo move, a little fast-on-my-feet toe stomp, an elbow to his face, and a pivot to propel his own actual face into the lockers. 
 
   He kicked and I fell backwards, landing once again on the prone and likely-dead body of his partner. Then he was upon me, surprisingly strong and difficult to harm.  
 
   Mere minutes of armor remaining. Then I’d be most definitely no match for him. I had to be smart. I had to make it count.
 
   He hauled me up again and punched right in the gut, but I fought the mental impression of being breathless. I wasn’t. It was a fake, and these sensations that were not helpful. They had to be ignored. Everything had to be ignored but the momentum. Survival. Movement. Dodge the next strike. Elbow to the face again. Pivot. To the balls. Again. Again. Don’t let him up. Press the advantage when you have it. There won’t be another. 
 
   He was so strong. He was so impossible to keep down. When he rose this time, he swept my legs out from under me with an extensible club he pulled from his jacket. I landed on my ass and felt my head strike the lockers with force sufficient to dizzy me. The HUD timer scrambled, but showed me the only thing I needed to see:
 
    
 
   0:00:42
 
    
 
   Already the skinsuit was shutting down. Disintegration. I could feel it powering down, getting heavy and lifeless around me. Without whatever technology assisted my movements, I’d not be able to lift my arms soon. Upper body strength was not something I had.
 
   He advanced, the club now raised over his head. 
 
   Do you believe in Santa Claus?
 
   I do now.
 
   The locker I’d been sent crashing into must have been Roy’s. A Santa hat tumbled in front of me. And then…
 
   …so Santa carries a stunner now. It IS in fact a gun in Hunky Santa’s pocket, so stay on the-
 
   “Naughty list,” I grunted at my assailant. “You’re on the naughty list.”
 
   I shot him with Santa’s stunner. I shot him two more times for good measure, and had only a moment to feel like a movie star badass. Then my handsome hunky action star body melted into a horrible pink pool of sludge that only partially vaporized. It was completely disgusting.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   seven - gift
 
    
 
   I called the cops the minute I’d taken steps to conceal my presence. I’m sure I didn’t do a terrific job, but there was an embarrassment of riches in the clues department for the cops who’d investigate. Two corpses, one guy shot so many times with a stunner he wasn’t going to wake up for a day. Guns and debris and a half-wrecked genie machine. They’d be plenty occupied.
 
    I showed up for work early to return the keycard to Harold, and was barred from entry by the police tape I pretended to know nothing about.
 
   “Something happened last night,” Harold said quietly. “The cops want to talk to you.”
 
   “Me? Why?”
 
   “Did you see anything when you locked up last night? You DID lock up, right?” His gaze was penetrating.  
 
   “Yeah, totally,” I said. “I found my keys and then was too tired to go to the bar, so I just went home. Why? Did we get broken into?”
 
   Harold grimaced. “Like I said, the cops want to talk to you. There’s not going to be work today. In fact, I’m sorry, we’re gonna have to let everyone go a few days early.”
 
   I did my best to look shocked. “Harold. What the fuck? It’s Christmas Eve. Isn’t this definitely the day for Santa and shit?”
 
   “The Genie’s not going to work anymore,” he said.  “Or rather, I think they’re taking it away. You’ll be paid, but remember you signed a nondisclosure agreement. Sorry, Casey. At least you get Christmas off to spend with your family.”
 
   I didn’t mention there wasn’t much of that to look forward to, but let him escort me to a mall security office where I endured an hour of mostly tedious questions that I did my best to avoid lying during. The cops said precious little to me about the actual  incident, as if they didn’t want details getting out or prejudicing my answers. Finally, one of them excused himself and I figured I was now going to get the “bad cop” routine from the one who remained. He was big and black and had a lot of tattoos down one arm that struck me as being not very cop-like. Definitely a bad cop.
 
   Instead, the gentleman just smiled and brought me a fresh cup of coffee. “So is it a shitty job?”
 
   “I’m sorry?”
 
   “Being a mall elf? I imagine it breeds the spirit of Christmas right out of you.”
 
   “I think all Christmas specials ever have taught me that the spirit of Christmas isn’t in any way connected to a shopping mall,” I replied darkly. 
 
   “Yeah, I feel that,” the cop said with another gentle smile. “It’s mostly doing the right thing, am I right? That’s what I do. I try to make sure I am extra mindful of doing the right thing. I see someone who needs a little cheering up, I try to do that. I see someone in trouble, I help them. You should do that all year long, but it’s a nice reminder. I also try and do something nice for myself. That might be heresy, but the modern world is strange. People mostly look out for themselves, feel me, but for a bunch of bizarre external shit. A job that benefits someone else mostly and them just a little. Getting a thing that makes them feel a little better and someone else much richer. All that bullshit. Gotta take care of the soul. Gotta feed it the things it needs even if it goes against all the other shit.”
 
   I frowned. “Detective?”
 
   “Call me Tyrone. Don’t say that on the badge, but you remember that name.”
 
   What the hell? “Tyrone, then. I’m not sure what we’re talking about, here.”
 
   “Christmas,” he said. “Come on. You can’t be an elf every day and not think there might be some kind of Santa out there.”
 
   “You know,” I said quite dangerously, “I did get something I really needed in a clutch moment recently. I do suspect it was Santa.”
 
   The detective produced something from a desk drawer. It was a wrapped package. Classic Christmas present. “Well you must be on a “nice” list. Your name is Casey, right?”
 
   “Um. Yes. What’s this about?”
 
   He pushed the gift towards me.
 
   “This was under the tree for you.”
 
   “What tree?” But I never got an answer. I no longer cared. I’d looked closer at the package. It had my name on it.
 
    
 
   TO: Casey the Elf
 
   FROM: Santa
 
    
 
   When I looked up, the detective was getting to his feet.  “Well, I’d go open that somewhere quiet. Not a lot of people on Santa’s good list this year, and we wouldn’t want them getting jealous.” He made sure to catch my eye and I saw something there… something… not quite what it seemed. “Thank you for your cooperation, ma’am,” the detective said briskly as his partner re-entered the room. “I’m not sure there’s anything else you can help us with. Have yourself a happy holiday.” 
 
   There was something about his tone that told me to just nod, get up, and get out of there with the present. I don’t know why I trusted him. I just did. Being let off the hook with no serious questions about my involvement was such a relief that I grabbed the offered life preserver and got the hell out of there.  
 
   I didn’t open the gift until I was back in my apartment. When I got the wrapping off, I found a small wooden box beneath. There was a card inside.
 
    
 
   Dear Casey:
 
   We couldn’t stop the Genie from being deployed, but we did try to make it safe. Thank you for your timely intervention last night. To be honest, we weren’t sure whether or not you were to be trusted. We saw you use the device after-hours and have an idea what you got up to with it, but we couldn’t be certain about your motives until the end of the evening. In that way, I guess we’re an awful lot like the man in the red suit. We watched to see what you would do and tried to figure out which list you were supposed to be on. Imagine our surprise when we managed to overhear just enough of what you were up to in order to understand you weren’t using the Genie for anything nefarious - you just made the lives of some of the people you knew a little better. And then you almost got killed over it. 
 
   Casey, we want you to know how sorry we are that you had to face that alone. Our agent wasn’t fast enough to the scene last night. Luckily, you were… extraordinary. 
 
   You don’t know it, but there’s something pretty bad happening where no one can really see. We’ve been trying to contain it, but we’re losing. The people behind the Genie and the object you now hold in your hands have an amazing technology you’ve already had a taste of - the ability to give its users any body they desire. But there’s a hidden price. Without our “sabotage” that Genie would have slowly addicted and then enslaved every single one of you. The gadget in this box is far more dangerous because it’s not a skinsuit. It can actually alter your genetics, and also your thoughts, personality, and memory.
 
   So why are we giving you one of those as a gift? 
 
   This one is safe. Like the job we did on the Genie, we’ve disabled the parts designed to entrap you. It’s completely safe to use, and it comes with a few other upgrades that will keep you safer in case the people behind the Genie are still hunting you. At minimum, please accept this as a protection. 
 
   If you want to use the device to fulfill any fantasies you may have, that’s also fine. You’ve earned it. Unlike the skinsuit, there’s no time limits on this. If you want a new body, it can be yours for life. There are full tutorials embedded in the system. You just have to connect it to your wetware ports. We’ve loaded it up with about a dozen bodies, and you can now sample, mix, and match those bits plus any you gather from other genetic samples you encounter. 
 
   The real reason we’ve sent this rare gift to you is simple: we’re hoping you’ll join us. We need help. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders, you’re good in a fight, and we think you could help us. You’ll need this gadget if that’s the case. If you decide you want to know more, if you want to join us, or if you’re just in trouble and need help, there’s an app on the gadget called FluxMessenger. We’re always on. We’re always ready to listen.
 
   In the meantime… happy Christmas, Casey. Go have a little fun.
 
   PS: you’ll want to drink a lot of water, have a big meal, and activate it for the first time in the shower. The thing’s a little messy. Sorry. 
 
   Signed,
 
   “Santa”
 
    
 
   Underneath the note  I saw two components, each with the thin microfilament wires that were meant to feed into the ports in my wrist and the others into the optical port in my temple, no doubt to interface with my ocular implant. It was really sexy-looking tech, but there was a homemade component to some of it, like it was a definite prototype. I saw someone had scratched out a manufacturer’s mark on what looked like the main housing. It was the same mark I’d seen on the Genie. Both were from place called Mai Roo Systems. Now the mark was scratched out and replaced by just one word: FLUX. 
 
   “No,” I said to my empty apartment. “No. I’ve learned my lesson. No more of that shit. Thank you, Santa, but I think I’m done being an elf.”
 
   I put the box on my bedside table and resolved to find a safe way to throw it away in the morning. After Christmas. After a normal, simple Christmas. Yes. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   eight - mistletoe
 
    
 
   Eileen opened the door and took a long moment before she at last smiled.  “Hi there,” she said, not quite inviting me in. “Boy, that was some shit yesterday at the mall, huh?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Eileen still didn’t open the door any wider. “The world is weird. Harold looked really shaken up, and I heard the cops kept you for an hour. I’d love to know why, but can I ask you, Casey, how the hell are you on my doorstep?”
 
   I shrugged and rubbed my shoulders together. It was chilly. The city at great personal expense was making it snow for Christmas. “I was in the neighborhood.”
 
   “No, I mean, how do you know where I live?” She was frowning. 
 
   I smiled as casually as I can. “Um. Because you told me. The other night.”
 
   Her eyes got as big as saucers. She looked at me, really looked at me, then blushed a deep red. “Oh my god. I mean, I know it might have been you, but…” She seemed to remember her manners and held the door open wider. “Holy shit, come inside.”
 
   I did, feeling incredibly nervous and awkward about the whole thing. She was dressed ultra-casual, in just sweat pants and a baggy sweater that did little to still show off a body I now knew quite well. By contrast, I felt overdressed, even though I was in loose jeans and a laundry-day top. I’d not wanted to be too dressed-up in case things got overly weird, but I’d fixed my hair and made sure to at least be wearing fun underwear, though that decision was netting some additional discomfort now that I was here in front of her.
 
   Eileen took my scarf and at last remembered to speak. “I have to ask. Are there things about what we did that had anything to do with why they canceled Santa and you had to talk to the police?”
 
   I stepped towards her. “Maybe. But we don’t have to talk about any of that, now. Or maybe just one part of it. It is Christmas. I just… I don’t know. I was alone and figured you were too, and I… “
 
   “Thought you’d take the pain away and see if you could get a booty call?”
 
   I winced. “No. I just thought I’d ask if you wanted company. The rest, I’m sure we’d have to have a lot of talks about. But you said-”
 
   Eileen’s face grew sterner. “I remember what I said. I’m still trying to figure out why you had the stones to come back here sans, um, the stones.”
 
   I felt all off-kilter again. And stupid, suddenly, like a high school crush was suddenly backfiring in my face.  “I think I like you.”
 
   She didn’t reply verbally. Instead she took two quick strides, put one arm around my waist, and pulled my by the back of the neck to meet her lips with mine. I tasted peppermint and felt the warmth and softness of her body against mine. It was better. The skinsuit was a close approximation, but her same body against me now? No comparison.
 
   “Take off those horrible jeans,” Eileen urged me. She was already unbuttoning them. 
 
   “About that-”
 
   “I know. I don’t care. I meant it. You had a nice dick, but I’m going to rock your world in ways that will show you how completely unnecessary it is for you to have a penis,” she promised. She kissed me again while she tugged my jeans down, putting a hand against the lace panties beneath. Then she stopped kissing me.  “Casey?”
 
   I smiled a little more. “How unnecessary is a penis? Should I go home?”
 
   “I don’t - I -” For once Eileen was actually speechless. “Get naked,” she said shakily. “Quickly. Show me.”
 
   I obliged. I took off my shabby top, showed off my flatter stomach, and the bright red satin bra that held a far more impressive rack that only a baggy old shirt could conceal. With more than a little showing off, I unclasped the bra in front and let my big, perfect breasts free, enjoying the gentle jiggle of them as much as Eileen’s stunned expression. Then I pulled the matching panties down, letting loose the large flopping penis that enjoyed the roominess in the old jeans as much as it did not enjoy having to be tucked in girly underwear. It wasn’t the seven-inch monster I’d spec’d on the Genie body, but it was more than enough. On my curvier, more athletic but still overtly feminine frame, it actually seemed larger than the one I’d had on the larger stockier male body. 
 
   When I was naked and in front of Eileen, I felt suddenly vulnerable and afraid. “Oh shit, please say something. I’m sorry if it’s ugly, I thought-”
 
   “Shut up,” Eileen said. “Shut up right now and come to the bedroom with me, you perfect best Christmas present ever. I hope you don’t have any other plans for Christmas, because I want to play with my present. I hope you showed up with more than two hours on the clock this time.”
 
   “It’s not a Genie body. There’s no clock. We can take our time,” I said shyly, half covering my dick with my girlish fingers. “If you really like it, I can even-”
 
   “Quiet. I want to ask how this happened, but later. I’m going to give you orgasms for Christmas and then I’m going to feed you and then we’re going to fuck again.  All day. All winter vacation. Have someone go water your plants. You’re here with me and I’ll handcuff you again if necessary.”
 
   I smiled and held my penis, my actual penis, in my hands and felt it swell with my own obvious interest in her plans for the holidays. “I’m of course hoping you’ll do that. But I’d love to spend the holidays with you, Eileen.”
 
   She smiled and kissed me again. Then we went to the bedroom and most definitely got on the naughty list. Four times.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   AFTERWORD
 
    
 
   I think I’ve taken up enough of your time this holiday season, but I sure hope it’s been enjoyable.
 
   So let me just say this:
 
   Happy Holidays to one and all. This season I’m especially thankful to have people like you in my life. You’ve brought me a great deal of satisfaction this year and I don’t quite know how to express my gratitude.
 
   My best wishes to each and every single one of you. I hope you’ve been nice, I hope you get to be naughty, and I’ll be back for more in the new year. 
 
    
 
   Solar
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