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		Part One: From Bro to Ho'

		

		After I took the little pink pill my girlfriend Amanda started laughing at me.

		"How are you feeling?" she said.

		"I'm fine. What's so funny?"

		"Oh, you'll see," she said, grinning up at me with mischievous eyes. "What if I told you that I gave you the permanent sex change pill? You know, the one that not only turns you into a girl, but keeps you from ever turning back into a guy. Now: don't take it personally. You're a really great boyfriend. But what I really like about you is your personality. I like how funny and sensitive you are. I like that we both love the same movies. I don't want you inside me. I want you beside me."

		By now I was starting to feel unsteady. It was sort of a drunk feeling. My knees were starting to buckle and my field of vision was becoming blurry. As I stumbled over to the bed I saw Amanda pick up my boxers off the floor and throw them in the trash can.

		"We won't be needing those stinky old things anymore," Amanda said. Next to the bed there was a bureau and a mirror. My girlfriend opened the top drawer and pulled out a cute little pair of panties. They were white with little red and pink hearts all over them. They were cut to show lots of ass cheek. I'd given them to her last Valentine's Day. Now she was throwing them at me to put on.

		Funnily enough, we'd done this before.

		Once sex change pills became commercially available, Amanda became obsessed with seeing me as a girl. At first I thought she was kidding, but over time I couldn't get her to shut up about it.

		Sex change pills?

		The whole thing sounded so suspicious. According to Amanda's Internet research, the pills had been one of those accidental discoveries scientists had while working on the human genome project. The pills basically came in three different forms. There were sex change pills that lasted a day, pills that lasted a month, and pills that lasted for the rest of your lifetime.

		I'd always just taken the daily ones. Usually I'd pop one Friday after work, and then Amanda and I would gal-pal on Saturday. She didn't have that many girlfriends and it was sort of a big deal for her. As part of my Christmas present to my girlfriend, however, I had agreed to take one of those monthly pills since I had a lot of time off for work.

		When I lifted my head off the bed, there were already long strands of platinum blonde hair starting to come in. "You gave me a permanent pill?" I said, my voice now high and soft. "You bitch."

		"Look," Amanda said, "your little bulge is almost gone. Bye-bye little guy! See you later!"

		It was never something one got used to, no matter how many times they'd tried one of those little pink pills. The space between my thighs was throbbing, burning. But when I stuck my hands down there I was stunned to feel no male parts.

		"Don't worry," Amanda said, "it's almost over, sweetie. You just have a few more moments and then everything will be good as new."

		"This wasn't what we agreed on," I said, running my hands over my melon-sized breasts now, shuddering at the current of sexual electricity that ran through me as I played with the jutting nipples.

		Then, as always, I blacked out for several minutes.

		When I came to again Amanda was looking down at me. In her hands were a sexy bra and a bottle of water. I attempted to get up, but found that moving was still difficult.

		"Is it done?" I asked, looking down the front of my body at those unfamiliar boobs and that flared pelvis and small feet.

		Amanda brushed some of my new long hair out of my face and said, "How do you feel, Brittany?"

		"I feel... tired. Wait, did you say that you gave me a permanent pill?"

		"No, I was just joking," she said. "You should have seen your face. Jesus, it's like you thought that being a girl was the worst thing that could happen to someone."

		"Amanda! Which pill did you give me?"

		"Stop being such a little drama queen," Amanda said. "I only gave you the month-long pill like we talked about. Here, take this water."

		"Actually," I said, starting to feel much better already, "I'm sort of craving one of your Diet Cokes."

		

		

		

		Part Two: Her Brother's Dick Move

		

	
		The next few days were pretty fun for both of us. We really did get along together. I suppose if I had been originally born a girl then Amanda really would have been my best friend. We did each other's hair. We stayed up all night baking cupcakes in the kitchen. We got drunk on white wine and went around the apartment dancing like goofballs. On the third night we got so drunk (and stupid) that we went on YouTube and posted a video we'd made of ourselves "twerking." It was supposed to be this really random, really silly thing. But as soon as we posted the booty dancing video we started getting all these comments from guys saying how badly they wanted to fuck us both. Guys are so gross.

		The next day Amanda was supposed to go to her sister's high school Christmas play. We'd already discussed the matter and it seemed best for me not to be involved. Neither one of us was very comfortable with telling her parents that I occasionally had tits and a pussy.

		But at the last second, both of us changed our minds. We came up with this whole crazy back-story about how we met in college and roomed together, but then I had to move back home because of a family illness, etc. The back-story was completely superfluous, but it made us feel better as we fought over the bathroom mirror.

		Amanda's dad was a tall bald man who worked in real estate. And her mother was this fiery little pistol of a woman. After the play was over they treated everyone to dinner at one of the best steak houses in the area. It was a shame though, because even though there were all these great cuts of meat on the menu, I couldn't get over the fact that what I really craved was a veggie burger. In the end, I settled on a Cobb salad, not unlike Amanda and her younger sister.

		"So Brittany," Amanda's college-aged brother said, "I'm surprised that I haven't heard of you before. I thought that I knew all of Amanda's bffs."

		"Oh, right. Well, I guess I'm just that cool," I said, adding in a flirty little giggle.

		"You're not on Facebook?" he said.

		"Hey Dan," Amanda said from across the table, "what's with the third degree?"

		"Nothing," he said. "I just like to know who my sister is hanging out with. Especially when they are cute blonde girls."

		Amanda rolled her eyes to the back of her head and then pointed to the back of her throat. "Dan, leave her alone. First of all, you're gross. Second of all, she has a boyfriend. Third of all, no one at this table thinks you're funny."

		He was surprisingly confident. Even after getting called out like that, he just merely shrugged and started working on his steak again. I'm not sure why, but there was something I found pretty attractive about that. Well, not attractive. But it was certainly interesting to watch.

		Later, we ended up back at Amanda's parents' house. It was this huge seven-bedroom estate house in one of the area's most affluent neighborhoods. The game plan was to merely stop in for a second and not look like we were just in it for the dinner. But someone started opening up Chardonnay bottles and before I knew what was happening Amanda and her mother were having one of those "let's get drunk and talk about how sorry we are for our character flaws."

		Meanwhile, I stayed down in the kitchen watching Gossip Girl with Amanda's younger sister. She wasn't drinking. And I got the feeling that she was merely trying to be polite about not leaving guests by themselves. It was almost a relief then when she said she needed to go take care of some stuff upstairs.

		Not long after Dan came into the kitchen. He'd changed since dinner. He was only wearing a pair of khaki pants and a wife beater. You could tell that he worked out. Either that or he was just one of those guys with great genetics. Amanda had told me already how he had been offered all these baseball scholarships.

		"They left you all alone?" he said.

		"Ha, I guess so. But there's a lot that I can do when I have wine and TV."

		"Gotcha," he said. "Do you smoke weed?"

		"Do I smoke weed?" I said, caught off guard by the question.

		"You look like you do."

		"What does that mean?"

		"Relax, it's totally a compliment."

		"I guess I smoke a little weed," I said. "But it's not like a regular thing in my life."

		"Well, I got some weed," he said, "but they're drug testing me all the time now so it's no more weed for me. You can have the rest of my stash if you want it. Having it just sitting around the room like that only makes it so much harder."

		"Okay, sure."

		We went upstairs to his room. He opened the door and I could hear Amanda down the hallway, telling her mother that they both needed to stop worrying about other people's expectations.

		Dan's room was that of your typical college male. There was a large bed, Bob Marley posters, a shelf full of baseball trophies, a surfboard mounted on the wall, a large flat screen TV, and a leather chair.

		"Well," he said, gesturing with his arm, "here's where all the magic happens."

		"Cool room."

		"You like it?"

		I wasn't exactly impressed, but there was no reason to hurt his feelings. "Yeah, totally. Wow, those are a lot of trophies."

		"Naw they basically just give those things away, babe," he said. "Now let me find you that weed."

		I sat down on his bed while he pulled out a shoebox with all his paraphernalia in it. I was expecting him to just give me the bag. But that's not what happened. Instead he took some of the weed out and started packing his bong like he was about to fire it up right then and there. And that's exactly what he did do, taking a big pull of pot smoke and holding it in his lungs.

		"Here you go babe," he said. "Easy there. That's some strong stuff. And that bong ain't no joke."

		I was sort of insulted by the comment. It was sort of irritating to sit there and tell me that he could do something that I couldn't do. So I sucked my teeth at him and then put my mouth on the glass while he lit the weed for me.

		Almost immediately I regretted the decision. The weed was like nothing else I'd ever smoked. It was either some crazy government engineered super grass, or my tolerance for drugs was suddenly much lower. There was definitely a crossbuzz going on with the wine too. For a long time, I just sat there while Dan got up and turned on some music. At some point I even tried to get off the bed to find Amanda, but I soon lost balance and landed on the floor, thankful for all the padding my rear had now.

		My eyes were closed and my head was swaying to the music when I felt something brush across my lips.

		Dan was just standing there, looking down at me. He had it out. He was completely hard. He kept sliding the tip of his dick over my mouth as if that would compel me to open up and take him in.

		"What's wrong, Brittany? Come on, baby. We're just having some harmless fun."

		"No," I said, still feeling like I was so far down the rabbit hole thanks to the weed and wine. "Get that thing out of my face."

		"I thought you liked me."

		"What? What does that have to do with anything?" I said, not realizing that he wasn't seeing me the same way that I saw me. "I can't believe that you just pulled it out like that."

		"Pulled what out?" he said, innocently.

		"Your thing," I said, crossing my arms across my chest. "That's so gross."

		"It's not a thing, baby," he said, using this sugar-sweet voice. "It's a cock. Can you kiss it for me?"

		"I can't, I'm sorry."

		"Why not?"

		"Well, first of all, there's Amanda. She would flip out."

		"Oh really? And you think that I'd ever tell her? Believe me, I'd be in a lot more trouble than you would be if she found out."

		"I seriously doubt that Dan."

		"Come on baby, you look so fucking sexy. I can't help it. This whole night I've had this huge boner just looking at you. No wonder Amanda kept you a secret. Now, why don't you just give me a little kiss. I SWEAR TO GOD that my sister will never hear a word of this. It's just you and me having a little fun."

		"No way," I said, raising my hand like I was going to smack his dick out of my face. But I hesitated and somehow found myself holding on to the shaft. I'd never held a penis that wasn't mine. It felt totally different. Dan's penis was (regretfully) a bit larger than mine. Larger and darker.

		When I touched it, I felt him twitch in anticipation. I thought: wow, holy shit, this is kind of making me feel powerful, knowing that this guy was completely subdued while I touched him. It was definitely a new experience, looking at a man's penis from this perspective. I saw his sizeable balls just dangling there. No doubt they were churning with red hot cum, ready to fill up some girl with babies.

		"Please, please I'm begging you," he whimpered down. "Just for a couple of seconds. I just want to know what your mouth feels like. I promise nobody will know."

		It wasn't something that I was very proud about doing. But at the same time I figured that it wasn't like I was ever going to be in this situation again. Besides, if it had to be with someone, wasn't it better that he was Amanda's brother? At least I was pulling from the same genetic stock.

		So finally, against a million voices in my head, I sat up on my knees and pointed his cock at my mouth. I let my hot breath caress it for a moment before I extended my tongue and gave it an experimental lick, making Dan sigh and place his hands possessively on the back of my head.

		Dan's whole body started shaking, rocking with pleasure. For a very brief moment I thought about the first time that Amanda had given me a blowjob. I probably looked exactly like Dan did right now.

		"Oh fuck, baby," he said. "That fucking mouth. That's perfect. God, I needed this."

		I looked up from my kneeling position. Dan smiled back down. His legs were long and lean, but muscles rippled in his calves and thighs as he trembled with anticipation. "This is a one-time thing," I said. "And remember: anyone finds out and you're fucking dead."

		"Yes ma'am," Dan said. "Whatever you say boss lady. Now please do me tremendous favor. And start sucking that cock."

		I wasn't sure how to take his request, but soon I felt his hands go on the back of my head. He was keeping me in one position while he moved his hips back and forward, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth. Sometimes he would push the whole thing in and I'd feel the tip tickling the back of my throat.

		This started to get a little too uncomfortable. "Hey, can you not do that, please? You're, like, choking me."

		"Can you breathe?" he said.

		"Yeah I can --"

		That's when he stuffed his cock back into my mouth and started face-fucking me again.

		I reached around and grabbed the back of his thighs just to steady myself. He didn't want to "know how my mouth felt." That was just a lie, like not smoking weed was a lie. I was beginning to learn now --if only too late.

		In point of fact, Dan was trying to destroy my mouth. At least, that's what it felt like. He'd face-fuck me for a while and then pull his slippery dick out and start beating it against my face. In a few moments I had saliva all over my cheeks and little tears at the corners of my eyes. Even though I wasn't doing much, I started to feel tired. My jaw was aching and my knees were burning because of the room's carpeting.

		Finally I felt his whole body go suddenly tense. I knew what this meant. I could feel his dick twitch in my mouth. He'd stopped moving his hips --and to get the whole thing over with I started finishing him off, sucking his dick like his cum was my favorite thing in the world.

		"Oh shit, baby, Brittany... Suck that dick... Good girl, that's my good girl. You pretty little bitch. Go get my cum for me. Come on, get that cum."

		I told him to let me know when he was going to cum, because I didn't want to swallow cum.

		All of the sudden he pulled his cock out of my mouth.

		"What are you doing?" I asked.

		Then without notice, as I was questioning him, Dan let out an enormous load of cum right into my open mouth. It happened so fast and it was so huge that it went right down my throat. It was so disgusting!

		As I tried to turn away, he grabbed the back of my head, held his cock in front of my face, and let out another large load that splattered me right in the forehead and splashed into my hair.

		I was screaming for him to stop as cum was dripping down my face! Cum was dripping out of my mouth. I couldn't believe it!

		"Don't swallow, baby."

		That wasn't a problem. I wasn't planning on swallowing any more of Dan's cum. I couldn't wait to spit it out. Then, when he was done, however, he made me stick my tongue out to show him. Obediently, I stuck out my tongue, showing him that most of his cum was still in my mouth.

		"Okay, baby. Now you can swallow it. Go ahead, you deserve it. You earned it, Brittany."

		Afterwards we traded phone numbers even though I had absolutely no intention of ever talking to him again --not as "Brittany" anyway.

		His aggressiveness, his smug condescension really annoyed me. But at the same time there wasn't much for me to do about it. Mostly I just kept thinking that maybe one day --when I turned back to a guy-- I'd give Dan some of those little pink pills and "return the favor."

		

		

		

		Part Three: Strap-On a Big Smile

		

	
		A few days later I was getting ready to take a bath when Amanda burst into the apartment full of energy. On her way home from work she'd stopped by this novelty store and picked up a little treat for us. It was supposed to be a surprise. I was intrigued. When I was finished with my bath I came out into the living room wearing one of my old T-shirts and a pair of Amanda's panties. One of my favorite things about being a girl was how good I smelled after a nice long bath.

		Amanda was on the couch watching TV.

		"Feel better?" she said.

		"Yeah, but I think that I used the rest of your Calgon."

		"Calgon, take me away!"

		"Ha-ha, like the commercial."

		"I can't believe that you've been like this for a week now. A whole week. That's crazy."

		"Yeah, it is crazy. Why? Is everything okay, Amanda?"

		"No, no, that's not what I meant. Everything is perfect. I'm so happy," she said, turning her attention back to the TV. But several minutes later she turned to me and said, "It's kind of weird not having a male presence around the house, don't you think? Not that I don't like it just being us girls."

		"Right, I guess. I mean, I'm still a guy on the inside," I told her. "But yeah --like-- I totally know what you mean. Like, I'm sorry."

		She looked at me for a few moments, but didn't say anything.

		Then I said, "So where's this surprise at, girl? I'm --like-- totally so excited."

		She got up off the couch and put at disc into the DVD player. It was one of those Christmas-themed porns. It had a ridiculous name. It was something like Riding Santa's North Pole. I had watched plenty of porn as a guy, but this was my first time seeing it through the eyes of a woman. I found it interesting, but it certainly didn't trigger me like before.

		The first scene showed a curvy blonde fucking Santa Clause --that is, if Santa Clause had six-pack abs and a nine inch cock.

		"What do you think, baby?" Amanda said. "I know you like porn."

		"Oh that's so hot," I said without much emotion. "They're fucking one another."

		Amanda gave me a dubious look and we started watching the porn together. As we sat there, my eyes crinkled at the corners, but there wasn't very much interest.

		"Hey, that girl on screen sort of reminds me of someone," Amanda said a few moments later.

		"Oh really? Who?" I said, knowing exactly who she was referring to.

		Amanda turned and stuck her hand up my shirt and started playing with my breasts. The nipples were so sensitive that I nearly moaned out at first.

		"Amanda, what are you doing?" I said, keeping my eyes on the TV screen.

		"Isn't this what you did when we watched a porno one time?" she said. "No wait, you didn't start with my tits. You started with my --"

		Her hand roamed down my stomach and then into the front of my panties. This time I did moan out. She started rubbing the pussy lips, then sinking one of her fingers into my hot little sex hole. She was penetrating me and I was loving it, squirming on the couch like I was some sort of high school sexpot.

		"Wow, check out Santa's package," Amanda said.

		I turned my head and watched him slowly stroke his big dick in and out of the blonde. She was laying on her back. Her legs were helplessly dangling over his massive shoulders as he filled her pussy up with his big cock.

		All of these thoughts I kept to myself, however. The pink pills must have affected me mentally to some degree, but it was hard to tell. I certainly didn't want to say anything to Amanda that she would later use over me.

		"Hey Brittany, have you ever been with a well-endowed guy?"

		"No," I muttered, feeling the onslaught of my first orgasm as Amanda continued finger-banging me. "Not yet."

		She laughed out loud. "Not yet, huh? What does that mean?"

		"Oh, nothing. I didn't mean it that way."

		Amanda took her finger out of my pussy and looked at me with a serious expression on her face. "You know what we should do tonight? We should dress up real sexy and then go pick up some guys. I love you, Brittany. And you're great. But I really need some cock."

		I froze completely. "Are you serious, Amanda?"

		Then my girlfriend broke out in the biggest grin and started laughing. She had just been kidding the whole time. I was so relieved. On the one hand, I wasn't sure that I was in any position to stop her from doing that. But on the other hand, I knew that she was seriously deviating from our original plan.

		"Okay, are you ready for your surprise, sweetie?" Amanda said.

		She had me get on the floor and position myself so that I was on my hands and knees. While I waited for her to show me her surprise, I looked over and saw that the porn stars were also fucking in the doggystyle position. I was so envious of the blonde woman. She had this huge sexy guy fulfilling all of her sexual needs.

		Holy shit, I thought then. Did I just say huge sexy guy?

		But before I could continue that thought I felt the tip of Amanda's dildo slide between my ass cheeks. She was crouched behind me wearing a rather intimidating-looking black strap-on.

		"How's it feel?" she said, rubbing KY jelly on her cock.

		"How's what feel?" I said.

		"Normally I'm the one getting fucked like this on the floor. I've always wondered what it would be like to do the fucking."

		"Please go slow," is all I could say.

		"Ha ha! You just asked me to go slow your pussy."

		"Why is that funny, Amanda? What's so funny about that?"

		"That doesn't remind you of anything, dear?"

		"Oh, right. Us."

		"You mean, how we used to be," she said in a sinister voice.

		I could feel her hand on my ass. She moved my thong to the side and gently pressed against my pussy lips. I gasped as I felt the first couple of inches slide in. Then she started slightly thrusting with her hips.

		"Oh fuck Amanda, you're fucking me."

		"That's right, bitch. Now I'm the man. Give me that pussy. Open yourself up to me, bitch."

		I couldn't believe how filthy she was talking. But for some reason it was a complete turn-on. Rather forcefully, Amanda turned me over onto my back. My own juices were now coating her cock. She showed me how to slide my hand under the strap-on harness so that I could tease her clit. We started kissing while I rubbed her clit.

		"Oh shit, Amanda. Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I said, as jolts of pleasure shot through every inch of my body.

		"You're doing a good job, sweetie."

		"Am I?"

		She started stroking my hair. "You're a natural slut. You're so good at being a woman sometimes it's scary."

		Leaning forward, grabbing my shoulders, and digging in with her fingernails, she gave her hips one hard shift forward, driving the dildo all the way into my pussy. As soon as I realized how far she'd gone inside me I let out a loud guttural moan, completely surrendering myself to her. And then I started cumming all over Amanda's cock.

		

		

		

		Part Four: Red Crushed Velvet Dresses

		

	
		"So, what do you think?"

		The dress was adorable. It was called something like a "Santa's Lil' Helper" dress, or something equally ridiculous. The sexy little Christmas dress was made of red stretch crush velvet with a faux fur trim at the neckline and hem. It came with a matching long sleeve shrug, a belt, jingle bell stocking toppers, and of course a Santa's hat. Amanda had bought two of them. That way we could look exactly the same.

		"Um, just one question," I said to Amanda. "Why did you get kid sizes?"

		"Those aren't kid sizes," Amanda said. "I got us both smalls. Smalls should easily fit 4-6. What do you think?"

		"They're pretty cute and sexy," I had to admit. "You've outdone yourself, girl. We might just be the two hottest girls in town."

		"Yeah, that's what I was thinking," she said.

		We tried them on in the bedroom, both of us singing the same Christmas song --and singing it badly, but not caring. In front of the mirror I saw that the dress barely covered my hips.

		"Does this fit? This doesn't fit, does it?"

		"Yeah that's how it's supposed to look," Amanda said. "If you want you can wear short black shorts or tan pantyhose. That would sort of give you the illusion of ..."

		"Not showing my ass off to the world?"

		"That illusion, correct."

		Then Amanda started showing me how to use a dark bobby pin to hold the belt in place so it didn't flop around.

		"Are you going to wear anything underneath?" I asked, looking for some more direction in this matter.

		"You mean besides panties and the dress?"

		"Yeah."

		"Please girl," Amanda said. "Anyway, it's not like we're going anywhere special. It's just my parents' house."

		Obviously that wasn't something I had forgotten. When Amanda brought up the need to return to her parents' house, I countered by subtly planting discouraging comments about the prospect. This did zero good. Her mind was clearly already made up. Apparently it was this big tradition for her dad to dress up like Santa Clause and for her to dress up like his helper.

		"So you dress up like a slut for your dad every Christmas?" I said directly.

		"Fuck you, bitch."

		"I'm just saying."

		"No, not when we were kids. It's just lately that I decided to rock a sexier look. Anyway, fuck you. I think this dress fits me. I wear the fuck out of this shit."

		"Ha ha, you do actually," I said. "And I'm not too shabby myself."

		"I know someone who is definitely going to like that. Dan."

		"Your brother? Gross Amanda."

		"Aww, what's wrong? Does my brother hitting on you make you feel uncomfortable?"

		"Shut up, Amanda."

		"I know that you think he's cute."

		"WHAT?!? Are you crazy? Amanda, do I need to remind you that I'm actually a guy."

		Amanda smiled and slapped me on my irresistible rear barley covered by my Santa's Helper dress. "You could have fooled me, bitch."

		To avoid my own sexy reflection, I quickly lowered my eyes, mistakenly thinking that it was the safest thing to do. Below I saw how my tiny feet were crammed into the high heels, giving my legs a long, sensuous look. "Okay, but I don't want to just be eye candy. Can we maybe just like not make a big deal about Christmas?"

		Amanda sighed. "Sure babe, we'll just make a quick, quiet entrance. Go through the motions. And then we'll vamos!"

		After that, nothing more was said about the trip. It was merely understood that on Christmas day we would be showing up at her parents' house like good little girls.

		

	
		Part Five: Santa's New Toy

		

		Amanda's dad was already in his Santa costume when he greeted us at the door. The first thing he did was give us big hugs. After Amanda, he wrapped those strong arms around me so that my eyes were level with a massive Santa chest. For a quick second it felt like the most natural thing to bury my face into the material and inhale his very masculine odor. I'm sure that it was just me, but it seemed like my hug was at least twice as long as the hug he gave his daughter.

		"Ah, there are my girls. We've been waiting for you. Everyone is in the living room."

		"Hi Mr. Granger."

		"Thanks dad," Amanda said. Then she turned and raised her eyes at me. "Sorry we're a little late. Two girls one mirror."

		"Well you both look great," her dad said. "As a matter of fact, that reminds me. I need to go get my camera."

		We could hear the voices down the hallway. Amanda reached out and grabbed my wrist so that we were holding hands as we entered the room. All at once everyone stopped talking and turned to look. So much for a quiet entrance.

		I gave a little wave at Amanda's family, noticing then that there were a few other people there I didn't recognize --probably extended family members. Dan was sitting on a chair that had been brought in from the dining room. Even though it was the afternoon, he was still wearing his boxers and a tank top, with a Santa hat crooked on his head. He smiled at me and I averted my gaze.

		All in all, it was a pretty marvelous set up. There was this huge tree and lots of glittering decorations. Amanda's dad came back in his Santa suit and started pulling out presents. After he said the person's name, he handed the wrapped present to either me or Amanda to deliver.

		Clad in my sexy Christmas dress, I was more than a little self-conscious about everyone seeing my curvy bottom. But nobody seemed to notice. Amanda, having never known a moment's modesty in her life, seemed completely at ease. Which put me at ease. A knot of tension deep inside me began to uncoil and for a while I'd almost forgotten that this wasn't the most normal thing happening.

		If anything, the whole affair went by pretty quickly, probably because there were two girls passing out presents.

		But more importantly...

		It was time to go.

		FINALLY!

		Pure relief flooded my body. How many guys could have gone through what I did? I started looking around for Amanda --already mentally preparing myself for the rest of our solitary day-- and saw that she was across the room, talking to Dan and this other guy.

		For some reason, my buoyancy was immediately deflated. Amanda, Dan, and Dan's friend were laughing. They looked like they were all good friends. Dan's friend had his hand wrapped around Amanda's waist. That's when I heard someone say, "Now, there is one little girl here who didn't get anything."

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a flash of movement and then a second later I'd been pulled onto Santa's knee.

		Mr. Granger gave one of those deep Santa chuckles. "Have you been a good girl this year?"

		"No, she's definitely been naughty! Trust me!"

		I turned and saw Dan smiling triumphantly. His sense of superiority had once been interesting, but now I found it nauseating. His whole presence annoyed me. Was it bad enough that he'd tricked me into giving him a blowjob? Did he have to keep taking my dignity away?

		Mr. Granger squeezed my waist tighter. "Ready to tell Santa what you want?"

		Blushing deeply, I lowered my eyes and squeezed them shut in an effort to stabilize senses that had gone haywire. But Mr. Granger lifted my chin up with his finger. I'd never noticed how attractive Amanda's father was. Beneath his sculptured lips was a strong, firm chin with a vertical dent carved into its center.

		"I don't want nothing," I mumbled.

		"Oh you want something," Santa laughed, playfully bouncing me on his knee. "On Christmas all women are just little girls again. Now tell me what you want?"

		"I don't know."

		Santa's mouth tilted up at the corner. "Well, why don't you reach into my pocket and see if there's anything there."

		I looked at him skeptically, but his face only drew this self-righteous frown. Then, feeling incredibly foolish, I slipped my hand inside Santa's pocket. Then my hand became very still. I could feel something, but it wasn't anything you could buy in a store. It was then that I strongly suspected that lying just beneath his bulky Santa pants there was giant erection waiting to get free. Had I really just given Amanda's dad an erection? What a dirty old man. I couldn't wait for this day to be over.

		Then I felt something else.

		There actually was something in his pocket. I pulled out this white and pink envelope with "Brittany" written across in swirly cursive. Inside the envelope there was a $100 gift certificate to Victoria's Secret.

		"What is it?" Dan called out from the other side of the room.

		Amanda looked up to. She seemed to realize for the first time that her father had me sitting on her knee like I was his own daughter. She frowned and quickly went back to chatting with Dan's friend.

		"A gift card, cool," I said in response to Dan. Then I turned in the direction of Mr. Granger. "Thank you, sir, so much. It's perfect."

		"I figured that you could find a use for something like that," he said, smiling deeply. Then in a low, barely audible whisper, he said, "And if you want to show Santa what his money bought, just let him know."

		I swallowed hard. What would I do with a Victoria's Secret gift certificate? The only thing I could think of was to give it to Amanda.

		"I'm glad you like it, Brittany."

		My eyes slid down his beard and to his big chest. All the sudden I could feel my nipples straining against their soft confinement. My womanhood wiggled into his lap, instinctively seeking his hardness. "Thank you Santa."

		Around then Amanda got up and made of a show of leaving the room. She almost seemed like she was upset about something. I was right on her heels as she entered the kitchen.

		"Hey Amanda, are you having a good time?"

		She was at the kitchen sink with her back to me. With considerable self-control, she turned and glared at me. "What the fuck is that?" she said.

		"What do you mean, Amanda?"

		She made a scoffing sound and closed her eyes in feigned boredom. "You know exactly what I'm talking about. Everyone in the room could see you throwing yourself all over my dad. It's gross."

		I was immediately ashamed of myself. I felt myself close to tears. I didn't understand how she could possibly get upset with me. "No I wasn't. No way."

		"Thank you Santa," Amanda said, mimicking my tone from earlier. "Oh Santa, all I want for Christmas is to sit here and rub myself against your leg."

		"No, Amanda, I promise that it's not like that all."

		"What's it like then?"

		"I was just trying to be nice to everyone," I said. "Are you mad because your dad got me a Victoria's Secret gift card?"

		"No, not at all," she said. "It'll be nice actually. You can start buying your own panties and stop raiding my drawer."

		"I'm sorry," I said, just wanting her to be nice to me.

		"Look, me and Derrick are going out for a little while. We'll be back. Just try not to fuck my dad while we're gone, okay."

		"Oh, okay. Who's Derrick?"

		"You know, my ex-boyfriend," she said, pointing towards the living room.

		"I thought that was your brother's friend?" I said, stupefied by the turn of events.

		"Well they are friends," she said, propping one hand on her hip. "Anyway, whatever, I don't care right now, girl. Just do whatever. We'll be back soon. Bye!"

		After Amanda left with her ex-boyfriend, I made an attempt at nonchalance by pouring myself a glass of water. But the glass slipped from my hands and I found myself on my knees, tears pouring down my cheeks.

		"What's the matter?"

		I whirled around and peered up at the imposing visage of Mr. Granger. He was still wearing his Santa suit. His eyes were unnaturally bright. His smile was a little crooked, and meaningful. His aggressive cheeks were slightly flushed.

		"I'm sorry," is all I could think to say.

		He lowered himself down and started helping me, shaking his head in mock bewilderment. "What are we going to do with you, Brittany?"

		"I'm so clumsy," I said, my eyes brimming with tears still. "I don't know what's wrong with me."

		He laughed heartedly. His hawkish eyes darted around my face authoritatively. "Oh, there's nothing wrong with you. You got everything in the world. You're a beautiful, sexy young woman. You're pretty, soft, and good-smelling. I'm so glad that you're Amanda's girlfriend. She needs good people around her."

		I nodded, reaching for a piece of glass when Mr. Granger suddenly took my wrist. The skin contact yanked me out of my self-pity. His grip held, although I tried to pull free.

		"You've cut yourself," he said.

		While I stared down at the small globs of blood sliding off my fingernails, Mr. Granger pulled me up onto my feet. He had some medical supplies in the upstairs bathroom. The whole way he kept his hand on the small of my back. It occurred to me that this amount of touching might not be appropriate, but for the time being I let it pass.

		In the bathroom he had me sit down on the toilet. "Well," he said confidently, "it looks pretty bad. We might have to amputate the finger."

		"Yeah right, Mr. Granger. No way," I said.

		"Alright, well let me see if I can find something to stop that blood."

		Mr. Granger removed a small white box from the bathroom cabinet. He found a Band-Aid and placed it over my cut.

		"There," he said, sharply cutting his eyes to me, "all better."

		"Thank you, you're so nice Mr. Granger."

		"You mean Santa," he said chuckling.

		"Right. Thank you Santa."

		"And who are you?"

		"I'm Brittany."

		"No, I mean, aren't you Santa's lil' helper?" he said with a leering grin.

		"Yeah, that's right."

		"Good, good," he said, casting a proprietorial look over my body. "Do you like older men?"

		"What --what do you mean?"

		"How old are you Brittany?"

		"Twenty-two, sir."

		"Twenty-two is a great age. That's a really great age," Mr. Granger said. "Part of you is still a little girl and another part of you is a grown woman, with grown woman needs. Brittany, do you have any grown woman needs not being met?"

		"No sir, I don't think so."

		Without warning, Mr. Granger pulled his cock out of his pants as if it was the most casual thing to do in the world. He reached for my hand and made me touch him down there. He must have seen the fear in my eyes because he placed a finger over my lips, saying, "It's okay, baby. It's not going to hurt anyone. I'm just going to let you hold it for a little while. Can you do that? Can you be a big girl and hold it for daddy?"

		OMG! My girlfriend's father was a degenerate pervert. Before, when I was a guy, every time I met him he was like this paragon of moral correctness. But put him in the same room with an attractive co-ed, and look at this guy.

		"Sir, I really shouldn't. This isn't appropriate."

		He was smiling this huge grin the whole time. But all at once his expression became deadly serious. Then he leaned into one of my ears and said, "Get on your fucking knees right now."

		It was the scariest and sexiest thing I'd ever heard.

		And yet, as I lowered myself in front of Mr. Granger, I kept wondering if this had all been a huge mistake. I didn't just mean obeying what he was telling me to do. I was wondering if coming here tonight was a mistake, if wearing this dress had been a mistake, if letting Amanda fuck me with a strap-on was a mistake, if letting her brother cum in my mouth was a mistake, if taking that fucking pill was mistake. None of this felt real. What I really wanted was a pill that would make the past two weeks go away.

		It didn't help that Mr. Granger had such a huge dick. He was even bigger than his son, who was quite well-downed. Seeing the huge appendage dangling between his legs made me speechless. As soon as I was on my knees I could smell this really powerful musky odor coming off of his dick. He was right about calling it a daddy dick. It definitely looked like something a daddy would have --including the balls that seemed to sag halfway down his legs.

		Before sticking his dick in my mouth, he just held the mushroom head in front of my mouth, twitching it like the jerks of an artificial fishing lure trying to entice a large mouth bass.

		"Open up, baby. Open up for daddy's dick."

		It was almost easier once I had his dick in my mouth. From the sounds he was making, there was never any doubt that he was enjoying himself. And now as I gave myself to the physical experience of sucking this guy off, all of the busyness of my thoughts was settled down with the pure mechanics of pumping my mouth over some guy's knob.

		"Fuck you look sexy in that little dress."

		I was already bobbing my head up and down. I could see his shaft gleaming wetly with my saliva. Every time I withdrew it from my mouth it just waited for me to engulf it again.

		"You're such a good little cocksucker," Mr. Granger said. "That dress has been driving me crazy. I thanked the Lord when I saw that you just had panties on underneath."

		I started to spit his dick out of my mouth so that I could tell him thank you, but Mr. Granger responded by squeezing my head even tighter and fucking my mouth even faster. It was like he was punishing me for even thinking of stopping.

		Then he said, "Do you like cum? Do you like a lot of cum?"

		Jesus, what is it with guys in Amanda's family wanting to cum in your mouth?

		"I bet you do like cum," he said. "I bet sexy little girls like you live off nothing but sugar and cum. Well, don't worry, my special angel. We're going to put lots of cum in that mouth tonight. Daddy always cums bucketfuls. Especially when daddy is getting private time with a special little girl like you. Every time you burp for the next week you're going to taste daddy's cum."

		I never heard Dan enter the room. By the time that I realized someone else had joined us, Dan was already standing in front of me with his cock out. Apparently this was one of those families that liked to share their toys.

		"Dad?"

		"Yes son?"

		"I think I really like Amanda's friend. Out of all of them, she's my favorite."

		"I feel the same way," Mr. Granger said.

		It wasn't the easiest blow job I had ever given. At one point, I managed to get about six or seven inches of Mr. Granger down my throat, when all the sudden Dan started whipping his cock against my face. I smiled up at him, unable to say anything, but trying to use my eyes to persuade him to stop doing that. Another time, I was trying to work on Dan's knob when Mr. Granger just plopped his dick on my forehead and left it there as if my forehead was made to hold up his dick.

		Dan finally got behind me and pushed me down so that I was on my hands and knees. While Mr. Granger fucked my face, Dan was rubbing my curvy bottom. In a moment of weakness I started seductively wiggling my ass.

		"Dad, do you see that? I think she wants me to fuck her."

		"She's a beautiful young woman. There's nothing wrong with a healthy sexual life."

		Dan's fingers started closing over my mound. I was moist, my little honey crevice tingling in the company of these two attractive grown men. Dan pulled my panties down to me knees and moved the fur hemmed skirt, bunching it up around my waist. I couldn't believe that this was happening. I was staring at the curly black hairs on Mr. Granger's pelvis, trying not to gag on his cock.

		"That's a good girl. Is Santa's lil' helper feeling better now?"

		I looked up with his cock in my mouth, smiling with my eyes. I was glad that he was so happy. It didn't even bother me having wiry pubic hairs tickle my nose, and feeling Mr. Granger grip my ears.

		"I thought so. You don't have to worry now. We're going to take care of you. Just keep sucking that cock."

		Dan was rubbing his cock against my pussy lips. I was surprised at first to feel the penetration, but soon Amanda's brother was thrusting his cock into me. My head was spinning and my body was trembling. The feeling was so good that I began to ride his cock.

		Dan noticed that I was starting to give in, and continued to pump his cock in and out of me.

		"That ass is a work of art. You have no idea how good it looks with my cock going inside you."

		"Ohhhhhh," I whimpered, my words muffled by Mr. Granger's huge cock. I continued to glide my tongue down his shaft and then up to the top only stopping for a moment to French-kiss and tease the huge mushroom head as I stroked it gently.

		Now I have to admit that even though at first I didn't ask for this, I was really began to enjoy giving him a blowjob. I didn't want him too cum quickly, so I started to tease his cock and give him a little more enjoyment. His cock was really turning me on and I thought to myself that I'm going to enjoy this too.

		So I began using my mouth and my tongue to experiment on his cock. My tongue was all over his shaft. As I reached the head of his cock, I really enjoyed teasing it as I French- kissed it all over.

		It seemed as though I was working on him for at least 10 or 15 minutes as I continued to ride Dan's cock long and deep and it was sending shockwaves thru my body. I threw my head back, my tits dangling over the bathroom's linoleum flooring.

		"Oh God, yeesssssss," I said. "Fill me up. Fuck my pussy! Fuck my little pussy good!"

		Mr. Granger started smacking my face with his cock again. "You gonna swallow all of Santa's cum?"

		All I could say was, "You fucking guys are going to drive me out of my mind!"

		My whole body began to shudder uncontrollably. My limbs were numb from the intense sensations between my legs. Dan's cock felt amazing inside me. I could feel every inch of throbbing manhood deep in the walls of my pussy.

		"Oh Brittany, I'm there babe. I'm gonna explode ....... Ah .......... inside of you!" Dan cried.

		At the same time, I felt ready to explode myself. Grinding myself against Dan with such force that my knees were a deep red. I felt the first spray of Dan's orgasm spew into me. He quickly pulled out and I could feel the warm jets of cum drizzle onto my back and down my ass. For some reason, I was sort of disappointed that he didn't shoot all of his cum into me, but I could feel those familial spasms of vaginal walls.

		Oh shit. I was there on the bathroom floor with one guy in my mouth, another guy's cum dripping out of my pussy, sliding off my ass, and I started cumming so hard, shaking and trembling. The orgasm seemed to last forever: it was definitely much longer than a male orgasm. Mr. Granger simultaneously shoved his cock deep into my mouth, causing his knees to start wobbling.

		Suddenly, the first jet exploded from the tip of Mr. Granger's penis. My eyes widened as I felt the sizzling hot cream burst into the back of my throat. Mr. Granger held my head in a vise-like grip as his cock pulsed and spat jet after jet into my mouth. My cheeks bulged, filled with the man's hot cum, and I felt my throat working against the spasming tip of his penis as I struggled to swallow the massive volume of Santa's ejaculation.

		Eventually, the pulses grew weaker and finally stopped.

		

		

		

		Part Six: Stain

		

	
		It was almost dark when Amanda finally showed up again. We said our goodbyes to the family and I was already feeling better because she seemed like she was in a good mood again. Also, the only thing I wanted to do was get out of these clothes and take a really long bath. I was exhausted --both mentally and physically.

		"So how was hanging out with Derrick?" I said once we were on the highway.

		"Oh, it was fine. We just sort of drove around and talked. He seems to have finally gotten his life together."

		"Oh really," I said, noticing what looked like a large cum stain on her dress.

		"Listen," Amanda said, changing the topic, "I want to tell you something, but I don't want you to get all crazy and freak out on me. Okay? Deal?"

		"I'm listening."

		Amanda hesitated. "Well --so, as it turns out, I guess my parents sort of knew that it was you the whole time."

		"What do you mean? What do you mean that they knew that it was me?"

		"Well, I bought the pink pill with my credit card, right? And my parents can look at my statements at any time since it's technically their credit card, right? I mean, they're paying for it. So when they asked what it was for I sort of froze up and told them."

		"Oh my God, Amanda! You're joking. Please tell me that you're joking."

		"Dan knew too," she said. "Why, did he tease you any? I figured he would."

		"I guess, a little," I mumbled.

		"Don't worry," Amanda said. "I think that they really like you."

		Suddenly I felt a small burp rise out of my stomach. It tasted like Santa.
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