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CHAPTER 1:

Christmas can mean a lot of different things to a lot of different people, and by Christmas I’m referring more to the secular winter holiday season than to the religious associations with the birth of Jesus. In my house Christmas was always called Christmas but Santa Claus was the focus, as I suspect he probably is in many homes.

I grew up loving the festive feeling and the family traditions. One of my favorite activities was helping my mom trim the tree. As a kid the tree was so important because that’s where all the gifts would be but I loved seeing it decorated and lit up even sans packages.

One of the more interesting traditions we had was including some very old ornaments that had been in the family for ages. Some grand, grand, grand something had supposedly brought them over from the Old Country and there had been a whole set of them but over the years some had gotten broken or lost so we were down to just a few remaining ornaments including a gorgeous hand crafted angel that always sat on top of the tree. That was my dad’s only contribution to the process as he was tasked with placing that family heirloom at the peak of the branches it was kind of cool that he had a ceremonial role in the thing, and he could reach the top with relative ease.

The rest of the antique ornaments were also quite beautiful and very unique and spacing them out and placing them in a good spot on the tree was always a high priority. You didn’t want to stick those so that they were facing against the wall where nobody could see them or something. Again I’m not even sure what relative they originally belonged to but it was a nice feeling knowing that they had survived all these years, more or less, and come to be in our care. To some people that might seem like a silly thing to take pride in when you can get perfectly nice ornaments everywhere but it made me happy so what the hell.

Now in case you’re worrying that this is just going to be a long nostalgic recounting of my family’s holiday decorations I should probably get to the point and mention why these particular ornaments are of special interest beyond their decorative value. In truth there is only one ornament in this story that I’m particularly interested in discussing further and that’s because of the highly unusual fact that whenever I hung it on a tree I immediately turned into a girl.


CHAPTER 2:

I was seven-years-old the first time this weird phenomenon took place. That was the first time it was ever my task to place that particular ornament and the transformation was so instantaneous that I literally felt nothing and wondered why everyone was freaking out around me. There was nothing unusual about the day or the tree or the ornament, as far as I could tell, and the damn thing had been hung up by my mother and my older sister Jenny many times before without incident, and the ornaments certainly didn’t come with any gender changing warnings included so it appeared that there was something special about me that triggered this unique event.

At the time everyone was panicked except me, because I didn’t see what all the fuss was about. I was still at the age where I pretty much believed that there really was a Santa Claus so all the magic in my soul hadn’t been crushed yet. I thought it was kind of cool and exciting. I had nothing against being a girl and actually liked a lot of things that my sister liked even if they were considered “traditionally” feminine.

“Let me see that thing,” my dad had said in his take charge voice, as if he could actually examine the object and detect what had caused my total gender transformation.

My dad was pretty handy with appliances and stuff but this problem was a bit out of his pay grade. Even so it’s the kind of the thing that a dad is going to want to do and understand that impulse more as I look back on it now.

After failing to find a solution my father set the ornament down on a table as my parents began to huddle in slightly hushed conversation which seemed to include references to doctors and the police and who knows what else. Meanwhile Jenny was teasing me about being a girl and becoming increasingly frustrated that I wasn’t getting upset about it. She even taunted that I should be forced to put on one of her dresses, which I happily agreed to do, which just made her even more pissed off. It’s hard to threaten someone with something that sounds like fun.

While my parents continued to discuss my situation and my sister tired of trying to bully me I casually picked up the ornament and hung it back on the tree. You would think that I had just picked up a grenade and pulled the pin the way my parents lunged into the room.

“Oh my God! Take that down immediately,” my mother practically shrieked.

I didn’t see what all the fuss was about but I just shrugged my shoulders and took the ornament off the tree. In a flash I was back to my old self. And that’s how we discovered the secret of the gender bending tree ornament.

My parents made me repeat the process a few times just to be sure but the results were always the same. Hang up the ornament become a girl, take it down turn back into a boy. Fortunately it wasn’t painful or unpleasant so I didn’t mind doing it repeatedly. What I couldn’t figure out was why it was such a big deal to everyone.

I grew up with an older sister who I greatly admired, aside from the fact that she could be a total brat, and I always enjoyed playing with her and even with her friends. At seven I felt no need to assert my manhood and obviously didn’t have any sort of sexual thoughts whatsoever. The difference between being a boy or a girl didn’t seem that extreme to me at the time so I asked if I could stay that way for a while.

My parents had to huddle again and they probably were saying words like “transgender” and “psychiatrist” but I wouldn’t have been aware of the meaning of that stuff so I just waited patiently for them to reach a verdict. Finally my mother told me that it was okay for me to remain a girl if I really wanted to but reminded me that I could change back at any time by simply removing the ornament from the tree.

Now that my status had the parental seal of approval Jenny seemed quite delighted to have a new “sister” to hang out with and dragged me off to her room where I was made to try on a variety of outfits until she found one she liked for me. Then she kind of fussed with my hair a little bit, although I didn’t really notice any big change, and then I was escorted down the stairs like I was a duchess at an embassy ball or something,

“Don’t you look pretty,” gushed my mother as my father just kind of grunted and stuck the angel on the top of the tree with less ceremony than usual.

“What are we going to call her?” asked Jenny. “She can’t be Tommy if she’s a girl.”

“Well how about Tammy?” my mother suggested. “That’s very similar. Would you like to be called Tammy sweetie?”

“Sure,” I replied happily.

I liked the idea of having a second identity. It seemed almost like a super power or something. Since school was on break anyway there wouldn’t be any complications to trying to explain how I had mysteriously become a female overnight so my mother seemed cool with the idea of letting me mess around with the whole girl thing for as long as I wanted to.

That turned out to be the entire Christmas vacation. I even got a few especially “girly” gifts which made the whole experience even more entertaining and started a new tradition in my family. From then on I celebrated the holiday season as Tammy.

Although we didn’t go out of our way to advertise it word spread around the neighborhood anyway and sometimes I would be called on to demonstrate the miraculous transition for skeptics and fans alike. It didn’t bother me at all and in fact I rather enjoyed the attention it brought me. I had a special “talent” that set me apart from other people and like most kids I enjoyed attention.

It wasn’t until puberty hit that the deeper implications of my gender changing started to take shape. I remember the Christmas I got my first bra, for example, as kind of a turning point in my life. I was 11-years-old and had a little something upstairs that couldn’t be ignored anymore. It felt funny to put it on the first time but it also felt like a rite of passage. I felt like I was growing into a woman, even if it was only for a couple of weeks each year although with my encouragement we started putting up our tree a little earlier each season and taking it down a little later so eventually I became female from around Thanksgiving to New Years.

That meant that my journey into womanhood would include menstruating, something that freaked me out the first time it happened, but grew to simply be a part of the tradition. It wasn’t as much fun as getting to wear makeup for the first time but it wasn’t the end of the world.

The big concern for my parents was whether they were totally fucking me up psychologically. When I was about thirteen they did actually have me see some sort of counselor who asked me a lot of questions about how I felt when I was Tommy compared to Tammy and so on and I did my best to answer them truthfully.

In all honesty I still didn’t see that big of a difference, aside from the physical change, but sexuality has a way of underscoring those differences and I was just stating my teenage years. Jenny and her friends, who were a little older than me, had definitely begun to think about boys. It became kind of obvious from the posters they would hang in their rooms and the conversations they would have about various guys at school, which was kind of weird to me since I knew those same guys when I was a boy most of the year. That made things a little confusing to me.

It only got more confusing as some of my male friends, who like pretty much everyone else in the neighborhood knew about my holiday tradition, started to pay more attention to me once Tammy was back in town. Like my sister I was a rather pretty girl with a rapidly developing body and that hadn’t gone unnoticed.

In truth I ended up kissing a boy before I had kissed a girl, in part because it was easier to agree to someone’s suggestion than it was to work up the courage to pitch the idea to someone else. Plus for some reason I tended to have more of an interest in sex when I was female during my teenage years despite what might have seemed logical.

That’s not to say that I wasn’t interested in girls at all when I was male but I did notice that I seemed more interested in boys when I was female. Again I liked not having to be the aggressor and letting someone else initiate any sort of physical contact. It was a more comfortable role to fit into for me and spared me the potential embarrassment of being rejected. Perhaps not the deepest thinking in the world but an honest and realistic assessment of my feelings.

Aside from a little hand holding or necking nothing much spectacular happened during my high school days as a boy or a girl but when I went away to college and my mother let me take the ornament with me things got heated up the first time the holidays rolled around.


CHAPTER 3:

I had two roommates in college, Duncan and Bradley, which I used to joke sounded kind of like a law firm since those could just as easily be last names as first names. We all got along pretty well and shared some things in common and had our differences too, which is to be expected when you’re randomly assigned a couple of total strangers to live with.

I explained my strange holiday custom to them right up front and said that I would be putting up a small tree in the room so that I could hang up the ornament as I always did at that time of the year. I wanted to make sure that they would be cool with the idea of having a female roommate for a few weeks, even if I was planning to go home for part of the break. For one thing I wanted to explain why I had female clothing and cosmetics in my belongings since that was bound to raise some questions otherwise.

Bradley had already gone home by the time I put the tree up so Duncan was the only one to actually watch me hang up the ornament and become Tammy. Although the feeling of transforming was always the same the results were always a bit of a surprise because I was a year older than the Christmas before and I was physically changing and maturing the whole time without being able to see it. That first time becoming female in college kind of stood out because my body seemed to have lurched forward a bit noticeably. My hips were a little wider and my boobs a little bigger, at least they seemed that way to me.

Duncan, of course, had never seen me as a female in person, although he had seen a few pictures of me as Tammy over the years and I even had a short video of the process that I kept on my phone to convince non-believers. Now he was grinning from ear to ear as he stood looking at Tammy in the flesh for the first time.

“Wow, you look even hotter than I thought you would,” he said lasciviously.

“What, you were thinking about what I’d look like as a girl?” I said with a laugh.

“Hell yeah, I saw those pictures. I couldn’t wait for you to put up that damn tree,” he replied.

“Why?” I asked, probably sounding like a total clueless idiot.

“Because I couldn’t wait to have a hot sexy babe for a roommate, that’s why,” said Duncan as he moved closer to me and put his hands on my hips. “Don’t tell me you didn’t think about what that would do to me.”

I suppose I hadn’t thought about what that would do to him, or Bradley, or any other man for that matter but I probably should have. Jenny had warned me that every guy I ran into on campus would probably want to fuck me but I kind of dismissed that. And of course I knew that boys liked me as Tammy and most of the guys I had made out with were friends of mine when I was male but I was still a little taken aback by Duncan’s aggressiveness.

“Take your shirt off,” Duncan suggested.

“Just like that?” I shot back with a crooked smile.

“Yeah, why not? I’ll bet you’ve got great looking tits, let’s see them.”

I thought about it for a moment and then removed my sweatshirt cross hand, the way my sister had taught me, and revealed my bare upper body. Since I had been wearing male clothes when I hung up the ornament I was still in my sweatshirt and jeans, my jeans at any rate as I tossed my sweatshirt on the bed.

“Fuck man, those are impressive,” said Duncan in a tone of voice that made me laugh.

“Okay now you’ve seen them, are you satisfied?” I asked.

“Are you kidding? You think I can see tits like that and just forget about it?” he asked as he put his hands on my hips again. “I mean it’s not like you’re a virgin or something...are you?”

I just kind of looked down a little ashamed to answer.

“Holy shit, I just assumed...I mean...hell...it would be an honor to take your virginity if you wanted me to,” he said.

“Well...I guess there wouldn’t be any harm in that,” I said. “I mean I’ve got to try it sometime right?”

“Yeah right, absolutely,” said Duncan enthusiastically.

“Okay, how do we start this?” I asked.

“We should probably kiss or something,” Duncan suggested.

“Okay,” I said willingly.

A moment later I was kissing my roommate and it was a nice feeling. We stood kissing for a while and somewhere along the line Duncan pulled off his shirt so our bare flesh was touching as we embraced. My nipples got kind of tingly as they rubbed against his chest and I felt a similar sensation down between my legs.

After some more kissing we got naked and climbed on top of the bed. While I was definitely a virgin from the standpoint of never having had sex with a man before I had certainly learned how to masturbate and even gotten a vibrator from Jenny as a private Christmas present so I wasn’t totally unprepared for what was about to happen to me.

Duncan had me lie on my back and spread my legs open and then he got between my legs and pressed his cock up against my slit. I knew this was a landmark moment in my life and wondered whether I should wait for a less spontaneous situation but a moment later his prick was sliding into me and that was that.

“Oooohhhh…” I moaned loudly.

“It doesn’t hurt too much does it?” asked Duncan.

“No, it feels really good. I don’t know why I made that sound.”

“Hey that’s okay, you can make any sound you like.”

It was kind of crazy to be fucking my roommate but kind of cool at the same time. It had always seemed quite logical that if I was going to fool around with a guy it would be with someone I already knew who knew my unusual situation. I had given a hand job a couple of times but I had never let  anyone put their dick inside me before but that was obviously going to happen sometime. Like billions of people before me my curiosity was just too strong.

Sometimes after I had made out with someone they would try to tease me about it later when I was male again but I had learned very quickly to defend myself in those situations by threatening to spread the word around campus to all the girls that the guy was a lousy kisser or pointing out that they weren’t likely to get a repeat performance next Christmas if they ragged me too hard.

“Ummmm...God...yes….yes…” I whimpered as Duncan picked up the pace of his thrusting inside me.

I felt kind of wet and warm and squishy as he plunged into my box over and over again. Usually you don’t think of repetitive tasks as being enjoyable but this was definitely an exception to the rule. Each stroke felt better than the last and the cumulative effect kept pushing me deeper and deeper into a state of euphoria.

By the time Duncan started to ejaculate inside me I had already cum myself and was feeling an amazing sense of joy and happiness and love and compassion. In short it was pretty much everything I think you wanted to feel during the holiday season and I had a feeling that I had just started a new tradition.


CHAPTER 4:

I mentioned before that for some reason I seemed to have more interest in sexuality when I was a girl than when I was a boy and now that I’d actually had sex that interest just intensified all the more. My female body had always been more sensitive and responsive to stimulation and it was more of a total body experience as well. Pinching my nipples as a female, for example, could be quite arousing while doing it as a man basically did nothing for me. There was a tremendous amount of energy in the tip of my dick but it was a much more localized sensation.

Another consideration was the fact that I loved the way my female body looked. My curves seemed very sensual to me and my hips, my boobs and my ass just seemed to radiate sexuality. I felt more attractive as a girl and I got a kick out of seeing how attractive I could make myself look to boys.

My sister was certainly a master of that and I followed her lead religiously. My mother would never have let us dress like total sluts but Jenny knew how to be “tastefully suggestive” as she put it. Having well-developed breasts put cleavage in our arsenal. Any kind of top that displayed a little inner boob curvature could be a powerful trigger in a man’s brain suggesting the wonders that might be contained within that barrier of cloth. Even a modestly cropped top that displayed a hint of bare torso could inspire feelings of lust. Tight pants, short skirts, the list went on and on.

Of course this strategy was easier to deploy if you were gifted with certain natural looks but I had seen that every woman had tools at her disposal to improve her appearance or simply change it for a dramatic new look. Jenny and her friends delighted in doing “makeovers” to see what they could come up with.

It was certainly more time consuming to deal with all of the various tactics of feminine beauty enhancement but I didn’t really mind, even though it was in stark contrast to my usually casual, sometimes almost indifferent approach to dressing myself as a man. I was never really sloppy and had pretty impeccable grooming but much of the time my fashion choices were more about being clean and comfortable than about enticing members of the opposite sex.

It was kind of funny thinking about the idea of an “opposite sex” when I spent at least some time each year as both. Since I was male a majority of the time, and had been born that way, I naturally tended to think of my male state as the “regular” one and my female state as the “different” one but when I was Tammy I certainly felt 100% female.

Being male most of the time certainly gave me a lot of insight into the minds of other males where females were concerned. Even my friends who knew that I sometimes turned female never seemed to think of that when I was male. I was sometimes kind of strange to hear their overtly graphic sexual objectification of girls I knew or celebrities knowing that when I was a girl this was no doubt the way they talked about me but I tried not to make a big thing of it.

It seemed pretty obvious to me that a major defining attribute of importance in the mind of a young man was demonstrating his ability to get laid, preferably by the hottest girls or the most girls or the dirtiest girls or something. You could justify almost anything if you explained that it was a chance to get your dick wet.

I certainly listened to all of that and logged it for future reference and tried not to think too harshly of my fellow men. I probably wouldn’t have been in total agreement with all of that even if I wasn’t a part-time female but since I was it did make it a little harder to totally be one of the gang.

After fucking Duncan that first time we just got dressed and went about our business. It wasn’t like we were suddenly lovers and talking about buying a house together or something. The closest I’d ever come to having a “boyfriend” was my pal Randy Archer back in high school where we got kind of close in a boy/girl way for one Christmas season. I guess I did have kind of a crush on him because he was really cute and we hung out a lot and fooled around a lot and then I was male again and that was that. A vacation “fling” was all I was ever going to have with any boy so I never really thought about ongoing relationships.

Duncan, on the other hand, was a slightly different case because we lived together. After he took my virginity he wanted to take me as often as he could and I had no objections to that. Since we were having so much sex we started sleeping together and I even bought some sexy lingerie to wear to bed but the clock was always ticking and we both knew that.

I give Duncan a lot of credit for teaching me a lot about sex. He took my virginity and I gave him my first blowjob and I even let him experiment with sticking a couple of well-lubricated fingers up my ass. It was a very memorable holiday season that only got more so when Bradley finally came back.

Knowing when Bradley would likely be coming through the door I decided to give him a special greeting. I put on some tiny pink panties and a very cropped t-shirt with no bra that showed a ton of under boob and then casually positioned myself on the sofa with my tablet trying to look like I was engrossed in an e-book or something.

“Am I in the right room?” Bradley asked as soon as he had come home and spotted me on the couch.

“Oh, hey dude, how was your trip?” I replied without looking away from my screen.

“Tom?”

“Actually I prefer to be called Tammy when I’m like this,” I replied.

“Holy crap, that ornament thing really works?”

“Did you think I was bullshitting you?”

“No, not exactly, but you’ve got to admit it’s kind of a cray thing to wrap your head around.”

“Well you won’t have to deal with it for too long, the semester is going to start pretty soon,” I said as I tossed the tablet down and went over to the mini fridge and poked around in it, giving him a great view of my ass in the process.

“Let me look at you,” said Bradley as he finally put his luggage down.

I closed the fridge and went over to where he was standing and did a little twirl before striking a pose.

“What do you think?” I asked coyly.

“You don’t want to know what I think,” he said with a chuckle.

“Oh yeah...maybe I do,” I said as I looked at his crotch. “If that tent pole is any indication I think I have a pretty good idea of what you think.”

I wasn’t normally the aggressor but I knew that Bradley had a terrific body and I had been thinking about that a lot while he was gone. Not to say that Duncan wasn’t a stud but Bradley was the most athletic of the three of us and Bradley was more likely to be lifting weights with his shirt off while Duncan and I were playing some video game.

Getting down on my knees I unfastened Bradley’s pants and fished out his very hard penis. I’d caught glimpses of his dick before but never erect and it was quite an impressive specimen once it was fully aroused.

I was no BJ expert by any means but I had been getting some practice in with Duncan and I felt pretty certain that Bradley would appreciate my efforts which he definitely appeared to do. He was grunting away and by the end he had his hand on the back of my head as he put a thick load of cum in my mouth which I happily swallowed completely.

“Welcome home baby,” I said with a crooked grin as I looked up at him and licked my lips before returning to the sofa and picking up my tablet.

The sexual genie was out of the bottle and there was no putting it back in now.


CHAPTER 5:

The holiday was nearing its end and I had two roommates who now wanted to spend as much of it with their cocks inside me as they could so I was a very busy girl. Call me shallow or a slut or whatever you want but I totally got off on the idea that two hot guys were completely obsessed with me and actually competing sometimes for the privilege of getting to screw me. At one point I thought they might actually come to blows over it so I knew I had to step in and ease the tension, well the angry tension at any rate because the sexual tension was almost unbearable.

“Hey, stop acting like jerks. You know I think both of you guys are great and we all get along fantastically well so the obvious answer is that you both fuck me at the same time,” I said.

Now knowing men the way I did, being one most of the time, I knew that there was a certain desire to prove who the “alpha” in the room was but at the same time I also knew that the potential to double team a hot chick was something that most guys would never want to pass up so we all got naked and I became the soft creamy filling sandwiched between their hard bodies.

We did the double blowjob thing for a while where I got between them and sucked them off in alternating fashion, keeping the other cock in play with my hand while my mouth was devouring the primary target. That was incredibly arousing and I couldn’t believe how wet my pussy was getting.

That led to me getting on my hands and knees so that Bradley could nail me from behind while I blew Duncan in front of me and I very quickly had an orgasm that made it a little hard to stay focused on giving head so I just stroked Duncan in between my wild cries and gulps for air before getting under control enough to resume sucking him properly.

“Hey, if you guys want to try something really wild I don’t mind if one of you wants to stick it in my ass,” I suggested, totally out of my head with lust and probably not thinking clearly.

Fortunately since Duncan had been prepping me for anal with his fingers he rushed to fill my ass with his cock, which was slightly smaller than Bradley’s but not exactly a toothpick either. It took a little jockeying to get us all in position where both my anus and my pussy could be stuffed at the same time but we’d all seen a lot of porn so we had some idea of how to do it and before too long I was getting double penetrated by my roommates who had put aside any masculine reservations about touching another naked man in their fevered desire to gang bang me.

I felt like, well I don’t really know what I felt like. A star? A whore? A queen? The horniest little slut on campus? Maybe all of those things sort of rolled into one. It was a sensual overload that’s for sure and resulted in a second orgasm that practically ripped my stomach muscles apart.

I wondered whether Jenny had ever done anything like this or would even consider doing it. I knew she was beautiful and popular and being older had been getting laid longer than I had but she had never hinted at the possibility of being in a three-way before. I had a feeling that if my mom knew what I was doing she would have never let me take the ornament away with me to college but so be it. Bradley and Duncan were my buddies. We lived together and shared a lot of stuff. Now we were sharing an experience that everyone would probably remember fondly for a very long time.

Fortunately they both finished up inside me around the same time so there was no big awkward thing of someone having to pull and watch for a long time, and the double penetration didn’t last all that long since we had been doing so much leading up to that. That was probably a good thing because my virgin ass was taking a beating and as much as I enjoyed the feeling there was an element of relief when it was done.

A couple of days later it was time to take down the tree, and hence the ornament, and go back to the old routine. I did it quietly with no ceremony while the other guys weren’t there so that there wouldn’t be some big emotional scene or anything and fortunately life did go on as before except that it didn’t totally because something had been awakened in me that wasn’t going to be suppressed easily.


CHAPTER 6:

Ten percent of a year. That was roughly how much time I spent being female on the average, or at least I should say how much time I spent in a female body because my brain didn’t seem to be totally onboard with the idea of flipping back to manhood once I had started fucking.

I used to think it was kind of silly and immature of my male buddies to be so obsessed with sex all of the time but now I knew exactly what they felt, only I was feeling it about having sex as a girl.

Call it shallow or superficial or whatever you will but I was pretty cock crazed and it was beginning to be a problem for me. I had always looked forward to the holiday season when I would get to be Tammy again but now the thought of waiting 11 months for my next shot seemed almost unbearable. It certainly didn’t help that I was living with the two guys I had fucked and that the sweet memory of pressing myself up against their naked flesh while they penetrated me was still quite fresh in my mind.

Believe me I tried to rationalize it by saying that I only felt this way because I had my first serious sexual experiences as a woman and if I just had similar ones as a man I would be just fine. The problem was I had never been nearly as sexually motivated as a man as I was as a woman so the idea of racing out and trying to bag some tail just to reassert my manhood didn’t seem all that appealing to me. I was thinking about cocks and that was a hard thing to shake from my head.

That was the first time I started to consider the idea that I might be gay. That probably seems a little hard to believe since I’ve previously stated that my sexual impulses had always been greater when female and that I never had any compunctions about fooling around with boys and a number of other statements that might have caused you to draw your own conclusion that I was actually homosexual but for me it was kind of a shock to think about.

For one thing gay porn had never done anything for me. I could watch “straight” porn and get turned on by the guy in the video but unless he was fucking a girl or maybe just solo jacking off it wasn’t my cup of tea. That didn’t really make much sense to me because I enjoyed giving head and I figured I could probably learn to really enjoy doing anal if I tried it more often, and I could certainly see myself as a “bottom” to a stronger more dominant male.

The logic said to me that if you were a man who was sexually attracted to other men then you were gay, but I also happened to be a man who preferred being a woman, at least where sex was concerned, and that made my situation a lot harder to categorize or make sense of. I had honestly never heard of anyone else who could change their gender back and forth quite as easily as I did, at least in a total biological sense.

Then I started to wonder if I was just being too picky. Sure I liked having sex with guys when I was female but how did I really know that I wouldn’t like doing it as a man as well? I tried to picture myself blowing Duncan and or Bradley when I was male and it was a pretty hot thing to contemplate. Maybe I wouldn’t enjoy watching it as a guy-on-guy video but I couldn’t imagine that it wouldn’t be fun to try. On the other hand I also couldn't imagine either of my roommates being up for that sort of thing. The fact that I might be willing to perform a gay sex act on them didn’t mean that they would be willing to receive it. Of course there was a big world out there outside of my dorm room so if I wanted to explore gay sex I just had to leave the comfort zone of the sure thing I had going on with my roommates.

As it turned out I may have still harbored some sexual desires for my roommates once I was back in my male body but they seemed to just accept the switch quite casually, which was probably for the best in the long run because I really was at college to study and work hard and get my degree, not just use it as an excuse to suck every cock on campus dry for the next four years, as appealing as that sounded.

I suppose I could have attempted to date women in between the holidays but my heart wasn’t really in it, which did allow me to focus more on my classwork. And by the same token I could have tried dating men but as much as the sex appeal was still there the lack of my feminine identity kind of cooled my jets. It wasn’t like a “thing” in my head that told me not to be gay or worries that somehow I’d be vilified for an alternative lifestyle choice it just didn’t grab me the way being female grabbed me, I suppose in part because I had always enjoyed being a girl every year long before I attached any sexual connotation to it at all.

As Spring Break approached Bradley posed an interesting question that I had never really thought about before.

“So does that ornament have to be hung on a Christmas tree or could we just hang it on a nail or something?” he asked.

“Fuck if I know,” I replied with a laugh. “I wonder why I never thought of that before.”

We fished out the ornament and Bradley found a safe spot to drive in a nail that would be sturdy enough to hold the thing and then I tried hanging it on that but to no avail.

“Something to do with Christmas trees, I guess, or maybe Christmas in general,” I said with a shrug. “It is a Christmas ornament and I have no idea what triggers it other than being put on a tree or taken off.”

That seemed to settle the issue but a couple of days later Bradley got a package from Amazon and in it was a small artificial Christmas tree which he set up where the original tree had been. I thought it was kind of crazy to spend the money on something like that but it was certainly worth a shot.

“Holy shit!” I squealed in my feminine voice when I realized I had actually become a girl again.

“Well I’ll be damned,” said Bradley with a grin. “If that’s all it takes then it was money well-spent.”

Just to test it out I took the ornament off the tree and immediately became male again. Then I hung it back up and was once again a woman.

“Wow, I wish I had known that earlier,” I chuckled.

“So now that you’re female again...want to fuck?” asked Bradley.

“Hell yeah,” I replied.

We both tore off our clothes as quickly as we could and Bradley had me on my back on the edge of the bed while he stood between my legs and slipped his cock inside me. It was such a pleasant surprise and I just couldn’t believe how good it felt. It also made me happy that my sex appeal seemed as strong as it had been before and it was pretty obvious that Bradley had been thinking about fucking me again by trying to come up with alternative methods of inducing my transformation.

“Oh, baby, you can’t believe how good this feels,” Bradley moaned.

“Yeah I can, because I was about to say the same thing,” I replied.

“Things are just so much better when you’re a chick.”

“I agree, but I’ve got to be a little careful with this. My top priority is studying and I can’t very well go to class like this,” I insisted.

“Of course baby, I understand, but think of how much better the evenings and weekends will be,” Bradley pointed out.

Naturally I did think about that, although only briefly at that time because I was kind of distracted by having my pussy stuffed with big beautiful cock. It was just so funny how quickly and easily I went from bro to bitch. A few minutes ago I was a dude helping Bradley set up the little fake tree and now I was “baby” lying on my back with my legs spread open while he fucked the hell out of me. It was as instantaneous as flipping a switch.

Suddenly it wasn’t a switch being flipped it was my whole body as Bradley flipped me over so that I was sprawled out face down on the mattress while he finished me up from behind. I really loved it when a guy knew what he wanted to do and just did it. Normally if we were thinking about moving a piece of furniture or something all three of us would have to weigh in on it and there would be a lot of discussion and maybe even some spirited debate but in bed the boys kind of took over, which was fine by me. I wasn’t likely to be disappointed by whatever they came up with.

Bradley groaned deeply as he began to ejaculate and I clutched at the blankets and breathed heavily in between little gulping yips of pleasure. The door had now been unlocked to my potentially unlimited womanhood, which was thrilling but also a little scary. With great power comes great responsibility and I hoped that I was up to the task of being responsible.


CHAPTER 7:

“Show us your tits baby, show us your tits!”

I was hearing a lot of that as I walked along a crowded beach in my tiny bikini, and I usually obliged the request by yanking down my top and letting the girls pop out briefly before sticking the guns back in their holster. It was my first Spring Break experience and I was there to revel in every bit of the debauchery it offered.

Our merry little band of three was supplemented on this trip by a very pretty girl named Denise who was a frequent fuck buddy of Duncan’s. We were all sharing a room with two beds but everyone had agreed that there were no hard and fast rules about much of anything. So Denise was ostensibly there because of Duncan but that didn’t mean that she would be with him exclusively. In fact it was just the two of us girls strolling along the beach while the boys were off drinking somewhere.

Since I had always been a girl only in the winter I had never had the chance to strut around in a bathing suit. Going outside usually meant bundling up with a coat, or at least a sweater so it felt really liberating to be out in public in something that was even more revealing than my usual underwear was.

“Hey, show us your tits!”

Denise and I happily flashed another caller and then continued our casual walk through the sea of humanity packed up against an actual sea.

“You know we should get something out of this,” said Denise. “At Mardi Gras you at least get some beads for flashing your boobs.”

“What would we ask for?” I inquired.

“I don’t know, booe maybe?” Denise suggested.

We settled on a swig of beer for a quick reveal and a shot of hard liquor for a snapshot. Realistically these guys weren’t toting around a lot of stuff with them on the beach and we were happy to show the goods anyway so it was more a matter of principle I suppose you would say.

The new policy turned out to be quite effective, perhaps maybe a little too much so even as we both were getting a little tipsy from all the booze we were downing. Still we felt quite clever about the fact that we were getting our buzz on for free while the guys were off paying for it.

Eventually we found a spot where we could actually stretch out and bask in the sunshine for a while and it was kind of nice to have someone to do a little female bonding with. Denise knew about my secret since she had visited our dorm room a number of times and it just seemed easier to tell her the truth rather than make up some story. She had naturally been skeptical so I had to go through the whole male to female and back again thing to convince her but by now she seemed totally comfortable with the idea and when I was a girl she saw me as a girl.

“So was it hard for you to get used to the idea of guys hitting you?” asked Denise as we enjoyed the sunshine and eye candy.

“Not really. Surprising at first I suppose, since they were usually guys who knew me as a boy first, but looking through their eyes I guess it seemed totally natural and it kind of did to me too,” I replied.

“It must get kind of interesting having two male roommates,” Denise pointed out. “And it’s totally cool, I’m not trying to be jealous or anything but I do kind of envy your position.”

“It is what it is I guess,” I said with a chuckle. “We’re all good friends and when I’m a girl we just get friendlier I suppose.”

“Well hopefully we’ll all get friendlier on this trip.”

I didn’t know whether Denise meant that she wanted to fuck Bradley as well as Duncan or whether she meant that she wanted to fuck me but I was certainly open to the proposition. I didn’t have any experience being with another girl but it sounded like fun and I was here to have as much fun as I could get.

We did get hit on a few times while we were sunbathing but not as much as we probably would have on a normal beach. Two hot, virtually naked, chicks on a blanket usually tends to stand out but on Spring Break there were beautiful bikini bods on display everywhere you looked. Instead of intimidating me it actually came as sort of a relief. This was a place where guys expected to swing and miss a lot but not take it too hard because there were plenty more fish in the sea. I didn’t have a lot of experience with this sort of thing and I didn’t like the idea of hurting anyone’s feelings so it was probably better if I didn’t stand out from the crowd too much.

Later Denise and I went to meet up with the guys at a restaurant we had picked out as our rallying point and after quite a long wait for a table we enjoyed a pretty tasty meal. I wasn’t much of a drinker so it was probably good that I was getting some food in my stomach but I had a feeling that it wouldn’t do the rest of the gang any harm either.

After eating we did a bar crawl and spent some time dancing, which was kind of a fun new experience for me, and then we just sort of found ourselves near our motel and decided to go back to our room. That’s where things started to get really interesting.

“Well I guess if there’s just one room and the two beds we’re going to end up seeing each other fucking,” said Bradley, “so maybe we should all just get naked and go to it. I don’t think anybody wants to hide under a blanket or put a robe on every time they want to get out of bed.”

That seemed like a good point so we all just stripped and then kind of stood there looking at each other with slightly goofy expressions. Duncan, who was theoretically Denise’s “date” made the first move and took her over to one bed so Bradley followed his lead and took me to the other. Both couples started kissing and fooling around and it was hard not to glance over from time-to-time to see what Duncan and Denise were up to. I’d never seen anyone else fucking in person before so I was kind of curious to watch.

Of course I was primarily focused on what Bradley and I were doing, which was a lot of kissing and hand stuff as I stroked his shaft and he fingered my muff. When I noticed Denise climbing on top of Duncan and lowering herself onto his cock I decided to do the same thing with Bradley just for fun. Denise caught my eye and winked at me so I suspected she was as intrigued by the sight of another couple fooling around as I was.

As we rode our men we kept looking at each other and kind of fell into a pattern of trying to copy what the other one was doing. If Denise cupped her breasts I cupped my breasts. If I put my hands behind my head she did the same. It was sort of like fucking next to a mirror and even though it was kind of silly it was also really hot.

“Reverse cowgirl,” Denise suddenly called out.

I saw her turn around so that she was now riding Duncan facing away from him so I did likewise and we both giggled hysterically for some reason. Then the sublime pleasure of penetration overtook us again and we went back to moaning and squealing.

“Doggy,” I shouted a little later and the boys were onto the game by now and happily flipped us over and started doing us from behind.

At that point things kind of turned into a cum contest to see who could last the longest. Boys will be boys and I knew that my roommates were competitive guys so they were no doubt each trying to prove their manhood by outlasting the other. That was perfectly fine with me because the longer that big cock was pounding my pussy the more euphoric I felt.

To their credit neither one of them was playing it safe by slowing down or pulling out in between thrusts. They were both pumping away like mad which had Denise and I practically screaming. In the spirit of competition I would have liked to have helped Bradley win but there wasn’t much I could really do as I was just being hammered into the mattress and biting on a pillow to muffle my wilder vocal outbursts.

When I felt Bradley tense up right before depositing his hot seed into my box I turned my head and saw that Duncan seemed to still be going strong so I just focused on the pleasant fact that my buddy was ejaculating inside me after an absolutely sensational fuck.

After Bradley pulled out of me he seemed too tired to move very far and just kind of lay on top of my back for a few until we both rolled over and watched our friends driving towards the finish line. I certainly hoped that Bradley didn’t take it too seriously, because I knew that he had nothing to be ashamed of in the stamina department, but I also knew what it was like to be a man and what kind of stupid shit often gets stuck in your head, especially when it comes to something involving your dick.

When Duncan and Denise finished we gave them a nice round of applause and everybody had a good laugh over the whole crazy situation. This was exactly the kind of thing that I liked because it kept sex from becoming this big serious thing with relationship aspects and so on. It could get really intense but it was still just kind of a game to me, and one where I was just beginning to learn the rules.


CHAPTER 8:

I enjoyed having my male friends put their sperm in and or on me, whatever the case might be. I would imagine for a lot of guys that would be something of a nightmare to contemplate and possibly a humiliating experience that they’d have a hard time coping with but I knew what that sweet relief felt like and I was happy to help facilitate that with people I genuinely liked. Plus it was such a tangible sign of success. Oddly I even kind of liked the sticky stuff though it was a little hard to explain why. When I masturbated as a man I wanted it to be as neat and clean as humanly possible and hated getting jizz on my hand but I would happily open my mouth as a woman and let a guy pump is goo right down my throat, or rub it all over my tits if he busted a nut on my bosom. I guess cum is just better if it’s someone else’s cum.

Of course it was also during that trip that I discovered how much fun it could be to fool around with another woman. The first time it happened was kind of by accident. Denise and I had gone shopping while the boys went to a strip club and we were all going to meet up later at some nightclub. Denise and I were running a little late so we decided to hop in the shower together to save time and that’s when things turned interesting.

I was honestly just trying to get washed up and dressed to go meet the boys but Denise was being very playful in the shower. She started rubbing some body wash all over me but as she did she let her hands linger on my breasts and started tweaking my nipples. I think I tried to brush it off with some kind of a joke but when her hand got between my legs and she started to feel me up I realized things were getting a bit more serious.

“Do you like that?” asked Denise as her fingers worked my slit.

“Uh huh,” I replied softly.

“You know you look really beautiful when you’re being fucked,” she commented.

“So do you.”

“Do you like fucking girls?” asked Denise. “I mean, when you’re not a guy.”

“Ah...I’ve never tried it,” I said.

I didn’t mention that I’d never fucked a girl when I was a guy either because she obviously just assumed that I had.

“I had a friend in high school that I used to fool around with sometimes. Nothing serious. We’d kiss and rub our tits together and that kind of a stuff but when I got to college my roommate talked me into trying this two-headed dildo with her,” Denise explained.

“Oh my God!” I giggled.

“Yeah it was this huge black thing and we were both kind of drunk and being silly and it took forever to figure out how to actually get the damn thing to stay inside both of us at the same time,” Denise said with a laugh.

“Did you ever figure it out?”

“Oh, yeah, but we just kind of gave up on that after a while and started using our hands instead and that led to pussy licking and, well, what can I say? You know I wouldn’t mind licking your pussy sometime if you were up for it.”

“Yeah, I’d give it a try,” I said enthusiastically. “I’m willing to try just about anything.”

“I had a feeling you might say that,” Denise chuckled. “You seem to really like sex.”

“I do. I’m a total slut,” I joked.

“That’s great. Sluts rule,”said Denise. “I’m sure I’ll settle down with some guy eventually and become a respectable lady but fuck it...I’m young, I just want to party and have fun right now.”

I knew I was never going to be able to settle down and become a respectable lady but I understood her feelings entirely. Whether I was a guy or a girl I felt like there was so much to explore in life that I didn’t want to get too serious too quickly. Fortunately our little group seemed to be pretty much on the same page so there was no jealousy or anything like that. There was plenty of “mixing and matching” as far as sexual partners were concerned on that trip.

In one particularly memorable experience we pushed the two beds together to make one giant play area and then all piled on top of each other in something that was kind of a cross between Naked Twister and an orgy. If I saw a dick I grabbed it or sucked it or jumped on top of it and if I saw a pussy I licked it or poked it and the same was being done to me. I was curious to see if the boys would be inspired to take a page out of the bi-sexual book and maybe give each other a little attention the way Denise and I were but they stayed conspicuously straight.

That romp was too flexible and ever changing to describe it in any sort of play-by-play detail but one of the moments that sticks out in my mind is when I was on my back near the foot of the bed while Duncan stood on the floor and pounded my pussy while Denise rode my face. That got capped off by Bradley straddling my torso on his knees so that Denise could bend over and suck his cock. It felt like we were all interlocking parts and that once we were connected the electricity started to flow through all of us. I guess I probably felt that the most because I was the only one physically touching all three of the others at once but I’m sure everyone got some kind of a rush out of it.

The only downside was that as the action wore on that night the beds started to push apart and suddenly we all kind of ended up on a pile on the floor. Fortunately no one was hurt and we just kept going in that cramped little space between the beds. I don’t know about everybody else but on the “fun meter” that night rated near the top of my list.


CHAPTER 9:

It was a good thing that I liked school for the educational aspects because it made it easier for me to focus on something other than just having a good time. It gave me an “excuse” to be male much of the time, although I usually couldn’t wait for the chance to hang the ornament back up and become Tammy again.

I couldn’t wait to get back to my room and put on something “casual” like panties and a cropped T-shirt or tank top with no bra under it. It was incredibly comfortable but I knew it fueled the guy’s imaginations so I dressed more conservatively sometimes if I just wanted to study and get some work done. They kind of knew that when I was in my “playful” attire I was probably up for just about anything, even if it was just a quickie. Getting their rocks off pleased me to no end and I know they appreciated it.

Of course I do have to say that living two distinctly different identities wasn’t always the easiest thing to do, although the more time I spent being Tammy the more her interests and personality traits started to dominate. And while many things about me were the same no matter what body I inhabited at the moment I was starting to notice little ways that I was different as a girl, aside from the obvious physical and sexual ones.

Society has for a long time attempted to promote some very specific gender roles. I had become aware of that as a little girl in the way the my friends tended to view me as an entirely different creature, even though we had grown up together and shared many of the same interests. It was just ingrained in their minds that girls automatically wouldn’t like “boy stuff” even if I still liked it just fine. And even my relationship with my sister was very different and much closer when I was her sister and not her brother.

When we got back from Spring Break I wondered whether I would have strong sexual urges for Denise when I was male again, since I had enjoyed fucking her as a girl, but it honestly wasn’t anything like I thought it might have been. I found it kind of odd because I still thought she was really attractive but somehow being with her when I had a dick instead of a pussy didn’t seem quite right.

One cool thing though was that Denise and I started hanging out sometimes as gal pals and that led to me meeting some of her female friends and before long I was even going out on some “girls’ night” events. It was nice to make new friends and very interesting to hear a female perspective on things from someone other than my sister. These girls could drink and be just as raunchy as the guys but there was also this underlying sense of solidarity. Women get subjected to a lot of bullshit that men will never experience and you could feel that everyone empathized with each other, which I thought was quite beautiful.

At first I didn’t tell any of my new friends about my strange dual identity but Denise encouraged me to do it so I did. I was afraid that it would make them uncomfortable that I was only a part-time girl, and perhaps even a little afraid of me because my situation was so freaky, but they seemed to welcome me into the female community with open arms. If anything the fact that I chose to be a girl when I didn’t have to be one seemed to impress them all the more.

It wasn’t that big of a deal when I thought I could only be female at Christmas. There was no point in any sort of long range planning or time to really make new friends. Most of the year I was going to be male so that’s what I considered my “real” life. Now I wasn’t so sure.

I had no idea what would happen if I just started showing up for my classes as a girl. In some of them it probably wouldn’t even be noticed but in others it would be hard to explain that I was really the same Tom Jackson who had been there from the start. It just seemed more practical to keep my “official” identity male, even if I was spending more and more time being female.

As my first year of college neared its end I resolved that I would take that little tree home with me and hang the ornament up in my room and spend the entire summer being a woman. My family already knew that I had found a way to remain female longer, and that I was taking full advantage of it, so I assumed it wouldn’t be any great shock for them to deal with me as Tammy for a solid three months. It would be pretty much like Christmas but in warmer weather.

I suppose I had some images of an extended Spring Break experience in my mind of endless parties and wild sex but I really had no clear agenda laid out. I just planned to kick back and see what options presented themselves. Whatever I was doing if I was doing it as a girl it was bound to be interesting.


CHAPTER 10:

Now as I said before the boys in my neighborhood that I grew up with knew about my strange ability to switch gender and they had generally accepted it pretty well. And as I also said when I got a bit older some of them not only accepted it they welcomed it because they found me attractive and wanted to fool around.

Of course being back home after a year away at college I suppose I probably looked a little different than I had done the last time they had seen me, and nobody in my old stomping grounds had ever seen me as a woman when it wasn’t the holiday season. The moment I touched base with any of my old male buddies the sexual tension was practically sizzling.

My first encounter with an old pal was just random chance when I was eating at my favorite fast food joint. It was just this little kind of old place but the food was fantastic and I had been looking forward to eating there again for a long time. As I sat alone at a booth I noticed a guy named Dan Perkins that I had known since the 4th grade. We weren’t super close friends but we used to ride bikes around the neighborhood and stuff like that so I called out to him as he was carrying his tray of food looking for a place to sit.

“Hey Dan, how’s it going?” I said.

Dan looked at me for a moment and I could tell that he was having a hard time figuring out who I was. He still had a quizzical look on his face as he came over slowly and sat across from me.

“Not that matters but do I know you?” he asked.

“Yeah I’m Tom...Tommy Jackson...well Tammy at the moment but we’ve known each other for years,” I explained.

“Holy cow,” he said. “I thought I recognized you but I just couldn’t place it,” said Dan.

“But you sat down anyway,” I pointed out.

“Hell yeah. When a hot girl wants to share a booth with you you’re not going to turn that down,” said Dan with a laugh.

“So how have you been?” I asked.

“Working like a dog, but making pretty good money,” he said.

His father owned a construction business and Dan had been working for his dad for ages during the summer. Now he was working with him more frequently while he took some classes at the local community college and I had to say that the work seemed to agree with him. He looked very fit and muscular and had filled out quite nicely since the last time I’d seen him and from the way that he was looking at me I got the impression that he liked the way I had filled out as well.

“Hey, I thought you only did that girl thing at Christmas,” Dan mentioned as we continued to munch on our food and make small talk.

“Yeah it used to be that way but I figured out how to do it more often,” I told him.

“Wow, so you’re going to be like this more often throughout the summer?”

“That’s my plan.”

“I guess you must really like it.”

“I wouldn’t be sitting here like this if I didn’t,” I said with a laugh. “Nobody has ever forced me to turn female.”

“So maybe we could go out sometime if you’re up for it,” he suggested.

“Yeah, I’d be up for that,” I replied.

So my casual encounter with an old friend led to an “official” date. Now as odd as this sounds, considering all the sex I’d had over the past year, I really hadn’t “dated” much at all in a traditional sense. I had spent most of my time on campus as a man and gone out socially as a woman mostly with Denise and her friends. Sometimes I might go somewhere with my roommates as a girl but mostly we just fucked in our room.

There had always been some reluctance on my part to share my secret, not because I was ashamed of it, but because it was so damn freaky and usually required me to provide proof. Plus, where dating was concerned, there was the additional issue of my temporary status as a woman. Some random, meaningless hookup would be fine because nobody would be expecting anything other than sex but what if I started seeing someone and developed feelings for them? How could that not end in disappointment?

As I also mentioned before I had fooled around with some of my male friends over the years but that was always seasonal and everyone knew that I wouldn’t be a girl until the next year. Interestingly I had never made out with Dan before, despite the fact that I had always found him kind of attractive. Again we had never been super close friends and since he spent a lot of time working with his dad he wasn’t available to hang out with as much as some of my other buddies.

Now we were both adults and I was going on a genuine date with the guy. I had been checking out his arms and he had been checking out my tits and I pretty much assumed that the date was going to end up with us fucking but what if he wanted another date? Should I lay my cards on the table right up front and point out the potential pitfalls of dating a girl who wasn’t really a girl or just let it all play out and see what happened? Maybe I was getting too far ahead of myself since we hadn’t even actually gone out yet but I had learned to be very aware of the uniqueness of my situation over the years and it factored into a lot of my thinking.

Of course this was also a season situation in that when the summer ended I would be leaving town and going back to school for my second year of college and Tom would presumably continue his life here at home and that would probably be a natural breaking point no matter how much time we had spent together. Just a summer fling. Maybe a same time next year kind of thing.

In any case I was horny and excited and looking forward to going out on a date with Tom. I had always felt a little out of the loop with my female friends because they were always talking about the dates they had been on, good or bad, and their boyfriends, good or bad, and I really had nothing to contribute to that part of the conversation. Of course from the way some of them talked about men I was actually a little relieved that I wasn’t sharing those experiences.

I had some first date jitters, which I suppose is natural. Even if I had known Dan all my life as a girl our relationship had never been romantic so it was kind of a big deal to be taking this step. We wouldn’t have all of the usual trying to introduce ourselves kind of conversation that one often has on a first date but there was plenty to talk about and plenty of things that neither one of us knew about each other.

The first surprise I got was when Dan came to pick me up on his motorcycle. As I said before we had frequently ridden bikes together as kids but those were the kind you peddled. He probably should have told me so that I could plan accordingly but I have to admit it was kind of exciting climbing on behind him and wrapping my arms tightly around his torso. It also gave him a kind of “bad boy” vibe that was intriguing and certainly served as an icebreaker as far as physical contact was concerned. Fortunately the helmet didn’t totally destroy my hair and the vibrations of riding the motorcycle were kind of stimulating so I took the experience as a whole as a positive one.

We ultimately ended up back at his place, which was a small guest house behind his regular family home. It was spacious but it was coy and since Dan drove to work every day with his father it was probably pretty handy to just jump in the truck and go.

We didn’t really spend a lot of time building up to the sex thing and just kind of dove right in once we were settled down sitting on the edge of his bed, since he didn’t have a whole lot of other furniture. He was aggressive and a good kisser and pulled my top off in no time at all. Then he put a hand under my skirt, pushed my panties aside, and began to feel me up while we continued kissing.

“So are going to do this?” he asked after a while.

“Do what?” I replied.

“You know, have sex.”

“I thought that’s what we were doing,” I said with a laugh.

“I mean really have sex,” said Dan.

“Well if this is just the warm up I can’t wait to see what the main event is like so hell yeah let’s have sex!”


CHAPTER 11:

And have sex we did. Once he had the green light I sort of assumed that he would jump straight to the fucking but there was a definite process involved in getting us there. As we went through various stages of undress we also moved from sitting on the edge of the bed to lying on it and the embracing became more intimate. Dan was my age, and I’d never been with an older man, but I’d always kind of imagined that it might be more like this instead of the usual whip it out and go to town experience I was accustomed to.

I knew that Dan had nice arms but as he got more and more naked the rest of his body didn’t disappoint and that was especially true of his cock that looked absolutely yummy. I kind of wanted to suck his dick but Dan was driving the boat and he wanted to fuck first so I let him push my legs open and take me on my back.

It’s not like it had been ages since I’d had sex but it had been a longer interval than I was used to and it felt incredibly wonderful to feel a cock inside me again, especially after all the foreplay really got me in the mood. Of course if you think about it the idea of somebody taking something large and hard and sticking it in a small hole in your body and then violently thrusting it back and forth sounds like some kind of torture but amazingly it all works really well. Somehow that little hole is always flexible enough to stretch to fit even a well-hung man like Dan and it seemed to be an almost bottomless pit.

It’s a marvel of nature that the mechanism used by animals for breeding produces the most incredibly pleasurable sensation in the world. It’s kind of a shame that everything doesn’t work that way because then people would get off on eating vegetables or brushing their teet, and for all I know some people probably do, but if you wanted to encourage a species to repopulate you really could come up with a better inducement than fucking.

My female friends seemed to have different opinions about when a girl was “supposed” to start having sex with a guy. Some of them said get it out of the way on the first date so that you know if it’s worth moving forward and some said you should wait until like the third date so that you didn’t seem too easy. I could see both points of view but honestly if Dan thought I was a slut for putting out on the first date I wasn’t really worried about it. My roommates never seemed to think less of me for being so ready and willing to fuck at the drop of a hat, but of course they weren’t thinking of me as a romantic partner. Hopefully Dan would just see me as a season fuck buddy and be happy that he didn’t have to jump through a lot of hoops of fire to get his dick wet.

“Man I am so glad that I bumped into you the other day,” said Dan.

“Well I’m glad that you’re bumping into me right now,” I replied. “But you probably should have warned me that you had a motorcycle.”

“Oh shit, I’m sorry. I thought you knew. But don’t worry if we go someplace nice I can always borrow my dad’s car,” said Dan.

“That’s okay, I liked riding on your motorcycle...but if I spend a lot of money on my hair or something I’ll probably suggest that we take the care,” I said with a laugh. “So does that mean I should start dressing like a biker chick?”

“Dress any way that you like honey, I’m sure it’ll be hot but honestly I really like what you’re wearing right now,” said Dan with a grin.

“Yeah I’ve got no complaints about your wardrobe either. Maybe it’s just because I haven’t seen you in a while but you’ve really got a great body you know.”

“So do you and I want to get to know every inch of it.”

That was a really awesome night. As tempting as it was to sleep with him I wasn’t sure that I was ready to spring that on my parents. Obviously I was an adult and obviously I had been living away from home and doing whatever it was that I was doing but being under their roof again made me feel more like a kid. I’m sure it must have been weird enough to see me going out on a date with a boy, especially one that came to pick me up on a motorcycle. I thought I might kind of ease into the whole I’m an adult woman who spends the night with men kind of thing.

I had watched my older sister go through that situation when we were growing up and it did always seem to me like there was sort of a double standard. If I stayed out really late without checking in at most someone might suggest that I should call next time but Jenny sometimes seemed to get the Third Degree, especially if she was out with a boy. My parent were totally cool and not uptight prudes at all but I guess there’s something about having a daughter that triggers some kind of protection mode and I guessed that I would trigger that too.

We still had plenty of time to finish the fuck we had started and then Dan ate my pussy while we waited for him to get hard again and when he did I gave him a nice blowjob and we cuddled for a bit and made plans for another date. Dan was working through much of the summer so it didn’t seem like there was any big risk of us getting too carried away with things and after our first romp in bed I was pretty anxious for an encore.

When I got home it was pretty late but my mother was waiting for me. She wasn’t angry but I could tell that she was concerned. Then we had our first real mother/daughter chat, which kind of blew my mind. Of course we had talked about female things, like having my period and so on, from the time I had started turning into a girl way back when but I had never dated boys before or had them over at the house when I was a girl and she didn’t know that I had fooled around with them at all.

Naturally she wanted to make sure that I knew about birth control so that I didn’t get knocked up and ruin my whole life, although the doctor had told us that even though it appeared that my body was capable of producing a child the act of turning back into a man would more or less reset the clock each time I did it, which is why I had irregular periods or no period at all since I discovered the trick of being able to be female whenever I liked. So even though I was being female more often it wasn’t usually continuous.

I think my mom actually seemed kind of pleased that I was dating guys but it was kind of embarrassing talking about it with her because you know...sex...your parents...it’s just not something you generally want to get into.

I assured her that I knew what I was doing, which I sort of did, and that I would let her know if I was staying out late or not coming home at all, which I knew I would do if it made her feel better, and then I finally went to bed with that happy feeling I always had after being freshly fucked. Sex was sort of like food. Sometimes you enjoyed it while you were eating, especially if you were really hungry at the time, but you didn’t think about it that much until you got hungry again but sometimes you had a really great meal that lingered in your mind long after consuming it and left you feeling completely satisfied. Sex with Dan had been a very satisfying meal and served in just the right portions to leave me wanting more.


CHAPTER 12:

Of course I wasn’t putting all of my eggs in Dan’s basket that summer, though now that I think of it talking about my eggs and Dan’s sperm might not be the best choice of words since I was trying to avoid becoming pregnant. Going out with Dan was great but I also had some other hookups.

When one of my buddies, Frank, sent me a text inviting me to a pool party at his house he mentioned that there would be a lot of hot chicks there so I don’t think he was expecting me to come as a girl but he didn’t seem disappointed in the slightest that I did. The hometown gang was used to seeing me in sweaters and jackets so breaking out my bikini was a chance to show off my curves a little better.

“Wow, when I said there would be hot chicks here I didn’t know you’d be one of them,” said Frank as he greeted me.

“It’s bikini season, what can I say?” I said with a laugh.

“Well you’re welcome here no matter what kind of swimsuit you’re wearing...and if things get crazy enough even no swimsuit at all,” Frank replied.

Frank was one of my friends that I had made out with before but it was mostly just kissing, although I did let him put his hand under my top and feel my boobs through my bra. From the way he was looking at my tits I had a feeling that memory had sort of stuck with him.

The party was kind of weird for me at first because I knew most of the people there from school and from the neighborhood but most of them knew me only as a guy, although rumors of my magical changing ability had certainly made the rounds over the years. I wasn’t going to hide my identity but I wasn’t sure that I particularly wanted to make a big thing of it either. It would have been nice to catch up with some of my old classmates to see what they had been doing since high school but I had a feeling that finding out that I was supernaturally transgender might sort of dominate the conversation so I kind of hung to the back a little.

That’s not to say that I wasn’t attracting plenty of attention. I knew from Spring Break that my bikini was kind of a magnet for men’s eyes and I got lots of drink, food and dance offers, some from guys who knew who I was and some from guys who didn’t. At times there were so many guys around me that I was afraid I might be making some of the other girls jealous but I usually managed to break up the crowd with some excuse like making a phone call or using the bathroom.

It was on one of my fake bathroom breaks in the house that I found Frank waiting for me.

“The bathroom is up the stairs and to the left,” he informed.

“Thanks, but I was really just trying to get away from all the dudes hitting on me at the moment,” I said with a laugh.

“Hard to blame them looking the way you do,” Frank replied.

“I don’t mind it personally but I don’t want to bum anybody out because I’m getting too much attention,” I explained.

“Well up the stairs and to right is my bedroom if you want to escape the crowd for a little while,” Frank suggested with a grin.

“Lead the way,” I said with a wink.

I followed Frank up the stairs and into his room where I casually took off my bikini top and tossed it aside.

“Remember these?” I teased as I gave my breasts a little jiggle.

“Jeez, I’ve been thinking about them ever since that time you let me cop a feel back in high school,” said Frank.

“I thought you might enjoy unrestricted access to them this time,” I said.

Frank came over and stood in front of me as he began to fondle my breasts. I just had my bikini bottoms on and he was just wearing his swim trunks so we were both only one step away from nudity and that step was taken pretty fast after Frank had amused himself with my hooters for a while.

“Man I have totally fantasized about this for ages,” said Frank as we started making out on his bed.

“I think you’re exaggerating,” I said.

“No seriously,” he insisted. “I’ve fantasized about you a lot.”

“So when you fantasize about me what do you picture doing?” I asked.

“Oh, a lot of things, but doggy mostly,” I replied quickly.

“Like this?” I said as I got on all fours.

“Exactly like that,” said Frank as he grabbed my hips and shoved his cock in me from behind.

“Why this way particularly?” I asked over my shoulder.

“Because it’s hot and you’ve got a great ass,” he said enthusiastically.

I thought maybe he would say something about wanting to be in a dominant position or being attracted to the primal aspects of the animalistic mating ritual but I guess he hadn’t really given it that much thought. He liked my ass and he wanted to tap it. Good enough for me.

Frank. Good old Frank. Boob grabbing Frank. We weren’t kids anymore. We were all grown up adults doing adult things. I never would have guessed back in the day when we were kicking it as boys that someday I’d be bent over while he humped me. Life can take so many surprising turns...especially when you have a magical gender changing Christmas ornament.

We did our thing and Frank put a load of cum into me and then he needed to get back to the party, since he was the host, and I felt like hanging around a bit longer so we pulled on our bathing suits and went back downstairs.

I hadn’t been in the pool yet but someone started a sort of half-assed version of water polo that seemed to be basically just an excuse for guys to pull down girls’ tops, which was fine by me. I was actually kind of pleased to see Debby Francone’s knockers because she always had the biggest jugs in school and they didn’t disappoint in the flesh. You knew they were all real too because you had watched them grow over the years. I admired her boobs but I wasn’t really envious because I loved the shape of mine and the fact that they were so perky.

That was about as wild as the party got, since Frank’s parents were home, but I definitely saw some folks sneaking off for a little action. I had a good time, got my ego stroked, and got laid. All around one of the best parties I had ever been to.


CHAPTER 13:

Although I tried to kind of keep things in check I ended up dating Dan quite a lot throughout the entire summer and when I was getting ready to go back to college things got a bit emotional. We both tried to act like it was no big deal but it kind of felt like a big deal because it was sad to think of not seeing Dan for a long time, even though I wouldn’t be hurting for company once I was back with my roommates.

We agreed to keep in touch but not make any promises or commitments. It was the logical thing to do since there wasn’t really any better solution and we hadn’t taken any drastic steps. It was a summer fling and maybe we’d do it again sometime or maybe it would just kind of fizzle out.

The transition back into Tom was very difficult this time around. Having gone three solid months as Tammy away from the traditional Christmas holiday hoopla had made it seem more like “real life” to me. I had also shared my secret with a few other people and begun to develop a relationship with them as a girl. Everything just seemed to feel more comfortable and more natural to me so that when I returned to college as a man I felt a little awkward and out of place.

Of course the tree went up immediately and I enjoyed a welcome home three-way with Duncan and Bradley but classes were starting so it was back to the old routine. The ornament was very old, made of glass, and looked quite fragile so it had always been stored in its own box with some padding around it but given the importance of that item I had upgraded the heavy cardboard container to its own little carrying case with a foam cutout to rest it in. I wasn’t going to take any chances with it getting accidentally squished or jostled too hard since my whole female identity relied on that thing.

I suppose that was just one more sign of how much being female had come to mean to me. As a child it was a fun adventure that was like some fantasy story come true. It was something I could do that no one else could and it made me feel special and unique. Then I got older and discovered sex and it made me feel beautiful and popular. Now I felt that being a woman enriched every aspect of my life. I was more mature, I felt deeper emotions, and I expressed myself more freely. It had taken me some time to really grow into my female identity but now that I had it was getting harder and harder to put the ornament away and go back to being male.

Even so that’s what my birth certificate said I was so it was hard to argue with the system. I wasn’t slowly transitioning like a normal person would do I was just slapping an ornament on a fake Christmas tree and getting an instant and easily reversible transformation. From that standpoint I was very lucky but I was also kind of frustrated. It wasn’t like I was on a path that would eventually lead to me being a woman full time so the more I found myself craving femininity the more I was reminded of just how temporary my status was.

I tried not to let that get me down but there were times where I still was a little frustrated. Of course I could have just packed the ornament away and gone back to being a man full time but that was sort of the exact opposite of what I was wishing for. It would certainly simplify my life and remove the confusion of jumping back and forth between being male and female but I couldn’t bear the thought of never being a girl again, especially since I had discovered a way to “trick” the magic into letting me be female more often.

It did occur to me that as long as I had the ornament and a Christmas tree I could theoretically stay female forever but that was not without its own set of difficulties. For example when I traveled home from school for the summer and then came back for the next semester I had to take the tree down and pack the ornament away, which naturally caused me to become male until I could put the tree back up again. Having to rely on the stability of a Christmas tree and the durability of an antique ornament didn’t exactly inspire confidence when it came to the question of my gender identity.

When I thought that it was only a Christmas tradition that would last a couple of months each year at best it was easier to dismiss as just a weirdly unique aspect of my life, a pleasant addition to the holiday season that would be neatly packed away with all of the other ornaments and decorations when the holiday was over but being female had become something that I couldn’t just easily pack away or treat as a hobby. I felt that I was a woman in the depth of my soul and when my body didn’t conform to that it was beginning to make me seriously depressed.

Fortunately I did get to spend a lot of time being Tammy, and it was mostly just the time I was in class that I spent being male, but when you’re a full time college student that’s a fair chunk of your day. I also wasn’t going to rush back to my room and change for lunch or when I had some other time between classes so once I became male for the day I pretty much stuck to it until I had some sizable down time between classes.

It was a strange routine, to say the least, but like any routine you do tend to get used to it if you do it long enough so what would seem totally bonkers to someone else just kind of became my new normal. I tried to think of becoming Tammy as kind of a reward for all of the hard work that I was putting into my studies but there were times when I was in class, especially the last one of the day, where I found myself frequently checking the time or drifting off into daydreams about what I was going to do or wear when I got home and hung that wonderful ornament back up on the tree.

The frequency with which I was turning female also had an impact on my roommates. It’s not to say that we still didn’t have a lot of sex but there wasn’t quite the same “urgency” that used to be there when access to my pussy had been more of a rare treat. Sometimes the only noticeable difference between me being Tom or Tam was one letter in my name. Even the sight of me coming out of the shower buck naked didn’t mean I was going to be pounced on.

Duncan and Denise were still hooking up but he always played the field so there were lots of chicks coming and going through his world and while Bradley didn’t have a steady girlfriend either there were a couple of women that he saw on a fairly regular basis so a lot of times I either had the room to myself or I was left to my own devices if I wanted to enjoy some male company.

That was actually kind of the reason that I had come up with an idea to stay in touch with Dan in a more intimate way, rather than just send off a text or having an occasional phone conversation. Due to the marvels of modern technology I realized that we could still have a type of sex even though we were miles apart, and thus begun our video chats.


CHAPTER 14:

“Oh, wow...you look really hot tonight.”

“Can you see me okay?”

“Yeah, but maybe move the camera to the left jut a tiny bit...yeah...that’s better.”

“Man, it would be so much better if we were just in the same room.”

“True, but at least this is better than nothing.”

That was the kind of conversation we were having as we worked through the technical aspects of getting our video stream going. I was wearing sexy lingerie and Dan appeared to be wearing jeans and a t-shirt, although I could only see the upper part of his body at the moment.

At first we mostly chatted about mundane daily life things, much as we would have done on a basic phone call, but eventually we started to let things heat up a little. It was a Friday night and both of my roommates had dates so I knew that I wouldn’t be disturbed for quite a while so it seemed like the perfect time to try out this long distance sex thing.

“How do you want to start this?” I asked when it seemed like we were ready to get nasty.

“Why don’t you show me your tits,” Dan suggested.

“Okay,” I replied as I took off my bra and tossed it over on the bed.

“Damn, they’re even better than I remembered,” he said.

“You think about my tits often do you?”

“Probably more than you can imagine,” he said with a laugh. “Not trying to totally objectify one aspect of your body over another but you do have a marvelous pair.”

“I know, they are pretty cool aren’t they?” I chuckled as I jiggled my boobs up and down a little.

“Are they big enough that you can suck on your own nipple?”

“Fuck, I don’t know. I’ve never tried,” I replied.

“Give it a shot.”

I grabbed one of my breasts from the bottom and pushed it up while I leaned my head over and quickly realized that my nipple was out of reach. My tits were perky and pretty and firm but just not big enough to make it all the way up to my mouth.

“Oh well, you gave it a shot. You never know if you don’t try I guess,” said Dan.

“Can you suck your own dick?” I asked.

“No.”

“How do you know if you haven’t tried?” I teased.

“Believe me, I’ve tried. It’s not even close to happening,” said Dan with a laugh.

That was probably just as well I thought. If men could blow themselves they’d probably put girlfriends out of business. I certainly knew that I couldn’t suck my own dick but Dan was a lot bigger so there seemed like a possibility there.

“Okay I showed you my tits, why don’t you show me your dick?” I said.

“Sure,” said Dan who promptly stood up and dropped his pants.

“Wow, you’re hard already,” I commented.

“Of course I’m hard. I got hard just logging in knowing that I wsas about to see you,” he replied.

“It’s kind of awesome having my computer screen filled with a view of your cock,” I said.

“Do you want me to stay in a close-up like this or should I back up and give you a more complete view?” asked Dan.

“Why don’t you stay that way for the moment and let me back up so that you can see me playing with my pussy,” I replied. “And and I know that if this was a comedy routine you’d be standing there jacking off and I’d be here petting my cat.”

“That would probably be pretty amusing but I think I like it better this way.”

“Yeah, so do I,” I said as I pulled off my panties and bent over so that he could get a nice view of my bare ass before I slid my chair further from the camera and sat back down.

I started out by rubbing my hand all around the outside of my snatch and then using my middle finger to slide up and down my slit, stopping up at the hood a few times to give my clit a gentle massage. On my monitor I could see Dan’s hand slowly stroking his shaft and heard some moaning coming through the speakers.

We started talking dirty, the way you might have expected we would. He would tell me how he would take that big cock and slide it up inside me and I would tell him how good it always felt to have his cock in my cunt. When I brought a dildo into the equation things got even better. It was kind of hard to believe how erotic it was to have a shared intimate experience like this without even being in the same room.

“Oh my God baby! Yes...yes...oh you are making me so wet! Fuck yes baby...keep giving it to me, yes...yes...yesssssss!” I squealed.

Just then the door opened and Bradley walked in. I didn’t even notice him until he spoke.

“Oh, shit!” he said.

I kind of let out a screech and tried to cover myself up for some reason, which was kind of ridiculous considering how many times Bradley had seen me naked or actually fucked me. I guess I was just so startled and embarrassed that I wasn’t thinking clearly.

“Are you watching porn?” he said as he walked over and took a closer look at the screen which was still filled with Dan’s cock. “Oh wow, that’s like live isn’t it? Whose dick is that anyway?”

“Ah, that would be mine,” said Dan sheepishly as he bent down to show his face onscreen. “I’m Dan, a friend of Tammy’s from back home.”

“Ah, so you’re the famous Dan we’ve heard so much about,” said Bradley. “I’m Bradley, one of her roommates.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Dan, “although I don’t know if this is quite the way I would have chosen to make my introduction.”

“Oh that’s cool dude. Any friend of Tammy’s, right? She’s one hell of a chick,” said Bradley.

“Yes she is. Uh...she is still there isn’t she?” asked Dan.

“Oh, yeah, sorry. I should let you guys get back to it,” said Bradley.

“What the hell are you doing here? I thought you had this hot date tonight,” I said a little tensely.

“I thought so too, but she thought it was Saturday night so I guess we’re going out tomorrow instead. You want me to split for a while so that you can finish up?” asked Bradley.

“No, I think we’re pretty much done for the evening,” I said. “Just go out and get a coke or something so that I can say goodnight to Dan.”

“Sure thing. Hey bro, nice meeting you again. Sorry if this leaves you hanging,” said Bradley before he headed out the door.


CHAPTER 15:

Ultimately we ended up having a good laugh out of the situation and agreed to try it again soon. I did feel bad about leaving him hanging but Dan assured me that he would easily be able to finish up once we said goodnight.

I was kind of worried about Dan having to be reminded of the fact that I lived with two guys I often had sex with but he knew that so maybe it was better in a way to get that out in the open right away. I suppose there was kind of a solidarity thing going on there since they were both members of the guys who had fucked Tammy Jackson club, which was kind of another amusing concept in and of itself.

I wondered if Dan were here how he would feel about my relationship with my roommates. Being aware of the fact that I had other lovers was one thing but until this video streaming incident it had only been a concept that he could easily avoid thinking about. Duncan and Bradley had quickly put aside any feelings of competition or jealousy nad had been sharing me freely for over a year now, whether individually or both at once. Would Dan be comfortable really being a member of that club? Hell, I had three holes, I could literally take all of them with my hands tied behind my back. (An image that suddenly seemed rather arousing to me.)

Maybe Dan would enjoy seeing me put on a show for him on the web chat, and nt just one where I played with myself. Perhaps he would even get off on being a virtual participant in some kind of streaming gang bang.

That was kind of a tricky course to navigate. I wasn’t sure how the hey want to see me get boned by my roommates thing would go over. And even if he was cool with it I wasn’t sure that I totally was. On the one hand I wanted to keep things with Dan free and loose so as not to build up any false hopes or expectations but on the other I did have some serious feelings for him that were deeper than what I felt for Duncan and Bradley, who were quite clearly friends and fuck buddies but nothing more.

So many hot guys to fuck, what’s a girl to do? Probably fuck as many of them as I could as often as possible I figured but Dan was still kind of scary interesting. Being with Dan was just different. Even just a text message from him made me feel warm and fuzzy all over. I wasn’t sure that I wanted to give that up so I avoided trying to drag him into my sordid world of meaningless sport fucking for the time being.

We did start to have some very enjoyable cybersex, however, and it never failed to amaze me how “real” the feeling could be. Obviously it was real in the sense that we were both masturbating but because we were doing it together online it made it feel more like we were actually doing things to each other.

It definitely built up the anticipation for the next time we would see each other in person again, which would likely be when I went home for the holidays. I was obviously going to spend some time with my family but Dan and I were making all kinds of plans.

I guess that’s kind of how relationships happen sometimes. You’re far away and busy doing all sorts of stuff but you keep thinking about someone and realizing how much you miss them. It wasn’t just the fucking either because the virtual sex was pretty satisfying and I could get laid pretty much anytime I wanted. It just felt good to be with Dan and I was really looking forward to our reunion.

When it was time for me to actually go home I had everything packed and ready and all I had to do was take the ornament off the tree and turn back into a man for the trip home because I didn’t like traveling with no female ID. I had the ornament’s little custom carrying case ready and all I had to do was walk over to the tree and carefully place the trinket in its padded box. Unfortunately I pulled a total klutz move and didn’t notice the luggage that was in my path and tripped right over it.

It all happened very quickly but it seemed like slow motion at the time. I threw my hands out to break my fall which caused me to hit the little table that was holding the tree which caused the tree to bang up against the wall and to my horror caused my precious ornament to shatter into a million pieces.

When I got up and steadied myself I stared in horror at what I had done. When I got over to the tree and set it back upright I could see that all that remained of the ornament was the little metal part at the top and the hook that fastened it to the branches. I always made sure to really tighten the hook firmly whenever I placed the ornament on the tree just to make sure that nothing accidentally knocked it off. Unfortunately I hadn’t anticipated making a pratfall into the damn thing and smashing the bulk of the ornament to bits.

I did have a moment of hope as I realized that I hadn’t turned male when the ornament hit the wall and shattered. I assumed that meant that all I needed was the metal cap at the top to work the magic so I very carefully pried the hook open and took the tiny piece of metal off the tree.

Nothing. No change. I was just as female as before. I tried hanging the cap back up on the tree and taking it off several times but there was no change. It appeared that maybe the magic was broken when the ornament was destroyed, and because it had happened while I was female there was no way now for me to turn back.

I can’t even begin to describe the mixed emotions I was feeling. On the one hand I was extremely glad that if I was stuck being one gender or another I would definitely prefer to be female. On the other hand that was going to open a huge can of worms because I was legally male and it seemed like I might have a hard time explaining my situation to anyone when I wouldn’t be able to demonstrate that I wasn’t totally insane. And I also felt devastated because I had been given care of this amazing family heirloom and fucked it up with my clumsiness.

At first I wondered whether I could glue the pieces of the ornament back together but quickly realized that it had shattered so completely that there were virtually no large chunks left at all. I carefully cleaned up as much of the debris as possible and put it in a plastic sandwich bag for safekeeping. I even tried hanging the bag on the tree but apparently the magic was in the construction of the ornament and not just in the materials.

After that it was time to load up the car and head for home. As much as I had wanted to avoid driving any distance without proper ID I really had no choice unless I wanted to cancel my trip and stay in my dorm throughout the whole holiday, which I definitely did not want to do. I wanted to see my family and I certainly wanted to see Dan and I felt like I was going to need help figuring out how to deal with this crisis.

My folks were surprised when I arrived having already transformed into Tammy because they knew my travel concerns and hanging the ornament back up on the family tree had become a new tradition. I broke down in tears as I explained what happened and they assured me that everything was going to be okay.

I just hoped that they were right.


CHAPTER 16:

“So I guess this means you’re going to be female forever,” Dan commented once I had told him about my little accident.

“It looks that way,” I said with a shrug.

“How do you feel about that?” he asked.

“Terrified. Elated. Confused. You know, pretty much the way I always feel,” I joked.

“Well I’m not going to pretend like I’m not personally delighted, as selfish as that probably sounds. I know it’s probably going to be a big pain in the ass dealing with the logistics of this but it seems pretty obvious to me that you really prefer being female so hopefully in the long run this will turn out to be a good thing,” said Dan.

“I know you’re right but it’s all so overwhelming. All the people who only knew me as Tom are going to be in for quite a surprise I think,” I said.

“Yes indeed, but a pleasant one I imagine, especially if they’re men,” Dan said with a chuckle.

“Aren’t you worried about all that potential new competition?” I teased.

“Sort of, but I think you really love me and I know I really love you so I have to trust that those feelings will win out in the end,” said Dan as he took me in his arms and kissed me.

My legs felt like butter melting in a hot pan. Of course I knew I was in love with Dan but I had been so afraid of that feeling because I thought I could never give him the “normal” relationship he deserved. Now it looked like the future was wide open.

“It’ll probably be less confusing for our kids if their mom isn’t turning into a dude some of the time,” said Dan with a grin.

“Oh, are we going to have children?” I said with a slight smirk.

“I thought we might someday, unless you’re opposed to the idea,” he replied.

“No, I’m not opposed to the idea, just a little freaked out by it at the moment,” I said.

“Well obviously no hurry on that. We should probably get married first and all of that,” Dan suggested. “Again, no rush involved. I’m perfectly happy to wait until the timing is right. Gives me more time to save up for a ring anyway.”

Now my head was spinning and I literally thought I might pass out so Dan carried me to the bedroom where we could lay down. Dan then gently undressed me while we were in bed and began to massage me all over.

“Look at this beautiful female body,” he commented as he squeezed my boobs. “You’re going to look like this forever.”

“Well I’ll probably get old and wrinkled so enjoy it while you can,” I joked.

“I’m sure you’ll still be beautiful.”

“So you really think we should get married someday?” I asked.

“Sure, don’t you?”

“I do, but it seems too easy. I mean you’re the first boyfriend I’ve ever had. What are the odds that you’d turn out to be the great love of my life?”

“I don’t know. What are the odds that you’d have a magical Christmas ornament that would turn you female in the first place?” he replied.

“You’ve got a very good point there,” I said with a chuckle. “I suppose I’m kind of making up my own rules as I go, and making up for some lost time as well.”

“You just keep being you and I’ll keep loving you and we’ll play it by ear,” said Dan. “You’ve still got more school to get through and lots of things can happen along the way but I feel pretty good about our chances of staying together.”

“That sounds quite reasonable to me. I mean don’t get me wrong, I literally swooned at the thought of being your bride. It was something I had daydreamed about but never thought would be possible but now all of a sudden it looks like it might,” I said.

“So you have thought about it.”

“Of course I’ve thought about it. You’re an amazing guy. Why wouldn’t I fantasize about marrying you?”

“Maybe you just fantasize about putting on the dress and having the perfect wedding,” Dan teased.

“Sure, that’s part of it, but I really do like the idea of building a home with you and starting a family someday. I think that would be awesome,” I said.

“You want to practice?”

“Practice what?”

“Making a baby.”

“I think we already know how to do that,” I said with a laugh.

“But we never talked about doing it before,” Dan pointed out. “It might be kind of fun to pretend that we’re trying to get you pregnant,” Dan suggested.

“I should probably be suspicious that you have some ulterior motive here but it does sound like fun,” I said with a grin. “Why don’t you get your clothes off and let’s pretend you’re trying to knock me up.”

Dan stripped and I got on all fours, resting on my forearms, and kind of wiggled my butt at him.

“Is this arousing your animal instincts?” I asked over my shoulder.

“You know it,” said Dan as he got behind me.

“I hear this is a good position to get pregnant in. Deep penetration and all that.”

“Works for me.”

It was all just silly fun at first but once he was inside me and the reality of the situation hit me I suddenly got a bit emotional. I could be his wife someday and we could actually be trying to make a baby and this is exactly what we would be doing to accomplish that. The sex was exactly the same, it wasn’t like his dick got bigger or my pussy felt more sensitive or something, and yet it was also quite different. Instead of just fun and games it would all be quite serious business with long range ramifications. It was a responsibility that one couldn’t take lightly but I felt capable of facing the challenge when the time came.

As Dan held my hips and forcefully plunged his swollen cock deeply into my gash I felt a magnificent sense of total womanhood at last. It wasn’t a part-time thing with a shelf life that would always expire, this was who I was and where I fit in the order of things now and forever. Girlfriend, fiancé, wife, mother...these were all roles that I might choose to play in the future but that option was there at last.

When Dan started to cum inside me it was more thrilling than usual because I knew the power I had been handed in potentially being able to bring life into the world and that it would be this act that set that all in motion. That hot sticky fluid wouldn’t just be the end of a successful attempt to get a man off it would be the start of something amazing and awe inspiring.

“Well I did my job. Call me in nine months and tell me whether it’s a boy or a girl,” Dan joked as he rested on top of my back, his dick still deep within me.

“Dream on buddy, if we ever do this thing for real we’re doing it together,” I said.

“And I wouldn’t have it any other way,” said Dan, and I believed him.


CHAPTER 17:

My life underwent a whole lot of changes after that ornament mishap. Normally something like that would just be sad but not have any major lasting impact but in this case it kind of turned my world upside down for a while.

My parents got me a lawyer who specialized in the legalities of gender change who was skeptical of my claims at first but after DNA tests and finger prints confirmed that I really was who I said I was they took the case very seriously. Apparently legally changing your name is bad enough, changing your gender as well just adds to the complication but the process seemed to be working.

I decided, with my family, that I would transfer to a different college so that I could simply be the young woman I had become without any questions and without calling attention to myself. It was hard to leave my friends, especially Duncan and Bradley, but it did solve the problem of not feeling pressured into having sex with someone other than Dan, and I think he was probably relieved that I would be getting new female roommates this time around.

Because of the paperwork involved in making my transition legal it meant taking a little time off from school before I returned at a new university. That meant getting to spend more time with Dan before I had to take off again and it was quite different being in a full blown love affair without reservations or limitations. My heart was just so full of joy and it somehow felt like this whole thing was all about us getting together. That was probably a crazy romantic notion but what did crazy mean anymore anyway? And if it was just a romantic fantasy it was a very pleasant one at least.

I would never know how that ornament got enchanted in the first place, or why the magic only seemed to work on me, but I was eternally grateful that it had been my good fortune to benefit from that power, whatever it was. For me it would always be my Christmas miracle although it did prompt one strange superstition in that I refused to ever decorate a Christmas tree again. The odds that lightning would strike twice seemed slim but I wasn’t going to take any chances. The gift of womanhood was just too precious to risk for anything.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Another Christmas release keeping the tradition alive. It’s always a fun title to work on because the holiday season just lends itself to magic and wishes being fulfilled. The idea for this one was kind of improvised on the fly initially. I just liked the idea of an ornament that would have magical powers that were limited to just one time of the year but that started to prove to be a little impractical as I went along so I expanded its capabilities and finally decided to do away with the thing entirely near the end. Hopefully you will find it a happy, festive, and joyful narrative to put you in the holiday spirit no matter what time of year you happen to be reading it.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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