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Feminized by Santa

A Feminization, Cross Dressing, First Time, Transformation Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!

Dumped, again, for not being enough of a ‘man’, Chris resigns himself to spending another festive season alone. Returning from a miserable Christmas eve night out with friends, he falls asleep on the sofa, only be awoken by a strange noise, and Chris finds himself face to face with a tall, handsome Santa.

This year Santa is hand delivering Chris’ present—something unusual and magical. Soon Chris finds himself swept up in a whirlwind night of feminization, transformation, and passion, and by the end he knows that just for Christmas is never going to be enough.


Late on a lonely Christmas Eve…

Chris slammed the front door closed behind him and slumped back against it, cold and wet and miserable. His head was spinning from the few drinks he’d had in the bar after work with friends. He sighed, pulled his phone out of his pocket to check for messages. There were none.

He’d hoped after their argument that Sophie would try to contact him but it had been almost 48 hours of silence now. It looked like their breakup was holding.

“Great. Another Christmas eve alone. Another holiday alone. Just once spending it with someone special would be nice.” Chris said.

Chris pulled off his boots and heavy coat and headed through to the kitchen. There was beer in the fridge and though he’d already had one too many he needed another—he took a beer out of the fridge, opened it, took a deep swig, and headed through to the sitting room. He flopped down onto the sofa.

His friends had taken him out drinking to enjoy the festive season and take his mind off Sophie, but it hadn’t worked, had only made him feel worse. Sure, things with Sophie hadn’t been perfect, but she had liked him, had said yes when he asked her out in his clumsy, awkward way. She’d said she found him cute and sweet, that he was a nice change from other men, polite and sensitive and caring.

Chris had never had much luck with girls and women, too short and slim and plain to be noticed, too kind and gentle to be seen as manly enough to hook up with. Sophie was meant to have been different and yet now it seemed she had run off with another man, her co-worker Trevor, a large, muscular man who drove a fast car, wore expensive suits, and who probably had a massive cock.

The thought made Chris squirm. The idea of Trevor screwing Sophie, giving her what he never could. His mind drifted back to the bar, the pretty, sexy girls in their Christmas dresses out celebrating, their legs and butts and hips and breasts, long hair, pretty faces, make-up, their stockings and sexy heels, the flash of their panties and their bras as they danced to the thrumming music. His cock throbbed and he shifted in his seat, a fluttering in his belly, a tingling in the back of his head, the same uneasy sensation he’d always suffered around sexy women—an odd mix of jealousy and envy and… something more.

Chris had tried to chat to a few girls, encouraged by his friends, but they had all rebuffed him, preferring to dance with the real men, and Chris, dejected, had slunk back to the bar to watch, the sexy girls grinding against the tall, hunky, muscular men, their curvy, lithe bodies, petite and pretty, so admired, so desirable, so perfect. Not for the first time, Chris wondered what it would be like to be that wanted, to be thought that sexy, that hot, what would it be like to have people lust after you, a hot, sexy, pretty body, glamourous and stunning.

“Just once it’d be nice to have someone want me, to desire me, to want to fuck me… but fat chance!”

Chris laughed derisively at himself, took another long sip of his beer and sighed, resigning himself to being alone, to being looked over. Exhausted, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

“I just wish I could be hot like those girls.” Chris said.

His mind drifted back to the girls in the bar, their short dresses, their dusky eyes, plump glossy lips, long hair, sexy heels, stockings, hips, breasts, round full asses. His cock swelled slightly and his heart ached, almost painful, an emptiness.

“I just wish, once, that someone would want me like that.” Chris whispered.

He pictured how men looked at those pretty, sexy girls, their hot bodies, the object of so much lust and desire. He longed to know how it felt, to be wanted, to be desired, to be lusted after. Chris drifted off to sleep, wondering how it might feel to have someone want him, lust after him, crave him, how wonderful it might be to have someone want to touch him, caress him, hold him, fuck him—how wonderful it might be to be sexy, hot, pretty.
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A noise from upstairs roused Chris from his drunken slumber and he woke with a start, head aching, legs and arms cramping after sleeping awkwardly on the sofa. The stairs in the hallway creaked, the wooden floorboard shifting under someone’s weight. A cold chill ran down Chris’s spine—he was supposed to be home alone, had someone broken in, or maybe…?

“Sophie? Is that you?” Chris called out.

There was no answer and the stairs were silent. Chris’s head was groggy and tired, head foggy from erotic dreams he could barely remember, a pair of heels and a sexy dress, breasts and ass, hands on his body, his lips aching, tingling. He shook his head to clear his thoughts.

“I’m warning you, I have a weapon.” Chris said—struggling to keep his voice from shaking.

Chris reached out and gripped the beer bottle. It wouldn’t do much but it was better than nothing. His heart was racing and he held his breath, listening. The stairs creaked, someone stepping carefully, descending.

“Oh come now Chris, you don’t need a weapon. I’m just here to give you your Christmas present.”

The voice was deep and warm and almost familiar, friendly, and Chris knew instinctively that the person speaking was not a threat. He sat up, and looked towards the door and the steps, heavy, firm, grew closer. He blinked and a tall, broad figure, dressed in a red suit trimmed with white fur, stepped into view, big black boots and a wide black leather belt. Chris blinked, unable to believe his eyes.

The man was smiling, rosy cheeks, older, but still handsome, with bright blue eyes that sparkled with some internal magical light. He wore a red hat, more white fur trimming, and his hair was white, and he had a short white beard that made his smile seem dazzling. Chris felt his heart skip, dizzy, giddy.

“Santa?” Chris said, barely able to believe the question he was asking.

Santa laughed, nodded. He was not the Santa Chris knew from books and advertising. He was not fat but slim, broad with muscle, his red suit well fitted to show off his broad chest and thick arms. His hands were large, strong, and in one he held a small wrapped box—pink sparkly paper decorated with a bright pink ribbon.

“Who else did you think would deliver your gift, Chris?” Santa said.

Chris looked from the tall, handsome man standing in his door to the gift-wrapped box he held. Santa stepped forward, into the room, and there was a waft of musk and pine, a deep pleasant masculine scent that sent a tingle down Chris’s spine.

Santa stopped just in front of him, looming over him, tall and strong and powerful and full of magic. He offered the pink wrapped box to Chris.

“Don’t you want to see what I brought you, Chris? I just know you’re going to love it.” Santa asked.

Chris blushed, something in Santa’s tone, the way he looked at him, making him feel weak and small and yet… hot, a pleasing fluttering in his belly. Chris bit his bottom lip and nodded, reached up and took the box.

It was light, and the way the pink paper sparkled was almost hypnotic, the bright pink bow so pretty and feminine. Chris’ hands were shaking.

“Open it.” Santa said—his tone was almost commanding.

Chris did not argue, the absurdity of the situation, his disbelief, overwhelmed by his curiosity, the strange fluttering in his belly, the way Santa’s dazzling blue eyes made him feel, the way the pink gift called to him. Chris tore at the ribbon, at the paper, and opened his present.

“What…?” Chris stared down at his gift in disbelief.

In the box, nestled in a bed of pink tissue paper, was a set of underwear—sexy underwear, lingerie, white stockings, red panties, red bra, all decorated with white lace and ribbon. The final item was pair of lurid black fetish heels, glossy and shiny, the heel long and thin, closed-toe with a thin black strap that would wrap around the ankle. Chris’ heart was racing, the base of his skull tingling. He was too hot, belly fluttering, cock aching at just the sight of his gift.

“What is this?” Chris asked.

Santa smiled, laughed, a soft friendly chuckle. Chris looked up at him, into his dazzling blue eyes.

“This is your gift Chris, your Christmas wish, your heart’s desire. Now, why don’t you get changed so I can see how sexy you are?”
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He knew he should argue, that he should refuse, the whole situation bizarre and unreal—a strange handsome man in his house, so tall and powerful, demanding he dress in sexy girly underwear—but he did not. He did not protest, did not even hesitate. Something in the way Santa spoke to him, something about the lingerie, the pretty heels, called to him, spoke to a part of him that would no longer be denied. Just once Chris wanted to be pretty, sexy, just once he wanted to wanted, to be desired, to be the object of someone’s fantasy and lust. Chris wanted the tall, muscular, handsome Santa in front of him to desire him

Chris put his present down and rose to his feet, slowly, uncertain, nervous, trembling. Santa stood tall over him, smiling, kind eyes, handsome and powerful and the way he looked at Chris made his heart skip. He blushed and bit his lip, turned away and before he could change his mind, he began to undress.

Santa stood, watching, smiling, as Chris peeled off his shirt and trousers, his socks, stripping down to his underwear. The way his gaze travelled up Chris’s legs, over his ass, up his body, made Chris shiver. Santa was tall and toned, handsome, his eyes were dazzling and full of desire. Chris felt hot, cock aching, and a small part of him, a part that was growing louder, stronger, wanted to surrender to the taller, older man.

“Take all of it off Chris. You need to undress properly if you want to wear all the pretty, sexy things I brought you.” Santa said.

Chris’ cheek grew hot, his cock aching. He squirmed, bit his bottom lip, aroused and nervous, a sense of shame and humiliation that only made his arousal worse. Chris turned away as Santa watched him, turned his back to the taller, older, handsome man, and slipped down his pants, exposing his round, firm butt. A shiver ran up his spine as he exposed himself, aware that he was being watched, aware of how Santa was looking at him, aware of what he was doing, but unable and unwilling to stop. He could no longer deny that the thought of wearing the lingerie thrilled him in ways he could not describe.

“Stockings and suspenders first Chris, then panties and bra. Heels last. Go slowly.” Santa said—his tone was authoritative.

Chris obeyed. Finally naked, he reached out and picked up the white stockings. He lifted his left foot and slipped the first stocking on, pulling it onto his foot, tugging it up his calf, over his knee, up his thigh.

His skin tingled, a buzzing electricity, pleasurable. The stockings hugged his legs and, even as Chris pulled them on, his leg changed, his skin becoming softer, smooth and hairless, his legs curvy and feminine, a subtle change that made him grin. As he pulled the second stocking on the change continued, both legs becoming smooth, soft and feminine and sexy, full and hairless and delicate. Chris looked down at himself and was filled with a blossoming sense of euphoria.

“You like the added magic touch?” Santa said. “It’s only a little enhancement, to make the most of your natural beauty that you’ve tried so hard to hide. It’s really only a minor change to help bring out the real you, but once you have the entire outfit on you’ll find that you look much more like the you you’ve always longed to be. As I said, this gift is your wish, your heart’s desire.”

Chris’ heart was racing. The way his legs had changed, altered, scared him but, more than that, excited him. He wanted more. He wanted to see what the rest of his gift would do to him. He wanted to be sexy, just once. He could no longer deny how he wanted to be feminine and pretty.
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Chris slipped on the suspenders next, attaching the fasteners to the tops of his stockings, his hips and waist tingling pleasantly as they shifted slightly, hips becoming a little wider, waist narrower, his thighs no longer touching when he stood with his feet together, then the panties, delighting in how the silk caressed his new soft, smooth legs, snug around his butt and cock, the magic again changing him, any last trace of hair vanishing, his cock shrinking slightly, his ass becoming fuller, rounder, pert and soft and smooth, plump, hairless—a perfect little bubble butt. Chris wiggled, shifting his hips, delighting in how his new round full ass swayed, wobbling, desirable and soft.

Finally, he turned his attention to the bra. He wondered what change this would bring, the thought thrilling and terrifying him, but he knew he could not resist. Chris fastened the back around his waist then pulled it up, slipping his arms into the straps, slipping the soft silk bra over his chest, His flesh tingled, the magic working—his shoulders shrank, arms becoming thinner, softer, his body now entirely smooth and hairless, soft, sensitive, and his chest swelled, small pert breasts forming, tingling with a wonderful pleasure, his nipples engorging, swelling, hardening, expanding to become puffy buds of pleasure, aching and so wonderfully sensitive against the silk of his bra.

“You like?” Santa asks.

Chris looked down at himself, his body so feminine now, so pretty, so sexy, curvy and soft and sensitive. He nodded, grinning, blushing, gnawing on his bottom lip, his cock throbbing, swelling, yet still snug neatly in his pretty panties.

“Shoes next then. After you have those on we can add the finishing touches.” Santa said.

Finishing touches… just the words had Chris’ heart racing. He wondered what else awaited him and he could not wait to find out. He picked up his cute fetish heels, brazen and sexy, and slipping them onto his feet he felt a spark run up his legs and spine and he shifted as he fastened the straps, suddenly standing differently, instinct taking over, his ankles and legs adjusting so that he knew that he would never be able to comfortably walk in anything other than heels again—the way the heels made him stand made his hips and butt seem bigger, hips wider, legs longer, sexy and provocative, and Chris loved it. He took a few testing steps and without thinking he strutted, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, hips rolling, ass swaying in a sexually exaggerated manner, enticing. He was sexy and he could not stop smiling.

“Impressive. Your transformation really is remarkable… the magic really has brought out the pretty girl in you, and I must say your inner girl really is quite attractive.”

Chris turned to face Santa. Even in his heels Santa loomed over him, tall and broad and strong. Chris felt small and cute and pretty, and he loved it, the fluttering in his belly, the aching in his cock, his aching nipples.

“Thank you.” Chris said—even his voice was soft, feminine, cute.

“Now, one last finishing touch, if you want?” Santa said.

Chris nodded, blushing. He wanted to be as pretty and as sexy as he could be, wanted it all.

Santa stepped forward, close to Chris now, large and powerful. Chris looked up into those dazzling blue eyes and his heart was racing, excited, full of yearning. Santa reached up, ran one hand up Chris’ arm, finger tracing gently, teasing, Chris’ body hot, flush.

Santa reached up, hand running up the back of Chris’ neck and his fingers entangled with his hair and Santa leaned down, forward, holding Chris’ head, and pressed his lips to Chris’. There was a spark, a heat, a blossoming. Chris felt his lips tingle, swelling, becoming plump and sensitive, his face shimmering. Chris kissed back, wanting more, the kiss demanding, urgent, strong and passionate, unlike any kiss he had had before—Santa wanted him, needed him, and Chris offered himself up, his lips parting, tongues meeting.

Santa pulled back and held Chris as he wobbled, head spinning, overwhelmed with sensations and emotions. Chris’ cheeks were bright pink and his breath was ragged.

“Now, why don’t you look in the mirror. Tell me what you think of your Christmas gift.” Santa said.

Chris nodded, turned to the large mirror on the back of the door. Already overwhelmed it took him a moment to realise what he was seeing, blinking. The girl in the mirror, the pretty, sexy blonde was… him.

“I…” There were no words.

“You’re really quite incredible. A truly stunning woman.” Santa said.

Chris smiled, blushing. His face was prettier now, with make-up, his eyes shadowed with glittery blacks and reds, full dark lashes, heavy mascara, making him seem sultry, sexual, his lips fuller, glossy red, inviting, and his cheeks were softened with a light shimmer of power. His hair too had changed, grown long suddenly, down past his shoulders, bright blonde now instead of his usual plain brown, soft curls, cute and utterly girly.

He stood, in his pretty lingerie and sexy heels, his body soft and curvy, wide hips, round ass, small breasts with swollen nipples, his pretty face, and he could not stop smiling. A wellspring of euphoria erupted in him, joy unlike any he had ever known. Chris turned to face Santa and smiled.

“I love it. Thank you.” Chris said.

Santa grinned. He stepped forward, closer.

“You’re very welcome Chris. Or perhaps I should call you Chrissi now, since you’re such a pretty girl?”

Chrissi… the name filled Chrissi with joy. She nodded, shedding her old self, embracing the new. Santa smiled at her.

“Now, there’s one more gift, if you want it.” Santa said.

Santa’s eyes glimmered, his smile greedy, predatory. The way he looked at Chrissi, the way his gaze ran up and down her scantily clad body, made her hot and weak. Chrissi nodded, gnawing on her bottom lip, nervous and eager. She hoped Santa was offering her what she thought he was.

“Good girl. Now, why don’t you get down on your knees in front of me and unwrap your final present.” Santa said.
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Chrissi fell eagerly to her kneels, aching, desperate, lips tingling. She reached up to Santa’s belt and undid it, unbuttoning his trousers, tugging them down. Santa looked down at her, the pretty, sexy blonde knelt beneath him, reached out and took a handful of her hair. Chrissi gasped in delight and surprise as Santa’s cock popped free of his trousers. It was… magnificent—thick and long and hard, pulsing, the scent deep and rich and masculine, intoxicating.

“You like it?” Santa asked.

Chrissi nodded, her mouth tingling, hot and wet and empty. It was perfect, and she wanted it. She felt free, sexy and pretty, brazen, wanted, desired, and she wanted to be treated like the sexy, slutty girl she knew she was.

“Then touch it. Show me how much you like your Christmas present.” Santa said.

Chrissi needed no more encouragement. She reached up and took Santa’s massive cock into her small, soft hands, stroked him. His cock was hot, smooth like velvet, heavy. Chrissi’s mouth watered and before she could think, before she could stop herself, she leant forward, pressed her lips to the head of Santa’s cock. Sparks of joy filled her mind, her lips ripe with pleasure. She pressed forward, lips tight, and eased Santa’s cock into her mouth.

Chrissi moaned, mouth hot, tight, wet, lips squeezing, milking, took more of Santa’s cock. Santa gripped her hair, thrust forward, slipping more of his hard dick between her plump, juicy, sensitive lips.

“You have such a perfect mouth.” Santa said. “So pretty, so tight and wet.”

Chrissi moaned. Her little cock was throbbing in her panties, leaking precum. She couldn’t believe what she was doing but she could not deny how good it felt, how right. She was pretty, sexy, and she wanted to be the best slut she could be.

She leaned forward, taking more of Santa’s cock, her tongue and lips working to pleasure him, and the head of his cock pressed at the back of her throat. Chrissi supressed the urge to gag and pressed on, took Santa’s massive cock into her throat, milking him, her throat so tight, squeezing, his cock hot and throbbing in her mouth.

Santa thrust in and out, fucking Chrissi’s pretty mouth, her plump lips, her eyes dusky, looking up at him with lust and pleasure, submitting to his cock, craving him, so pretty, so sexy. Chrissi sucked hard, wrapping her lips tight, worked her throat up and down, letting Santa fuck her mouth with his hard, thick, throbbing cock.

“Fuck… that’s… you are such a perfect cock sucker.” Santa said.

Chrissi moaned in delight, a note of lust and pleasure in his voice. That she was eliciting such a response from the powerful, handsome man made her squirm in the most delicious way. She wanted more, wanted to take all of his cock, wanted to make him cum, wanted to taste him, submit to him, serve him like the sexy slut she was.

“I’m… wow… you’re a natural at this.” Santa said.

Chrissi sucked hard, worked her wet, hot lips up and down Santa’s slick shaft. She moaned as his cock slipped into her throat, stretching, pulsing, her mind spinning. She wanted all of it, needed more.

Santa gripped her hair and pulled her back, slipped his cock out of her mouth, his cock leaving her lips with an audible pop and Chrissi whined, wanting it back in her mouth.

“You can have more of my cock later you greedy little slut. Right now I want to sample the rest of you. I want to show you the pleasure of being a sexy girl, want to show you how pretty sluts like you get fucked.” Santa said.

Chrissi’s mind was spinning. Santa was going to fuck her. She wanted it, more than she had ever wanted anything. Her belly fluttered and she smiled, biting her bottom lip, eager, horny, her little cock aching.

“Please…” Chrissi whispered.

Santa smiled at the sexy, slutty, pretty girl knelt at his feet.

“I’m going to claim you.” Santa said. “I’m going to make you my pretty little slut.”

Chrissi’s mind was spinning. She wanted it. Needed it.

“Yes. Please. Make me your special girl.” She said.

“Stand up and face the wall then, feet far apart, leant forward, hands on the wall, ass up.” Santa said.

Chrissi was only too happy to obey.

[image: ]

Chrissi stood a pace back from the wall, leaning forward with her forearms and hands on the wall to support herself. Her feet, still in her black fetish heels, were far apart, her back curved to lift her ass up, offering herself. Her long blonde curls fell down her back, ticking her shoulders. Her nipples were hard and her cock was throbbing, aching.

“Are you ready for this?” Santa asked.

Chrissi nodded. She was more than ready. This was what she was made for, she had finally found herself.

Santa moved in behind her, close, his cock hard and thick and long. Chrissi shivered in anticipation and Santa ran his hands over her ass, plump and round and soft. His fingers slipped in towards her crack, ran along, brushing over her entrance, pressing into the fabric of her panties.

Chrissi moaned. Santa’s fingers slipped under the fabric, skin against skin, and his fingers were slick, gentle, teasing over her hole, pressing into her. Chrissi pressed back, easing just the tip of Santa’s finger into her hole, clenching, the sensation heaven.

“You want me to fuck you Chrissi? You want me to make you my special slut? You want me to claim you as my final present?”

Chrissi could not speak, could barely think. She wanted it, needed it. She nodded, moaning, pressing to get more of Santa’s finger inside of her, his finger splitting her open, stretching her.

“Well, I’d not want to disappoint such a pretty, sexy girl.” Santa said.

Santa pulled his hand away and Chrissi whined, wanting it back but then it was replaced, with something thicker, hotter, softer. Santa tugged Chrissi’s panties to the side and his cock, slick and soft and throbbing, ran along her crack, the thick head pausing at her hole. He pressed, gently, firmly, easing his dick into her.

Chrissi moaned in delight, the sensation of the hard cock stretching her, opening her entrance, filling her hole, heavenly. She arched her back and pressed back, the pressure building and then, suddenly, Santa’s cock slipped past her outer ring, slipped deep, his cock filling her fuck-hole, filling her ass.

“Fuck… you’re so tight.” Santa said.

Chrissi moaned, beyond words. She was being fucked, like the pretty, sexy, slutty girl she had become. She was a dirty slut for Santa and she loved it.

“Fuck me… please… fuck me and claim me… fuck me hard.” Chrissi said.

Santa smiled. His hands slipped over her ass, squeezing, and ran up to her hips, gripped her. He pulled his cock out, the head teasing at Chrissi’s entrance, tugging, just barely inside her. She whined, arched her back, leant forward against the wall, submitting, offering herself. She wanted to be used, to be fucked, claimed, bred like the slut she wanted to be.

Without warning Santa thrust into her, filling her, his massive thick cock buried in her tight slight ass. Chrissi moaned in delight and surprise. Her holed squeezed and she pressed back, grinding against the cock that filled her, her ass pressing against Santa’s groin. As she bounced on his cock her cute little cock swayed, hard, throbbing, drooling, swayed between her thighs.

“Yes…” Chrissi whimpered.

Santa pulled out, thrust back in. His cock fucked in and out of Chrissi’s tight ass, fucking her, claiming her. Chrissi moaned, desperate, the sensation of Santa’s cock rubbing against her slick, sensitive inner walls, pressing against a bright spot of pleasure, his dick pulsing, massive, made her float on a cloud of joy. Her hole clenched, milking, stretched.

Santa gripped her hips and fucked her, his pretty toy, his sexy slutty girl, and Chrissi let him use her, let him take her, his willing slut. His cock thrust in and out, fucking, hot, massive, her hole tight and slick, filling her over and over, rubbing against the knot of pleasure that swelled within her.

Chrissi’s cute little cock swelled, hard, drooling precum, throbbing as Santa fucked her. She was pretty now, sexy, desirable. The pleasure of being fucked was more than any she had ever experienced and she knew that she would never go back. She was Chrissi, Santa’s willing slut, his toy, his pretty willing girl. She wanted to serve him with her body, her mouth, her ass.

“Such a good girl… that tight hole… so hot… so sexy…” Santa whispered.

Chrissi’s head was spinning. Santa’s cock swelled inside her tight hole and she knew what was coming, wanted it.

“Fuck me… please… cum in me… make me yours… I… I want to be your Christmas present…” Chrissi said.

“You want to be mine? My toy? My slut? My pretty little fuck toy?”

Santa fucked Chrissi harder, thrusting in and out, the prominent head of his massive cock rubbing over the knot of Chrissi’s pleasure, swelling, her cock aching. She thrust back, chasing the pleasure, grinding her hips and ass on the massive cock, fucking back, desperate, willing.

“Yes… please.” She whimpered.

Santa’s grip on her hips tightened. His cock swelled, stretching her hole, filling her, massive, and he thrust deep. Santa fucked deep and hard and his cock pressed hard on the knot of Chrissi’s pleasure and he came, filling her tight ass, filling her sexy hole with his hot, thick, sticky cum.

The sensation pushed Chrissi over the edge. As Santa filled her willing hole, stretching her, fucking her, cumming inside her, she came, her cute little cock throbbing and cumming without even being touched, cumming from just being fucked in her ass. Chrissi pressed back, filling herself, grinding on Santa’s cock as she came.

“My… that was… you are amazing.” Santa said.

His cock still inside her splitting her wide, filling her, her hole full of his hot, thick cum, Santa leant forward and kisses Chrissi’s shoulder. Chrissi shuddered, relishing in the glow of her orgasm, her hole full of hot cum and cock, still craving more.

“You think you’ll come back next year Santa, to deliver your girl another present?” Chrissi asked.

Santa laughed. He gripped her tight, his cock softening slowly inside of her.

“Oh no you don’t. A girl like you is too special to see only once a year. I’m taking you with me, so I can give you a special present at least every day.”

Chrissi smiled, basking in the sensation of Santa’ cock softening inside her, her hole full of cum, her cock still throbbing. She giggled.

“Mmm… I think I’ll need warmer clothes though if you’re taking me to the north pole.” She said.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties
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Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.

But then his night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room—curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.


The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


Femboy Reform School

Complete Series OUT NOW!
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


A Paladin Falls

Empathy's Curse Book One
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed. Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them.

Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change. Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful.

Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world… Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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