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Chp. 1

“Sex shop sales assistant,” I read the job ad aloud from my computer. “Job responsibilities include agenda keeping, sales and customer service. No experience necessary, will train.” I have been looking for a new job weeks after losing my job at the supermarket for my ‘lack of enthusiasm’ as the manger put it. It’s been weeks since then and still no luck finding a job I would want.

I’ve always been somewhat of a slacker, so I was looking for a job with a chill atmosphere. “Hmm, sex shop customers are not likely to make eye contact, right?” I wondered aloud. I shrugged and sent my resume over.

I got a response almost immediately asking to set up an interview for tomorrow, which was Christmas Eve. It was odd given the date, but I figured not everyone celebrates, so I agreed. I wrote down the address and went to sleep, hoping that I wasn’t wasting my time.

The next day, I held up the paper to the address on the building to verify that I was in the right spot. It was the place, but I was not expecting a sex shop to have a Christmas theme?

I gulped, looking through the window of the green and red painted store front, seeing mannequins dressed in sexy Santa and elf customers. Underneath them were erotic romance novels on display, all Christmas themed and inside you could view pocket pussies, candy cane striped dildos and novelty costumes hanging up. But nothing drew my eyes more than the storefront sign which had a cartoon blonde woman dressed as a sexy Santa sporting a big candy cane as a strap-on and underneath it read: ‘Madam C’s House of Toys and pleasures’ in cursive.

I gulped, staring at the shop on the cold winter day. If this was any other day, I would have left right then, but with it being Christmas, the street was empty. That didn’t stop me from worrying that someone was looking at me through a window, but I suppressed it and entered.

The bells on the door rang as I walked inside the empty shop. I looked around, seeing a desk in the corner with a cash register along with a bell. Not knowing what to do, I walked up to the desk, noticing a sign which read ‘ring for help’ with an arrow pointing down to the bell.

I rang the bell and waited for a moment before the door behind desk opened revealing a tall older woman with long shiny gray hair. She wore a bright red dress that stopped around her knees and an oversized belt hugging her torso.

“Hi, I’m Madam C. and how can I help you?” she asked sweetly, putting me at ease.

“Yeah, I’m here for the interview?” I asked earnestly. “I’m Terry.”

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, smiling. “Follow me into my office and we can get it underway,” she said, waving me towards the door where she entered.

I followed her, entering a small office area that was similarly Christmas decorated as outside, making me wonder if this was just a seasonal event. Madam C. sat down behind her desk and I sat down in the chair in front of it, sweating as I wondered if I would be up to snuff.

“This is pleasant office,” I said, trying to break the ice.

“Thank you,” she bowed. “Part of my job is being a sexual therapist, and this office helps for customers who want to talk in a private area,” she explained. “Anyway…” She continued, “Why would like to be my assistant?”

“I think you would like the quiet atmosphere,” I admitted without thinking.

“I appreciate your honesty,” she said, smiling. “You should know though, that part of the job is helping people with intimate problems,” she explained. “Will you be able to be open-minded and non-judgmental to customers’ needs?”

“Absolutely,” I answered. Truth be told, I was more worried others would judge me.

“That’s very good,” she smiled. “Now tell me, do you believe in magic?”

“Magic?”

“Yes, Christmas magic,” she specified.

“No,” I answered again, without thinking. My face went red when I realized that could disqualify from the job.

“Most people don’t,” she shrugged. “I have an idea, how about I cast a minor spell on you to see if you are right for the job?”

“I don’t understand?” I said in confusion.

“It’s simple I’ll do a quick mind read to see if you would be a good fit,” she explained. “Just lay you palms out facing up on the desk.”

“I don’t know…” I looked off.

“Come on,” she goat on. “If you don’t believe in magic, then what’s the big deal?” she asked.

“Okay,” I conceded, laying my hands on the desk.

“Good,” she said, grabbing my hands. It was awkward holding on her soft hands as she sat there with her eyes closed. It looked like she was murmuring to herself, but I couldn’t make out what exactly.

“And done,” she said, opening her eyes and letting go of my hands.

“And..?” I asked.

“Congratulations!” she said. “You got the job!”

“Wait, really?” I asked, shocked.

“Yep, here’s the job contract Terry,” she unfurled the contract on the desk.

“So all I have to do is sign this, and I got the job?” I asked excitedly as I picked up the pen.

“That’s correct,” She smiled.

“Great!” I said, signing the paper.

“Great!” she snapped her fingers and Santa hat appeared over her head.

I shook my head, confused. “What!?” I said, shocked. “How did you that?”

“Oh sweetie, haven’t figured it out?” she reached down and pinched my cheek. “Here’s a hint ‘C’ stands for Claus.”

“Santa?” I asked.

“Actually, I’m more of his open-minded cousin,” she taunted as her hand shifted her hand to grab both of my cheeks to make a kissy face. “My job is to help Doms and get sissies out their shells” she sang out.

“W-what does this have to do with me?” I asked, afraid of the answer.

“Because I need you to be my little sissy helper,” she said in baby talk, before planting her moist lips onto mine. Her long tongue slipped into my mouth like a snake. It was heavenly.

“From today onward,” she said, breaking the kiss, leaving her lipstick on my face. “You will be my sissy elf helper and will follow my every command, understood?”

“Yes, Madam Claus,” I answered without thinking.

“Great!” she clapped her hands. “Now I’m going to customize you, so undress,” she ordered sitting on her desk.

I did as I was told and took off my interview clothes, getting down to my boxers. “All the way sissy or do you want to disappoint me?” I pulled down my boxers, exposing my penis to her. “Hmmm…” she smiled and sashayed off the desk. As she got closer, she seemed fixated on my penis, eventually grabbing it. “Yes, I think I’ll keep you…” her fingers danced and fondled my junk, getting me hard.

“That being said,” she spun me around so she was looking at my back. “Your tushie could be bigger,” her hands reached down and grab my butt cheeks. She began massing them, rubbing them in circular alternate directions.

“Oh!” I hummed, feeling the odd tingling sensation from my rear. It was like her hands were vibrating, causing an oddly pleasurable feeling.

Her hands traveled down, massaging my thighs and down. It felt so wonderful, like I was getting a magic massage. I looked down and wondered if my legs were always so thin and angular also where was my leg hair?

Madam Claus turned me around and pushed back so I was back sitting on the chair. She lifted my right leg, “My sissy doesn’t need such big tootsies.” She massaged my feet, which felt heavenly, but to my astonishment my foot appeared to be getting smaller. I had to hold up my other foot to compare; I must have lost four shoe sizes.

“Now for the other one!” She sang out, dropping my right foot and grabbing the other. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the massage, feeling like it was out of my control. I could feel myself slowly drift to sleep.

I felt her drop my leg to the ground. “Go ahead, darling, and take a brief nap,” she whispered into my ear.  “I’ll continue and wake you up when I need you, relax.” Her words were like honey as I felt myself drift off.

I woke up feeling something heavy plop into my lap. I opened my eyes, seeing Madam Claus sitting on my lap, side saddled. I glanced, seeing my arms had gone noticeably thinner, my hands were also smaller and manicured. “How long have I been out?” I asked dazed with my head feeing oddly heavier.

“About an hour,” she answered. “Sorry you face is the most customizable,” she brushed a lock of hair out of my eyes, which was odd because I remember being bald when I walked in.

“My face?” I rubbed my face, feeling my soft skin.

“Yep!” she held up a mirror showing my new smaller feminine made-up face. Although I looked different, I still looked roughly like my old self, like if I had a sister I would look like her. “And we haven’t even gotten the best part!” she said, taking away the mirror.

“Best part?”

“Yep, it’s the chest,” she smiled. I looked down, seeing my hairy chest that now stood out with the rest of my curvy, girly body. “Here we go!” she began rubbing my chest in circles.

At first I didn’t know what she meant until my nipples were becoming more sensitive and her hands were delivering a pleasure I had never felt before. “Ohahhh!” I moaned, my tongue sticking out in pure bliss. This made my penis stand right at attention, rubbing the thigh of her dress.

“Yes, you like this, don’t you little sissy!” Madam Claus edged on, rubbing my nipple as I squirmed in her chair. “Say it, sissy!”

“I like it!” I giggled.

“Would you say this is the hardest you ever been?” she asked, still playing with my nipples.

It was like she was reading my mind I couldn’t remember the amount of blood that was heading to my penis. “Yes, Madam!” I moaned.

“Good!” she abruptly stopped her massage and pointed at my erection. “Chastify!” she shot a bolt out her fingertips at my privates. I looked down and saw plastic like material form around my dick and engulfing until a form fitting chastity cage, fully locked.

“But why?” I asked, wanting to cum.

“This way you can get as hot and bothered as you want, but only I can say if you cum,” she explained, standing up from lap.

I pouted, feeling blue balled. “Don’t worry sissy,” she comforted. “Here’s the fun part,” she pointed her hand back at my cage and said: “Stylize, thong!”

I looked down and to my amazement as the chastity cage material change from plastic to cotton. Even though I could feel my erection standing out, I watched it bend down and transform from cage to a bright pink thong with tight straps around my waist and giving me a wedgie. When it finished, my hard dick looked like a small pink bulge containing my penis and balls.

“Wow,” I said, astonished. I curiously tried to reach underneath the fabric, but it was so snug I couldn’t dig my finger underneath.

“Yes, it is nice,” she commented. “Perfect for keeping my sissy helper under control and only I can release you, though I suppose it could dispelled with true love’s kiss.”

I looked down from dainty toes, to my slender legs and wide thighs leading up to my big butt, then curvy stomach and my small perky boobs. Minus my small package thong, I looked like a woman. “W-what does this mean?” I asked, fear in my voice.

“Well, my new little sissy elf,” she said, tapping my nose. “Your job is going to help me provide Christmas joy for all the lonely Doms out there!”

“F-for how long?” I asked felt more curious than afraid.

She looked surprise. “It depends,” she answered placing her index finger on my thong’s crotch sending a jolt of pleasure through me. “I suppose if you wanted you could make a dash toward the door, it’s not like I would chase after you and my magic should wear off in a day or two,” as she spoke she continuously tapped my junk driving me crazy. “Or you could stay and be taken on a new pleasure trip that will leave begging for more.” She continued to stroke my thong, causing me to cum and messing my thong.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, removing her hand. “And I see you messed your thong,” she mocked, pointing at the stain that seeped through the fabric. I guess even magic panties can get dirty. “You’re lucky that I’m here to clean you,” she waved her hand and spontaneously my panties were clean.

“Thank you,” I pouted.

“Oh,” she mewed, laying a hand on my cheek, “So cute!” She walked back to her to her desk and leaned against it. “All right, for your first day as my elf, I want you to wait at the desk outside,” she gestured back towards the entrance. “Greet any walk-ins and if the phone rings answer it, if it’s important, buzz me, otherwise try to schedule an appointment in the log and be willing to please any customers.”

“C-can I have clothes?” I asked, afraid she was going to make me a full-blown exhibitionist.

“Oh yeah,” she snapped her fingers and suddenly I was wearing a short green dress, an elf hat, red and white stripped tights and red five inch heels. “And just to make sure you don’t have any accidents,” she lifted the hem of my elf dress and ran her hand over my crotch.

Instantly I felt a new material wrap around and my waist and hugged my crotch. The odd poofy cotton material pushed my legs apart and made me spread my legs, causing a crinkle noise. When I finally lifted my skirt, I looked on in embarrassment seeing the big diaper I was wearing.

“That should do it,” she said, satisfied before I could voice my displeasure. "Now you best get out there!” she said, pushing me back into the store. “Oh, and before I forget here,” she places a small necklace around my neck with a jewel in the middle. “I cursed it only allowing you to tell the truth.”

“What? Why?” I said, confused.

“Oh, just to add little spice in your job, but of course,” she laughed. “Now here take your purse and good luck on your first day!” she shoved a pink round purse at me before closing the door and leaving me alone in the store.
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I sat in my chair twisting in turning. Nervous that I could be recognized, and I was still turned on with no hope of release. I had to look for a distraction.

I opened the purse she gave me seeing a pink and saw a diamond incrusted cell phone, makeup that looked like it matches my shade, but to my biggest surprise was one of the candy cane stripped dildo nesting at the bottom. I blinked as my face turned red.

The door jingled, and I quickly closed my purse, tucking it back behind my desk. In walked a couple; a man who had long dyed black hair and wore all black, and a cheery blonde woman who wore a baggy Christmas sweater and jeans. He seemed like he didn’t want to be here while the woman was extremely happy even waving to me as she entered.

“Oh hey there!” the woman waved. “You’re dressed as an elf, that’s so cute,” she commented, dragging in the man in by the arm. “Yeah, I’m checking in my boyfriend,” she said happily.

“Oh uh okay,” I said as scrambled to open up the pink agenda book to today. “Uh name?” I asked, grimacing.

“It should be under Tara,” she said happily while her boyfriend continued to look away.

I looked back in the agenda and sure enough there it was written ‘Tara 3pm’. I reached over to the buzzer and pressed the button. “Madam?” I called on the buzzer.

“Yes, dear,” I heard her voice on the other end.

“Tara and her boyfriend are here,” I responded, pushing the button again.

“Okay, send up the boyfriend in alone,” she ordered. The boyfriend looked shocked when he heard and looked toward Tara.

“It’s okay Brendon,” Tara cooed, rubbing his back. “I’ll wait for you out here.” The boy friend looked reluctant, but walked back through the curtain, leaving me alone with Tara.

“Um, you can have seat ove—“

“Hey, I’m sorry I can I ask you a question?” she asked, interrupting me.

“I guess,” I shrugged.

“Well, don’t take this the wrong way, but…” She turned around toward the door like she was checking if someone was about to walk in on us. She leaned down and whispered in my ear. “By chance are you a sissy?”

Her words shot up my spine as I realized she had found me out. “I uhh…” I wanted to lie, but the amulet glowed and prevented me. “Yes, I am,” I squeaked.

“OH my god, that’s so awesome!” she cheered in approval, shocking me. “I’ve been trying to get my boyfriend into it but he’s too damn shy,” she pouted. “Hey, can I see up your skirt?” she asked eagerly.

“What?!” I said surprised how forward she was being.

“Come on only for a minute!” she whined.

At first I thought of refusing but then Madam Claus words rang in my head, “Be willing to please…”

“Um, okay,” I agreed, blushing and looking away. It was embarrassing, but I had to admit it was pretty hot exposing myself to such an attractive woman. I stood up and lifted my skirt, revealing her my diaper.

“Oh, you’re wearing a diaper!” she cheered, seeing my diaper. “That’s so kinky!”

“Um, thank you,” I blushed.

“Come on,” she nudged me. “Show me your clitty,” she smiled, pointing down at my diaper.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I responded without thinking, looking away. I’m guessing from a third point of view I was acting bashful.

“Oh, come on!” she urged on, stamping her feet down. “If you show me, I promise I’ll reward you!” she led on. “Be the sissy my stupid boyfriend is afraid to be.”

“Oh, all right,” I said, breaking down and lowering my diaper to show my little pink bulge.

She leaned down in awe but turned into confusion. “Why are you wearing a thong under your diaper?”

“Well, uh it’s complicated,” I responded blushing, not knowing how to answer that Ms. Clause used magic on my privates.

“Whatever,” she shrugged. She reached over and grabbed my hand. “Now come on, there’s a broom closet over here.” She pointed to the door to the side and dragged me over to it, almost tripping on my heels. She opened the door and took me inside the small broom closet, closing the door.

“What are you doing?” I finally asked as our boobs and bodies rub against each other and the broom in the tight place.

“Giving you your reward, silly!” she giggled, wrapping her arms around me. My boobs felt the wool fibers on her Christmas sweater. “Don’t you want your gift?” she whispered close to my mouth, feeling the hunger in her voice.

“Yes!” I said, dying of horniness. “But what about your boyfriend?” I asked.

“That’s the best part,” she said as I felt her flip me around so my ass was rubbing against her thighs. “Anal doesn’t count!” she said, pulling down my tights and diaper. “I don’t have a dildo so you must settle for my fi—Wait what’s this?” she stopped as I heard her reach down. “Is this your purse?” she asked, but I couldn’t see what she was pointing at. It couldn’t have been mine because I remembered leaving it behind at the desk.

“Oh you naughty girl,” I felt her rub a familiar phallic object up my leg. “Keeping a dildo with you on the job!”

She couldn’t see my face, but it was hot red as she teased me about the dildo. I wondered how my purse and the embarrassing candy cane dildo arrived in the broom closet.

“All it took was a little Christmas magic!” I heard Madam Claus in my head.

“Madam?” I question aloud not seeing her, confusing Tara.

“Don’t talk aloud,” Madam said in my head. “I cast a spell for us to telepathically communicate,” she explained.

“This is great!” Tara said, snapping me back to the situation. “Now I don’t have to use my finger when I fuck your boi pussy!” she said before making slurping noises. Before I could ask what she was doing, I felt the saliva dripping dildo teasing my ass crack.

“You ready sissy?” she whispered in my ear as she hugged my back.

“Yes,” I gulped, feeling like a slut.

I felt the slimy wet cock slide up my rear end as I gave a girlish ‘oh’ sound. She twisted around the rubber dildo, causing friction in my anus. I tried to step forward, feeling the force she pushing up my ass but held in place by her other hand that was cupping my crotch.

“Who’s been a naughty sissy this Christmas?” she said aggressively into my ear.

“I am,” I heaved as my body rocked on her dildo. “I’m a naughty little sissy!”

“That’s right!” she responded as I felt her pushing the cock up further my rectum, unlocking more of my ass and rubbed against my p-spot. “Your little sissy slut looking for something up you chimney!”

I wanted to cum so badly as she took me roughly, but couldn’t. I was just getting hornier and hornier as I rubbed my crotch and tried to shove the dildo further into my ass. Even Tara was trying to get me to jizz out as I felt her hand now rubbing my crotch as well. But couldn’t seem to get there.

That’s when my mind flashes back to when I was with Madam Claus. “But the only way you can cum is with permission,” I remembered her saying.

“Can I please cum Madam,” I said out loud asking both Madam Claus and Tara.

“Yes!” Tara said aloud.

“Yes, you may,” Madam Claus said in my head following Tara but was calmer.

Finally, I felt the shock wave from my orgasm blast through me like a hurricane, causing my penis to jizz in my panties. It was the biggest orgasm I could remember having that I was in tears. My knees buckled, and I had put weight into Tara, who held me close to her body.

“Good girl,” she said sweetly into my ear as I heaved against her. She continued to whisper sweet compliments into my ear until I could catch my breath. She then helped me stand back stand up and pull up my diaper.

“Do you need to change your panties?” She asked innocently considering I had came in my panties.

“No it’ fine,” I responded, knowing that they irremovable. “Besides, that’s what my diapers for,” the truth curse forced me to say it instead of thinking it.

“I suppose your right,” she giggled while I blushed in embarrassment.

We walked out of the closet into the main store. Luckily the store was still empty, so we were free to wait back at the cash register and wait.

The door opened and revealed Madam Claus, but she wasn’t the only one. Out behind her came out a femmfied Brendon who was blushing furiously. He stood there, afraid to make eye contact; wearing a cotton white shirt with a pink heart in the middle with a short pink pleated skirt.

My eyes widen in shock. He didn’t pass like a female like I did and looked rather uncomfortable as we stared in awkward silence. I felt so bad for the guy I tried to keep my face unfazed, to not appear judgmental.

Meanwhile, Tara looked at her sissified boyfriend in admiration. She clasped her hands together and smiled. “He’s perfect!” she announced happily.

Brendon looked shocked by her reaction and froze. This allowed Tara to run over to him and wrap her arms around him. “You so cute!” she complimented. “I can’t wait to get you home so I can show you how much I like it,” she said, her fingers dancing on his stomach.

I recognized Brendon’s face. The face of fear but interest, where you know you are walking in uncharted waters but too hot to say no. His daze state allowed Tara to lead him toward the door.

“Thanks for everything Madam C.” Tara waved goodbye as she got to the door.

“No problem sweetheart!” Madam Claus waved goodbye as Tara opened the door letting in the cold air causing Brendon to shiver.

“Oh, no, you’re cold!” Tara said, looking at her trembling boyfriend. “Here,” she said taking off her Christmas sweater revealing she was just wearing a pink bra underneath. “Wear my Sweater for warmth,” she handed it to him.

Brendon took the sweater and immediately put it on. “What about you?” he asked, trying to get his head through the hole.

“I’ll be fine,” she waved off as he got the oversized sweater to cover most of his girly outfit. “I got all the warmth right here!” she said, hugging her half naked torso against him as the two walked out of the store.

“Wow,” I said astonished, watching them leave. Watching a normal woman giving so much affection for someone who was sissified seemed to be good to be true. I was actually jealous of Brendon.

“Yes, it’s almost hard to believe that two were about to break up because he couldn’t admit that he enjoyed being a sissy,” Madam Claus Commented. “Now come on Terry, it’s time to close up.”

“Wait, we’re done?” I asked.

“Oh sweetie,” she chuckled. “We’re only beginning!”
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After we closed up shop, Madam Claus led me to the roof where; to my surprise, we saw a big red sleigh with two reindeer harnessed to it. “Well come on,” Madam Claus said, walking over to the sleigh and sitting down like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I looked at her dumbfounded. “You can’t be serious!?” I said in disbelief that she was about to fly me off in a magic sleigh.

“Oh come now,” she said, disappointed. “I gave you boobs and yet you still question my Christmas magic?”

“I’m afraid,” I admitted.

“Well, it’s time to face those fears then!” she pointed her finger at me, causing me to levitate and float over to her landing on my feet next to the sleigh seat. “You better hold on to something,” she laughed grabbing the reins getting the reindeer to mush. I tripped feeling the momentum and landed on the seat clutching Madam Claus warm body as we flew through the night sky.

“That’s right, hug your hot mama!” She laughed, resting her arm on my back. I pushed myself to sit upright and looked out over the city we were passing over.

“Why am I not cold?” I asked, my head swimming with questions.

“Well, if I’m going to have you dressed so slutty, I might as well keep you warm,” she explained. “Now quit worrying, we about to arrive at our first house.”

“House?”

“Not all Doms have time to come to my little shop,” she said, landing us on top of a suburban house. “Now get over to the chimney and help your Dom!” she pushed me out of the sleigh.

“The chimney?” I asked, afraid. “Why can’t I just enter through the front door?”

“Because it’s Christmas!” she waved her arms out. “Now take this present and trust me, have I disappointed you yet?” she asked handing me a square box present.

“I guess…” I said nervously, walking up to the house’s chimney. I gripped the rim and looked down the dark tunnel down. Taking one last big deep breath and hopped down.

As I fell down the seemingly big chimney, I thought I would smack myself against the fireplace. But my momentum slowed, almost stopping me when I go to the bottom. I walked out of the chimney seeing an older brunette woman sipping wine and reading a book, surprised she didn’t hear me.

She looked up from her book at me and I froze.  “What are you waiting for?” Madam Claus voice asked in my head. “Introduce yourself.”

“Who are you?” The woman asked, fear in her voice.

“Oh, I’m Terry the sissy baby elf,” I blurted out, I’m guessing from the truth curse.

“Sissy baby?” She said putting down her book.

“Ask her to be your mommy,” Madam Claus ordered. “And remember to act cute and girly when you ask.”

I gulped. “Yes,” I said, smiling and bowing down. “Will you be this little sissy’s mommy?” I asked in a cutesy baby voice poking my cheek to act even more effeminate. Inside I was dying of shame but kept my composure on the outside.

The woman chuckled for a moment before taking another sip of her wine. “Why, of course, sweet little sissy,” she cooed, setting back down her glass. “Why don’t get that cute little diaper butt over here and snuggle with mama.”

I trotted over to her, my diaper crinkling all the way, and sat next to her on the couch. She didn’t approve of this, so she reached around my stomach and pulled me close to her body and on her lap. “Such a cutie,” the woman hummed, hugging me and swinging me back and forth. I wondered why she was so affectionate.

“Because you’re filling a need she has,” Madam Claus answered. “You see this woman wrote me a letter explaining that ever since her divorce she has been lonely for some companionship, sad the whole reason for the divorce was because she wanted kids.”

“Wait, do you want me to—,”

“Oh heavens no,” Madam Claus dismissed. “The gift includes filled adoption forms for her.”

“Who wants a horsey ride!?” The woman asked rhetorically. Before I could answer, she flipped me around on her and sat me down over her knee. She raised her knee, going up and down, bucking me up and down on her leg.

While I’m sure was just a cute innocent game to her ended being a naughty game for me. As I felt the cool cotton diaper cushioning my cock as came down against her knee.

As I wondered how this could get any better, she flipped me back around so I was facing her again. “Are you hungry, little sissy?” She asked slipping her robe down revealing her breast. I looked up at her in amazement as I felt my head slowly nod.

She smiled and directed my head toward her tit. My mouth instinctively latched on her nipple, causing her muscle spasm. “Oh, baby!” she moaned, rubbing my back. I licked around her erect tit as I continued to slobber on her breast. When I looked up, I saw that she was smiling and biting her lip not to moan.

“Okay baby, that’s enough,” she said, causing me to let go of her breast and ease back. “You’ve been really sweet why don’t you cuddle with mama?” she asked.

I was still pretty randy from the breasts sucking, but I held it down and nodded my head, allowing her to snuggle me up, resting my head in her neck's crook. I sighed, actually enjoying feeling the woman’s soft warm skin.

She slowly rubbed my back as I felt her falling asleep. I looked up, seeing she was out and slipped out of her arms. “Nice job sissy,” I heard Madam Claus congratulate me. “Now get back to the chimney we only have all night!”

I sighed; feeling blue balled, and made my way back over to the chimney. I wondered how I would climb back up it when I felt a gust of cold air push me up, sending me back up to the roof in a minute's notice.

…

“Now you see, wasn’t that fun?” Madam Claus asked as we flew to our next destination.

“Yeah,” I admitted, embarrassed. “Will all stops be like that?”

“I’m glad you asked,” Madam Claus said, landing the sleigh. This time we appeared to have landed on a storefront or maybe a restaurant because we were surrounded by an empty parking lot. “I know you love your diapiee, but the next Doms will want you without one.”

“Doms?” I asked, afraid of multiple people.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” she said, snapping her fingers, changing my green dress to green halter top that hugged my breasts, with a shorter skirt that barley covered my bulge and my tights were now stockings that stopped at my thighs. My diaper was gone, and I looked a lot sluttier.

“Worry about how sexy you look,” she chuckled.

“But why?” I asked, looking at my boobs, feeling more exposed.

“Oh, you’ll be fine now off you go,” she shooed me off her sleigh.

“Does this place even have chimney?” I asked, hoping to get out of this.

“It’s just right over there,” she pointed over to the out-of-place chimney that just appeared. “Now quit dawdling and get your fanny down there.”

I sighed and walked over to the chimney. I looked down the tunnel, then glance at my slutty apparel. “God, just please don’t let any men see me,” I said to myself before jumping down.

I fell down the large chimney, reaching out to anything to anything to grab to stop my plummet. My hand clanged against a metal pole that was odd in the middle of the chimney. I grabbed hold with both hands, pulling my body towards it, and ended up sliding down the pole like a firefighter. I felt my heels land against a hard wooden floor as lights blinded me.

I held up my hand to see a crowd of half-dressed women looking up at me from the stage I was on. “And now it’s time for your Christmas present ladies!” The female D.J yelled in microphone.

“Madam Claus, What’s going on?” I telepathically asked.

“Oh, these ladies had to work on closing time for Christmas Eve,” Claus explained in my head. “So I told them I would give them a sissy stripper as a Christmas present for all their hard work!”

“All right, you little sissy elf!” The D.J called out. “Shake that thing!” poppy dance Music bursting from through the speakers, I stood there in daze.

“What are you waiting for?” Madam Claus said in my head. “Go on and dance for them!”

“I don’t know how dance!” I responded in my head panic.

“Yes, you can,” Madam Claus encouraged. “Feel the music, get lost in and for Christmas’s sake believe in yourself!”

I gulped, seeing no way out, and closed my eyes. Oddly enough, not seeing anyone calmed me down and felt my body subconsciously shake to the beat of the music. I placed my hand on my hip and walked to the center, shaking my hip to the tune. I grabbed the pole and twirled around pole, turning my back to the crowd. I gyrated my hips side to side to tune and to crowd cheering. I grabbed the pole and turned to the side. Leaning back, I began humping the pole. The music shifted again, and I twirled around the pole landing on my knees and began hump the pole from that position.

“Yeah, dance on the floor, girl!” A woman cheered. I let go of the pole and twisted my body so I was lying next to the pole. I pushed up, bringing my butt up and then down over my calves. I raised my butt up higher and rolled it in the air.

“Good, now slowly try to do a somersault but do it one leg at time and really show that leg!” Madam clause ordered. I did as she asked and bent my waist down so my head was touching the ground and my ass stared down at the audience. I lifted my right leg up and straight out. “Yes, good!” Madam Claus cheered. “Feel you inner goddess sprout butter fly wings, you cute feminine bitch!”

“I want a lap dance!” a woman yelled out, waving a dollar bill out.

“Crawl to her,” Claus ordered. I got on my knees and crawled to the woman, allowing her to stick the bill in my thong. “Good, now shake what Mama Claus gave you!” she ordered.

I kneeled in front of her and began shaking my boobs at her, smiling like an idiot. The woman laughed and clapped her hands along, enjoying the show.

“Good, now get on her lap!” Claus said, getting me to plop right down on her. She seemed happy but looked like she was restraining herself.

“Is it okay to touch you?!” She asked, trying to talk over the music.

“Sure!” I answered honestly, still grooving to the song beat.

The woman smiled and reached around, grabbing each of my ass cheeks. She pushed me closer to her, laughing and enjoying her control over me. I rested and nuzzled up her neck, feeling so sensual.

“Good, now dry hump her!” I heard Madam Claus whispered in my head. I smiled and pushed up on her and placed myself over her right thigh and rubbed my bulge across her leg, getting me so ever horny.  

“Turn around and shake your bootie!” Madam Claus gave another order, and I flipped around and began twerking butt.

She laughed and placed her hands back on my backside. Giving my fanny pinches while I shook it. She leaned down in my ear and asked, “Your little slutty sissy aren’t you?”

“Yep!” I said smiling, leaning back on her and rubbing my backside into her crotch. She laughed and reached around grabbing and massaging my breast sending a million jolts of electricity through me. I moaned as all the women cheered.

“My turn!” Another woman called out. They passed me around the whole table as the song raged on. All of them feeling me up and pinching and slapping my butt. Once the song was coming to a close, I hopped back on the table and grabbed the pole one last time and spin myself around.

The song ended in halt as I was holding on to the pole. The lights went off and everyone clapped. I thought I would have to do another dance but felt a force pushing up at me, similar to the feeling I get when I travel up the chimney. I felt myself sliding back up the pole, traveling back up the magic chimney and back on the roof with Madam Claus waiting in her sleigh.

“Enjoyed yourself?” she smiled.

I looked away and blushed. “Yeah…” I admitted.

“Good!” she snapped her finger placing the diaper back on me. “Now let’s get to our next destination!”


Chp. 4

Madam Claus and me were back to flying above the city. “So how are enjoying the job so far?” Madam Claus asked while we flew.

“It’s okay, I guess…” I looked off embarrassed. I was enjoying myself but was feeling blue balled.

“Well, I have good news for you,” Madam Claus continued as I wondered if she heard my thought. “This next stop I guarantee they will push you to new heights.”

The sleigh landed at another storefront, and chimney appeared for me again. Into the groove of things, I hoped off the sleigh and made my way towards the chimney. “Wait!” I heard Madam Claus call back for me.

“What?” I turned around and asked. She zapped a big long present into my hands.

“Don’t forget the gift,” she sang happily.

I sighed and turned back around toward the chimney. I dropped the gift first, and then jumped down after it.

I fell down the chimney and rolled out just as before, but this time I looked up, seeing I wasn’t in a house at all. I got up and looked around, seeing seats and chairs, then to the right where I could stare inside a kitchen with many female employees. My eyes widen at the realization that I was in some fast-food jolt.

“Um, excuse me, miss?” I heard a friendly young female voice call from behind me. I turned around, seeing a brunette woman wearing a goofy blue and white uniform with a nametag that read Maya. She was smiling but I could tell she was forcing it considering it was Christmas and she was working. “We just closed I’m afraid I must ask you to leave.”

She walked around the fast-food counter and toward me, trying to lead toward the door, “Wait!” I said in a faux female voice. “I’m here to deliver a gift!” I said holding up the package.

“Oh, really, who for?” she asked, still walking me toward the door.

“Uh…” I scramble with the package, trying to find a name afraid of being left outside dressed like a slutty elf. “Uh Shelly?” I said reading a name on the present.

Maya rolled her eyes. “Hey Shelly!” she called out to the kitchen area where the other women.

“What!?” another woman with black painted lips and black dyed hair in a deeper more pissed off came up to counter and asked. She wore a similar outfit as Mayas’ but hers had a collar which I’m guessing signified her authority for the shift.

“This woman says she has a gift for you?” Maya said while we stood near the door.

“Gift?” Shelly questioned, walking up to me and taking the gift out of my hands. “Hmm, it’s for me all right?” she said unsure, reading the tag. She took the lid off the box and looked shocked when she saw the box’s contents.

“Well, you delivered it so you can go now,” Maya said, opening the door outside letting in the chilly night air.

“No wait please,” I said backing away, scanning the room for a chimney that could save me.

“Wait a minute,” Shelly stopped us. “You can stay.”

“Really?” Maya asked while I sighed in relief.

“Yep,” Shelly nodded. “But on one condition,” she said, getting my attention. “You have to do whatever I say.”

“Okay?” I said, confused by the request.

Before I could inquire more, she spoke up and said, “Okay, first show your diaper!” she ordered causing me to freeze.

“Diaper?” Maya said confused while I blushed and looked away, afraid of the women. I looked towards the door and the frosty night, knowing I would do anything to not walk out there.

“Okay…” I sighed, lifting my skirt showing the entire kitchen staff my diaper. They all giggled, finding an adult wearing a diaper ridiculous.

“Now tell whole what you are!” she ordered.

I gulp, knowing I couldn’t lie. “I’m a little Christmas sissy helper,” said, blushing furiously. Some girls looked confused.

“Sissy?” Maya said, confused. “I don’t understand?”

“I know what it means,” the African American woman with the name tag that read Debra chuckled. “It means you have little dickey in your diaper, doesn’t it?”

“Along with my panties,” I blurted out, causing the room to laugh, humiliating me even further.

“All right, sissy,” Shelly said demandingly, still holding the present. “Since you’re here, why don’t you make yourself useful and go wash the dishes so we can get out here faster,” she said shooing me off. “Debra, I’m going to need your help in the back room,” she said, eyeing Debra and the package.

“Come on, little sissy,” Maya came in with a side hug while Debra and Shelly went into a small office room and the rest of the girls went back to work. “I’ll show you how to wash the dishes,” she said happily, leading me back to sink in the kitchen.

I looked into the three sinks of dirty dishes and soapy water, and sighed. Luckily Maya was there to help me through the process. The whole thing only took roughly five minutes.

“All right, girls!” One of the workers walked in kitchen with the nametag that read Alyssa. “We’re almost done, but we need the sissy over in the bathroom.”

I didn’t have time to respond as Maya grabbed me and yanked me out of the kitchen over to the women’s bathroom. She opened the door and was greeted by the other girls. “Are we all set?” Shelly asked, while I was dragged in.

“Yep,” Maya said closing and locking the door behind us. “Everything is clean and ready to close up.”

“Good,” Shelly said, rubbing her hands deviously. That’s when I noticed that not only was Shelly not wearing any pants but was holding this big realistic strap on that was as big as my forearm. “Get her ass lubed up while I strap this thing on!”

“Right away!” Maya saluted. “Let me see that cute little butt of yours sissy!” she lifted my skirt and pulling down my diaper.

“Looks like the little sissy can’t take her eyes off the Shelly’s dick!” One worker pointed, causing the rest of the girls to laugh.

My face turned red at the jeers but she was right I was staring. I couldn’t imagine having to take that big veiny thing that Shelly was securing around her waist.

“Don’t worry little sissy,” Maya said, proceeding squirt the lube onto her finger. “We’ve all been fucked in bathroom stall; you’re just the first one doing it in diapers!” She said shoving her finger up my anus causing me to squeal.

“Good…” I heard Shelly say in dominant tone. I looked up, seeing Shelly wearing nothing but her strap on and sitting in one of the toilet stalls. “Why doesn’t this little bitch come over here and prepare their master’s cock!”

Maya pushed the bottle of lube into my hands. “Go on sissy!” she encouraged pushing me forward, causing me to trip since my panties and diapers were down. I had awkwardly made my way over to the stall until I was at eye level with her dick.

“This is so funny we have to get this one tape,” Debra said, pulling out her phone.

“Come on Sissy,” she waved the flopping dick at me. “It will not lube itself!”

I gulped and squirted the water based lube into my hands. I reached out and began massaging the rubbery dick in my hands. I tried to close my eyes and think to myself that it wasn’t a real dick. But with double layer skin moving with my hands made me seconded guess myself.

“Enough four play sissy!” Shelly yelled. “Hop on this dick!!!” she shook around her dick in my face.

I gulped and stood up. I turned around and saw the barrage of cell phones all looking and filming me. I looked away, my face bright red.

I slowly backed up, clicking my heels against the bathroom tile floor, until I was over her lap. Her hands hugged my waist as she helps guide my bottom. In my head I was planning just to slowly lower myself onto her, but with the lube still on my hands I couldn’t get a grip on the stall’s walls and flopped right down.

My arms and legs shot straight out and I let out high pitch squeal; like I was being electrocuted. Before I could get used to a giant dick slipping its way through anus, Shelly began thrusting. I yelped, feeling my body going jump up and then plopping back down; sliding on her big dick. She then thrust again, sending but back up and down her pole again.

“Wooh! Ride that dick cowgirl!” a girl cheered as they continued to record from their phones.

I tried to control speed by dragging my hands on the stall’s walls, but lube brought little resistance. “Now let’s how you handle the vibrations!” Shelly said, holding up the remote to my face before clicking it.

I felt the dick vibrate, sending the waves up my asshole and through my entire body. My body tensed up as I slid back, resting my back on Shelly’s hard nipples. She grabbed my hands and spread them so they were still touching the walls.

“Don’t worry she whispered,” she said holding me in this position. “I’ll make you cum hands free!” she screamed as I saw push on the remote and the dick not only vibrated but thrash around. Now she was thrusting a big vibrating, wiggling dick into me, like she was using her dick to dig a hole in my ass.

“Yeah, girl!” Debra Cheered on.

“You go, girl!” Maya threw in. It was weird hearing them cheer on, but added an extra bit of spice to the entire ordeal.  I finally hit the point of just sit back and relax for the ride. I was a bitch riding a dick like cowgirl and the dick was winning.

“Please Madam Claus,” I thought, trying to communicate with her. “Please, can I cum?”

“You may cum,” Madam Claus said in my head, finally allowing me to spurt out in in my panties. I rested my head against her soft nape as I panted. She moved her head around and kissed my exposed neck.

“That was the best break up sex ever,” she whispered in between kisses.

After a quick cleanup, I said goodbye to the fast food workers and crawled back under the table I entered from. A moment later I felt myself flying up a magical chimney and back with madam Claus. We were back above the city in no time.

“Do you still feel blue balled,” she commented stifling a laugh.


Chp. 5

We landed on top of an apartment building, and a magical chimney appeared just like normal. “Don’t worry, honey,” Madam Claus comforted. “This one should be easier.”

I sighed, taking the gift and walking toward the chimney. I jumped down just like usual and fell down, landing in a studio apartment. I looked up seeing a small African American woman sitting on her bed looking stunned that someone had just come down through her chimney.

“Don’t be afraid,” I tried to calm her down. “I’m you Christmas sissy here to bring you a gift!” I said handing her the gift. She still didn’t accept still afraid. “No really it’s okay you can trust me…” I looked down at the gift see the name. “Denise?”

“You know my name?” she said surprised, “I guess I can accept the gift.” She took the gift reluctantly and opened it. Her eyes lit up for a moment, then a look of dread like it reminded her of something bad. She looked back up at me and looked like she was about to thank me when a light bulb appeared over her head, coming up with an idea.

“Hey, I really appreciate the gift but can ask you for a favor?” she asked, biting her thumbnail.

“Favor?” I questioned.

“Yeah,” she reached in to the gift box and pulled candy cane stripped double ended strap on. “My partner wants to get into pegging, but I’m well…” she looked away, blushing.

I blinked, surprised. She seemed so innocent when I dropped. I would have never thought she would be another femdom.

“Ugh, I’m scared about hurting them!” she confessed.  “Like what if I get so turned on that I become too aggressive?”

“Oh, won’t cute little shy Dom,” Madam Claus commented in my head. “You have to help this poor dear get some confidence, offer to let her practice on your cute butt!”

“Would you like to practice on me?” I asked, the words just flying out of my mouth.

Her face lit up. “Oh, my god yes, would you mind?” She asked, but I could tell she had her heart set on it.

“Yeah,” I sighed, “What are sissy elf helpers for?” I said, giving a small smile. I was hoping for one house I wouldn’t need be the bottom but considering she was worried about being too rough I decided just to bite the bullet.

“Let’s get this girl in the mood!” Madam clause said in my head. “Tell her walk over to the stereo and put on her favorite song on full blast!”

“Put on your favorite song and turn it up as loud as you want,” I told Denise.

“You’re right!”  She said, walking over to her stereo. “All my ass hole neighbors always keep me up with their parties well it’s my turn!” she said taking out a pink C.D and slamming it the tray. Girly pop filled room getting louder and louder as she turned up the dial. She turned back around, undressing until the only thing she was wearing was the candy striped strap on.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Madam Claus said in my head as Denise bit he her nail and smiled, wagging her strap on toward me. “You didn’t bring any lube, go over there and moisten her up!”

“You can’t be serious,” I telepathically told Madam Claus, knowing she wanted me suck on her dick to lube it up.

“Oh, what sissy afraid of getting germs?” She teased in my head.

“Fine,” I relented to Madam Claus. I walked over to Denise and crotched down on to my knees. My lips pressed against her cock and slobbered on her; tasting the rubber. I looked up at her, seeing that she was biting her lip, already getting turned on.

She pushed my head back and said, “Get on the bed!” She growled, her innocent tone gone. I got up and jogged over to her bed, jumping on and presenting my rear. She charged after, jumping on the bed and landing on her kneed.

She grabbed my hips and pulled down my diaper, showing my thong covered butt. She aligned her saliva dripping cock, pushing away my thong and slowly slipped between my ass cheeks. I felt the slimy rubber dick penetrate me, getting me to moan. She continued her slow humps, going to the rhythm of the girl power rock song that played in the background.

“Keep moaning for her,” I heard Madam Claus instruct me. “We need to build her confidence, so scream and cheer her on!”

“Oh, yeah!” I said the only thing that came to mind, not sure if she could hear with the music. “Fuck my boi pussy harder!” I yelled out like a schoolgirl on spring break. This time I knew she heard me because she was slamming into me harder and when I turned my head back to see her she was smiling with her tongue hanging out as she happily humped my bottom.

“Keep going!” Madam said into my head. “I want to hear you moaning from the roof!”

“You are so good!” I screamed to Denise.

“Yeah, pound my sissy ass harder!” This sent her into overdrive as began humping my butt harder, like I unleashed some beast.

“Madam Claus, can I please cum,” I begged in my head.

“Hm, I don’t know…” I heard her coyly lead on in my head. “Has our girl gained any confidence?”

I turned my head once again and saw the ravenous demon woman bounding my ass with sadistic delight. “Yes!” I yelled in my head to Madam Claus. “Please, just let me cum I think I might pass out if I don’t orgasm soon!”

I was now drooling in pleasure bring brought to new heights. I felt Denise’s hand slip around my waist and began rubbing my bulge, trying to get me to orgasm as well. Little did she know she was just pushing me further into this unending build up.

“All right, if our girl thinks you’ve had enough, you may cum for her,” Madam Claus finally gave me permission.

Like opening a shaken soda can, my dick in their panty prison exploded with my cum in mouth watering orgasm. I felt Denise slow down her humps and remove her hand from my now sticky panties.  She removed her strap on from my rectum and allowed me to fall face first into her cool bed sheets as I panted from the amazing orgasm.

As I came down from my orgasmic high, I heard the stereo turn off and I sat up on her bed. “That was amazing,” I said, smiling as she removed her strap on.

“Really?” she gave a shy smile.

“Yeah, you really fucked my brains out, your partner is so lucky to have you,” Part of me wasn’t trying to compliment her. It must be nice to have someone as caring and kinky as Denise as a lover. Sadly, it reminded me that didn’t have anyone.

“Well, I should go,” I said, getting up from her bed, straightening out my skirt. I walked back to the magical chimney, ready to be sucked back up.

“Wait!” Denise said, running up to me. She ran up and hugged me, giving a kiss to my cheek. “Thank you for the Christmas present and merry Christmas,” she whispered in my ear.

“You too,” I smiled as she let go, whooshing back up the chimney and back with Madam Claus.

“Nice job,” Madam Claus congratulated me, patting on me on the back as I took my seat on the sleigh.

“Thanks,” I said, not paying attention. I could tell the lack of cheer crossed her, but she didn’t push the issue and hopped back into the sleigh. In seconds, we were back in the cold winter air above the city.

We flew in silence as I started out at the night sky. So many people out there, and yet probably no one who would accept me and my kink. I just wished I could find a single caring woman that matches with my personality. Maybe this was the best way to send it off and start anew.

“You know,” Madam Claus broke the silence. “I can understand during the holidays if you’re single you might feel lonely.” “But part of love is putting yourself out there; even if you’re a little subby, you need confidence so your lover knows you’re in it for the long haul.”

“I know,” I bemoaned. “I’m afraid of falling in love with someone and they don’t accept me,” I explained. “It’s one thing being confident when you know they might still like you in the end, but to trust someone enough to tell them about this and have them… look at you differently.”

“You’re talking about Monique?” she drops the name of my old college classmate. She was my best friend before I dropped out. I remember being able to talk with her for hours about anything. It was amazing. After I dropped out I tried to email her but got no reply, I thought she didn’t want to talk to me anymore.

“What about her?” I asked.

“Well, did you tell her? Or even ask her out on a date?” Madam Claus asked.

“I… I didn’t think she would be interested in me.”

“Think or know?” she asked redundantly.

I slumped in my seat, knowing she had a point. Even though she won the argument, she looked saddened by my reaction. “Sweetheart I know you think you are sparing your feelings by keeping to yourself, but you’re actually damaging them by being pessimistic,” she explained. “Sometimes you just have to make a leap of faith because not knowing is worse than rejection.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said, looking back out at the city lights. I thought about Monique and actually imagining her being interested in him. Her long tan legs, her wild fiery curly hair and her perky boobs. Just imagining her letting me snuggle up with her dressed like this. I was already getting horny again.

“I tell you what,” Madam Claus said, dropping the reigns. I looked at her sacred, unsure how dangerous it was to drop the reigns. “Relax, it’s on cruise control,” she shoed away my fear. “Anyway, since you’ve been such a good sissy elf helper, I’m going to reward you with the greatest gift a sissy can ask for.”

“What is it?” I asked, confused.

“You know, have permission make love to moi,” she pointed herself.

“What, now?” I asked, scared of the answer.

“No better time but!” she said, moving her big curvy body over my lap. She flipped up my elf skirt and “let’s get rid of that diaper,” her hand hovered over my diaper and it vanished. “I’m sure this fella is eager to feel the night air,” she managed to reached into my thong and letting my erect penis popped out.  Next she snapped her fingers, making the clothes she had on vanish before my eyes.

I looked up at her glorious naked figure in the moonlight. Her pale white skin glowed in night sky and her gray hair was following out majestically under her Santa hat.  My penis stretched up, eager to enter her clean shaven pussy.

“Are you ready to see the benefits of being on the good sissy list,” she asked, fixing her reading glasses and giving a shit-eating grin.

“Yes please Madam Claus,” I whimpered, feeling giddy.

“Ho! Ho! Ho!” she laughed as her wet pussy came down and slid down on my cock. Her pussy held onto me and it was magic. I couldn’t help but squeal out in joy like I had just woken up on Christmas morning to open my gifts.

“Who’s a good sissy baby!?” she yelled, grinding on my penis.

“I’m a good sissy baby!” I yelled back in glee.

“Does this good little sissy baby want suck on mommy’s tits!?” she asked going up and down on my erection directing every which way inside of her.

“I want to suck on mama’s ti—“ she pushed on my back, directing my mouth to her pink areola before I could finish. Instinctively I sucked on her erect tit and almost instantly felt a few drops of the most delicious milk squirted into my mouth. The taste was almost like eggnog, but so much sweeter with hints of cantaloupe.

I greedily suckled on her tit like a greedy little piggy, pressing my head further into soft boob. I felt her hand begin slide down my back as I continued to suck away, hugging her body. I didn’t notice that her hand kept sinking down my back, flipping the back of my skirt up and her finger dancing over my ass crack. When she finally stuck her finger through the heart shape hole and into my rear, I almost choked on her breast.

I was in heaven as I sucked on her breast and was fucked both ways. I wondered if I found a woman to date if I could get this treatment frequently. I wished this feeling wouldn’t end.

As her finger touched my p-spot and I felt my penis rub against her clitoris, her vagina wall closed in and I shot my seed directly into her. It was the most amazing orgasm I have ever felt in my life.

She removed her tit from my mouth as I swallowed the last drops in my mouth and stepped off my lap. With another wave of her hand, she redressed herself and diapered me once again. She picked up the reigns, and I snuggled up against her arm.

“That was amazing,” I said, feeling peaceful.

“I always am,” she chuckled as w continued our flight.


Chp. 6

We landed on top of a tall building I didn’t recognize because it was in the rich side of town. I got out of the sleigh already prepared to for the chimney to appear. Before I could get ready to jump down it Madam Claus stopped me, placing a hand on my shoulder.

“Before you head down, kiddo,” she said. “You should know that this is our last house.”

“It is?” I asked, disappointed. I was enjoying myself so much that I didn’t want it to end. I lowered my head looking down at myself unsure if I could say goodbye to this.

“Oh my sweet sissy,” she said, lifting me up and cradling me. Of course I was surprised, but I didn’t fight her, resting my head in the crook of her neck. “No matter what happens, no matter who you’re with, always remember that there’s always someone out there who will love you.”

“Besides you?” I asked cutely.

She smiled. “Yes sweetie, besides me,” she said, lowering her head to kiss my forehead. “All right, good night and merry Christmas.” she said before dropping down the chimney, landing me in a very large penthouse suite.

“Uh, hello?” I heard a female voice and my eyes widen recognizing the voice. I turned my head and to my shock looking back at me was Monique. “What are you doing in my place?” she asked loosely clutching her short pink nightie.

“Uhh… “I scrambled to stand up. I didn’t know what to say, and Madam Claus wasn’t saying anything. Was I supposed to be her sissy? I wondered. Just the thought of doing any of the things tonight with Monique was getting me horny.

“Well?” she walked closer, not seeing me as a threat. “Who are you?”

“I-I’m your sissy baby elf,” I said, secretly hoping that she wanted hear that.

“Sissy..?” She walked closer to me, getting a few inches away from me. She stared at me, freaking me out. I tried to assure myself that there was no way she could recognize me, I mean I have boobs.

Her eyes squinted as her face got closer to mine. As her eyes widen in sudden realization, I knew I was done for. “Terry!?” she yelled in sudden realization.

“I can expl— “she hugged me close to her body, stopping me.

“I thought I would never see you again!” she said with glee, jumping up and down. “Why did you never call?” she asked after she finished jumping.

“I lost your phone number when my phone broke,” I confessed. “I tried to email you but never got a reply.”

“Oh, you shouldn’t have,” she said, still holding onto me. “My email was hacked and lost access to it, I had to make a new one a so I got none of your messages.”

Well, I guess that explains the spam emails I was getting, but Monique still cared about me. It made me so happy that I was now smiling as we held each other in our hug. However, as I saw her eyes look down at me and she noticed what I was wearing, I could hear her stifle a chuckle.

“The years haven’t been kind to you?” she said, joking about my attire.

“Yes, I mean no, it’s a long story,” I said, turning away and blushing in embarrassment.

“Whatever, I don’t care” she shrugged. “I just never would have pegged you to be this kinky,” she went to pinch my rear but ended up feeling the crinkle of my diaper. “Wait, are you wearing a diaper too?” she asked, pinching the diaper again.

“Yes,” the truth curse forced me to admit embarrassing me even more. I felt a mix of happiness from seeing Monique and sadness in exposing myself.

“Oh, that’s so adorable!” she gushed. “So you’re my little Christmas sissy?”

“Yes,” I answered again because of the truth curse, getting even more embarrassed.

“What a weird, kinky and yet romantic Christmas gift,” she chuckled, grabbing my hand. “Here, let’s move to the bedroom.” Even though I was just riding in a magical sleigh, it was Monique leading across her penthouse to her bedroom that made me wonder if I was dreaming.

She lead me into her master bedroom and over to her large queen bed. “What are we doing here?” I asked.

“Why do you think?” she said rhetorically, letting go of my hand and walking over to her nightstand. “You’re not the only one who has a kinky side,” she said, pulling out pink ropes. “Want to try being tied up?”

“Yes,” The truth curse answered for me.

She smiled and led me over to her bed. I crawled on top of the bed and sat there, not understanding what to do. “Lay down flat,” she instructed. “And rest your arms above your head.”

I lay down flat and stretched out my limbs so my body was in a straight line. I watched take the pink rope and tie it around my wrists together and then tied them to the end of the bedpost, then did the same to my ankles. I was completely tied to her bed.

“What now?” I asked.

“Now?” she laughed, lying down next to me. “Now I snuggle up to my sissy pet forever!”  Her arms and legs wrapped around my body as she snuggled into my neck.

“What?!” I said, shocked. I thought we would fool around for a couple of hours before I return to Madam Claus.

“Yep!” she smiled giving squeeze to my boob sending jolts through my body. “By the way, where did you get such realistic fake breasts?”

“Fake?” I said as she lay on top of me and felt up my body.

“You must be horny under there,” she said, reaching up my skirt. “I just hope you have clean diaper,” she said, unpinning my diaper and taking it off.

“Wait!” I tried to stop her. I needed to tell Madam Claus changed her that my body and she wouldn’t be able to take off my panties.

She ignores me and threw off my diaper, staring at pink bulge. “Oh, doesn’t someone have a cute little clitty!” she teased, moving her face close to my bulge. “Let’s see if I can make you any bigger,” she kissed my bulge. My penis then erupted out of panties and standing tall in front of her face.

“Oh my,” she said, backing away. “You had one hell of a tuck job!”

As I looked up, I had to admit it surprised me as well. Suddenly I remembered Madam Claus told me about the curse and how it could be broken by true love’s kiss. I didn’t realize when she said kiss she meant for the panties.

“I’m sure wearing these can’t be comfortable,” she said, unbuttoning my dress and removing my boobs that were now regular breast forms. “Man, could you imagine if you had boobs actually this big?” she joked, not knowing how true it was.

“Maybe next Christmas,” I heard Madam Claus say in my head.

“Next Christmas?” I asked.

“Yep, but only if you’re a good sissy,” she responded. “For now, you’ll have to settle with being reunited with your true love.”
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