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SECRET SANTA’S SISSY

A SHORT EXCERPT*

If you wanted to fight for your life, there were better things to wear than a dress and a pair of high heels, you know? Especially as a guy.

But as things stood, I’d lost the battle before it had even started. 

She sidled up next to me and placed a hand on my bare arm. I shivered. 

“It’s warm in here. Let’s take this off, shall we?” she said. Her fingers began digging under my pits for the side zipper. 

The rrriiip of the zipper made my heart squeeze with terror. It was one thing to be cornered into crossdressing by a girl. But getting undressed by her? I was about to be humbled…

When the red dress came off, I covered my chest with my arms in case the flimsy strapless bra fell down and exposed my nipples. But then I thought—what the heck was I doing? Was I going crazy? 

Standing there in a bra and panties was making me feel all vulnerable and feminine…and kind of hot. 

She let out a whistle, her gaze fixated on my body. “Well who would’ve thought you had a bangin’ body hidden underneath you all this time?” she asked softly. “And you don’t need to be shy, Chris.”

She grabbed my Santa hat, threw it to the floor and stomped on it. Her heel cracked the floor and dented it with a sound that made my blood curdle. She was angry. No, furious. “Turn around,” she said. “I want to see your butt.”

“Huh?”

“You heard me,” she said sharply. “Show me your ass, sissy.”

My pits were drenched with sweat as I twisted around and propped my ass up for her. Slap! Slap! The impact of her hands made my butt cheeks smart and wobble.

Why the hell was she so obsessed with my ass?

Was she…getting off on this?

“You have a cute butt, pervert,” she whispered, whipping me around in one swift move. When I turned around she was so close we were literally within kissing distance. I could see the lust burning in her eyes and her twitching lips. Fuck. Could she get any hotter? 

She cradled her hand behind my head and kissed me. Shock flooded my body as my lipsticked mouth made contact with her incredibly soft mouth. The kiss must’ve lasted less than a second before she pulled back and spit in my face.

*Edited to remove spoilers!


SECRET SANTA’S SISSY




CHAPTER 1

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

I stared at the red dress that had fallen into my lap from the open gift box. It was a slinky Mrs. Claus costume of some kind, with a snowy white trim at the top and the bottom. The top was pretty much just a ribboned corset, with a tacky, shiny finish. The dress was also strapless. The whole thing wasn’t much bigger than a large bathroom towel. 

The costume—or whatever the hell it really was—was extremely sexy. 

Without wasting another second, I balled it up and thrust it back into the box. 

The box that was supposedly my gift from Secret Santa. 

I glanced over my shoulders, expecting to hear a giggle or a snicker or maybe even a chorus of claps. I had to have been the subject of some weird prank. Why would anyone in their right mind gift me a Christmas-themed towel-dress?

I waited a little more, plastering a macho frown on my face like the prank didn’t throw me off guard even one bit. Everyone at the office was still away for lunch, while I’d come back to my desk early to work on my Excel sheet. That was when I’d spotted the box on my chair, wrapped up in a pretty bow with ‘Christopher’ written on top in cursive letters. 

So of course I’d gone ahead and opened it up, only to be greeted by that abominable dress.

I strained my ears, hoping I could catch the pranksters whispering to each other or maybe the furtive click of a cell phone camera. That was the thing about being the only guy in an office full of women. You had to be on your guard at all times. 

I worked at DreamTek, an EdTech company specializing in learning management systems. We were a subsidiary of a larger parent company, and our team mostly consisted of a small sales force. And yes, my coworkers were all women, mostly college grads who were snapped up by our CEO right after they’d finished degrees in education or psychology. I’d been caught by the same net, because I’d been dumb enough to major in both psychology and education. Presumably he thought that provided some kind of value. 

My boss, DreamTek’s CEO, Oliver Holden, always insisted that he hired grads from those fields because they were the most ‘moldable’. But I think his real motives were kept well hidden. Because no matter how you sliced it, attractive young women were great for sales. Always. 

I sighed with the gift box still open in front of me. None of my coworkers had popped out of the shadows or shouted ‘surprise!’.

The coast was clear. For now. 

I cast one last lingering glance at the box. Beneath the dress was a hodgepodge of other objects. I could see a Santa’s hat…a pair of red heels…a rolled up pair of stockings…a sparkly pink bag…another black bag holding even more secrets.

Without thinking, I ran a finger through the red dress sitting at the top of the box. So soft. Like snow. Before I knew it, my hand had landed on the black bag. I drew it open. It was a tiny strapless bra and a pair of red lacy panties. 

Wait…maybe this wasn’t a prank.

There had to be some kind of mix-up. 

Should I just not say anything?

I sighed. No. If I’d somehow gotten someone else’s gift, that person must’ve gotten mine. The whole thing would come to light sooner or later.

I had to do the right thing and hand this back.

On my way to HR, someone sprang up from behind me and almost made me drop the box and all its contents on the floor. It was Vanessa. Dreamtek’s top salesperson for the second year in a row. She’d been wearing Christmas themes all month. Today she was wearing a tight green sweater and an equally tight pencil skirt. Her hair was wound around her head with a braided headband.

Damn. Cute. 

“What’s that?” she asked, pointing to the box. 

“My Secret Santa’s gift, apparently,” I said. 

“Huh? You got yours early?” she asked. “What did you get?” 

She was right. We weren't supposed to get it until the night of the Christmas party, which was a couple days away. 

“It’s not mine,” I said, reddening already. “There’s been a mix-up. I’m just going to hand this over to HR.” 

No way was I going to tell her what was actually in there. 

“I’ll come with you,” she said. 

Weird, I thought. Vanessa normally ignored me—right along with the rest of the hot girls in the office. It was strange for her to be tagging along with me.

“Aren’t you busy?” I asked.

“Nah. My client cancelled today’s meeting! I’m free all afternoon.”

Begrudgingly, I let her follow me to HR’s desk. In any other circumstance, I would’ve loved for her to make an effort to hang out with me. But now she was going to find out that somehow, I’d received a sexy dress as a Christmas gift.

Embarrassing. 

***

DreamTek’s ‘HR’ was actually just one person. Eva Maywoods. A real stickler for rules, Eva carried the same toxicity of an entire HR team on her deceptively petite shoulders. 

She was also hot. And when I say hot, I mean hoooot. 

Eva was at her desk tapping away on her keyboard when Vanessa and I arrived. As usual—she never took lunch breaks. The ribbed sweater she had on was practically a crop top, exposing a stream of irresistibly smooth midriff. Her gigantic heels smacked against the footrest as she absent-mindedly swayed her legs back and forth. 

“Yes?” she said when I nervously tapped her on the shoulder. 

“I want to hand this back.” I held up the unwrapped box in front of her. 

“Why?”

When I explained there might have been a mix-up in the Secret Santa gift exchange, her blue eyes narrowed at me suspiciously. I always had the feeling she secretly hated me for some reason. 

“How do you know there was a mix-up?” she demanded. “It’s got your name on it.”

Both girls now turned to look at me questioningly. Even Eva’s big breasts seemed to be glaring at me with only about a quarter of them hidden underneath the V-neck of her top.

Was she even wearing a bra…?

“Why would someone give me a dress? And lingerie?” I blurted out, forcing myself to avert my eyes from Eva’s chest. “And aren’t we supposed to be exchanging our gifts at the holiday party?”

“Well, do you have a kink you’re not telling us?” Vanessa asked.

There was a small smile playing on her lips. I could’ve sworn she winked. 

“Um, no.” I blushed and turned to Eva, offering her the box once more. “I’m sure it’s a mistake, though. I just want you to hand it back to whoever got my name.”

Eva didn’t budge. “Sorry, but we don’t know who got what,” she said. “That’s kind of the point, isn’t it? If it’s got your name, then it was meant for you.” She shrugged like it was none of her business. 

“Maybe you can gift it forward. To your girlfriend or something,” Vanessa teased. 

I didn’t have one, and I was pretty sure Vanessa knew that. 

“Wanna show us?” she continued, her eyes now glued to the box in my arms. “Now I’m intrigued.”

I stared at her, and her eyes were twinkling with curiosity. I knew there was no way out of the situation now. 

My fingers trembled slightly as I brought out the red dress. The shame of having two hotties know that someone had intended for me to wear that bubbled through me. By the look on Vanessa’s and Eva’s eyes, I knew they were both picturing me in the dress, along with the Santa’s hat and stockings. 

“Oh man, what’s in the black bag?” Vanessa asked, her fingers already clawing their way through the box. 

But Eva had spotted the bra and panties before her. She pounced on them immediately. 

But this time, I’d noticed something else. A flash of white as Eva grabbed the lingerie bag, which slipped out and fell to the floor. 

“Oooh! That’s hot!” she squealed.

“Then it couldn’t have been for me, could it?” I said. 

I furtively glanced at the floor and realized it was a neatly folded-up note, the ink of the writing still visible on the other side. 

Heart pounding, I grabbed the note and slipped it in my back pocket before anyone else could see.


CHAPTER 2

Dear Christopher,

If you’re reading this, you’ve probably wondering if this is a mistake or misunderstanding. Let me be clear. It’s not. Everything in that box is for you. There’s a cute red dress, complete with candy cane stockings and a Santa hat, shoes, a bra, underwear, a wig, and a bag of makeup. 

I’m not asking for much. Wear everything in that box and meet me in the second storage room—the one on the second floor, NOT the one in the basement—at 8.30 sharp on the 23rd, the day of our Christmas party. 

I’ll see you then, sexy. 

Yours truly, 

Santa xoxo

I rolled over on my bed and looked at the note again. I’d probably read it a thousand times since I’d read it for the first time the day before. The message was written in blue ink on scented paper and featured neat cursive letters. Wafts of lavender oil hit my nose whenever I turned the piece of paper around to study it, even holding it under the lights in case I’d missed some kind of cryptic hint the writer had placed in there.

It had to be a prank, but the whole thing was so odd. Someone wanted to make me the butt of a big joke. Why else would they send me a girly dress? And it wasn’t just girly, and it wasn’t just a dress, it was a whole intricate head-to-toe makeover. With a wig!

So with my name on the box and the note, it was obviously a prank. But why me? Of course, the answer came to me easily. I was an easy target. The weird, shy loner boy in the office. The odd one out. They’d obviously thought I wasn’t smart enough to see right through their little plan. Or maybe they thought I was desperate enough to get laid that I’d do whatever they asked, even turn myself into a woman. Ha. Fat chance!

But then there was the more pressing question. Who?

It had to, of course, be someone from my office. A girl. 

Unless it was…my boss?

My stomach coiled in disgust at the thought. Oliver? No. He’d always respectfully bowed out of the gift exchange because he believed subordinates should never be in a position to gift their superiors. And besides, judging by the neat floral handwriting, it was definitely a girl. 

I looked at the dress again, which was spread out at the edge of my bed. I’d stuffed the gift box under the bed since I’d had no choice but to bring everything home. I snatched up the dress and let it fall across my knees. It wasn’t everyday that I had a feel of women’s clothing. 

I felt my cock stiffen.

Someone—a girl—wanted me to wear a dress and transform myself into a woman. My cock rose up some more. I wasn’t sure why, but the thought of a girl wanting that out of me was kind of hot.

What the fuck. I was a GUY. I was as straight as a BEAN POLE. 

Why the fuck would I make myself wear a dress?

There was no way it was going to happen.

Maybe I had to accept I’d never find out who my Secret Santa was, because I wasn’t about to entertain her stupid prank. 

***

I should’ve known, though. 

As with most shitholes, you don’t get to know how deep it really goes until you actually fall into one. I had no clue how deep my shithole went until I headed to work the next morning. 

“Someone’s left you a letter.” Crystal was pointing to an envelope resting on my desk. 

“Huh? A letter?” I flopped down on my chair and booted up my computer, hoping Crystal would go back to her own work. 

Not that she actually worked. Crystal Holden was our boss’s twenty-year-old daughter and she’s probably never had a reason to lift a finger her whole life. Chicks like her you had to learn to tolerate if you worked for a small company, except in my case, it was pretty easy to work right next to Crystal. You guessed it…she was hot. In fact, she was looking downright spicy today, with her blonde hair spilling onto her shoulders in thick, shiny curls and a belt wrapped around that itty bitty waist of hers. 

There was a hard lump in my throat as I glanced at the envelope. Written in cursive print was my name. This couldn’t be good. As soon as Crystal’s head turned back to her screen, I ripped it open. 

My heart plunged straight to my stomach as I took in the words:

Dear Christopher,

I forgot to put the most important thing in your box. You’ll find it in the bottom-most drawer in your desk. Snap a pic of yourself from the waist-down after you’ve used it, with the panties on, plus a selfie of your freshly shaved armpits. Email the photos to mysmexysanta001@gmail.com not later than 6.00 pm TODAY. So I know you got this message. Yes, I’ll be checking. 

Oh, and in case you’ve been having any silly ideas, you’ll find attached a few pictures from my end too. I think you’re smart enough to know what’s going to happen if you don’t comply…

Bye for now, sexy!

Yours truly, 

Santa xoxo

I checked the bottom most drawer and saw the packaging of a brand-new razor. It was pink. I rolled my eyes. Then I dusted the envelope open to see the pictures she’d sent me. I was curious, although I had a bad feeling they weren’t exactly the kind of pics I would want to see…

The pictures scattered out—way too many than I’d anticipated. Maybe around twenty of them, all small, printed polaroid-style for a retro look.

Each of them featured…me. Several different angles of me, all stills from office security cameras, with my pants and boxers down, cock out, porn on my screen, as I engaged in the intimate act of jerking myself off.

No. It couldn’t be. 

“What’s this?” Crystal was reaching for the pile of pictures on the floor that had blown her way. 

“STOP!” I screamed and threw myself to the ground, snatching the pictures from her before she could see me at my absolute worst.

“Chill, dude,” Crystal snapped, fixing her hair. “What’s gotten into you?”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, collecting all the pictures into one heap and thrusting them inside the envelope. “Hey, did you happen to see who left this here for me?”

She shrugged. “It was already here before I came in.”

“Oh man,” I muttered. 

“Is something wrong, mister?” Crystal asked.

I couldn’t even answer her. Everything was flooding back to me. It was almost exactly one year ago. It was snowing that morning, and everyone else had been  sensible enough to check their Slack messages from home and see Oliver’s request for us not to come in. By the time I’d made it to work, it had just been me and our front desk lady, Linda. The snow began to pile up and neither of us could leave for a while. Linda was complaining she wasn’t feeling too well so she headed to the break room to take a nap. 

I was suddenly left alone, surrounded by all these hot girl things. Their cute little hand sprays and perfumes and pencil holders, their neat binders tucked into desk shelves, their warm, sat-in chairs and I went crazy. 

Look, I knew about the cameras. But I was horny. To the point where I was feeling reckless. And with Linda snoozing in another room, I thought I had my chance. I pulled down my pants and boxers, muted up my screen, loaded some porn and went to town. It was a quick nut but it had been glorious. 

But here’s the thing. Right before I shot my load, I had the genius idea of doing it in one of the girls’ chairs. Yes, I know. Disgusting. It was a mistake. I quickly decided on Crystal’s chair…and I did the deed, regretting it almost immediately afterward but not being able to do anything other than clean it up with a wet wipe and hope it didn’t leave back a stain.

I didn’t even think that my error of judgement would come back to haunt me one year later. 

A cold chill snaked down my spine as I realized this wasn’t a prank at all. It wasn’t just someone doing it for shits and giggles. This person, this woman had an ulterior motive and was filled with spite. 

This was blackmail.

I stood up and glanced around me, trying to hold my chin up but my bones were quivering inside me. I couldn’t even breathe as I took in each person now working away in our open-plan office. There was Vanessa, looking great as always. She was friendly enough, but we didn’t really talk, and I couldn’t imagine her doing something like this. There was Crystal. She was a mean girl, and I was actually her Secret Santa and had bought her a cute pair of earrings the other week. Did she think she could mess around with me just because…she could? There was Joanna, a prissy girl with spectacles who was perpetually trying to win the top salesperson award. And at the end of the room was Eva, who pretty much had a bone to pick with everyone, and Samantha, a single mom who was just nice through and through. 

There was a lump in my throat as I realized it could really be any of them. 

I could report the blackmail attempt to HR. But then there was no way I wouldn’t be fired.

I tried to think. The blackmailer hadn’t been smart about one small  thing. My heart thudded as I realized I could fight fire with fire. Linda, our front desk lady, also doubled as security and she had access to the feeds. Heck, maybe my Santa was Linda herself. 

Unless my blackmailer had covered herself with an invisibility cloak, she had to be caught on camera delivering my gifts. 

I just had to look at the footage. 


CHAPTER 3

Linda was seated at the front desk, talking to someone on her cell phone. She was a beefy woman with a round face and stony eyes. Linda was pretty nice to our guests and clients, but for some reason she’s always been more than a little unfriendly towards me. 

“Hey Linda,” I said a little mischievously. “You’re looking nice today.”

Linda swiveled towards me verrryyy slowly, like she couldn't quite believe what she heard. The blue-and-red beads in her hair clinked as she cocked her head.

“Come again?”

Fuck. Flattery clearly didn’t work with her.

“Uhm.” I cleared my throat. “I just had a question. Who has access to the security footage?” 

She raised one eyebrow. “I do. Look. Do you or do you not have an actual question or are you here to just waste my time?”

“Yes, I know you do,” I said, flustered. I always felt like I was hitting myself against a wall everytime I talked to her. “But is there anyone else who can access it? I need uh…help to find a stolen item.”

“I can help you find your stolen item. What was it?”

“Oh, it was my juice. I left it on my desk last night,” I said. “I left another one the day before. Both times they’d vanished the next day. I mean, I’m kind of going crazy because I really like my juice, you know?”

Linda frowned. “So you think it was  one of the girls?” 

I nodded.

“One of them swiped your juice?”

I nodded again. 

“Alright. Come over here,” she boomed.

I was sweating bullets as I stepped behind her desk and watched her click on the camera feeds. She began swiping at a scroller at the bottom of the screen, causing the footage to go backwards and forwards. 

I was going to find out who my blackmailer was, and the thought actually filled me with dread. What was I even going to do once I found out? Confront her?

Linda pinpointed the moment I’d entered the office that day. Then she slowly scrolled back, showing me walking backward out the front door, and then flipping forward to when Crystal walked in, setting down her bag and applying lipstick with a hand camera. I squinted. You could make out the envelope already on my desk. 

“Hmm. Looks like a glitch,” Linda muttered.

My eyes snapped up to the time display at the top of every camera. My heart raced as she blitzed through the footage once again. The display skipped from 8.15 am, showing an empty office room, to 8.25 am, with Crystal coming in.  

Ten whole minutes. Scrubbed. 

“Try yesterday’s feed,” I said, my heart firing up as I stayed glued to the screen. 

But I already knew what I was going to find. I held my breath but let it out in a defeated sigh as Linda rolled back through the footage. Again, part of the feed was missing. This time, it was eight solid minutes, after which the gift box appeared mysteriously on my desk.

“Stupid system,” Linda mumbled. “I keep telling Oliver we gotta upgrade it. It’s glitching all over the place.”

“Linda, this is serious,” I said. “I think someone’s hacking into the system!”

“Nah,” Linda said. “This thing’s been glitching since early this year. ”

“You don’t think it’s weird that the only two spots that were wiped out were when someone took my  juice?”

“Well, we didn’t check the entire footage did we?” Linda said, like I was an idiot. “Sometimes we get hours missing, or a whole camera feed zaps out of existence. I’m positive it’s a wiring issue.”

“Could I check with the software and see if I could recover the footage?” I asked, already feeling helpless. 

“No,” she said flatly. She was already punching in a number into her phone. “Now stop wasting my time when I have real work to do.”

My throat went dry. 

I was now eighty percent sure it wasn’t her, but I also didn’t get any closer to identifying my blackmailer even though I’d been so fucking close. 

Now I had no choice but to basically bow down to her demands. She wanted me to shave and dress in sexy female clothing and do god knows what else. I either had to do it or kiss my job goodbye, and maybe even my career if word got out that I masturbated and came on coworkers’ chairs. Who’d want to hire someone like that?

I was trapped. 

No way out of the shithole I’d found myself buried in. 

Unless, like I said…I did what my blackmailer wanted me to do.


CHAPTER 4

The puke-pink razor hovered an inch from my leg as I tried to force my fingers to stop trembling.  I couldn’t believe I was just about to shave my whole body to save my job. I wanted to scream. I wanted to throw the damn razor away, hold my hands up, and let the blackmailer know she fucking won.

But there was no time for wishful thinking just now. The clock was ticking, and it was becoming dangerously close to the deadline I’d been given. I’d sped home straight after work, and even then with the traffic it had taken over thirty-five minutes to reach my apartment. And with only ten minutes left until six, there was no time for me to even think. 

I gazed at the razor again, feeling my four-hour-old lunch roil in my stomach. I wasn’t much of a hairy guy and what little hair I had, I was proud of it. With my stick-thin figure and perpetually baby-ish face, I’d always thought my hair was the only thing keeping me looking somewhat attractive. Was I really prepared to strip all of it off and become an uglier version of me?

Shave. Just do it, Chris. Dammit.

If your job means anything to you.

I softened my skin again with a little soap and water and brought the razor up the shin. I mopped away the loose hair with a towel and washed it down with steaming hot water. Seeing the bare strip of skin made me want to toss the razor in the bin again. 

But I had to keep going.

Once I was done with my legs I felt strangely relieved. Maybe starting was the hardest part, and maybe I’d just overreacted about the whole thing. But even if the blackmailer had a warped sense of humor, I couldn’t take the risk of finding out I’d been wrong about that. So I went ahead and did my pits, but as soon as I was done, I had an itch to do my pubes. Would my lower abdomen and ‘bikini’ lines be visible in the photos I was about to take? It would be kind of gross to have my pubes sticking out of the panties, no? I wasn’t sure why I was even giving a damn about what she thought of me but I went ahead and got rid of my crotch hair very quickly. 

By the time I’d  hopped out of the tub I felt cold and naked in a way I’d never been before. I also had smoother skin than I’d ever had before, especially on my nether regions. But looking at my reflection, I hated what I saw. I was so puny and girly. It just wasn’t me. 

But at least it was just hair. It would grow back.

I flicked the lights on and reached for the gift box under my bed. Keeping the dress aside, I opened the black bag and fished out those godforsaken panties. The tiny bows on them seemed to wink up at me. The moment I slipped them up my thighs I knew I had another problem in my hands.  

I was getting an erection. It wasn’t exactly my fault—it was just that the lacy garment was so soft and sexy and feminine and it was rubbing against my crotch. I stared down at the unsightly bulge. 

There was no way I was going to take a picture of myself like this. What would my blackmailer think—that I got turned on by wearing her panties? Which was certainly not the case.

I dipped my hand into the panties and began jerking off. Again, there was no time to waste. It was a frustration spank more than anything. I started to feel seriously good halfway through that I was even moaning. I jizzed straight into a tissue and carefully wiped away any of the remaining stickiness. Once my dick was fully deflated I tucked it back into the panties and reached for my phone. 

I spread myself on the bed and took a quick pic, making sure the panties were visible. Then I raised my hand and took a selfie of each of my shaved armpits. Then, before I freaked out about what I’d just done, I sent off the pictures to the blackmailer and included a pleading text: “Why are you doing this?” Then I deleted the pictures off my phone and waited.

I didn’t have to wait for long. 

The moment my phone beeped, tapped into my inbox. Written in the same snippy tone was the reply from Secret Santa:

Oof! Those pictures were smokin’ hot! Just as I’d envisioned. Can’t wait to see you in your full outfit next week. As for why I’m doing this, you’ll get to know everything once we meet. Patience is pretty, baby. I promise, this will all make sense by the time our exchange is over. 

Yours truly, 

Santa xoxo

My cock twitched again and I swallowed hard. Something about having a mysterious girl telling me I looked hot was doing something for me, despite the fucked-up circumstances. I still couldn’t tell if she was being serious about the blackmail part or not. But I was already caught, like an insect trapped in a spider’s web, and I had no choice but to face my oppressor. 

My heart gunned into overdrive as I considered that just a few days from now, I was going to transform myself into a girl. There was no way I was going to enter the party dressed like a Christmas hooker. Conveniently, the storage room my blackmailer had chosen was next to a bathroom that no one used. So I could show up to the party as Chris, announce my presence, and then escape to the second floor bathroom to get dressed, put on my makeup and do everything else she wanted me to do.

Once I met her in the storage room, I’d plead with her. I was going to do whatever it takes to make her destroy the pictures and videos she had of me. I’d go down on my knees and beg if I had to. 

I was ready to do anything. 

And then, hopefully…hopefully…this whole Christmas debacle would be over.


CHAPTER 5

On the day of the party, I woke up from a hazy night of sleep that turned out to be one long, disconnected nightmare filled with violent elves and abominable snowmen. Sounds funny, but it zapped me out of the little energy I’d had after spending days worried about this moment.  

But now that the day had arrived, I was scared shitless. If things didn’t go to plan, I could very possibly not have a roof over my head for a very long time. 

At work, I was even more awkward than usual, and completely distracted. Everyone else though was acting pretty normal, cheery even, now that the holidays were approaching. It was hard to imagine my Secret Santa was actually hiding among their cheery faces. As soon as work was done, I dashed home to have a quick shower and pile on the deodorant. I’d been sweating like a pig the whole day almost entirely from nerves. Then I grabbed my stuff, including my gift box, Crystal’s gift, and my phone, and headed out the door. 

When I reached the office, I dropped my Secret Santa gift into the huge Santa bag at the entrance. Eva would scramble them before laying them all out on a table in time for the exchange. Inside, the office had been converted into a winter wonderland. A sparkling Christmas tree topped by a massive snowflake stood in one corner. My throat clenched when I saw how crowded our small office already was. A few of the girls had brought in their friends and boyfriends. 

I made some small talk and then waited in a corner biting my nails until it was time. Then, with one hour left for my storage room meeting, I snuck upstairs to the second floor. No one seemed to be there. It was dark and silent; no one had even bothered to put on the lights. Good.

I passed the door to the storage room and slipped inside the bathroom. Inside, I wrestled with the clothes in my gift box while I tried to put them on, my adrenaline spiking even higher with each item. With the amount of time I’d spent worrying, I hadn’t thought this through enough. Like how the heck do you put on a strapless bra? I ended up hooking it to the tightest setting to the front of my chest and then slid it to my back before adjusting the cups. It was a padded bra, and had the effect of giving me a tiny amount of cleavage. Luckily for me I didn’t have tits. I wasn’t sure how the thing was supposed to give you support if you actually had breasts. 

Then I put on the sexy red Mrs. Claus dress. I was worried I’d have trouble with the corset, but it turned out to be fake and simply there for the aesthetics. I didn’t even have to tie any ribbons. The faux fur, though, tickled my pits and the shaved skin on my thighs. 

Everything turned out to be a little tight, but that just had an effect of making my frame look even girlier. 

My makeup and hair took the longest. The lipstick my blackmailer had given me was a slutty red color. I carefully spread it over my lips and then dusted on some glitter eyeshadow from a small palette. There was another tube of what I guessed was mascara. I swiped those on my lashes, instantly freaking out at how thick and spidery they became. The sparkly bag also had this reddish-pink powder that I assumed was blush. I dabbed a bit of that on my cheeks. 

The blonde wig turned out to be one of the clip-on ones—easy enough to fix, but hard to actually look decent. I ended up giving up making it look good. The Santa hat would cover it up anyway.

Finally, I sat on the toilet and slipped on the thigh-high stockings and heels. The heels were platform heels and I wasn’t even sure I could walk in them, even though they happened to fit perfectly. 

When I finally stared up at my reflection to check out the final result, I got the biggest shock of my life. 

I don’t know what I expected, but I guessed I’d still look like Christopher. A guy. But the person staring back at me was unmistakably a girl. And she was weirdly cute.

Hell, if I’d met her I would’ve had an insta-crush on her!

The alarm on my phone buzzed, causing me to panic.

Time was up. I had to make a move. 

Heart thumping, I opened the door and snuck my head out. The corridor was empty. I slipped out, walked as quickly as I could to the storage room and shut the door behind me. 

Inside, it was dark. Eerily dark. I found a pull switch and yanked at it, and a tiny, dingy light bathed my surroundings with orange light. I coughed. I’d been in this room exactly once before, and by the looks of it, no one really used it. One whole wall was filled with old, splintered shelves and there were boxes stacked upon one another on the floor, all sealed by the looks of it. There was a window on one side, but it was boarded up for some reason, and next to it was an old office chair with the back popping out of its spine. Everything was caked with layers of dust. 

I stood in the middle of the room and bit my nails some more as I waited to confront my Secret Santa. 

I wasn’t sure what I was going to do or say to her once she came in through that door. 

What would she say to me? Would she make me do anything? Maybe something sexual? My throat went dry at the thought. My body was literally in fight or flight mode, which was basically flight mode for me, but there was nowhere to run now.

Nowhere to hide.  

I waited for ten minutes past eight-thirty, wishing I’d drunk a glass of water before I’d snuck upstairs. And as ten minutes became thirty, my heart started to slow down. Maybe my blackmailer wasn’t going to come after all. Maybe this was the prank…make me do all those embarrassing things for nothing. Just to spook me out.

But then…the doorknob began to rattle. 

I almost had a heart attack. The door swung half-open, and I could see the shadow of the person cast across the tiles of the corridor. Then the person stepped in, their face bathed in the orange light. 

Standing there was…my boss. 

Oliver Holden. 

Holy shit. I thought I was swallowing rocks. My boss was my Secret Santa? Huh? He’d never taken part in the gift exchange! Did he change his mind this year? Had he told everyone and I’d somehow missed the memo? I felt the nausea ride up my throat.

“Hello?” he said, staring at me up and down. “You are?”

My brain took an excruciatingly long time to process those three  words. Did he not recognize the dress or who I was? Why? 

It didn’t make sense unless…he wasn’t my blackmailer.

Relief flooded my body, only to evaporate in an instant when I realized he was still staring at me, waiting for the answer. “Uh, I’m…Clara,” I said quickly, putting on a squeaky high feminine voice. “I uh…I’m an intern. I started last week?”

“Oh,” Oliver said. “Welcome, Clara. I didn’t realize Eva was hiring for interns. Well, if you’ll excuse me, I was just looking for…” His eyes scanned the shelves and rested on a camera and tripod laid out on one of the higher shelves. “This.” He grabbed it and tucked the tripod under his armpit, then turned around and stared at me again. “That is a very flashy dress you’re wearing. I know you’re just an intern, but you shouldn’t be wearing clothes that could be, well, distracting. And what are you doing up here in the first place?”

I noticed his eyes were glued to my chest even as he spoke. I shriveled.

Was my boss looking at me with…lust?

“I..uh…I was asked to look for more…napkins,” I blubbered, waving my hands around at the shelves. 

“Napkins are in the kitchen,” Oliver said slowly. Now he was looking at me a little suspiciously. “So you’ll have to come with me, Clara.”

“Oh…uh, no thanks,” I said. “I’m sure I can find some in here.” I began frantically searching the shelves.

“Clara,” Oliver said sternly, like he was talking to a child. “I won’t have you in this room. They shouldn’t have sent an intern upstairs. So it looks like you’ll have to come with me.” He motioned me to follow him.

I followed him in a daze, my heart sinking as I realized my fate. 

Maybe Oliver hadn’t been smart enough to figure out that I was Chris in a dress. He thought I was a girl. But there was no way a room full of girls wouldn’t be able to easily sniff out an imposter. 

A chill ran through my spine as something else hit me. My blackmailer had meant for this to happen. It was part of her intricate plan to humiliate me. 

She had planned this. 

She didn’t want me just humiliated. She wanted me degraded.


CHAPTER 6

I wobbled down the steps with Oliver right behind me, his hand was on my bare shoulder, the ends of the tripod jostling against my back as if he was scared I would run away. 

The office was now looking like a snow palace. I spotted Vanessa and Joanna taking selfies by the tree. Eva was still putting up decorations. I knew I was in trouble. It would only take one person to look at me and say “Who are you?” in front of Oliver and then the game would be over. I was pretty much doing the walk of shame. 

That is, until Samantha came in with her kid and started talking to Oliver. He let go of my shoulder and cooed at the kid. 

I could’ve kissed Samantha then. Without wasting a single second, I walked back out toward the entrance. I needed to leave. Quickly. As I wobbled past the reception area, I realized my old clothes and phone were still in the bag in the second floor bathroom. Fuck it. 

I walked past the front door and breathed a sigh of relief. I was just about to walk to my car when I heard the door behind me creak open and a cold hand yanked on my arm, hard. 

My neck snapped back and I was forced to face whoever stopped me. 

It was Crystal. 

“Chris,” she hissed. “You sucker.”

All the blood drained away from my body. Holy shit. It was her. Of course. Why hadn’t I seen this coming? She was Oliver’s daughter. She probably had the passwords to all the security feeds and knew how to manipulate them however she wanted to.

Of course.

“It’s you!” I wailed. She tightened her grip on my arm. “Let me go!”

The cold winds outside made my teeth shudder, but Crystal was standing there completely calmly in her red dress with practically all of her legs exposed. 

I was already freezing. Were women immune to the cold?

“Of course it’s me,” she glared. “Who did you think it was?”

“I don’t know,” I yelped. “I tried to find out. I even asked Linda. But you wiped everything out. Why are you doing this? You know I’ll never do it again!”

Crystal finally let go of my arm.“Do what?” she asked me, her eyes narrowing. 

I locked my eyes into hers, searching for a hint, a clue.

She burst out laughing. 

“Guess you’re even more of a freak than I thought,” she said. “What I want to know is what you’re doing wearing a dress with your face covered in that awful makeup!”

I wasn’t even sure what to tell her. I was confused. So confused…

Maybe my Secret Santa hadn’t been Crystal at all…

A large gust of wind whipped through my body, making me shiver all over again. Then the front door swung open yet again and Eva stepped out in a sequined green wrap dress, hands on her hips. Her heels clack-clacked as she made her way to us, her hair flowing in the crazy winds like tentacles. 

“I’ve been looking all over for you,” she said in a persnickety voice.

“Who? Me?” Crystal asked.

“No.” Eva’s gaze swiveled around to me and that was the moment my heart stopped. “You.”

The look on her face gave everything away. 

Her face twisted into a snarl as I stayed silent, this time holding onto Crystal because I was so damn cold.

“W-Why…” I stuttered.

Eva scoffed and pointed a finger at my chest. “I thought I made it clear why I was doing it. You’re a pathetic little pervert, and you deserve to be fired.”

Crystal stared at Eva, her eyes as wide as saucers. “Chris? A pervert? What do you mean?”

Eva rolled her eyes and whipped out her phone. She tapped on it a couple of times and then flashed the screen at Crystal. I stared, dumbfounded, as the video of me jerking off began to play. Crystal gasped and let go of my hand. 

I wanted to run. I needed to run. 

But my feet were frozen in place. Even if I’d tried to run, my stupid heels would’ve made me fall and I would’ve lost a tooth or two. 

“I fucking hate perverts,” Eva said in a low, angry whisper. “We had one in the last company I worked at, and he was disgusting, but he was my boss so I couldn’t do anything about it except leave. And then when I joined this place, I was so happy that Oliver only ever hired women. At least I’d be safe around women! But then he went and hired you.” 

“Please…” I said, my teeth chattering. “Can we at least go inside and talk about this? I think I’m freezing to death…”

But Eva hadn’t even heard me.

“I knew the moment I laid eyes on you, Chris, that you were a pervy loser. Luckily for me, before Linda joined, I was the one handling the security feeds. Even once Linda took over, I’ve always had access. I used that to keep an eye on you. And boy oh boy did it pay off!”

She exited the video on her phone. “When I drew your name for Secret Santa, that’s when I came with my genius plan. Oliver always heads up to that storage room to get that stupid camera of his. All I had to do was stage you there when he came in, and what would he find? Why, it’s Chris in a Christmas dress! Then all I had to do was claim you were wearing my stolen clothes like a real pervert.”

“Ugh, all you had to do was literally talk to my dad,” Crystal said. “You didn’t have to make a mountain out of a molehill.”

“I had proof. But not usable proof,” Eva snapped. “I wasn’t authorized to access the feed after Linda took over, and I knew your bitchy ass would’ve never covered for me if I’d spoken up to your dad. Anyway, my plan would’ve worked perfectly if Oliver hadn’t been thick enough not to recognize Chris.” She glared at me, her hatred burning through me like a blazing fire. “To be honest, I didn’t expect you to look this convincing as a girl. No wonder he bought whatever lie he was told.”

Then Eva’s face bloomed into a smile. “But it’s okay. Crystal, if you can hold onto him for me, I’ll just bring Oliver out here. I only have to snatch your wig off to show him you’re Chris. Then boom. You’ll be both a liar and a perv. Fired!”

I felt like all the air had suddenly deserted my lungs. I was hyperventilating.

“No! Please don’t!” I cried. “I don’t want to get fired! I’ll do anything you say.”

Eva just shook her head grimly. She started walking back to the building, but Crystal stopped her. She turned to me.

“Will you really do anything we say?” she asked with a devilish smirk.

“Y-yes,” I whispered.

“Awesome. Well then I have another idea.” She whispered something to Eva. Her eyes went wide and then she nodded. She turned to look at me with a nasty smile.

“Let’s go up to the storage room, Chris,” Eva said. “We can…negotiate…there.”

We headed back to the office. Inside, it was so warm and cozy that I didn’t even care what was about to happen to me—at least I wasn’t going to die from hypothermia.

My carefree attitude lasted about a second. As soon as my body warmed up, my senses flooded back into me, but by this time we’d already reached the second floor. 

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked in a quiet voice. Because I knew just by looking at them that no real negotiation was about to happen here. 

“Don’t worry,” Crystal said, dragging me inside the dusty room. “We’ll both make sure you enjoy this.”


CHAPTER 7

I’d ever been afraid of women. Sure, I was pretty awkward around them, and yes, sometimes I got kind of nervous when they had their attention on me, but afraid? No sir. 

But right then, in that gloomy, dusty room, everything changed. I had two pairs of eyes—very sexy, lashy eyes—staring down at me. Crystal and Eva weren’t much taller than me in actual fact, but their heels were causing them to tower over me like two pine trees. They were the ones in control. I was small and weak. And every time I remembered I had Eva’s stupid towel-dress on, along with a wig and makeup, I wanted to die of embarrassment. 

If you wanted to fight for your life, there were better things to wear than a dress and a pair of high heels, you know? Especially as a guy.

But as things stood, I’d lost the battle before it had even started. 

Eva sidled up next to me and placed a hand on my bare arm. I shivered. 

“It’s warm in here. Let’s take this off, shall we?” Eva said. Her fingers began digging under my pits for the side zipper. 

The rrriiip of the zipper made my heart squeeze with terror. It was one thing to be cornered into crossdressing by a girl. But getting undressed by her? I was about to be humbled…

When the red dress came off, I covered my chest with my arms in case the flimsy strapless bra fell down and exposed my nipples. But then I thought—what the heck was I doing? Was I going crazy? 

Standing there in a bra and panties in front of them was making me feel all vulnerable and feminine…and kind of hot. 

Crystal let out a whistle, her gaze fixated on my body. “Well who would’ve thought you had a bangin’ body hidden underneath you all this time?” she asked softly. “And you don’t need to be shy, Chris. Let us see all of your hotness.”

My heart raced as they both closed in on me, like two hungry leopards going after their prey. 

Eva grabbed my Santa hat, threw it to the floor and stomped on it. Her heel cracked the floor and dented it with a sound that made my blood curdle. She was angry. No, furious. “Turn around,” she said. “We want to see your butt.”

“Huh?”

“You heard us,” Crystal said sharply. “Show us your ass, sissy.”

My pits were drenched with sweat as I twisted around and propped my ass up for them. Slap! Slap! The impact of their hands made my butt cheeks smart and wobble.

Why the hell were they so obsessed with my ass?

Were they…getting off on this?

Even though it was scary and confusing and mind-blowing all at the same time, all my ape brain could make out was apparently: Girls. Want. Me.  And I was getting an erection. 

No, no! You couldn’t have picked a worse time…I thought frantically, trying to freak myself out of having a boner. 

“You have a cute butt, pervert,” Eva whispered, whipping me around in one swift move. When I turned around she was so close we were literally within kissing distance. I could see the lust burning in her eyes and her twitching lips. Fuck. Could she get any hotter? 

She cradled her hand behind my head and kissed me. Shock flooded my body as my lipsticked mouth made contact with her incredibly soft mouth. The kiss must’ve lasted less than a second before she pulled back and spit in my face.

“Oh look, poor sissy’s hot for my spit,” she snarled.

I gasped as she took hold of my cock and twisted it with grueling strength. When she let go, I felt myself getting rock hard. 

Crystal tittered. 

Of course this is all highly amusing to you, I thought bitterly, even though I couldn’t help thinking about how hot she looked as she laughed at me. 

Crystal crossed to the end of the room and leaned back against the rickety row of shelves. She tied up her long blonde hair into a top knot and turned to me. “Get down on your knees, please,” she said. 

I was helpless at that point. My limbs were shaking so hard and I couldn’t think straight and I only had the energy to follow her instructions. Even my own body had betrayed me—my boner was protruding from my panties for them both to see.

With Eva’s blob of saliva still drying on my chin, I fell to my knees. 

“Crawl to me.” Crystal motioned to me with her long red nails. 

I stared at her. What the fuck? Had I heard that right?

“Don’t make me fucking ask twice!” she screamed when I made no response, and this time it was Eva who giggled. 

A bead of sweat fell from underneath my ill-fitting wig down to my temples. I couldn’t think of anything more degrading than crawling to my boss’s daughter wearing nothing but a bra and panties, and yet I knew this was only the beginning. She was just like her dad, enjoying her authority and power trips and yet it was impossible to hate her. She was so beautiful, standing there with pure hatred etched on her face, waiting for me like a goddess. 

So I took a deep breath and began crawling toward her. 

As I lay there by her feet, Crystal lifted up her dress, revealing the tiny triangle of her black panties. 

“Remove my thong,” she said. “With your teeth.”

I whimpered. The faint smell of her pussy was making me feel drunk. What was I—just an animal to her? Why was she making me do this? Why did her cruelty make me so hot for her?

I held her hips and drew my face close to her groin. God. Her scent. I was literally dizzy with wanting. I gripped onto the thin fabric with my teeth and pulled, shifting over to the other side to do the same thing. Little by little, Crystal’s bare pussy was revealed to me, and then her thong finally fell to her feet. 

“Wow. Good job, girlie,” Crystal cooed, patting down on my wig like I was her pet. “Now open your mouth. Here’s your reward!”

She reached down and wrangled the thong off her feet as I helplessly parted my lips. She stuffed it in my mouth. 

I let out a muffled cry and almost fell backwards. The smell and taste of her golden temple saturated my nose and taste buds—it was strong and tart and briny and had me reeling. I don’t think my cock could’ve gotten harder if it tried. I could’ve easily cum but the only thing holding me back was fear. 

“That’s your Christmas dessert solved,” she said, giggling. “Now make me hot with your fingers, babe. I haven’t orgasmed in ages. But shhh…don’t tell my boyfriend! Or my dad. They’re both downstairs.” She cackled and parted her legs.

“Don’t mind me, guys,” Eva said. “I’ll just be over here watching.”

She went over and sat down on the office chair with the busted back. She peeled off her dress, threw it to one corner, and leaned back, making herself comfortable. When she got rid of her bra, my heart almost burst out of my chest. Eva’s big fluffy breasts flopped out, and her rose-pink areolas were winking up at me. I stared at them, almost certain that I’d entered an alternate dimension where everyone’s sexual fantasies came true in the wackiest way possible. 

My Secret Santa just exposed herself to me, I thought in a daze. Has Christmas come early?

“What?” Eva snapped at me while slipping her hand into her panties. “Is this the first time you’ve seen a pair of tits or what? You freako.”

“So-wa!” I cried out, then felt like an idiot for trying to apologize with a thong in my mouth. 

The two girls burst into laughter. 

I tried to swallow but failed. A trickle of drool slipped out of my mouth and I was tasting something hot and funky which I was pretty sure was Crystal’s ass. I stared up at her magnificent slit. There was so much to explore! Her pussy lips looked as juicy as plums, and her little clit peeked out at me, hard and red and glistening like a ruby. I edged closer and trailed one finger up and down her slit. She moaned. 

Her wetness made my cock throb in desperation. If only I could slip it in there…fuck her tight little hole…splooge all over her unspeakably soft innards…but I had to rein it in or I would cum and I didn’t even want to know what that would unleash. I drew my fingers around her clit in circles. I had no idea how much pressure to use, and I was terrified that I’d go too hard on her at once. 

Crystal groaned and bucked while I used the pads of my fingers to stimulate her. And then, when I thought the time was right, I slid a finger from my other hand into her soaking wet snatch and started to pump. 

“Faster, sissy, faster!” she squealed. 

I tried my best. But for some reason, I was awkward. I had a huge case of performance anxiety trying to service a woman while I had another nearly naked woman watching us. My fingers sloshed stiffly up her pussy, and I just couldn’t get the rhythm right.

“Fuck you!” Crystal reached down and slapped me. The force caused me to cough out her thong. “Are you a fucking virgin or what? Get your sissy mouth in there and make me cum.”

I quivered, but my rod was stiffening at her insults. Was my boss’s daughter really ordering me to lick her? Did she have any idea that her dad was downstairs, probably busy taking pictures of everyone for our social media pages, but it would only be a matter of time before he’d realize three of his employees were missing?

Maybe he’d stomp back up here…and by that time, my cock would be twisting deep inside his daughter’s sopping cunt…

The thought sent a thrill down my spine. 

I tentatively licked Crystal’s clit then lowered my tongue down to taste the entrance of her hole. Her pussy stubble tickled my mouth like tiny little thorns. I let my most primal instincts take over and pretty soon I was breathing her. Her thighs shook, which I took to be a good sign. Then I had the genius idea of using both my fingers and tongue. With my fingers, I vigorously rubbed her clit and with my tongue I began fucking her. I was drooling all over her but I think she loved it, because less than a minute later she climaxed, her long nails digging like talons into my shoulders. 

“Now get your nasty lips off me,” Crystal said breathlessly. “And crawl to Eva.”

When I crawled over to Eva she pushed me down and squatted over my face until all I could see was a black void. 

“Hey bitch,” she whispered in a giddy, girly voice. “Time to make your Secret Santa cum!”

Eva had a lot more cream, probably because she’d been pleasuring herself while watching us. I sucked and licked her off like my life depended on it, because well—it kind of did. 

Part of me still couldn’t believe she’d been devious enough to concoct the whole blackmailing plot just to get rid of me. More than anyone, she was the one who knew my weak spots, and that wasn’t just my shameful jerk-off session. She knew how to slowly emasculate a man until he was literally begging to please her. 

And god, did I want to make her happy. 

As I licked and licked, taking slow, laboring breaths because of her full weight on me, I could feel her get closer to the finish line. Her pussy was hot and pulsing and she was letting out soft, trembling moans. I took the hint and continued sucking off her clit with renewed energy. She screamed and squirted into my mouth. I moaned and took it all in. 

I was disappointed when she got off my face and rewarded me with a slap on the cheek. 

I was now covered with spittle, pussy juices, and my own sweat.

“Hey, Chrissy?” Crystal asked sweetly. “Mind getting me my bag from that bottom shelf? It’s the leopard-print one. Crawl and no hands, please.”

Good god. Were they not done with me yet?

“Your dad,” I said hurriedly. “He saw me in here earlier. He might come up again looking for us. We could get in trouble…”

“Oh,” Crystal said, fake pouting. “I didn’t know you were such a pussy. Scared of a little danger, are you, sissy? If you don’t do what I say you’ll get into some real hot water with Daddy.”

I hung my head, got down on my knees again and crawled over to the shelf she’d been pointing to. I was stuck, and completely vulnerable, and yet as I crawled like an animal and grabbed the bag with my teeth, my cock sprung back up. 

I was so pathetic. I was an idiot in the presence of these beautiful creatures, and I knew deep down I was game for whatever sick thing they had in store for me. 

Crystal’s bag was a lot heavier than I expected, and I dragged it along with my teeth and presented it to her like an obedient pet.

I watched in silent desperation as she slowly unzipped it. 

I had no idea what was in there, but I knew it couldn’t be good.


CHAPTER 8

Just hang in there, I told myself. They can’t keep me in here for much longer. They have to let me go.

Out of the bag, Crystal produced a bottle of lube. My throat tightened as she motioned to Eva to stand up and took her place on the office chair. She sat down like a queen sitting down on her throne and motioned me to crawl over to her feet. 

“Spread your legs and touch your toes,” she ordered as soon as I reached her spot.

I gave her a watery grin. I was so pathetic, but with my back to her, I did what she said. Something about the way she spoke and held herself aroused this intense urge in me. I wanted to give in to her and have her—and Eva—punish me in the worst ways possible. I wanted them to degrade me like I was a filthy whore. It made me feel special that they were giving me so much attention, even if it was to screw me over. 

When I bent over and touched my toes, the motion caused my ass to jump up and my cheeks to spread.

What the heck was she going to do to me? 

Crystal slowly peeled down my panties and my butt shivered. I couldn’t believe she was looking down my fucking asshole. I felt it pucker and crinkle and then another electric shiver sped down my spine as I realized Crystal was watching it pucker in real-time.

Why…did I find that so hot?! 

I heard the squeezing of the bottle and felt the icy chill of the lube as it was smeared up and down my crack and along the rim of my hole. 

This was so fucking wrong. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t need anything up my ass. But my pitiful cock was jerking up again, betraying my thoughts. Apparently my ape brain was finding this all pretty sexy. 

“Hold still, Chrissy.” Crystal’s warm breath tickled my lower back as she pushed on my buttocks to help me hunch down further. 

My body went still from shock when that first finger penetrated me. Was Crystal really taking my anal virginity? I whimpered helplessly. My brain was a scattered mess. 

The finger dug further into my ass. I could feel my hole stretching to take in the intruder. My poor ass. It was so tight. 

Not after tonight, I thought. 

I gave in to Crystal’s violation. She began thrusting her digit in and out while my cock throbbed painfully. When I looked down I could see the cleavage that had been formed by the strapless bra. My cleavage. I groaned and whimpered, the sounds coming out of me high-pitched and utterly feminine. She was really, truly fucking my behind, and I was taking it like a real slut. 

“Get me the dildo,” Crystal ordered Eva. 

“You got it, babe.”

Eva brought out a green-veined dildo out of Crystal’s secret sex bag. It was attached to a black strap. 

The sight of that cock made me feel faint with fear. Would it hurt? I was sure it would—it was huge. But that wasn’t what I was so afraid of. I was about to be fucked in the ass by my sexy coworkers…and I was trembling with excitement. I wanted it. I really, really wanted it.

I was scared that tonight would spark something unspeakably taboo within me—and I’d have to live with it for the rest of my life.

“I’m sorry, Chrissy,” Crystal said. “It’s not my fault you look so sexy in a bra and panties, and my boyfriend hates anal. Plus, I can’t help it if your ass is literally begging to be pegged.” 

“It’s okay,” I whimpered. “I’ll be okay. Please put it in me.”

“I’ll be slow,” Crystal promised and then I heard the buckles locking in place. She gripped my hips and then I felt it plunge in. I was stretching…stretching as tight as a rubber band that could snap at any moment. I whined and moaned, but Crystal didn’t give up. 

After a few seconds I felt the dildo traverse its way through an impossibly great abyss. A cock couldn’t get that far into me, could it? And yet it was. I felt it slithering almost up to my bowels. Finally it stopped going any deeper. The soft touch of her thighs were brushing against my butt. It had gone all in.

Crystal began to thrust in and out.

“This is what you get, you cock-loving creep,” Eva sneered from the front of the room. “Does it feel good, Chris? Does it feel good to have cock up your ass? I bet it does. I bet it feels a million times better than the time you masturbated and came all over Crystal’s chair!”

I groaned. She was right. I so deserved this. I heard the click of a phone camera and noticed Eva was snapping pictures of us, or maybe she was taking a video. Of course, she was conveniently out of the shot. She was great at covering her own tracks. I desperately wished I had my phone to record what was happening to me. Then at least I could defend myself if I ever needed it. But nope, of course I’d left that behind in the bathroom like an idiot. 

Crystal’s fingers crept underneath me and laced around my balls.

“Oh god—please!” I cried.

“You’ll take it,” she whispered thickly. “You’ll take whatever I give you like a good girl.”

And as she fucked me hard and squeezed my balls, my worst fear came true. 

I was loving the feeling of my ass being stuffed.

Slivers of pleasure were traveling through my core, and I was starting to let go.

That’s it, I thought ruefully. It’s done. I can never go back to being straight ever again. 

“Eva, grab the other dildo and join us,” Crystal said hoarsely. “You can have her while I catch my breath.”

No, I thought frantically. The pleasure— it was going to be too much. 

My ass cheeks clapped to the rhythm of Crystal’s now abating thrusts. I was literally bouncing back and forth, trying to stay sane while the feelings of exhilaration overwhelmed me. I was literally in a difficult position—standing up but basically hunched over, trying to maintain my balance all while I had a huge object up my ass. I felt that any moment I would fall and that dildo would jam into me with Crystal’s weight and tear me a new asshole.

But then she stopped. The cock slid out and all that was left within me was a painful, screaming ball of need. 

“Come here, baby doll,” Eva cooed. She was leaning against the shelves with her brand new cock all lubed up between her legs. The sight of her soft, huge breasts and her grape-like nipples made my heart hurt. She was so enticing.

I crawled to her with my asshole gaping wide, my pulse pounding in my ears. 

“Open wide, cocksucker,” she said. “Get a taste of Santa’s cock.”

I took the dildo in my mouth and sucked. I didn't even give it a second thought. It was so dirty to think I was blowing Santa’s big, gristly cock. 

I fucking loved it. 

While I satisfied Eva, Crystal came around my back and penetrated me again. Then they switched; Eva took me while I tasted Crystal’s cock that distinctly tasted of my asshole. Precum was dripping from my cock tip onto the dusty floor as I was fucked in both holes. My coworkers gleefully took turns violating my ass. I was taken straight to the edge, and just when I thought I would explode, they’d back down, let my body quieten down, and then gear it back up again.

My torment lasted a long time. Minutes? Hours? I’d never be able to tell. 

I was lost in that dim storage room, lost in a fantasy world that gave me sweet sexual torture while also dragging me across the wastelands of hell.


CHAPTER 9

I was enjoying the warm, just-stuffed taste of Eva’s cock for what felt like the zillionth time when she pulled out and pushed me up. I was suddenly staring right into her eyes. 

My evil Santa. With all that orange light around her face she looked more like a demon than Santa—a very sexy demon to be clear. 

Tears sprung from my lids as we locked eyes and my ass bounced to Crystal’s rhythm. 

I wanted to let her know how badly she’d affected me. 

I wanted to let her know that she’d won, and that I’d never be the same again.

Through the hate radiating from every muscle in her face, something broke through. It was just a flicker of desire, but there was a different quality to it, almost like she wanted to possess me. I swallowed hard as it hit me.

There was a reason why she’d devoted so much energy into ruining me. All the notes…the carefully-wrapped gifts…the eagerness to see my shaved body in panties…how much she’d complimented the feminized me…

Did she like me? Was she hiding a crush beneath all that spite? 

Maybe I’d never know. 

“Merry Christmas,” Eva murmured and then she leaned forward and kissed me. 

I held tightly onto my blackmailer and kissed her. I honestly didn’t want to let go. My body was surging with adrenaline as our tongues touched and she started to stroke my cock. Then abruptly she turned around and lifted one knee to her side, resting it against the lining of a shelf.

I stared at her perky butt that was exposing the delicious chambers of her pussy.

“Fuck me,” she cried. “Fuck me sissy, before I fucking change my mind!”

I rolled my butt back and forth while I gave in to Eva’s seduction. I couldn’t believe she was letting me put my pathetic pecker inside her!

When I entered her, Eva shimmied her butt up to let my cock further push inside her. Then she started to bounce on my cock, moaning with a deep, desperate hunger.

“Cum in me, Chrissy,” she groaned. “Oh fuck, you feel so good. Please hit me with your sissy milk. I need to feel it…”

Her need was so fucking sexy. My balls were close to bursting. I was pleasuring my blackmailer while my boss’s daughter was massaging my prostate with her huge silicone cock. 

Could a guy even survive this?

I was about to find out.

My core pulsed and vibrated with desire, and I knew I was close to an earth-shattering release.

“Oh my god! I’m cumming!” Crystal cried out from behind me. Her nails scraped against my skin as she climaxed and pushed her cock so far into me that I went over the edge.

I exploded into Eva’s pussy. Her body shook in front of me as she came. The feeling of her slippery contractions weighing on my cock as I shot load after load into her was nothing short of sublime. I was in heaven.

By the time I pulled out, I was still leaking. 

“Ew!” Eva screamed, even though I could tell by her very shrill tone that she was faking her disgust. “Take your dirty, smelly jizz off me!”

“I will,” I whispered. “Hold still. Please.”

Eva had calmed down enough to turn around and face me again. My heart thumped wildly as I saw the fear in her eyes. She was scared, I realized, to show me her true feelings. 

There was nothing I wanted more than to make her feel better. 

Crystal slowly pulled the dildo out of me and I felt my asshole pucker close. I swiveled around to check if she was okay. She’d dropped on her heels and was trying to collect her breath.

I perched down and kissed Eva’s thighs. My sissy cum was still oozing out of her, and it was amazing to see. I kissed her some more, leaving traces of my now faded lipstick behind. I wanted to let her know it was okay to be vulnerable, and that she could trust me. 

“It’s okay,” I murmured. “I’ll get everything off.”

As Eva glowered at me and braced herself against the shelves, I licked my own cum off of her pussy. I also licked her thighs clean. I felt her hand graze the hair on my wig, fleetingly, and then she let go. 

“You better lick the mess off the floor too,” she ordered.

I bowed down in front of her and started licking the dust and cum-laden floor. My heart was stinging with feelings I’d never had before, and I had the awful realization that maybe…just maybe starting to fall in love with Eva.  

When I looked up at her again she had a small smile playing on her face. 

Crystal had already gotten dressed again and she was trying to pack up her sex bag. “Fuck. I gotta clean this shit quick,” she muttered. She stood up and bolted out the door. “Bye, bitches!” she said.

The air was thick with an awkward tension now that it was just me and Eva. I tried not to worry about it too much. After all, we’d both been through a ton. She was putting on her bra and panties again while I slipped into the bathroom next door and changed back into my pants and shirt. 

When I came back out, Eva was in the corridor waiting for me. 

She looked like an angel.

“Come on,” she said, reaching out for my hand. “It’s almost time for the gift exchange.”

I wanted to laugh. “Oh, I think I’ll pass,” I squeaked.

She giggled. 

Man, her smile felt like sunshine warming your face on a cold winter day.

Holding hands, we both made our way down back to the party together.


THE END


Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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