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 Excerpt

 


Santa lay next to me and pulled me on
top of him so that we could sixty-nine. I went to town on his cock
while he sucked my clit again. I could barely fit any of him in my
mouth, but I played with his balls and licked his shaft, too.
Within minutes, I thought I was going to cum again and let him
know.

 


I slid off his belly and lay on my
tummy. He got behind me, pulling my ass into the air. I felt his
massive hands pull my cheeks apart. His hot breath on my backdoor
sent shivers through me, his tongue pushed me to the edge. He
licked and slathered my butthole, then probed it with his bare
finger. Yeah, the gloves were off for this.

 


I moaned softly as he pierced my
virgin hole, sinking his digit in fairly deep. I expected pain or,
at least some discomfort, but there was only pleasure. Santa
finger-banged me for a bit, then added a second. Again, I moaned,
my breathing shallow and my insides all a-twitter. Another minute
or two and he added a third finger.

 


He was probing me, stretching me, and
making me loose for what was to come. He was driving me wild and I
felt my clit leaking. "Oh, Santa," I moaned. "Please, fuck me..." I
humped back against his invading fingers to let him know I was
ready and he slid his fingers out.

 


Santa pulled me closer to the edge of
the bed and pushed my ass down, just a bit so he could line his
cock up against my virgin door. I felt a tremendous pressure as he
pushed his massive fuckstick against my hole. My sphincter held for
a moment, wavered briefly, then gave way.

 


"NNNUUUHHH..." I moaned, my voice
trailing off as he sunk himself inside of me. He was so thick, he
should have been tearing me apart but there was only pleasure. "Oh,
Santa, this feels so gooooood!" I moaned again, gyrating my hips as
he went deeper. "How can this feel so good?"

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Santa Made Me Mrs. Claus! A Christmas
Feminization Tale

 


Amanda Mann

 


I don't think there's a person alive
who loves Christmas more than I do. The clothes, the food, the
presents, and especially, Santa Claus. When I grew up, I wanted to
be him. Of course, I had no idea that I would only be five-foot-six
and slim. Not exactly Father Christmas material. People who knew of
my obsession teased me that I would make a better elf.

 


The nonstop schedule of Christmas
parties was causing my tummy to stick out a bit, so I thought I
should nip that problem in the bud and head to the gym. It was
either work out or cut back on all that wonderful holiday food. I
chose the former.

 


It was still a few days before
Christmas and I was working hard to keep my gut from getting out of
hand. Not as easy as it used to be, now I that I was pushing 30. I
was using the treadmill and watching TV. This close to the holiday,
there was hardly anyone else around. Finally, about halfway through
my time, a cute pair of girls took the elliptical machines right in
front of me. I'm not going to lie, I enjoyed watching them bounce
up and down in front of me, paying particular attention to their
lovely, rounded backsides. They were both wearing nicely-colored
yoga pants and one was clearly wearing a pretty lace thong
underneath. Very sexy.

 


I had been watching for a few minutes
when one of the girls looked back. I quickly diverted my eyes off
to the side, over to the weight machines. There was only one person
there, an older guy. It looked like he was working his chest or his
biceps or something. I took him to be in his mid-40s and I have to
admit he was an excellent shape. He was quite muscular and while he
was a big guy, he didn't appear to have an ounce of fat on him. His
face was rugged and handsome and he was only wearing shorts, shoes,
and socks.

 


I'll bet girls feel real
safe against the chest like that, wrapped in arms like he
has. I guess I was getting a little
wistful. Suddenly, I got this nagging feeling and I looked up,
directly at his face. He was looking at me and I guess I showed
surprise that I had been caught. I wanted to tell him it was no big
deal, that I was just thinking of something else, but you know how
that goes. He nodded and smiled as if he knew something. I quickly
looked away.
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