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There I was, lying in my bed wearing my favorite lingerie on Christmas Eve.

I was just on the brink of sleep, listening to the snow fall just outside my window, comfy under my layers of warm blankets wearing my favorite white lace long panties and matching sheer bra.

Nighttime is my chance to wear them in solitude, and revel in the feel of the silky lingerie. With the rest of my family finally asleep, I roll on to my back, one arm above my head, the other moving deliberately across my panty-covered bulge, cupping, squeezing, rolling, but otherwise avoiding any consistent movement that might get me off. I’m painfully erect, but don’t want the sensation to end. The friction of my dick against the silky panties just feels too good.

A noise briefly rattles the house and I cease my fondling out of fear, the same way I might if I heard my parents getting up in the middle of the night.

The racket is insane, like a freight train with legs clamoring above.

I’m so sure that it will wake everyone up that I hop out of bed and throw on a night shirt. It’s big and baggy and hands down to my knees, covering my bra and panties with ease.

There’s more noise next, like a scraping in the wall.

I put my ear to my door but didn't hear anyone else, just the racket on the roof and whatever entity was scratching the brick of our house.

Still so strange though, is no sign of my parents door opening or them waking up.

How could they not hear this?!

Even more strange, I noticed, was the faint jingles of bells…

I tried to dismiss the commotion on the rooftop as typical house noises, but the calamity in the living room was unavoidable. My first instincts pointed to a robber. It had to be a pretty twisted individual to want to break into a house on Christmas Eve, but in today's world you had to expect everything, right? So, still a bit groggy, I grabbed my cell phone, primed it to call nine-one-one, and peered out my door down the hall.

But there was nothing and no one. My parents and sisters’ doors were closed, and the only sounds of movement were coming from below.

Turning swiftly, I grabbed my bat from beside my bed and quietly headed to investigate.

I may be short and scrawny but I was a guy after all, I could take care of this myself and be the Christmas hero!

The rumblings got louder as I neared. The footsteps made it seem like the intruder was pacing back and forth in the living room, right where I had put my Christmas tree. It truly made me wonder why no one else in the house (my parents and my younger sister) had heard anything!

Bat in hand, I quietly crept down the stairs and found my living room bathed in an orange glow. It was the fireplace, evident from the warmth and crackling of logs.

Strangely, I thought, it was lit, and my parents had made sure to put it out before bed.

Why would a burglar rekindle it?

I took refuge behind a wall and tried to think out my strategy. I really should have planned out better how I was going to do this, but all I could picture was the accolades I'd be getting from my parents and the cops while they took the prowler away.

So, gripping the bat tight, I peered around the corner in an attempt to see what I was up against, and holy shit was I shocked to see what I did!

There wasn't a big tough brute in all black and a ski mask. Instead, right by the Christmas tree, bending over with her ass in the air, was a woman!

She was taking something out of a large red sack, giving me a full view of her sheer black stockings and a pair of pale buttcheeks hanging out the bottom of her red and white skirt!

After she finished positioning a present perfectly in between a bundle of others beneath the tree she stood upright, sending her skirt back down to cover her bubbly butt. Her top matched her skirt, red with white fringe, like a strapless corset, showing off bare, creamy, blemish-free shoulders. She then moved around the tree, reaching back into the bag while my gaze shifted up to her face.

Beauty is a mere word, but this woman embodied it like no other. She was incredibly gorgeous, with big pink lips, cute little nose, and impeccable bone structure.

The peculiar thing was that she wore what resembled a Santa outfit, only skimpier. It was a short, red, strapless dress with a frilly looking skirt that was outlined with white. As accessories, she had on a pair of sheer black gloves that reached her elbows, tall, knee-length black boots that complimented her nice thighs superbly, and a Santa hat (big ball and all) atop her blonde head.

She stood and moved to the fireplace, checking a list she was holding, stepping from one stocking to the next.

"Ah yes, Danielle. Good." Her hand dipped into her sack and transferred a small handful of candy into the first stocking hanging from the mantle. "Thomas, good," another present, "Martha, good," a final present.

Child and parents done, she glanced at the last stocking, mine, and sighed.

"Hmmm… Danny… Naughty. Oh my, what a busy year you've had."

Apparently however, in my blatant staring, I had left too much of my head and body lean too from around the wall, because as she turned slightly she spotted me, popping her head up in an upstart!

“Oh no!” She yipped, dropping the little present in her hands.

I squealed as well, flinging the baseball bat into the air and sending it clattering against the rug in the center of the room.

"AH! Ohmygod!" I shouted

Seeing my bat, and her big blue eyes widened and her arms flew into the air.

With her full view now, I quickly realized how huge her breasts were! They were enormous! Packed into her corset-like top like two full-sized melons and one sharp breath away from popping the front buttons!

"Oh!" She exclaimed. "It's only you Danny…"

That was not something I expected to hear.

"Wha-huh? Just Danny?!” I yelped, suddenly perturbed. “Who the hell are you and how do you know my name?"

"Oh, I know all about you Danny. After all, I am Santa Claus," she proclaimed, putting one dainty hand on her hip and giving me a little ‘pose’. "For example, I know that you've been a naughty boy this year!”

"Naughty?" I asked, still flushing, knowing full well what she was going to say.

"Oh yes, you have been very naughty…" she began, stepping closer with a look of pure lust. “Like how you like to play with that big dildo you bought last month. There’s also all that porn on your computer. And I know how much you like to sleep in those little white panties at night."

I was floored with how she knew that, but I didn't want to give it to her.

"First of all, it's Daniel.” I huffed, already going red in the face.“ No one's called me Danny since elementary school. Second, you can't be Santa. Santa's old and fat and a big white bear. Third, Santa’s a HE. And fourth… he’s not real!"

The woman chuckled lightly.

"It figures you would say that. You…” She began but tailed off. “Hey! Eyes up here, mister!"

My cheeks burned and my eyes returned to her face. I had after all been staring at her enormous tits.

I mean… How could I not? They were humongous!

Gaze fixed, she continued. "As I was saying, you stopped believing in me before all the other kids did. But that doesn’t mean Santa isn’t real. Isn’t me, standing here, proof enough?"

"What did you expect SANTA?” I sneered, throwing up quotation fingers. “I wanted Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles on Nintendo and I didn't get it while all the other kids did. That's enough to traumatize any twelve year old."

"You had that game already. You broke it. You just can't ask for stuff every time you mess up."

She had me there. I was pretty careless with my possessions back in the day. Maybe her knowing that did prove she was the guy from the North Pole. Well, actually, it didn't explain why Santa was a hot model instead of an old crinkly dude… not that I was complaining or anything. I'd take her over him any day. My dick pointed to the same sentiments, already steely hard in my pajamas.

"Okay then, so why are you hot?" I blurted.

Shit. That didn't come out right.

"Er… Why are you, you?" That wasn't much better.

She laughed at my fumbling. "Papa retired a few years ago. As his replacement, they wanted someone more youthful, agile, feminine, and oh yeah, downright hot! So they chose me: Christie Claus!"

“Christie?” I blurted, cock-eyed and surprised.

“That’s me! Old Saint Nick’s daughter!” She said, spreading her arms as if to present herself to the world. “Ta da!”

"Christie? Santa's replacement…” The gears in my head turned.

She closed with a sexy wink and smile.

"What are you doing here anyways?” I began again. “Like you said, I stopped believing in Santa a long time ago. And I'm too old for presents now anyways."

"You may have stopped believing, but Danielle hasn't. And as long as there’s a believer in a home, my magic works. You're staring at my tits again by the way."

Danielle was my little sister. And yes, I was fixated on her festive breasts. She was just too hot!

"Oh! Umm, okay. I see," I said, switching my focus once more back to her face.

"Now, would you help me unload the rest of these gifts so I can get out of here? Then you can go back to touching yourself, kay?"

"Uh… Yeah, sure," I replied, rubbing my neck before padding into the living room.

It was bizarre getting so close to her, and made me incredibly nervous.

Sure, I had seen plenty of beautiful women on the internet, and a few girls that the community college were pretty good looking, but Christie Claus was out of this world gorgeous, and out of the universe voluptuous!

Thus, for the next several minutes I helped her unpack her sack. It was relatively, but appeared to be bottomless, as if presents were just popping into existence within.

Of course, while I chit-chatted with her, I snuck more than a few glances at her bodacious body. It was impossible not to. Her deep V-cut dress split down almost to her belly button, exposing more of her delightful cleavage. Her breasts looked like they were going to slip, nay, EXPLODE, out of that top.

When she bent over, her dress rode up so it sat just below her ass cheeks, and I titled my head back to look at her ass again.

Holy shit it was perfect, and she either wasn’t wearing panties, or the thong she wore was microscopic! Her well rounded buttocks wiggled as she positioned the wrapped gifts perfectly under the Christmas tree. My skin swelled and my cock tingled at the sight of her hot body.

"Well there's one last thing to do..." She said, standing upright once again.

My eyes quickly flipped up high before she could catch me looking at her ass.

"What's that?"

"Drink my milk and cookies, of course." Christie Claus looked over to the plate where the treats normally were. "Where are they?"

I blushed and looked away. "Oh, um, I ate them."

Christie frowned, crossed her arms under her hefty cleavage and looked over at me, clearly annoyed and unimpressed. Despite looking so angry, she looked extremely hot, like a grumpy little sexpot.

But her scowl burned into me.

"Like I said before,” I began bashfully. “I thought you weren't real and I got hungry! It was for my sister… to think Santa actually came in the middle of the night. Sorry..."

She uncrossed her arms and lightened the expression on her face.

"That's okay, I brought my own."

"Ho-ho-ho!" She chuckled, plucking the glass jug from her cleavage.

What the hell? How did she fit that in there?

But with that, she popped the cork, tilted her head back, and took a huge swig.

On and on she guzzled, in an attempt I could only assume was to drink it all, but soon the white liquid began to billow out from the corners of her mouth.

The sight of her throat undulating with each gulp was insanely sexy, but when the cream began to trickle down her neck and down onto her enormous Christmas melons, I nearly fainted.

Suddenly however, she stopped chugging and looked down, “oopsie! Can’t get this stained!”

With a swift nudge, and as if I wasn’t standing there staring, Christie Claus tugged down her top with a free hand, freeing a pair of enormous, pristine breasts adorned with juicy pink nipples out into my living room!

I popped at the sight of her creamy white knockers. They were so large, round and to die for. Her areolas were small and pink, and her nipples were at full attention. Just like my cock!

When Christie took one of her huge mounds in her hands and lifted it to her mouth, I nearly lost my mind. With her pearly blue orbs looking at me, she licked her nipple, and that set me off completely. I had to have some!

She must have noticed because, after giving her own tit a good, long suckle, she popped it free and said, "Would you like to try some of my milk, Danny?"

"Ye-yes!" I responded, rushing over to her and practically sliding to my knees.

“Then here you go!” She said, drizzling her perfect chest with another stream of milk from her jug. “Get a taste, you naughty thing.”

Like a hungry infant in heat I attached my lips to a teat and just sucked, tasting the remnants of her drink. Sucked like my life depended on it. It was my lifeline.

Then again, I had just been convinced that Santa was real nor was she a super hot bombshell, so I suppose I could let this one go. For now, drinking up the milk she was pouring down her breasts was the sweetest thing.

So I nursed, grabbing and cupping both her mammoth tits while I twirled my tongue around her juicy nipple.

"You like that, huh?" Christie said, cupping the back of my head and pulling me in.

"Mmmllph, yeah…” I groaned between sucklings. “I want it all!"

Christie giggled, then poured another layer over her beautiful tits.

"And so you shall have it all. All you want you naughty boy."

So there we sat in the middle of my living room, Miss Santa and her hungry, willing boytoy sucking at her milky white breasts and she, well, was more than obliged to allow my attempt.

The cleaning ritual was a sloppy mess, but I smothered myself between her melons.

My cock twitched even harder in my panties, sending my body into overdrive.

Fuck… this was really happening.

I was bent on sucking this mound dry, but Christie gently clutched the sides of my head and raised my vision towards her face, plucking me from her delicious nipple with a gentle touch. Then without warning, her lips came crashing into mine and she kissed me hard.

Again, without saying a word, she released me and directed me to the other unattended nipple so I could clean it too. Her big, ripe nub stiffened just like the other, and with it aroused I went to work licking the rest of the milk off her chest completely. I couldn't control myself. I just wanted more, more, and even then some more. I was making her nipples hard and taut and so, with no complaints from her, I carried on my feasting.

Suddenly Christie lifted me off her breasts, and I stood there in near inebriation as I awaited what more she had for me.

"Did my milk hit the spot for you?" She asked with a cute pout, holding me up by the cheeks.

"Uh huh," I nodded dazedly, drunk off her taste.

"Well, then," she said emphatically, flirting with her fuzzy red skirt. "You should try my cookie as well..."

My half-lidded eyes fluttered and like a bewildered drunkard said, “mmm, cookies…”

When she released my head I nearly crumbled to the floor, but braced myself somehow, wobbling on shaky legs.

She then placed her hands on both my shoulders and slowly pushed me down to my knees…

I complied oh-so-willingly, still smiling my drunken smirk.

It was like a haze had wafted over me. Even my vision had somewhat blurred.

Was it her? I thought? Was this… magic?

I knelt there, facing her red skirt and its fluffy trim, noticing the small glimpses of creamy thigh-flesh right below its criminally short length. It was only an inch. Maybe less. Before those thighs became encased in her sheer stockings. Incredibly sexy stockings that looked softer than clouds.

Christie slowly hiked up her skirt, and my eyes shot open! This new Santa was apparently larger than life in many ways.

Where I thought a pretty pink pussy might have sat, was instead an enormous hog of half-hard cock that flopped out from her frilled skirt. It was flesh that went on for inches; a long, thick, cut, veiny snow-white girlcock!

Miss Santa was going commando, and was packing a rapidly hardening ten-plus inches of thick shemeat.

When I finally looked up at her, Christie Claus winked at me and said, "how do you like your gift this year?"

“I… I love it…”

Then she forced me by the hair onto her length, mashing my lips against her hot cockflesh.

“Mmm…” she purred.

I was more shocked than anything, but didn’t resist. Her cock tasted ten times better than her breasts! Besides, I just loved how controlling she was. I still had the freedom to go where I wanted, but there wasn’t a fiber in my body that wanted to flee! Wherever my tongue may roam, it did. I nuzzled each vein, kissed every inch, and rubbed my face all over her like a cat trying to leave its scent. Tepidly, I opened my mouth slightly, watching her cock react to my hot breath.

Her fingers ran through my hair, raking against my skull and pulling me in closer.

My tongue slipped from between my lips briefly, retreating so I could kiss the wet spot I left.

Her scent and taste overtook my senses and a moaned, feeling the cock hardening

"How’s my cookie taste, Danny?"

"Mmmm," I moaned between slurps. "Like heaven..."

My hands crept up and cradled her scrotum, feeling the immense weight of her balls. They were as big as fucking softballs, smooth and warm and full of cum.

"You have something in your sack for me?" I asked in between kisses along her shaft.

“Oh absolutely, naughty boy,” she purred. “But you gotta earn it.”

I reached out a hand and stroked her thick weapon. It twitched as I wrapped my hand around it, marvelling at how my tiny fingers couldn’t completely wrap around her girth, and drew it towards my lips.

My tongue flicked out and drew away the pearly bead of precum that had formed. Her sticky nectar quickly spilled onto my tongue as I wrapped my lips around the hefty knob, leaking into my mouth like a faucet. It was so salty and delicious. 

I then set about worshiping her enormous cock, kissing and licking all over while stroking up and down. Opening wide, I sucked her dripping head into my mouth, closing my eyes to savor the taste. The warm, pulsing weight on my tongue, slowly leaking salty fluid, and the firm flesh in my palm were all too much. My tongue swirled around her tip, not unlike I had done to my dildo countless times.

Her hand slid into my hair and held me as she slowly fed her cock deeper. I managed to take about half of it before it hit the back of my throat and she gripped my tighter. She retook the initiative, and I began yanking my head back and forth on the half of her shaft that I could take. All the while I sucked harder harder, pumping her length not inhaled with my fist.

This went on for several long minutes, and her cock got harder and harder with each passing second. I fed my appetitive desires with her sweet dessert. Soon she was rock hard and I couldn’t believe her full, sheer size!

When finally I broke away, all I could do was stare in astonishment. Her hard cock was enormous, easily nearly a footlong, sticking out far past my entire head and out into the room.

“Lay down, Danny…” she purred, pointing the fluffy rug at our feet.

I obey, lying down below her, looking up at her enormous cock as it levitated above my head.

"Ready for a real taste?" She asked, directing my head, forcing my attention to the tip of her fat, ripe, plump bellend. "I have so much more milk for you.”

I nodded. “Yes, Miss Santa…”

"Show me," she purred in a husky timbre.

The smell of cinnamon and chocolate tickled my nose as her slender black-gloved hand came from above and pulled my shirt up, revealing my own guilty little hand over white lacy panties.

As she reached across I felt the furred cuff of a sleeve against my cheek, and the creamy, perfect flesh beyond.

Our eyes meet. I’m shy and nervous and anxious all at once. No one knew my secret, or so I thought, but Santa Claus had always been known for ‘seeing all’.

And who am I to argue with a mysterious and beautiful woman? 

"They say Santa comes but once a year, maybe I can help you with that." My lips traced the hefty appendage, feeling its steely hardness against my face.

I kept teasing, playing. I squeezed my little dicklet hard, still through my panties, rocking my hips into the pressure. I bend my knees, pushing off from the floor and fucking my hand like there’s no tomorrow.

“Wait,” she said, stopping me. “Let’s get this off…”

That same black-gloved hand, the same smell of something warm and burnt and only slightly frightening, and my oversized sleep shirt is being pulled up and off, unveiling my lacy lingerie top underneath.

My nipples tighten at the attention and I reluctantly let go of my dick to cup one, then my other boybreast, rolling my fingers over my stiff nubs while returning to the same slow rock of my hips fucking the air.

"I..." My voice is husky with disuse and just a small case of nerves. "Please, Santa. I want… you…"

"Of course you do."

With that same delicious weight holding me down, that same sense of being observed, that same sense of loneliness in my soul, and that same, well, escalating, sense of emptiness, she laid her cock across my face.

"Ah…" I gasped, sticking my tongue up and out, dabbing at her underside.

She chuckled, reared back, and planted her fat tip at my pursed lips.

“Kiss her.”

I did.

"Good girl."

Fuuuuuuuuck… Being called a girl made my cock jump.

She pulled my playing arms up over my head and my head followed suit, tipping back to take her cock into my mouth upside down.

The soft fur of her gloves tickled my arms as she pinned me down, sinking into my throat with a heavenly groan. She was huge but I wasn’t going to gag. I’ve had plenty of practice on my ten inch dildo and I still wanted more.

Her body shook as her cock throbs in my windpipe, stretching me in a way that makes it hard to breathe.

"Be careful what you wish for, Danny baby."

Her words struck home. I had indeed wished for a real life cock to defile me. Male or female, it just had to be big. The biggest. And here it was!

She rocked gently, torturously, in and out of my mouth... fucking my throat in earnest.

One gloved hand, then another, pulled at my nipples before squeezing… pinching just hard enough to make me moan around her cock.

I pushed my hips higher, spreading my knees wide and hopeful, and felt that same chuckle roll through her body again.

My body gives me away, throat opening, hips pushing up for more. There will be no pretending I don't desperately want this. 

“Mmm, such a velvety throat Danny…” She purred, slowly pumping down my windpipe.

I feel my whole body warming, wanting. I try it again, thinking to myself, more, and very nearly choke myself as her cock expands again in my mouth - in far more than the usual way.

Yes… this is what I want, but not where. I wanted her inside my other slutty hole.

Oxygen running low, I keep up my use. My body is hers. Hers to command and control.

I felt like dying… like passing out… I couldn't possibly take this another minute and yet I... still… wanted…. more!

Suddenly she pulled her fat cock out of my mouth with a wet, elongated SLURP, and before I could gasp for air she slapped it down against my upturned face.

PLAP! It struck me and I gasped.

I tried to lick it futilely, with my tiny tongue, but she swatted against me like a batter at pitch.

“Roll over,” Christie commanded. “And stick that cute butt in the air.”

She had me get on my hands and knees and stick my ass up into the air, then Santa got on her knees behind me and straddled my backside. She lifted my butt, pulled down my lace panties, then spread my buttcheeks to expose my tight, pink little hole.

“Mmm…” I heard her purr. “That’s a nice pussy.”

Christie sighed, looking down at the hot and horny college femboy spreading himself out for her. It was true, I had been exceedingly naughty...

Thus being the slut that I was, I spread my ass with both hands, exposing the flushed pink little hole within my hefty cheeks...

With a low growl she dropped to her knees, tore the hat from her head and took hold of my ass with both hands, spreading me wide.

Her lips came down softly on one cheek, and then the other. She continued slowly, making her way towards her goal.

Soon her tongue found its home, caressing my ring with the delicacy of a master toymaker, teasing me.

"My little hoe, hoe, hoe…" she rumbled, her voice sending a thrill up through my spine before her mouth sealed over her boypussy.

Her warm breath steamed against me, strong exhalations gusting across my hole. Her tongue extended and ran up the length of my sex, perineum to hole. I couldn't hold it in, and let out a long, satisfied, effeminate groan.

She didn't stop, spiralling between my bubbly buns. She slowly dragged her tongue up my taint once more before sinking it inside, slipping it between my hefty buns and bottoming out within.

"Oh gawd,” I mewled. “Please no more teasing, I need it now!"

She complied like a hungry animal, extending her tongue and driving it as deep as she could. I bucked wildly as it filled me up.

"AYIE! That's it, tongue fuck me!" I begged.

She did just that, her tongue pistoning in and out of my wet, winking hole.

I grasped my thighs to spread my legs even wider, giving her deeper access.

She withdrew from her hard tongue fucking to take a breath and slipped in finger inside me. My reaction was a succession of moans, but when she sank to her knuckle I squealed…

"There, oh gawd there," I panted.

As my orgasm built to a crescendo I ran my fingers over her small breasts and hard nipples, playing with them as a surge of endorphins rushed through my body.

"Oh Miss Santa, I'm gonna cum!" I screamed, as my orgasm nearly broke.

But suddenly she stopped, leaving me a panting, soggy mess.

“Wha-what?!” I chuffed, in physical pain from my lost climax.

“You don’t get to cum yet, naughty boy," she said, taunting me.

Christie laid back on the plushy rug, and I rolled, noticing her imposing and shiny black heels, immaculate leather, and the soft red skirt hiked up around her waist. Her thick, squishy, creamy thighs support a suspiciously thin waist, with a cock under a taut and toned belly below her pulled-down red top. Her breasts look even bigger now, perky and full but heavy from their obvious weight.

As my eyes continue to climb, I see her thick nipples and full, pouty lips curving in a smile at my hungry observations.

Her hand reached toward me and offered an easy invitation, "Why don’t you come sit on Santa's lap?" 

I climb on, wet and slick butthole hovering before settling over Miss Santa's cock.

When I sit on it, we both gasp. Her thick bellend slips in, immediately followed by inch after inch of hot, wet, veiny girlcock. Her wet and slippery cock moved so freely into my rectum, with no pain at all… it was a Christmas miracle.

She sinks into my guts and my breath catches. I’m so full… impossibly full… but thankfully there’s more… so much more.

But to my dismay she hits a wall within, some sort of bend in my intestines, halting her advance. I whimper but she cups both my buns, lifting me slowly up and down her titan pole. We quickly form a rhythm, with my gyrating my hips and her using my tiny body like a toy.

It’s perfect... like her. Just enough pressure that I know she's there, neither so long nor thick that there's any discomfort, just perfect…

Fuck she feels so good…

I rise and fall, enjoying the slick slide, before I catch and hold her eyes.

Her slow smile becomes a devious grin as she lengthens and thickens in me, my ministrations taking and stretching even more. As our coitus continues, that pesky bend within me relaxes, and she stuffs more hot muscle into my teenaged boyhole.

"Yesss." I hold on to the delicious rise and fall, in and out, just as long as I can, with her hands cupping my ass, guiding my hips.

Fuck I'm so close… and nothing’s touched by dick in what felt like hours…

As my movements settle into a slow grind, just on the verge of a colossal climax, I hold her gaze and find my voice again…

"More…"

She obliges, gripping my ass with both her palms and begins fucking up into me like an upturned jackhammer.

Ohmyfuck!

She thrusted rhythmically, gyrating… in and out… in and out… sawing its impressive and girth length through my chute like a slowly pistoning engine. In and out… in… in...in… getting deeper each time until bottoming out. It was so big, it hit all my nerve endings, straining my prostate for all its intruders' worth, swiftly giving me the coveted ass orgasm... forcing my dick to spurt absolute volleys of precum.

I'm full, so fucking full, each movement stretching me almost impossibly.

And when her pumping became seamless, entering and exiting my ass in full, long strides, she released my buns to grip around my hips, holding my in place so she could fuck me senseless.

She stretched my boycunt wider, going deeper and deeper, grinding over my prostate like a fire poker.

Hungry… needy… I'm no longer asking, I'm demanding!

"OHMYGAWD! MORE!" I howled like a banshee, unaware and uncaring if anyone else in the house heard me.

As I came all over her beautiful, bouncing tits, over and over again, I bellowed like a whore, all while she pulverized me from below, slamming up into my ass like a slick piston.

My orgasm went on forever, shifting and pulling like taffy, rolling itself out like tidal waves that soon took me under.

She howled soon after though, cinching me by the waist and pulling me down atop her entire length, hilting inside my guts completely. Christie moaned in pure ecstasy as my sphincter and buttcheeks squeezed her titanic cock. Her shemeat swelled… then… with a throb and a jerk, her beefy cock shivered and exploded, sending hot creamy seed into my boy-womb.

Her DNA flooded into my anal cavity and I lost all sense of time. I come back to myself draped over her soft front, my face mashed against her enormous, sticky breasts. With legs trembling, tears on my lashes, and a boycunt full of Christmas cheer, I reached and wrapped my arms around her neck, moaning as she continued to fuck up into me.

“Best boypussy I’ve had this year…” Christie huffed.

That’s when I rolled off of her and stood, spinning and positioning my hips square with hers, so that my ass was hovering over her thick pole. Climbing atop her, I placed my feet on her knees and sat down on her slick, wet monster. It slid in with a slimy ease, once more filling me and eliciting another throaty moan from my lips.

The rampant ass fucking resumed, this time with me on top and me in control.

Her breasts pressed into my shoulder blades as her strong hands reached down to pull my ass cheeks apart. I pushed my hips back, indicating my openness, literally and figuratively, and felt a slick, wet, thickness slide between my already gaping asshole.

She sinks in with relative ease. She was so hard and huge inside me…

"More?" She asked, biting my ear lobe with a twinkle in her eye.

I didn’t even have to consider my answer.

"Yes! More!” I howled, lifting my little body. “Always more."

“Mmm,” Christie Claus purred, gripping the pits of my knees. "My nasty, naughty boy."

She pulled me wider, just exactly uncomfortable enough, just exactly exposed enough, just exactly what I wanted, spreading my slutty legs as she pumped up into my hungry hole.

With her thick cock lodged in my tender boypussy, I feel a pressure as she sinks even more inside, entering… opening me… stretching me…

I whimper and moan like a whore…

“Oh my fuuuuck… you’re so big!”

She giggled once more and whispered in my ear. "Christmas magic my slutty, little boy."

I roll my head over my shoulders, sinking my hips and letting my weight bear down onto her glorious, veiny fuckstick. Her cock is wet… so wet… She was already taking up my insides, but each time she flexes it, it throbs, and the pressure is absolutely fucking delicious.

It was that dark vulnerability… that radical openness, and then she's inside… deep inside.

And I'm well and truly skewered. She's buried so deep I can feel her at the back of my throat and, for the moment, even I am satisfied, content to just bask in the sensation of fullness.

Her hands move down to my hips, lifting me up and letting me fall back down onto her cock, keeping up the movement even when I couldn't possibly maintain it on my own, pushing me through orgasm after orgasm, watching me with that same sweet, devious twinkle in her eyes forever asking…

"More?" 

Between my rectal contractions, with barely a whisper in my throat, raw from moaning, I bellowed, "Yes! More! So much fucking more!"

I felt her shift under me, inside lodged so damn deep in my ass, stretching my boycunt, impossibly, and so deliciously, dragging against my swollen hole… back and forth…

The pushing, the stretching, the pummeling of my prostate, every movement prolonged the orgasm past its breaking point, and well past mine.

I think I know why they call it cumming now… because that's exactly what's happening, I was coming apart, reduced to each singular sensation and hope for breath.

She grabbed my head and forced it sideways, into the most tantalizing lip lock of my hot, young life. Then she pushed me back onto the hardwood floor, off her dick, ejecting her hot seed in an arc through the air.

After crashing, I lifted my head to see her fixing her dress. She covered her dripping tits first before lowering and straightening her skirt.

Still on my knees, my lingerie an absolute mess of spit and cum, I looked up at my holiday muse, feeling a heavy dollop of cum drop from my chin into my lap.

"Here," Christie said, "I have a gift for you."

Lying there on the floor, I look up just in time to see white. She cums again, painting me from head to toe. I tried to lick up what I could but she just kept cumming. It’s so much… so hot and so thick… it seals my eyelids shut and I feel like I’m being smothered by a weighted blanket!

Finally her stream ends and I hear the rustle of clothing.

After I forcibly wipe the cum from my eye sockets I can see a bit, although my vision is quite blurry. Christie is dressed already, without a trace of cock or cum on her pristine outfit.

“I’d love to stay and fuck you all night, Danny,” she said. “But I have more deliveries."

“Wha-what? No…”

She giggled.

"Afraid so. Thanks for the fun! Bye now!" She waved while standing in front of the fireplace. "See you next Christmas!"

She winked and then, with a snap of her fingers, vanished in a puff of crystalline snowflakes. They fluttered and sparkled in the air a moment, suspended with magic, before sprinkling down onto my naked body. They tickled my skin with an icy chill before quickly dissolving, turning to steam against my hot flesh.

As I stared up at the ceiling, still covered in cum, I could hear the pitter-patter of hooves on the rooftop before Santa’s sweet voice bellowed out into the night.

I’m naked and alone in my little nest of blankets.

When I rolled to face the embers of the fire my eyes gravitated to the heath, where the milk and plate of cookies had been placed. In their place however, is a small folded note.

As I reached for the scrap of paper next to the now empty plate, every part of my body aches with delicious evidence of my magical visitor.

The paper reads simply: "See you next year… XOXO"

A moment later the faint pitter-patter of hoofbeats faded into the distance, and the only sign of her presence there that night was a jizz covered femboy.

I think I love Christmas now, and I definitely believe in Santa.

THE END
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