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In a large workshop, nearly one hundreds elves scrambled to prepare children's gifts for the big night 

that was only a day away. One particular elf, that looked wise in age, rushed in from outside. This was 

Tiberius, the lead elf.  

“Mrs. Claus is coming!” he anxiously said to a few, who quickly spread the word around to the other 

elves.  

As the news spread, the army of workers scrambled to look as busy as they could.  

The whistle of the North Pole wind swept through the factory as a figure entered from outside, wearing 

a huge white hooded coat. Several elves were more than willing to help her remove it. 

 A collective gasp hissed through the workshop as all eyes momentarily gazed upon the beauty of Natalia 

Claus, Santa’s wife. Her platinum silver hair was put up in a bun.  Her striking facial features showed a 

woman who looked to be in her forties, even though her age extended much beyond that. Her hazel-

green eyes surveyed the familiar faces, her full pink lips curling into a warm smile. “Good evening!” her 

pretty voice said. 

“Good evening!” Came the collective response.  

“Have you seen my husband?” 

Like a group of awe-struck idiots, they all pointed towards a large door at the far side of the room.  

“Thank you!” Natalia said, then sashayed across the factory floor. Her long strong legs moved fluidly 

beneath her modest brown dress, making the tremendous swell of her motherly bosom judder heavily 

beneath it's covering.  

The horny elves faked like they were working, while watching the voluptuous matronly figure cross the 

room. Even the loyal foreman Tiberius fell victim to her charms, as he followed behind her, watching 

Natalia's well rounded buttocks sway hypnotically beneath her dress.  

A fat, bearded Santa Claus was trying on a new big red Christmas coat he'd had custom made for this 

year's busy night.  

“I like it!” his lovely wife said as she entered the room. “Better not let any of those sexy mothers lure 

you away with more than milk and cookies,” she teased.  

“Ho, ho, ho!” Santa laughed. “I wouldn't think of it, dear.” 

“And speaking of that…” Natalia said, running her soft hands over his shoulders. “Since this is the final 

night before your ‘busiest day of the year,’ I was hoping you'd slide something down MY chimney later.” 

“Now Natalia, you know that I need to conserve all the energy I have for tomorrow. The children are all 

counting on me.” 



“Oh I know,” the mother said understandably, but with a tinge of disappointment. She knew never to 

put her own needs above her husband's obligations to the children of the world. Even so, not a day went 

by that her pussy wasn't throbbing with desire.  

Santa brushed his hands down his new coat seeming pleased with the way it fit. “There's still much to 

do, and only a short time to do it in. I need all hands on deck,” he said. “Be a dear and let Jack know I 

need him down in the factory to help the elves.” 

“Right away, hon,” Natalia said, rising up on her tip-toes and giving her chubby husband a kiss on the 

cheek.  

Jack Claus lay on his bed, repeatedly throwing a red ball up in the air, then catching it. He was a 

handsome boy, with dark shaggy hair and a thin build. He had just turned eighteen this year, and hoped 

that his father would finally let him become more involved in ‘Santa-type’ responsibilities, and not just 

helping out in the factory with the elves. People aged differently in the land of the North Pole. One year 

of life for them, equaled a hundred years of life for people in the rest of the world. This meant that Jack 

had a century of being a ‘rookie adult,’ and he was anxious to see what opportunities it would bring.  

There was a gentle tap at his door. “Jack?” his mother's sweet voice called.  

He quickly sat up on the edge of the bed and ditched the ball. He knew if he wanted his parents to treat 

him like an adult, he had to start acting like one. “Come in, Mother,” he answered.  

Natalia opened the door and stepped into her son's room. Like every other Christmas-land  creature 

with a swinging dick, Jack was enchanted by his mother's beauty. She had just the type of curvy body, 

especially with her thick ass and jumbo-sized boobies, that he hoped to find in his own wife someday. 

He often wished his mother would wear less around him, so he could really admire what was going on 

under those clothes.  

She plopped down on the bed next to him. “Your father would like it if you'd come help out in the 

factory. You know the next twenty-four hours are the busiest of the year around here,” Natalia 

explained.  

“I know,” the boy muttered, seeming a little forlorn. 

“What's wrong, sugarplum?” his mom asked, taking his hand and holding it on her lap.  

“I was hoping dad would let me help out in the sleigh room this year. You know, take on more 

responsibility.” 

“I’m sorry, Jack. I know it's hard to be patient, but just remember that some day you'll be taking the 

reins of this operation, and then you'll have more responsibilities than you'll know what to do with,” 

Natalia explained.  

“I know, it's just that right now I feel like I have more to offer,” he said. “There must be some way I can 

step up to a bigger role and make things easier for dad.” 

His mother squeezed his hand tenderly. “I’ll tell you what. You help out down in the factory for now and 

I'll put more thought into this matter while I'm doing some baking.” 

Jack nodded in agreement. “Ok, mother,” he said.  



While the men were busy in the Christmas factory, Natalia assisted with baking in the kitchen. There 

were lots of mouths to feed, especially this busy time of year. The Claus's assigned this important task to 

a female elf named Vanora. 

Vanora was a master chef and baker, and was very close with Natalia. The two of them spoke about 

everything, and were practically best friends. “Jack is so anxious to take on more responsibility, but my 

husband doesn't seem in any hurry to ‘bring him up the ladder’ so to speak,” Natalia explained, while 

rolling out some bread-dough.  

“Well, we both know how stubborn Santa can be. And what he can't do himself, the elves are quick to 

step up and take care of,” Vanora said, removing cookies from a giant oven. 

“I know, and that's another thing that has me worried. I certainly don't want Jack stepping on any toes 

and causing any contention with the senior elves in the factory.” 

“Perhaps if you spoke to Santa about it, in a way that was more…personal,” Vanora suggested.  

“Personal?” 

“Yes, well, if Jack were to take on some of the more important responsibilities, that would free up more 

time for Santa to take care of YOUR needs, in the bedroom.” 

Mrs. Claus giggled. “Oh, Vanora, I do like the way you think, but unfortunately there's nothing more 

important to Santa than meeting his Christmas deadline, and not letting down the children of the 

world,” she explained.  

“That is most certainly true,” the female elf agreed.  

“My sexual needs will simply have to wait until Christmas is over, and he's well rested again,” Natalia 

said, seeming somewhat sad by that fact.  

“Not necessarily,” Vanora said, her lips curling into a naughty smile.  

“Oh?” Natalia asked, stopping what she was doing and looking at her besty curiously.  

“Forgive me for suggesting it, Natalia, but there MAY be a solution to everyone's problem, albeit a very 

unconventional one,” her elf-friend said.  

“Do continue,” Mrs. Claus said, listening intently.  

“As we've discussed before, your son Jack IS quite handsome, and every bit a man now. Perhaps his 

desire for greater responsibility can be best utilized outside the factory, and inside your bed chamber,” 

Vanora suggested. 

Mrs. Claus burst out laughing. “Oh my dear Vanora, such a naughty suggestion, and VERY 

‘unconventional’ indeed.” 

Vanora continued scooping freshly-baked cookies off the platter. “But one that would remedy both 

YOUR lack of affection, Jack's desire to step in and fill his father's shoes in a MAJOR way, and allow Santa 

to focus on what he does best. Delivering Christmas joy to families everywhere.” 



The beautiful mother silently pondered the idea a moment. It was true that her only son was quite 

handsome. Her husband looked the same as Jack so long ago, hundreds of years by normal human time. 

Surely getting affection from her son would make her feel so young again, and she was sure the sex 

would be amazing. However, it was her child they were talking about, and she'd never cheated on her 

husband before, not once.  

“Even if I were to consider your idea, how do I know Jack even desires me that way. He could be 

completely sickened by the idea, then I'd feel like a complete fool,” Natalia said.  

“I've seen the way your son looks upon you, staring at ‘certain parts’ of your body with desire,” Vanora 

said with a smile, gazing at Mrs. Claus's enormous rack. “If you wanna be sure, however, perhaps you 

should simply gauge his interest first.”  

“Gauge his interest,” Natalia repeated.  

“Yes, try to…” 

“No, I know what you mean,” Mrs. Claus said, “and it does make sense, but doing such a thing would 

seem so selfish of me.” 

“Perhaps in meeting your own needs, yes, but remember, you’re also meeting the needs of your 

husband and son as well. It's a win/win for everyone really,” the elf chef reminded her.  

Jack was busy in the factory, when an elf who's job it was to deliver messages approached him. 

“Mrs. Claus would like to see you back in your bed chamber right away,” he said, with what seemed 

like a bit of envy.  

“Thanks,” Jack muttered, then headed out of the factory, trudging through the snow, to the large 

victorian-style home he shared with his parents. Beautiful white lights adorned the house, giving it a 

magical glow.  

Once inside, he kicked off his snow-covered boots and went upstairs to his bedroom. His beautiful 

silver-haired mother was waiting, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Everything OK, mother?” he 

asked.  

“Yes, everything’s fine, sugar-plum. Just need to speak to you is all. Close the door and come sit next 

to me,” she said, patting the spot next to her on the mattress.  

Jack obeyed and had a seat beside her. He was delighted to see that she was wearing a somewhat 

scandalous-looking red gown, that left her bare legs partially exposed as they were crossed in a sexy 

manner. What also made the gown a bit naughty was the fact that it had a plunging neckline, 

revealing a substantial amount of tit-cleavage. He could tell his mom had spent time putting on 

some make-up and her sweet perfume smelt divine. 

“You look really nice,” he said. 

“Do I?” 

“Yes, smell good too.” 



“Well, thank you,” she said, pleased that her son was already impressed by what he was seeing. She 

often wondered if he saw her as more than just ‘mom,’ but as a sexual creature also. Now was the 

time to find out, as she contemplated Vanora's suggestion. “Vanora said that she often catches you 

staring at my big breasts, is that true?”  

The boy got a look of surprise. “Oh, I, um…” 

“It's perfectly alright if you do, you know,” she said. “I realize that the North Pole isn't exactly full of 

girls your own age to look at.” 

“That's true,” the boy agreed.  

She reached over and took his hand, holding it on top of her leg. “So is that a yes?” she asked. “Yes, 

you do look at my breasts?” 

“Yes, um, sometimes,” he blushed.  

Natalia smiled over at her teen, squeezing his hand reassuringly. “Do you wonder what they look like 

naked, Jack?” she asked candidly.  

“Naked?” he repeated timidly.  

“Yes, naked…with my big nipples poking out.” 

Jack took a nervous, but excited gulp. He certainly wasn't used to answering these types of 

questions from a girl, especially one as gorgeous as his mother.  

Natalia sensed his uneasiness. “Darling, I assumed from our discussion earlier today that you'd really 

like to be treated like a man now, and given manly responsibilities, is that accurate?” she asked him. 

“Yes,” the boy muttered.  

“Well, part of being a man, is being able to have open and honest conversation about all sorts of 

‘adult-type' things, including body-parts and sex. If you feel you’re not ready for a conversation of 

that nature, I'll understand.” 

The last thing Jack wanted was for his mother to keep treating him like a boy. He knew to get 

treated like a grown-up, he had to act like one, even if it meant talking about embarrassing stuff, like 

how he lusted after her. “I do think about your breasts naked a lot,” he brazenly confessed.  

This brought a pleasant smile to his mother's pretty face. “Was that so hard to admit?” she teased.  

“You have the biggest boobs of any woman I know, so it's really hard not to stare at them and 

wonder what they look like, you know, without any clothes on,” he further admitted, glancing down 

at the creamy cleavage of her mammoth mounds.  

“Just what they look like, or what they feel like also?” Natalia asked.  

“I do wonder what they'd feel like. I would imagine they’re probably as soft as fresh mounds of 

morning snow,” Jack said. 



His mother giggled. “Yes, but MUCH warmer though. Like fleshy mittens, with thick pointy nipples,” 

she said, gazing into her son's eyes.  

“Father must love them,” the boy said.  

“Not this time of year unfortunately,” Natalia sadly admitted. “He's busy during the day and much 

too exhausted at night to give them any attention at all.” 

“Oh,” Jack muttered, thinking his father must be absolutely nuts not to make such a wonderful thing 

a daily priority.  

“My boobies are definitely the happiest when they’re bouncing up and down,” the mother 

confessed,  bobbing her thick ass on the soft mattress a few times, making her giant milkers heave 

up and down heavily beneath her gown.  

Jack’s eyes about popped out of his head. He watched his mother thrust out her chest, making her 

stiff-nippled tit-melons balloon outward. “Or when the nipples are being sucked or nibbled on. I 

really like that a lot also,” his mother added. 

“You do?” the boy asked dumbfounded, still staring at her jutting orbs.  

  “Yes. Since you've decided to be so honest,     like the grown young man you are, are there any other 

parts of me that you like to admire regularly?” she asked with a sly smirk.  

“Well, yes, like…EVERY part of you,” he answered. “Every guy in Christmas-land thinks you’re beautiful, 

mother, even me.” 

Natalia raised an eyebrow. “Is that so? Even my legs?” she asked, extending one of her lovely legs out 

and pointing her sexy toes.  

Rarely was the boy treated to the sight of his mother's bare legs. They were so soft and silky-looking, yet 

exhibited a feminine strength that could probably squeeze the life out of him. “They’re incredible,” he 

sighed, feeling his cock rise to a full erection inside his pants.  

“They love being spread wide open in the air. They’re going to miss that so much during this busy 

season,” she admitted.  

“They are?”  

“Yes,” his mom whispered, then brought her knees up, lifting her dainty bare feet from the floor. Jack 

watched with mouth agape as her gown slid up, exposing her thick thighs as she splayed them open. “I'll 

miss having a man right here,” she said, sliding her hands up the saddle of her open legs.  

Her gown had ridden up so far that her boy could see the crotch of her Christmas-red panties. They 

mounded perfectly to the shape of her puffy vulva, even showing the groove of her cuntal cleavage and 

the exposed split of her bulging ass-cheeks.  

“Father will sure have a lot of catching up to do,” the boy said with heavy breath.  

“At least HE’LL be busy in the meantime,” Natalia said, lowering her legs. “Me on the other hand, I'll just 

be alone in that big bed all night.” 



Jack would have gladly volunteered to take his place in the bedroom, but despite his mother's 

confessions, he still hadn't caught on that it was possibly what she wanted also. He decided to turn the 

conversation around on her. “Do you ever stare at parts of me?” he asked, already convinced that she 

had glanced down at the bulge in his pants a few times.  

Natalia smiled, showing her perfect white teeth. “All the time,” she admitted. “You have the cutest butt 

in the whole world.” 

Jack blushed. “I’m sure you’re just saying that because I’m your son,” he said.  

“Were you saying I have the nicest sweater-puffs because I’m your mom, or because you really mean 

it?” 

“I meant it of course,” Jack answered.  

“Well I meant it too. Your butt is the sexiest ever!” she said with a teasing grin.  

“Are there any OTHER parts of me that you admire?” the boy asked bravely.  

“Are you referring to those morning boners you like to show off so much? They haven't gone 

unnoticed,” she said with a cute wink.  

“Oh,” the boy sighed, his cock flexing excitedly.  

“The one you have in your pants right now hasn't gone unnoticed either,” his mother said, gazing into 

his eyes.  

“Sorry,” he blushed, “the conversation just got me a little excited I guess.” 

Natalia giggled. “A little excited?” she said, then looked down at the hard cylinder beneath the fabric of 

his pants. “If that's a little excited, then I can't imagine what ‘a lot' excited looks like.” 

“I'll um, try to get it under control.” 

“Don't worry about it, sugar-plum. I've been watching you get boners since your balls dropped. Besides, 

mommies get erections too,” she said, then thrust her tit-cannons out, clearly displaying the thick 

engorged nipples sticking out from beneath the fabric.  

“Yes, true,” the boy gasped, staring lustfully at her ‘erections.’ 

A mischievous grin crossed his mother's face. “And they’ve gotten erect for the same reason. The 

conversation got ME a little excited too I guess,” she admitted. 

They were both startled by Santa's unmistakable voice from downstairs. “Ho, ho, ho!” he called out in 

his jolly way.  

Natalia stood up, her eyes lingering down on her son's boner-bulge, as if trying to measure it's length 

with her eyes. “Sounds like your father’s home. I should get him supper,” she said.  

Jack watched his mother sashay gracefully towards his door. Her silky gown was molded around her 

swaying buttocks and he could clearly make out her panty lines through it, making it obvious that her 

dainty panties only covered half her luscious ass.  



“I forgot to mention a part,” he said to her.  

When she stopped and looked back curiously, he went on to explain. “Another part of you that I like to 

look at,” he said.  

“Let me guess,” she said, then reached back with both hands and clutched her meaty cheeks with her 

long red nails.  “This part?” 

“Yes,” he hissed excitedly.  

“Well then, I suppose mommy will have to put a little extra sway in her hips when she's around you from 

now on,” she teased, then let go of her ass and slowly wagged her jiggly bun-cheeks back and forth 

teasingly. 

She stepped out of his room, leaving her boy with a aching erection.  

Even though she was so horny she could go out of her mind, Natalia didn't pressure her husband into 

sex that night. She knew he needed his rest and strength for the day and night ahead.  

As she lay there in bed watching the big bearded guy snore away, her mind drifted back to the 

conversation she had with Jack. It was clear that he lusted after her, and would probably jump at the 

chance to take his father's spot between her thighs on Christmas night. 

“I couldn't possibly cheat on poor Santa,” she thought. “He adores me and it might crush him if he found 

out Jack was pounding my cunt on the eve of Christmas.” 

Then, her naughty side chimed in. “But if he cared as much about giving me pleasure as he does about 

delivering Christmas gifts around the world, I'd be the happiest woman alive.” 

She tossed and turned restlessly; her mind conflicted. “Jack's my son. My little sugar-plum. I couldn't 

possibly let him plunder my cunt and pump his seed inside me, could I?” 

“But Vanora did make a good point. Jack wants more responsibility, and what greater task than helping 

his mother quench her insatiable sexual appetite,” she thought. “I just know Jack would be UP for the 

Job. He's probably upstairs right now beating his boner at the very thought of it.” 

Curiously, Natalia slipped out of bed, snuck out of her bedroom and made her way upstairs, wearing 

only a skimpy snow-white nighty.  

The mother's dainty bare feet tapped lightly on the old wooden floor as she crept to her son's doorway 

and put her ear to the door. Sure enough, she could hear the repetitive squeak of his bedsprings, 

announcing the fact that he was masturbating his penis.  

Her fat nipples hardened beneath her nighty at the mere thought that her son may be thinking about 

her while furiously beating his dick.  

“I just wanna take a peek,” she thought. “One quick peek and that's it.” 

She opened the door just a crack and peered inside. Her beautiful hazel-green eyes widened as she 

spotted her son on his bed, stroking his erection. His shaft looked so long and thick and his fat pinkish-

purple nob glistened in the moonlight as it slipped through his fist.  



Natalia's heart raced excitedly as she watched her boy's young energetic hips thrust from the mattress. 

A voice suddenly startled her. 

“Is he stroking his pisser?” the voice whispered. It was Vanora, the female elf.  

Natalia sighed in relief. “Vanora! You about startled the life out of me,” she said.  

They spoke at a whisper, so Jack couldn't hear them at his doorway. “My room's directly downstairs and 

I've been listening to the bedsprings,” Vanora said, kneeling down and peeking in. “He's been going at it 

for over an hour.” 

“An hour?” Mrs. Claus said in disbelief. 

“Yes. That's how long he usually beats off at night.” 

Natalia joined her friend in watching her son masturbate is erect cock. “He must have amazing stamina,” 

the mother whispered, in awe of her son's sexual vitality.  

Their eyes watched the pillar of cock-meat slip through the boy's jacking hand. “It must be at least ten 

inches long,” Natalia said.  

“And as thick as a rolling pin,” the elf added. “Surely such a penis would make a suitable replacement in 

the absence of his father.” 

“Oh, I have no doubt of that,” Natalia agreed. “I just don't know if I can.” 

“Can or should?” Vanora asked, peeking up at her. “Because I have little doubt that you can.” 

Mrs. Claus's eyes drifted up to her son's pleasure-filled face. His eyes were clenched closed and she 

could tell he was thinking about something wonderful. “The fact that he's so handsome, and his penis is 

so large, isn't making my determination to be a faithful wife any easier,” she confessed.  

“You're not contemplating a secret love affair, Natalia,” Vanora reminded her. “You’re merely giving 

your son an important task to fulfill. A way to assist his father with his manly obligations until the 

holiday has past by.” 

Natalia knew her friend was right. Requesting that her son meet her sexual needs was just a temporary 

assignment. This was no different than asking him to polish the sleigh, feed the reindeer, or some other 

important task that would make her husband's job easier. Once Santa was back and well rested, her sex 

life would return to the way it was before and Jack would be off the hook, until possibly next Christmas.  

“I still don't know for sure if Jack would even entertain the idea,” Natalia muttered. Even after having 

the sexually-charged conversation with her son earlier, she wasn't completely convinced that he would 

have full-blown sex with her. 

“Perhaps you need an ice-breaker,” Vanora suggested.  

“Ice breaker?” 

“Yes, something to steer the two of you in that direction, to see if he's a willing participant,” the elf 

explained. “Then you'll know if he'll except the assignment to have full-on intercourse with you.” 



Mrs. Claus gave her friend a thankful smile. “Dear, Valora, where would I be without you,” she said.  

“Frustrated and horny perhaps?” the elf teased.  

Natalia looked in on her son, still unsure how he'd react. “Well, that still may be the case.” 

“Somehow I doubt it,” Valora said, watching the boy beat his hardon.  

“Ok then,” Natalia said bravely, “let see about that ice-breaker.” 

Jack heard the floorboards creak and his eyes popped open to see his beautiful mother standing at the 

foot of the bed watching him beat off. He quickly covered his erect prick with the blanket. “Mother!” he 

gasped embarrassed by being caught doing such a thing. 

“I see your ‘handling’ your horny desires well in here,” she teased.  

“No, I um…I was just…” 

Natalia giggled. “I know what you were doing, darling. I do the same thing when I have horny desires,” 

she confessed.  

“You do?” 

“Of course. I don't have a penis like you do, but women have sexual body parts, just like men do.” 

Speaking of ‘sexual body parts,’ Jack’s eyes traveled down to the swell of his mom's unfettered tits. 

Covered only by the top portion of her nighty, without the support of her bra, his mom's monstrous 

melons looked so big and heavy that the boy's excited heart nearly beat out of his chest. Once again, he 

could tell that her nipples were erect, just like his cock. 

His gaze continued downward to her crotch. The skirt portion of the frilly white nighty was transparent, 

allowing him to see her dainty panties, and the V of her motherly pubis. “So women rub themselves 

down there, like men do?” the boy curiously asked.  

“Why don't I lay beside you. We can masturbate together and you'll see the difference,” she boldly 

suggested.  

Natalia inwardly sighed in relief as her boy pulled the covers back, inviting her to lay beside him.  “Thank 

goodness! He’s clearly on board with my suggestion,” she thought.  

Jack watched his mother's giant tit-orbs bobble delightfully as she stepped over, then crawled into his 

bed and laid beside him.  

They bright moonlight illuminating off the snow outside created a blue magical glow, than shined 

through the window and onto their nearly naked bodies.  

The mother turned her head, smiling over at her boy. “Would you like to take my panties off, Jack?” she 

brazenly asked.  

The boy gulped anxiously. “Take your um, panties off?” he muttered, making sure he heard her right.  

“Yes, just like how you don't wear underwear while you’re masturbating, women don't wear panties 

while they masturbate either.” 



“Oh, well, that makes sense.” 

She reached over and rubbed his shoulder reassuringly. “Pull them off for me,” she softly whispered.  

The boy climbed to his knees and Natalia gazed lustfully at his fat cock as it pointed out at an upward 

angle. She brought her knees together, then to her chest, so her lovely legs were folded in half.  

With nervous hands, her son reached up and grasped the elastic waistband of her dainty white panties, 

then pulled down her legs and off her bare feet. The boy then paused there for a moment, waiting for 

her legs to part. 

Natalia knew her son was bravely showing off his manhood, and that she should do the same by 

exposing her vagina. Her knees parted, her thighs bowing open.  

Jack let out an audible sigh, staring at his mother's naked vulva. The puffy folds of her labium were 

crowned by a thin neatly trimmed patch of silver pubic fuzz. The fleshy dome of her prepuce protruded 

from her cuntal-crevice, shrouding the engorged clitoris beneath it.  

“Lay back down and we'll rub our genitals in mutual masturbation,” Natalia said softly.  

Jack was on his back in a split-second and they both began stroking themselves side by side. Each of 

them gazed down at the other's crotch, fascinated by what they were watching.  

Natalia’s eyes were wide with desire as she witnessed her son's hard boner fucking through the grip of 

his fist. His big juicy bell bulged with blood as it stretched up towards her gaze with every pump of his 

hand. She couldn't help but wonder what such a large young cock would feel like thundering through 

her fuck-hole.  

Jack's tongue nearly hung from his mouth as he watched his mother's middle finger rub her fleshy 

clitoris. He could tell the folds of her vagina were wet with arousal.  

“Look at me, Jack,” her voice said.  

The boy turned his head and looked straight into his mother's beautiful eyes. “I wanna tell you a story,” 

she whispered.  

“A story?” 

“Yes, the story of a King, his Queen and their Prince,” Natalia said, while her and her son continued 

masturbating. “The king was a man that was well respected throughout the land. Everyone knew his 

name, and counted on him at a certain time of year. His royal obligations required him to be away from 

the castle for a period of time, which the Queen, his wife, didn't like, but understood that it had to be,” 

she explained.  

“Didn’t like because she missed him?” Jack asked. 

“Yes, and because she had strong sexual needs that he provided for, but was suddenly unable to 

because of his obligations to the kingdom.” 

“Oh,” the muttered, stroking steadily. “So, what did she do?” 



“She did the most logical thing that could be done. She invited her son, the prince, to come to her bed 

chamber, to meet her sexual needs while the king was away,” his mother explained.  

“Whoa!” Jack muttered, beginning to see where his mother was going with this.  

“The sex they had was incredibly intense,” Natalia said, gazing into her boy's eyes meaningfully. “The 

entire night they kissed and sucked, and pounded away at each other's flesh, bringing each other the 

most exquisite pleasure imaginable.” 

Jack's cock flexed and tingled in his hand. He now realized that the story that his mom was telling was 

one that she wanted to play out between the two of them, while his father was out bringing the rest of 

the world joy.  

“The prince must have loved it,” he muttered.  

This brought a beautiful smile to his mother's face. “He did. His mother had the largest tits of any 

woman in the land. All night the Queen's breasts swung and beat against the young prince. Her nipples 

were large and fat, and he sucked and pulled at them with the joy of a child on Christmas morning,” his 

mother said.  

“Ohhh!” the boy sighed, his hips jerking with delight.  

“The prince's hips would thrust just like yours are now, pounding his hard tender penis into his mother's 

most sacred place,” Natalia said in a sexy voice, her face flush with desire. “The Queen would match 

those thrusts with one’s of her own, squeezing on the prince's boner with her wonderfully experienced 

vagina, and locking her powerful legs around his frame, clinging to him with desire.” 

“Ohh, damn, mother!” the boy whimpered, his cock about ready to spout off from her naughty words. 

Usually, Mrs. Claus would scold her child for using such an obscenity, but not in this situation. In fact, 

she decided she would turn him on even more by using some obscene language of her own. “The 

handsome Prince fucked his mother hard and fast!” she said in a sexy exaggerated tone. “She wanted it 

this way. She loved having a hard cock pound through her hot velvety pussy!” 

“Oh God, mother!” Jack cried out, as big ropes of ball-juice began erupting from the tip of his prick. 

“Yes! Cum for me, sugar-plum!” Natalia squealed, rubbing herself frantically. “Mommy's cumming too!” 

Together, their bodies writhed on the mattress, their hips jerking as jolts of orgasmic pleasure shot 

through them.  

“Auughh, yesss!” Mrs. Claus shrieked, her lush body trembling. Her big cushy tit-mounds rolled and 

rippled on her chest beneath the thin layer of fabric, her excited nipples poking through like plump 

rubbery marshmallows.  

Jack's bed creaked steadily for several minutes as mother and son rubbed and stroked out every ounce 

of sexual pleasure their orgasms would provide.  

There was no post-masturbatory discussion. Jack was so exhausted that he fell right to sleep. Natalia 

knew she had to return to her marital bed. If Santa woke up and saw her gone, he would think 

something was wrong and come looking. 



 

Christmas Eve day was the busiest day of the year here in North Pole land. Everywhere you looked elves 

were scrambling to prepare toys for girls and boys everywhere.  

Santa had surprised his son Jack by asking him to assist the team in preparing his sleigh. Perhaps the old 

man was beginning see purpose in providing his son with greater responsibility after all.  

Jack saw little of his mother that morning. He knew she must be busy helping the team of women in the 

kitchen, cooking up meals and goodies for the army of worker-elves in the factory. His mind dwelt 

heavily on the mutual masturbation session they had shared the night before, although he felt like he 

could have possibly dreamed the whole thing.  

Finally, around noontime, he spotted his mother, as her and Santa came in to inspect the progress on 

the sleigh. The way she looked at her son and smiled, let Jack know that it wasn't a dream at all, and that 

their naughty time together was still playing on her mind as well.  

“I see your father’s given you a greater task to achieve today,” Natalia said to her son, with her husband 

standing next to her.  

“Yes,” Jack answered. “It's always been a dream of mine to help out in the sleigh room,” he said.  

His mother gazed in his eyes with a hint of naughtiness. “Are there any other ways you’ve ever dreamed 

of helping out?” she asked. 

Jack smiled at her knowingly. “Certainly,” he answered.  

His father chimed in. “I'm not sure why I haven't asked for his help in here before now. His work this 

morning has been exceptional,” he said.  

Jack's mother continued gazing him in the eyes. “Splendid. Let's just hope his performance in the rest of 

the days ‘responsibilities’ are just as impressive,” she said, giving her boy saucy wink. 

Jack was over the moon. He knew exactly what responsibilities his mother was referring to, and still 

couldn't believe she'd allow him to do such a thing.  

“Lunch is ready and waiting,” Natalia said. “See you both back at the house.” 

Last night Jack's mother had promised to put a little extra sway in her hips, and she did just that, making 

her buttocks undulate for her boy's ogling eyes as she strode from the room.  

Hosting lunch in their home was always chaotic, but it gave Natalia a chance to lure her son away 

without her husband noticing. After giving Jack a little “follow me" motion with her head, she moved out 

the back door.  

Jack stepped outside and watched his mother move hurriedly in her big white coat towards the toy 

factory. She peeked back quickly to make sure he was following, smiling at him mischievously.  

The boy arrived at the factory, finding it unusually quiet and empty. He knew it wouldn't be for long. 

“Mother?” he called out. 



He heard a door within the factory close. It was the sleigh room. He quickly headed that direction. 

Moments ago, the room was full of people, including Santa, but now it was just him and his mother.  

Natalia sat in the sleigh with her stocking-covered legs together and propped up in a sexy pin-up girl 

style pose. Her coat was now open, revealing a white mini-skirt and red blouse with a scooping neckline, 

exposing an obscene amount of creamy cleavage. “Wanna take a ride?” she asked in a sexy tone. 

“That might be tough without the reindeer hooked up,” Jack said.  

His mother spread her legs apart, giving him a good look at her naked pussy. “Maybe that's not the type 

of ‘ride' I'm talking about,” she teased.  

“Dang, mother! You’re not wearing any panties,” Jack said, pointing out the obvious.  

“True, and my pussy is starting to get a little cold. Maybe you should come rub your hot cock up against 

it,” she said.  

Jack couldn't believe how naughty his mother was being, but despite the danger of being caught, he 

decided to play along.  

“Well, I wouldn't want you to get frostbite down there,” he joked, stepping up into Santa's big sleigh 

with her.  

Natalia moved one leg just long enough for her boy to maneuver between her thighs. The mother eyes 

widened at the swell of his erect cock bulge. “Better be careful how hard you rub me with that thing. 

You make me too wet and I'll soak you so much it'll look like you peed yourself,” she said. 

Jack's heart was thumping excitedly as he gazed down at his mother's bare pubis. Her labial lips were 

smooth and plump, separated by the dark furrow of her cunt-slit. “Do you really want me to rub against 

it?” he asked, still in disbelief that he was being this naughty with his own mother.  

“Yes, you rub and I'll sing you a wonderful Christmas song,” she said with a smile.  

The boy stepped up and their crotches met. He began to move his hips and rub his dick against her 

vagina. Their bodies began to gently rock together, making Natalia's boobies roll up and down heavily. 

As promised, the mother's beautiful voice started singing. 

“Dashing through the snow 

In a one-horse open sleigh 

O'er the fields we go 

‘humping’ all the way 

Balls on my-baby swing 

While he grinds his mommy right 

What fun it is to fuck and sing 

A sleighing song tonight! Oh! 

 

Jingle balls, jingle balls, 

Jingle all the way. 

Oh! what fun it is to fuck 



In a one-horse open sleigh. Hey! 

Jingle balls, jingle balls, 

Jingling mommy's way; 

hump her hard and make her scream 

In a one-horse open sleigh.” 

Natalia took her boy's hands and interlocked their fingers together, while humming the second verse. 

Their bodies rocked in a steady dry hump, the underside of her boy's thick muscled cock plowing 

between her puffy labial lips. 

Jack watched his mom's bulging tit-mounds jostle up and down. He could only imagine what they would 

look like doing that while naked.  His mother gazed up at him with excited eyes. “Would you like to 

come down on top of me, sugar-plum? Mommy can whisper sweet nothings in your ear, while you keep 

warming her camel-toe,” she said.  

Jack looked at the door nervously. “What if they come back from lunch and catch us?” he asked.  

Natalia looked back towards the rear of the sleigh. A mountain of gifts were piled, and tied under a huge 

red Christmas tarp. “I have an idea,” she said. 

Ten minutes later, the room was full of elves hard at work. Santa was overseeing the final preparations 

of his sleigh and the harnesses that his reindeer would soon be attached to.  

Meanwhile, under the giant red tarp, Mrs. Claus and her son Jack had carved out some wrapped gifts, to 

create a private little section at the back of the sleigh for them to play on. Some gifts had even collapsed 

in around them, creating a colorful cave of Christmas boxes.  

Young Jack was flat on top of his mother with his head resting beside hers. Natalia’s stocking encased 

legs were thrown around her boy, cradling his humping body between her warm thighs. His hard 

muscular cock throbbed wildly at it dug against her panty-covered crotch, finding the groove between 

her outer labium and plowing through it.  

“Ohhh!” the boy sighed softly, feeling his mother's warm squishy tit-melons crushed against his chest.  

His mother was also panting softly, moving right along with him in their steady dry-humping rhythm.  

“Tonight,” she whispered in his ear, “your manhood will be sheathed in hot pussy.” 

“Ohh damn, mother,” the boy sighed, more sexually aroused than he'd ever been in his life.  

“We'll BOTH be naked,” Natalia said. “And we'll both be joined together at the genitals.” 

The mother's body shivered with a wicked thrill at the sound of her husband's voice. Santa was busy, 

completely unaware that his wife and son were in the same room, engaged in sensual dry fuck.  

“I need you to drill me all night,” the mother hissed in her son's ear. “I need you to take me to 

wonderland.” 

Jack snarled into his mother's neck, feeling his cock flex and tingle exquisitely. He ran his hands along 

the outsides of her nylon covered legs. The stockings ended at mid-thigh and he felt the smooth silky 

skin of her flesh above the elastics.  



Natalia's wide motherly hips rocked fluidly, like a well-lubed machine, countering her son’s thrusting 

grinds, creating exceptional friction against his long meaty boner. 

“Make me scream tonight,” she whispered in his ear. “Make my toes curl and I'll make you cum so 

fucking hard your jizz will flow like tears of ecstasy out my eyeballs.” 

“Ohhh, mommy!” the boy whimpered, feeling like his cock could explode at any moment.  

The crushing friction of her son's cock against her clitoris was making the mother rise towards that 

golden climax as well. Her heavy breathing was becoming more frequent, and her movements more 

desperate.  

“Come on, darling! Make me cream on you,” she panted in his ear.  

They bodies humped wildly now as both their orgasms were about the crest. Natalia wonderful mommy-

legs were clamped around her boy, her giant tits sloshing between them.  

When they both popped at once their bodies went into a shaking, writhing fit. The entire sleigh rocked 

beneath them as they went at it like two wild animals in a frantic rut.  

The crotch of Jack's pants immediately became saturated with both the ball-juice that was pulsing from 

his cock and the girl-cum that was squirting from his mother's urethra. 

They heard Santa's voice nearby. “Did ya'll see what the sleigh just did?” he asked his elves. “I think we 

may have just experienced a little Christmas earthquake.” 

Concealing themselves before Santa and the elves arrived was the easy part. Sneaking out from under 

the collapsed gifts and straightening themselves up presented more of a challenge.  

Santa was surprised to see his wife and son come out from behind the sleigh. “Ho, ho! I had no idea you 

two were even in here,” he said in his jolly tone.  

Natalia’s big knee-length coat was held closed, concealing the fact that she was wearing a naughty top 

and mini-skirt. “Yes, Jack was just showing me the work he accomplished today on the back of the 

sleigh,” she said.  

“They boys worked hard today,” Santa said. “He should rest well tonight.” 

His wife giggled and looked back at Jack. “Oh, I doubt he’ll get any rest at all tonight actually,” she said.  

Jack fed her an awkward look, and Santa seemed a bit confused by her comment.  

“You know how boy’s are on the eve of Christmas,” Natalia said. “They hardly sleep a peep.” 

“Oh, ho, ho, ho, that is true!” her husband said, then looked down at the shop towel his son had 

wrapped around his waist. 

Jack provided an explanation before his father could ask. “I’m out-growing my pants, I guess. The back 

of them just ripped when I bent over,” he said.  

All the elves burst out laughing, and Santa got a kick out of it too. Little did he know that his boy's pants 

were really soaked with his wife and son's orgasmic juices.  



The hours passed, getting closer to go-time. Natalia and Vanora were in the kitchen preparing Santa's 

food and beverage to take with him on his long journey.  

“Jack's penis is so big, Vanora,” Natalia exclaimed. “If he made me cum that hard during a dry hump, I 

can't imagine how hard I'll cum when he's inside me tonight.” 

“Young Jack may just ruin sex with your husband forever,” Vanora giggled.  

“I know this is suppose to be a naughty ‘one time thing’ while Santa's gone, but what if you’re right? 

What if he puts his father to shame in bed and I just enjoy it WAY too much?”  

“Well, if that's the case, I suppose that ‘one time thing' might become a daily thing,” the elf woman said.  

“Mrs. Claus!” a voice called out from the front door. “Mrs. Claus, come quick!” 

The rushed to the next room to find the messenger elf in the doorway. “What is it? What's wrong?” 

Natalia asked.  

“It's Santa. He's hurt!” the elf answered.  

They arrived in the factory to find Santa on his ass, with several elves looking over his leg.  

“Darling, what is it?” Mrs. Claus asked, rushing over. “What happened?” 

“It's my leg. I took a misstep coming off the sleigh,” he explained, then winced in pain. “I think it's 

broken.” 

“Let's help him back to the house,” Natalia said to the elves. 

“No!” Santa said loudly. “The children of the world are counting on me. I’ll just have to suck it up and do 

the best I can.” 

“Suck it up?” his wife asked. “Darling, you can't even walk. How do you expect to slide down chimneys 

and deliver presents all night?” 

“It's true,” Tiberius, the lead elf said, “Christmas will need to be canceled this year.” 

The factory erupted in gasps and bewildered chatter. Jack's voice silenced the factory workers. “I'll go!” 

he shouted bravely. 

Tiberius fed him a scowl. “Impossible,” he muttered.  

“Not impossible,” the boy said. “I can do it.” 

“I'm afraid Tiberius is right, son. You've never directed the team of reindeer before,” Santa said. 

“But I have,” his wife said. “Jack and I will go together. Working as a team, we could still make Christmas 

happen.” 

“Natalia, you've taken the reins on short trips, yes, but never around the world,” Santa said. “It's much 

to great a task for even you AND Jack.” 

“Let us try,” his wife said. “If we fail, then we fail, but at least we've tried to make the dreams of children 

come true this Christmas.” 



“Please, father, let’s us do this,” Jack pleaded.  

Santa knew he wasn't getting any younger, and there would come a time in the, not so distant future, 

when his son would become the person to spread Christmas joy throughout the world. If anything, it 

would be a good test for the boy. “Very well,” the white-bearded fat man said, “but be careful over 

Nevada.” 

“Nevada?” 

“Yes, there’s always lots of strange things flying over that area, so watch yourselves,” he warned.  

“Got it!” Jack said, smiling over at his mother.  

An hour later, it was time to set off on their journey. Every soul in North Pole land was in the town 

square, surrounding Santa's sleigh and the eight reindeer who were ready for flight.  

Natalia was dressed in a traditional red coat and Santa hat. Jack of course, was wearing his father's 

magical Santa suit. They stepped onto the sleigh and sat down next to one another. Mrs. Claus took the 

reins and smiled over at her handsome teen. “Not at all what I expected to be doing tonight,” she said. 

“Me neither, but maybe after we make the children of the world happy, we can make ourselves happy 

too,” he suggested.  

“Now you’re talking,” she said with a wink.  

Santa stood nearby on crutches. “Remember, son, don't spend too much time on the milk and cookies. 

In and out quickly.” 

Natalia squeezed her boy's arm and smiled. “Mmm, I like in and out quickly,” she whispered, so only her 

son could hear. “Especially when my legs are propped back on your shoulders.” 

“You have a lot of stops to make,” Santa continued, “so don't spend too much time in one place.” 

“Unless ‘that place' is inside me,” his mother whispered, discreetly squeezing Jack's cock-bulge through 

his pants. 

“Got it, father!” the boy said confidently, acknowledging his father's admonition. 

“Are you ready?” his mother asked, smiling over at him.  

“Let's do this!” her son answered.  

Natalia looked out at the team of reindeer. “Now, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now Prancer and Vixen! On, 

Comet, on Cupid, Doner and Blixen! To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall! Now dash away! 

Dash away! Dash away all!” she shouted, then shook the reins.  

The reindeer began quickly pulling the sleigh through the snow and within a short distance they were 

taking off into the air, to the cheers of those below.  

Mrs. Claus snuggled next to her son as they raced through the sky. “Well, you wanted some extra 

responsibility. Looks like you got it, darling,” she shouted over the rushing breeze. 

“Well, I never expected this,” Jack said back to her.  



She rubbed his cock through his pants. “Just don't forget your most important delivery of all tonight,” 

she reminded.  

“No chance I'd forget that.” 

Natalia directed the team of reindeer like a seasoned pro, and with the aid of the magic Santa suite, Jack 

transported himself, and the wonderful gifts they'd brought, into each and every home they came 

across.  

They made excellent time, and at one point, the mother latched on to her boy and gave him a big 

sensual Christmas kiss.  

“Mmm, that was nice!” the boy blushed.  

“You'll be getting a lot more of those pretty soon, including a nice hot piece of ass!” she teased.  

“I can't wait!” 

“Once Jack got used to using the magical Santa suit, he was popping in and out of homes in record time. 

Even Santa, in his prime, had never completed this task with such efficiency.  

“So, I've handled to sleigh before, but your father's never let me go into a home with him,” she said, 

latching on to Jack and gazing at him pleadingly. “Will you let me try it once just once?” 

“With me?” Jack asked.  

“Yes. Your father's a fat ass, and you’re drowning in that big suit. There's definitely room for both of us 

in there.” 

“Alright,” the boy said anxiously, opening his big Santa coat for his mother to step inside of. 

They suddenly morphed into a cloud of magical blue Christmas dust and swept down through the 

chimney of a home at lightning speed.  

Once inside, they morphed back into their physical forms. “Wow! That was absolutely exhilarating,” 

Natalia exclaimed. Then she remembered she was in someone's living room and she'd been much too 

loud. “Oops,” she whispered with a giggle. 

Jack started placing gifts, while Natalia looked at pictures on the mantle. “Wait,” the mother said, 

picking up a note that was left for Santa.  

“Dear Santa,” she read out loud. “Sorry we couldn't be here, but we hope you visit us at our vacation 

home tonight. There are cookies on the counter and milk in the fridge. Merry Christmas!” 

“Looks like an empty house,” Jack said, backing the gifts back up. “That's happened quite a few times 

tonight already.” 

“Do you wanna eat a cookie they left for you, sugar-plum?” his mom asked.  

“Naw, I'm already full from the others I've eaten.” 

“I guess we know now why your father gets so darn fat,” Natalia said, making them both giggle. 



“Since there's no one home, and we're ahead of schedule…” his mother said, then slipped off her coat, 

making it drop to the floor. “Is there anything else you'd like eat right now?”  

Jack's eyes about popped out of his head. His mother was wearing a beautiful red bodycon gown, with a 

sexy tubed-top portion that had a hem of delicate white Christmas fur. She had an extraordinary 

amount of tit-flesh exposed, and her mommy-melons looked even bigger that Jack had ever imagined.  

“I can think of some things I'd like to eat right now,” he confessed.  

She turned and walked into a dimly lit bedroom. The back of the gown had a scooping hem-line, that left 

all of her back and half of her naked buttocks exposed. The boy watched her jiggling buns sway teasingly 

as he followed her into the bedroom.  

She turned back towards her boy and slowly lifted the gown up her lovely legs. Her feet were adorned in 

dainty four-inch red mules, her toenail painted a sparkly holiday red to match her dress.  

She lifted the gown, so it bunched up at her waist, exposing her bare pubis. Jack noticed that her little 

patch of silver pubic fuzz had been trimmed in the shape of a heart. Below it, her puffy shaved vulvar 

lips came together to form the slit of her cuntal cleavage. “I suppose since the dress is up this far, I may 

as well take it completely off,” she said. “Any objections?” 

Her son shook his head, staring intently.  

Mrs. Claus continued pulling the gown up, over the giant melonous meat of her tits. As she shed her 

dress completely, the boy gasped out loud, seeing his mother's massive milkers for the very first time. 

They were huge and heavy-looking, with dark pink areolas that were as big around as Christmas 

ornaments. Thick erect nipples protruded from their centers, the site of which made Jack's fully erect 

cock flex beneath his Santa suit.  

Wearing only her sexy stiletto heels, Natalia turned and crawled up into the big bed. Jack squeezed his 

excited cock through his pants as he watched his mother crawl on all forwards towards the center of the 

mattress. The way her thick naked ass pointed at him, and her knockers wobbled heavily as they hung 

on her chest made the teen so fucking horny he could hardly stand it.  

The silver-haired Christmas Goddess rolled gracefully onto her back, making her wobbly mammaries 

droop slightly off the sides of her chest. She drew her knees back, splaying open her soft thick thighs.  

Jack dropped onto the bed, diving his face for her pussy like a kid after a candy cane. His nose nuzzle up 

in between her fleshy cuntal folds, inhaling her intoxicating aroma. He laved the slit of her pussy with his 

tongue, dragging it across the swollen nubbin of her clitoris, making his mother's entire body jerk with 

delight.  

“Oh, darling! I want you to devour my pussy like you haven't eaten in weeks,” Natalia whimpered.  

Her son was happy to oblige, licking and sucking at the sensitive flesh of her sweet tasting pussy. He 

didn't know much about giving oral sex, but knew that licking a woman's clit would have her trembling 

in a juicy climax.  



With this knowledge, Jack went to work with his tongue, lashing it against Natalia's excited love-button. 

Every dozen licks, he would scoop his tongue through her creamy coral slit, tasting the sweet pungent 

nectar that was oozing from her fuck-slit.  

He sucked her fleshy naughty bits into his mouth hood and all, making his mother writhe in pleasure on 

the bed, her giant boobies rolling all over the place.  

“I'm cuuuminng!!” she cried out, flopping around in ecstasy, like a fish out of water.  

Once she had settled down, Mrs. Claus climbed up on her knees, grabbed her boy by his coat and 

throwing him down onto his back. “Your turn,” she said, stripping off his pants.  

Jack big boner slapped against his lower abdomen. He watched his beautiful mother grasp it at the base, 

bringing his fat nob to her lips and speaking at it as if it were a meaty microphone. “Mommy's gonna 

suck you like a candy cane,” she said seductively.  

The boy watched in wide-eyed disbelief as his mother drug her thick pink tongue up the entire length of 

his erection. Her licker swirled around his bulbous tip, then she crammed his cock in her mouth and 

began sucking.  

“Ohhhh!” the teen moaned, feeling his tender hardon encased in the wet warmth of his mother's oral 

sheath. She peeked up at him with her pretty hazel-green eyes, while her head bobbed up and down, 

fucking his hard prick through her heavenly mouth.  

His nob popped from her lips like a cork. “Do you like Mommy’s lips around your big dick?” she asked.  

“Heavens yes!” the boy gasped. 

“I like it too…a lot!” 

She went back to sucking, and Jack watched her huge hanging tit-melons rock back and forth to her 

cock-gobbling movements .  

Lewd wet sucking sounds filled the bedroom as the horny mother gorged herself on the longest fattest 

cock she had ever sucked on. Having her boy's penis in her mouth and tasting his weeping pre-spunk 

was making her so horny she was about to go out of her mind.  

“Good Lord, Jack!” she gasped, popping his rod from her mouth and licking all over it. “I need fucked so 

bad, I'm about to go crazy!” 

The teen's heart skipped a beat. “I'm ready when you are,” he muttered excitedly.  

She smiled seductively through a curtain of long silver hair. “That’s just what I was hoping to hear,” she 

said.  

The heavy-titted mother straddled her teen, planting her knees astride his hips. She grasped his rod and 

gazed down at him, with his fat nob kissing the mouth of her creamy fuck-hole. “Merry Christmas, 

darling!” she said, then lowered her hips, slipping his meaty erection inside her.   

Jack's eyes rolled back as he felt his manhood sink into the hot ribbed tube of his mother's snug vagina. 

“Merry Christmas indeed!” he sighed, feeling his fat nob kiss the puffy head of her cervix. 



“Oh dear Lord, you feel just as amazing I thought you would,” Natalia sighed, mashing her pubic lips 

against her boy's cock-base in full sexual penetration.  

With his mom sitting upright, Jack gazed up with ogling eyes at the colossal boobs looming over him. He 

knew he'd probably never see such tremendous jugs on a woman so beautiful.  

“Are you ready to fuck the Queen to the edge of her life, you darling Prince?” she asked, reminding him 

of the story she told while they were masturbating.  

“I'm ready,” he answered confidently. 

Natalia wasted no more time with conversation. The moment had come to scratch her itching desire for 

hot nasty fucking. She began bouncing her ass up and down, plunging her boy's dreamy cock through 

her neglected fuck-tunnel. 

“Yesss!” she cried out, letting her teen know that she was pleased with the feel of his blood-engorged 

cock-meat spearing through her.  

If Jack's tit-ogling eyes weren’t big before, they certainly were now. His mother's mammoth melons 

were leaping up and down heavily from the steady rhythm of her fucking.  

“Mother, your breasts are…simply amazing!” the boy gasped, watching them bounce up and down 

hypnotically. Each time her massive mams beat against her lower torso, the fatty meat would ripple 

delightfully, providing a visual feast for the boy's eyes.  

“You'll think they're even more ‘amazing’ when your face is smothered between them,” she said, then 

lowered her squishy tits onto her boy's face.  

“Ohhh yesss!” he hissed, as her cavernous cleavage swallowed his entire head, smothering him in 

jostling tit-flesh.  

Jack's unyielding hardon pumped through his mother's juicy twat, igniting the sensitive erogenous zones 

along her pink inner lining. This made her already snug sleeve clench even tighter around plunging 

muscled cock. 

“Ohhh damn, mother!” the boy gasped. “I don't know what you’re doing down there, but it feels 

divine.” 

“Your boner is just so incredibly hard, Jack!” she shouted with a shaky voice. “It's making my pussy melt 

around you!” 

The sexually experienced mother alternated from ball-smacking pumps, to deep steady grinding, 

plowing Jack's throbbing bell tip against the furthest rubbery-regions of her vagina.  

The big bed rocked and creaked from the frantic moments of their passionate fucking. The mother 

dropped her pillowy bosom against her boy's chest and made out with him like a girl on prom night, 

while tirelessly bobbing her thick ass up and down, fucking her wet pussy on her boy’s sturdy prick.  

“Look at you!” Natalia gasped between wet kisses. “Performing ALL Santa's wonderful duties this year.” 

“I especially like this one,” the boy said, then shared a deep tongue-lashing French kiss with his mother.  



“Good, because it’d the one task you'll probably be performing the most of tonight,” she said then let 

her tongue play lustfully with his outside their mouths.  

“Fine by me!” 

The silver-haired Christmas Goddess gazed down into her son's excited eyes. “Roll me onto my back, so I 

can feel Santa-Jack's big cum-filled ball-sack beat against my ass!” she said in a naughty tone.  

The boy rolled his mother over and pumped into her with everything he had, feeling her smooth bare 

legs wrap snuggly around his mid-section.  

The mother moved her body beneath him, humping her cock-stuffed honey-hole right back at him, so he 

could drive his fleshy spear all the way in on every thrust.  

Jack latched on to one of her engorged papilla, sucking hungrily and pulling as much fleshy tit as he 

could into his mouth while he fucked.  

He felt his mother respond to his oral attention by gasping sharply and squeezing her strong motherly 

cuntal muscles around his deeply pumping cock.  

“Fuck, Jack!” the mother cried, reaching the peak of a monster climax.  

This triggered a switch in the boy's on nuts, opening the flood gates.  

“Uhhgghh!” the boy grunted, bucking frantically between her cradling thighs. Uhhgghh!” Huge fat ropes 

of hot spooge splattered along his mother's birth canal as he came harder than he ever had before.  

Natalia's body trembled beneath him as her own orgasm pulsed through her heavy-titted body. Her 

vaginal vestibule bulged out beneath her clitoris, squirting hot girl-cum from her urethral opening, all 

around her boy's cum-spurting cock.  

For several pleasurable minutes their naked bodies wrestled in sexual delight, clutching and humping 

and shaking together, before finally collapsing in a sweaty heap.  

“Wow!” the mother said breathlessly. “You've truly outdone your father in EVERY way today.” 

“You were amazing too!” her boy gasped.  

The mother rolled him over playfully and showered him with kisses, her fat squishy tit-knockers 

smothering his chest like soft-gingerbread dough . “As much as I'd like fuck you until the sun comes up, 

we should probably make the rest of our deliveries.” 

“True,” Jack muttered. “We don't wanna let the children of the world down.” 

“Don't worry though,” Natalia said. “I'm sure we can find ways to find sexual pleasure between stops.” 

“Yeah?” Jack said eagerly. “Like how?” 

Later, in the moonlit night over the beautiful lights of some other city, Santa's sleigh zipped through the 

air, the bells Jingling.  

Natalia bent over the front of the sleigh with her naked ass pointed back against the thrusting 

midsection of her son.  



Jack’s tongue hung lustfully from his mouth as he fucked his mother from behind. The fleshy cheeks of 

her meaty ass-globes rippled delightfully from every thrust of his rock-hard cock.  

“Any more deliveries, before we move on to the next city?” Jack shouted as he humped.  

She gazed back at him lustfully, her beautiful hair fluttering in the wind. “Just one!” She shouted back, 

squeezing muscled inner rings around her lover's cock. “Deliver that load, darling!” 

That he did, hosing her hot pussy with yet another load of jizz. “Meeerryy Christmasss!! Ho! Ho! Ho!” 

the boy shouted as they sailed off into the night.  

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 


