A Christmas Future by UK Snowy

All names, places and events in this story are entirely fictitious and any resemblance to persons living or dead is totally coincidental.

This story is a humorous fantasy, written some  years back and with some references to certain women's names which may mean something to the Clintonic era of scandal archivists.

So these three kings arrived at this unexceptional town after a long journey into a remote area of a long forgotten country. No vehicles could negotiate the treacherous passes and ravines. Bridges were down, metalled roads were now dust and the thought of a personal jet flying in was laughable. King Charles of England was accompanied by King Bill of America and King Mandela of South Africa. The IMF logo in the sky they had followed, hovered far above, but gave no indication of the place they were supposed to go with their gifts. The town seemed quiet and uneventful for a place they had been told by their subjects to make sure they got there on time. But in time for what? Little scruffy hovels were scattered around and none seemed the sort of place kings would normally go to and there was no one to ask the way.

"For God's sake, where is the damn place," moaned Charles. “My horse and I are absolutely worn out."

"Camilla always looks the same to me," giggled Bill, glancing at the tired old nag Charles rode.

"Well at least he's got a genuine nag Bill," said Mandela. "That Hillary of yours seems to think she's a cut above the rest the way she's insisted on that New York fodder every night."

Charles chuckled and wagged his huge ears, grinning with that lopsided smile so well beloved by his subjects.

"At least I've got a horse Manny," retorted Bill. "What the fuck d'you call that you riding on?"

"You know it's Winnie my donkey. She's a real bitch and fucks me about something rotten, but at least she's sturdy," Mandela replied patting Winnie's ample rump. "The new wife thought it would be a good idea to use the old gal for something useful instead of kicking the youngsters after they've had their evil way with her."

"The street kids still screw her then?" asked Bill in disbelief, dismounting Hillary and avoiding her attempt to nip his butt. 

Mandela nodded. 

"Hey I have done too. Any port in a storm," he told them. "She's still pretty tight in the old coal hole, I ain't talking about her twat," he chuckled. 

Bill and Charles grimaced at each other and gazed around the township. Camilla started to piss and Charles sneaked behind her to watch her lift her tail sideways and let her droopy, greasy vagina flaps release her load into the sand. She had the most delectable looking vagina, he mused to himself.

"Now I need a fucking piss," muttered Bill, wandering to a wall.

"So do I...and me," answered the other kings and they lined up at a mud wall, hefting their cocks from their pants. 

No sooner had Charles's urine flow started, with Bill following suit, Charles had to leap out of the way, dancing about in indignation. Mandela chuckled as he waited for his to start.

"Good god man," whined Charles to Bill. "Can't you urinate straight? It's all over my brogues."

"It's his banana dick Charlie," giggled Mandela, still waiting and waggling his prodigious black cock.

Charles managed to start pissing again, away from the mumbling Bill, who continued with his toilet. He didn't react and wondered if the folk at the final destination would allow him to have a cigar. He pissed furiously, splashing the wall with a strong fountain of bright yellow urine.

Charles's crystal clear piss ceased and he adjusted his clothing and went to gather in the trusty steeds who had strayed a little. A trickle started from Mandela's cock, alerting the American who peeped at the old man's genitals while adjusting his clothing.

"Holy shit man!" exclaimed the American king. "That's one hell of a Broaddprick…. Er! I mean schlong you're packing there Manny, don't do much though does it?" he added, watching the feeble urination.

"Don't you worry your bouffant head about this beast Billy boy," said Mandela, banging his pink knob against the wall and knocking the drips off. "He'll show you the way with interns and externs for that matter, whatever they are."

They joined Charles who stood patiently with the three steeds.

"The camel train should be arriving now," said the English monarch. 

He gazed into the dusk and pointed, confirming the approach of their loads of gifts sent by the various charity phone-ins world wide.

"Yeah OK but we'd better find this motherfucking place," groaned Bill.

"Don't be so crude Bill. Haven't you got the Gracen to be pleasant for a while," complained Charles, stroking Camilla's underbelly. 

The horse neighed softly and he lovingly blew into the mare's nostrils.

"Shit! Look who's talking," laughed Bill, viciously pinching Hillary's ear, making her twitch and skitter about nervously. "You're the one wishing you could be a tampon. Did you hear about that Manny?"

The ancient old king nodded and chuckled as he took Winnie's reins. Suddenly a man appeared from the shadows.

"Pssst! You looking for Jesus?" he whispered.

"We don't actually know," answered Charles vaguely, scratching his head.

"You mean there's a fucking Mexican out here in this godforsaken shithole? But I guess that figures," said Bill, studying the swarthy stranger.

The man who was crumpled in both appearance and shape, bent at the waist and shoulders, nodded and scuttled off, beckoning the kings. They shrugged their shoulders at each other and decided to follow at a distance. His clothes gave off the most pungent odour.

"Even if we lose him in the dark, we can follow his scent," guffawed Mandela.

"Yeah! you natives outta the jungle should know all about that. Smells like these three animals when they bed down for the night," added Bill.

Charles tutted and stroked Camilla's flank, hoping that at last he could have a nights sleep in peace away from his annoying companions and be close to his beloved horse.

"I think you smell wonderful darling," he whispered. 

The old mare whinnied and nudged his leg with her muzzle.

"There is no jungle in South Africa," retorted Mandela in his wise old tones.

The stranger stood near a stable, where a glimmer of light escaped through the boarded walls.

"You bring gifts?" he asked.

"Sure. They for this Jesus then?" blustered Bill as he beckoned up the following camel train.

They were led inside and gasped at the scene

A very attractive girl stood in the corner, quivering with fright, totally naked. She kept reaching down and swiping her hand through her crotch and muttering as she peered at what she obviously expected to be some sort of resulting evidence on her palm. Aged about twenty, she had long black hair, big firm tits, free growing but not excessive pubic hair and long shapely legs. Bill clenched his sphincter making his cock lurch as he gazed with lust. Charles ignored her and stared at a muscular youth, his bottom half wrapped in a white shroud, whose thick curly black hair and generous smile sat nicely atop his chocolate coloured frame.

"No no it cannot be," whimpered the girl, as Mandela approached her concernedly.

"It is Mary, it's your baby," came a soft voice from the shadows of the stable.

The three kings swivelled to see a tall skinny man emerge. He wore workmanlike clothing, had a long beard and long flowing hair and carried a bag of tools. The girl sank into Mandela's arm in sheer terror as the tall man stepped into the middle of the stable. A cow mooed and a donkey whinnied in the corner and a cocky old rooster strutted about in the hay. The youth spoke.

"Hi. I'm Jesus, You brought me some stuff?" he asked cheerily.

"Look I'm going," said the tall man. "I've got three roofs to repair and some old biddy wants a coffin made up, after I've repaired her commode."

"Who the fuck are you?" asked Bill, glancing continually at lucky Mandela, in whose arms the girl still cowered.

"My name is Joseph and this is my son Jesus. Mary has just given birth to him. Please give him the gifts, otherwise he'll get very upset," replied the tall man, checking to see if his tenon saw was in the tool bag.

"You're a carpenter," said Charles knowingly.

Joseph nodded and muttered "wise guy" and left the stable. The girl shuddered and Mandela patted her head, liking the way she cuddled into him. He turned slightly so that his crotch was against her naked thigh as he held her close. Bill spat with frustration at the scene, watching her tits billow out against the old African's chest. She had real nice nipples, all sort of pink and rose bud like.

"He's your kid?" Clinton asked belligerently, pointing at the smiling youth.

"He can't be surely," murmured Charles, not really knowing what a new baby looked like, not having been around when his two sons were born.

The youth exploded. 

"Sure I am, now what about the stuff man?"

He threw off his white shroud and stood nakedly aggressive in the centre of the stable. The three kings whistled in admiration as they saw his genitals.

"Yep! He's a damn Mexican alright. Just look at that Willey," said Bill, staring at the bludgeon like cock swaying below the youth's belly.

"Jesus Christ!" exclaimed Mandela

The youth nodded. The African king stroked the girl's bare shoulder and felt his dick rising. 

"And I thought I was hung."

"For goodness sake chaps," moaned Charles. "Let's have a bit of decency around here. Get back Camilla," he added, shoving the old horse's head out of the stable door. 

She neighed loudly in disgust. He continued. 

"We have brought you gifts Jesus, from afar. This is King Bill from America and King Mandela from South Africa and I am King Charles of England."

"You had a baby.. him..?" started Bill, his concentration still centred on the girl.

"Noooo!," the girl wailed. "I've never had a baby. I have not had sex, I couldn't have conceived and certainly not with him. How can I have a baby? " she added gesturing dismissively to the stable door where Joseph had left.

"Well I could show you," murmured Bill, smirking and walking round to her. 

He reached the frightened female as Mandela held her closer. Bill spotted the African's erection bulging and jealously decided to make a move. He was just going to reach out and stroke the girl's bulging squashed right tit as the youth bellowed.

"Hey man. Don't you think you've forgotten something. Where’s the stuff?"

The loud question jolted the three kings and Charles took control.

"Er yes, of course," he mumbled beckoning and calling out of the stable for their servants to enter. 

A man from his camel train entered carrying a large covered cage. He placed it on the hay strewn floor and left as King Charles dramatically removed the blanket cover and tossed it aside.

"I bring you Goldie one of the finest bred Corgi dogs you'll ever see," Charles announced with great pomp.

Jesus and King Bill spluttered with mirth as Charles let the dog free. It ran yapping noisily round the stable and proceeded to chase the rooster.

"Is that it?" chortled Bill. "Your country's gift, a fucking dog?"

"I don't want a dog," yelled Jesus. "What you got old man?"

Mandela was woken from his private reverie, his hand now dropping slowly from round Mary's waist and finding she seemed to be warming to his gentle touch, smiling as he smoothed his gnarled mitt over her trim buttocks. He shook his head as if to clear it and reluctantly moved away from Mary to the stable door. Bill saw his chance and stepped close. Mary gazed up at him and saw the sly smile, the red eyes, the chubby chin and felt his sweaty hand slink round her waist.

"I'll take care of you honey. Just let me get the gifts outta the way," he whispered. "You don't want an old has been like Manny."

Mary let him clutch her close and felt his pocket fumblings as he manoeuvred his growing dick against her thigh. Goldie suddenly appeared yapping and sniffed round Bill's feet. The American thought about kicking him away, but decided to concentrate on charming Mary, who was one hell of a tasty chick.

"You a virgin?" he asked into her ear.

She nodded sweetly and grimaced apologetically. Bill smirked and patted her butt and insinuated his finger into her buttock crease.

"No problem honey," he whispered. "I know all about de-Flowering."

Mandela led the way into the centre followed by two servants carrying a large ventilated box. The door was laboriously opened and the servants were dismissed. Mandela checked inside the box as Jesus, Charles, Mary and Bill craned their necks to see the next revelation. After some harsh, impatient words into the crate, Mandela thrust his hand inside and virtually dragged out a twelve year old naked black boy. Jesus gasped with joy, Charles tutted and Bill lost interest and turned to Mary, whispering in her ear. He smirked at the throng as the boy was presented to Jesus. Mary did as Bill told and felt inside his clothes, grasping his dick. Her eyes widened as she felt the strange, warm, curved thing and its sticky sort of end.

"You say you will give me a home if I do this?" she whispered. Bill nodded.

"Yep, just Paula...er I mean pull on that sweetie," he told her. 

She did and he groaned, as she rubbed. His audible expression was drowned in the rounded cultured words of Mandela.

"My nation's gift to you is Frankie. One of the famous team of Soweto child gangsters, but now tamed and straight. He is yours to do with what you wish," said the old grey haired man with pride.

"Now you're talking Grandad," sniggered Jesus, taking Frankie's hand and swivelling him round as if on a cat walk show. "Nice ass."

"Surely not a slave Nelson?" asked a flummoxed Charles, who then spotted a commotion, but for once not interfering. 

Goldie had locked onto Bill's ankle and was furiously humping at the American king's leg. Charles chuckled heartily as Bill frantically tried to shake off Goldie while trying to keep Mary's tight mitt on his bendy cock. Jesus glanced at the sight and laughed then drew Frankie onto his lap, stroking the boy's thigh. He couldn't take his eyes off the nice firm black pecker that wobbled between Frankie's legs.

"Call your goddamned dog off Charlie," grunted Bill.

"Its Jesus's dog Bill," said Mandela. "Serves you right for coming on strong with Mary."

"Shit, she's mine Manny. She's got hold of my dick beautifully and it's going to get better, if I can get rid of the fucking dog," groaned Bill.

 Goldie, used to humping at some of the best bred legs in the UK aristocracy, humped and humped and held the American's leg in a vice like grip.

"He said he will give me nice home," squeaked Mary brightly, rubbing Bill's inflamed cock briskly.

"So where’s your present man?" asked Jesus petulantly as he stroked Frankie's tender butt and making sure the boy's hand grasped his growing schlong.

"Perdue, Joe, get in here fucking fast," shouted Bill and two huge men of his massive security entourage ran in and quickly seeing the problem, tried to drag a protesting Mary from an equally protesting Bill. 

In the process, her hand was trapped inside his clothes and all of the action, whilst giving delightful sensations to Bill, had unfortunate repercussions as her hand was finally wrenched up his dick and over his bell end. Perdue held the violently struggling girl, enjoying the warmth of her struggling butt against his crotch, while Joe grasped her ankles and had superb views up her crotch. It was peachy smooth and had just the slightest moisture oozing from her slit.

Bill groaned and panted, then kicked Goldie viciously. The Corgi yelped and scuttled away as Mary quietened and examined a sticky white deposit on her hand. She smelt the pungent mess and grimaced, shaking her head in mystery. Bill chuckled and she glanced back at him.

"Its cum darling," he whispered.

"What? Who ...what where?" she puzzled. 

King Bill ordered his two goons to drop Mary and bring in the gift from America. They did, letting the girl cower away towards Charles who stood, dumbfounded by the scene. As the enormous box was carried in, Jesus, only half interested, was making Frankie fondle his cock and balls which swung low and menacing. Frankie was hanging over Jesus's knee and was receiving an intimate examination of his rectum by the Mexican youth. Charles grimaced with disgust as Jesus stuck a finger into the boy's anus and waggled it about. Saliva dropped from the Mexican's lips as Frankie cranked up his master’s dick.

"Hello Mary, I'm King Charles of England," the big eared one oozed, sticking his hand out, charmed by Mary's naked and flushed presence at his side. 

She shook hands and he grimaced as he felt a messy deposit transfer between their palms. He did notice however, how pronounced her nipples were. Stiff and sticking out like St Paul's Cathedral organ stops, the red bubs looked pretty in their surrounding pink areolae. He couldn't quite remember however where he had last seen nipples like that, looking so invitingly chewable. He did remember what the organ stops looked like however. Some tall, willowy, shy, blonde girl he once knew, he recalled. Yes – that was it, the scrounging money grabber from the Midlands somewhere who produced two princes by some miracle…... but what was her name? And she too, had such a nice fluffy patch of ‘front bottom’ hair, as he called it. He rubbed his hands together behind his back.

Bill regained a presence and took centre stage, as Perdue opened the box, whilst Joe rubbed a cloth over the dark stain on Bill's crotch. His erection started to immediately grow again, but Bill reluctantly ordered Joe away.

"Here is the greatest gift man can give to man," he announced.

His croaky, weak, smarmy voice couldn't express any power or dignity and he was half distracted by the way Mary had wormed her way into Charle's arms and was gazing lovingly up at his crooked smile.

"You give me home too?" she whispered. "If I do this..."

She grasped at the English king's crotch, trying to find his flaccid pecker and he sprung away, telling her not to be naughty and watch the ceremony.

"Uuhrhh!" coughed Bill trying to get attention. "I give you Myrrhonica."

An overweight, dark haired, gollomping girl trod heavily from the box, waving and smiling as if arriving at a film premiere. She beamed at Bill who ignored her and stared evilly lusting at Mary's butt as she squirmed against Charles who was desperately trying to fight off her advances and regain decorum. Myrrhonica gazed round and saw Jesus's strong body flexing, as totally unconcerned with the proceedings and not the slightest bit interested in the American gift, he was now thrusting at Frankie's uptilted rear, loading his heavy wad into Frankie’s butt.

Then she saw a beaming Mandela, the old man perched on a milk churn ogling her ample charms which were clad in a minuscule Star and Stripes bikini. He winked at her and watched Myrrhonica tripp towards him, literally tripping over Frankie's outstretched foot, to fall - landing face down in the hay. She squealed playfully, trying to get up, but she was fat and was floundering like a beached whale as the old grey haired one strolled to her.

"You are truly lovely Myrrhonica," his chocolatey voice crooned. "What a lovely figure and dressed in your country's flag too."

As he stooped to help the stricken woman, Charles also fell into the same pile of hay, overcome by Mary's insistent gropings. She fell on to Charles and took another chance to grab at what she saw was her pay packet. Myrrhonica squealed with delight as Charles's head landed on her floppy bosom and she clutched him tightly as Mandela stood in amazement, not being able to kneel because of his elder years, arthritic knees and  other illnesses, slowly removing his clothes. Bill froze, fuming at the disastrous foul up of his prestigious gift ceremony, but more so that Charles was now being molested by two females. Mary's naked butt was wiggling invitingly in his direction as she delved in to the English king's clothes.

"You give me home Charles," Mary mumbled as she finally got hold of his cock devoid of clothing.

"Suck it Mary, he'll like that," urged the naked, wise old African, so she did and Charles moaned as much as he was allowed as Myrrhonica bared her breasts and thrust her pale flat nipple into his gob.

Bill looked at the scene and removed his clothing too and two of the world leaders, one inky black and the other milky white glanced at each other from opposite sides of the writhing mass of bodies on the floor. Bill's pecker was hard and curved dramatically, where Mandela's dick was elephantine in size but hung low, semi-hard. They nodded at each other in satisfied acknowledgement and then Bill pointed at Mary's butt. Mandela winked and nodded towards Jesus's rocking butt as he fucked little Frankie. Bill surmised that Nelson was intending to give Jesus a good Browning.

Myrrhonica had removed her bikini totally and her mass of thick pubic hair sprung free. She threw her fat legs wide and grabbed Charles’s substantial erection from Mary's mouth and physically pulled him at her groin.

"He give me home. What are you doing?" Mary wailed.

"If you don't know now sister, you never will," chuckled Myrrhonica as she worked her cellulitic bulk round to get Charles between her legs. 

She managed to get him inserted and knew he would want to get deep into her practised snatch. He did and pushed with a vigour he hadn't known with a woman for some considerable time.

"Thats it princey. Think of me as Diana," she urged him.

"I'm king now and I love Camilla," Charles spluttered indignantly, as the American girl squirmed with surprising agility and he found himself suddenly underneath her huge body as she rode him, her thighs spread wide, her big cunt squelching wetly on his prick, her common pubic hairs mingling with his royal ones.

Bill walked round to Mary and fondled the cute pouch of her cunt from behind. He parted her ass cheeks and gazed in wonderment at her virgin pussy and her puckered little shitter. He stroked his pecker and then knelt behind the girl as Myrrhonica pushed Mary's head at her flopping great tits as they bounced freely above the unprotesting Charles. Bill considered the gentle approach to taking her cherry and decided against it. He aimed and slammed at the unsuspecting Mary's tender twat. She screamed, biting Myrrhonica's bosom who in turn screamed with pleasure.

Blood poured from Mary's violated orifice as Bill pounded into her, loving the power. Charles humped up at the jolting body of the ex-White House employee, feeling the width, the depth of her experienced snatch. Camilla neighed angrily from outside, somehow sensing Charles was with another, but he ignored the old mare, not knowing such pleasure since his old matron at Balmoral had tickled his Little Cockie as she called it. Hillary joined Camilla in a horsie protest, taking up the idea as it seemed a good one and not having any of her own. Winnie happily continued munching on her hay bag as Perdue and Wilson took turns to hump her raddled old holes.

"Oh yes baby, that's one fucking cute cunt," cried Bill ramming at Mary's rear as she levered hard back at him, matching his rhythm. 

His fingers played on her ring and he shoved two into it, making her squirm and squeal and bury her head onto Charles's chest. Suddenly a tiny voice broke into the pants and gasps, just as Nelson Mandela was hefting his huge black dick up to level with Jesus's bucking arse. The Mexican had seen his attentions and had grinned and nodded, welcoming the chance to be an arseholed sandwich.

"Daddy...Daddy. Have you forgotten me. Can I come out now?" came the dismembered voice.

Charles stopped humping Myrrhonica in fright. Bill looked aghast as he stopped humping Mary. Mandela had a good view into the American box and chuckled. He ceased trying to stuff his immense dick into Jesus's bum and beckoned to the owner of the voice to emerge. Slowly a cutie-pie dressed, ugly teenage girl with buck teeth and long mousey coloured hair appeared. She gazed round the orgiatic group and started to cry.

"Chelsea sweetie," cried Bill. "Oh shit! I forgot and I didn't want you to see me like this."

His daughter stared in disbelief at the throng, as Bill leaned, fully embedded in the grateful Mary's soaking cunt. She was still trying to hump him, totally unconcerned and unaware of who the newcomer was. Mandela reached for Chelsea's hand and led her into the centre of the stable.

"Hi Chel," called Myrrhonica, waving as she remained sitting fully onto Charle's probing solidity. "Going to join us?"

"Surely not," the English king protested.

"Why not?" murmured Mandela smoothly, slinging his arm round Chelsea's waist. "Seen a liquorice stick like this before?"

He waved his great black rod at her and Chelsea peered at it intently. She shook her head and pondered then spoke.

"Well not quite, but mummy was doing something to one like that in New York when we went up for her investigatory meetings for Congress. She thought I was playing with my Play Station, but her show was much better. So what does it do?"

"Never mind that old thing man," interrupted Jesus, waving aside Mandela, his sloppy donger popping out of Frankie's turd tunnel with a great fart. "You need someone your own age to show you," he added.

Chelsea sighed as the vision of loveliness as a teenage boy addressed her.

The boy child strode to a suddenly besotted, open mouthed Chelsea and grabbed her. In seconds he had her navy blue high collared blouse off, together with her blue and green plaid skirt. Her cute white, pink rose trimmed slip was torn off and he whisked away her sensible white brassiere to reveal her puny paps. Her inverted nipples were the same colour as her pale tits, but Jesus ignored that, purring audibly as he dragged her high waist, square leg panties down.

"Wow! What a cute nunu," he chuckled parting an unprotesting Chelsea's stout thighs. "You're so ugly you've got to be grateful."

With that he thrust her head down and made her swallow his knob. Bill's daughter dutifully and secretly delighted sucking on the strong young man's grimy dick, her new, innocent arrival on the scene not making her aware of where it had been. Mandela joined Jesus as the Mexican gasped at her growing prowess on his swarthy member. Up it came again and soon Chelsea was gagging on its girth as the African leader stroked her cunt. The girl mewed in delight as his gnarled and crooked fingers penetrated her gash and she reached round to grab at his swaying black donger.

"Ooh! This is nice. I want both, let me suck them both," she mumbled as the two guys agreed and gave high fives.

Bill gulped as Mary humped and he gradually smiled, resuming his virgin breaking fuck. Charles couldn't escape the clutches of Myrrhonica's immense snatch as she started to bounce again. Frankie saw his chance as Jesus and Mandela hung their dicks over Chelsea's gaping gob. The little lad inserted his stiffy into Mandela's grisly black arse and shagged like there was no tomorrow. The stable was alive with sex, the rooster found a hen and leapt on her. Perdue and Wilson were in their element, having exhausted Winnie who munched hay as the two heavies found welcoming horse cunts with her travelling companions.

"You could Park yer Rolls in here," gasped Perdue as he humped Camilla. "These old nags are cool fucks."

Wilson looked across and muttered.

"Yep, during the whole trip, I knew we'd get to Rodham sooner or later."

END

