White Christmas

He might have been six or seven.  He was definitely one of the oldest boys in line this year, and so my eyes sparkled when he approached my lap.  He was a delicate boy, fine features and pouty lips that made me want to ravish him.

His heat on my lap sent blood pulsing into my cock.  “And what would you like for Christmas, little boy?”  He talked about trading cards, and trucks.  I noticed there weren’t any adults waiting for him.

“Where’s your mother?”

“Shopping.”

“Okay.  I’ll tell you what.  If you wait for Santa, he’ll give you sometime extra good.  Okay?”

“Alright, Santa Claus.”

My shift was almost over, or I wouldn’t even have considered it.  He had stood back, by the reindeer display.  I motioned to him to follow, and headed for the parking lot.  “The sleigh’s getting a tune-up today, so Santa had to borrow Mrs. Claus’ car,” I said.  It was red, so maybe this was believable.  He got in without a problem.  I offered him a soda.  He drank it; he was mine.

When I got him to my house, I carried his sleeping body in.  I duct taped him to my kitchen floor, spread-eagled and face up.  I gave him an enema, and used a special vacuum to clean his internal tract.  I was so hard I could barely keep myself from fucking him while he was still unconscious.  Instead, I began spanking his tight little ass until he woke up.  He immediately started screaming.

“Ho-ho-ho.  Santa says good little boys don’t scream.”  I pulled off my costume pants so I wouldn’t get anything on them.  I sat behind his head and pinched his nose.  He opened his mouth to breathe, and I slid my dick all the way down his throat.  I wanted to rape him for hours.  He was struggling to cry, and breathe, and puke all at once; his throat contracted around my dickhead in ways that sent waves of pleasure all through my body.  I pulled out and covered his face with gobs of semen.  I walked away, leaving him crying.

After a few minutes, the very thought of him had me hard again, and his trauma was reduced to a few sniffles.  I then climbed on top of his tiny, vulnerable body.  I lubed his puckered hole and my long… “cane” and slid in slowly, savoring the tightness of a little boy’s asshole.  I told him that I’d bring him lots of good presents for being Santa’s “most special little helper.”  I thrust in and out, even after I saw smears of blood.  My nails dug into his hips, and I finally shot my load into his ass during the most mind-blowing orgasm ever.
I washed his ass out again, and told him that if he ever told his parents, I’d put him on the “bad” kid list.  I took him back to the mall.

The End.

