
Snow was falling heavily outside as the family settled down for the night. The Christmas tree was shining bright, a fresh plate of cookies set out in eager anticipation of Santa’s arrival. Tomorrow promised to be a beautiful white Christmas. But while the parents were settled in for a peaceful night’s sleep, things were much less happy in the bedroom shared by their boys.

“Come on, give them back!” whined Alex, trying to grab his underwear back from his big brother, who was holding them just out of reach over his head.

“No way,” said Bobby, laughing at the nine year old’s failed attempts at getting his clothes back. “That’s what you get for touching my games without permission.”

“But mom told me I could!” said Alex.

Bobby scoffed. “You think I care what she says. That console is mine, not hers. The only one who can give you permission to use it is me!” Bobby pushed his brother away, the eleven year old grabbing his brother’s briefs with both paws and ripping them to pieces, tossing them on the floor. “There! Now maybe that’ll teach you a lesson. Go to bed, and don’t you even think about going downstairs tomorrow morning before me. Little babies like you don’t get to open presents first.”

The brown-furred bear cub flopped onto his bed, turning out the light. Alex slowly got to his feet, climbing onto his own bed and crawling under the covers. He hugged his stuffed panda close, being careful of its arm. Bobby had ripped it off a couple days ago, and his mother had managed to get it sewn back together. It was bad enough the older bear and hidden his pajamas, but after finding him playing his video games, Bobby had stripped off the younger boys briefs, telling him that he could get dressed again once he’d learned not to touch his brothers things. And if he tried to get his clothes back before Bobby told him he could, he’d rip the toy into so many pieces it couldn’t be fixed. 

Alex held the stuffed bear close, fighting back tears. Just because his brother was bigger than him, he thought that meant he could do whatever he wanted. He wished someone would give Bobby a taste of his own medicine. Maybe then the bigger bear wouldn’t be so mean to him all the time.

Little did he know, he was going to get his wish.

Hours later, the snow continued to fall, every house on the street quiet and still. Inside the bear’s house, the lights on the Christmas tree blinked for a few moments, glowing a bit dimmer in the darkness. From the chimney, a flurry of snow and ash blew inside, swirling around the room before coming together to form a tall, hulking figure. He wore a long, blood-red cloak lined with ash-grey fur, synched tight with a thick belt of worn leather. A large basket was slung over his back, the top tight firmly shut. In the light of the tree, it almost seemed to shake and rustle every now and again. Large horns curled out from a head that looked like a blend between a goat, a boar, and a wolf. A pair of thick tusks jutted up from his mouth, beneath a pair of  brightly glowing red eyes.

Krampus had arrived.

His hoofed feet were nearly silent as he moved, even across the wood floors leading to the staircase. In a blink he was at the top, glancing towards the parent’s bedroom before striding down the hall towards where the boys were fast asleep. The door was silent as he slipped inside, closing it behind him. The boys’ room was surprisingly large, even for one shared by a couple of growing youngsters. It had a L shape to it; walking in, he was greeted to the sight of toys and game strewn over the floor, a gaming console sitting before a television in the far corner. 

Stepping forward and turning down the short side of the L, he spotted the boys’ beds. The older of the two was in a bed pushed against the left hand wall, and was splayed out on his back, fast asleep. Apparently the bunkbeds that had been put in here had been separated, because across from where Bobby slept, Alex was curled up in the top bunk, the younger cub niggling gently on the ear of a stuffed panda he was holding close. But Krampus’ eyes turned back towards Bobby. He was the reason Krampus had come.

Krampus set his basket down at the foot of the boy’s bed; he wouldn’t need that until later. With a gesture, Bobby’s covers slowly slid away, bunching up at the foot of the bed. Krampus walked to the head of the bed, towering over the young bear before reaching out a hand. 

Between the sudden change in temperature without his blankets, almost as if he could sense another presence in the room, Bobby started to stir. His eyes blinked open blearily. As soon as he caught sight of the creature towering over him, he started to cry out, only from Krampus’ large hand to clamp over his mouth, muffling the sounds of the frightened cub. The noise would never travel out of the room. It was, however, enough to wake Alex, who saw the monster standing so close and squealed in fright.

Krampus was quick though, and it took only the smallest bit of his magic to silence the young boy, turning to look at him.

Krampus held a finger up to his lips. “Shhh. I’m not here for you.”

“Wh-what… who are you!?” exclaimed Alex. He kept his voice quiet, despite his fright. There was something about this man that made it hard to disobey.

“I am Krampus. Punishing naughty children like your brother here, that is my purpose. I think it is high time he learned to treat you a bit better.” The demon shook his head. “It has been quite a while since I’ve encountered such a spoiled, disrespectful little brat. Well, we’ll just have to do something about that, now won’t we?” He asked, glaring down at Bobby.

As Krampus released the boy’s mouth, he revealed that a bright red ballgag had appeared in Bobby’s mouth, looking like it had been stuffed with a Christmas bauble taken right off the tree. The young bear tried to get up and run away, but Krampus grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed above his head.

“So, you like taking your brother’s clothes, do you? Well, let’s see how you like it when someone does it to you.”

Flexing his free hand, Krampus extended his claws and slashed away at the cub’s pajamas, shredding them furiously without injuring Bobby, even with all his struggling. In a matter of seconds, the boy’s blue pj’s had been reduced to confetti, strewn across the floor and leaving the cub butt naked on his bed, desperately curling up his legs to hide himself from the demon towering over him. Grabbing the boy’s wrists in both hands, he pulled them down to Bobby’s sides. As soon as they were even with his waist, a belt appeared Bobby’s waist, cuffs springing out and latching around his wrists, keeping his arms pinned by his sides.

“See? Not so fun is it, having your clothes taken when you don’t want to be naked?”

Before Krampus could continue, his ears perked up at the sound of footsteps coming down the hall. Grabbing Bobby, the demon scooped him up in his arms, holding him off the floor so he couldn’t kick anything to make noise.

Krampus turned to Alex. “If you want your brother to learn his lesson, send them away.”

Bobby shook his head furiously, trying to beg his brother for help as Alex climbed down the ladder from his bed, giving both the demon and his brother a look at his cute little bubble butt. Hurrying over to the door, Alex opened it enough for some of the light to spill in from the hallway, hiding behind the door so his father wouldn’t realize he wasn’t wearing any clothes.

“What was that noise?” asked the old bear grumpily. Clearly, he wasn’t happy having been woken up.

“I’m sorry, Dad,” said Alex. "I…h-had a bad dream. I didn’t mean to wake you up.”

“Well, please just go back to bed. Be a good boy like your brother and keep it down until morning. Your mother and I would like to get some sleep.”

“Yes sir,” said Alex. As he closed the door and locked it, the little bear couldn’t help but feel a spike of anger. Be a good boy like Bobby?! Bobby was a jerk, and no matter what his big brother did, his parents treated him like a prince. Well, at least Krampus knew his brother wasn’t nice. And now maybe his brother would learn his lesson for good.

Unseen by Alex while he was at the door, Bobby saw the light from the hallway, and when he heard his dad’s voice tried to call for help, or at least make enough noise for the old bear to notice. But before he got the chance, Krampus squeezed a hand tight around the boy’s neck, keeping him from making a sound until his dad was gone. There was no way he’d be able to hear his older boy wheezing from that far away while he and Alex were talking.

“I don’t think so, boy,” snarled Krampus into the cubs ear, chuckling at the way the boy was kicking and struggling uselessly against his iron grip. “I exist to teach little fucks like you a lesson. And there’s no way your parents are going to interfere. You’re mine!”

Bobby whimpered pitifully at the demon’s words, desperate to get away from him. But it was no use. Any hope of escape drained away when he heard the door close, that click having a dreadful feeling of finality to it. Alex come around the corner, the naked cub still clutching his stuffed panda tight, his other paw trying to cover his boy-bits, embarrassed to be seen naked by the creature holding his brother.

“Relax, little one,” said Krampus gently. “You’re hardly the first boy I’ve seen in his fur. Hell, you’re not even the only boy naked in this room.” Releasing Bobby’s neck, Krampus grabbed the boy’s legs, stretching him out to show Alex his brother’s naked form, including the fuzzy little sac and sheath between his legs. Bobby tried to curl himself up to cover up, but there was no fighting Krampus’ strength. Krampus pointed to the large beanbag chair under Alex’s bed. “Now why don’t you take a seat and watch while I show your brother what happens to naughty little boys.”

Alex did as he was told, laying back in the beanbag chair, which was so large it threatened to swallow him, his hadn’t still cupping his sheath and sac, blushing as the big demon watched him.

“Here, why don’t I level the field so we’re all a bit more comfortable.”

Krampus tossed Bobby down on his bed and unbuckled his belt, opening his robe and shrugging it off. It feel to the floor, revealing Krampus’ Boyd in all its glory. He was covered in black fur from head to toe, his muscles rippling as he moved. But what immediately caught both Alex and Bobby’s attention was the demon’s large sheath and big, furry sac.

“There,” said Krampus. “Now we’re all in the buff. Nothing to be embarrassed by now, is there, Alex?”

“How do you know my name?”

“I know all about you and your brother. You’ve heard how Santa is always watching?” Alex nodded. “Well, so am I. It’s his job to reward those who are good, and my job to punish those that are naughty. And Bobby here has been very, very naughty.”

Krampus sat down on Bobby’s bed. Bobby tried to crawl away from him, but Krampus grabbed the bear cub’s ankles and dragged him closer, lifting him up and sitting him down astride the demon’s thick, bare thigh, leaving the older boy’s bits exposed as Krampus started to fondle his small furry sac. Bobby jumped at the touch, whining into his gag and starting to squirm, his arms pulling against the restraints, trying to push the demon’s fingers away from him.

“I’ve seen so many boy’s like you Bobby,” said Krampus, moving his hand up to gently stroke the boy’s penis. Bobby whimpered as he stared down at his candy-pink penis, quickly rising to full prepubescent erection and betraying the unwanted pleasure he was feeling. “Uppity, spoiled little brats that think they’re better thank everybody else. Who use their size to bully others, just like you bullied Alex.” He was now slowly rubbing a thumb over the head of Bobby’s dick, and the cub was shaking, a blush rising in his face and his hips giving the occasional push into Krampus’ grip. “Let me explain something, kid. There will always be someone bigger and stronger than you. And since you’ve been such a naughty little shit, I’m going to put you in your place. And the best place for someone like you, is serving someone like me.”

Krampus lowered Bobby to the floor, turning the kneeling boy to face him. Before the boys’ eyes, Krampus’ sheath started to swell, slowly pulling back to reveal the man’s black members, eight inches standing proudly before the awestruck cubs, who had never seen a naked man before, let alone one that was so big. Angling his length down with one hand, Krampus grabbed Bobby’s head with the other. With a little spark of magic, the ballgag expanded into a ring, forcing the cub’s mouth wide as he was slowly pushed towards the demon’s waiting penis. Bobby tried to pull away, but there was no escaping the monster’s strength.

Just as the boy realized that now he could try to cry for help, Krampus growled, “Now suck my dick you little bitch.”

Krampus pushed his tip passed the bear’s lips, quickly stuffing his mouth, his sheer size forcing Bobby’s tongue to run along the bottom of his shaft.

But he didn’t stop there, slowly pushing the boy down his cock until it slid into his throat and Bobby started to gag, struggling to pull off. Krampus held him there for a moment, tears starting to form in Bobby’s airs before he slid back, letting the boy catch his breath for a moment before starting to move the cub’s head back and forth, fucking the bear’s face and enjoying his gags and gurgles every time his thick cock stretched out the boy’s throat.

From where he was laying in the beanbag chair, Alex watched in awe as Krampus forced his cock into his brother’s mouth. He always couldn’t help but look at his brother’s naked body, especially his furry butt and the tight sac swinging between his legs as he tried to get away. Almost without realizing it, his paw stopped trying to cover his package, and instead started slowly playing with his own erection, which had quickly slid free of his sheath at the sights and sounds of sex he was experiencing for the first time.

Krampus noticed what Alex was doing, his eyes lighting up at the sight of three inches of pink, stiff boy cock between the cub’s legs. Getting an idea, he looked down at Bobby, enjoying the way the boy’s cheeks bulged around his cock. “You know, before I get to the rest of my lesson, I think you should apologize to your brother for acting like such a little bastard to him.”

Alex looked up at the demon, his hand still holding his dick as Krampus pulled Bobby off his cock, his big brother coughing and gasping for air. Krampus rose from the bed, dragging Bobby across the floor by the scruff of his neck and spinning him around to kneel before Alex, kneeling down and pushing the younger boy’s hand away from his crotch and moving him to lay flatter, spreading his legs to put his package on display to the older cub. Alex hugged his panda tight, eyes going wide at what Krampus did next.

“Alright Bobby, time to apologize to your little brother. And there’s no better way to tell a boy you’re sorry than by sucking his dick.”

Bobby’s eyes went wide at Krampus’ words; he seriously wanted him to put his little brother’s penis in his mouth!? But despite his resistance, Krampus easily bent him over and pushed his face into Alex’s laps, his young cock slipping into the older boy’s mouth. Alex arched his back, trying to hold back a moan at the feeling of the warm, wet mouth around his dick. It felt better than anything he’d ever felt, especially when Bobby started working his tongue over him at Krampus’ insistence.

“Good boy. You better not stop using that tongue, or you’re really gonna be in trouble.” Bobby yelped around Alex’s dick when Krampus slapped his ass. “Now hold still while I get you ready for what comes next.”

Krampus held up the hand that wasn’t forcing Bobby to blow his brother, and Alex saw his fingers start to glow, a strange, slimy looking substance forming around them. Krampus then reached down and slipped his fingers beneath Bobby’s little stub of a tail, and without warning he stuffed first one, then two fingers into the cub’s tailhole. The young bear squealed at the intrusion, but that was quickly replaced with an unbidden moan of pleasure as Krampus found the boy’s prostate with practiced ease, stroking Bobby’s insides and slowly working him open, using his magic to get the boy’s backside nice and slick. This particular spell would have the added benefit of making Bobby stretchy enough to handle the demon’s dick without injury’s despite his virgin tailhole.

It didn’t take Alex long before he fell a strange feeling washing over him, his whole body going stiff, hips pushed as far into Bobby’s mouth as he could go. The pair could feel the younger bear’s penis jumping in Bobby’s mouth as Alex had his first dry orgasm.

As the younger bear slumped back into the beanbag, Krampus pulled his fingers from Bobby’s rear, wiping them off on the boy’s furry rear. When Krampus pulled his head off of Alex, the ballgag reformed, and Krampus and Bobby both looked down at the panting cub, his spit-slick penis still hard and laying against his belly. Bobby whined when Krampus reached down to slowly stroke his cock again, blushing as his younger brother slowly lifted his head to watch his big brother getting jerked off.

“I take it you enjoyed that?” asked Krampus. Alex nodded. “Good. Now that you’ve gotten your apology, I can have my fun.”

Picking Bobby up, Krampus moved to sit on the boy’s bed once again, pulling the bear into his lap. Krampus slipped his hands under the boy’s thighs, lifting him up and suspending him over his big, black cock. Bobby struggled as the demon took his time to slowly lower him down, his defenseless rear inching closer and closer to the man’s cock. He stopped when the head was pressed firmly against Bobby’s tailhole, giving the boy a moment to truly appreciate what was about to happen.

“Such a naughty little boy has only one way to really learn his lesson. And that’s by being a sexy little cock-sleeve for a man like me.”

Krampus thrust up, and thanks to his preparations, even Bobby’s virgin tailhole was too slick to stop his cock from punching past any resistance. He slowly lowered Bobby down, the boy’s legs kicking feebly against Krampus’ powerful grip, the cub practically wailing into his gag as his tailhole was stretched wide by the demon’s large dick. It didn’t take long for him to sink all the way down, his little balls resting atop Krampus big, black-furred pair. Bobby looked up at Krampus, tears in his eyes as he tried to beg for mercy. But the demon ignored him, laughing at the expression on the boy’s face when he shifted his hips, pressing hard against the bear’s prostate once again, loving the way the boy shuddered and his little cock throbbed in unwanted pleasure.

Krampus slowly lifted the boy up, dropping him back down and chuckling at the way Bobby would gasp and squirm each time his dick rammed into him, and the four inches of pink penis bouncing between his legs. Krampus moaned happily at the tight grip of the bear’s ass on his dick, enjoying the chance to claim another virgin boy for himself.

Seeing how Alex was playing with himself again, Krampus slowed his pace a bit, hilting himself inside Bobby and grinding against him, listening to the boy squeal.

“Come over here, kid,” said Krampus with a jerk of his horned head. “You’re going to help us out.”

Bobby couldn’t process everything that was happening to him. Now that Krampus had stopped bouncing him in his lap, the bear boy was leaning back against the demon’s muscular chest, panting, eyes tightly shut at the amazing full feeling inside him. His eyes opened wide in surprise though, when he felt a warm, gentle, incredible touch on his cock. Looking down, he gasped at what he found - Alex was licking his dick! The younger bear was standing in front of them, slowly running his tongue up his brother’s dick at the demon’s direction before opening his mouth and swallowing his brother’s cock, starting to nurse on it and continuing to work his tongue over every inch of pink bear penis in his maw. He couldn’t believe it! Alex was actually helping Krampus make Bobby… enjoy this!

It was too much for the young bear to take. Between Krampus cock against his prostate and Alex’s mouth around his dick, he never had a chance. He squealed and moaned through his gag, collapsing back against Krampus’ chest, his cock jumping in Alex’s mouth. His little brother pulled away, and along with the demon watched his big brother’s penis throb and twitch.

That tight, spasming ass milking his dick was heaven for Krampus. He increased the pace of his thrusting, bouncing the now limp bear in his lap until he went passed the brink. Krampus growled deep in his chest as he slammed Bobby down, the bears little balls feeling every jump of the monster’s big sac as he emptied a heavy load into the whimpering cub. There was no way his young body could contain it all, leaving his rump a cum-covered mess and running down the demon’s black-furred balls.

Sated, for the moment, Krampus slowly lifted Bobby off his cock, letting the boy feel every inch slowly sliding out of him, leaving him feeling so very empty, even with an ass full of cum. Reaching over to the end of the bed, Krampus pulled his basket close, loosening the tie holding it shut. Removing the lid, he grabbed Bobby by the scruff of his neck and lifted the limp boy into the air. He slowly lowered him into the basket feet first, letting Alex watch has his bully brother disappeared from view. Closing the basket, Krampus slipped his robe back on, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a scroll. Unrolling it, his claw glowed as he scratched off Bobby’s name.

“There, another job done,” said Krampus. “Your brother won’t be bullying you anymore, Alex.”

“Th-Thank you,” said Alex quietly. “What are you going to do with him?”

“I’m going to spend some quality time with him, making sure he understand just what his place in the world is. I’m going to teach him it’s wrong to be a bullying, entitled little brat.”

Krampus was quiet for a moment. As Alex watched, the demon’s face was lit up as the scroll began to glow.

“What’s that?” asked Alex.

“There’s a new name on my list.” Krampus shook his head. “Another naughty little boy that needs to be taught a lesson. Apparently, he lied to his parents and helped a monster take another boy.” Krampus grinned wolfishly, turning the scroll so Alex could read it. “Maybe you’ve heard of him?”

Alex looked at the scroll, a cold dread filling his chest when he read the name beneath his brother’s.

It was his!

His head snapped up to see Krampus reaching for him. Scrambling away from the big demon, Alex ran for the door, his stuffed panda and nudity completely forgotten in fright. Yanking the door open, he dashed down the hall, running for his parents’ room. His hand was inches from the doorknob when he called out to them.

“Mo-GULP!”

His words were cut off when Krampus’ hand closed around his throat, silencing him and leaving him gasping for air. The monster’s other hand clapped to his mouth, and Alex quickly found himself gagged just like his brother had been.

Releasing Alex’s throat, Krampus grabbed his arms and pinned them to his sides, the same belt and cuffs binding him tight. He snatched the boy up, throwing him over his shoulder and carrying him downstairs, a claw teasing gently around his tight tailhole while Alex kicked and wriggled, trying desperately and failing to call to his parents for help, tears filling his eyes as their door disappeared from view. The last time he’d ever see it.

Strolling into the living room, Krampus stopped next to the Christmas tree. He set his basket down on the floor, and as he loosened the lid, Alex noticed for the first time the way it was shaking, like his brother was trying to get out. But when Krampus opened the lid, all he saw was darkness; Bobby was nowhere to be seen. But though Alex couldn’t see anything inside, he could hear the muffled whimpers and cries of other cubs. Bobby wasn’t the only one inside that cursed thing.

Krampus pulled Alex’s head back, forcing the boy to look up at him as the demon teased the boy’s penis - still erect despite his fear - and licked the side of his face.

“Another matched set to add to my collection. Just wait ’til tonight is done. So many more naughty little things for me to see to, but once I’m done,” he grinned hungrily, “I’m going to have so much fun with you.”

In a show of strength, Krampus lifted the squealing, struggling boy and upended him, shoving him head first into the basket, Alex’s cries joining those of the other cubs as Krampus tied the lid shut tight once more. Tightening his belt once more, the demon crossed his name off the list, smiling as more kept appearing. Seemed there was no shortage of naughty cubs this year.

Perfect.

Snatching the cookies off their plate, Krampus tossed one into his mouth chewing happily as he thought about how much he was going to enjoy the days to come. The lights on the tree flickered once again as a flurry of snow and ash filled the room, and once it cleared, Krampus and the boys were gone, shredded pajamas and a lone stuffed panda being the only signs they were ever there.

