
It was the most wonderful time of the year, a time where children cheer and hunger for toys, and adults hunger for the things that bring cheer. It was a time of snow, feasts, drinking, being merry, and of course… Santa Claus. If you are a child, you love Christmas.


And if you are a Santa… you love children.


It was also the most stressful time of the year. Between balancing finances, spending time with loved ones, and enduring the caustic acoustics of your own children, the excitement of buying presents quickly becomes a chore.


So if you are a parent… you love daycare.


It might be the biggest mall in the world. Like some kind of joke, this temple of consumerism had been dedicated to the goddess Velhara, a somewhat obscure Goddess of Consumption honored since ancient times. Amusing to most, unless you believed Velhara and her followers were real and quite active in the world, but the Foundation that used Her iconography was well-loved and well-resourced.


And so the first thing shoppers faced when entering the mall was a testament to the Foundation’s coin—a gigantic artificial hill, with a line of parents and children slowly marching up. Hired-hands dressed as elves helped families into the mall and in the lines climbing up the hill. Families had the option to go around and get their shopping done, or, climb the hill and drop their kids off at Slimshod’s Nativity and Petting Zoo, the day-care. But the truly dedicated, patient, or whipped parents stood in line for the crown-jewel of this tableau—Santa’s Workshop.


Toys rides, casually-dressed elves and other distractions kept shoppers occupied up the march of the artificial glacier leading to Santa’s Workshop, but no eyes strayed far from it. It looked like a gigantic house but shrunk down to set-size, with animatronic reindeer running along the roof, and brass pipes billowing colorful steam. The windows occasionally opened and a mechanized elf would wave at the crowd before retreating.


The only problem was that the exciting set-piece also hid Santa from view. Some of the day-care/petting-zoo was visible, but the entire summit was eclipsed by Santa’s Workshop. Still, it kept children excited, and distracted from something important that was making the more beleaguered adults smirk—a warning sign with a stomach shaped squiggle. A child who asked what the symbol meant usually is told, “You’ll understand when you are older.”


One such child, a red-headed vixen-kit with a bulbous, firm butt that stuck out lewdly from the rest of her ordinary appearance, asked her mother about the symbol. “Momma what does that tummy-shape mean?”


Cedar, the orange-furred mother, sipped on a weak helping of egg-nog provided by the elves attending the line. “Hmph, don’t worry about that Amberlina, that symbol is only important to naughty children.”


“Am I naughty?” Amberlina whimpered.


“A bit of a trouble-maker,” sighed Cedar, but chanced a smile. “But not that naughty—so don’t worry about it. That sign is almost everywhere… you usually just don’t notice it. It’s nothing; this late in the day, anyone who put that sign up is too full to make use of it.”


“Huh?”


Cedar shrugged. “You’ll understand when you’re older Amberlina. At least the line is moving quickly…”

Cedar was wrong, of course. Even nearby parents gave her looks that said, ‘Are you stupid?’ Cedar didn’t notice, but most of the parents had been here last Christmas and knew what was going on—even if their children did not.


Santa has more than just toys.


At the end of the line, just before Santa’s Workshop, a helper escorted the next-in-line, a badger family of six. The helper was a young girl, a centaur, human up-top except for her long horse-ears. “Welcome to Santa’s Workshop! I’m Claire, Santa is ready to see you all now! But be careful of Krampus in the Black Forest! Hee-hee!”


“Wow, you’re pretty!” said one of the badger children.


Claire blushed and adjusted her large, round glasses. “Th-thank you!”


The centaur-child, lolitaur if you will, trotted forward, the family following her. She had a bouncy gait, her tail hiding the candy-cane butt-plug responsible. She was dressed modestly, with a self-made red-cape and green dress, covering everything except her face and shins. Despite that, the impressive curve of her ass was apparent.


The other helpers were not so modest. As the family walked around the side of the set and into Santa’s Workshop, the family gasped as the true Santa experience was revealed. Going clock-wise from the family’s position, there was a large crystalline tank of eggnog, and a machine ready to mix and cool it. Studded with canisters of ingredients, one stood out: a suction cup with a needle that was attached to a large, full, photographed condom.


Next, was a small copse of pine-trees, sparsely decorated and with a large plaster-mold cave in the center. This was the Black Forest, and Krampus lurked in the cave, eyes glowing scarlet with thick, slitted pupils. With a careful look, the family saw that Krampus was a huge black and light-brown horned dog, with a forward-styled Mohawk of neon-yellow hair. Her tits were rivaled only by her long-red cock, and with thick, powerful thighs to fuck you with my dear. She was already doing just that.


“Eww Mom why is she pushing her thingy up that rabbit boy’s butt?!”


Krampus lifted her cat-o’-nine-tails and brought it down on the cub’s trembling reddened butt. “You regret being such a naughty little shit now?” she laughed.


“Yess, yess!” cried the rabbit boy, his tiny cock spurting semen onto the floor.


“You better mean it,” said Krampus. She growled into the rabbit’s ear, the bunny moaning out at the tease. “Don’t worry, you’re going to a better place…”


The badger-children looked away as Krampus opened her mouth and slipped it over the rabbit’s head. She sat back on her ass and thrust up with her huge cock as if it were a shish-kabob, and swallowed the rabbit-boy off her cock. The wailing boy slipped into her stomach, barely bulging her pudgy gut with his small frame.


The scared children looked past the Black Forest and to the day-care—Slimshod’s Nativity Petting-Zoo. A happier place, but no less corrupted, the tall and chiseled Wise-Man, presumably Slimshod, shepherded the animals—some of them were feral, but most of them were the children of other shoppers, crawling around on all-fours while wearing costumes and bells. The doomed rabbit boy’s sister was dressed as a lamb and sucking on the Wise-Man’s staff, while he petted her. Other children petted, or “petted”, each other.


The purple, unicorn-pony Wise-Man was accompanied by the Sacred Child, and if only he knew that the olive oil “myrrh” that has been rubbed all over his body is symbolic of the Sacred Child’s future as a sacrificial lamb.


“Can I come out now Slim, I’m booored,” said the Sacred Child.


“Af…after I’m done here,” said the Wise-Man. “Just be patient Miko, you’re doing great.”


The red-panda boy leaned up out of his food trough of a crib, brow-furrowed. He brushed his silky auburn hair back and looked up pleadingly at Santa’s Helper. “Claaaire, can I please go play? Can’t we switch places?”


Claire and Slim smiled at each other and laughed. “Miko you know I can’t fit in the manger!”


Claire gestured over the Petting Zoo, which took up most of the space on the summit and the far side of the artificial hill. A path ran between the Black Forest and the Petting-Zoo, leading parents and others down toward the food court and the mall beyond. More of the Petting Zoo and some rides, such as a bounce-castle, were placed down the gentle slope leading away from Santa’s Workshop.


“Here is where you can pick up your children,” said Claire. “Costumes are in the little barn-house. Anyone who wants to see Santa, can follow me!”


The children looked with wonder, but also worry. “Mom are we gonna get eaten by that scary dog-lady?” a badger-girl asked.


The parents chuckled and hugged their kids. “I’m sure everything will work out fine.” The father trotted over to Slim, eyeing the cute girl sucking his cock.


“Nng, wouldn’t you rather I fucked your ass?” the Wise-Man grunted, thrusting deep into the rabbit-girl’s throat. “This is taking too long.”


The bunny-girl murred, sucking him harder.

“Too nice for my own good,” huffed the Wise-Man. He noticed the badger-father idling near him. “Can I help you sir?”


The badger-father grinned. “Say… Nice operation. So uhm… I presume the naughty cubs go to Krampus.”


“Ashleigh? Ayeah, what about it?”


The father reached into his pocket and pulled out the tip of a large bill. “You know, I think my kids have been fairly naughty, and it would help me and the misses to find some time alone if some of them went missing. You think you can help… Santa get the message?”


Slimshod frowned and turned his head toward Krampus’s cave. “Ashleigh we have another briber!”


Stepping out of her cave with her eyes flashing and her cock throbbing, she gave Slim a thumb’s-up and stomped over to the blanching father, his tail falling flat against his legs. He raised a finger to object.


Her mouth widened and a thin smoke poured from her fangs. Her yawning chasm descended upon the badger. His flesh cooked inside the hellhound’s esophagus as she swallowed him, pulling off his pants as she ate. The other badgers turned to the sound of his shouting, the mother gasping with shock. Swallowing the meal, Ashleigh sauntered over and grinned.


“Sorry ‘bout that,” she said, handing the wife her husband’s pants. “Bribes have gotten out of hand this week.”


The badger-mother groaned. “Oh hubby, dammit now I have to do all the shopping myself.”


Slim snickered. “Just between you and me, bribing us is… probably not necessary.”


The mother hummed to herself, nibbling the end of her finger. “Is that so?”


The children cowered from Ashleigh, trying to hide behind their mother. Ashleigh smiled at them and waved. “You having fun kids?”


They cringed and nodded, legs shaking. “Y-yes miss!”


“That’s great! You’ll have a lot of fun here,” Ashleigh said. “But watch out that I don’t get-cha!” She snarled and chomped at them, the children scrambling away and tumbling over each other. Ashleigh laughed and patted her gurgling stomach, wiping a tear from her eyes.


“They seem like good kids,” said Ashleigh. “Well I better get back to my cave. Have a good day hot-stuff, enjoy being a single-mom! Or… you know, just single…” She winked and sauntered away.


The shaken family looked to Claire. “N-now what?” the mother asked.


“Well, I take your kids to see Santa while you go shopping,” Claire cheered with her eyes closed. “And when you are ready to leave you just come back here and collect your children! Here…”


She pointed at the Petting-Zoo.


“Or… over there.” Claire pointed at the eggnog machine.


The mother nodded with understanding. “I think I see. Well, thank you so much for offering these services, they’re such a big help to us parents this time of year!”


“It’s our pleasure,” said Claire, crossing her arms and curtseying.


“Hell yeah it is,” grunted the Wise-Man. He grabbed the greedy bunny-girl by the scruff of her neck and walked off into the open-faced barn, and behind a big pile of straw. “C’mon bunny-girl, you’ve sucked my cock long enough, it’s gonna have to suck you now.”

The children stared with confusion, looking at their mother for guidance—but she was walking away with a skip in her step and some extra cash to spend. Claire whistled for their attention, smiled at them, and held her hands together.


“Ready to see Santa?”


The children grinned and nodded with some hesitation.


“Good, she’s right over here!”


Claire led them. Finishing the tour of the hilltop, and seated within this side of Santa’s Workshop, was Santa’s sleigh. Adorable reindeer statues doubling as stanchion poles stood on both sides of a red carpet leading up to the tremendous sleigh. The sleigh was at once a throne, and a shelf behind for the gigantic bag of mixed toys, all quality, all given with the blessing of Velhara and the Foundation. And, seated in the throne-portion, was Santa…


“Santa has two sacks?” one of the girls gasped.


“Look at the size of that present!” grinned a boy.


“She’s preeettyyy~!”


Santa sure was. Even bigger than Krampus, the fjord mare sat comfortably, yet with a regal edge. Fur white as snow, but with a deep magenta-red forward-styled Mohawk, Santa was an impressive woman with breasts as vast as dinner-plates. Her knees cleared the height of the badger-children, and her thick, muscular thighs told of how much holiday-cheer her ass must have, even when seated and facing forward. Santa had her beard, of course, peppery and speckled at the start, before gently transitioning into long, silky locks of majestic, wizened braids. Most of it was extensions, but the peppered beard was genuine. Next, her breasts were wreathed in tinsel, her nipples pierced with bars studded with little bells, and her head was wreathed in a holly-crown. Perched atop her head like a cherry, and going well with the green in her crown, was the expected Santa’s cap, lobster-red and dangling with a puffy white ball.

Otherwise, Santa seemed to be butt-naked. Ashleigh, Claire, and the other helpers all knew that Santa was wearing one article of actual clothing. But the children couldn’t tell, because to them, all they saw was another sack of toys.


A big… round sack of toys, velvet, red, and plush looking. By misplaced instinct, the kids stared with greed and assumed that the best toys were in Santa’s red, soft sack. Why else was the sack placed between her legs, where she could keep it safe? And crowning the big red sack was a fat, green present-box with shiny blue ribbon.

“It’s completely stuffed with presents!” a badger-boy gasped.


“Oh, it is,” said Santa, tilting her head up and looking over them with majesty, grace, and something darker. Her voice was sweet and kind, if gruff from her impressive stature. “The best gift of all… Welcome to my Workshop kids! Now which of you wants to go first?”


Her sack groaned.


The two boys and girls approached Santa without a care in the world. If you’re a child, you love Santa. And if you’re a Santa… you love children.
…


The line progressed. An elf-woman and dressed appropriately inappropriately (festive g-strings are in this season) came by handing out a fresh helping of eggnog to waiting parents, and reminding everyone that Santa alone makes decisions about who is naughty or nice and not to interfere with her decisions. A few knuckleheaded parents joked, “I bet I can fix that with a twenty.”

Cedar took two cups of eggnog; the elf rolled her eyes and walked on. Amberlina had to wait for only five more families to finish up. Large families took the longest, but not everyone visited Santa, families in a rush to get shopping simply unloaded their kids in the day-care and got on with their day.


“Ugh this is still taking too long,” Cedar fussed. “Maybe I should have taken the day-care only lane.”


“B-but Santa!” Amberlina whined.


“Yes yes dear,” Cedar sighed, rubbing her head. “I promised you you’d see Santa. Don’t you worry. Gosh, this eggnog is amazing. I wonder if I can buy some, where are they getting it?”


She leaned her head around the families, and saw a glimpse of the large crystalline tankard hard at work. Her eyes widened and her tongue lulled. “The oasis… it beckons me. Heh, this might be worth it.”


Amberlina frowned, thinking to herself, ‘I hope Momma doesn’t get sick…’


The line moved forward again. This close, they could hear the excitement. A distant, “And what would youuu like for Christmas.” A pause, a scream, laughter… “What would you like?” A pause… “Sounds like you’ve been naughty! Better watch out, here comes Krampus!”

Amberlina heard laughter, and a single child screaming. The sound seemed to move. “Better run fast, I’m coming to get ‘cha!” Laughter peaked, the single screaming child escalated to shrieking, and then… silence.


“What would you like for Christmas?” 


Amberlina’s ears flicked, a shiver going down her spine. The screaming worried her, what could be scary about Santa? And what the heck is a Krampus? She could hear Santa though, and that was so exciting. Santa… right here in her own hometown mall… Santa’s voice sounded more soothing and beautiful than she could have imagined.


“Santa… Santa Claus,” she sighed, hopping on the ends of her little toes. “I’m going to see Santa…!”


The next family entered the summit of Santa’s Workshop. Amber heard children laughing and crying from far off, voices masquerading as other animals. “No, wait, I was a good boy Mister! Please don’t, Santa even gave me a toy! Mrmph!”

Laughing, clapping, surprised sounds and excited sounds. “Oh cool, a new Transformers Dinobot, thanks Santa!”


A brief lull. “Oooo, I can tell just by looking at you that you’re naughty as fuck. Krampuuus!”


“I’m right on her Santa babe! C’mere you sweet little cutie, I’ve got just the punishment for you! Hee hee!”


More screaming…


“What the fuck is going on in there?” Cedar sneered. “Ugh, some children. I know I complain about you being a noisy little brat Amberlina but yeesh, you’re like a nun compared to these little tramps.”


“Oh, I’m sorry Momma,” she said, ears folding. “I’ll try and be quieter.”


“Will you be quiet Momma’s talking, see this is what I’m talking about.” Cedar swung her tail haughtily, whapping Amberlina’s butt by accident, making the girl flinch. “You’ll get punished by Krampus at this rate.”


Amberlina teared up, gasping. ‘Nooo! I’m a good girl!’ she thought. ‘I’ll prove it… somehow.’

Amberlina cried a little longer, her pathological need to please the adults around her entertained a dozen scenarios on how she could make a good impression on not just Santa, but Momma too. Her mind was so busy with it, that she squealed in alarm when the lolitaur, Santa’s Helper, trotted up to her and tapped her on the shoulder.


“Eep!”


“Hee hee, you’re next cutie-pie. Ready to see Santa?”


Amberlina held her breath… Gulping, she nodded.


Claire leaned down. “Don’t worry sweetie, you have nothing to be nervous about. Santa walks with the goodness and strength of Velhara herself.”


“Sh-she does?” Amberlina asked. “The big important lady?”


Amberlina pointed to the distance. The mall, again, was huge, a structure so vast its domed ceiling should collapse on itself, if not for the superior metamaterials that the Foundation had at its disposal. The north-end of the mall had a monolithic statue of granite and gold, depicting the patron of the mall, Velhara, who Amberlina understood as the goddess people thank during big celebratory feasts.

Claire nodded, and Amberlina felt calm again. If Santa has the blessing of someone that big and good and beautiful, then… whatever happens now, Amberlina has to trust that it was the best possible outcome! She knew Santa was a force of good, but if Santa is loved by the Goddess Velhara, then even this big scary Krampus thing she keeps hearing about has to be something beautiful and good… or Velhara would have squished them, right?


“Finally!” Cedar exclaimed as Claire lead them into the summit, her lolitaur-butt wiggling and her tail shaking, chewing upon the hidden butt-plug.


The two foxes gasped, the vista an exciting and terrifying thing for Amberlina’s young mind—the dark terror of the Black Forest looked like a real forest to her, complete with the monster inside, busy whipping two crying otter-children while her nostrils flared with smoke and doom. The Nativity-scene was a foreign mix of familiar and alien, the religious iconography lost to Amberlina yet emoting powerful feelings of bigger things at work in the world, but also the Sacred Child was getting his butt-fucked by a big sexy unicorn-man and that made Amberlina giggle. It made it seem less scary. Other children were playing with their toys in the animal-pens, or else playing with each other. Large splatters of cum and big bouncy balloons full of white… chocolate…? lay at large around the Wise-Man.


“Been busy honey?” Claire asked.


“Yep, I’ll get back to the surplus livestock soon, but Miko wouldn’t stop saying his butthole itches!”

Amberlina watched the Wise-Man drive his length down into the squealing red-panda’s ass, her head tilted. “I don’t remember that happening in the sparkly miracle barn-story.”


Claire smiled at her and wiggled her butt. “I like to think the best parts got left out.”


As Amberlina’s eyes hunted for Santa, Cedar stepped toward the monolithic eggnog dispenser, where a clutch of other giggling adults were getting buzzed as they watched their children play. “Waiting to pick up your kids?” she asked, hunting for an unused goblet on the counter.


“Was waiting,” a bear said. He pointed at a large, used condom near Slim’s hay bales. “Was.”


Cedar gave a confused look, turned up her nose, and helped herself to some eggnog.


Ashleigh eyed the lushous, lush-of-a-fox, and smirked. “Help yourself babe! There’s plenty!”


Following Claire, eyes wide with awe, Amberlina gazed upon Santa and her throne. So much more than the big, fat laughing polar-bear man she always thought he’d be, she was an Adonis in Aphrodite’s form, a tightly wired sculpture of lean muscle, massive yet efficient. The flat-ironing board girl stared at Santa’s huge breasts, and rubbed her own chest absently.

‘I’ll… I’ll never be that big…’ She thought, but she almost didn’t care. She ran for her, ran for Santa, and in her excitement, shouted, “Momma! Momma!”


“Wh-what?”


Brenna stared at the red ball tumbling toward her, eyes wide. On her stunning, finely-hewn face, even her most benign expressions came off as intense and hawk-like. The red fox stopped in her tracks, blanching, tail puffing up with fear.


The red fox placed her hands on her face and looked like she would cry. “Ahh, I… s-sorry, I meant… S-Santa! I’m sorry, hi Santa!”


Claire clutched her tummy, laughing. Slim looked over, following Claire’s giggling, watching.


Between the two of them, time stood still. Brenna’s fingertips numbed and her chest filled with hot air, her heart fluttering. ‘Did… did that cute little creature just call me Momma?’


Brenna… was a professional woman, she knows how to have fun but she took pride in being a no-nonsense, down-to-earth kind of person. She did not allow herself to become sentimental over things that aren’t “real.” After all, Brenna had seen real real. Thanks to her secret, divine patron, Brenna looked like a young woman but had seen enough to make every fucking adult in this mall look like a zygote to her. She’d even sired entire generations.


How… how dare this… little red piece of fluff just come into her life like this and call her “Momma”! How dare she… And as Brenna placed her hand over her beating heart, she thought, ‘And how dare she spend this long before coming into my life?’

A fiery obsession grew within her, and she knew that, no matter how much of a punk-ass little bitch this kid is, she’s getting the best present in Santa’s Sack.

‘Please be a good kid,’ Brenna thought. Grunting off the sudden invasion of sentimental thoughts, and shaking her head sober, Brenna leaned back against the sleigh and curled her finger, summoning Amberlina.


The whimpering, embarrassed vixen ran forward on little-fox-feet. Slim reached out for the fat, jiggling fox-butt, stepping over Miko, his cock slipping out of the cub’s ass.


“H-hey! SLIM WHAT THE HECK!” Miko scowled as he watched Slim abandon ass-fucking the Sacred Child, just to pursue some… girl! “What gives?”


“Fox ass!” Slim moaned, almost zombie-like.


Claire intercepted him, Slim slamming into her pert little lolitaur rear. His cock colliding against her soft, clothed equine pussy snapped him out of his stupor. His hands autonomously explored her hips, the Wise-Man blinking in surprise.


“Nooo honey, she has to see Santa first, then you can have her,” Claire reminded.


“I… wasn’t,” Slimmumbled. “I just… felt like walking around is all.” He scoffed and frowned at the red vixen. She did have a nice ass but, no… no surely he didn’t just go full-on zombie for that alone, he has class.

Smiling, Slimshod leaned over Claire, slowly unbuckling the fastenings on her dress, and pulling fabric away to reveal her equine pussy and tight plugged ponut. Giggling, Claire wiggled her ass at him while her hands covered her face.


“S-Slim, no! We’re w-working! And k-kids can see us! Silly pony, c’mon!”


“Let them watch,” Slim whinnied, licking her flicking ear and making his underage girlfriend shudder. His hand stroked her pussy and poked at her buttplug, before twisting it and sliding it out of her shuddering rear. “I’m still pent up from the last morsel I cock-swallowed, and I could use the hottest, tightest ass in the entire world.”


“I saw you going after that fox,” Claire snickered.


“Mmm, no way,” Slim huffed. “I want to fuck every cub butt I see, but only one butt makes me a zombie… and that butt is… right here!” Punctuated with penetration, Slim drove his cock into her tight ponut, and Claire was sent to the Moon, eyes rolling up in her skull.


Miko’s face became an angry, yawning grimace. “You gotta be kidding me!”

Slim’s excitement simply did not exist in Brenna’s world. Her eyes focused on the cub walking toward her, Brenna tried to imagine what sort of child this was. Pretty children were often bratty children, after all. Small, demure, with tiny paws that made it seem unlikely such luscious bulging hips could exist on someone that weak, Brenna could not imagine how the tiny beauty with long red hair and the massive tail could be alive still, much less anything more than an arrogant little shit.


But Brenna was experienced, and she saw the way the girl looked at Brenna with wonder, and how the girl looked away in shame, twisting her hands over themselves, like she felt guilty, like she felt like she did not deserve to exist.


Santa’s Sack grumbled, in Amberlina’s excitement she hadn’t noticed all the… toys struggling inside, the Sack pulsating with weakening movement. Santa’s Sack knew that Amberlina should not exist, that was a fact. Perhaps she deserved to exist, but she should not continue on past this point.


But with a fluttery sigh, Brenna felt ravenous for everything this child had to offer—her life, her hopeful goodness. Her heart said this child deserved to exist and more. She deserved love…


Brenna’s eyes flicked over to Ashleigh, her hellhound love shared a glance and gestured at Cedar. They were quite a pair, and could communicate a lot with very little.


Ashleigh thought ‘Yeah, of course you are smitten with that little fire-fox, but check out the mother…’

Brenna had seen the guilty, agonized look on Amberlina’s face, and one look at the sleek, sensual orange-furred lush guzzling eggnog told Brenna the rest of the story—a story of love but also neglect, of selfishness and self-sacrifice, and who was doing the sacrificing. Cedar giggled as she took another greedy goblet of eggnog, necessitating one of the other elven helpers to switch out the bag of “cream” for another, the bag filled with all those badger kids from a little while ago.


That mother… did not deserve this child. This mother… had also produced a beautiful child. This mother… was a weak, smoking-hot bitch and was a surefire kiss-ass.


Blinking, Brenna wondered if she’d stumbled into an actual Christmas story, where everything was going just her way. The wonder and inspiration welled up in her, and the fjord horse lifted her head and smiled.


“HOOOOOOOO HOOOO HOOOOOO!” The entire mall almost went silent, and all down the huge line waiting to see Santa, kids looked up at the Workshop with wild hope and imagination. They jumped up and down, feeling, really feeling, like Kris Kringle had come to town. All throughout the mall faces had turned to the nearly-forgotten childrens’ attraction, captivated by the boom of Brenna’s joy.


With thousands of shoppers surrendering their consumer lust to Brenna’s commanding charisma, the entire mall heard Santa speak to one, single child…


“MEEEEERRY CHRISTMAS!” Santa greeted, arms welcoming Amberlina. “Velhara bless you child, come come, and know me better, cub!”


Miko groaned in embarrassment. Ashleigh stared in dumbfounded shock, even as two children struggle ass-to-ass inside her squirming cock. It was not like the hellhound to stop eating a meal of cute children and leave them hanging inside her dick, able to escape—but it was not like Brenna to fucking go Dickens on her like that! The only thing less likely to Ashleigh was if Velhara declared She was now the Goddess of Fasting.

But the mall cheered. The Christmas spirit, from the BDSM and lingerie stores to the computer parts to the toy store to the food-court, it all ramped up to eleven. Like a disease, “Merry Christmas” and good cheer and well-wishings for everyone else’s religious practices and peace-on-earth, spread throughout the shoppers. Consumer-whores fighting over the last boots looked at each other meekly and compromised. Children behaved better and parents paid more attention to their kids. Pan-handler’s felt like Christmas was happening twice in their cups and hats. Fighting couples kissed, and a sour old man just trying to get that one thing for his kitchen, helped pay for a poor women’s wedding ring. 


The real Christmas miracle was that Brenna hadn’t pounced on the child. Standing in front of Santa’s Sack, blithe and unaware of the toys struggling inside, Amberlina trembled before Santa and Santa alone. The mare lowered her arms toward the doeful fox, caressed her face, and picked her up onto her lap.

The small child was barely larger than Brenna’s thigh… Her mouth watered, and she bit her lip to keep her loins from erecting and popping the cork off Santa’s Sack. So small… and yet her buxom ass-cheeks felt like hot little clouds on her wrought-iron thigh.


They stared at each other, only breath passing between them. The fox’s mouth was ever so slightly open. Her hand inched up, and she gave a tiny wave.


Santa slipped back into character. Chuckling with her vast, powerful belly, Brenna ran her fingers through her beard and said, “Ho ho ho, and who might YOU be little girl?”


Amberlina smiled, bouncing on her mouth-watering burger-butt. “I’m Amberli-li-lina! Hi-Hi Santa!” She beamed, ears folding back and her tail wagging.


‘Oh FUCK my life,’ Brenna thought. She shot a look at Ashleigh, who had just finished jerking two cubs down into her gurgling balls. Ashleigh looked smug at Brenna, and the horse knew her hellhound hottie-of-a-wife knew Brenna was smitten. ‘”Yeahhh I see you adoring that fox, you can’t hide from me!” Ugh I can just see her thinking that, bitch. Uugh, knows me too well.’ 

Brenna wanted to know how Ashleigh would handle this, but fuck, did she really quote goddamn Dickens to this little bitch? Her hand reached to stroke the child’s face again, before Brenna bit back the urge and slapped her hand onto her thigh, startling the fox.


“Eep!”


“So! Your name is Amberlina!” bellowed Brenna. “Ho ho ho, so tell me little girl! Have you been a good girl? Or a bad girl?” She grinned.

Amberlina’s face contorted, smiling sometimes and looking scared between. “I…”


Brenna cocked her eyebrow. “Got something to confess, my child?”


Amberlina’s face fell. “I… I don’t know!”


Well, that was new. The guilty children were easy to spot, they either broke down on Santa’s lap (or in her sack, rewarded for being honest), or got cocky and overcompensated with how good they were this year. The good kids were simpler. But this?


“What do you mean you don’t know?” she asked.


Amberlina looked away, tail curling around her frail frame. “I-I’m s-sorry Santa… Momma says I’ve been naughty. M-m… maybe you should talk to her.”


“Why?”


“W-why? Uhh… Um… I… I wanna be a good girl! I really do Santa. I try hard every day, but, Momma says I’m noisy, and that I only think of myself, and that I’m getting in the way! One time when I was being naughty, one of Momma’s boyfriends found me and came into my r-room and tried ta… tried ta… unng…”


Brenna stared in silence, her mouth felt dry.


“An-anyway,” Amberlina whimpered, biting her thumb, “Momma stopped him but also got mad and told him to leave. He gave me his phone number but Momma burned it. Then she said, ‘No dessert for a week Amberlina until you stop taking my boyfriends!’ So… I’m sorry Santa, I think I’ve been bad. I… I don’t know if I know how to be good. I really wish I did… I’m… I’m sorry… I’m sorry.”


Tears ran down her face in a hot, humid stream. Brenna breathed harder, her heart wanting one thing, and her loins wanting another. Santa looked out over her helpers, relieved to see that the world was going back to minding its own business, so Brenna did not have to fear anyone but Ashleigh noticing her… moment of weakness with the weak child. It also kind of pissed her off though, an entire world ignoring a crying child.


But Brenna had another weakness, and while it bothered Santa that the mother was so ignorant of her daughter’s needs, when Brenna saw Cedar helping herself to yet another goblet of cumnog and stumbling back laughing against another irate patron, Brenna had to suck on her own lips and pucker them like she’d swallowed a lemon. Doing so hid how much her mouth was watering, spit seething between her teeth, muffled by her taught lips. Her lungs filled with fresh air, and a hot wave of arousal went from her brain, down her back, and to her loins. The Christmas present box capping Santa’s Sack pushed upwards, unnoticed by the weeping cub, and good thing—Brenna would hate to spoil the surprise. Blood threatened to engorge her loins and spill the box from atop her sac.


Sighing with a lustful whistle, Brenna berated herself. ‘Ugh, why the fuck am I such a horndog for oblivious beautiful neglectful parents?! Ugh, easy sources of free food. I’m going to have to do it, I’m going to have to kidnap this girl’s mother and make more of her. I mean fuck!’


Brenna couldn’t think of a hotter spouse than someone who can’t be bothered to put up a fight for their own child’s life in the face of a predator. It was a big reason why Ashleigh was such a panty-dropper; along with the fact she was a sweet home-wife and a knock-out dom when necessary. Thank Velhara Ashleigh liked three-ways.


So that was two Christmas presents from the universe Brenna had received. Like an insatiable voyeur into the young cub’s mind, Brenna watched her cry, and just… soaked in the frail purity.


Miko was a good kid, but he could only handle so much before he got rowdy. Standing up with his arms crossed, he huffed and stomped his foot. His clenching butt itched for more cock, his thick, stocky penis throbbing in the open air. His tail swept the ground in agitation. “It’s n-not f-fair…! Why is everyone ignoring me? I don’t wanna be the Sacred Child anymore, it’s boring!”


Growling and hopping on his feet, he shuffled off to the Black Forest and plopped his feminine boi-butt down next to the mouth of the cave. “Hmph! I just wanna play too…”


Groaning and rubbing her balls, the children inside boiling away to nothing but more dog-spunk, Ashleigh curled a bleary blissful eye down at Miko. “Hmm what’s the matter baby?”


Miko sniffled. “Everyone is too busy to play, they’re playing with each other but no one will play with me! I don’t want to be the Sacred Child anymore.”


Ashleigh snorted and patted his head. “C’mon, it isn’t all that bad. Don’t be a spoiled-sport, Miko. Being the Sacred Child is a huge honor, they say Velhara raised and swallowed the Sacred Child to cleanse the world of Sin, kind of like digesting everyone clean at the cost of one perfect boy. That’s why the Child was given the myrrh.”


“I hate the myrrh it’s just olive oil,” he grunted, shaking away from her calmly touch.


Ashleigh’s smile faded. “Miko, the Sacred Child was like, the ultimate good boy. You’re a good boy right? Don’t you wanna be a good boy?”


“Hmph, not if it doesn’t get Slim’s cock up my butt!” he huffed. “Being a good boy didn’t get me anything, except a horny butt and some nasty stuff in my fur.”


Ashleigh smiled, but for very different reasons. “So you’re saying you wanna be a… bad boy?”


Miko stood up, fist-pumping and looking at Slim. “Yeah… a real bad boy. Tough and cool, like Slim! That’s what Claire says when he is eating hotties with his cock. She calls him her naughty boy and kisses him. So, I’m gonna be like that!”


He hitched his hands on his hips and smiled. “I’m gonna be a baaaad boooy!” He cocked his hips.


Ashleigh’d heard enough, her loins groaned with the need to do her Hell-given duty and punish the wicked. Licking her lips, a drop falling and sizzling on the ground with occult-heat, Ashleigh loomed over the unsuspecting bad boy, now forsaken from the Sacred Child’s blessing. Her claws hung inches away from his neck, her eyes glowing like the warning lights of a train, her throbbing, steaming cock gulping at Miko’s pert butt. She licked her sharp teeth.

“In that case my darling Miko… Krampus will have to punish you!!!”


Miko’s face collapsed with immediate understanding. Without turning, without looking at her, he kicked his feet into the ground with the name of the Wise-Man bursting out of his mouth.


“SLI—mph!” Not one full syllable, not one full step, and Krampus had captured the Forsaken Child and taken him back to her lair.


Claire and Slim never noticed. The lolitaur’s face was twisted with ahego, her tongue pointed out and her fingers tugging at her hair. Her tiny ass was as high as it would go, the upper-half of her horse body knelt down into the fake snow. “Sliiim babyyy ohmigoooood!”


“Claaire daammiiit why do you have to be so freaking TIIIGHT!” Slim groaned as he thrust one more time into her underage colon and began to unload a very digested cub up into Claire’s guts.


“Unf, unf, uuunf!” Claire bleated with every pump of semen, her forehooves scraping at the ground while her tail whipped Slim’s torso and face, playful little bats of angel-soft tail-hair.


Slim grabbed her errant tail and rubbed his face against it. “Oh Claire, oh Claire, fuuuck, I’m cumming like a—“


“-H-horse?” she gasped.


Slim groaned, suddenly sober again and retching. “Dammit, I was gonna say ‘like a zebra’. Those bastards cum for days. Thanks for ruining the moment.”

Claire smiled at him and blushed. “I’m sorry, I… I do like feeling you cum in me though!”


Slim rubbed the back of his head. “Don’t listen to me!” he laughed. “Ha, I’m just a cranky geezer who doesn’t like fun. But no seriously, that joke was awful babe… Heh, ah, still, look at me saying an amazing nut in your hot ass is ruined because of some playful comment. You know I can’t be turned off by you Claire. You’re the only child my nuts don’t beg me to eat and melt every fucking second of every fucking day. You only have to shake that ass and I’ll want you again, and again… and again.”


She shook her ass, and Slim whinnied and snorted and began to pound her. “See?!”


Gasping, Claire looked over the populated Petting Zoo, and licked her lips. “Slim, I wanna feel more of them in me, l-let’s take a break and just… feed you a ton of kids! C-c’mon babe, I don’t want them all seeing me like this, I can’t let these kids walk away knowing I’m a…”


“Slut?” he laughed.


She flinched… but she also grinned, and nodded. “Yeahhh~!”


Slim looked over the dozens and dozens of children, crawling over each other, petting each other, fucking each other, acting like the farm animals he’d forced them to dress up as… Most of them were playing with their new toys from Santa’s gift-bag and minding their own business… They turned Slim on the most.


“No survivors?” he swaggered, eyebrow cocked.


Drooling, blushing, her round-glasses fogged so much that they only flashed like mirrors in the mall fluorescents, the lolitaur moaned, “No survivors.”

They got to work. The other customers can fucking wait.

Brenna seemed to agree. She could have gotten through ten families by now, but her attention was pinned on this delightful tyke.


“I’m glad you told me all that,” Santa said. “You’re a brave girl. Now quit that crying and buck-up, good girls don’t cry.”


“Wh-why not?” Amberlina whimpered.


“I like to think girls should cry when on the receiving end of a massive dick,” Brenna explained. “Men too, anyone really. I get called meat-headed and maybe that’s true but, I’ve also seen some shi—err, seen a lot of wacky things in my life. I just feel like you make better of your life by swallowing the things that bother you like a hot cub-uhhh cucumber—tch”

Brenna bit her lip. Was she stumbling over her words? Geez, was she just proving her own point? This is why you swallow your emotions, otherwise you say dumb shit like swallow a hot cucumber. At least the hot cub she wanted to swallow didn’t catch on.


“Uh huh?” Amberlina sounded, nodding, paying full attention.


“Look, if you keep a stiff-upper lip, no one can hurt you,” said Brenna. “You think you can do that for Santa? Be a big strong tough girl?”


She sniffled. “I’ll try… Thank you Santa.”


“Ho ho ho,” Brenna laughed, stroking her beard. “Happy to help.”


Amberlina looked away, frowning. “But still… I was a bad girl.”


She flinched as a boy screamed from inside Krampus’s cave, a hot dick bigger than the boy himself was going right up his tiny ass.


“I’ve been bad and deserve to be punished,” she sighed. But then, she clenched her fists, leaned toward Brenna, and looked her right in the eyes. “Santa, please, I know I’ve been bad, but… Can I have a Christmas present anyway? N-not for myself, I know I’ve been bad. I’ll l-let myself be p-p-punished by the scary dog-lady, but please Santa, can you give me an extra special present?”


“And what would that be?” Brenna asked. Her dealings with the other kids had braced her for this—this was familiar, children begging for a present even when she’d probed them for ill-behavior, sometimes rectally with her finger or tongue, but…


Again, Amberlina surprised her. “It’s for my Momma,” she mewled. “My Momma gets sick a lot, and gets super bad headaches. Momma always says I’m naughtiest when she’s sick, that I should know how to feed myself and do the shopping by myself while she’s sleeping. Momma gets sick and then needs me to do the laundry and stuff and I mess up cuz I’m too small. I… I think I can be a good girl next year if Momma doesn’t get sick so much. So… what I want, is for you to give her a medicine that makes it so she can drink her Mommy-sodas and her fire-waters and not get sick. Momma works super hard to take care of me, I just don’t want her getting sick and having to hurt when she takes care of me… Please Santa… can… can you make Momma well?”

The kit sniffled, her breath very stiff.


Brenna leaned back, and took a deep breath. ‘Fuuuck. If didn’t want to punch that bitch before… Oh I’m going to enjoy cock-slapping her dumb drunk face.’ “What’s your Mom’s name hon?”


“C-Cedar?”  Amberlina mewled.


“Cedar…” Brenna closed her eyes, relishing it. ‘Ceedaaar. Nf, no Brenna, don’t you get a hardon just yet.’


Her tip pushed at the present-box. Her balls groaned as they finished digesting all the cubs inside. Amberlina finally noticed Santa’s Sack, tilting her head.


“Did that present just move?” she asked. Her ears flicked, and she looked at Brenna with hope. “Santa is Momma’s medicine in there?”


Brenna grunted, clutching the arm-wrests, and clenching her butt-muscles for good measure. Was she really about to do this to someone so sweet and innocent?


Yeah… Hell yeah she was.

Brenna grinned at her succulent morsel, a low growl emanating from her body. “Ho ho ho, aren’t you a smart little girl?”


Amberlina smiled. “I am?” she mewled.


“Yes, hon.” Brenna stroked the girl’s hair, and Amberlina turned her smiling face toward Brenna’s palm, watching Brenna’s fingers. Her mouth open by a hair’s breadth, Amberlina seemed to almost purr at Brenna’s loving touch. Brenna licked her lips. “And I want you to know something Amberlina. You… are a very… VERY good girl.”


“Wh-what?” she gasped, staring.


“You’re a GOOD girl,” Brenna huffed, her breathing becoming laborious. She felt the Christmas present lift off the surface of Santa’s Sack, her self-control failing her. “I promise. I am a very good judge of character. Now it is time to dry those tears, because Santa has a very special present in mind for you.”

Amberlina smiled like she’d been told she was a princess and was going off to live in a castle. Shuddering and moaning with happiness, she hugged herself and twisted in her seat… and drilled her succulent tush into Brenna’s thigh.


It took all Brenna’s will just to keep herself from slam-dunking the cub through the Christmas box and down into Santa’s Sack like a fucking basketball. 2-points for her 2-nuts. Geez.


“Let me dry your tears,” Brenna said. “Close your eyes.”


Amberlina nodded, sniffled, and complied. She had a wide C-shaped smile on her now. “Mmmmmm~!”


Brenna almost went ahego as she leaned her head toward the cub, her tongue outstretched and drooling. Amberlina’s eyebrow furrowed as she sensed the oncoming humidity, but she kept smiling, and kept her eyes shut tight.


It was Brenna’s turn to go, “Mmmmmm~!” Starting with the child’s collarbone, Brenna pressed her massive horse tongue along the kit’s skull. Longer than the cub’s head, broader than the cub’s face, Brenna pressed the great pink muscle over Amberlina like a mask, and then dragged up.

SSSSHHHHLUUUUUURRRRRPPP-op!

“Ewwww!” Amberlina spat as the tip of Brenna’s drooling tongue cleared her face, turning her bangs into cowlicks. Sputtering and looking up at Santa with confusion, she tilted her head. “Eww Santa did you just lick me? Why did you lick me Santa?”


“Auuurgh,” Brenna groaned, face going full ahego as her tongue worked the cub’s tears throughout her mouth. She swallowed, her stomach crooning with satisfaction as fox-infused spit dripped into her eager guts. “Hoooly shiiiit!”


“Wh-what?!” Amberlina groaned. Her heart-thumped and she began tearing again, her claws digging at her thighs. “S-Santa is something wrong? Did I do something wrong?”


Brenna snapped back to focus, staring at the cub in shock. ‘She’s too pure. I have to make her purer… pure fucking cum.’

Santa shook her head, breathing hard. “Nooo… No way babe. You’re… perfect.”


“I am?” she asked, a little unsure.


“Yeah…” Brenna closed her eyes and leaned down, mouth opening wide enough to inhale a cub twice her size, her long tongue reaching out for her, cupped slightly with a reservoir of drool. “Ahhhhww~!”


“Santa?!”


Sluuuurrp. Brenna dragged her colossal tongue over Amberlina’s whimpering face like Ashleigh whipping the bad-children with her cat-o’-nine-tails. The fox cowered, but remained rooted, having to press herself back into the tasting tongue to keep it from launching her off Santa’s thigh.


“Mmmmm~! Oh fuck, gods, Velhara this taste…” Brenna savored and went in for thirdsies. Amberlina held up her hands, and grabbed Brenna’s tongue, stopping the fjord-horse and causing her eyes to rise in questioning surprise. “Haaah?”


Amberlina giggled, smiling with a touch of fear. “I-I get it S-Santa, be a big girl, d-don’t cry.” She cried a little. “You can s-stop now, you don’t have to w-wipe my tears. I’ll be good! Th-Thank you Santa!”


Brenna stared, drool running down the cub’s fingers. A moment’s breath of hesitation… and then Brenna’s tongue curled around Amberlina’s arms and ran up and down them as if blowing off Ashleigh’s cock.


“Santa?” Amberlina whined.


Brenna grabbed Amberlina’s arms and guided them to the child’s flanks, and then held her hips. The sniffling cub watched with confused dismay as Brenna brought her tongue to the cub’s collarbone, and licked her entire cranium in one stroke… over, and over.


The Christmas present rose into the air.


Chaos was breaking loose. Disgruntled parents and naughty children crept up the mountain and around Santa’s Workshop, stepping into the summit uninvited. Elves tried to stop them and push them back, only for parents to find that the day-care was attempting to close itself down for Christmas by liquidating the Petting Zoo.


“Cum them Slim-baby, nut them baby!” Claire wailed while fingering her forward-facing, human vagina. Her glasses were too fogged to notice that customers were catching her in this moment of weakness.


Slim just didn’t care. Slamming butt after butt into his cum-slit and humping the children against his hands to push them in, he was feeding his swollen nuts two children a minute, and digesting them at top speed. “Nnnng be fooooooood you hot sluts, be nut-butter in my balls! FUUUUCK MEEE!”

The drunk adults had descended into an orgy, watching Slim murder their children more than they watched each other. All save Cedar, who was arguing with the canister of bourbon she was so drunk.


“If I hafta deck all five of ya I will,” she hiccupped to the inanimate, singular bottle.


And then there was Krampus. Emerging from the mouth of the cave, the great mountain-troll, the symbol of the Devil, the horrifying eastern ring-leader of Yuletide’s personal Wild Hunt, was the Krampus. Over seven-feet tall, billowing smoke, eyes red as coals, a muscular hulk of terrible brutality and ethereal, otherworldly beauty. The monstrous, hell-smoke breathing beast turned its malefic gaze upon the terrified children who had broken into Santa’s Workshop uninvited. The snarling drooling monster, with a half-dead child (impaled ass-to-mouth!) gargling on her cock and leaking pre-cum, this horrifying visage of brimstone and terror, it said--!


“Merry Christmas cutie-pies, are you little dears feeling left out? Come over here to Miss Ashleigh, I’ll show you a good ole yule-time! Hee-hee!”


And the children collapsed in fear, falling onto their knees and shaking their heads in disbelief.


No survivors.


The adults quickly threw their children to the hellhound and to the Wise-Man, falling into anarchy as the line behind them turned into rush-hour. The parents simply wanted to get back to shopping, the waiting had eroded the festive energy Santa had given them, and Santa was very occupied right now.

Fucking Miko like he was a mere onahole sex-toy, Ash grabbed fistfuls of cubs and shoveled them into her smoking maw, some laughing, most of them crying. She gave them a loving, pleasurable lick before each swallow, while the more soft-hearted kids who really couldn’t take it, made the mistake of wandering over, or having been left, into the Wise-Man’s care. The Wise-Man shepherded his lost sheep into his animal-pen using his staff, producing buckets and buckets of myrrh.


Squealing in fear, Amberlina tried to fight Santa off of her. Thirty licks was more than enough! “S-Santa I’m not crying, see? I’m not!”


Panting, Brenna pulled off the cub and licked her chops. She shook her head as if she could not believe this child was real. “Ooooh, oooooh Amberlina. Oooof, nnnnf. How are you still alive girl? I can’t even imagine.”


“Alive? What do you mean, imagine what?!” she cried. “Am I in trouble?”


Brenna dove back in, pressing her tongue around Amberlina’s skull. Cupping over the back of her head, Brenna pressed the squealing cub’s head into her horse-maw and slurped over her. She closed her lips over the cub’s neck, suckling her like a lollipop—or perhaps lolipop was more accurate. Drool poured down the cub’s body. The little trembling fox started to scream before Brenna let go, and moved those succulent lips from the cub’s throat, to the cub’s own lips.


“Mmm~!” Brenna kissed the girl deep, clapping her hands over the kit’s face and pushing her tongue down into Amberlina’s esophagus, down toward her tummy…


“HRRRMPH!” Amberlina slapped her tiny paws against Brenna’s tits, hardly rippling them with her puny strikes. But, Amberlina understood kissing, and realized what was happening. Her chest emptied of fear as tongue filled it instead, that cold hollowness replaced with warm, hot horse tongue. She felt it enter her tummy and lap at her relatively empty interior, tasting the cub from the inside.

Brenna had wanted to know everything about this sweet, innocent, well-behaved bitch. And now, she did.


Surfacing from the deep-throat kiss, Brenna gasped for air as saliva dangled from her tongue. Amberlina coughed, doubling over and clutching her stomach. Brenna heaved, lungs desperate for air after the intense kiss, and she wasn’t even the one who’d been penetrated.


“You’re such a good girl… You okay?”


The compliment made Amberlina gasp, her body becoming ever warmer. Her whole being ached from coughing, but she held up a shaky paw and gave a feeble thumbs-up.


Brenna grinned and stroked her beard. “Ho ho ho… good, excellent. Hmm, it has been such a pleasure having you on my lap Amberlina. Santa will try and make sure that all your hopes and dreams come true. I have something that will make you and your Momma very, very happy, and me too.”


“You do?” she croaked, blinking and tilting her head up.


That’s when she saw it. The Christmas present that had been sitting snuggly inside Santa’s big red sack, had risen up into the air. Hovering just above eye-level, Amberlina blinked, and pointed at it with dumbstruck confusion. A moment later, she realized the present was not hovering by itself, and noticed the huge, thick pillar sticking up out of Santa’s Sack.


“Heyy… wh-what is that thing?” she asked.


Brenna gave her a sad smile and patted the cub’s head. “Don’t worry about that big toy just yet. It will spoil the surprise. You’ll find your surprise deep in Santa’s Sack, but I should probably get this… Heehee, big toy out of the way. Now, you know how you’re supposed to be asleep and keep your eyes closed when Santa is delivering presents, right?”


Amberlina nodded. She didn’t know where this was going, but, she trusted Santa.


“Good. So, here’s what we’ll do. You close your eyes and… how about we just… kiss for a while? Let me kiss you and lick you, and before you know it, Santa will have the present beneath the tree, and you can go inside and get your Merry Christmas. How about it?”


Amberlina smiled. “O-Okay S-Santa… sure! Let’s kiss!” She trilled and held her hand in her face, the cheek-fur fluffing through her fingers. “Wow, making out with Santa…”


“That’s right,” Brenna said, and scooped the giggling little girl up onto her forearm and then between her bicep and beard. Amberlina gasped as her hands and body slipped between Brenna’s cleavage, her head tilted upwards.


Brenna looked over at Ashleigh. Years of cooperation guided Ashleigh to return the glance, her mouth stuffed with four whimpering children that she swallowed in one gulp. Her stomach bulged out far enough Brenna wondered if Ash could walk. “Oof, yes babe?”


Brenna curled her finger and pointed at her cock. A little help?


Ashleigh chuckled and licked her claws. Snapping her head back, she laughed, “Ha! You couldn’t handle seeing some fat-fox ass before you needed mine? Comin’ right over babe! Coming Miko?”

She smiled at him. Miko didn’t respond, he was too busy twitching with agony, or pleasure, one of the two, while impaled bodily across her cock. Ashleigh giggled and grabbed his scruffy neck and pulled him off her cock. He gasped and began hacking mouthfuls of pre-cum out of his lungs, groaning in distress.


She pulled him close, nuzzling and kissing him. “I’ll take thaaat as a yes! Hmm knew I could count on you Miko! C’mon, you’re going to help me please my lover, aren’t you?”


He shook his head. “I’ve… had enough,” he whimpered.


“Don’t be silly dollface, I haven’t even cock-swallowed you yet.”


“What?!” he gasped, his throat too raspy to produce any appreciable volume. “No… wait no! Slim, Slim, help, please, Slim!”


Miko began coughing, coughing louder than he could talk. Patting him on the back, Ashleigh slung him over her shoulder and strutted toward Santa. There was a reason Santa and Krampus travel together—they’re such a good team.


Brenna turned her attention back to Amberlina after she’d called Ashleigh, before Amberlina’s eyes could follow where Brenna had been looking. Amberlina blushed when her eyes darted, finding Brenna had caught her looking away. She gulped.

Brenna moistened her lips and kissed Amberlina’s head.


“Nnn… nnng.”


Sucking on her scalp, Brenna kissed and slurped over the little fox from her forehead, down her muzzle, on her nose, and then on her lips. She sucked the cub’s mouth into hers and forced Amberlina’s own tongue out, encouraging the little fox to deep-throat Brenna this time.


‘Eww, she’s sucking in my head,’ Amberlina thought, eye’s closed as Brenna’s lips slurped over her eyes, smearing saliva into them. ‘Nng, she’s not, eww no she wouldn’t eat me. She just wants me to lick her tongue… Okay.’


“Okay Santa!” she mewled, muffled, inside Brenna’s maw. She wiggled in deeper, until Brenna’s lips were kissing over the crown of her head. Then, she winced and started running her tongue over Brenna’s.


Brenna murred and slapped the cub on her ass. Her eye settled on Ashleigh as the hellhound wiggled up to her mate. Ashleigh twisted around and gyrated her ass for Brenna, and the fjord horse snorted. Brenna gripped the cub’s ass tighter, making her squeak-toy squeak in her mouth, and would continue to do so awhile yet. The more Ashleigh enticed Brenna, the more she squeezed her tasty fox lolipop. It started with those thick cheeks cresting Brenna’s bulging canine-knot, before sliding up and down her length for over a foot. Miko cringed away from the Present box, knowing what dangerous orifice was hidden beneath.

“Please, let me down!” he whined.


“Hmm, gladly,” Ashleigh grunted, and hoisted him off of her, and beneath her. She held him by his hips as she lined up his ass with her cock. He whimpered and reached out for Slim, his raspy voice failing to call for help. The hellhound grunted as she slid her cock into Miko’s rear, pressing his hips practically apart as her long, hard hellspike skewered him fit for a spit-roast. “Yeaaaah you tight-fuck fuck-toy boy-toy! You’ve been a sweet little cutie but the inferno in me can’t hold back anymore—I’m going to enjoy punishing you, my naughty little child! Make Momma cum, Miko, make Momma cuuuum!”


Brenna gulped, slurping in the whimpering fox. Suckling her shoulders, Brenna scrunched her face and reminded her stomach that this fox was reserved for Santa’s Sack. Her tongue slobbered over the fox, growing slower, until by force of will, she restricted her tongue to only slipping around with Amberlina’s, to let her feel like this was a simple deep kiss.


‘But fuck do I want to swallow her,’ Brenna thought bitterly.


She needed relief. Fuck, she loved Ashleigh. She loved her when she got like this. ‘Yeah, make my wife cum, you bitch-ass little Miko.’ Brenna’s dick begged for release. It looked like the crazed adults were draining the eggnog station…

‘Fuck ‘em,’ Brenna thought. ‘Ash deserves this load more.’ Time to give the dog a bone. Brenna glanced at Amberlina, appreciating how blind she was to this, and then flipped the Christmas present off her tip. The two lovers gazed into each other’s eyes—Ash lifted her ass up the length, and Brenna reared her hips back and grabbed her dick like a shotgun, taking aim.


“NNNNG!” Brenna, Ashleigh, and Miko and Amberlina all made the same noise, sounding like one giant amalgamation of Christmas carolers. Ashleigh’s ass slammed down over Brenna’s cock, swallowing it as easily as she ass-swallows her own children. She grunted as she felt Brenna’s knot slam into her prostate. Miko squealed as he felt Ashleigh’s cock spin up through his body and towards his mouth.


The hellhound had slapped her ass down so hard that she practically bounced off Brenna’s hips. The fjord horse gasped from pleasure, leaking drool all over her tiny lover. The little fox stroked at Brenna’s maw awkwardly. Ashleigh seethed as she pulled herself up Brenna’s enormous horsecock, until only her flaring tip was left plugging her ass.


Ashleigh let her tongue hang loose as she pulled Miko off her cock. Coughing and clutching his stomach, Ashleigh’s hunger took over. She licked her lips as she bounced her cock, flexing it, her slit snapping for his tail.


Slurp!

Miko looked behind, whimpering as he saw the cock swallowing up his tail and pressing up over his ass. “Slim please! Help me, you’re my friend! I… I want your cock back, please!” Miko looked up, trying to catch Slim’s gaze… and found it.

Slim stared back at Miko… and grinned. He licked his lips and rubbed at his cock as it swallowed up another red-panda boy.


“Sl-Slim?”


Slimshod put his hand up to his mouth and hollered, “I thought you looked different! Thought this was you little man! Well, at least someone is eating you! I don’t know why I waited so long before making sure you got eaten like the food you are, cub!”


Miko gasped. No, it couldn’t be… Slimshod thought he was food, and he mistook some other red-panda for him?!


“Oh my gosh just eat me…” Miko whimpered.


“Hmm gladly, welcome to Hell Miko.”


Miko gasped as the cock swallowed up his ass, pressing his legs painfully up against his chest. “Wi-wait I ch-changed my-my miiind!”


Brenna let Amberlina out of her mouth, letting her get some much needed breath, before she licked over her gasping face again and slipped her tongue into Amberlina’s mouth, and covered Amberlina’s blinking eyes with her lips. She used her free-hand to slap Ashleigh’s large, MILFy ass. Her knot pulsed as Brenna flexed her cock between thrusts.


‘Gods, how long was it before she could just ass-fuck herself on my cock like this?’ Brenna could not remember, but it needed its own anniversary, she felt like she could cum any second.


Ashleigh snorted clouds of black smoke as her cock gulped down Miko. She gagged his screaming mouth with her fingers. She forced him to fellate her hand while pushing him by the head down into her cock. The drooling glans gulped up over his shoulders, pre spurting around his head. The crying boy reached for Ashleigh’s hand and held her by the wrist, and began to return the hand-fellatio, just to have any kind of affection. He was a tender-boy at heart…

With a squelch, Ashleigh fed and fingered Miko down into her cock, his ass pressing down into her massive hips. Ash finger-fucked her cock for a few moments while her gulping member pulled him out of the gap between her squirming stomach, and her growling balls. Miko slid down the side of her sac and settled inside her bloated orbs, splashing around inside for something to hold onto. His panicked struggles intensified as the horny hellhound’s balls turned up the heat.


“Yeaaah, time to boil the hottie~!” cheered Ashleigh. She pulled her fingers from her slit and jackhammered her cock. “Nnnf, I’ll be ready to cum in a moment Brenna, please hold out for me baby, okay?” She batted her eyes at her lover.


Brenna began to sweat, trickles from her brow fell off her great chin and glittered in the set-lights. ‘Hold out? Geez Ash, what do you think my dick’s made of, diamond?’ The horse groaned into Amberlina’s face, struggling to hold Santa’s Sack full.


Brenna’s knot popped in and out of Ashleigh’s ass, and the hellhound gladly gulped it down with every thrust, even as the knot grew to thicker and thicker size. Ashleigh’s tongue hung out of her mouth, dripping each time Brenna’s bulging flare ascended to the deepest parts of Ash’s ass. The growling orbs beneath her softening, swollen stomach, were softening their own target. Miko scraped against Ash’s sac, growing weaker and weaker…


And soon he was so soft and small and weak that he vanished from view.


“I’m ready babycakes!” Ashleigh moaned, her tongue curling her muzzle.

Brenna pulled her tongue out of Amberlina and let the tiny thing breathe, and then gently kissed over her mewling face, letting her take gasps between smooches.


Ashleigh felt Brenna’s pre-cum intensify—she was about to blow. Ashleigh closed her eyes and inverted her eyebrows, her tongue flopping drool down onto the carpet. “Oh Hell yes Miko make me cum, make me cuuum… Give it to me Brenna! Wooooo!”


Brenna moaned and suckled Amberlina’s gasping face back into her humid maw, swallowing in her shoulders and forcing Amberlina to lick at her esophagus. “HRRRRRMMMM!”


The two predators orgasmed together, with Ashleigh roaring like a helldragon, her pleasure enticing a bit of her infernal rage, so even as she felt fantastic anal pleasure from the woman she loves most, Ashleigh wound up rage-cumming.

“Fuuuuuck youuuuu!!” Ashleigh growled like a death-metal singer, crushing her hand up and down her vein-throbbing child-killing cock! Grunting, she lifted her ass off Brenna’s gushing cock. Ashleigh’s belly had already swelled again from just a few ropes, and a rope as thick as a can of soda shot up over Ashleigh’s back.

“Hmmf?” Brenna stared with shock.


The growling hell-beast raised her hip and caught Brenna’s flopping, slopping cock-tip between her ass-cheeks, and slammed herself.


“Gruuuuuhh!” Ash barked.


Brenna felt her esophagus tug on the fox, and gripped her ass tighter, catching her from being swallowed. Brenna slapped Ashleigh’s ass, congratulating her on the impressive feat. ‘Damn Ash, such a show-off…! Urgh, I already know you love ass-fucking, geez!’ That, or Ash just wanted to feel the cum on her cheeks and back.

Yeah, Ashleigh was the best. What a trophy wife.


Although Ashleigh considered Brenna the same way. She snarled and grinned with orgasmic relish, gushing a long, white stain down the red carpet. Giggling, the horny hellhound sprayed Miko’s remains in zig-zags along most of the carpet—making it into a candy-cane, the cum sizzling with unnatural heat.

“Hey Miko, you’re still coming in handy!” laughed Slim. “Not as much as me, of course. Heh.”


He handed Claire another four filled condoms. “More cum for the cumnogger Claire.”


“Yes Slim…” Claire giggled. With the regular flow of adults coming to drop off their kids, practically down into Slim’s nuts, Claire had tried to make herself more presentable and act more professionally. She whistled as she trotted off to refill the “creamer”.


Ashleigh belly swelled enough that the bony-remains of the kids she digested were no longer visible, her whole digestive-tract becoming a children’s graveyard. Her face went ahego, and she gushed what few bones of Miko’s she hadn’t melted out of her twitching cock. A cum-overflowing skull clattered down the steps, speckling the candy-cane rug.

“Ohhh fuck yeaaah!” Ashleigh sighed, her tits bouncing as she emptied her cub-killing nuts. “Mmmm, empty my balls, fill my ass… Gaaah, ah Brenna…! Nng, I’m so fuuull!”

Ashleigh filled herself to the point she worried she might pop, before pulling herself off Brenna’s spraying cock and letting her lover hose her down in warm jizz. She gasped for air as cum washed over her shoulders and down her huge breasts.


Santa’s Sack barely shrank at all as Brenna’s orgasm tapered. Her throbbing, hard cock grew soft as cum leaked from her shrinking flare. Slowly, her cock slipped back down into Santa’s Sack. Fumbling for the Christmas present, she placed it snugly around her sheath—there, now, precious Amberlina could open her present and be surprised.


Ashleigh turned and sat on her ass, rubbing her swollen gut. “Hmmm… so warm and squishy. Hmm thank you babe.”


Brenna sighed and let Amberlina free from her mouth. The fox’s lungs overworked themselves as she stared into Brenna’s eyes. “Is there more?” she gasped.


“No hon, you did good,” Brenna said and winked. “Did you like it?”


Amberlina blinked, clutching her neck. “Nng… I think so… I felt warm, and like my tummy was full of hot air!”

Brenna smiled. “Good, I’m glad you had fun. Now you can say you’ve had your first kiss.”


“Hmm give me a moment to finish digesting and I can give her a real first-time,” laughed Ashleigh.


Brenna snickered and waved her hand. “I think foxy has handled all she can… although…” She squished Amberlina’s butt, making her yip.


“Santa? You keep squishing muh booty…”


Brenna blew a gust of hot air over her. “Hush now, little one, look! It’s time for your Christmas present!”


Amberlina looked at the box. “Oh… Oh you got that toy back into your sack!”


“Yup.”


“Okay so there are other goodies in there other than that… Hmm baseball bat? Pool toy?”


Brenna giggled. “You’re so adorable. Adorable and tasty…”


“Tasty…” Amberlina scoffed.


“Don’t worry little love,” Brenna hushed. “Just open it up and crawl inside Santa’s Sack… and then you’ll find what you and your Momma need for Christmas.”


Amberlina smiled wide, sniffling again, even though she promised to stop crying. “Thank you Santa… And thank you too Ms. Krampus-lady.”


Ashleigh giggled. “Oh damn Brenna I’m jealous now.”


Brenna chuckled and set Amberlina down on her thigh, and then slapped that cub’s butt into gear.


“Yeep!”


“Alright you adorable thing, Merry Christmas!”


“Murry-Crimbo,” Amberlina cheered, and placed her hands on the Christmas present with a happy thump. “Wheee!”

She grinned as she pulled the box off, and then climbed up on Santa’s big red bag for extra-special toys. The puffy, rumpled entrance to Santa’s Sack was tied with a length of white string. She tugged on it and it helped her crawl up to the opening of the Sack. “Just reach in?”


“Yep, might have to reach a bit deep,” Brenna said. “Enjoy hon.”


“Yaaay!” Amberlina giggled and plunged her hand down into the dark Sack, hand groping for the thing Momma wanted most for Christmas. Her arms sank deep into the warm, almost leathery bag. Her head slipped into the squirming material before her hands pressed onto anything… Whatever it was, it was wet.

“Huh? What is thaaat?” she mewled. “Oh, maybe it’s the medicine!”


Excited and anticipating her Momma thanking her for her thoughtful Christmas present, Amberlina dove down to get it…


“Uuuunnnng!” Brenna snarled, hitching her legs up and cringing as her balls hugged up into her thighs, as if to help tug the prey inside! “Fuuuck, here we go! Oh Velhara she really is a good girl, holy shit the feel of heeeer!”


Amberlina squealed as she felt her arms and face slip into some tight, wet, hot space. It was like she was wrapped in a big heavy wet rubber-raft. It was so soft, and yet heavy, crushing… And then it pulled on her!

Her ass slipped into the pocket of Brenna’s sheath, her balls groaning for want of vixen-veal. “Oh my gods I’m going to nut like fuck, this girl’s fantastic!”

Ashleigh rose up, stroking her cock, bracing herself on Brenna’s thighs. “Such a cute butt…”


“Hmm better hurry,” Brenna chuckled.


“Rough and quick, I hope she can take it, the cute slut…!” Ashleigh licked her lips as she hoisted herself onto Santa’s Sack, and slapped her cock between the cub’s ass. The kit kicked her legs from the blow, and dug into the sack just like Ash’s did. Hoisted up, her cock pointed right into the soft, white little diamond shape inside the cub’s cute butt, Ashleigh wedged her cock into the cheeks, and right down the cub’s puckered hole.

“Eeeeek!” Amberlina wailed into the Sack, her arms squished down into some big liquid-filled warm place. Her ass burned with a skin-tingling pressure, and smoldered with a dull distant pain. Her rear tugged and curled around the big, hard, rubbery guest. It made her whole body twitch, and she sank a little deeper toward the gurgling inside of Santa’s Sack.


The goo felt soft and slimy, yet sticky. Something was pulling on her shoulders and face, and the more she slipped in, the closer her face came to the surface of whatever pool she was falling into, and the more insistent the tugging. She slipped up and down, the thing in her butt tugging on her as well as jamming her back down.

“Unf unf unf unf!” She felt each tug from the Sack and each push from behind her slowly push her down toward where tube-met-liquid. Her belly hurt and her butt felt so stuffed and full! She pawed around inside the Sack, her legs kicking. She felt her ass slowly get consumed by the tube she’d stumbled down into.

She remembered the hard, flopping cocks of her Momma’s many one-night boyfriends. They’d wanted to put their cocks in her, only Momma got jealous and mad… This must be a cock up inside her! Which meant that… she was making someone happy… Someone like Momma liked… Was this part of the reward? Getting to feel the thing Momma craved so much?


“Nnnng!” she whimpered as she felt splashes of cum rise up onto her face. “Mommmaaaa!”


“Nng did I hear her call us Momma?” Ashleigh grunted.


“Holy shit you’re right!” Brenna moaned, a hand placed on her breast, stroking her beard. “Unng she did that earlier when she was so excited, uuurg I knew I had to sack her the moment I saw her.”


“You’ve got such good taste baaabe!” Ashleigh screamed, thrusting faster and faster… and creamed. “Ahhhh!” Her hand flew up to her breast, massaging the fat jug as her cock spurted into the doomed child’s rear. With nothing to hold her back, Brenna grunted and slurped the cub off Ashleigh’s dick, with her cock spraying the child down like a bottle-rocket.

Amberlina screamed as she felt herself plunge into the hot soup below, closing her eyes and holding her breath as the warm batter swallowed her up.


Gluuurk! And with a groan, Santa’s Sack was again full with a precious gift, waiting to be given away.


Ashleigh fucked her lover’s sheath as she finished cumming, slapping herself against Brenna’s body as she slipped into her afterglow. Brenna wrapped her arms around her lover and locked lips with her. They kissed while Amberlina swam around in Brenna’s nuts, trying to make sense of what Santa’s Sack really was, and where all the fun toys and magical presents were.


“Wh-where am I?” she gasped. “Is this like, another dimension? Ung it’s so gooey and hot in here…” There was almost no air, and she had to dog-paddle to stay near the surface. The batter sloshed and splashed against her in waves, as the heavy MILF above rocked the boat. Amberlina swam this and that way, bumping into the edges of Brenna’s nutsac. “It’s big in this thing… I thought I was in some kind of… medicine tube… Is this the medicine? How do I get it out?”


Groaning, she dipped her cum-soaked muzzle into the pool and took a sip. “Hmm… ah…” She sipped again, and then again. “This medicine tastes… really good.”

Amberlina felt thirsty, and she hoped having too much medicine would not make her sick, especially since she had to save some for Momma. Maybe if she kept a mouthful and crawled out, she could take it to Momma… unless Cedar thought that was gross, but, what else could she do? Wring her tail like a towel? Would that even work?


Lapping mouthfuls of cum up and then down into her stomach, the more she drank, the more it agreed with her. She hadn’t realized she’d been so thirsty… or hungry, or whatever she was. “Hmmmm! It’s so tasty… Is this why Momma likes eggnog? It smells so nice…”


Her body felt funny… was the medicine working? She felt tingly, and safe. It had only happened a few times but, sometimes her muffin would get really hot and wet and puffy, and it felt good to touch herself. The more she drank, the more she felt like that, and so she huddled against the side of the reservoir of goo to try and stay afloat without having to use both hands. She began to touch herself.

“Ahh, nnng, I feel so warm, nnng the medicine is so slippery and soft! Nnnng! Oh Santa, omigosh Santa the goo, nnnng! It feels so good up in my muffin! H-help, heeelp!”


She screamed as the arousal overwhelmed her. Her body convulsed. The syrup she’d swallowed felt hotter in her stomach, making her feel like she was cooking. Sweat poured down her face and she began to cry. Her tongue flopped out of her mouth as she pressed one tiny foot onto the slanted wall of Santa’s Sack. Her shaking little paw struggled to keep purchase, as she was too small to stand up inside this gurgling, bubbling pool.


“Heeeelp! S-Santa heeelp, my muffin! My muffin, it huuuurts! I think I n-need a cock, S-Santa heeelp!”


Brenna’s breath hitched and her MILFy wife broke the kiss, staring down at Brenna’s balls. They then locked eyes again, wide and aroused. “If we ever find a child like this again…”


Ashleigh gulped, finishing her lover’s sentence, “We’re raping her for a week and cooking her.”


“Holy shit I’m turned on,” Brenna gasped. She patted her huge Sack. “I’m here baby-girl, you’re doing just fine! You’ll feel better soon, I promise, just, just touch that pussy of yours as hard as you can, it will all be over soon! You go girl!”


“Yeah, digest you hot little fuck,” Ashleigh whispered, and with a giggle, she pulled Brenna back into furious tongue-wrestling.


Amberlina seethed. “I’ll try Santa… Nnng, my muffin, my p-pussy… Why does it feel this way? Nnng, nnnng! F-fuck, f-fuck, I’m sorry Momma, I don’t know what to do…! I just wanna, I just wanna… omigosh Santa I think I’m gonna diiiiee!”

With a wail of ecstasy, the child worked her pussy to her first explosive, body quaking orgasm, her tiny hole gushing femme-cum into Brenna’s hot soup. Like a chemical reaction, the testosterone in Brenna’s cum reacted with Amberlina’s estrogen and formed a girl-consuming power…

The cauldron bubbled around Amberlina’s weak, shaking form, with bubbles bigger than Ashleigh’s huge tits consuming Amberlina’s squealing, blushing face. When the bubbles popped, she was gone… Giving up from exhaustion, the cub slipped into the depths, and passed out from the ecstasy.


She melted like a seltzer tab.


Gloorp.

Brenna gasped, hugging her lover tight and licking her neck. “Fuck Ash… just fuuuck. I knew this gig was going to be amazing but… that little red fireball, that little angel… Ash she melted so good!”


Ashleigh growled in her ears. “I know babe, I know you. Nnng, you loved her didn’t you? She was special…”


Brenna nodded, and with a sultry smirk, kissed Ashleigh. “She was… Santa’s Sack won’t be the same when I empty it… But I’m still looking forward to it.”


Brenna and Ashleigh looked over at Cedar. The eggnog machine was empty again, crowded by thirty adults who all wanted a taste of the alcoholic beverage with the salty-sweet secret ingredient. Cedar looked a little more sober, and also surly, licking at the inside of her glass to try and take out just a few more drops of cumnog.


“Ready to pay your compliments to the chef?” Ashleigh asked.


“Yeah…” Brenna moaned. “That stupid cunt needs to be taught a lesson on how to treat her daughters. And I know just how to do it… by making her breed more food for me.”


Ashleigh cackled and slapped Brenna’s shoulders. “I fucking love you babe. Let’s go pick up a hot drunk chick.”


Brenna groaned as she hoisted herself up on her feet. After sitting down so long her legs screamed in both agony and relish at finally being put to use. Santa’s Sack, naturally, moved when she did, bulging out from her like a bulldozer. Gurgling, glorping, resounding with sheer liquid girth, her nuts rang like underwater church-bells as she stumbled off toward the eggnog machine. Ashleigh helped walk her lover toward their next toy.


Cedar was busy trying to untwist the bourbon-bottle from the machine, bent over and showing off her enticing ass. Brenna stopped a foot before her balls could smack into the neglectful mother. Biting her finger, Santa said, “Mmmm ho ho ho, Merry Christmas to me…!”

“Fuck, I think I need a key,” Cedar fussed, giving up on filching the bourbon. She turned around, stumbling, and frowned. “Heeey Santa, I ain’t up to nothin’.”


“Shut your drunk-ass up and listen to me,” Brenna growled. Ashleigh growled too, eyes flashing like red coals in a fire.


Cedar gulped, stepping back, her butt smacking against the bourbon bottle. A sobering look of fear was on her face. “Wh-what do you want?”


Brenna and Ashleigh exchanged looks, grinned, and then stared at the succulent “baker” who had baked up that wonderful Amberlina for Brenna! “I want youuu baby!”


Cedar reeled back, her face contorted with surprise. “Me? W-wait, you’re here to tell me off for drinking a gallon of the eggnog, right?”


Brenna giggled behind her hand. “Oh hush your bitch-ass up, you think I care that people love my eggnog? Please… Help yourself to more, if you’d like.”


Cedar stumbled, pointing at her. “I’d love to, but, in case you haven’t noticed, my…” she made finger quotes, “…bitch-ass, can’t drink eggnog that ain’t there. It’s empty…” She hiccupped.


“I thought I told you to shut up…!” Brenna snarled. Cedar cowered as Brenna leaned toward her, grabbing her shoulders, and pulling her against her body.


“Wh-what the fuuuuck!” whimpered the mother. Falling across Brenna’s gurgling nuts and plunging into her diamond-packed 8-pack abs, Cedar trembled, her tail flicking.


“Just shut up and listen…” Brenna said. “Listen to me…”


“I am listening dammit!”


“Silly fox, not what I’m saying…” Brenna licked her lips. “You’re hearing my words but you’re not listening… to me… listen… to my body!”


Cedar bit her lip and pointed her ears into Brenna’s stomach, hearing the gurgling stomach and the pumping of blood, the movement of her intestines… Then, she heard a glorp, and her fox instincts pulled her inevitably downward, until she was rubbing and listening to Brenna’s nuts…


“Are you listening to me?” Brenna asked.


Cedar breath hitched. “I’ve… heard this before… You’re… one of those predators…”


“Yessss,” seethed Brenna. “Now you’re really listening. I’m Santa, by the way… You left your daughter with me.”


“Hmph, well don’t blame me if she pissed herself on you or whatever stupid thing she did, she’s a handful.”


Brenna’s hand subconsciously squeezed, remembering the feel of her ass. “Oh, she was a handful alright, a real squeeze…”


Cedar stopped, looking up. “Wait… where… is my daughter…?”


Brenna patted Cedar on the back and lifted her off. “You’re hot…”


Cedar looked away, scoffing. “Yeah what else is new? Where is my daughter?”


Brenna leaned forward and kissed Cedar, making the fox gasp, backing away. “What do you think you’re doing?” she yelped.


Ashleigh licked her fingers and circled around Cedar, cutting off her escape and pressing her throbbing sheath against Cedar’s ass. “Santa and I hear about who is naughty or nice, for everyone… not just kids. And you’ve been oh so naughty and oh so nice… And we’ve heard how you’ve been… Lonely…”


Brenna nodded. “How’d you like to… share a drink with us? How ‘bout it hottie? The machine just needs creamer and… I have plenty after playing Santa for so many… wonderful little cubs. Don’t you wanna know… what she tastes like?”


Cedar’s eyes went wide. “Sh-she…!”


“Yeees,” Ashleigh sighed. She giggled as she took the device that had siphoned the last of Slim’s condoms dry, and pulled the empty bag off. She grabbed the needle inside and untwisted it, pulling it out of the suction cup and setting it aside. She turned the hose toward Brenna, and gently nudged Cedar out of the way.


“More nog, comin’ right up,” sighed Brenna. She stepped into position, her enormous cock erecting out of Santa’s Sack. Cedar stared with horror… and fascination. Brenna slipped the suction cup over her flaring tip like a condom, and began to jerk herself off…


“Ahh… that feels nice,” Brenna moaned. “Ugh, getting sucked off. Can’t wait to jizz this fox out…”


“F-fox…!” Cedar whimpered.


Adults started crowding around, holding their glasses up. Ashleigh snarled, hopping around the counter and brandishing her claws at them. “Hold off lushes, this is custom order—this batch is ALL for that fox. Got it?”


The adults grumbled and sauntered off toward the Petting Zoo, where Slim had successfully reduced the animal population by a factor of ten. Surviving, bleating children, still roleplaying as animals, got fucked like animals by strangers and, in some cases, their own parents, that flooded the day-care in a drunken, horny stupor.


Slim began cock-swallowing cubs off the cocks of the other adults, or jammed them up their pussies.


Ashleigh dusted off her hands. “Good to go Brenna.”


“Custom order cumnog for the hot mother of the sweetest girl I’ve ever nutted,” Brenna snorted. Cedar bit her fingers, her tail wagging.

“You… my daughter… How could you…?” Her hand trembled on her empty glass. Breathing hard, she whimpered, “I need a drink. Oh my fucking gods… I don’t care, cum! C’mon and cum Santa… I need a drink, I can’t… I can’t handle this. My daughter…! Oh my gods I need booze…!”


Brenna licked her lips, snarling. “Fuck yeees! Oh Cedar, you’re my kind of slut! After I give you the best eggnog you’ve ever had, I’m going to take you to your new home and fuuuck you harder than I’m… urg, fucking my own hands!”


Cedar moaned, her thighs trembling, a trickle of honey washing down her leg. “You mean that? F-fuck, I… I haven’t been laid in so long… Booze and sex… B-but my daughter…”


“C’mon,” Ashleigh laughed, “Look at all the other adults that wanted a little freedom as their Christmas presents. Do you think you’re any different? Check out my boobs girl, you can’t say no to them.”


Cedar’s tongue lulled from her mouth, and her trembling hand went for her phone. “D-digits, d-digits, now!”


Ashleigh laughed ‘til she cried. “You won’t need our digits girl… you’re not going back to your lonely, childless nest.”

“Here we cuuuuum!” Brenna wailed, her mouth gasping open and her tongue curling in the air. “Hot fox, cold eggnog, nnnng here comes the creeaam!”


“Oh fuck yes!” Cedar whimpered and stumbled toward the spigot, licking her lips and gasping as if she’d run for ten miles without water. “Amberlina, come to Momma, I need you, I’ve never needed you more!”


Brenna’s cock bulged like it could explode, and cum gushed into the machine. The pressure made the nuts and bolts creak as metal tried to tear away from itself. The machine whirred to life; the boiler pasteurized and whisked the eggs, mixing in alcohol. The refrigeration kicked on, chilling the still-steaming, bubbling Amberlina remains from the great tankard. Then, the machine mixed the “cream” in, and finished up the rest of its process as fresh, chilled-and-ready cumnog poured into the final, cold, crystal tank. It was ready.


Cedar pulled the spigot and refilled her glass, her breath fogging the glass as she watched the aromatic beverage fill her goblet.


“This special cream makes the eggnog taste like it was aged for a week,” laughed Ashleigh. “Really gives it a sophisticated kick. Who knew kids could be so useful for something for adults, right?”


Cedar’s hands shook cum-prepped eggnog over her wrist as she lifted the crystal rim to her lips, and suckled like a child from her mother’s teat. “Mmmm… Oh fuuuck! No… no it can’t be… Oh fucking gods Santa this is delicious! This is even…” She drained the glass, and started another. “This is even better than the eggnog you had in here before!”


“That’s because your daughter was a very,” Brenna almost laughed with how much she meant it, “very good girl! You should be so proud, your womb pumped out a one-of-a-kind child, girl. You’re one smokin’ hot MILF.”


Cedar started a third cup, getting drunker, barely able to stand. “Finally the girl was useful for something.”


Brenna’s gushing cock throbbed. ‘Fuck, there the bitch goes again. She doesn’t appreciate what she lost… Fucking, love it.’

“I’m going to wear you like a sock and you’re going to make me more babies just like Amberlina,” Brenna seethed. “You down with that you drunk slut? Just nothing but bearing my children, being my cock-sock, and getting drunk on homemade eggnog for the rest of your days?”

Gasping on her fourth goblet, Cedar struggled to stay on her feet. Ashleigh sauntered over and hoisted her up on her shoulder, licking her neck. “Grrr, you smell good. I’m sure Brenna will let us find time to spend together too.”


“Please… I… yes, yes to it all,” Cedar gasped, dropping her empty goblet. “Fuuuck, I think I love you two already… Those big cocks, you’re so insatiable…”


“Haven’t you sold yourself to a pred before?” Brenna laughed.


Cedar shook her head. “Th-thought I was smarter than that.”


“No, you’re not,” Brenna laughed. “But you want to be a stupid broad, don’t you? A bimbo? If you’re smart at all, I’ll be sure to fuck it out of you.”


Cedar nodded, sniffling. “And use my children… that eggnog…” She licked her lips.


Brenna chuckled and finished cumming. The machine processed the last of Amberlina’s remains. Brenna twisted a valve that drained the fresh batch of eggnog into chilled milk urns below the machine’s bar. Brenna proudly presents her Amberlina-style cumnog, ready to be sold in bulk to the lonely mother turned cock-slave.


“Will you… stay with me?” Cedar asked.


“We’ll be keeping you if that’s what you mean,” Ashleigh laughed, Cedar flinching at the reminder of this bargain, even as her eyes looked longingly at the spigot and her fallen, empty cup.

The machine finished filling the urns. Brenna walked around the machine to huddle with her new toy, her dick slurping back into her sheath. Her balls still fit snugly in her red, velvet Santa’s Sack, although she’d creamed enough that she could walk normally again.


“You’ll be mine as long as you keep making me cubs as wonderful as Amberlina was,” Brenna laughed. She kissed the side of Cedar’s fever-warm face. “And then when the fruit of your loins begin to sour…”


She pushed Cedar’s face into her 8-pack abs, her stomach growling. “Fox soup…”


Cedar nodded, drooling against her new owner. “Yes… Yes… That’s what Momma needs for Christmas…! Please… Please say it’s true.”


“It’s true,” Brenna grinned. “By Velhara it is true. You, sweet bitch, have been a very naughty Momma. Now let Santa take you to your new home with plenty of milk and cookies and Amberline-style cumnog… And your new life as my meat-garden will begin.”


Ashleigh slapped Cedar’s ass. “And don’t forget about the big burning lumps of coal…!” She rubbed her oven-warm balls against Cedar’s squirming ass.


Their lips flanked Cedar’s ears… To the mother whose neglect cost her her daughter’s life, to the mother who indulged in eggnog made from her corpse, to the mother who was surrendering her future and life to these predators, to the mother who was passing out from cum-drunkenness… The ladies whispered…


“Merry Christmas Cedar… Goodnight to you, and to you a goodnight.”
