Santa's Sleigh


Rudolph knocked on Santa's door, the young, red-nosed reindeer standing on the porch of the big, jolly polar bear's cottage home. He looked around, wringing his hands and giving a sigh. It was that time of year again – time for Santa to deliver presents around the world for Christmas, and time for Rudolph to be shunned and left out of guiding the sleigh. He was still young and inexperienced, so Santa had kept him from getting a place on the sleigh until he thought the reindeer was ready, but Rudolph was tired of waiting. All the other reindeer had their places, and now Rudolph wanted one. And so, he'd gone to Santa's cottage days before Christmas to ask – or to beg, rather – for a place guiding the sleigh, along with the rest of the reindeer.


Santa opened the door before long, the towering  bear looking down at Rudolph and giving a wide, beaming smile.


“Good evening, Rudolph,” he said. “What brings you here so late?”


“Um... I wanted to talk... About the sleigh?”


“Ah, I see where this is going,” said Santa, stepping aside and letting his guest into the warmth of his cottage. They both took a seat, Santa taking a cup of hot chocolate from a side table nearby and sipping at it. “You're here to ask for a spot on the sleigh, aren't you?”


“Yes...” said Rudolph. “I know you don't think I'm ready, but I can prove I am! I swear, I won't disappoint you, just give me a chance!”


“You know how important this time of year is,” said Santa. “I can't risk anything going wrong by bringing a reindeer who might not be ready. Maybe next year.”


“I can't wait another year!” Rudolph scowled. “I'm the only reindeer who doesn't have a spot. I know what the others say about me and my nose and everything, that I'm a weirdo who shouldn't be allowed on board, so let me prove them wrong... Please? I'll do anything...”


“Anything?” Santa echoed, bringing his mug up and taking another sip of his drink. “Be careful with that word, Rudolph. Anything is a very strong term.”


“I mean it,” said Rudolph. “I'll do anything.”


“Is that right?” Santa placed his hot chocolate down again and looked over at the young reindeer. He seemed pretty adamant about doing 'anything' to get on Santa's sleigh. The polar bear leaned forward and looked at him intently. Maybe he should put that claim to the test. “Hm, we'll see about that, the. Get on your knees, Rudolph.”


“Huh? Um...”


“You did say anything, yes?”


“Yeah...” Rudolph said. He had meant what he said, and so he slipped off the soft, comfy chair and knelt on the ground, looking up at Santa with a bashful look on his face.


“Crawl over to me, boy,” the ursine ordered, his voice taking a strange tone that Rudolph had never heard from him before. Still, he did as he was told and crawled over to the big, hulking male, gazing up at him and the thick belly Santa was equipped with, pressing against the inside of his tight shirt.


“It sounds like you want this spot badly,” said Santa. “How badly?”


“I want it so bad, Santa,” Rudolph whined. “Please... Please, I'm begging – just give me this year and I'll show you what I can do.” Santa stared down at him, the shameless reindeer pleading and degrading himself for this.


“Hm...” Santa continued sipping at his hot chocolate, sitting there with his legs casually splayed, his gut poking out the bottom of his shirt while his festive, red coat hung on a coat hanger nearby. “I can think of one or two things you can do to convince me to bring you on board.”


“Name it!” Rudolph said quickly. “What can I do?”


“Well, first of all...” Santa took another sip of his drink before placing it down again. “Take off your clothes.”


“I... What?” Rudolph's ears twitched. He wasn't sure he heard him right.


“Your clothes, Rudolph,” said Santa, his voice deep and reverberating, a touch of authority accompanying his usual friendly and jolly tone. “Get them off.”


“R...Really?” asked Rudolph.


“Yes, really!” Santa scowled. “You do want a place on my sleigh for Christmas, don't you?”


“Of course!” Rudolph said immediately, clambering to his feet and starting to nervously undress in front of the polar bear. Santa sat back in his chair, sinking into the soft, welcoming cushions as he watched the young reindeer stripping down in front of him. He examined and inspected Rudolph's increasingly naked form as he clumsily pulled his clothes off. A patch of dark yellow hair atop his head, mussed and messy, his body lithe and fit, with some muscle to it, contrasting to the fat and thick frame of Santa's tubby form. He watched on as Rudolph stood shirtless in front of him, hesitating as he hooked his fingers into his pants before tugging them down, now standing in just his underwear with a flaccid bulge in their crotch. After a demanding glare from Santa, Rudolph braced himself and then dropped his briefs to the floor, leaving him fully naked with his soft, uncut member dangling freely over his low-hanging sack.


Santa looked him over and Rudolph could feel the bear's eyes scrutinizing him, wandering up and down his nude form. The naked reindeer felt so vulnerable, put on the spot by the fully clothed bear's staring.


“Not bad,” Santa said with a low chuckle. Rudolph was an attractive young man. A hot and attractive body and a nice cock equipped with a thick foreskin at the tip. His size seemed average, at least soft, not that its size mattered much to Santa. “Come here, boy. Kneel down again for me.” Rudolph gave a nervous nod and did as he was told, sitting on his knees between Santa's legs and looking up at him. It was then, in his naked state, that he noticed the fat package the ursine was packing down there: a big, slightly intimidating bulge in his pants.


“Santa...” Rudolph gulped. “What... What are we doing...?”


“Haven't you guessed by now?” Santa chuckled, reaching down to give his fat package a few gropes and squeezes. “I want you to show me how badly you want that spot on my sleigh... Unless I'm mistaking the meaning of the word 'anything'?”


“N-no, I... I meant it. I'll do anything.”


“Good boy.” Santa gave him a smile tinted with mischief as he shuffled around in his chair, Rudolph watching nervously as he took the waist of his pants in his hands and tugged them down. Santa grunted as he yanked his trousers down to his ankles, freeing his fat monster of a dick, still flaccid but nonetheless big and mouth-watering, fat and girthy. He was uncut, like Rudolph, and equipped with a pair of huge, furry nuts, Santa's sack dangling between his thick legs, pressing against the chair's cushion. Rudolph gazed at it, unable to tear his eyes away from the massive bear meat in front of him. “Someone's enjoying the view,” Santa chuckled, smirking down at Rudolph who blushed furiously in response. He watched as Santa reached down to play with himself, tugging and pulling at his member, flopping the flaccid thing about in front of Rudolph's face, the naked reindeer near mesmerised by that huge thing. “Come here, boy. Get a closer look.” Rudolph was still nervous, but at Santa's order, he did as he was told. He moved forward, shuffling close and leaning forward. The warmth of Santa's crotch washed over his face, the scent flooding into his nose. He took in a deep, quivering breath, his crotch starting to tingle at the sight and scent of the polar bear's maleness. Santa had the base of his shaft in his hand and slapped his fat length against Rudolph's nose, the reindeer gasping as the soft, warm rod smacked his face


“Well?” Santa said with a wide grin. “You want it, don't you?” Rudolph gave a slow nod of his head, still uncertain and nervous, but willing to do anything to get a place alongside the rest of the reindeer... Besides... that cock looked so hot and juicy... Santa began slapping it against his lips, rubbing the impressively sized thing against his slightly agape mouth while Rudolph gazed at it. “Say it.”


“I want it...” Rudolph breathed. “I want your cock.”


“Good little reindeer,” Santa smirked, rubbing his thick foreskin across Rudolph's lips, the thick scent of male wafting into Rudolph's twitching nose. “Get it in your mouth.” With a trembling and submissive breath, Rudolph opened his mouth and leaned forward as Santa placed a hand on the back of his head and pushed him down onto his length, pressing his hips up and shoving his cock into the reindeer's waiting maw.


“Mrrrf!” Rudolph moaned, the powerful taste of cock hitting him like a runaway Christmas sleigh. He took in a deep breath through his nose, his own cock starting to twitch and harden in response to having another man's length inside him. He could feel Santa's member growing stiff against his tongue as he sucked on it, whining and moaning as he pleasured the big, tubby bear, tongue deftly flitting around the shaft and teasing at the tip. Santa kept a firm grip on the back of his head, pressing forward and humping into him as his cock stiffened against the reindeer's warm tongue.


“Oooh... Good boy,” Santa grunted, letting himself relax as he enjoyed Rudolph's maw, still humping away at the younger male's face as Rudolph kept sucking on him. It became increasingly difficult for the whimpering reindeer to take Santa's growing cock inside him, his throat bulging as it was made to accept that huge thing inside it, the polar bear's dick quickly reaching full mast inside him.


“Hrrrk... Urrrnfff...” Rudolph groaned, his hands now placed on Santa's thighs, holding him tight for support as he took the throbbing dick inside him. Despite his uncertainty about taking t his massive bear cock down his throat, Rudolph could still feel his own cock growing stiff and hard, soon becoming fully erect at six inches, his foreskin soon becoming wet with pre-cum. He kept his mouth bobbing up and down Santa's cock, the ursine humping into him, taking Rudolph's blonde hair in his grip and holding him tight.


“Mrrrrf... You must really want to guide my sleigh, hm?” Santa chuckled, looking down at the moaning Rudolph with a teasing grin. Rudolph just moaned in response, voice muffled by the cock in his mouth. He didn't care how embarrassing and degrading this was – he wanted this spot on Santa's sleigh, and if getting it meant Rudolph had to suck his cock, then that's what he'd do.


He choked and gagged on Santa's fat cock, looking up at the bear as he pleasured him, Santa looking down into Rudolph's eyes over that fat, furry belly of his, his gut pressing against the top of Rudolph's head as he pulled the groaning reindeer against his thick forest of white pubic fur. Rudolph gasped and groaned, his own cock throbbing hard and begging for attention. He brought his hand down and started fondling himself, much to Santa's approval.


“Enjoying it, boy?” he chuckled, thrusting his cock deep down Rudolph's throat and making him choke on it. “Go on, play with that little thing for me. Stroke yourself off while you suck on Santa's cock.” Rudolph did just that, his hand working fervently up and down his shaft, pumping up and down his needy cock while he worked his mouth along Santa's length, covering it in his spit. Santa had both hands on his head now, holding him tight, grunting loudly as he thoroughly enjoyed the warm wetness of the reindeer's maw, glaring down and watching as the shameless bitch played with himself with his mouth stuffed with cock.


Santa sat back, a long, deeply pleasured sigh escaping his lips as he pistoned back and forth, humping into Rudolph's maw hard and fast, his cock delving down his moaning bitch's throat.


“Good boy,” Santa grunted. “Good little reindeer. Keep sucking. You're a needy little bitch.” Rudolph gave a muffled whine. The more he enjoyed Santa's dick, the more he felt it to be true. He was a dirty reindeer slut: a shameless little bitch, kneeling between Santa's legs and sucking on that fat bear cock like a good whore, without question. He sucked and slurped, his own cock leaking pre onto his fingers, his shaft pulsing and throbbing while his hand furiously pumped at it. He could feel the salty pre-cum dripping from Santa's cock and onto his tongue. It was such a potent taste and Rudolph found himself gulping the stuff down, those sticky fluids sliding down his throat as he continued pleasuring that fat bear cock, all the while Santa moaned his approval, his balls going tense, ready to unload. He gripped Rudolph by his hair and pulled him down, ramming everything he had down that bulging reindeer throat as he suddenly flooded his slut with his hot ursine load. Rudolph gasped, squirming and struggling as he was made to accept it all. There was so much, and Santa's cum was starting to leak out the sides of Rudolph's mouth, dripping down his chin and staining his fur with the stuff. Santa kept humping into him as he finished up, emptying his heavy sack into Rudolph's stomach. He made sure Rudolph swallowed it all, despite all the struggling and writhing. Rudolph was clearly having trouble swallowing it all, but Santa still kept his cock jammed down his throat, shaft pulsing with every stream he fired. Gasping through his nose, Rudolph soon went limp as Santa's climax petered out, his hands now caressing the bear's thick thighs, nose pressed into Santa's pubic fur and his chin rubbing against that freshly emptied sack.


Santa gave a soft, breathy sigh and slowly slid Rudolph off his cock. He watched while the reindeer, mouth now free, gasped for breath, cumming spilling from his mouth as he coughed and spluttered, his own dick still throbbing hard and covered in pre. Santa sat in his chair, his maleness slowly softening, leaking excess jizz onto the cushion while Rudolph recovered from having his mouth flooded with cum. Taking a deep breath, Rudolph finally managed to look up at the fat bear.


“Can... Can I guide the sleigh, now?”


“Guide the sleigh? After one blowjob?” Santa gave a loud, haughty laugh. “Oh, it's going to take a lot more than that, boy!”


“Wha-?” Rudolph scowled. “Like what...?” Santa took a moment to come down from his orgasm before wordlessly hoisting his pants back up and tucking his dick into his underwear. He then stood up and gestured for Rudolph to follow.


“Come with me,” he said. Still naked, Rudolph did so and followed Santa into the next room – the bedroom. There, Santa began to casually strip himself naked, Rudolph standing around with the taste of cum still fresh in his mouth, the light-brown fur of his chin darkened by Santa's seed. Santa was soon fully naked, his thick, furry body on display, his cock semi-hard and still slick with his own load. He stood there, towering over the smaller male, staring down at the naked reindeer who was still sporting his comfortably average-sized hard on.


“Bend over the bed,” Santa ordered. Rudolph gulped and bent over as directed. He knew what was coming – or rather, he thought he did. Looking over his shoulder, he saw Santa going over to his closet and pulling something from it: a riding crop.


“W...What's that for...?” Rudolph asked.


“What do you think?” Santa smirked, heading over to the reindeer and his exposed rump and then slowly running the cool leather of the crop across Rudolph's buns. “You're not having second thoughts, are you?” Rudolph looked at the crop, shivering at the feel of it pressing against his behind.


“I can take it,” he said.


“Good. You must really want that spot on the sleigh. How badly did you say you wanted it?”


“I want it bad,” said Rudolph. “I want it so bad.”


“Louder, boy!” He brought the crop down hard across Rudolph's cheeks, earning a loud, trembling cry from him, Rudolph's hands gripping the bedsheets tight.


“I want it so bad!” he cried out. “Please, Santa, I need it!”


“That's better!” Santa laughed, smacking the crop against his rump once more, the sound of leather hitting ass echoing in their ears as Rudolph was spanked and tormented, his ass shaking with every slap of the crop, his eyes starting to water and his body shaking from the burning sensation coursing through his rump.


“Ahh! Ah! Oh, fuck!” Rudolph cried out, burying his head into the bedsheets as the big, horny polar bear brought the light, leather riding crop down again and again across the slut's increasing sore ass. His ears twitched as every slap sent out a loud smacking sound that filled the room and echoed around Santa's small cottage home. Rudolph huffed and groaned, voice muffled by the sheets his face was pressed into while Santa continued tormenting his poor, sore ass. The bear's cock was once again at full mast, throbbing and pulsing, dripping pre-cum onto the floor. Rudolph squirmed as his rump turned red under his brown fur, tears streaming down his face while Santa kept the smacks coming. Santa gave his behind one more harsh smack before tossing the crop to the floor and stepping up to him. Rudolph gave a yelp when he felt Santa's strong hands grabbing him by the cheeks, his rump sore and burning. Those cheeks were parted and Santa ogled the tightness between them, cock twitching in anticipation. Rudolph gave a soft gasp when Santa spat on his entrance and then used a single fat finger to smear his hole with the stuff before pressing his girthy dick against it.


“I'm going to breed you, boy,” Santa growled, his voice low an deep, reverberating in Rudolph's ears as the reindeer trembled on Santa's bed, still leaning over it with his ass sticking out.


“Fuck...” Rudolph whined. It was going to be an incredibly tight fit; Rudolph wasn't even sure if his body could fit Santa's massive thing inside it, but the least he could do was try. He wanted that spot on Santa's sleigh, and he was willing to take a huge cock up the ass for it. The smaller male moaned out as Santa pressed forward, his fat cock head straining against the spit-slick ass in front of it, Santa's hands going to grip Rudolph's waist tight.


“Santa...!” Rudolph whined, his eyes going wide as the big bear thrust forward and buried his big, fat and uncut cock deep inside. They both moaned, Rudolph gasping as he was made to take Santa's throbbing cock deep inside him while the polar bear pushed forward and yanked him back against his dick. Santa leaned forward, placing a hand on the back of Rudolph's head and forcing him down, keeping the smaller male pinned under his big, thick form, driving deep inside him until he'd hilted in that tight reindeer fuckhole.


“With an ass this good, I might just give you that spot,” said Santa. “Now, let's see how much of a good lay you are, boy.” He kept his grip on Rudolph's hair as he slid over half of his furry cock out of him before slamming it back in once more. Rudolph moaned and yelped, sweating and wincing at the feel of his tight passage being violated by the aching hard cock inside it. Santa slammed him hard and deep, working that hole with heavy and steady movements of his thick hips. Rudolph gave out a shaking yelp with every powerful thrust into him that Santa gave, the hulking polar bear having his way with that tightness as he kept Rudolph pinned against his bed.


“Ah! Ah! Oh fuck-!” Rudolph gasped. “Santa! M-my ass! Hrrrnnf!” He gasped loudly, panting feverishly as the fucking continued, harder with every second, Santa's dick venturing deep into Rudolph's body. He rutted that ass mercilessly and Rudolph could feel it hammering at his prostate, slamming against the sensitive spot and sending waves of pleasure through his whole body. The harder Santa fucked, the louder Rudolph moaned. His whimpering was high-pitched and shaking, trembling just like his body while his cock poured pre-cum onto the bedsheets he was bent over. Santa leaned forward, his hefty gut pressing down on Rudolph's back, bouncing against him as the big, horny bear worked back and forth. The slapping sounds of hips hitting ass filled the room, as did the guttural and whimpering moans of the two rutting males.


Every hit to Rudolph's sweet spot had him groaning in submission, his shaft and the sheets underneath a sopping mess of pre-cum, his six-incher twitching as his ass was used and his sack bouncing around as his whole body shook from the pounding. His breath caught in his throat, the groaning slut gasping as he felt Santa's cock send him hurtling towards climax. That massive dick was going to make him cum hands-free, something he'd never experienced before in his life. He opened his mouth in a loud, high-pitched moan as the hammering to his prostate continued until his body couldn't hold back anymore. With a loud cry, Rudolph pressed back and let Santa's cock delve as deep as possible into his ass as he suddenly came all over the bear's bed, his dick throbbing and firing load after load of his thick, sticky seed all over the sheets, painting them white with his cum. Santa could feel the slutty reindeer's body tensing and clenching around his shaft, squeezing his dick tight as he ploughed that cock-hungry fuckhole. He snarled in a display of abject pleasure, the sudden increased tightness quickly bringing him to his own orgasm, his balls going tense mere moments after Rudolph had coated his bedsheets with cum. Pinning the reindeer down, he flooded that tight, needy ass with his load, cock shooting stream after stream of thick ursine jizz deep into the quivering whore's rump. Rudolph took in a deep breath, his body accepting everything Santa had to offer, the cum splattering across his insides. Santa filled him with a massive amount of his seed – enough to stretch Rudolph's stomach slightly, the bitch placing his hand on his midsection as the sheer amount of cum being pumped into him made his belly distend.


“Fuck...!” Rudolph whined. He'd never experienced anything like this before, it was so intense. He felt like he could pass out from the overwhelming sensations coursing through him. Santa kept his manhood lodged inside him as he finished up, pumping the last of his fluids into Rudolph's body. He stayed inside, hands tracing along Rudolph's thighs, teasing and caressing him a bit before he took the reindeer's still sore cheeks in his hands and held them as he pulled out with a loud, audible pop. “Arggh!” Rudolph groaned, grip tightening on the sheets as a huge amount of cum spilled from his ass, pouring onto the floor as he stayed in his bent over position. Despite the amount that leaked out of him, there was still a very good amount of ursine jizz inside him still. Rudolph was going to be leaking for days.


Santa stood next to him, looking down at the filled and spent bitch who lay limp on his bed, flooded with jizz, his dick leaking and his breath loud and panting.


“Well,” said the polar bear. “I think you've heard that spot, after all.” Rudolph groaned in response and looked up at him. He could barely manage words after having his ass bred so hard, he simply lay there, slowly recovering from it all. “An ass that good deserves to be rewarded, and so I'm giving you the lead spot in guiding the sleigh for Christmas.”


“W-wha-?” Rudolph gasped. The other reindeer would stop making fun of him now, finally. They'd start taking him more seriously once word got around that he'd be leading the sleigh.


“That's right,” Santa grinned. “And you'll lead it again next year, and the year after that, so long as you keep that cunt of yours ready.”


“Y-yes!” Rudolph panted. “Anything! Y-you can use me as much as you like!”


“Oh, I know I can,” Santa smirked. “Now, get cleaned up.” He grabbed a box of tissues from nearby and started wiping his dick clean, looking down at the used slut on his bed. “Go on, get cleaned and get going. I have work that needs doing – it's my busiest time of the year, after all.”


THE END
