Christmas Punishment


“Fuck you!” Jacob yelled, slamming his hands down on the dinner table and standing upright, knocking his chair over as he pushed it back, the young, eighteen year old tiger glaring down at his parents. They were having another argument, which wasn't out of the ordinary for them. This time it was over whether Jacob would be visiting his extended family along with his parents that Christmas, something they did every year and something Jacob always dreaded. He hated visiting family, he'd rather be hanging with his friends, a rough group of punks who spent their days drinking, vandalizing public places for shits and giggles and smoking pot.


He always butted heads with his parents like this. His apathy towards visiting  family wasn't the only thing they argued about: they knew damn well what he and his friends did, causing trouble and doing drugs, that was when Jacob wasn't at highschool telling his teachers to get fucked or beating up other students.


His father returned Jacob's attitude by yelling at him in turn, the older tiger getting to his feet and glaring down at his son.


“What the hell is wrong with you, Jacob?!” he hissed. “All we're asking is that you take a few days away from fucking about with your friends to spend some time with your family!”


“Is that so hard?” his mother added, wringing her fingers with a concerned and doleful look on her face.


“It's bullshit!” Jacob growled. “I hate visiting them and you know it!”


“It's Christmas-”


“Fuck Christmas!” Jacob scoffed.


“If that's how you feel then you can spend the holiday in your room!” his father growled back at the younger feline. “And you can forget about any gifts this year!”


“All I ever get is deodorant anyway! The fuck do I care?! Tch, fuck this.” He turned and stormed out the room, his father yelling after him.


“Well maybe if you weren't such a shit we'd get you something worth a damn!” He shook his head and sat back down, his wife comfortingly rubbing at his arm. They both sighed and spoke to each other, wondering where the hell they went wrong while their son marched to his bedroom, his barely touched dinner cooling on the table.


Jacob slammed his door closed and threw himself on the bed, scowling angrily.


“Assholes,” he grunted. “Fuckin' bullshit. Christmas is for fags anyway.” He lay there in silence for a bit, scowling up at the ceiling before idly checking his phone and casually noticing the date. The day before Christmas Eve. He and his parents would usually drive up to visit the rest of the family the day before Christmas and spend a few days there.


Not this year though, not if Jacob had anything to say about it. He was dead set on staying home that year. Sure his parents would get pissy and upset, but he didn't care. He'd just shrug it off and get on with his life. He quickly ditched his phone and lay with his hands behind his head.


“Douchebags,” he grunted to himself. He was still going over in his head how bullshit he though Christmas was when he suddenly felt the room grow cold. Unsurprising really, considering it was Winter and all, and so he just shrugged off the sudden temperature change and gave out a sigh, his breath visible from the sheer cold. He scowled. Had it really gotten that cold so quickly?


“Fuck's sake,” he grunted, swinging his legs out of bed. “Better turn the heating up or something. Winter sucks.” He scowled, went over to the door and turned the knob. Or tried to at least. It was stuck fast and wouldn't budge. “The fuck...?” He gripped it tight and twisted it harder, shaking it about and trying to force the door open.


Jacob was confused at first before realizing that this must be some kind of prank his parents, specifically his father, was playing on him to get back at him for his tantrum.


“Real fuckin' mature,” Jacob growled. “Come on, assholes! Open the fucking door already!” He slammed at the door with his fists. “Come the fuck on!”


“That's no way to talk to your parents.” Jacob jumped when he heard a low, deep voice speaking from behind him. He suddenly felt cold, colder than the Winter temperature was making him; he felt his blood run cold.


“W...Wha...?” Jacob slowly turned around, scowling and taking a step away from the figure standing in the middle of his room: a huge, towering character, covered in jet black fur, naked except for a rather ill-fitting loincloth covering his crotch, his chest and abdomen strong, tough and muscular. He looked to be a goat of some kind, but Jacob could tell that something was off about him. This goat person radiated an unnatural air: a harsh, primal air. Looking into his yellow eyes was like making eye contact with a wild animal; or a demon...


“I heard you've been naughty,” the goat man said, staring down at the smaller tiger, a big, black bag slung over his left shoulder. Jacob, though intimidated and confused by the sudden presence of the huge, hulking stranger, just scoffed at him.


“Oh, I've been naughty, yeah?” he laughed. “What're you, the ghost of Christmas bullshit? Here to teach me a lesson?”


“Heh, more or less,” the goat gave a slight smirk, barely noticeable but still noticeable enough to make Jacob shudder. He scowled up at the stranger.


“And who the hell're you? What, my parents hire you to scare me straight or something?” Jacob growled and looked up and down the stranger's muscular form, noting the pair of dangling, furry orbs that were just about visible underneath the small loincloth.


“I am called Krampus,” the stranger spoke, voice booming and ringing in Jacob's ears.


“Cramp-ass? Sounds painful,” Jacob scoffed. The black goat wasn't laughing; he was notably unimpressed by the tiger's attempts at sarcasm and bravado.


“You justify me being here more and more every time you open your mouth,” Krampus grunted.


“Uh-huh,” Jacob shrugged. “So why are you here anyway? And how'd you even get in?”


“I have ways,” the Krampus shrugged in turn and took a slow, menacing step towards the teenager. “As for why I'm here... Like you said, I'm here to teach you a lesson.” Jacob glared up at the goat, narrowing his eyes and stepping away from him.


“You're not teaching me shit,” he said. “Now get the fuck out of my ro- ah!” He gasped suddenly when the Krampus suddenly dropped the bag he'd been carrying and gripped the smaller male by his shirt, picking him up and slamming him against the wall.


“You don't sound like you're familiar with me, so let me explain,” Krampus growled. “My job is to visit misbehaving little bastards like you and put them in their place. You think coal in your stocking was the worst thing to happen to bad kids at Christmas? When I'm done with you you'll never think about being naughty ever again.”


“W-what- what the fuck is this?!” Jacob gasped, flailing around and kicking at the creature, hands pulling at the goat's grip. “Y-you can't do this to me! Who the fuck do you think you are?!”


Krampus ignored him, “I'm going to have fun with you, boy.”


“L-let go! Mom! Dad! Help!!” Jacob kept squirming, punching and kicking in vain; the towering goat barely even felt his blows.


“They can't hear you,” Krampus smirked. “Everything comes to a complete stop while I'm doing my job. Time freezes for everyone except me and the kid I'm punishing. So, it's just you, me... and my bag of toys.” With a wide grin he glanced over at the bag he'd dropped before looking back into the tiger's fear-filled eyes.


“Let go of me! Let go of me! H-help, someone! Help me!!” Jacob kept screaming, his blood running cold in fear and heart beating hard as the Krampus bared down on him, still keeping the grip on his shirt and keeping him hoisted in the air.


“Let's get this punishment started. Tonight, you're my bitch.” With that, Krampus hurled Jacob into the centre of the room, the tiger grunting as he was tossed onto the floor, flailing around and managing to roll on his back just as Krampus leapt on top of him, Jacob gasping when he noticed just how cold the goat's body was, despite all that thick goat hair covering his powerful, muscled body.


Jacob could feel the stronger male's freezing cold breath blowing over his face, making him whine and shiver.


“Please! Stop!” Jacob yelled. “I'll be good! I'll be good, I promise, I swear!”


“I've heard that one before,” Krampus laughed. “But you won't be, will you? In a couple days you'll be back to your old ways. I know how your type works. You need to be punished to learn your lesson.”


“N-no, I swear, I-I'll be good, I'll be-?!” Jacob's eyes went wide with shock as the Krampus gripped his shirt in a single powerful hand and literally tore it from his body, the shirt ripping and coming apart at the seams as the Krampus pulled it from him, tossing the shredded remains to the side before descending on the tiger once again.


“W-what the fuck?!” Jacob cried out. “M-my clothes! Stop! S-stop, oh fuck!” Jacob started to panic and struggle, more so when Krampus moved down and began tugging at his pants, tearing at them the same way he'd done to Jacob's shirt before managing to tear it from his body, leaving the tiger in nothing but his tight underwear. Jacob kept panicking; he started to wonder what the hell this 'punishment' Krampus was planning for him actually involved.


“What are you doing?!” Jacob gasped.


“I'm getting you ready for your punishment, boy,” Krampus smirked. “Can't have my fun with all those clothes in the way.


“W-what... What are you going to... do to me?” Jacob gulped, fearing the answer.


“Oh, you'll see,” Krampus growled, looking slowly up and down the tiger's vulnerable form before resting his gaze on the rather lacking package he had downstairs. He smirked and growled before suddenly grabbing it firmly, Jacob gasping as he felt the strong male groping and grabbing at his package. “You don't have much to show down there, do you? Heh, is that why you act out? Feel a bit inadequate, boy?”


“Wha- n-no!” Jacob gasped, staring down in shock as he was groped and molested by the huge goat creature, the Krampus squeezing him enough to get a quick yelp from the tiger. “L-let go of that!” Jacob began struggling again, kicking and thrashing until Krampus backhanded him across the face, forcing another yelp past the scared tiger's lips.


“Let's see what you've got, boy,” the goat growled, gripping his underwear and making Jacob whine as he tore the only remaining article of clothing away from his body, leaving him completely naked.


“Please...” Jacob whimpered out. The Krampus just ignored him, kneeling over him and looking down at the small, flaccid dick resting between Jacob's legs.


He scoffed and took it in his hand, Jacob gasping when he felt the cold grip tighten around his soft shaft, “Hrmph, you're sure this isn't why you act up, boy? With a tool this small I imagine any teenager your age would be angry.”


“L-let go, please,” Jacob kept begging. “D-did my parents put you up to this? I-I'm sorry, I swear I'll be good, p-please leave me alone!”


“Your parents have nothing to do with this,” Krampus grunted. “I told you: I'm Krampus; punishing naughty, tiny-dicked boys like you is what I do.” His grip on Jacob's dick tightened, gripping it painfully now, Jacob squirming and whimpering, squirming about and grabbing Krampus's hand and trying in vain to pull it away from his diminutive sex.


Krampus just laughed at his attempts and began tugging at the little shaft, getting more squirms and whimpers from the helpless tiger as he was groped and manhandled mockingly.


“Such a sad little boy,” Krampus laughed. “I'm sure most of the boys you bully at school have bigger tools than this. Are you jealous?”


“Nghh!” Jacob didn't answer and just shook his head as he tried to break away from Krampus's powerful grip.


Krampus kept groping at Jacob's tiny, uncut dick, squeezing and tugging it, making the tiger whimper and whine until he finally pulled away, but not before giving the little thing a hard, mocking slap that got a pained yelp from Jacob. Krampus leaned over him, his cold, furry body bearing down on him, his muzzle just inches away from Jacob's.


“Heh, you look so scared,” Krampus smirked. “Don't start crying now. This was a long time coming; you could have changed your ways at any point in your life, but you didn't, and now I'm here to change them for you.” He growled softly, drawing closer to Jacob's face and letting his tongue slip out of his mouth, licking slowly across Jacob's cheek and wetting his fur with cold spit. Jacob whimpered pitifully, lying under Krampus's body and shaking with fear as the goat licked at his face with an impossibly long tongue.


Krampus licked all over Jacob's face, slowly, teasingly until his tongue brushed up against Jacob's lips before being shoved into the tiger's mouth, the teenager gasping in shock and squirming as the bigger male kissed him forcefully, tongue getting deep down his throat and making Jacob cry out.


“Mrpph! Nnghhh!” He kept squirming, but Krampus kept him pinned between his muscular body and the floor, his weight pressing down on the tiger's body and his tongue jammed firmly down his throat. The tongue flitted around inside Jacob for a few more moments before Krampus saw fit to pull it out, leaving Jacob panting with his tongue covered in the goat creature's spit. Krampus grinned down at him, a cruel and mocking look on his face.


“Time for your punishment, boy,” Krampus smirked.


“W-w-what are you gonna do to me?” Jacob asked, staring up in fear at the towering goat man.


“Heh, well, what usually happens to misbehaving young boys?” the Krampus smiled a threatening, toothy grin. Jacob didn't know how to answer and left his mouth hanging open, confused croaking sounds escaping his lips. Krampus spoke again, “Let me just show you.” With that, he grabbed Jacob by the waist and forced him onto his stomach before kneeling over him once again, sitting just under Jacob's rump and grabbing him by the waist. He pulled the tiger close and licked his lips as he got an eyeful of the feline's pert, furry rump. Jacob gasped out when he felt Krampus gripping his ass, a cheek in each hand, his fingers digging painfully into his rump.


Jacob gasped again when he felt his cheeks being spread, cold Winter air blowing over his tight, exposed asshole.


“Mrrrr, a virgin,” Krampus noted, his smirk widening. “Perfect... But not yet. I have other things planned first.” He began rubbing at Jacob's cheeks, his fingers kneading his rump and Jacob squirming the whole time. Krampus growled, “This is what we do to naughty boys like you.” Jacob felt one of those strong hands leaving his cheek as Krampus raised it up high, pausing for a moment to eye the petite feline behind that he was about to destroy before bringing his hand down brutally, smacking his palm across Jacob's helpless asscheek and making him cry out in pain.

“Arrrghh! W-what the fuck?!” Jacob screamed, struggling with renewed vigour only for Krampus to grab him and pull him back into place.


“Lie there and take your spanking, boy!” Krampus growled, gripping his ass with one hand while the other was brought crashing down onto his rump again, eliciting another pained scream from Jacob.


“S-stop!” Jacob yelled. “Fuck, that hurts!” He clenched his teeth, eyes starting to water as Krampus smacked his ass again, spanking him ruthlessly, switching hands every now and again until both cheeks were burning bright red, visible under the orange, black-striped fur of Jacob's ass.

The room was filled with the sounds of Jacob's ass being smacked and spanked combined with the pained yelping and crying coming from the young tiger as Krampus went to town on his ass, hands viciously crashing down on his cheeks, the burning sensation in Jacob's rump pulsing through his nethers. Jacob kept begging, but his words fell on deaf ears. Krampus had no intention of showing him any mercy. He kept spanking, Jacob's cheeks becoming even redder with every blow they were dealt.

It felt like he was lying there for hours, Krampus pulling him back into position the moment he dared to try and pull away.


“Please! I'm sorry, I'm sorry, please stop!!” Jacob kept yelling, tears streaming down his cheeks as he was punished and abused, Krampus just laughing off his sobbing and continuing the punishment until both cheeks were beet red, searing pain coursing through Jacob's ass.

“Nnnghh... Oowww...” Jacob groaned, shivering from the pain, his eyes clenched shut. Krampus sat back, looking down at the damage he'd done to Jacob's asscheeks. He wouldn't be able to sit down right for weeks. He slowly traced a finger down Jacob's crack, the tiger gasping when he felt that cold, furry finger rubbing up against his entrance.

“I'm not entirely cruel,” Krampus smirked. “You're a virgin, so I'll stretch you out a tiny bit before I destroy your hole.”


“W-what- ahh!” Jacob gasped when he felt Krampus's finger pressing firmly against his hole, grinding against it and having a bit of trouble penetrating the virginal ass before finally slipping inside him and making Jacob groan loudly. “Oww! Nghh! T-that hurts! Get it out, get it out!” Krampus ignored him and kept grinding his finger deep into Jacob's passage, stretching his hole around his thick finger and making the tiger writhe under him as he got in good and deep, finger jostling about inside him, pressing against his walls and making his whole body shiver.

“Mmm, tighter than I expected!” Krampus grunted and shoved his finger in right up to the knuckle before he started pistoning it in and out of him, finger-fucking Jacob's ass and getting more whimpers from the naughty teen.


“Oh, fuck!” Jacob cried out, fingers scraping at the floot, toes curling and legs thrashing as he was violated and stretched, his hole quickly becoming as sore as his cheeks as the unlubed goat finger was rammed in and out of him. Krampus kept his finger jostling inside the tiger's fuckhole for a bit longer before glancing over at the big, black bag he'd dropped nearby. His finger wasn't going to stretch this tight boy cunt nearly enough for his cock; he was going to need something bigger. And so he grabbed his sack, reached in and pulled something out: a toy. A dildo; a huge, fat one which he quickly lowered towards Jacob's ass, yanking his finger out as he did.

Jacob looked over his shoulder in fear as he felt the thick tip of the toy pressing against his hole.


“W-wait, is that...?” he gulped. “No, wait, please- fuck, I c-can't- nghh!” He clenched his teeth and balled his fists as Krampus forced the dry toy cock against Jacob's entrance, again having to pull him back into position as the teen tried to scramble away. Jacob panted, thrashing about even more as he felt that fat dildo being jammed up his virgin ass, Krampus baring down on him and keeping him lying there, unable to escape as he was violated deep and painfully.

The young tiger kept groaning in pain, crying and whimpering, begging for mercy as the toy was forced deeper and deeper into him, his ass being stretched even further as Krampus pushed the cock down into him. The goat wiggled it about a bit, the sudden movement making Jacob gasp out before the toy was pulled a single inch out of him and then shoved mercilessly inside his body, every single inch of the eight inch thing penetrating his tight ass and making him scream in agony.

“Fuck! Get it out, get it out, I c-can't handle it, get it out!” Jacob tried desperately to pull away but, as always, was yanked back between Krampus's strong, thick legs, the goat grinding the toy deep inside his fuckhole and making sure it was lodged firmly inside there, Jacob's asshole clenching around it tightly and keeping it held firmly in place.

Sweat dripped from Jacob's brow, mixing in with his tears and darkening his fur, a strained look on his face as waves of pain flooded his ass. That toy wasn't going anywhere anytime soon. Krampus gave his ass one more smack before forcing him onto his back once again, the lion lying there with the cock jammed up his ass, looking up at his tormentor with a frightened look plastered over his face.


“I-it hurts...” he whined pathetically.


“I'm sure it does,” Krampus smirked. “Wouldn't be much of a punishment if it didn't, would it?” He looked down at Jacob's tool, his hand going down to grip it once again. He began to stroke it, Jacob wriggled and groaning as he did. Krampus grinned, “Let's get this tiny thing of yours hard.”

Jacob could only lie there, his cock being toyed with and any movement he made causing the toy in his ass to grind against his walls, pressing firmly against his prostate. He felt a tingling in his body as his writhing had the toy rubbing up against his sweet spot, Jacob's mouth opened wide and tongue lolling out the side of his mouth as he gave quivering, whimpering groans and moans, Krampus jerking at his flaccid dick the whole time, though it didn't remain flaccid for long. The rubbing of his shaft and the attention, however painful, to his prostate soon gave Krampus what he wanted and Jacob began to harden in his grasp.


“S...top...!” Jacob begged, his hips bucking upwards as his little tiger dick twitched and hardened in his tormentor's grasp.
