Xmas Cheer
This work is copyrighted 2009 by The Doctor (A Pseudonym). It may be posted on the Internet to any free forum, provided it is not modified in any way, and provided that this notice is included in its entirety. It may not be sold, or included in any anthology or story list that is sold, or posted on any forum that requires a fee for access, without written permission. Permission will require payment with terms to be negotiated. For purposes of this notice, sites guarded by Adult Check or similar are considered pay sites. Posting on any site must include this copyright notice. 

Adult Content Warning - this story contains adult themes, including non-consensual bondage/slavery and forced sexual acts. This is a work of fiction and/or fantasy.  If you are under the lawful age for such materials (usually 18) or if you would find such material offensive, please go elsewhere.

Categories:  BDSM, SF, Asphyxia, Death, MF
Mary Beth considered her unhappy options.  It was Christmas Eve.  She was alone.  Her boyfriend hated her and she despised her parents who hated her even more.  She was jealous of her girlfriends so she hated them too.  There was not much left after that.  There really was only one choice.   The real question had to be of method.
Her suicide would teach them all and it would end her misery once and for all.  

There were many ways to die.  What was important was how it would affect others and to a small degree herself.  Dying sexy would show her boyfriend what he had lost and her girlfriends that she was better than them.  She was vain enough to want to look her best in the coffin at the funeral.

She counted to herself on mental fingers her choices as she had narrowed them down.

1. Poison (the painless type, it would be like going to sleep)

2. Wrist cutting (in a tub of warm water)
3. Jumping from a height (messy and might survive if done wrong and end up as a cripple)

4. Hanging (some discoloration of the face and throat)

-Either slow from suffocation

-Or quick from a broken neck

5. Drug overdose (tripping and then sleeping)

6. Drowning (needed to be tied and weighed down)

Drugs were unpredictable in their effects so she ruled that out.  Drowning was too much work.  Cutting was too messy.  Poison or hanging were the major choices.

She had heard that hanging was a turn on for some people, a sexual high.  Poisoning was dull.  Asphyxia became her final choice.  Now she had to choose a sturdy hanging post and some suitable clothing.  She would have to look her best.  

*****

In a place that was damned cold a jolly fellow in red chuckled as he always did this time of year.  He had been doing this job for millennia ever since his true passion had been extinguished by the rise of Christianity.  They had claimed him dead but he was merely missing in action.  He still missed his pipes.  Still once a year he could get out and do some fun and mischief with his naughty list.  There were always numerous possibilities.
Christmas Eve was about to begin and he activated the necessary fields and programs.  Time paused, slowed and almost stopped at least for him and his equipment.  After all he had many places to visit, much to do for the small children and those who needed him.  And all would rarely even remember him with any accuracy.  They preferred rational explanations for the implausible.  Consciousness was extremely malleable for those who understood the mechanism.

His lost was long and extensively detailed.  He studied the naughty list especially the nubile pretty girls.  There were literally millions of them but even was limited in all he could touch and fuck.  So he selected a few who were really gorgeous each year as he always did.

A Mary Beth was number 32 on his list.  Santa sighed and shouted to Mrs. Claus:  “Be seeing you in the morning, Artemis!”
“Be sure to bring some nice ones homes, Pan.”

His wife always enjoyed a pretty diversion and it livened up their relationship too and kept it honest.  A life of centuries made it difficult not to be bored and any newness was appreciated.  

******

A whole bottle of Chardonnay sat empty on the coffee table in front of Mary Beth.  Her body tingled pleasantly.  It kept her nice and warm especially since she was scantily clad.

She had elected blue bikini panties, a matching silk camisole with thin straps that, when she stood, would barely cover her navel.  Lace decorated the top and the bottom.  
She had agonized over high heels, the normal way a sexy girl should be dressed but the rest of her ensemble was for bed.  Finally she had donned a pair of dark blue open toed heels with straps so they would not fall off.

Recognizing that her face would darken she had adjusted with some powder so that she appeared somewhat pale right now.  Dark red lipstick covered her mouth along with brilliant blue eye highlights.  Some gold earrings and necklace completed her closing attire.  She hoped she would look so fine that whoever found her would want to fuck her even if she was cold and dead.  

She had taken a diuretic and a laxative much earlier and she felt confident that she would be empty. So she would not piss or shit herself as she swung limp and dead.  Maybe in another hour she would climb on top of the wooden kitchen chair and slip her head into the noose.  The time would be midnight or so, a proper witching hour.  She was actually looking forward to it.  
Glancing up she once more worried about the noose.  She had drilled into a support beam and attached a large hook.  To that a heavy hemp noose now hung in a relatively small loop.  She wondered if it would be strong enough to hold her for the necessary hours until dawn and even later.  It might be days before someone noticed her hanging.  
After midnight she had arranged that her studio apartment heating would go off.  It would get pretty cold and help keep her flesh moderately fresh or so she hoped.  Even suicide seemed difficult with all of the planning but she was determined.  Her hate of the world and herself was a strong motive.  

“It is time for the dread deed,” she muttered.  She rose unsteadily to her feet.  She looked around her meager dwelling and shuddered.  Climbing on to the chair she tottered on the seat.   The noose was eye level as she gulped and then placed it over her head and around her lovely white throat.  She tugged her yellow hair out and made sure it nicely flowed over her shoulders.  Tentatively she tightened the noose until she could feel the cutting edge.  It would be a slow strangulation as she had decided to do.  
Placing her hands together behind her back she fumbled with the handcuffs.  She would have no second thoughts.  The handcuffs clicked as one and she was bound.  She struggled for a bit but could not escape.  Her boyfriends had liked her helpless and truly she was now.  It would add immeasurably to her feminine charms when she was ultimately found.  Few men could resist a pretty girl with her hands respectfully behind her ass.
Now she waited standing on the edge of death.  Nudging her toes forward she tottered on the edge of the chair with her toes just over.  The chair precariously wobbled on a slightly uneven leg.  Long moments passed.  Abruptly the lights dimmed and shut off as she had planned.  A dim glow illuminated the future crime scene from the outside street.  Now she was alone and in the dark.  It was too late to retreat.

“Should I or should I not, that is the question.  To be or not to be…”  For a second she grew terrified.  Her loins and breasts tingled.  She swallowed hard.  Her heart pattered like a drum and her breasts rapidly rose up and down.  If she could have been seen herself, she would have observed an awesome sight standing on the edge of the chair with her hands tied behind her in a flimsy nightie.  All alone as always…shivering…
Not a creature was stirring though Mary Beth felt her cunt grow warm with thoughts of her bondage dancing in her head.

Her left foot shifted a bit and the chair moved a fraction of an inch.  Slowly she raised her left foot to scratch her right shin which had an itch.  She compensated cautiously but too much and she was abruptly airborne!  Frantically she kicked and lost the chair altogether from beneath her high heels.  

The chair fell and clattered beneath her.  The noose tightened and she gasped.  Air lessened and her head snapped sharply up to watch the flickering ceiling shadows.  For what seemed hours she danced and kicked at the end of her rope.  
At first she flung her legs wide as if she were running.  She flexed her hands about and vainly twisted them upwards to try to reach her neck.  All she could touch was the hem of her lacy panties.  
Then she attempted to lift a single leg out looking for the chair.  When that failed she raised both knees up level to her waist and kicked to try to swing somewhere.  In all that time she gasped frantically with tears gushing down her face from the strain and the agony.
Her cunt definitely thrilled though and got wet.  Her breasts were aflame with a sudden passion to live.  She did not want to die!  She did not want oblivion!  She wanted to live,

But it was too late as her plan ponderously executed itself.  Strange gurrly noises emanated from her mouth.  Her throat hurt!  Her mind exploded and grew dizzy even as her body thrilled in a way never before seen.

It took awhile to notice the strange man in a red outfit snickering in front of her. It took even longer to realize that the room was now lit but only around the stranger.  Well not exactly a stranger.  Even Mary Beth, who had given him up when she was ten, could recognize the man as dear old Santa Claus.
“Ah, such a sight and a pity it would be to waste such a luscious young body.  Well I am here to make sure your body is not so wasted, my slut.”  Santa seized her panties on either hip and yanked down.  They slipped and dropped to her knees.
This has to be a dream!  Santa is not real!

“You may think you are dreaming.  In a way you are and you are not.  All of life is a dream you see.”  Grabbing her ass with both hands he tugged her forward and wrapped her strong sleek legs around his massive waist.  Immediately she felt the relief as her small body no longer quite dangled with all of her weight on her frail neck.  She also felt the obvious pushing at her cunt of a determined cock.
With a single hard thrust she was impaled.  “Ah what a fine tight twat you have my dear.  You are happy to have me in you I see.”

And she was.  Her loins throbbed with a singular passion rarely ever felt.  Now Santa was obviously an older gent and rather fat and bushy haired; never would she had voluntarily dated him.  However, she was hanging and available and he was pounding away.
After a few shoves Santa smiled and gushed.  “Slut, you are a fine piece of ass indeed.  It is rare that I shoot my load so fast.”  Holding her tight against him, Santa lifted up her camisole and slipped it over her head to reveal a precious set of firm tits.  He kissed each one making her shriek in her mind in delight.

Santa, of course was priapritic.  His cock would stay hard as long as he wished it be.  His body was not mortal and was renewed with each breath.  Being fat was a mere disguise.  For a split second she saw other images dancing with harsh blue spots in her vision.  A hairy horned figure, a black warrior, a godly figure of epic proportions, and many others flowed together.

Slow and steady Santa kept pumping away at her tight little twat.  Periodically he let her down to strangle a bit more.  This made her twat contract fiercely.  More than orgasm washed across her lower body.  Santa paused:  “Mary Beth we can not keep meeting like this.  There are vast problems in the multiverse of which you are foolishly unaware.  They cannot be named because you have no concept of what they are.  I have many duties.  You are but one on this endless Xmas Eve.”

Oh Santa!  I am so sad in my life.”

“Consider the source.  Be of good cheer and give unto others a bit more.”  Somehow Santa knew her better than she did herself.  “You date losers and so are disappointed.  Not all men are bad.  Love is the faint consolation of an earthly existence.”
How can I meet someone better?

“It can be arranged I suppose.  You must not doubt me.”

I believe in Santa Claus!

She passed out at this point with Santa buried to the hilt in her hot cunt.  

“Hohohohoho…”

*****

Christmas morning came.  Mary Beth opened her blue eyes and could not see except for some folded white cloth in front of her.  A strong pine odor filled her senses.

  Am I dead?  
Her hands and ankles were strapped together behind her back in one of the strictest hogties possible.  It made her arch her torso and bowed her back.  If she could have seen she would have noticed a great blue bow across her buttocks holding her limbs in place.  

Something soggy filled her mouth which she suspected were her blue bikini panties.  She seemed to be in a small tight package.  She stirred and felt how horny she was.  Santa had fucked her senseless but she needed more.  
Where was she?  What had happened?  Was Santa real?  Even as she thought all this, the dream was fading.
She shivered fiercely.  It was cold and she wore little.
Lights flickered in her peripheral vision.  She could hear footsteps approaching her from behind.  Who was it?  She had been seen and she could sense male excitement.  Someone tentatively patted her ass and she moaned through her soiled panties.  He reached under her tits and groped them even as she was pulled out from under the Christmas tree.  He turned her over.
The man was an obvious geek with a smudgy sort of expression.  She remembered him from the café.  He had smiled at her just last week and she had flipped him off.  He was obviously delighted to have her now.  He seemed kindly though not muscular.  
There was an envelope tied to her hair with blue ribbon which he opened.  As he read it she could see him smile.  She wondered what it said.  “Somebody likes me!  Complete with warranty and operating instructions…”

She had to believe in Santa!  Besides she was firmly bound and subject to his casual whim.  A situation that was desirable.  It did not take long to be face fucked by her new boyfriend.  She actually felt happy for a change.  She wondered what his parents were like.  Would she be tied when she saw them?
*****

Would it work out, Santa mused.  
It had better.  He had multiple duties in an infinite multiverse and too many things to do.  Still time did not exist as such for him and he would have to fix and meddle forever.  It was the nature of his existence.  At least he could have a little fun along the way every Xmas Eve.
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