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"You've got to help me out, Vickie," my sister said, nervously flicking green yarn across her knitting needles. We were at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop, me sipping a cortado and nibbling at my avocado toast while Jennie knitted, because that's what she does. All the fucking time.

"I don't see that I have to," I said, looking over her shoulder at the barista, James. In the summer, he wears black sleeveless t-shirts that show off the coiled snake tats that run from his shoulders to his wrists, and sometimes I like to imagine what other ink might be hiding under his clothes — fire-breathing dragons? pirate ships? flaming skulls? It's winter, though, and he's wearing an old red wool sweater with a lot of holes in it, but not nearly enough holes to reveal the secrets of the gallery that is surely adorning his naked skin. I need to find a way to get him alone and undressed, because I want to show him how much I appreciate art ...

"Please? This is really important to me! You can make it your Christmas gift to me!"

I sighed. To be fair, it was just two weeks now before Christmas and I hadn't even started thinking about Jennie's present. It would probably end up being a bottle of cheap wine with a funny label from the corner liquor store, and a couple of gas station candy bars I would pick up on the way to Christmas Eve with our folks. Jennie would give me a scarf, or hat, or mittens, something that she knitted and that I would pretend to love and then stuff into the bottom drawer where unused hats, dead vibrators, and photos of ex-boyfriends go until I dump it out once a year and feel really good about the psychic weight I've lifted for about a week or two.

"Fine," I said, sipping my cortado while deciding that James almost certainly had a full back tattoo of a wolf howling at the moon, and I wanted nothing more than to run my tongue over its fuzzy muzzle. "What do I need to do?"

"Hardly anything at all, and that's the beauty of it," Jennie said. "No one ever goes to the Denikin Depot holiday bazaar, it's just an excuse to do an extra open studio Saturday."

"Brad invited me to catch a show at the Radon Trap on Saturday, so I'm not sure how free I'm going to be ..."

Honestly, I wasn't interested in the Radon Trap show — it was a post-rock noise band that used power tools to create dissonant drones while the lead singer chanted French poetry — but I was a little interested in Brad, who had showed some impressive oral skills a couple weeks ago. I can separate the musical taste from the tongue if it's good enough.

"It's all over at three o'clock," Jennie said, "three thirty at the latest with cleanup. You'll have most of the afternoon and all night ahead of you."

"Or," I said, giving my cortado glass a swirl and swallowing down the last drops of bitter coffee and milk, "I could grab an extra shift at Hostess From Hell, Olive said she might have to call in sick ..."

"Fine," Jennie said, slamming her knitting down and glaring at me from under her little red and green cable-knit beanie hat. She always sold a bunch of them at Christmas fairs. "Cover me at the Denikin Depot and you can keep a third of the take."

"Half."

"You are such a fucking bitch ..."

I smiled at her over my little glass of mineral water — I love the Happy Hipster because they never forget to serve mineral water with their cortados — and batted my eyelashes. I am, indeed, a fucking bitch, especially when I can get some leverage over my big sister. Who is, let us not forget, the fucking bitch who chopped off my Barbie dolls' hair, ratted me out to mom and dad when I spent the night at my high school boyfriend's house instead of the sleepover that was my cover story, and confiscated the dime bag my college roommate gave me before Thanksgiving break "for my own good" (and I have it on good authority that the bag went up in smoke when she got together with her boyfriend on Black Friday that year). So this fucking bitch is going to take as high a cut as she can get.

"Okay," Jennie said, picking up her knitting again and starting to click her needles together. I must have made her drop a stitch, though, because she scowled and backpedaled for a minute. "Forty per cent."

"Or ... you could let me take the Hibernation Drink Works gig instead ..."

The whole reason Jennie wanted me to run her table at the Denikin Depot bazaar was that she had scored a spot at Hibernation Drink Works fair at the same time, when another knitwear artist had to drop out. Hibernation Drink Works, a craft brewery that specialized in unusually spiced but incredibly strong beers, was the Christmas market for a certain kind of craftsperson (the kind who sold fair trade organic hand knitted red and green beanies, for example), in part because after a couple of those strong, spicy beers, customers were willing to part with a lot of cash. The Denikin Depot bazaar was in an old warehouse converted to artists' studios on the edge of downtown, and it was never terribly Christmassy, or terribly busy.

"Fifty per cent of credit card sales," she said, "and thirty per cent of cash."

"You're making me do math here ..."

"Such a fucking bitch. Fifty per cent of everything. Everything that you didn't knit, I should note."

I shrugged and finished my mineral water, then sat back in my chair.

"The surplus value of labor under the capitalist system truly sucks," I said.

#

The Denikin Depot building was in the warehouse district, on the edge of downtown, which still didn't have good bus service even though it had been getting increasingly hip over the last couple of years. The hulking buildings along the narrow streets, with semi-abandoned train yards behind them, were being converted into loft apartments, trendy restaurants, too-pricy coffee shops, and artists' studios as the actual shipping industries moved to the outer ring suburbs, abandoning the big stone warehouses for sleek modern campuses that sprawled out by the highway surrounded by barbed wire and security cameras. People called the old warehouses "brutalist," but I thought they were a far sight prettier than the monuments to true brutalism out by the interstate.

I took the G bus from my apartment and walked the six blocks from the last downtown stop to the Denikin. It was a six-storey warehouse, with big square sandstone blocks supporting its hulking shape. Blinking Christmas lights hung by hooks hammered into the stone walls, and looped around the metal sign with the building's name hanging about the rusted metal doors that faced the street. There was a Christmas tree leaning against the wall on the sidewalk, wrapped in glitter and lights, with a hand painted sign leaning on its base: "Denikin X-Mas Bazaar Bizarre" it said, with a green arrow pointing toward the door. I climbed the stone stairs, worn smooth by a century of feet, and pushed the metal door open.

The wind was blowing cold between the warehouses crowding the street, and there were a few flakes of snow in the air, so I was happy to step into the warmth of the building. I was wearing one of Jennie's hats pulled down over my ears, and my long coat, which fell past my knees, but under it I just had a skimpy red and green Christmas elf costume that barely covered my ass or kept my tits contained: if I was going to be at a stupid craft fair all afternoon, I was going to put on a little show of my own for the giggles.

Immediately beyond the door, I was faced with a choice: there was a flight of stairs leading down, with a sign that read, "START HERE" with an arrow pointing to the stairs, and a steel-doored elevator. Jennie's studio was on the third floor, and the craft bazaar was on the second floor, but I decided to follow the sign and go down the stairs.

And I'm glad that was my decision.

Before I got to the first stone landing, the delicious aroma of nutmeg, ginger, and cinnamon filled my nostrils. I took a deep breath and suddenly felt a warm Christmas cheer that I hadn't felt in years. The smells wrapped me up in a fuzzy wool blanket and patted me on the head, offering me a chewy gingerbread cookie and a glass of warm milk. I hurried down the stairs, nose in the air, following the intoxicating scent.

My nose led me down a brightly lit corridor to a red and green sign that read, "Ben's Baking Bonanza"; gingerbread men and heart-shaped cookies were hanging by red ribbons from the sign, wrapped in clear plastic. There was a tall, wide doorway leading into a room from which those delicious smells wafted. I closed my eyes, letting the cinnamon and ginger fill my senses, and then poked my head inside.

It was a room filled with ovens — big industrial ovens with steel doors, a couple of small white enamel ovens, and, in the corner, a stone oven covered with blue and white tile squares. An orange and red glow poured out of the stone oven, and there was a shirtless man in black trousers, his back turned to me, facing the oven with a large wooden paddle in his hand. I watched him watch the oven — there were droplets of sweat trickling down his back. There was sweat on me, too, and not all of it from the heat thrown off by the fire; I opened my coat and let the warm air flow across my skimpy outfit. Suddenly, he pushed the paddle onto the hearth and stepped back with a cluster of steaming brown pretzels on the wooden pallet. He turned and almost dropped the pretzels — which smelled warm and rich and yeasty — when he saw me.

"Oh, hello!" he said, raising his voice over the quiet hum of the ovens and the crackle of the fire. "Can I help you?"

He had tousled black curls, piercing blue eyes, and a little patch of hair on his chin. His hairless chest glistened in the glow of the oven, pink nipples standing out against his olive skin.

"Hi, sorry!" I said. "Um, I'm just heading upstairs and the smells were really nice ..."

"Oh, thanks so much," he said, swinging the paddle around toward a butcher-block table near the oven. With a casual flick of his muscular arms, he sent the pretzels sliding into a pile of similar bready goodness. "The bazaar is upstairs, but it doesn't start for another hour or so."

"I know," I said, fishing in my coat pocket for the vendor pass Jennie had given me. I pulled it out and dangled the red plastic card with gold lettering by the green ribbon threaded through the hole at its top. "I'm here for my sister's shop, Wooly Wonderfulness? I just thought I'd check the place out before I set up her table."

"Oh, you're Jennie's sister," he said, stepping toward me with his hand out. I took it in mine; it was calloused and strong, but also surprisingly gentle — I suppose a man who makes his living as a baker is going to have powerful and dextrous hands. "I'm Ben."

"Vickie," I said, nodding. I held his hand maybe a little too long — it was such a nice hand to hold!

"So, Jennie's not here today?" He had a somewhat disappointed look on his face.

"She got a spot at the Hibernation Drink Works market."

"Ah, so Natalie Knits dropped out of that one," Ben said, shaking his head. "A shame. And I'm sorry Jennie's not here; she always has a lot of Christmas spirit." He winked at me, as if I should understand what he meant.

I didn't, so I shrugged.

"I guess," I said. "You'll have to put up with me."

"Well, you don't look too grinchy," Ben said, looking me up and down. His eyes lingered on the gap of bare belly between my green top and red skirt. "I suppose you'll do."

"Thanks, I guess?" I said, giving a little mock curtsy. "Your baking smells have definitely given me a boost of Christmas spirit; I don't think I could possibly stay grinchy with those aromas all around me." Not to mention that sweaty chest, I thought, but didn't say.

"Thanks," Ben said. He stepped behind the table holding the oven-warm pretzels and reached up onto a wooden shelf against the wall. The muscles in his back rippled as he extended his arms. He pulled down a plastic box and set it on the table, and when he opened the lid, delicious scents wafted from it. "Cookie?" he asked, pulling a gingerbread man out of the box.

I took the cookie with a nod and a smile.

"Thanks so much," I said, and bit the little man's head off. It was soft and chewy and still a little warm. The spicy flavors — not just ginger, but cloves and cinnamon and a little hint of anise — touched my tongue and made my mouth buzz. "Oh god," I said around a mouthful of cookie, "this is delicious."

"It better be, at five bucks a cookie," Ben said, winking at me. "There are people who come to the bazaar just to take home a box of these guys."

"I don't fucking blame them," I said. Then I blushed and said, "Shit, sorry, my mouth gets a little ahead of me ..."

"No offense," Ben said. "I want my cookies to loosen tongues a little bit."

"Mine feels pretty loose now," I said, and my cheeks felt warm. "That's a damned fine cookie."

"So, I'll see you upstairs?" Ben said, closing the lid of the box of cookies.

"I suppose so," I said. "I just have to grab Jen's stuff and get set up. You'll be there with those tasty cookies in case I get hungry?"

"If there are any left over, I'll be happy to share," he said. Then he winked and turned back to the stone oven, where another batch of pretzels was ready to come out.

#

The elevator dinged at the third floor, and I looked down at my phone to see that I still had over forty-five minutes before the bazaar was officially open. I tapped the button for the sixth floor and rode up to the top of the Denikin Building, planning to take the stairs down from there to Jennie's studio and do a little exploring on the way.

The Denikin had been a big and open warehouse when it was built. Since then it had been used for a few different things — a self-storage facility, office space, a fitness club — before becoming a warren of artists' studios about ten years ago. Its history was visible in the maze of hallways and rooms and half-floors that made up its interior, cobbled together by happenstance and chance over the years.

The sixth floor seemed especially crazy. I wandered up and down the hallways, some brightly lit and some scarily dark, little half flights of stairs leading up and down as I made my way through the maze. There were murals on some of the walls: neo-classical nymphs and satyrs cavorting in forest glens, abstract lines and blobs of bright primary colors, WPA-style scenes of muscle-bound artists hunched over canvases and chiseling figures out of blocks of granite. There were doors leading to artists' studio along the way, most with samples of the artists' work taped to them, all of them closed.

Near the end of one dark hallway, I noticed golden light pouring out of a half-open doorway, so I peeked inside to investigate. It was a spacious gallery, with paintings hung on the walls in ornate gilt frames: a few large and tasteful landscapes near the entrance, then some still lifes with flowers and candles and — was that a big yellow dildo? — and finally a series of portraits, most women but some men, the nude subjects contorted into shapes more complicated than Ben's pretzels and bound by coils of thick rope, their faces shrouded in shadow.

I must have gasped when I saw the portraits, because I heard a woman's voice call from deeper inside the studio, "Who's there? This studio is not open!"

"Oh, sorry, sorry, sorry!" I called, putting up my hands before my invisible interlocutor. "I was just kind of exploring before the bazaar, I'm helping my sister —"

A woman came marching out from a space around the corner of the room I was in, tall and blonde and wearing nothing but a black brassiere and matching panties, blue and red paint smeared across her shoulders and belly. She had a small paintbrush in one hand and a riding crop in the other, and a determined scowl on her face.

"The bazaar is downstairs," she snapped; her accent sounded German, which only made her seem more menacing to me. I clutched my coat around me, covering my costume.

"Wait a moment," she said as I was turning toward the door. "Let me see that card — you are Jennie's sister, yes? With the little ... hats?"

"Knittastic Threads," I said, holding out the card. "Jennie's at the brewery craft fair, so I'm sitting in for her here. I'm Vickie."

"Indeed ..." She turned the card over in her hands, running a long, paint-stained finger along the edge, then gave it back to me. "I am Maria. I do not go to holiday bazaars. But I will see you after it is over, with my Muse."

"Lovely," I said, giving her a little curtsy that made my coat fall open a little.

Maria bent over and tipped my face up toward hers with a finger on my chin. She held her lips very close to mine, without touching, and I could feel her warmth and smell a hint of peppermint on her breath. Her ice-blue eyes held mine, and I felt hot and dizzy and more than a little bit afraid.

"Yes," Maria said, her voice a low growl. "Quite lovely indeed."

#

My knees were still shaking when I got down to the third floor, where Jennie's studio was located. My hands were unsteady with the key, and it took me two tries to get the door unlocked. When I finally got the studio open, I pushed inside, slammed the door behind me, and leaned against it, my heart pounding.

Maria terrified and aroused me at the same time, and to the same degree. When her face was close to mine, I was sure that she was going to pop me into her mouth like one of Ben's gingerbread men and chew me into tiny crumbs with her hard, sharp teeth. I was also sure that I would enjoy being devoured by her, and I longed to be swallowed down her long, elegant throat. Her promise to find me after the bazaar felt like a threat, and it made me tingle with anticipation.

Once my heart rate had settled down to something close to normal and I could breathe again, I turned on the studio lights. Jennie used the Denikin Depot studio mostly to store her supplies, preferring to do most of her knitting at home or in places like the Happy Hipster. There were shelves full of yarn in a thousand shades and textures, from the brightest reds to the deepest purples, all arranged in a neat rainbow that ran around the room. She had a heavy wooden table piled with pattern books and sample pieces: loose crochet shawls, tightly woven vests, a dozen kinds of hats, big chunky gloves in cozy earth tones.

Next to the table was a metal rolling cart piled with boxes. There was a piece of paper taped to one of the boxes with "XMAS BAZAAR" scrawled across it in red marker. I slipped off my coat and draped it over the back of the folding chair beside the table and pulled the cart away from the wall.

There was a long, narrow mirror against the opposite wall, and I used it to check out my appearance. I had to admit that I looked pretty hot in my elf costume. It consisted of a tight green top trimmed in silver and gold ribbon with a neckline that plunged between my breasts, and a little red skirt that just grazed the top of my thighs. I bent over toward the mirror, grinning at the way my tits pushed against the stretchy fabric, and then I turned and looked over my shoulder, giving my ass a little wiggle. The skirt rose perilously high, showing off the sparkly green thong I was wearing, and which matched my knee-high stockings. I wore black flats on my feet, with red and white striped candy canes on the top. I pulled a red stocking cap trimmed in white fur and topped with a dangling white pompom out of my coat pocket to complete the look, perching it on top of my curly blonde hair.

I intended to sell a ton of knitwear, and look sexy as fuck doing it.

After I locked the door behind myself, I pushed the cart down the hall toward the elevator. When I turned the corner I saw that there was someone else, also with a pushcart piled with boxes, standing by the elevator door. He was tall and slender, wearing a shiny green jacket trimmed with fur and what appeared to be a pair of tight red swim trunks that hugged his well-muscled ass. He had shiny black boots on his feet that rose above his calves, and a red Santa hat like mine on his head. When he turned at the sound of my cart, I saw curls of red hair sticking out from under his hat and the kind of smile that suggested he was on the naughty list and happy to be there. He had no shirt on under the jacket, showing me his muscular abdomen.

"Well, Merry Christmas!" he said. "It appears there's another of Santa's helpers spreading joy at the bazaar. But I like how your outfit fits you better than mine fits me."

I giggled and did a little spin with my arms spread; my tits jiggled when I came to a stop, and I gave a little bounce to make sure he noticed. The sparkle in his green eyes told me that he did.

"I think yours looks awfully nice, too," I purred, pushing my cart next to his. "It must get chilly at the North Pole with those little shorts."

"My North Pole is a lot warmer than you'd think," he said with a wink. "And you brought the temperature well above freezing with that little turn. I'm Cade — I own Wathen Waxworks."

"Vickie," I said, holding out my hand. "I'm Jennie's sister, sitting in for her today."

"A pleasure," he said, taking my hand in both of his and pressing my fingers against his lips. A tingle ran down to my toes, making a prolonged stop between my legs. "So, no Jennie this year? That's a pity."

Cade was the third person now to express remorse that Jennie wouldn't be at the bazaar this year, which puzzled me. She's nice enough, I suppose, but she never struck me as the sort of person who would make a positive impression on people — ever since we were kids she had her nose buried in a book or her knitting, and could be an island of calm no matter how stormy the social sea around her got.

"I'll do my best to fill her shoes," I said. "That's why I wore the ones with candy canes." I gave one of my feet a little twist and stepped closer to Cade; he smelled like Christmas spices and wood smoke.

"They're delightful little shoes," Cade said. "Very festive indeed."

The elevator pinged, and the doors slid open. We pushed our carts in, crowding together hip to hip in the tiny space between them. When the doors closed, he smiled down at me and put his arm around my waist, fingers resting delicately on my hipbone. I leaned into him, letting him know with the curve of my body that his touch was very much appreciated. All too soon, the elevator pinged again; I gave half a thought to letting the doors close and riding the elevator a little longer.

What I really wanted to ride was the bulge that I felt against the small of my back. When the doors opened and he pushed his cart out, he had a sheepish smile and appeared to be using the cart to conceal the candle stuffed down the front of his trunks. I smiled at the sway of his ass as he made his way toward his table and I turned toward mine.

"Catch you after the bazaar," he called over his shoulder. It wasn't a question, it was a statement of fact, and I was delighted at the liberties it suggested.

#

The bazaar was being held in a big open gallery space that looked like it was used for receptions and meetings. There were tables along three of the four walls holding all sorts of craft items: wooden cutting boards and Christmas ornaments, framed prints and jarred fruit preserves, hand blown drinking glasses and brightly glazed pottery. There were evergreen garlands and Christmas balls hung about the room, and strings of twinkling lights. It didn't have the over-the-top holiday vibe that I've seen at some Christmas markets at the big downtown hotels, but there was a delightfully festive feeling in the air. I couldn't help but feel a little giddy.

I saw Ben across the room, setting out trays of cookies, and he grinned at me and waved when I caught his eye. He had put on a red and green Christmas sweater since the last time I saw him shirtless and sweaty, but his arms and chest still looked muscular under the wool. Cade was a few tables from Ben, unpacking candles from his boxes: tall corkscrew spires, wide pillars with flowers and sea shells climbing their sides, colorful votive candles huddled together in a corner. I couldn't help but wonder which candle shape best matched what I had felt inside his trunks in the elevator; I was hoping for something like the pillars, plenty of girth but not too long, though I wouldn't be disappointed by one of the taller units, either. He must have noticed me pondering his wares, because he gave me that wicked smile and ran his fingers up the length of an especially thick candle, playfully pinching the wick. I felt more than just a tingle between my legs and had to bite my lip.

Inside Jennie's boxes, I found hats and scarves and mittens, already tagged with prices and ready to lay out for sale. There was a price sheet for custom work, some flyers about her services, and a stack of Knittastic Threads business cards. I laid everything out on the table as nicely as I could, making sure the price tags were visible. There were two plain white mannequin heads in one of the boxes, and I placed one on either side of the table, with hats on their heads and scarves on their shoulders.

Underneath a little metal cash box and credit card reader, I found a large cardboard tube. I opened up one end and gave it a shake, and out tumbled a little pile of what appeared to be tiny socks, all in various colors. I picked one up and turned it around in my hands, trying to figure out what it was for. The knitted tube was certainly too small for a foot, and it didn't really make sense that Jennie would have knitted a bunch of one-finger gloves.

I slipped a finger inside; it was soft and warm, and the fuzzy wool felt gentle on my skin. Then I noticed that there was a little pouch below the opening with a drawstring threaded through the stitches. I tugged it open and slipped it over my thumb, then made a pointing gun gesture with the pouch on top.

"You've got that upside down," a voice said, and I gave a jump, startled.

A man stood in front of me, broad shouldered and blonde bearded, wearing a white smock with silver buttons and with a chef's toque on his head. He wore a broad smile that lit up his green eyes like Christmas lights.

"What's upside down?" I asked, taken aback by meeting yet another handsome stranger. Were all the Denikin Depot craftspeople this beautiful?

Instead of answering, he took my hand and gently but firmly turned my wrist until my thumb pointed at the floor like I was a Roman emperor, sealing the fate of a defeated gladiator. Then he cupped my bag-wrapped thumb in one palm and circled my pointing finger with his thumb and forefinger, gently sliding the knitted sheath up and down while he looked into my eyes.

Suddenly I understood, and my face flushed; I must have been as red as my Santa hat. I tried to speak, but could only make a little gasping sound while my lips formed an "O".

"You look like you're close, baby," he whispered, leaning into me with his beard brushing my cheek. "Are you going to come for daddy?"

"Oh god," I gasped, snatching my hand away and tucking it behind my back. I peeled off the knitted object and dropped it on the table with the rest.

"Sorry about that," he said, smiling and clearly not in the least bit sorry, "I can be a little forward sometimes. I'm Mitch, I have the table with charcuterie boards — Mitch's Fine Meats."

"Vickie," I said, not offering my hand this time — I felt that we'd already been through that step after he mimed giving me a handy. "I'm sitting in for my sister Jennie."

"Yeah, Ben said she couldn't be here," Mitch said. "That's a shame. You're down for the bazaar, though, right?"

"Oh definitely, this has been ... enlightening."

"And the after-party?"

"After-party?"

"It starts as soon as we break down the tables," Mitch said. "Jennie's always the star of the party."

"Oh, then for sure," I said. "Anything Jennie can do, I can do better. Except knit, I guess."

"We'll see about that," Mitch said as walked back toward his table. "Jennie's an awfully talented gal."

#

According to Jennie's price sheet, the little knit cock covers were called "willie warmers," and they came in three sizes, eight colors, and two styles. One style, the kind I had innocently slipped on my finger, was closed at the end, like a condom. The other was open at the end, like a miniature neck gaiter, and was made of an especially fine and silky yarn that allowed it to be slid almost all the way down until it bunched up above the ball bag. I tried one of those on my finger, too, and absentmindedly slid it up and down, enjoying the warm, fuzzy sensation. I supposed you could actually fuck wearing that style, I mused, though you'd probably need to hand wash it afterward; I ran my finger along the bunched yarn, wondering how it would feel rubbing against my clit.

At first I was embarrassed by the willie warmers, and kept them hidden behind a pile of alpaca scarves. But people kept asking for them — they were Jennie's most popular product! — and so I put them out at the front of the table, arranged in a semi-circle from smallest to largest. The large ones sold best, but a surprising number of smalls sold, too, mostly to women who gave me a wink as they paid and dropped their wee warmers into their bags.

There were a lot more sales happening than Jennie had led me to expect, and I wasn't able to step away from the table to explore. Ben, Cade, and Mitch kept swinging by, though, with little treats for me. Ben dropped off a gingerbread cookie and a glass of milk; Cade brought me a slice of brie with golden spiced honey drizzled over it; and Mitch set out a miniature board with sliced salami, pieces of manchego, and a scattering of dried currants, then stood behind me with his broad hands on my shoulders while I sampled the offering. My senses tingled with the tastes they brought to me.

The sale flew past, and before I knew it, the overhead lights flashed to signal that the bazaar was coming to a close. Customers started filing out, and vendors started packing up their unsold wares. I didn't have a whole lot to put back into the cardboard boxes: a few scarves and hats, some mittens, and just one willie warmer, a medium sized green one with an open end. I thought about taking it for Brad, in case we hooked up that night and wanted to try something festive, or maybe just keeping it for myself. I slipped it over two fingers and folded the ball bag up in my palm while I finished putting things away.

When I looked around the room, I didn't see Ben, Cade, or Mitch anywhere. Cade's table was partially set up, with a couple of candles still standing on it, but Ben's and Mitch's displays were both gone. I sighed, a little disappointed, but decided I might as well lock up Jennie's studio and head home. Brad could be the beneficiary of the warm-up Ben, Cade, and Mitch had given me; I was definitely feeling horny after their attention and little treats.

I was just about ready to switch off the lights in Jennie's studio and lock the door, and was making one last survey to be sure everything was in order, when I heard a knock behind me. Startled, I spun around to see Ben leaning on the door frame, his hand held out to me with something resting on his palm.

"I was afraid you were going to run away without saying goodbye," Ben said. "I had to go down to the bakery and grab this special treat."

Resting on his hand was what looked at first like a braided roll, golden brown and studded with little black raisins. When I picked it up, though, I realized that its shape was much more creative: it was a short, stout cock, curved slightly upward with a bulbous head and resting on a pair of little balls made of bread, with what appeared to be wings laying against the thick shaft.

"It's a Fascinus roll," Ben explained. "He was a Roman god of luck and good fortune. Roman bakers used to use the last of their dough to bake one at the end of the day; I pulled this little guy out after my last batch of pretzels this morning."

"Wow," I said, turning the little winged penis god over in my hands, running my fingers around its little balls. "It's almost too pretty to eat!"

"But you have to eat it for the good luck to work," Ben said, stepping a little closer. "It's the only way to transfer its energy."

"The only way?"

"That's my understanding," Ben said. "And it's bad luck to turn it down."

"Well, I suppose," I said, rubbing my thumbs on either side of the shaft, feeling the smooth, egg-washed crust on my skin. "But it's awfully big. I don't know if I can finish it after all the treats you guys were bringing me."

"You look like you can handle a nice big Fascinus," Ben said. His hand rested on my hip as he took another step toward me. "You must have an appetite after all the sales you made today."

"Since you mention it," I said, "I am a bit peckish ..."

I lifted the phallus to my mouth, but instead of taking a bit I ran its bulbous head across my lips. Then I licked my way down the underside and to the balls, circling each one with my tongue. I smiled up at Ben, who looked down at me with glittering eyes and moved closer still, sliding his hand from my hip to the small of my back, touching the skin in the gap between my top and my skirt.

And then I lifted the phallus to my mouth and took tiny, gentle nibbles along the shaft, barely breaking the crust, before opening wide for a hearty chomp that sent crumbs spilling down my chin. The bread was soft and pillowy, the crust was salty and sweet at the same time, and I closed my eyes, chewed, and swallowed.

When I opened my eyes and looked up, Ben was bending his face toward mine. He put his palm against my cheek while lifting me with his hand on my back, and I went up on my tiptoes to close the space between us. When he kissed me, he tasted of ginger and clove and creamy butter, and his tongue fluttered inside my mouth.

"God damn you taste good," he said when he pulled away to take a breath. "Like honey and cinnamon."

"It's all the tasty treats you were feeding me," I said, reaching up to run my fingers through his curly black hair. "And you're pretty fucking delicious yourself."

"I want to devour you," he said, leaning down again to brush his lips on mine and then nibble his way down my neck to my collarbone.

I tilted my head, giggling at the ticklish feeling of his tongue on my skin, and my hat almost slipped off. I used one hand to hold my hat in place and the other to run a line down Ben's chest to his belt. I looped a finger behind the leather and pulled him closer, feeling his stiffening cock through his pants against my belly. My shirt rode up, and bare skin rubbed his rough trousers.

"I'm going to eat every bite of you," he said, pushing against me so I had to stagger backward, "and go back for seconds."

He put both hands on my butt, pulling my skirt over the swell of my ass, and suddenly lifted me off my feet. I shouted in surprise, and then wrapped my legs around his torso and my arms around his neck as he carried me to the wooden table against the wall. The Fascinus bun slipped from my hands and fell on the floor, I neither knew nor cared where. With a wide sweep of his arm, he sent Jennie's pattern books crashing to the floor, and then set me gently but firmly on the tabletop, his mouth crushing mine.

I tangled my fingers in his hair as he kissed his way down my throat and into the plunging neckline of my shirt. His hands grasped my breasts through my shirt, squeezing and fondling, and I groaned, lifting my arms so he could pull it over my head. While he kissed between my tits, I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor; Ben took first one nipple and then the other into his mouth, grazing the sensitive flesh with his teeth and sucking them deep into his mouth.

He continued kissing his way down, licking my belly, pressing his mouth against my hips, dropping to his knees in front of me and lifting my leg so he could run his tongue down the back of my thigh. I moaned and writhed as lips approached my ass and his hands reached under my skirt, fingers finding the waist of my panties and tugging down.

I lifted my ass so he could slide them off, glad that I had tidied up a little down there in anticipation of my date with brad, trimming my bush down to a narrow blonde strip that pointed right at my clit. My clit, which Ben was eying now like it was the most delectable sweet treat, licking his lips as a line of saliva dribbled toward his chin.

"You look like the most delicious little cake I've ever seen," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I need to eat this treat, lick all the cream off it, swallow every little crumb of pleasure ..."

"I'm definitely not going to stop you," I croaked. His breath on my cunt as he whispered was making me buzz, and I needed contact — firm, desperate contact.

Which Ben gave me, in spades. His lips pressed between my legs, his tongue swirled and lapped and drove into my channel while I gushed with arousal. I wrapped my legs around his neck, grabbed fistfuls of his hair, and moaned with pleasure, pulling his face tight to my cunt, eyes closed in ecstasy.

"Starting without us, I see," I heard a voice behind Ben say. My eyes flew open in surprise to see Cade and Mitch standing in the doorway, smiles on their faces as they looked at the festive display before them.

#

I yelled and grabbed at my skirt, trying to pull it down to cover my dripping snatch. Ben laughed and very gently but firmly pushed my hands away, sliding my skirt up higher. He continued to lick sloppy circles around my cunt while Cade and Mitch stepped into the studio and closed the door behind themselves.

I wrapped my arms around my tits, trying to at least cover them, but when Ben's lips wrapped around my clit and he sucked on my hard little button, I shook so hard that one tit popped free and I didn't bother trying to retrieve it. Cade and Mitch stood shoulder to shoulder, grinning at the sight of my delightful humiliation.

"I brought a present," Cade said. I noticed that he was holding a little box wrapped in silver paper in his hands. "I got them with Jennie in mind, though, so I don't know if it's the right color."

Ben's mouth on my cunt made it hard for me to talk, but I gasped, "I like presents."

"I hope you like this one," Cade said, handing the box to me.

Mitch, meanwhile, was unbuttoning his white smock. When he slipped it off his shoulders, I saw that his sleek, creamy, tan skin was covered in ink. A red and yellow fire raged across his belly, the flames dancing when he moved his body. On his chest, a spit of meat sweated above the fire, dripping with juices. Up and down one arm spun interlocking flowers and flames in blues and greens and reds, and up and down the other climbed crossed knives and cleavers. When he turned his back to me to hang his smock on a hook beside the door, I saw a black and white hog between his shoulder blades, the cuts of meat — loin, belly, shoulder, flank — written in curling script. I couldn't help but imagine myself laid out on Mitch's butcher table, my loin, belly, shoulder, and flank on display for him to take.

I tore at the paper on Cade's box and reached inside. My hand found a smooth, soft candle, curved and rounded, colored pink and purple. When I pulled it out, I saw that what my fingers thought might be a rose blossom was, in fact, a delicate carving of a vulva, lips pouting and aching for touch. I ran my finger along the waxy lips and up to the little button nestled between them, just below the wick; Ben's tongue traced a similar path on my pussy, and I had to hold the candle in both hands not to drop it.

"It's soy," Cade said, standing beside me with a hand on my shoulder, "so it burns long and cool. The vanilla and pine scents are from natural oils."

"It looks too pretty to burn," I said, turning the little wax pussy over in my hands.

"It's too pretty not to burn," said Cade. "May I show you?"

I nodded, and he took the candle from me and reached inside the box, retrieving a yellow matchbook with a red dragon on the cover, "Wathen Waxworks" written below it in Gothic script. With a flick of his thumb, he brought a flame up from the matchbook and held it to the wick of the candle. Soon the aroma of vanilla and pine filled my nose, blending with the muskier scents that Mitch was coaxing from me down below.

While Cade and I watched the candle burn, Mitch was kneeling beside Ben. He licked up and down my leg, nibbling on my calf, and then held my heel in his hand while his tongue turned circles around my toes. I giggled at the sudden ticklish pressure and then sighed when he took my big toe between his lips and sucked.

Cade held the candle close to my face and dipped a finger into the pool of melted wax forming at the base of the wick. Then he smeared the warm but cooling wax in tiny circles at the top of my breasts. It felt silky and smooth, like oil, and my nipples stiffened when the wax dribbled toward them.

Ben and Mitch were taking turns sucking my toes and licking my cunt, both making satisfied humming sounds as they devoured my body. I was a quivering mass of nerves from my hips to my toes, each stroke of a tongue and scrape of a tooth pushing me closer to climax. My arms hung over the edge of the table as I lay back and savored the sensations. I knew when it was Mitch eating my cunt, because I could feel his beard against the inside of my thigh, smooth and soft; and I knew when it was Ben from the flat-tongued, urgent licks that ran from my asshole to my clit and back down.

Cade held the burning yoni high above my belly and looked into my eyes. His green eyes sparkled in the candlelight, and a wicked smile curled his lips.

"This might surprise you," Cade whispered, his free hand gently stroking my breasts, working my nipples with his thumb. "Just relax and you'll love it ..."

Cade tilted the candle, and I watched a silvery thread of melted wax descend from the delicate vulva in his hand. When it struck my belly, hot and shimmering, I cried out, lifting my legs so fast I almost knocked Mitch — or was it Ben? — from his place at my trembling cunt. But as the wax cooled, becoming dense and smooth on my skin, I relished the warm glow that spread across me.

"More," I whispered, tilting my head back to look up at Cade's smiling face.

"As you desire," he said, tilting another cascade between my breasts.

Cade played with the height of the candle: when poured from on high, the wax landed warm and silky; with his hand closer, it was hot and slippery when it struck me, making me gasp. He smeared the oily wax across my breasts and belly, making me shine like a Christmas star.

The wax on my breasts and the tongues at my pussy were too much, and I felt the express train of orgasm rushing at me. I pulled my feet up, hands on my knees, head thrown back, and screamed with abandon as the train slammed into me.

I must have lost consciousness for a moment, because when I opened my eyes, I saw Mitch standing between my feet and Ben at my side, his fingers joining Cade's in swirling the creamy wax across my skin. Mitch was unbuckling his belt and unbuttoning his trousers, and I licked my lips with anticipation as I watched. When he slid his pants past his hips and down to his knees, I let out a laugh: Mitch was wearing a willie warmer, but not like any of the willie warmers I had sold at the bazaar.

Mitch's was grey and tightly stitched, the tube an elephant's trunk with pink and grey ears at either side of the base, covering much of the curly blonde nest in which his cock rested. It was one of the open-ended warmers, and I could see a thick purple head emerging from its protective cover, weeping a pearly drop of pre-cum.

"Jennie gave it to me last year," Mitch said as he stepped out of his trousers and pushed them aside. "Do you like it?"

"It's ... a lot bigger than the standard sizes," I said, my eyes going wide. Mitch took his shaft in his hand and slid the wooly sock up and down, exposing more of the purple head. It was a big warmer, but it was a tight fit — Mitch's cock more than filled it out.

"She does really good custom work," said Mitch.

"I ... I had no idea ... I mean ... Jennie?"

Ben laughed beside me and tweaked my nipple; the cooling wax felt good on my skin. "You didn't know?" he said. "How could you not know? Jennie is a certified freak!"

"I look forward to the Christmas bazaar every year just for our after-party," Cade said. I looked over and saw him casting off his elf jacket and then sliding down his red trunks. He was wearing a willie warmer, too, a bright green one with a red and white wreath around the base. His thatch of red pubic hair curled around the fabric wreath, lending it an especially festive appearance.

"Do you remember when the Real Beard Santa crew visited a couple of years ago?" Ben said. He was undressing, too, revealing a willie warmer styled after a Santa Claus suit, crimson red with a little black belt around it, the belt's gold buckle on top. His rising erection stretched the knitting, and I could see glimpses of his olive skin through the stitches.

"She pulled the world's longest Christmas train," Cade said with laugh. His fingers were dragging the cooling, oily wax through my strip of pubic hair, making knotted braids. "It was the filthiest polar express in history."

"And how about the peppermint massage oil last year?" asked Ben. His fingers joined Cade's, spreading the oily wax over my pussy lips and prodding my channel with a finger. "My cock tingled for a week after she rubbed it all over me."

"Oh my god," I moaned, partly from this revelation about Jennie, and partly from the sensation of Ben's fingers probing me. My thighs fell apart, and I lifted my ass to give his hand better access. "My sister's a sex freak?"

"The freakiest," said Mitch. He was standing between my thighs now, his elephant trunk cock level with my pussy. "When we found out she was ducking out this year, we were worried that you wouldn't be into our kind of celebration."

"My sister's a sex freak," I whispered to myself. When I closed my eyes, I could see Jennie bent over the table I was lying on, ass out and eyes glassy with joy, as a line of bearded Santas took their turns behind her.

"I'm glad you're almost as freaky," said Cade, drizzling another stream of wax into my belly button and then dipping his finger into it like I was a fondue pot.

"Almost?" I said, holding his gaze with mine.

"Well, to the best of our knowledge," Mitch said. His finger was one knuckle deep into me, gently pressing into the wall of my vagina. "So as far as we know, you've never pulled a Christmas train."

My brain was buzzing with images of Jennie on her knees, surrounded by cocks, hands and mouth busy on their shafts; and also of our refrigerator at home covered with Jennie's art projects, Jennie's report cards, Jennie's essay contest award certificates. Jennie the golden girl, Jennie the most likely to succeed, Jennie fucking a long line of real beard Santas ... and some switch inside me sent a surge of energy through my body. I was just as smart, just as pretty, just as golden as Jennie. I just expressed my gifts differently.

And, goddamn it, was just as freaky, if not more.

"Choo choo, motherfucker," I said, reaching up to stroke Ben's cheek, slick with my juices. Then I reached between my legs and felt for Mitch's cock, the smooth head damp with his dribble of pre-cum and the elephant trunk sheath soft and wooly.

"Choo fucking choo."

#

It turned out that the bunched up fabric of the willie warmer around Mitch's cock did feel wonderful against my clit, fuzzy and firm when he thrust into me. He couldn't get all the way in with the sock pressed against his crotch, but his cock was long enough that I was perfectly happy with his reach; in fact it was probably even better than if he'd been able to use his entire length, because that monster looked like it would hammer my cervix with every thrust and I wasn't so much into that sensation.

While Mitch fucked me, I lay back on the table and took turns licking and sucking Cabe and Ben. I rolled their willie warmers down their shafts to reveal their knobs, and I enjoyed the feeling of fuzzy wool on my chin as I gobbled their cocks. They tweaked my nipples and ran their fingers over my oily, waxy skin while Mitch pistoned between my legs, chanting "good girl, good girl, good girl" with every thrust.

I was just on the verge of another climax when I heard a woman's voice say, "I am sorry we are late, we were busy putting the finishing touches on my current painting. How can we be of use?"

I sat up, holding my Santa hat on my head, and looked over Mitch's shoulder to see Maria, the painter from upstairs, standing in the doorway. She was wearing a sheer black gown, through which I could see the straps and buckles of a leather brassiere and panties, her blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun, with black rimmed glasses perched on her nose.

Maria sashayed into the room with a delightful sway to her hips, the heels of her shiny thigh-high black boots clicking on the floor, and stood behind Mitch with her hand on his shoulder. She was tall enough to look over his shoulder, getting a perfect view of his massive cock hammering me. Mitch didn't miss a beat, continuing to fuck me with the same intensity and determination as before Maria had arrived.

Behind Maria was another woman, shorter than her, wearing a similar leather lingerie set to Maria's. She had fibrous, coarse rope wrapped around her with elaborate knots, a bright red ball gag in her mouth, and her hands were bound behind her back. A severe part ran down the middle of her short black hair, with finger waves over her ears. Maria held a black leather leash that was attached to the silver studded leather collar that this woman was wearing.

"I see that you have this situation well under control," Maria said, her icy eyes sparkling as she smiled at me.

"I'm ... doing my best," I panted, propping myself on my elbows and holding Maria's stare while Mitch fucked me.

She licked her lips and ran a hand over Mitch's chest, tweaking his nipples between her fingers. Mitch's movements suddenly became erratic, the rhythms of his thrusting gone wild. I wrapped my legs around his waist and tried to pull him closer, but Maria held him back, the fingers squeezing his nipples twisting and turning, raising a red glow across his chest.

"Oh fuck, Maria," Mitch grunted, "stop that, I'm going to ..."

"Are you going to come, Mitch?" Maria hissed with her mouth close to his ear, but her eyes still on mine. "Are you going to fill her greedy little pussy with your seed?"

"I don't ... I don't want to come yet," Mitch said, his eyes pinched shut in concentration. Maria bit his shoulder while pinching his nipple, then ran her fingers down his belly. She had long, blood-red nails that curved menacingly, and she scraped the flames inked on Mitch's stomach.

"That's a shame," Maria said.

Her hand slid over Mitch's groin and cupped his balls. When she squeezed, she gave me a malicious smile, and Mitch shuddered as he erupted in orgasm, flooding me with his cum. I groaned, feeling my own climax so close and yet not close enough, and I bucked my hips in frustration as I felt Mitch's cock soften inside me, his thrusts turning into weak and trembling shivers until he slipped free, a drizzle of jizz leaking out of me as his cock came loose.

"Damn you, Maria," Mitch panted, "you're such a bitch."

"I know," Maria said, wrapping her fingers around his shrinking shaft and pulling the soggy elephant trunk covering over its length. "That's why you love me."

She pushed Mitch out of the way and approached my still spread legs, her eyes on my dribbling pussy. She rested her hands on my belly and looked into my eyes.

"He probably called you a 'good girl' while he fucked you," Maria said.

"Maybe ..."

She ran her hand along my wax-shiny tummy and through my thatch of hair, stiff with the candle droppings and the churned froth of my juices. A fingernail ran up my outer lips and I gasped in spite of myself, shivering at her touch. I no longer felt my climax as close I as I did when Mitch was fucking me, but I did feel the empty yearning he stirred inside me with his cock. I needed to be filled and fucked.

I looked left and then right, hoping Ben or Cade would step up to the task, but they were frozen in place, either mesmerized by Maria or terrified of her. Or both — I was certainly both, but also frustrated and hungry and desperate to be fucked.

"Muse!" Maria suddenly yelled, giving the leash in her hand a shake.

The woman with the ball gag stepped toward Maria, taking tiny steps; I looked down to see that her feet were bound, too, giving her only an inch or two of freedom. Maria used the leash to pull her face close, licking her from chin to ear, and then spun her around so she stood between me and Maria. I saw as she turned that there was a leather satchel lashed to her hands; Maria yanked a knot, and the bag fell with a clatter to the floor.

"If you are a 'good girl,'" Maria said, stooping down to retrieve the satchel, and then shrugging off her gown so it fell in a shimmering pool at her feet, "then you should sit on Santa's lap and let us know what gift you would like."

She unzipped the bag and reached inside to retrieve a long, black dildo and a tangle of leather straps. While Maria worked with the straps, buckling them around her waist and thighs, I stared at the dildo with a mixture of fear and arousal. It looked almost like a billy club, jet black and merciless, with a rounded head and a shiny shaft. Maria snapped it onto a plate on the harness so it jutted out from her crotch like a rampant cock, and she stroked it with her hand, purring.

"Ben, Cade, make yourselves useful," Maria said with a wave of her hand, and then unclipped the Muse's leash. "We need to put the Muse up on the table and help your 'good girl' onto Santa's lap."

Ben and Cade hurried over to Maria's companion, lifting her up onto the table beside me. The coarse rope binding her arms to her sides brushed my naked shoulder, and I shivered when she turned her head to look at me. The gag in her mouth forced her lips into a surprised "O" shape, but there was something bright and manic and scarily joyous in her eyes.

Ben took my hand and guided me down; when my feet hit the floor, my knees buckled, and Cade caught my arm to keep me from falling. I leaned into him, and his wool-wrapped cock brushed my thigh. His willie warmer felt warm and a little damp from my spit. I unzipped my skirt, which was a little damp from Mitch's cum, and let it fall to my feet; I was wearing nothing but my little red hat and green thigh-high stockings now, which made me feel even more naked.

Maria had seated herself on the folding chair and thrown her legs wide like a man taking up all available space on the bus. She wore a smirk on her face as she looked at me, and was casually stroking her dildo. The black silicone rod shimmered with the oil she had harvested from my belly to apply to the shaft.

I was terrified of Maria, and of her obsidian rod. It looked hard and cold and powerful, like something that could impale me and just keep going, rending me in two. I was also extremely aroused, with an aching need to ride her dong. I approached her, throwing my shoulders back to make myself look and feel bigger, and stopped a few inches from her, our knees almost touching.

"And what do you want for Christmas, little girl?" Maria asked, wiggling her dildo at me.

"I want," said, reaching out a to grab the dildo, "to ride your cock until I come."

Maria gasped in surprise when gripped the shaft and slid my hand up over its tip. It was softer than I expected, almost flesh-like, and warm from the friction of Maria's hands. I stepped closer to her, passing a leg over her knee, and leaned against her, pressing my palms against her leather-bound breasts. When our lips touched, I tasted cloves and cinnamon, and felt fire surge through my blood.

Then I lifted off my hat, set it on Maria's head, turned my ass toward her, and slowly lowered myself.

Maria tilted her hips and guided me onto her shaft, hands on my thighs as I seated myself on her lap. I leaned forward, toes on the floor, and wiggled until her dildo was seated firmly in my pussy, and then I began to ride her.

All eyes were on me: Mitch's, Ben's, Cade's, the Muse's. And Maria's too, I imagine, those icy blue eyes fixed on the back of my neck as I slid myself up and down her shaft. The guys were stroking their cocks in time with my movements, the heads swollen and glistening.

The Muse squirmed in her seat, shifting from side to side, a look of exquisite frustration in her eyes; she seemed to be trying to free her hands and pull her thighs apart, but the ropes were too tight. Part of me wanted to take pity on her, lean forward and undo her knots and then bury my face between her legs; but when I looked into her eyes, I saw a sparkle that told me that this was exactly the delectable torment she desired.

Ben came first. He stepped up to me, his fist a blur on his red willie warmer, and held his cock against my left tit. The first splash was warm and slick, reminding me of Cade's dripping wax, and it dribbled off my nipple like a teardrop. The second landed between my tits, and I ran my finger through the pearly puddle and brought it to my lips, savoring its salty tang.

Cade stepped up next, holding his cock close to my face. I guided it to my mouth, running my tongue around the purple ridge, and stroked until he let out a cry and exploded. I caught most of it, but some dribbled down my chin when he stumbled backward. Maria dug her fingers into my hips and raised her ass, driving the dildo deeper into me.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Mitch said, stroking my sweaty hair with one hand while he pulled on his cock with the other. His hand felt warm and strong, and I leaned into it.

"Do you think I'm a freak now?" I asked, winking at him.

"Absolutely," he grunted, the head of his cock pressing into my belly.

"Am I as freaky as Jennie?"

"Freakier," Mitch said, reaching his free hand to my tit. He pumped faster, the elephant trunk around his cock starting to fray. His cum splattered my belly, running warm and smooth toward my naval. Then he dropped to his knees in front of, put his hands on my thighs, and pressed his face between my legs.

Mitch's tongue on my clit and Maria's cock slamming inside my pussy finally sent me over the edge. I tightened my belly, trying to hold back as long as possible, then erupted with a roar. I caught the Muse's eyes as I came, looking deep into their inky depths; I fell into the black wells of her eyes, my mind tumbling and spinning while my body shivered against Maria's lap. Even around the ball gag in her mouth, I could tell that the Muse was laughing with vicarious joy.

#

It was a week before Jennie and I could get together again at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop, which was probably for the best: I could barely walk for two days after the Christmas bazaar at the Denikin Depot, and I had some feelings to process as well.

Jennie was already there when I got to the shop, sitting on the couch in the corner and knitting away on a green and red scarf with one of her cable knit hats pulled over her ears. I picked up my cortado, soda water, and avocado toast at the counter without Jennie even noticing I had arrived, she was so focused on her knitting. She startled when I sat down across from her and dropped a brown envelope and a little white box on the low table between us.

"The cash is here," I said, tapping the envelope. "I saw my half of the credit card receipts hit my checking account yesterday, so we're squared up financially."

Jennie picked up the envelope and peeked inside, then slipped it into her coat pocket.

"Thanks so much for filling in for me," she said. "I hope it wasn't too much trouble."

"Oh, it was ... interesting. You weren't entirely up front about the gig, though."

"No?" She cocked an eyebrow at me. "I can't imagine what I missed ..."

"Everyone there was sorry you weren't at the bazaar," I said. "Especially Mitch, Cade, and Ben."

"Oh, you met those guys! Aren't they great?"

"And Maria."

"Maria?"

"The painter with the studio on the top floor. She's got a Muse?"

"Oh. Uh huh. Maria ..."

Jennie's face was looking a little pale, and I was enjoying the way she squirmed. She reached for her knitting and started nervously clicking her needles together.

"She said to say hi. The Muse didn't say anything, but I think she would probably say hi, too, if there wasn't a ball gag in her mouth."

Jennie really turned pale at that, and looked down at the white box on the table. I sipped my cortado.

"Yeah, the guys had some presents for you. So I brought you this."

I pushed the box toward Jennie. She set down her knitting again and opened it with trembling fingers. I took a sip of my mineral water, and then picked up the warm cortado glass. Jennie pulled the gifts out and laid them on the table beside her scarf.

First, there were three gingerbread men, bound together with a green ribbon and sprinkled with coarse sugar crystals; they smelled delicious. Then she set Cabe's half-burnt yoni candle down, the blackened wick standing tall and proud in a smooth pool of cooled wax; a few droplets of wax had trickled down the vulva's lips, looking a lot like mine did after Mitch left his deposit. And finally she took out Mitch's elephant willie warmer, or what was left of it; some of the stitches had fallen out, the trunk was twisted like a pretzel, and the big pink ears were askew. I had taken it home and washed it by hand in cold water, letting it hang in the shower to dry, but it still smelled like sex when I held it to my nose. Which I did quite frequently when I wanted to remember the festivities, and when I lulled myself to sleep with the help of my fingers and one of my plastic boyfriends.

"Well," Jennie said, holding the bedraggled elephant delicately between her thumb and forefinger. "This looks like one of mine ..."

"It's Mitch's," I said. "I thought maybe you could tighten it up a little bit."

"Oh, um ... maybe I'll just make him a new one."

She let the willie warmer drop to the table, and I reached out and stuffed it in my pocket. If she wasn't going to keep, then I certainly would.

"What do you think of your gifts?" I asked.

"They're ... interesting? Um ... the candle looks a little used ..."

"Very well used," I said. "But it's got some life in it still."

"The cookies look good, though."

"Oh, they are. Very good. I liked the baker, too."

"I'm not sure I understand ..."

"Does 'Real Beard Santa Christmas Train' mean anything to you?" I asked, smiling at her over the lip of my glass.

Jennie went from pale to snow white at that, and her fingers shook too much to pick up her knitting.

"Oh shit," she whispered. "Vickie, I ... I can explain ... it was ..."

"Peppermint lube?"

"Oh shit," Jennie said, holding a hand to her mouth. "Oh shit, did ... did you ... ?"

"Choo choo, motherfucker," I said, leaning back in my chair with a look of triumph on my face.

I told her the whole sordid tale, leaving in every filthy detail I could remember, including how I thanked Mistress Maria with my mouth between her thighs and my hand on her slippery dong. How I pulled a second train around the virtual Christmas tree, on my hands and knees on the table with my ass in the air and my head resting on the Muse's belly, who lay quivering perpendicular to me as Mitch, Cade, Ben, and Maria took turns pounding me. How we all snuck down the service elevator afterward and sat in Ben's kitchen, enjoying the warm glow of his ovens and eating a couple dozen gingerbread cookies — all that fucking was hungry work.

"Oh my god, Vickie, I'm so sorry," Jennie said, snapping the head off a gingerbread man and daintily nibbling it.

"Don't be, I'm not," I said.

"No, I mean ... I'm sorry I missed it. I made a lot of sales at the brewery, but Mitch, Cade, and Ben are my real Christmas cheer — I should have had you take the brewery gig." She turned her face away from me and dabbed at the corner of her eye.

"Well, I'm never going to miss another holiday bazaar at the Denikin Depot, I can promise you that," I said.

"We ... have one for Valentine's Day," Jennie said, turning her face back to me. A tear trickled down her cheek, but she wore a big smile with some gingerbread crumbs on her lip. "Maybe you'd like to help out at that one, too?"

I swallowed the last of my cortado and picked up my avocado toast.

"Let's pull the love train together," I said, and took a big bite.


Jennie's Christmas Train
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Jennie's Christmas Train

What if Santa's on the top of his own naughty list?


Jennie looks forward the the Christmas Craft Fair every year, where she sells her knitted hats and scarves, but she especially looks forward to the party after the fair, when she gets her freak on with Mitch, Ben, and Cade, her favorite butcher, baker, and candlestick maker. And this year is going to be particularly fun, because she’s got a special project to share with the kinky artist Maria and her Muse.

When a flock of Santas invades the fair, though, Jennie is afraid her plans will be upset. But she’s in for some surprising holiday treats when Santa’s true nature is revealed …


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer
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Join Dorothy and her friends for a very merry Milhawket Christmas in Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer!

The first dusting of snow brings out the holiday cheer in Dorothy. She finds a box of vintage decorations in the attic of the old farmhouse on the outskirts of Milhawket, which sends her on a quest that brings her into delightfully intimate contact with a woodsman, a snowplow driver, and a frisky elf.

The big Christmas cheer, though, comes on a snowy night when a mysterious visitor appears with a very long list of Dorothy's indiscretions over the last year and a very kinky plan to bring a little discipline to Dorothy's life ...


All For One and One For All
[image: ]


[image: ]

When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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