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A Note to Readers


"Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer" is the fourth story in the "Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings" series: while it can certainly be enjoyed on its own, it's even better with the other chapters! These little synopses will get you up to speed so you can enjoy Dorothy's holiday adventures:

"Dorothy's Domestic Bliss" introduces Dorothy and Calvin, who move to a farmhouse on the edge of the small town of Milhawket after Dorothy's indiscretions bring her career in the city to an end. She finds that there's plenty of fun to be found on the farm, with the help of Lee, Deacon, Frank, and more friends, old and new.

In "Dorothy's Double Delight" (a taboo story not available from all retailers ...), Dorothy helps two of Lee's groundskeepers, Conor and Jeff, fulfill a filthy fantasy, and urges Candy from the deli counter to join in.

"Use Me at the Fair" is Dorothy's summer send-off: with the help of many old and new lovers, Lee arranges a day at the county fair that keeps Dorothy on the edge of delight and begging for release.

And now, with the dark of winter and the light of the holidays falling upon Milhawket, Dorothy is ready for even more fun — please enjoy "Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer"!


Chapter one
O Christmas Tree


The first dusting of snow in Milhawket flips some sort of holiday cheer switch in me. One moment I'm dreading the onset of winter — I'm sure this drafty old farmhouse is going to be like an icebox when the cold winds start blowing — and the next I have my forehead pressed to the windowpane, watching in wonder as the snow clings to the trees near Sutter's Creek Road and lays a soft blanket over the brown grass and scattered leaves on the lawn.

In the city, snow always meant hassle: plow trucks rattling under our windows all night, slush filling the gutters and seeping into my shoes, traffic snarling up the streets. But the sparkling blanket of white the first snowfall is spreading across the landscape of Milhawket is nothing like the icy gray mess we got in the city. Suddenly I'm thinking of snowballs and snow angels, hot cocoa and cookies by the fireplace, maybe a cheery snowman standing by the door to greet Calvin when he comes home from the city. I hear the strains of "Sleigh Ride," and I'm happily nodding my head along to the tune before I realize it's me that's humming it.

The weather forecast says that we'll only get a dusting today, though, so Calvin probably won't get a snowman to greet him; but I noticed some old boxes in the attic labeled "Christmas" when we moved here over the summer, and that seems like a promising way to apply my sudden holiday cheer. I reluctantly leave my window seat, carry my coffee cup to the kitchen, and head up to the dusty attic.

#

The decorations in the two boxes must have belonged to Calvin's Great-aunt Belinda, who lived in this house before we moved here. I find long strands of silvery tinsel (no doubt made of some toxic substance long ago outlawed), colorful candles shaped like the Three Wise Men, a set of glass globes with little winter scenes inside them, and strings of lights carefully wound around wooden dowels. One box is filled almost completely with crystal ornaments, each carefully wrapped in red or green tissue paper, beautiful little stars and snowflakes that are smooth and heavy in my hands. At the bottom of that box is a big silver star, glass gems twinkling at the ends of each of its eight points.

I toss the tinsel into the trash and lug the box of ornaments into the living room. Spread out on the floor, the ornaments glow with a cheery warmth. In my mind's eye, I see them hanging from the rich green boughs of an evergreen beside the fireplace, catching the glow of the embers. Maybe strung with colorful red and green garlands, perhaps some twinkling lights, a snow white blanket wrapped around the base on which presents can be strewn ...

All I'm missing is the tree.

There's a Christmas tree lot between our house and town; I've gone past it a few times since Thanksgiving on my occasional errands, but I've never felt the need to stop. The first week, it was a sparse patch of ground with a few trees leaning together under a banner that reads "Sugar Pine Farms," a string of red and green lights wrapped around a little wooden shack. Since then, it's grown more thickly populated with cut trees and strings of evergreen garlands, and when I rode my bicycle past it the other afternoon, on my way to visit Frank at the post office for our weekly playtime, there was tinny Christmas music playing from speakers mounted on the light poles. At the time, I was much more interested in getting to my appointment with Frank than I was in looking at the miniature forest sprouting on the lot, but now its magic is luring me out to the barn where I keep my bicycle. I throw on my wool skirt and sweater, wrap a scarf around my neck and pull a cap over my hair, and begin my holiday journey up Sutter's Creek Road.

#

The fresh smell of cut wood rises warm in the chilly air, mixing with the sharp scent of pine and fir. The young man trimming the base of the tree I've selected at the Sugar Pine Farms lot, just a couple of miles up from our house on Sutter's Creek Road, looks vaguely familiar: I think he was on Lee Randolph's crew who were working on our yard most of the summer, clearing away the years of neglect that had settled in while the house was empty. Dark curls of hair peek out from under his orange wool hat, and his checked flannel shirt does little to hide the shape of his muscular shoulders.

"Why don't you give the lady a ride home with her tree, Nick," says the bearded older man as he counts out the change from the cash I hand him for the tree. "Take the old truck."

The younger man — Nick — straightens and sets down his saw, patting the sawdust off his hands against his jeans. Yes, he was definitely on Lee's crew; I recognize his slightly lopsided smile and his sparkling green eyes; though over the summer he tended to work shirtless, revealing broad freckled shoulders and a tight belly. He hoists the tree onto his shoulder and wrestles a black mesh bag over the boughs. I follow him toward an old red pickup truck parked on the edge of the lot, wheeling my bicycle beside me.

"I live a few miles down Sutter's Creek Road," I say. "I think you worked there on Lee Randolph's crew?"

Nick pauses to look me over as he eases the tree into the back of the truck, and then reaches for my bicycle. I suppose I'm not so easily recognized in the new season's clothes, either; I've had to swap my flimsy sundress for a wool skirt and sweater, and high blue stockings cover the legs that were bare when I sat on my porch sipping tea and watching Lee's crew work. But a flash of recognition crosses his face when he sees my auburn hair under my blue knit cap.

"Oh, Mrs. Warren!" he says, that lopsided grin brightening his face. "Yes, I worked at your place for Mr. Randolph last summer, it's real nice to see you again."

"Call me Dorothy," I say as Nick takes my bicycle, easily lifting it into the truck bed beside the tree. "I haven't seen you around town since the summer."

"Oh, I was away at school," Nick says. He beckons me around to the passenger side of the truck; the door makes a squeaky creak when he yanks it open. "I'm just back for a couple of weeks for Christmas."

He puts a hand on my hip to guide me up into the truck's cab, and grins when he slams the door shut. He hurries around to the driver's side and hops onto the truck's wide bench beside me. The truck rumbles to life when he turns the key, and I have to brace my hands against the crackled brown dashboard when Nick puts the truck into gear and gives the steering wheel a sharp twist.

"Sorry," Nick says, turning his lopsided grin toward me. "This old beast is a little cranky when she first wakes up."

"I can certainly identify," I say, letting myself drift across the bench until my hip bumps against Nick's.

Nick pulls the headlight knob — it's only afternoon, but it's already getting dark — and swings the truck out toward the road. The engine is still making the bench shake — I can feel the shivers all the way through my bones — but has settled into a steady hum. Nick doesn't flinch when I let my head fall against his shoulder, but I hear a sharp intake of breath; he feels warm and solid beside me, and a cozy, familiar glow envelopes my body as the truck turns onto Sutter's Creek Road.

#

"Two trees for the price of one!" I say with a laugh, sliding my fingers down the slippery length of Nick's cock. He groans, still wearing the look of surprise that overtook his face when pushed him down onto the couch and threw a leg over his lap.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick moans when I wrap my lips around the purple tip of his cock, letting my tongue lap the pearly drop of pre-cum that my fingers urged to the surface.

"Dorothy," I say, pulling his cock from my lips and looking up at his slack-jawed face. "You should call me Dorothy."

When we got to the house, Nick pulled the tree out of the truck while I went inside to start some hot cocoa. He looked so handsome with the tree balanced on his shoulder, green needles spilling over his red plaid shirt, lifting the tree as if it weighed nothing at all, that I knew he deserved a reward even sweeter than Aunt Belinda's cocoa recipe (it's the pinch of cayenne pepper that's the secret, bringing out the richness of cocoa with just a hint of heat — Aunt Belinda was ahead of her time in so many ways).

I thought I deserved a little treat, too, to be honest.

And now that I've got that treat — hardly a little treat at all! — unwrapped and slippery in my grip, the Christmas cheer is definitely spreading through me. I slip a hand under my skirt and find that the holiday joy is flowing quite smoothly, as warm and sticky as mulled wine. Nick lets out another groan when I swipe my tongue across the tip of his cock, capturing the salty, slightly bitter liquid shimmering on his velvety head.

Nick seemed a little nervous when I invited him to take a seat on the couch after he put the tree in its place near the window. He used a pocketknife to cut the mesh netting that held the boughs tight to the trunk, and the way the green branches stretched themselves out when freed made me quiver. I had an image of Nick doing the same to my clothing, tearing away the fabric that concealed my curves so my desire could expand unbounded into the space around us. My wool skirt suddenly felt very tight, and I was afraid the buttons on my blouse might burst.

He didn't refuse the cup of cocoa when I offered it, and he didn't flinch when I sat down next to him with my hip nestled against his. When Nick lifted his lips away from the rim of the mug, a frothy line of freshly whipped cream (just a splash of vanilla really makes it sing ...) stretched across his lip, and who can blame me for leaning across his lap to lick it clean? I'm sure the cocoa that splashed onto his jeans will come out in the wash ...

"Oh god, Dorothy," Nick moans, tangling his fingers in my hair as I return my lips to his cock. I kiss my way up and down the shaft, my tongue trailing from tip to balls, until it's slippery and shiny in the dim afternoon light.

My clit pulses under my fingers, and I let out a little moan of my own around Nick's erection. I shift my hips so I can work my skirt up higher, above my hips, and I spread my thighs so I can slip my hand deeper between my legs. My folds are slick and warm beneath my fingers, and my channel opens easily to my probing. A finger feels so good slipping inside, but I need more. I always need more.

"I'm going to ride you now, Nick," I say, pulling myself up past his knees. I tug at his jeans, dragging them lower so he can spread his legs and brace his feet as I clamber up onto the couch, my knees on either side of his hips. "And you're going to keep that candy cane nice and stiff until I come, got it?"

Nick's eyes are wide and glassy, but he nods his head to indicate he understands the assignment. I put my hands against his cheeks and pull his lips to mine, tasting the sweetness of the cocoa and the bitterness of his pre-cum on my tongue. His hands slide down my back and then firmly grip my ass. I can feel his cock pulsing between us, the weeping tip pressing against my belly.

When he enters me, I arch my back and let out a sigh, grinding my body against his. His cock throbs inside me, pressing wall to wall as it slides deep and hard. With my hands on his shoulders, digging into his soft flannel shirt, I find my rhythm, sliding myself back and forth, up and down, while Nick's fingers press into my ass.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick gasps, a look of panic crossing his face. "I'm ... I'm gonna ..."

"You are not," I say sternly, my hands flying to his cheeks again and pressing hard against his face. "You absolutely are not going to come, young man, or there will be consequences!"

Nick whimpers and closes his eyes, his face going red. Sweat dapples his brow with his exertion, and I can feel his thighs quivering beneath me. I lean down to kiss his trembling lips, giving them a playful but firm nip with my teeth, just to make sure he knows I mean business.

His breathing is fast and shallow, and his fingers dig hard into my ass. I wrap the fingers of one hand around his chin, tilting his face up to mine, and slide my other hand down between us, finding the wet, hot junction of our bodies. Nick is doing his best, but I can tell it's a struggle for him to hold back the flood, so I need to help things along a little on my end.

With my thumb flicking fast and firm against my clit while Nick's cock pulses inside me, I push myself toward the finish line. It might be a little faster than I would like, but I'll be damned if it won't be just as hard as I like. Nick pants and gasps, eyes open now and staring into mine, while I grind and buck on his lap, my clit stiff under my stroking thumb.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick groans. Tears shimmer in the corners of his eyes.

"Dorothy," I correct him, my voice breathy and low. "Dorothy."

"Dorothy," he groans, and then begins a quiet, rhythmic chant of, "Dorothy ... Dorothy ... Dorothy ..." in time with my movements.

His head falls back against the couch, jaw slack, and I lean back, pressing my clit hard against the base of his cock. I grit my teeth and stroke for all I'm worth, racing against Nick's flagging willpower, and I push myself past the point of no return just as he loses the fight against his own climax. His hot seed explodes inside me, and his chant becomes a long, warbling cry, both our bodies shaking in the fading light.

When the last shivers of my climax have finally coursed through me, I swing my leg up and drop onto the couch beside Nick. He's still gasping, body limp, his slick cock going soft. While he recovers his composure, I stand and straighten my skirt, letting out a satisfied sigh. We have time for another cup of cocoa before Calvin gets home, and perhaps I'll send him off with the memory of a dollop of cream licked from his tasty lips.


Chapter two
Hang a Shining Star Upon the Highest Bough


"Do you want to come over and help trim my tree?"

I grin at my phone as I send the text to Lee; the little dots showing he's composing his reply appear almost immediately.

"Is that a double entendre for something nasty?" comes his answer.

"Only if you want it to be," I answer, then lean back on the couch to admire the tree in the living room. I worked on it most of the morning, starting soon after Calvin left for work, and I'm pleased with how it's coming along.

Most of Aunt Belinda's crystal ornaments are hanging from boughs, starting from as high as I could reach on my tiptoes, and I have a cheery red skirt embroidered with snowflakes wrapped around the tree's base. There are still empty branches toward the top of the tree, though, and the eight-pointed star that should have the place of honor on the tree's tip is sitting on the coffee table wrapped in tissue and the strands of lights are coiled on the rug. I started pulling the step stool out of the kitchen closet so I could finish myself, but then decided that it would be much cheerier to enlist some help. Lee is nice and tall, and I'm sure the gingerbread cookies baking in the kitchen will tempt him to lend a hand, as will other treats I'm ready to offer him.

I haven't seen as much of Lee this winter as I would like. After the last of the leaves had been raked and mulched, the Randolph Landscaping LLC truck wasn't around our house as much, and the downstairs bedroom where I entertained Lee all summer has been empty far too many afternoons. We have a contract with Lee to plow the long driveway that leads from our house to Sutter's Creek Road, but except for the dusting that prompted my burst of Christmas cheer, we've had almost no snow so far, and he's not around as often for some casual plowing, if you catch my drift, as I'd like. The bare trees and brown grass give me a melancholy feeling when I look out the living room window, and I imagine what our lawn looked like when Lee and his crew were hard at work over the summer, the sun shining on their bare, sweaty skin as they brought the neglected grounds back to life.

"I'll be over in fifteen minutes," Lee answers. I send him back a little Christmas tree and a red heart, then go to the kitchen to check on the cookies in the oven.

#

"I guess you weren't joking about the tree," Lee says. He's nibbling at a gingerbread man, one hand on his hip, as he assesses the half-decorated tree in the living room.

"I just can't reach the top branches," I say, stepping up to the tree, "even when I stretch."

I stand on my toes and reach my fingers up as high as they'll go. My little red skirt, which matches the one wrapped around the tree's base, rides up to reveal a hint of the bare skin beneath it, and my breasts strain against my white shirt, opening the spaces between the buttons. I look over my shoulder to make sure Lee is paying more attention to me than to the tree, and I'm pleased to catch his eyes lingering on my ass while he takes a bite from the gingerbread man's head.

"I suppose I can lend a hand with that," Lee says, stepping behind me. His free hand rests against my hip and I let myself lean back against him. His broad chest is solid against my back, and the heat that rises from his body sends a shiver through me.

"I knew you were the right person to call," I say. I drop back on my heels, letting my body slide down Lee's; I can feel the start of a bulge in his jeans against the small of my back, and I rub gently against him until I hear his breath catch.

"What pretty baubles do you have to hang on your branches?" he asks.

His hand rises up my flank while he bends his neck closer to me, his lips close to my ear. I can smell the sweet and spicy gingerbread on his breath. His hand brushes across my breasts, making my nipples stiffen, and his fingers trace a line down the buttons on the front of my shirt. I let out a sigh and press my ass against his growing bulge.

"They're in the box over there," I say, nodding toward the coffee table. "Lights, too."

Lee pops the rest of the cookie into his mouth and then leans his long body back toward the box of ornaments, letting the hand on my chest slide down to my belly. I let out another sigh and lean with him, savoring the way his body feels against mine. When he straightens, balancing the box on one hand, his arm wraps around my waist and pulls me close. I turn my face up to his and moan when his mouth slides across my cheek and connects with my lips. It's been far too long ...

"I'm gonna have to let go of you, baby," Lee says with a soft laugh, "if I'm going to hang these ornaments."

I sigh, then turn to face him, putting my hands on his chest. He looks down at me with those deep brown eyes, a broad grin stretching across his lips with a promise of naughty fun.

"I guess that's a sacrifice I'll have to make ... for now," I say, going up on my toes to kiss his chin. "You get to work, don't let me distract you."

Lee reaches down to give my ass a squeeze, his fingers bunching the fabric of my skirt and then slipping lower to dance across my bare skin; he lets out a happy chuckle. I've hardly worn panties since moving to Milhawket, but Lee is somehow still surprised and delighted to discover naked skin every time his hands venture under my dress or skirt.

"It's hard not to be distracted when you've got no panties on," he says, sliding his broad palm across my ass and lifting me against him. I let out a gasp when I feel his bulge pressing against my mound through the thin fabric of my skirt.

"Then let it be a challenge," I say, letting my hands walk down his chest and belly, my fingers coming to rest on his belt.

Lee laughs when I drop to knees in front of him and tug at his belt.

"You're a naughty girl," he says. "Santa's not going to bring you any presents if you keep misbehaving."

"I don't need what Santa has in his sack," I say, grinning up at him as I unbuckle his belt and this run a finger along the seam of his jeans, feeling his cock pulse under the denim. "Not if I can have the present in your pants."

"Naughty, naughty girl," Lee says with a growl.

He balances the box of ornaments in the crook of his arm so he can watch as I tug at the buttons on his fly and then pull his jeans over his hips. His blue boxers come partway down with his jeans, revealing the thin line of curly black hair that runs from his belly button before sprouting into a tangled thicket. I lean in to give his belly a little kiss, and he lets out a sigh; his cock twitches, stiffening inside his boxers.

"You get to work on those ornaments," I say, looking up at him with a grin as I hook my thumbs into the waistband of his underwear, "and I'll get to work on this."

His cock bounces high enough to tap my chin when I yank his underwear down, and I don't even bother stifling my giggle at its enthusiastic springiness. I slide my fingers down its length, pushing his foreskin back to reveal the deep purple head, already glistening with a drop of pre-cum. I run my tongue across my lips, and then slide my lips over the velvety knob; his cock is a shade darker than my gingerbread cookies, and a whole lot saltier against my tongue. Lee moans and reaches a hand down to twirl my auburn hair.

"Uh uh," I say when I pull his cock out of my mouth, "you've got work to do, mister; get those hands hanging ornaments while I take care of business down here."

"Oh, fuck, baby," he sighs when I twirl my tongue along the ridge of his cock's head, but then takes a deep breath and reaches into the box; I hear the rattle of crystal balls as he pulls the first ornament out.

Lee's balls are heavy and tight in my hand. I roll them in my palm as I nibble up and down the length of his shaft, feeling them tighten as his cock stiffens and throbs. His breathing is fast and shallow when I lick a long line down the underside from the tip to his balls, and he laughs when he almost drops one of the ornaments.

"I've missed having your mouth on my cock," he says with a deep, rumbling voice. "I've missed feeling your lips wrap around me while you suck me."

I can't answer him — my mouth is more than a little full — but I give an enthusiastic suck to let him know that I've missed this, too. I haven't sucked Lee's cock since before Thanksgiving, when he came to leave a copy of the snowplowing contract for Calvin, and it tastes even more delightful than I remember.

He leans so he can reach the other side of the tree, and I shuffle myself on my knees to let him move. My pussy is drenched with excitement, and I can't help but slip a hand under my skirt to give myself a little tickle. I groan around Lee's shaft and let my thumb dance across my pulsing clit.

"Does this last one go on the top?" Lee asks in a breathy voice. I look up from my work between his legs to see him holding the crystal star in his hand.

"Yes," I say, "right on the tip," and then plant a little kiss right on the tip of Lee's cock. A dribble of pearly liquid brushes my lips and drips toward my chin.

"I think you should do the honors, then," Lee says.

He steps back and bends down, putting the star topper in my hand. And then he drops the empty box, grabs me under the arms, and pulls me to my feet. I let out a surprised gasp when cups my ass in his palms and hoists me into the air.

"Lee, be careful!" I shout, putting my free hand on the top of his clean-shaven head as he continues to lift me until my thighs are pressed against his chest. He wobbles a little as he guides me onto his shoulders, my feet dangling over his back and my crotch close to his mouth.

"You smell delicious," Lee says, nuzzling his face against my skirt. "Let me have a little taste of this sweet treat."

My squeals of laughter turn to moans of delight when Lee flips the front of my skirt up and dives underneath with an open mouth and extended tongue. He wastes no time finding my clit with his warm, insistent lips, and I press myself against his mouth while his tongue parts my folds.

Lee braces his hands against my back and takes a shuffling step toward the tree. I feel the stiff needles press against my bare ass. He makes happy humming sounds between my legs, and I press my thighs against his head, locking him in place. His tongue is pushing me quickly toward release, and I can't control the moaning sounds that swell in my chest and force their way past my lips.

I nearly drop the crystal star in my hand when the wave of climax rolls over me. Lee's hands roam up and down my back, fingers firm and strong, and I lean into them, pushing my pussy against his face and stretching my arms back toward the tree. I can feel him shuffling his feet, still tangled in his jeans, moving to balance me.

I let out a cry when his teeth graze my pulsing clit, and I squeeze my hand so tightly around the crystal star that I'm afraid I'll crush it. A glance over my shoulder reveals that I'm in danger of being hung on the tree myself, with the branches bending against my back and the ornaments rattling with my shuddering body. With a grunt, I reach my hand toward the top of the tree, the crystal star hovering above the tip, and lower it until I feel the ornament slip into place.

Lee's hands grip my sides, and he lifts me away from his face. I let out a surprised yell, my hands grasping for his head to balance myself. I wrap my legs around his torso as he lowers me down his body, my sopping pussy pressed against his t-shirt. When my face is even with his, I see the fiery gleam in his eyes and the shiny glow of my nectar spread across his smiling lips, and I taste my musky flavors when I push my mouth to his.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Lee says, his voice a deep rumble. I can feel his cock press against my ass, and I grip his waist with my thighs.

Lee suddenly turns us around and takes a shuffling step toward the couch. I drop against the cushions, legs draped over the arm and falling open, and Lee hovers above me for just an instant before he plunges his stiff shaft to my core. My fingers grip his shoulders, pulling him to me, and he groans into my neck as he begins the steady, forceful pounding I ache to receive.

Over his shoulder, I see the ornaments on the tree glitter in the afternoon light slanting through the windows. The crystal star at the top is a little off center, bending its bough the way Lee is bending my body, and it seems to nod in time with Lee's powerful thrusts. I squeeze my eyes shut as another climax rushes toward me and I let out a triumphant howl of delight.


Chapter three
Santa's Helper


"You're not going to even give me a hint?" I ask as I pull up to the Milhawket train station. It's almost noon, and the twelve fifteen to the city is already sitting on the tracks, partially obscured by the station building.

"It's a surprise," Calvin says, leaning over from the passenger seat to kiss my cheek and then turning to open the door. "You like surprises, don't you?"

"Of course I like surprises," I say, "but I like clues, too."

Calvin laughs and steps out of the car.

"I'll be on the six o'clock train," he says. "And then we can enjoy a cozy Christmas Eve — with your surprise."

He slams the door and hurries toward the low concrete building, collar turned up against the wind, giving a little wave as he slips inside. A few snowflakes settle on the windshield — not enough to bother flicking the wipers on — and I turn the car back toward Sutter's Creek Road.

#

It's somewhat unusual that I've got the car for the day. Usually, Cal drives himself to the station, letting me sleep in, and I get around on the old bicycle I rescued from the barn. Sometimes I'll get up early and drive Cal if I have errands to run in town, but unless I'm getting groceries or picking up Cal's suits at Dot's Cleaning and Tailoring, the bicycle suits most of my outings.

Except, of course, when it gets too cold and snowy. Climbing the hill to the house on the old yellow bike in the winter is a lot less fun than speeding down the hill in the summer, and I'm far less likely in the winter to have fun and interesting encounters along the way. As the weather has turned colder, I've been sticking to home more, turning my attention to baking cookies, decorating for Christmas, and entertaining the occasional visitor.

Having the car on Christmas Eve, though, doesn't offer me as many opportunities for adventure as I had hoped. A sleepy town most of the year, Milhawket is practically hibernating already: though the streets are decorated with lights and garlands, most of the shops along Main Street are locked up tight with "Closed for the Holidays" signs in the windows.

Even the holiday market at the county fairgrounds feels abandoned. Most of the stalls that were selling Christmas ornaments, knitted mittens, and fresh gingerbread cookies last week are shuttered, and there's something forlorn about the sound of the music playing from speakers on poles around the fair, struggling to be heard above the increasingly strong, bitter wind. I suppose a quiet evening at home is the best holiday cheer I can hope for.

I buy a cup of cocoa at one of the few open stalls and make my way across the nearly deserted market toward the cheerily lit chalet with the neon "Santa's Workshop" sign above it, happy to have something warm in my hands. The wind bites through my gloves and brings tears to my eyes, and I feel the icy sting of snowflakes against my bare cheeks.

Santa's workshop, though, is toasty warm, though just as quiet as the rest of the market. I suppose people are hurrying home to huddle by the fire as the wind starts to howl outside. Santa's chair on the raised stage at the back of the chalet is empty, and there's no one in line to have a seat on his lap. I browse through the shelves of knickknacks, hats, and scarves in the chalet — little wooden elves and plush reindeer look up me with big, warm eyes — and sip my cocoa.

"Mrs. Warren!"

I almost spill my cocoa when a little red-and-green clad elf launches herself into my arms with a happy shout. At first I don't recognize her, but when her soft lips that taste of fresh peppermint press against mine with a cheery buzz, I'm transported back to my afternoon at the county fair, when I got a very special bouquet of flowers at the Blooming Bundles stand.

"Candy!" I say, laughing as I hold her out at arm's length and let my eyes run up and down her body. She's wearing a short green smock with silver buttons up the front, her legs covered in bright red tights that end at green slippers with curled toes and silver bells that jingle when she bounces up and down. A little green and red cap trimmed in white fur sites on her silky blonde hair, also bearing a tinkling silver bell at its pointy top. She wears a broad grin on her cherubic face, and I can't help but notice a shiny smear of sticky candy at the corner of her lip.

"I haven't seen you since the fair," I say, then give her a wink that makes her blush and avert her eyes for just a moment.

Candy was working at the Blooming Bundles flower shop stand at the county fair at the end of the summer when I visited on the very busy day Lee planned for me. Lee had arranged all sorts of encounters for me at the fair — at the bandstand, at the haunted house, in the butter sculpture workshop — all of them designed to bring me just to the brink of release but not quite over the edge. Candy, who I knew from the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter, had been part of Lee's dastardly plan to tease me, and she had certainly played her part well, using her dainty tongue to give me a thorough cleaning after my encounter with Conor.

"I've been back at school," she says toward her feet, then turns her eyes back to me. "But I haven't forgotten our little ... meeting ..."

"Neither have I," I say, reaching out my hand to pull her closer to me. I press my lips against hers, savoring the minty sweet flavors, then pull away to the sound of her breathy gasps. "I think we have some unfinished business."

#

It's a good thing Candy has a candy cane between her teeth, because otherwise her moans would surely be audible beyond the little dressing room behind Santa's chair. She has her legs thrown over the arms of a wooden chair, red tights dangling from one foot and her smock pushed up above her belly, while I kneel in front of her with my tongue exploring her delicate folds. While the lips on her mouth tasted of Christmas sweets, the lips between her thighs give a musky, tangy flavor that feels warm and delicious in my mouth.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Candy groans, letting her head fall back while her tongue slides up and down the length of the sugar sucker between her fingers.

"Dorothy," I correct her, looking up from between her legs. I bring a finger up along her thigh and tease the tip across the entrance to her pussy, which pulses with desire under my touch.

"Doooorothy," she groans, dragging out my name as I graze my teeth against the quivering bud of her clit. Her fingers tangle in my hair, pulling my face closer.

When I pull away, her nectar trickling down my chin, she lets out a plaintive sigh and reaches for my head again. I look up at her, smiling at the frustrated expression on her face, and say, "Turn about is fair play, Candy."

"Oh god, please, Dorothy," Candy gasps, reaching her fingers toward me. I can see the desire in her swollen labia and heaving belly. "I'm so close ..."

"So was I," I say, pushing my hands against her knees as I stand up. "Your naughty little tongue had me right on the edge that afternoon at the fair, and you left me high and dry."

"Pleeeease," she groans, sliding her ass to the edge of the chair, legs thrown wide. "I'm sooo close ..."

I shake my head and smile, then slide my jacket off my shoulders and start unbuttoning my blouse. She looks at me with glazed, hungry eyes, her half eaten candy cane dangling from her lips.

"Fair is fair," I say. I toss my blouse after my jacket and roll my shoulders, letting her gaze on my bare breasts. My nipples are already firm, and I reach a finger up to flick one dark tip, sending an electric thrill through my body. "You owe me, Candy."

"Mr. Randolph made me promise," she pouts, sticking out her bottom lip. I feel a shiver run down my belly, imagining my teeth nipping at that sweet, pink flesh.

"I wouldn't have told," I say, toeing off my boots and then feeling for the zipper on the side of my skirt. "It could have been our little secret, Candy; I really needed to come by the time I met you at the flower stand."

"I'll bet Mr. Randolph made it up to you, though," Candy says, her voice breathy. A hand slips between her legs, and I watch her flick a finger against her pulsing clit as I let my skirt fall, stepping out of it wearing only my high wool stockings.

"He did," I admit. Recalling the way I rode Lee's cock at the top of the Ferris wheel while the night sky exploded with fireworks lights a spark between my legs, and I let my hand slide low, too, urging my juices to flow. "But that still doesn't change how you teased me."

"I won't tease you now," Candy whispers, putting a heal on the seat of the chair and opening herself wide to my gaze. I am mesmerized by the way her fingers flit across the warm, pink flesh of her cunt. "I want to taste you, and I want you to devour me ..."

I stand with my legs wide, leaning down over her with my fingers on her chin, tilting her face up to mine. She reaches out a shaking hand to stroke the auburn tangles between my legs, and I can't help but purr in delight at her touch. I bend to press my lips against hers, tasting the candy cane mingled with her musky nectar.

"I think we can come to an agreement," I say, slowly lowering myself onto her lap.

#

Candy convulses on top of me, her thighs trembling against my cheeks and her breath hot between my legs. Her moans are muffled against my pussy, and the feeling of her chin vibrating against my clit as her climax shakes her is simply delicious. I groan myself into her nectar-slick quim and wrap my hands around her ass, pulling her tight as she shudders, and let another orgasm run its course through my body.

With a wailing groan, Candy rolls off of me and lies beside me, wet and trembling, her blonde hair a tangle with sweat-soaked strands stuck to her face. I giggle and tuck my feet under myself, turning so I can lie beside her on the carpet face to sticky face. She closes her eyes and sighs when I smooth back her hair and cover her lips with kisses.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren ... Dorothy ... that was ... so good ..."

"You're a delicious little treat," I say, running a hand down her back and pulling her close. Her elf costume lies in scattered pieces across the floor, and the chair she was sitting in has toppled over, its legs pointing toward the closed dressing room door.

"Are we even now?" she asks, opening one eye and smiling.

"Well," I say, looking over at the scattered pieces of Candy's elf costume, "there is something else you might be able to do for me ..."


Chapter four
A Night Visitor


When I get back to my car, Candy's costume folded up inside a plastic Santa's Workshop bag, my phone buzzes with a text from Calvin.

"Lots of snow here," it says, "trains are delayed — I'll let you know when I get to the station!"

I send him back smiley face, Santa Claus, and eggplant emojis, then tuck my phone in my purse. The sky has turned a dark, chilly gray, and snow swirls in the chilly wind. The train company is probably just being extra cautious with the first big snow of the season; I'm sure Cal will be home with my surprise without too much delay.

By the time I'm halfway up the hill out of town, though, I'm starting to have doubts. The snow is falling faster now, and the wind is howling; drifts are starting to form on the side of the road, and I have to shift down to help the old station wagon make the steep climb.

I almost miss the turn into our driveway, the snow has piled up so fast, and the house is barely visible through the storm. I trudge through snow that's above my ankles to the porch, and struggle against the wind to pull the door open. My phone buzzes again while I'm stomping the snow off my shoes:

"Looks like I'm stuck at the station in the city for the night," Cal's text says. "Everything is closed between here and Milhawket."

#

The elf costume is way too cute on me to waste a Christmas Eve alone. I admire myself in the bedroom mirror — I've opted for my high red stockings and a pair of little red panties instead of the costume's tights, since I want to have easy access to my charms, but I like the way the smock clings to my hips and rides up my ass when I bend over, and the little cap is quite charming on my auburn hair.

I grab my phone to snap a picture of myself in the mirror, looking over my shoulder with my hip cocked to show how the costume hugs my curves, and send a message to Lee:

"You up? I'm feeling cheery!"

When there's no immediate response, I fire off the same to Deacon, the carpenter who did our kitchen cabinets, and took care of some of my more intimate domestic needs. His answer comes back almost immediately:

"So sorry Dorothy, no way I can get through this storm!"

With a sigh, I send out feelers to Frank, Jeff, and Conor, too, but all have the same excuse: too much snow. Frank, at least, suggests that we could have a little long distance fun and sends a picture of his cock with a new brass ring around the base; but I want more than just pictures tonight!

Lee's message finally comes back, and my hopes of a merry Christmas Eve are dashed:

"Sorry baby I'm gonna be plowing snow all night"

"Wouldn't you rather be plowing me?" I reply, and send a picture of myself bent over, ass toward the mirror and skirt raised to show bare skin.

"You know there's nothing I'd rather be plowing but first things first, maybe catch you when the storm is over?"

With a frustrated sigh, I toss my phone onto the bed and stomp downstairs. It looks like a lonely night ahead of me, in the company of a cup of cocoa on the couch and maybe one of my plastic fantastic lovers — a poor substitute for my favorite Milhawket men.

#

I wake with a start, letting out a little gasp as my empty cocoa mug drops to the carpet with a soft thud. I blink in the darkness, fumbling for the chain on the lamp by the couch. The embers in the fireplace have long since died down, and the soft orange glow in the gray ash does little to illuminate the room.

With the fire going cold, the air in the living room is chilly, and the combination of my skimpy elf costume and the thin blanket I wrapped around myself offer little warmth. I shiver and pull the blanket tighter, wondering what time it is and trying to decide whether I should stumble up the stairs to the bedroom I share with Calvin or stagger to the back room where I usually entertain Lee on his visits. The comforter upstairs is heavy and soft, but climbing the stairs feels like such an effort!

And that's when I hear it: a soft scraping sound above me, and the crystalline tinkle of bells.

What is that? I think, my pulse quickening.

Fear warms my limbs, and I drop the blanket and rush to the window. Snow has settled against the panes, and the frost has etched circles and loops on the wavy old glass. There are no streetlights out here, but the storm clouds have passed, leaving behind a velvet black sky set with a low crescent moon and strewn with twinkling stars that throw soft beams down on the white drifts that cover the lawn. The wind has whipped the snow into smooth arcs and long, low dunes, unbroken except for the tracks of a single rabbit leading from the house to the road and disappearing into darkness.

I hear the scraping sound again, louder this time, and more bells, coming from high above me. I consider rushing outside so I can look up toward the roof, but the thought of going out in all that snow in my little green skirt and thin red tights makes me shiver.

Squirrels, I think, it's probably just squirrels.

Then I hear a banging sound that erupts from the fireplace, and I let out a cry. Not a squirrel, I think, my mind spinning, not a squirrel at all!

I start toward the fireplace, my hand reaching toward the iron poker and shovel standing by the hearth, when the banging grows louder. It sounds like something heavy is clattering down the chimney, accompanied by jingling bells, and I shriek, backing away from the fireplace and nearly tripping over a chair.

A dark shape suddenly drops into the gray ash within the fireplace, sending up a dusty cloud. I freeze in terror, jaw working up and down, unable to yell, unable to breathe, as the shadow fills the firebox. The metal screen clatters onto the brick flooring in front of the fireplace as the shadow stretches forward and emerges from the darkness, soot and ash billowing around it.

"Dorothy," a man's voice says — deep, resonant, almost musical — "you almost had me fooled in that little outfit of yours. Such a tricky girl you are!"

I let out a gasp and stumble behind the chair that almost tripped me, putting its bulk between me and the intruder. My eyes adjust slowly to the dim light, and I see that the figure is a man — tall and broad-shouldered, his shirtless chest smeared with soot, a red fur cap with white trim sitting on top of his thick, curly white hair. A neatly trimmed beard — as white as the drifts of snow outside — clings to his cheeks and chin, dusted slightly with the gray ashes from the cold embers. He wears tight red trousers topped with a broad black belt with a gold buckle, and black leather boots that glisten despite the dusty ashes swirling around them.

"Who — who — who are you?" I stammer, my fingers digging into the back of the chair.

The man throws his head back and lets out a laugh that shakes the entire house. He presses his broad hands against his flat, tight belly.

"Surely a good little elf like you knows exactly who I am," the man says as he steps away from the fireplace. He reaches a hand back and heaves a large brown sack out of the shadows, dropping it beside his feet; ash billows around it. "Unless you're not really a good little elf; maybe you're a naughty, naughty little girl?"

You're dreaming, Dorothy, I think to myself, desperately trying to make sense of the impossible vision before me. This is one of those vivid, vivid dreams you have sometimes, that's all it is, you're sound asleep on the couch and you're going to wake up any minute now and it will be morning and Calvin will be home soon and it will be Christmas ...

"So which is it, Dorothy?" the man says. He's suddenly standing right in front of me, leaning over the chair; I can feel the warmth of his skin in the air, and I smell his scent — a fragrant blend of cinnamon and nutmeg — as his fingers reach out and brush against my cheek. "Good little elf, or naughty little girl?"

His fingers are warm on my skin as they slide over my cheek and down my neck, sending an electric jolt through me. I close my eyes and sigh; it would be so easy to simply melt into his touch, let his strong hands mold me like putty ...

Just a dream, I remind myself, just a dream ...

"Neither," I say, taking a deep breath and stepping back from his touch. "I'm a grown damn woman, and I do what I do when I want to do it."

He laughs again, a rich, velvety sound that wraps itself around me. My knees feel weak.

"It's hard to argue with that sentiment," he says. "You certainly do what you want. Let's see what the scroll says, shall we?"

He reaches into his trousers pocket and pulls out a small rolled parchment bound with a red satin ribbon. With his teeth — bright white in the dim light — he tugs at the bow, and the scroll begins to unroll. It seems impossibly long, falling toward his boots and tumbling across the floor. He tucks the ribbon into his pocket and his fingers emerge with a pair of round, silver-framed spectacles, which he perches on the bridge of his nose. His lips curl into a smile as his icy blue eyes flit up and down the paper.

"Oh, Dorothy," he says, shaking his head, his voice taking on a tone of admonishment even as his smile broadens. "Everything I see here is exceedingly naughty. I see a lot of naughtiness in my line of work, but you've really outdone yourself this year."

I try to look at the words on the paper, but they swim before my eyes, looping and curling like smoke, illegible no matter how hard I squint.

That's a sure sign it's a dream, I think. When words dance like that, when clocks run backwards and reflections turn liquid and strange, bare-chested men step out of the fireplace — those are all clear signs of a dream. Somehow, though, I'm not waking up from this strange reverie.

There's nothing to do but lean into the dream.

"And so what if I'm naughty?" I say, taking a step forward. I can feel the warmth coming off him, like he's a warm ember from the fireplace, and despite the chill in the air, I feel sweat on my brow. "I'm doing no harm to anyone — I get no complaints about any of my naughty deeds."

"Oh, I'm sure not," he says, looking down at the scroll and shaking his head. "There are a lot of names on this list, Dorothy, so many names ... you certainly spread your naughtiness far and wide."

I feel my cheeks burn — even if it is a dream, the thought of someone recording all of my rendezvous makes me feel a twinge of embarrassment.

"I see Brad, and Deacon, and Hank ..." He runs his finger down the scroll; the paper rustles softly under his touch. "Lee shows up quite a few times here, and Frank ... oh, goodness, Dorothy, is all of this about the toys true?"

My skin tingles at that little hint — Frank and his toys in the back room of the post office has certainly been a memorable way to pass the time since I moved to Milhawket ...

"And ... Jeff and Conor? Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy ... that was very naughty indeed ..."

His voice is deeper, but with a rasp to it, like he's having to catch his breath as he reads the chronicle of my bad, bad behavior ...

"You might even say taboo," I say, squaring my shoulders. There's certainly nothing about that afternoon with Jeff and Conor, or any of our other encounters over the summer and going into fall, that I regret. Indeed, I feel a flush of pride.

"There's no way that I can ignore a tally like this, Dorothy," he says, peering down at me over the rims of his spectacles. His icy eyes sparkle wickedly. "No, indeed. I would hardly be doing my job if I let this go by without some punishment."

"Pun — punishment?" I stammer.

"Well, more like funishment," he says, lifting the spectacles from his nose and folding them with a flick of his fingers. "I think I've got just the thing in my sack."


Chapter five
On Santa's Lap


When he bends down to open his sack, my eyes are drawn to the way his shoulders ripple. Streaks of black soot stripe his bare back. I imagine his strong arms taking hold of me, pressing me against his broad chest, and my knees go a little wobbly.

"This is just the thing for a naughty girl like you," he says as he stands again, his eyes twinkling as a smile spreads across his lips.

The paddle in his hand has a long wooden handle and a round black face inlaid with a pattern of holly and ivy leaves. The black surface shines like his boots, stretched taut across the frame. He brings it down against his palm with a resounding smack, and I flinch at the sound. My heart races with a mix of fear and anticipation.

"That's ... quite a paddle," I whisper.

Frank has spanked me more than a few times in the back room at the post office where we meet to try new toys. And I've turned the paddle around on him just as often, reveling in the way his ass cheeks turn red and tender under my blows. From the sound this paddle made against my mysterious visitor's open palm, I can imagine the sort of shock waves it could send through me.

"It's just the thing to bring out the color in your cheeks," he says, bringing the paddle down against his hand again. The percussive blow echoes in the dark room. My knees are well past wobbly now.

He turns to sit on the couch, his knees wide. He beckons to me with a finger, then points to his lap. Do I see the shadowed swell of a bulge forming in his tight red trousers? I bite my lip and sway a bit on my unsteady legs.

"Why don't you stretch out here, Dorothy?" he says in a velvety smooth voice. "We have some items from your list to discuss."

I take a step toward him, pulse racing, already anticipating the smack of the paddle on my ass and the warmth of his thighs against my belly. His eyes glitter mischievously beneath his curly white hair, and his bearded cheeks glow with his wicked smile.

"I've been naughty," I say, my voice catching as I watch him gently tap the paddle against his thigh, "but surely not that naughty ..."

"The list doesn't lie, Dorothy," he says. "And it's such a long, long list. My arm will probably be exhausted when we're done here, from all the swats I have to deliver."

I resist the urge to throw myself across the stranger's lap and curl myself around his thighs, raising my ass to receive his blows. The warmth in my belly spreads lower, desire pulsing through me. He slaps the paddle harder against his thigh, making me jump at the sound, and he beckons again with his finger.

"Come on, Dorothy," he says, "I have more wayward wives than you to visit tonight, though you are perhaps the most wayward of them all."

He pats his thigh again and smiles at me. The warmth at my core is nearly red hot now and I take a stumbling, involuntary step toward him.

"Will ... will it hurt?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Oh, most deliciously," he says.

His hand suddenly reaches out and grabs my wrist. I'm too surprised to resist as he gives a gentle by firm tug, pulling me closer. My knees brush against his thigh as I climb onto the couch beside him and slowly lower myself across his lap. His body is warm and firm through my thin tunic, and his hands run up and down my back as I settle myself against him. I can feel my nipples stiffen when I press my breasts against his leg.

He slides a hand down my back and over the swell of my ass, and then up under the short green tunic. I feel strong fingers against bare skin and stifle a moan. His thumb slips under the waistband of my little red panties and gives a sharp tug, and I gasp when I feel cool air against my bare cheeks.

"You have such a firm little bottom, Dorothy," he says as he runs his hand across the curve of my ass. His skin is a little rough and very warm, and I have to bite my lip again to keep from moaning. "I can't wait to paint it cherry red with my paddle."

He pinches my ass, gently, as if checking the firmness of a rare steak, then gives one cheek a firm slap. I can't hold back the groan his blow draws from my lips. He chuckles, his thighs shaking beneath, and slaps again. I stretch my hands to grip the arm of the couch and try to relax against him, but my body is wound tightly with desire and apprehension.

"So what will it be, Dorothy," he asks, stroking my ass, his fingers moving lower until they're nearly brushing my already weeping lips, "a blow for each lover?"

"That's ... a lot," I whisper, gripping the couch's arm harder. My mind races, counting all the lovers I've enjoyed this year. "I don't know if my poor little ass can take that much ..."

"Oh, I think your little ass can take a lot," he says through a rumbling laugh. "It seems quite ready to receive its rewards. Are you ready? I'll say their names as I spank, to help jog your memories of a naughty, naughty year."

He sets the paddle against my ass; I can feel the warm leather on my skin, sensing the raised patterns of the leaves and vines. Then he raises it, and I feel his body shift as he prepares to bring it down against me.

But wait, the part of my brain that's been observing the unfolding of this encounter whispers. What if you wake up?

I don't want to be suddenly jerked out of this dream and find myself lying alone on the couch, the fire gone cold, shivering under my thin blanket. I want to feel the sting of his paddle, but I want to stay deep in this fantasy, too. I'm about to beg him to stop, to spare my delicate skin from his wicked blows, when he brings the paddle down with a ringing smack and calls out,

"Michael!"

The hot sting of the paddle makes me gasp, but so, too, does the image that suddenly enters my mind. It's New Year's Eve, the band in the downtown hotel is playing "Auld Lang Syne," and I have my back against the wall in the passageway between the ballroom and the kitchen. My sequined dress is hiked up above my hips, and I have one leg wrapped around the back of the handsome young waiter who is fucking me with a fierce, focused rhythm.

Michael! I barely caught his name, though we had flirted for much of the night while he circulated through the party, balancing a silver tray of dainty treats that my co-workers plucked up as he passed. The treat I wanted from him was most definitely not dainty, though it did prove to be quite delicious.

"Jacob!" my visitor calls out as he brings the paddle down again, and suddenly I'm at the motel on the edge of the city, lying in a tangle of sweaty sheets while a young man with long blonde hair and a wispy mustache pounds against me, his eyes closed and face contorted in concentration.

"Martin! Richard! Lucas!"

My greatest hits are rolling through my memories, intense and delicious, and my ass is aflame from the spanking. I truly have been naughty this year, and I am getting the punishment — the funishment — I richly deserve. A throbbing buzz courses through me as I ride the edge of a climax brought on by the powerful visions in my mind and the burning sensation on my ass.

When he calls out, "Lee!" I let out a long groan. It's as if I'm reliving my first encounter with my favorite lover here in Milhawket, the smell of fresh laundry and the warmth of the sun as real as if it were summer again. My panties have slid lower, and my engorged clit brushes against the velvety fabric of my visitor's trousers. I arch my back and press my hips against him, desperate for contact.

He clearly knows the effect he's having on me, because his blows become slower now, spaced out so I can savor the sensations and the memories as he runs through the litany of my Milhawket lovers.

"Deacon!" Smack! "Frank!" Smack! "Conor!" Smack! "Jeff!" Smack!

It's having an effect on him, too. I can feel the bulge of his cock through his slacks against my belly, and I push myself into it. Even through the fabric I can feel him pulse, and I'm sure I hear a quite groan escape his lips.

"And Candy!" he shouts, giving my ass a final firm blow while the taste of Candy's tangy juices graces my tongue again.

I quiver against him, savoring the burn of his paddle's work on my ass. My nipples press against the green tunic, and I can feel my nectar trickling down my thighs, warm and sticky. I moan and pant beneath the gentle strokes of his fingers against my back, and I let out a gasp and cringe when he touches the tender skin of my ass.

"An impressive roll call, Dorothy," he says, his molasses-sweet, dark chocolate voice wrapping me in its sticky embrace. "I hope you've learned your lesson from our little visit."

My brain is buzzing almost as much as my pussy. My ass burns from his blows — it must be glowing like a fireplace ember in the dim room! — but his spanking served only to stir my cravings.

"I've learned nothing," I say, arching my back and sliding down his thighs. I kneel between his legs and look up the length of his body — his thick legs enrobed in the tight red trousers, his flat belly and broad shoulders, his face framed by his white beard and set with eyes that sparkle despite the darkness in the room.

"In fact," I continue, my trembling fingers reaching for the heavy golden buckle holding his broad leather belt closed, "I may be even naughtier now than when we started!"


Chapter six
Sleigh Ride


He tries to block my fingers from tugging at his belt buckle, but I can tell he's not trying very hard. In fact, he helps to pull the tongue of the belt free when my shaky hands have trouble with the clasp. The heavy buckle falls against his thigh with a soft thud.

"There are a lot of stops left on my route tonight, Dorothy," he says with a gently admonishing tone. "You'd be surprised how many naughty girls in need of spanking are out in the world these days."

"But I'm the naughtiest, right, Santa?" I say, batting my eyelashes as I smile up at him. I press my hand against the thick bulge between his legs, eliciting a surprised gasp from his lips.

"You're certainly among the most wanton," he says.

I kneed the thickening bulge with my fingers and palm, feeling the heat building beneath the velvet fabric. The outline of his shaft is clearly visible, sliding down along one leg, the thick head stretching his trousers. I run a finger lightly from tip to base, making him gasp again.

"I never learn my lesson," I say as I pull his belt through the loops of the trousers and toss it casually behind me. It lands on the floor with a clatter. "No matter how I'm punished, I keep getting myself into trouble."

"And why do you think that is, Dorothy?" he asks. His velvety voice is a little breathy now, still strong but starting to bend to my touch. He reaches his thick fingers down to stroke my cheek.

"I think it's my curiosity," I say. I feel along the front of his trousers, finding a line of silver buttons tucked behind a velvety folder. My fingers work them loose one at a time. "I always need to see, and touch, and ... taste ... new experiences."

"Curiosity can be quite deadly," he says.

He looks down at me with half-lidded eyes while I slide my fingers inside his trouser, encountering a soft tangle of hair and brushing the base of his cock. I look up at him and lick my lips.

"Curiosity can be quite delicious," I say.

He makes a half-hearted effort to push my hands away when I reach for the waist of his trousers, and then he lifts himself from the couch, letting me slide the velvet material over his thighs. His cock springs free, thick and firm, the purple head slapping against his belly and glistening with pre-cum in the dim light. I let out a happy sigh at the sight of it rising to attention above a thicket of hair as white and soft as the beard on his chin.

"I'm going to have to add this to your list for next year," he says when I curl my fingers around the base of his shaft.

"You might need to bring a bigger paddle next time," I say, and then stretch my tongue toward the quivering cock in my fist.

#

Cinnamon and nutmeg dance across my tongue, and rich scents of vanilla and ginger fill my nose as I take him into my mouth. He groans and leans back into the couch, his arms spread wide. The silvery liquid oozing from the tip tastes sweet and rich, not salty or bitter like I'm used to — my dreaming mind must be hungry for Christmas treats.

I watch his face melt from the stern and strict visage he wore when he came down my chimney to a soft, jolly grin. He closes his eyes and lets his jaw go slack as I work my tongue up and down the length of his cock. His shaft pulses between my lips and warms in my mouth, the flavors changing from the sweet taste of cookies and cakes to a rich and decadent mulled wine, cloves and anise and a hint of cardamom making me dizzy.

I slip a hand between my legs and push my panties aside. My juices are flowing — have been flowing since he first bared my ass and gave me that playful pinch — and my fingers find no resistance as I push them past the entrance to my channel. I groan around the pungent, savory cock in my mouth while I spread my nectar across my sensitive folds.

"Dorothy," he says with a soft sigh, his head lolling against the back of the couch, "you are such a naughty, naughty girl ..."

If I didn't have my mouth so delightfully full, I would laugh at how easily I've transformed him from a stern and bitter hunk of licorice into a melted caramel treat. Instead, I give the tip of his cock a playful nibble and then suck at the pearly juices smeared around the knob. His balls are heavy and tight in my palm, and squeezing them makes the most wonderful moans come out of him.

"I'm about to get even naughtier," I say, giving his shaft one last, long lick before sliding up his calves and straddling his thighs, my knees on the couch. His cock feels warm and hard against my leg as I position myself above him, and his hands fall against my hips, holding me firmly while I slowly lower myself onto his lap.

#

I am not prepared for the sensations I feel when his cock pushes into me. It seems to grow as it slides into my channel, pushing in and up, filling me completely. The heat rivals the stinging warmth that still radiates from my delightfully spanked ass, and I nearly faint against his broad chest when I rest my thighs against his.

"Oh, fuck, Santa," I moan, leaning against him with my arms draped around his neck. I quiver in his lap, my muscles slack and my pussy pierced with joy.

"Oh, fuck, Dorothy," he groans in response.

His strong hands grip my hips tightly, and he raises me up and then pulls me back down, the friction inside me causing my furnace to ignite. I'm a burning ember of need, an unquenchable heat radiating from my core, and he's fucking me now with long, steady strokes.

I close my eyes and fall against him, his soft, snowy beard brushing against my cheek. Stars swirl and spin behind my lids, constellations of red and green and gold dancing and crashing in the darkness. My mouth finds his, and I taste maple syrup and fresh oranges when his tongue pushes past my lips.

His fingers find the buttons of my tunic, and he opens them and slides the fabric down my shoulders. Firm hands press against my breasts, my stiff nipples pushing into his palms. I suck at his lips while he fondles my breasts, delighting in the tickle of his beard and the pinching of his fingers.

He breaks away from our kiss and leans down to take one achingly hard nipple into his warm mouth. When he sucks it past his teeth, stretching it with his suckling lips, a wave of pleasure crashes against me. I ride the crest of climax higher and higher, driven by his sucking mouth and his thrusting hips, every nerve singing with joy. My mouth, too, is singing, or at least moaning, a long, quavering note escaping my lips and echoing in the darkness.

"Dorothy," he growls, his hands moving again to my hips and then slipping down toward my stinging ass. I look down at him, focus blurry from the delight spinning through my head, and see him smiling up at me, eyes twinkling like stars.

"Oh god, Santa," I gasp. I reach for his beard and pull his face up to mine for a long, wet kiss that tastes like cocoa and ginger.

"Dorothy," he growls again, breaking away from our kiss. His fingers kneed my ass, and despite the stinging burn from his vigorous paddling, I moan with delight.

"Santa," I whisper, feeling another wave swelling in my core.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Dorothy," he says, and before I can answer, "What have you been doing, Santa?" he suddenly stands, his cock still seated firmly in my pussy, and turns me around to drop me onto the couch, my legs wrapping around his waist.

#

His scents fill my senses — cinnamon and clove, chocolate and ginger — while his cock fills my pussy. He pounds against me, grunting with each thrust, until I feel like I'm going to split wide open and burst like a Christmas cracker. My ass burns with the friction of the cushions against my tender flesh, but not nearly as hotly as my clit burns with each plunge of his shaft into my depths. I dig my fingers into his shoulders, holding on for dear life, as Santa rides me without mercy.

"So ... fucking ... naughty," he hisses into my ear, his soft beard rubbing against my cheek and his hot breath tickling my neck. "You are the naughtiest girl I've ever fucked, and I've fucked them all!"

I have no snappy rejoinder for that. I can't ask him to catalog all of his naughty conquests, to rate my filthiest desires against the secret cravings of the world's sluttiest women, to list the things I can do to guarantee a visit from St. Nicholas next year. All I can do is gasp and groan beneath him as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me.

My mind spirals through the scenes his spanking conjured — the nights of sweaty sheets and tangled limbs, the days of wicked teasing and not-so-secret trysts — and none of them are half as good as the fucking he's giving me right now. I'm a little afraid that I'm going to be ruined for any other pleasure as another of the numberless climaxes shakes me to my core.

"Naughty ... naughty ... naughty," he chants as he pounds me, his hot mouth against my neck, his strong hands groping my tits. My heels tap against his ass in time with his thrusts and I dig my fingers into his shoulders until my hands ache.

Just as I think I can't take another thrust, as the swirling pleasure starts to tip toward pain, he arches his back and lets out a roar. His red hat slips from his head, falling onto the couch beside me, his curly hair gleaming in the faint starlight streaming through the window. Heat fills my core as he explodes inside me, his seed jetting into me as he shudders above me. A final surge of pleasure wracks my body, making my limbs shake and my scalp tingle with delight.

I lie on the couch, sweat cooling on my skin and Santa's spunk leaking down my thigh, barely able to breathe. I can see him standing in the shadows, smiling down at my sated body as he tucks his still turgid, shiny cock into his trousers and reaches for his belt.

"You've made Santa late for his next visit, Dorothy," he says. "Your naughtiness knows no bounds."

"Have I earned a spanking for next year, Santa?" I ask, my voice weak but happy. An aftershock of delight tickles my nerves, and I stifle a laugh.

"You're on Santa's permanent naughty list now," he says as he buckles his belt, and then bends down to plant a kiss on my forehead. "I'm going to have to start my rounds early from now on to be sure you get all the punishments you deserve."

I close my eyes and sigh, visions of delight still spinning in my head. When I open them again, he's gone; I can hear the silvery jingle of bells on the wind, and a deep, satisfied laugh that fades away as I drift into oblivion.


Chapter seven
Oh dear Santa, fill it well


Iwake to the sound of muffled conversation from the kitchen, and the smell of coffee and something sweet on the stove. When I turn onto my back on the couch, I feel a dull sting in my ass and wince in surprise; that was one vivid dream!

The comforter from the back bedroom is spread across me — I don't remember getting up to grab it — and I'm still in Candy's elf costume, though the little red panties I put on are nowhere to be found. I let a hand wander between my legs, and find that I'm a little more sensitive to the touch than I would expect. Images of being thrown onto the couch and pounded by that sexy Santa from my dream flood my mind, as do visions of stretching across his lap while he paddled my ass. Talk about lucid!

"Well, will you look at who's up!" says a husky voice from just beyond the living room.

I prop myself on an elbow and look over the back of the couch to see Lee, a coffee cup in his hand and a smile on his face, walking slowly toward me. He holds the mug toward me, and I take it greedily, breathing in the invigorating vapors before taking a sip of the hot liquid. Lee laughs and sits on the couch beside me, his big hand on my knee.

"Does the princess want syrup or jam on her French toast?" Calvin calls from the kitchen. I hear a sizzle and smell the sweet scent of the eggy batter frying on the stove.

"Both, please," I call back, suddenly aware of my rumbling stomach. I look toward the window and see light streaming through the curtains; it must be well past eight in the morning to be so bright outside already.

"How did you get home?" I ask when Calvin comes into the living room holding a plate piled with steaming French toast. He hands me the plate and sits on the other side of me, then nods toward Lee.

"The trains started running again a little after midnight," he says, "and when I got to Milhawket and didn't get an answer when I called, I thought I'd ring Lee — I figured he'd either be out with the plow, or over here. Plowing, if you know what I mean ..."

I feel a blush creep from my throat to my cheeks and take a big bite of my breakfast. It's sweet and warm on my tongue, the maple and blackberries blending perfectly in my mouth.

"I was just wrapping up my jobs for the night," Lee says, reaching out to dab at my sticky lip with his finger, "so I swung by the station to collect Cal. When we got here, we found you crashed out on the couch, so we tucked you in and cracked open the Scotch and eggnog."

"I guess I was pretty tired," I say, trying to recall if I'd heard anything. Maybe my strange dream of the sexy Santa was triggered by Calvin and Lee coming through the door and then draping the comforter over me?

"You were quite the sight, spread out all over the couch in that cute little costume," Lee says, grinning wickedly at me. "If I didn't know better, I'd say you'd had quite a tumble with a vigorous lover, but there didn't seem to be anyone around."

My blush grows hotter, and I take another bite of breakfast.

"The costume is a nice surprise, though," Cal says. He pulls the comforter that I've had wrapped around myself down toward my waist and reaches out a hand for the silver buttons up the front of my smock. "Where did you get it?"

"From a friend," I say after I swallow my mouthful of French toast, recalling Candy's musky taste that lingered on my tongue long after I left Santa's Workshop.

"I think I'd like to meet this friend some time," Cal says as he undoes one, then two, then three buttons and slips his warm hand inside to cup a breast.

"Maybe you will some time," I say, leaning into his caress, the fork rattling on my plate. "If you're good."

"I think I know this friend of yours," Lee says over a rumbling chuckle. He pulls the comforter away from my lap and starts unbuttoning my smock from the bottom up, his big hands grazing my thigh. "And she's definitely on Santa's naughty list herself."

"All of my friends are more than a little naughty," I say. Cal has my smock open to my waist and is bending down to flick his tongue across a stiffening nipple. I groan, and Lee lifts the plate from my hand before it spills.

"Even naughty elves get gifts in this house," Cal says as he leans across to lick and nip my other nipple. I wrap my fingers in his hair and pull him close.

#

"Baby, your ass!" Lee says with a laugh. I'm lying on my belly, head in Cal's lap as I pull at the zipper on his slacks. Lee has pushed the open smock up past my waist, exposing my bare ass. "Were you sitting too close to the fire?"

I turn my head over my shoulder, trying to look down my prone body, and raise my ass into the air so I can get a look. My cheeks are a fading rosy red, and I can see raised circular bumps on my skin. When Lee puts a hand on me, I let out a hiss at the sudden tingling burn; his fingers caress the tender flesh, and warmth flows through me.

"I guess so," I gasp, squeezing my eyes shut. Images of Santa's black leather paddle swim up from the darkness.

"If I didn't know better," Cal says as he slides his slacks and boxers down over his thighs and then leans back into the couch with a sigh when I take his half-hard cock into my fingers, "I'd say you got a spanking while I was in the city."

"It does look a little sore," says Lee. I let out a surprised cry when I feel his soft lips press against my tingling ass, and then his tongue snakes across the curve of one cheek. "I'd better soothe it a little bit."

While Lee's lips and tongue work their magic on my ass, I turn my attention to Calvin's cock. It stiffens between my fingers, and he lets out a long sigh when I drag my tongue along its length. I lick again, slower this time, taking my time to reach the spongy, purple tip, and I am rewarded with the bitter tang of a shimmering droplet of pre-cum.

Lee matches my lick for lick behind me, his tongue easing its way through my slippery crevices. He presses his hands against my ass as he settles in for his own Christmas breakfast, making wet, hungry sounds as he devours me. The room spins around me, and I cling to Calvin's pulsing erection for stability.

#

Lee's cock fills me completely, his hands holding my stocking-covered feet aloft as he hammers into me. His dark skin shines with salty sweat in the light of the fire that Calvin lit before leaving for the kitchen. I stretch myself on the rug before the fireplace, luxuriating in the warm glow and in Lee's vigorous, steady fucking.

"I have your presents," Cal says, and I turn my head to see him returning to the living room with two packages wrapped in red paper and a turgid erection that glistens in the firelight, still slick from my mouth. The packages intrigue me, of course, but it's that erection that I really crave.

"I want the present I already unwrapped," I say when Cal kneels beside my head. I reach up to grasp his cock and pull him closer.

"I think you'll like these, too," says Cal. He moves closer to me on his knees, hovering above me so I can pull his cock to my lips. Lee thrusts hard, his balls slapping against my ass with the force of his fucking, and I let out a gasp before taking the tip of Cal's cock into my mouth.

I'm barely paying attention to Cal as he tears the wrapping off a small box; my pussy and mouth are delightfully full, and there's only so much consideration a gal can spare in this situation. That's why I'm taken completely by surprise when Cal reaches down and snaps a pair of silvery clamps onto my stiff nipples. I nearly choke on the cock that is pressed against my tongue, and I let out a muffled cry when Cal tugs the chain that connects the clamps. My nipples sing in sudden, delightful pain that turns into a burning glow that fills my body.

"Ronda at Lucky Fierce Vibes recommended these," Cal says, giving the chain another twist that lifts my tits. I arch my back, groaning around Cal's cock, and Lee meets my movements with long, slow, powerful thrusts.

"Oh, fuck!" I cry, letting Cal's cock slip free. It rises above my face, slick with spit, pulsing in the air. Cal tugs again, and I surrender to the climax that races through my body.

#

I straddle Cal's lap while he sits on the couch, my fingers digging into his shoulders. Between my legs, he holds his other gift, a silvery egg that buzzes and hums in his hand and throbs against my aching clit. His cock lies in restless repose against his belly, the creamy seed he emptied into my mouth smeared around the tip. The egg is another of Ronda's selections, and more proof of my favorite toy expert's exquisite taste.

Suddenly I feel something strike my ass, and I let out a yelp. Lee chuckles behind me, and his second blow knocks me forward against Cal, the vibrating egg sliding along my slick folds as I fall.

"What is that?" I gasp, looking over my shoulder to see Lee standing behind me with a broad grin on his face. He holds up a black leather paddle with a wooden handle, ivy leaves stitched on the surface in silver thread.

"I found this under the couch," Lee says. He slides the paddle down my back and then flicks his wrist for a light tap on my ass. "Are you sure you weren't getting a spanking before we got here?"

"Impossible," Cal says, adjusting the egg against my pussy so it's nestled against my clit again, buzzing lightly. I bite my lip and moan. "There were no tracks in the snow when we got home. Were you spanking yourself, babe?"

I grunt when Lee strikes me again. The fire in my ass and the throbbing ache in my pussy conspire to muddle my mind.

"I ... I don't think so," I whisper. Lee swats me again, making me whimper with delight.

"Maybe the spanker came down the chimney," says Lee. He's standing closer now, his cock hard again and resting against the small of my back. He traces lines down my spine with his fingertips before applying another light smack to my ass.

"M ... m ... maybe," I stutter, barely able to fill my lungs with air. I squeeze my eyes shut, and my dream comes back again; I can feel the sharp sting of Santa's paddle on my ass, taste the surprisingly spicy flavors of his cock, feel his erection pushing into me ...

But no, that's Lee's erection, the tip of his cock gently parting my folds while Cal presses the egg against my clit. I collapse against my husband, my mouth pressed to his throat, while Lee fucks me. Cal turns the egg in lazy circles between my belly and my clit.

"And then slipped away up the chimney again?" Cal asks with a laugh. He flicks a thumb against a stiff nipple, pulling another moan from my lips. "Is Dorothy's mystery lover Santa Claus?"

I can't answer with words, because another climax is racing through me. I can feel my slick channel pulsing around Lee's cock, and my clit aches with joy under the egg's insistent purr. The scream I let out echoes through the living room and swells like a choir of angels, and then fades as I fall into a swoon between my lovers, the sound of tinkling bells ringing in my ears.


Dorothy's Filthy Fourth
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Giuseppe Gallo, Italy’s premier fireworks artist, is in Milhawket for the town’s sesquicentennial celebration, and Dorothy finds herself equally enraged and enticed by his imperious ways. With the help of her husband Calvin and her friend Candy, she hatches a plot to make this year’s fireworks an event to remember …

Part of the Dorothy’s Farmhouse Flings series, “Dorothy’s Filthy Fourth” features everything you’ve come to expect from Dorothy Warren and her ever-growing stable of lovers.


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 Velvet Devil
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Can a little devil keep Dorothy on the straight and narrow?

There’s something about Brad, the new HR intern, that sets Dorothy’s engines revving. With his golden locks and that cute little scar by his lip, he seems the perfect subject for Dorothy’s … instruction.

But she promised her husband Cal that she’d try to be good after an embarrassing incident with the plumber. What’s a gal to do when there’s a handsome six-foot tall distraction wandering around the office?

Ronda, Dorothy’s favorite guide at Lucky Fierce Vibes, thinks she has the solution: the Velvet Devil is a wicked little device that just might help Dorothy keep her edge in these challenging times. Will the plan preserve Dorothy’s modesty, or backfire in the most delightfully naughty way?

“Dorothy’s Velvet Devil” is a prequel to “Dorothy’s Domestic Bliss,” taking place just before she and Cal move to Milhawket.


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss
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When Dorothy is caught bent over the 23rd floor conference room table with Brad, the HR intern, behind her, her husband Calvin thinks that a change of scenery is in order and they move out of the city to a farmhouse in the country.

At first Dorothy is afraid that her impulsive pleasure seeking ways have come to an end. But when she throws herself into domesticity, she finds that chores like doing laundry, baking pies, and picking up packages at the Milhawket post office offer plenty of opportunities to connect with her neighbors and discover new kinds of pleasure.


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss is the fun and frolicsome story of a woman awakening into new and unexpected bliss, and the husband who helps her filthiest dreams come true.


Use Me At the Fair
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Dorothy's big day out is about to get extra spicy in Use Me At the Fair ...

Dorothy's first summer in Milhawket is coming to an end, and she feels a little melancholy. She's had so many adventures with her many lovers — Lee, Deacon, Frank, Jeff, and Conor, to name just a few, under the watchful eye of her husband Calvin — and the coming autumn weather makes her feel that a wonderful chapter is about to come to a close.

"But what about the county fair?" Lee asks, invoking the traditional celebration that sends summer off with a bang.

Yes, what about the fair, indeed? Lee has some ideas for making the fair extra fun for Dorothy, and with the return of her favorite Milhawket lovers and the introduction of some new playmates as well, this will be a festival to remember!


Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise
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While Dorothy plans her adventure with Giuseppe Gallo at the Milhawket Sesquicentennial fireworks show, her young lover Candy is hired to cater a special meal on the yacht of Andrew Wainwright, a mysterious and possibly dangerous millionaire. Even more special is the dessert that Dorothy has planned as cover for her getaway: a buffet of delectable sweets with Candy offered up as the serving platter.

“Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise” takes place during the events of Dorothy’s Filthy Fourth, told from Candy’s point of view. She receives encouragement from her lovers Jeff and Conor, impresses the millionaire with her culinary prowess, and joins Calvin and Dorothy for a delicious debriefing after the adventure. If you’ve enjoyed the Farmhouse Flings series so far, you’ll love this opportunity to see Milhawket, and Dorothy, from a fresh perspective!


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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