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Iwas really looking forward to the Christmas fair after-party this year. Of course, I always look forward to a craft fair after-party, knowing I'm in for a fun and kinky time with Ben, Cade, and Mitch — last year's peppermint oil and redcurrant candles added a festive air to Mitch's rope play — but this year I'm excited to have something special to show off: the woolie suit I've been working on for Maria's Muse.

It's a one-piece knitted suit with red and white stripes, running from the toes to the top with an extra long turtleneck roll and a cleverly (if I do say so myself) hidden zipper up the back. I've put it on myself a few times while working on it, and while I'm not a bona fide woolie myself — a good thing, I suppose, or I'd be too distracted to keep turning out the goods for the fair — I could definitely see the appeal. The yarn I selected is a smooth, soft alpaca wool, and the feel of the finished piece is glossy and velvety, without the scratchiness of the Norwegian yarns I usually use for my hats. Feeling it against my bare skin as I slipped inside, smelling its sweet, musky scent as I unrolled the neck and stretched it over my head, was certainly a delight. I hoped it would be even more delightful for the Muse, who always lingered over the scarves and hats laid out on my table before Maria led her away on the end of her leather leash.

Which is why I'm more than a little annoyed when I get to the fair and find it overrun with heavyset men in red suits with long beards hanging over their ample bellies, wandering from table to table, belting out incessant "Ho ho hos!" and "Merry Christmases!" Obviously it's a Christmas fair, so one Santa is fine, but a dozen of them? That's not the vibe I expect from a Denekin Depot craft fair.

The Denekin is an old warehouse building on the edge of downtown that's been converted into a warren of artists' studios. The upstairs is a maze of hallways and rooms occupied by a whole range of artists and craftspeople — potters and painters, weavers and jewelers — and the main floor has a large space for events like the seasonal fairs. Down in the basement is a big bakery dominated by a blue and white tiled stone oven, where Ben turns out the most delicious cookies and cakes, and a kiln for big pottery projects. It has a reputation for artists who ride the outer edge of their crafts, sometimes pushing the boundaries of good taste in their pursuit of their visions. Cade makes the most delightful wax dildos, for example, though he rarely brings them out for the big public craft fairs.

And a flock of Santas — a jingle, a sleigh, a workshop? What is the collective noun for a crowd of Clauses? — clashes with that edgy arts collective vibe.

I'm laying out my wares for the fair — mittens and scarves, beanies and socks — when I feel a hand on my hip and a warm mouth close to my ear.

"Merry Christmas, Jennie," a smooth voice whispers, and a hand suddenly appears in front of my face, holding a cookie shaped like a candy cane, red and white frosting generously drizzled up its length.

I lean forward and take a big bite — the cookie is sweet and lemony, with a hint of vanilla — then turn around to face Ben. I haven't seen him since the Halloween fair — we celebrated a successful event that evening in Maria's studio, surrounded by her paintings of veiled women lurking in graveyards while we all took turns paddling her Muse — and I nearly swoon at the sight of his tousled black hair and piercing blue eyes. While I very much enjoy the attentions of Cade the candlemaker and Mitch the butcher, it's Ben the baker who always revs my engine the most.

"Merry Christmas yourself," I say, swallowing the bite of cookie and dabbing at my lips for crumbs. "What's with all the Santas?"

"Aren't they cute?" Ben says, looking over his shoulder at an especially portly St. Nick who's running stubby fingers over one of my winter shawls.

"They're ... well, festive, I suppose," I say, rolling my eyes. "But a little kitsch, don't you think?"

"What, you don't like kitsch for Christmas?" He holds out the half-bitten cookie and waves it slowly back and forth. "Isn't some sticky-sweet holiday cheer good to have at the fair?"

I snap my teeth at the cookie, but Ben moves it just out of reach and laughs, putting his arm around my waist and bending down to place a kiss on my neck. I struggle against him, but just a little, before settling back against his warm, solid body.

"As long as they don't get in the way of the sticky-sweet holiday cheer after the fair," I say. He lets the cookie drift closer and I snatch it up with my mouth, crumbs falling onto my shirt.

"Don't worry about that," says Ben. He squeezes me tightly, and I can feel the bulge in his trousers against the small of my back. "I've got a feeling things will get extra sticky this year."

#

The red and white beanies I brought this year, made with the same yarn I used on the Muse's woolie suit, are selling fast. I'm digging in my tote box for more that I can put out on my table when I sense someone looming behind me. I look over my shoulder and see a pair of long legs wearing shiny black leather pants perched on high-heeled black boots.

"Maria," I say, turning to stand with a handful of beanies. "It's ... um ... a pleasure to see you so soon!"

Maria towers over me, the boots adding inches to an already imposing figure. Her blonde hair is piled high on her head in tangled cascades, and the leather jacket on her shoulders glistens in the bright light streaming through the high windows. A white satin shirt peeks out from the jacket's shadows. The expression on her handsome face is stern and decidedly un-cheery. Maria very rarely comes down from her studio while the holiday fairs are going on, so it's a surprise to see her at my table.

"I came to see the suit," she says in her clipped, icy voice, with an accent that sits somewhere between the fearsome drone of Nico and the husky tones of Greta Garbo. Her cold blue eyes narrow and send chills through me.

"But it's a surprise," I say, trying to sound whimsical and light-hearted despite the shivers I always feel when I'm first in Maria's presence, before the festive activities melt her cool demeanor.

"I am wary of surprises," she says, crossing her arms across her chest.

"It's ... well, it's kind of big ..."

"Show me."

I sigh and set the beanies down on the table. A customer — a middle-aged woman in a brown jacket — picks one of them up, then quickly sets it down when she catches Maria's gaze. I give the customer a reassuring smile as I kneel again, reaching for a green and gold canvas bag with a Christmas tree printed on it; I don't need Maria scaring customers away, so maybe a little glimpse of the woolie suit will assuage her for the time being.

I stand and unzip the top of the bag, then reach inside to pull up a bit of the white and red suit inside. Maria's fingers join mine in pinching the tightly woven fabric, running along the stitch that holds the sleeve to the shoulder. When her skin touches mine, I feel a shiver of anticipation; as ominous as Maria's presence can be, I know from experience what pleasure those fingers can deliver.

"It is very smooth," Maria whispers, her icy voice a few degrees warmer now. "Not at all itchy."

"Some people like itchy," I say, "but you said the Muse wanted something that reminded her of satin and silk. This is about as satiny as wool gets."

"Yes," Maria says softly, "the Muse wishes to be draped in luxurious opulence for this year's festivities. And the Muse must have what she wishes."

"Well, I certainly hope it meets her requirements," I say.

Maria reluctantly takes her hand away from the woolie suit so I can zip the bag closed. Then she stands straight, some of her stern demeanor returning.

"We will meet at the wax maker's studio," she says. "As soon as this foolishness — " she nods her head toward the bustling fair beyond my table, indicating her disdain with a roll of her eyes " — has come to its conclusion."

Maria spins on her heel and strides away from my table on her long legs, never glancing back at me. I let out a long breath, suddenly aware of my heart pounding in my chest. There's something about a visit from Maria that sends my pulse racing in a heady mix of dread and anticipation.

"How much are these hats?"

I snap my attention back to the fair and turn to see one of the Santas running his thick fingers along the edge of a blue and white stocking hat. This one is made from a more rustic wool, short fibers standing stiffly all around it — it's a warm hat, but definitely on the itchy side until it's settled against the back of your neck.

I show him the paper price tag clipped to the hat, and he blinks, then grins. His beard looks just as itchy as the hat, a tangle of white and gray that stands out in a fuzzy halo around his cheeks and chin.

"I suppose coziness comes at a cost," he says, punctuating his words with a hearty chuckle. Then he reaches into the fur trimmed pocket on the front of his red jacket and pulls out a thick wad of cash, peeling off several bills and slapping them down on the table beside one of my scarves.

"Keep the change," the Santa says with a wink, quickly shoving the itchy hat into the other jacket pocket. "Never say Santa doesn't appreciate fine craftsmanship."

I watch, slack-jawed, as he weaves through the crowd, and then quickly put the crisp bills into my cash box and slam the lid shut.

#

"How are sales today, Jennie?"

I look up from my plastic tote — I'm down to just a handful of hats and mittens to replenish the quickly dwindling display — and see Mitch standing on the other side of my table, holding a round slice of sausage on a toothpick. He smiles, his curly blonde beard parting around his lips, when I bend down to take the meat into my mouth. It's garlicky and rich, fatty and spicy, and I can't help but make a growling sound as I swallow it down.

"Pretty awesome," I say, wiping a finger across my lips. "The Santas have been buying up a bunch of stuff, and it seems like everyone else is following their lead."

After the fuzzy-bearded Santa left with the itchy hat, a taller, more slender (though still ample) Santa bought one of my mohair scarves, which he wound around his neck, pulling his long beard free, as he walked away. Another Santa — shorter and rounder than the previous two, with a beard that nearly brushed his broad black belt — bought a pair of blue mittens; he held his hands up in front of his twinkling eyes to admire them after making his purchase, with just as generous a tip as the first Santa. And then a younger Santa (though really, who can reliably guess the age of a Santa? Anywhere from forty to ninety-two seems accurate enough) with his mustache waxed into an impressive curl, bought a silky white hat and a matching scarf, and wandered away with a hearty "ho ho ho" as he replaced his own red cap, trimmed with fur, with his new purchase.

"These guys are dropping serious cash," Mitch agrees, reaching into the pocket on his leather apron for another slice of sausage. This one is a little saltier on my tongue than the last, with a crisp rind that feels nice against my teeth. "We should have Santas like this at every fair."

"Santa would seem a little weird at the Valentine's fair," I say, "but maybe they could come as Cupid?"

Mitch shudders, then grins.

"I just had a mental image of a chubby, bearded man wearing a silk loincloth and carrying a little bow and arrow," he says. "I'm not sure that's helping me stay in the right mood for the after party ..."

I laugh, Mitch's vision slipping into my mind, too. Except I'm not sure the image of naked Santas cavorting through the craft fair is entirely a turnoff — there's something about the way my imaginary Kriss Kringles dance and spin, surprisingly light on their feet, that gives me a cheery tingle. Maybe the Christmas kitsch is getting to me after all ...

"You wouldn't happen to have a silk loincloth yourself, would you?" I ask, reaching across the table to put a finger against Mitch's leather apron, dragging it down his chest and catching the pocket.

"Baby, you know I always go commando to the craft fair," he says, leaning across my few remaining scarves and hats until his lips are close to mine. "I don't believe in wasting any time."

I shiver when his lips graze my cheek, and I feel my nipples stiffen under my sweater when his fingers dance across my shoulder. I suddenly feel more than a little overdressed, prickles of sweat tickling my collarbone. Leaning into Mitch's kiss as his lips make their way to mine, his soft beard brushing my skin, I close my eyes and imagine my fingers finding the button of his trousers and opening them to release the spiciest sausage of them all. Ben and Cade have tasty cocks, but Mitch boasts a girthy kielbasa the likes of which I've never seen before: its rich purple head is velvety smooth under my tongue, and its thick shaft rises from a tangle of blonde hair that feels like silk on against my nose when I've swallowed him down. My mouth waters at the memory of the salty taste of him; Mitch's tongue catches the little dribble escaping my lips and carries it back to my mouth with a long, sensuous lick.

"Excuse me," a voice says, dragging me abruptly out of my fantasy.

There's a Santa standing beside Mitch — short and round, with a few streaks of auburn hair in his fluffy white beard — holding a green and red beanie in his stubby fingers. I blink, briefly flashing on him as a cavorting Cupid, and stifle a laugh; my brain must be buzzing from Mitch's kiss.

"Do you have this in a larger size?" the Santa asks, removing his red cap to reveal a curly mop of red and gray hair. "I've got a lot to cover up."

#

When I'm down to my last pair of mittens and a long blue scarf, the overhead lights flash — once, twice, three times — to signal the fair is coming to a close. Shoppers are scurrying around, making their final purchases. I watch a pair of Santas walking toward the exits, their arms laden with bags and packages, one of them wearing one of my scarves around his neck. My cash box is overflowing, definitely my best Christmas craft fair in years.

"Need help carrying anything?"

I look up to see Cade, the Wathen Waxworks candlemaker, standing at my table wearing his tight little elf costume. The green jacket barely closes across his broad chest, and the little red shorts hug his ass and hips in a way that would be obscene if it wasn't also incredibly cute. Curly red hair sticks out under his green cap, and his eyes sparkle with naughty mischief.

"I've got hardly anything to carry," I say, lifting my empty plastic tote onto the table and sweeping up the lonely scarf and mittens to toss inside. "This has been a wild day for sales. You?"

"Totally cleaned out," says Cade, shaking his head in happy surprise. "One of the Santas even bought that giant nutcracker I've been lugging around for ages."

"I wasn't so sure about the Santa crowd at first," I say as I snap the tote's lid into place, "but I'm definitely a fan now. Where'd they come from?"

Cade shrugs, the movement revealing his well-defined pecs under his little jacket. I can't help but lick my lips as I think about how his smooth, firm flesh feels under my mouth, and the way his hands make my skin tingle when he slides them across my body. Maria said that this year's after party is in Cade's workshop, and I hope he has some of those soy candles in his back stock that he can use to drizzle some hot wax onto me while Ben and Mitch hold me down.

"I guess there's a convention going on," he says. "Some sort of Real Beard Santa get together? One of them said they were on their way to Whiskey Willie's after the fair."

"Santas on a tear around town," I say, chuckling at the thought of a drunken gaggle of Saint Nicks rowdily shouting Christmas greetings as they stagger through the streets.

"Lock up your daughters," Cade says with a laugh, "there's no telling what kind of shenanigans these lusty Clauses will get up to."

The image of Santa-as-Cupid that Mitch put into my mind comes back, except this time, there are a dozen loincloth-clad, long-bearded men prancing through the darkened streets with lust in their eyes and debauchery on their brains. I shake my head, trying to erase my thoughts of lusty Santas, and pick up the tote that contains the Muse's woolie suit.

"I've got something special for the party," I say in a whisper, setting the tote on the table and unzipping the top. "It's for Maria's Muse."

Cade reaches out his hand and rubs the knitted fabric between his fingers, a smile spreading across his lips.

"It feels lovely," says Cade, "very soft and cuddly."

"I hope she likes it," I say. "I hope we all like it. The Muse is ... a bit of a challenge as far as gifts go, you know?"

"Well, she certainly deserves some pampering," says Cade, "considering how much happiness she gives us all."

The Muse — that's the only name I've ever heard her called — is Maria's ... lover? Assistant? Willing captive? I've only ever seen her in Maria's studio and at the craft fair parties, and I've never heard her speak. Usually her mouth is gagged — Maria has a whole variety of gags, from bright red balls to black leather harnesses — but that doesn't prevent her from making moaning, groaning, sighing sounds when we take turns applying the paddles and straps and feathery ticklers to her skin. Before I met Maria and her Muse, I never would have imagined that I would enjoy being on the delivering end of a vigorous spanking, but the way the Muse's eyes light up when the paddle comes down makes me tingle all over.

That's the thing about a kink: you can go your entire life without knowing you've got one, but one step off the beaten (so to speak ...) path and suddenly you're discovering a whole new world. If not for the Muse's generosity with her highly spankable ass, I would never have known how much I like to be the one to hold the paddle.

"Let's head up to the studio, then," Cade says with a wink, reaching his hand across the table to take mine. "It's time for the celebrations to commence."

#

When we get to Cade's studio, down a long hall of doors on the floor above the space used for the fair, Ben and Mitch are already waiting for us. Mitch has already removed his leather apron and his shirt, revealing his torso of tattoos: a roasting spit on his chest, flames and knives and cleavers on his arms, a chart of pork cuts traced on a bulky hog's silhouette on his back. Ben is still wearing his flour-dusted trousers and shirt, with a tray of cookies balanced on his hand.

"It took you long enough," Mitch says, stepping toward us with his arms outstretched. He catches me up in a firm hug, lifting me off my feet and spinning me in a circle. I let out a squeal and slap a palm against his firm shoulder, dropping the canvas tote containing the Muse's suit to the floor.

"I was worried you two were starting without us in some secret location," Ben says. He steps behind me and reaches down to give my ass a pinch through my jeans, making me squeal again.

"You know I'd never do that," Cade says, grinning over his shoulder as he unlocks the door to his studio. "The spirit of the season is all about sharing, and there's nothing I like to share more than Jennie."

Mitch lifts me up, hands cupping my ass, and follows Cade through the door. I wrap my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck and nuzzle against his bearded cheek, taking in the musky smells of roasted meat and clean sweat. I smile and wink over his shoulder at Ben, who trails behind us with his cookie tray held high in one hand and the bag with the woolie suit in the other, a playful sparkle in his eyes.

Cade's studio is dominated by a large rustic table, its surface smeared with hardened wax of a dozen different colors. Shelves holding glass jars and pottery crocks line the walls, and copper pots hang from a rack mounted to the ceiling. An industrial stove squats in the corner, more pots sitting on its spare burners, which are also smeared with colorful wax. Rich scents of spices, herbs, and flowers fill the air.

Mitch sets me on the table. I pull his face to mine and kiss him hungrily, my fingers tangling in his blonde hair and stroking his soft beard as my mouth presses against his firm lips. He meets my passion with his own, pressing against me with one hand between my shoulders and the other cupping a breast until I'm nearly lying flat on Cade's table.

"Hungry?"

I hear Ben's voice beside me, and turn my head to see that he's placed his tray beside me on the table. Its silver surface is covered with little sugar cookies, and when I see their shapes — rigid cocks, firm breasts, succulently plump vulvas — I let out a laugh.

"You're a naughty, naughty baker, Ben," I say, reaching for one of the sweet little cocks. I run my tongue from its balls to its tip before biting into the cookie, while Mitch's hands slide up my belly under my sweater, firm and warm on my bare flesh.

"I hope that means you're going to punish me," Ben says, taking one of the vulva cookies from the tray and swallowing it in one bite. Crumbs dribble from his lips as he chews.

"Oh, you'll get what you deserve, alright," I say, then let out a moan when Mitch's fingers slip under the cups of my bra and flick against my stiffening nipples.

"I've got something sweet to eat already," Mitch growls against my neck. His tongue flicks against my skin, strong and hot, and I groan with pleasure.

"Should ... shouldn't we wait for Maria?" I stammer, finding it hard to form words with Mitch nibbling on my throat and flicking my nipples with his thumbs.

"I don't see why we can't warm up a little," Cade says. I glance over to see him boosting himself onto the table and then shuffling toward me on his knees; I can see the bulge in his tight red shorts. The table groans but holds firm.

"Maria's always late anyway," says Ben. He climbs onto the table, too, kneeling on the other side of me. "She likes to make a dramatic entrance — let's give her a dramatic scene to barge into!"

Mitch's mouth works lower as his hands work higher, pushing my sweater up over my bra while he presses burning kisses against my collarbone. Cade reaches under my back to unclasp my bra while Ben helps Mitch push my sweater over my head. Cade helps pull the sweater clear of my hair — so much teamwork! — and lets it drop to the floor while Ben and Mitch tug my bra free and send it fluttering after my sweater. A low growl rumbles in my throat as Ben and Cade lower themselves, a mouth on each tit, and begin to suckle and lick at my stiff, tingling nipples.

Mitch, meanwhile, is tugging at my jeans. I lift my ass so he can slide them past my hips, pulling my panties along with them. He plants little kisses on my belly and hips while he lifts my feet so he can tug my sneakers off, and then turns his attention to my bare toes, making me giggle when he sucks them into his mouth. My giggles are followed by more moans when the men sucking my tits begin to apply sharp but gentle bites, nibbling over the swell of my breasts and firmly kneading them with their fingers.

With a sharp tug, Mitch pulls my jeans and panties past my feet, and then slides his hands up the inside of my thighs, parting my legs. I'm lying naked and exposed on the table, my pussy spread open and glistening with arousal, and I can feel all of the men's eyes heavy on my body. I squirm under their gaze, helpless against their attention, defenseless to their desires. Time seems to slow and stop, a frozen flame of yearning burning in my core. My skin tingles from my toes to my scalp, my breath locked in my chest.

"Delicious," Mitch whispers, breaking the spell.

His mouth is on me without warning, his lips and tongue working hungrily at the delicate folds between my legs, his fingers dancing up my thighs to urge my channel to open, and I let out a cry of surprised delight. Ben and Cade return to their licking and nibbling as well, their mouths ranging all over my body, teeth grazing my belly and throat and breasts, lips pressing against mine and stealing my air, making me gasp.

When Mitch's lips circle the stiff, pulsing button of my clit, I almost faint, eyes rolling back as waves of pleasure course through me. Even when my legs tremble and shake, though, he doesn't stop; his mouth is relentless, hungry, ravenous, and he drives me higher. I can hear Cade and Ben laughing, and feel their mouths and fingers moving freely over my body as I let the waves sweep me away.

#

A sweet, warm smell brings me back to the present as the last shudders of my climax recede. I blink, eyes slow to focus, and see the warm golden glow of a flickering candle on the edge of my vision.

"Are you ready for things to get a little more intense?" Cade whispers in my ear.

"I don't know if they could get much more intense than that," I gasp, squirming on the table.

Mitch is still between my legs, gently nibbling at my thighs, his silky blonde beard brushing my skin. I can feel his warm breath against my quivering folds, forcing me to take in a sharp breath and brace myself for more of his delicious attention.

"I thought we could warm things up," Cade says, bringing the candle in his hand above me so I have a clearer view of it. "I've got a new formulation I've been dying to try."

The candle is a warm honey gold color, and shaped just like the pulsing erection that rises between Cade's thighs. The flickering flame at the cock-shaped candle's tip is causing a slow, steady dribble of yellow wax to trickle down the candle's shaft, where it cools and hardens like the thick veins that run the length of Cade's cock. Cade raises the candle above my belly and tilts his hand so the wax dribbles away from the shaft, a bulbous droplet hanging ominously over me. I bite my lip and tense.

When the droplet of wax falls against my skin, I let out a gasp and arch my back against the sharp, hot sting. The wax burns in a long, hot line toward my navel, but when I try to lift my hands to wipe it away, I feel strong fingers encircle my wrists and hold my arms back above my head.

"Are you trying to get away, Jennie?" Ben asks. I crane my neck back to see him behind me, smiling wickedly, holding my hands down against the table.

Another stream of molten wax falls from the side of the candle, and I stare in a mix of fear and anticipation as it stretches toward my chest. When it lands between my breasts, I let out a cry, but Ben's hot lips against my mouth muffle my shout. I squirm my hips, trying desperately to lift myself free, but Mitch has my legs in just as tight a grip as Ben holds my arms.

"Oh, fuck!" I gasp when Ben's lips leave mine and trace a warm, wet line toward my throat.

The wax on my belly has gone from stingingly hot to comfortably warm, and I can feel it hardening on my skin. The wax between my breasts still burns as it trickles along my curves, but if I focus my attention on the burn, let it consume my consciousness, I find it's not an unpleasant sensation.

"I've been trying to get the ratio of beeswax to soy just right," Cade says. He's holding the candle above my belly, moving it lower as he speaks, and I feel my legs involuntarily tighten against Mitch's grip. "I want it to stay hot long enough to give a sting, but the cool without sitting too long."

The wax splashes on my thigh, and I let out a cry that's stifled again by Ben's kiss. Mitch's fingers press into my flesh, urging the wax to trickle into the depression, and then he smears the cooling liquid up toward my sensitive folds.

"Seems like you've got a good blend," Mitch says. He kisses the spot above my belly button where the first drops of wax fell. "It's already cooling nicely."

While Mitch picks at the cooling wax with his fingers and teeth, Cade traces a line with the dribbling candle cock up my body and then draws a molten circle around one of my nipples. I squirm and struggle in the grip of Mitch and Ben while Cade laughs. Through tear-brimmed eyes, I can see his cock stiffening as he kneels beside me.

"It's good," I gasp when Mitch leans across me to cool my burning nipples with his tongue, plucking the congealing wax away with his lips. "Fuck, it's good ..."

#

"You have started without us?"

Maria's deep, Teutonic voice echoes in the studio, rising over the wet, slurping sounds my three lovers and I are making on the table. Mitch is working between my legs again, his mouth ranging from my thighs to my belly, lingering on my cunt with long, sensuous licks and then darting down to my knees with playful nips. I stopped counting climaxes a long time ago — ages ago — and now I'm just riding a powerful wave that refuses to crest.

I would say something to Maria, but can't because my mouth is full, alternating between Cade's and Ben's cocks. They kneel on either side of me, hands gently supporting my head and fondling my breasts, as I swap one cock for the other, my tongue slathering their salty lengths and circling their pulsing heads. I make little grunting sounds as I struggle to take each one as deeply as I can, gasping when their velvety tips brush the back of my throat. My nipples are stiff and red from Cade's waxy assault, and a golden smear of wax has hardened on my thigh.

"We're just getting warmed up a little," I hear Cade say, his voice low with pleasure. He squeezes a tit, making me squirm, and I give his cock a long, slow suck in response, making him moan.

"She looks much more than a little warm," Maria says, and I hear the studio door slam behind her.

Ben and Cade help me sit up, and Mitch straightens from his crouch between my legs. His blonde beard is wet, my nectar dribbling down his chin and onto the roasting spit inked on his chest, and he gives me a wicked grin, eyes flashing. I shiver, belly still quaking from the waves of climax that have been rolling through my body, and prop myself on my elbows.

My eyes are slow to focus, but it's not long before I'm taking in the dramatic sight of Maria and her Muse. Maria has traded her leather pants and satin shirt for a costume made entirely of black leather straps and silver buckles. The straps crisscross her torso and cradle her large, heavy breasts, the dark nipples bare. A pair of thin strips circle her thighs, meeting at a silver ring that nestles against her clean-shaven sex. She towers above us on shiny leather boots that hug her calves, her blonde hair piled on her head and held in place with crossed black lacquered sticks.

Behind Maria, being led by a silver chain clipped to a black collar locked around her neck, is the Muse: small and lithe against Maria's imposing presence, black hair cut short, her body draped in a simple white tunic. A leather mask covers her face from her nose to her chin, with a silver zipper providing a frightening grin that is matched by a wild light in her dark eyes. I shiver at the sight of the Muse, my emotions balanced on the knife's edge between desire and terror.

"Do you have our gift?" Maria asks, cocking a hip and holding her hand out, palm up.

Cade hops down from the table, his stiff cock bouncing as he hurries past Maria and picks up the canvas bag that Ben dropped beside the door when Mitch carried me into the studio. He brings the bag to me, and I hold it in trembling hands as Maria steps closer, her gaze fixed on me.

It takes me a second to grasp the tab on the zipper that holds the bag shut, my fingers are shaking so much. When I have the bag open, I reach my hand inside and pull a section of the suit into view. Maria's fingers reach for the fabric, brushing gently against the tight weave, and I see her lips curve into a smile.

"It's so soft," Maria coos, her voice low and quiet. "So smooth ..."

Then, turning her head, she raises her voice: "Muse! Come here and inspire us!"

The Muse takes a shuffling step toward us; I look down and see that a leather strap holds her ankles together. I can't see her mouth behind the leather mask, but I can see her eyes, wide and glistening, as she looks down into the bag. She reaches a trembling hand toward the knitted fabric that Maria is holding, and I hear a muffled sigh when her fingers brush against the soft wool.

Maria steps behind the Muse and puts her hands on her shoulders. She tugs the tunic down the Muse's arms, letting it pool around her feet, revealing the Muse's naked body. Her small, high breasts are rough with goosebumps, dark nipples standing like pebbles against her pale skin. A tiny tuft of black hair sits between her belly and the swell of her pale lower lips. The Muse sighs again, closing her eyes, and brushes the back of her hand against the wool in the bag resting on my lap.

"I think she likes it," Maria whispers, then, her voice louder, says, "Do you like it, Muse?"

The Muse closes her eyes and nods, sighing again. I see a tear trickle from the corner of one eye, catching on the edge of the black leather mask. I feel my own belly tighten and nipples stiffen at the sight of the Muse's pleasure.

"I hope it fits," I say, my voice catching, as Maria pulls the suit from the bag and lifts it up by the shoulders, her brow furrowed and eyes narrow.

The suit hangs between us, a wooly red and white candy cane. The extra long neck hangs over the front, and the feet dangle above the floor. Maria gives it a shake, sending a wave rippling through the fabric, and I hear the Muse make a gurgling sound deep in her throat, trembling fingers brushing the back of the suit.

I see a puzzled look on Maria's face as she runs her hands along the back of the suit, looking for the way in. I lean forward and guide her fingers to the hidden seam that runs between the suit's shoulders, revealing a small white zipper tucked into the fabric. The zipper makes a whispering sound as it slides down the suit, opening a gap in the back between the collar and the hips. The smile returns to Maria's lips, wider now, and she looks at the Muse, who is vibrating with anticipation, her eyes wide and filled with tears. I've never seen so much joy on a person's face, even though I can only see the half of the Muse's face above her leather gag.

"Let's try it on, shall we?" Maria says. The Muse almost swoons, her legs rubbery as she wobbles beside Maria.

Maria unclips the chain from the Muse's collar, and Cade kneels at her feet, fumbling for the clasp that holds the leather strap around her ankles. When he has her feet freed, Cade lifts one of the Muse's legs and guides it toward the gap in the suit's back. She rests her hands on his curly red hair for balance and then lets out a muffled groan as her leg slides inside the suit.

Ben climbs down from the table, too, and kneels to help the Muse's other leg into the suit. Then he and Cade stand on either side of her, supporting her with strong, gentle hands against her bare back, as Maria guides the Muse's arms into the sleeves and then pulls the collar over her head. The collar bunches around her face like a cowl, with just her eyes and the top of her close cropped head visible above the red and white stripes. The Muse is gasping for air, her eyes squeezed shut with tears streaming down her face; if not for Ben and Cade holding her up, she would almost certainly collapse in a wooly puddle on the floor.

Maria steps behind the Muse, tapping her bare ass forward, and then zips the suit closed, careful to keep the soft, smooth fabric from the zipper's teeth. The Muse collapses backward into her arms, and Maria holds her tightly as she trembles and sways. Ben and Cade step back, cocks pointing at their feet, staring in wonder at the effect the suit is having on the Muse.

"I think she likes it," Maria says, unrolling the collar so it extends above the Muse's head. Only her bare feet are visible beneath the suit's red cuffs, silver-painted nails shining as she curls her toes in delight.

"It's beautiful," Mitch whispers.

He's sitting beside me now on the table, naked, his cock standing at full attention. I reach down and take it in my hand, sliding my fingers slowly from base to tip and back again. A dollop if pearly pre-cum glistens on the dark purple tip.

"It's amazing, Jennie," Cade says in a soft voice. He presses his body against the Muse, his cock twitching against the soft wool.

"You've definitely outdone yourself," Ben says with a laugh, rubbing himself against the Muse's other side. His hands run up and down her wool-encased body, sliding over her slight curves; I can barely hear the Muse's sighs from inside the unfurled collar.

Mitch's hand glides up my thigh and comes to rest between my legs, fingers tenderly pressing against my still sopping pussy. I let out a sigh, not unlike the Muse's, when he gently opens my folds and slips a curious finger inside.

#

"Ho ho ho!"

The booming voice fills the studio with a rumbling echo, and I'm pulled out of my reverie. I'm lying on the table in a three-way tangle with Mitch and Maria, one of my hands guiding Mitch's mouth to my aching nipple and the other tugging at the silver ring that holds Maria's straps together, trying to find a way to remove it. Her fingers dance over my belly while her lips press against my ear, whispering what I can only imagine are the filthiest possible German words.

I struggle to sit up, reluctantly dislodging Mitch's lips, and see the Santa with the waxed mustache standing in the doorway, still wearing the scarf I sold him wrapped around his neck. His eyes twinkle and his cheeks glow like polished apples as he looks over the scene of debauchery: besides the three of us lying on the table, Ben and Cade are still rubbing themselves against a moaning, shivering Muse, who has her wool-encased hands wrapped around their raging erections. I'm glad I selected a superwash yarn for the Muse's suit, because it's going to need a serious clean-up when this party is over.

"Klaus!" Maria shouts, propping herself on one elbow. "What are you doing here?"

The Santa — Santa Klaus? — steps up to the table and looks down at us, hands on his hips. He shakes his head as if scandalized by our behavior, but his smile betrays his actual delight.

"They cut us off at Whiskey Willie's," Klaus says. "I guess they weren't prepared for how wild a pack of Santas can get."

"Their loss," Maria says, sitting up and adjusting the sticks holding her hair in place. "You are certainly welcome to celebrate here with us."

"All of us?" Klaus asks, raising a fluffy white eyebrow.

"How many of you are there?" Maria asks.

Klaus grins and calls over his shoulder, "Lads, show yourselves!"

I gasp as a stream of Santas squeezes through the door and into the increasingly crowded studio. Two, six, ten Saint Nicks stand shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip, belly to belly, in Cade's studio. I can feel their lecherous eyes on me, and I squirm, tugging my knees up to my tits, my face burning. Mitch laughs beside me, and Cade and Ben stop their gyrating against the wool-suited Muse, jaws slack. The Muse rolls the top of her collar down so she can peer over the top, and her eyes go wide with wonder.

"What do you think, Jennie?" Maria asks with a chuckle, her fingers tickling my flank. "How much Christmas cheer do you think you can handle?"

#

A lot, it turns out. I can handle a lot of Christmas cheer when giving the opportunity.

As, it seems, can Maria.

While the ten additional Santas squeeze into the studio, Klaus takes a step back from the table and unbuttons his red jacket trimmed in white fur. When he slips the piece off, he exposes a broad chest and a meaty, but not flabby, belly, bound by a leather harness not unlike the one Maria wears. He winks at Maria, then turns his gaze to me, unwinding the white wool scarf from around his neck.

"When I saw you at the fair," he says, wrapping the ends of the scarf around his hands as he speaks, "I thought you might be a little on the naughty side. I didn't expect you to be this naughty, though."

My cheeks burn and I hug my knees closer, very aware of my nudity. I'm sure he can still see plenty no matter how I try to shrink into myself. And from the way his blue eyes twinkle, I imagine he likes what he sees.

"She's incredibly naughty," Maria says, sliding close enough to me that her hip brushes against mine. "She's a daring and wanton strumpet, a debauched and shameless libertine."

"Is this true, little girl?" Klaus asks, taking a step closer to me, stretching the scarf out between his hands. "Are you really so depraved as all that?"

I take a deep breath and look him square in the eye. Though my cheeks are still flushed, I feel desire and pride shoving the shame aside. I set my jaw and say, firmly, "Yes — I am that depraved, and more."

Klaus swings the scarf out behind my head, catching me in its clasp and pulling me close enough that I can smell the rich, peaty whiskey on his breath. It's not a bad smell at all.

"And what should I do to such a naughty girl?" Klaus asks, his icy eyes drilling into mine.

"Whatever you want to do to me, Santa," I say, letting my knees drop over the edge of the table and leaning forward to grasp the silver buckle on his black leather belt.

Klaus throws back his head and laughs as I tug the tongue of his belt free and then reach for the buttons on the front of his wide red trousers. With a few pulls, I have the fly open, and he shifts his hips to help me pull his trousers past his hips.

The leather straps around his torso extend down below his belt and circle the base of his cock, lifting his balls and shaft when I give them a pull. His cock is already half hard and stiffening quickly under my touch. I hear a catch in his laugh when I give the knob a firm twist, and then a gasp when I lean forward to run my tongue in a spiral around his nipple, feeling the stiff white hair on his chest against my lips.

I glance over at Mitch. He's leaning close to me, his hand grasping his stiff cock, his eyes locked on my hand, slipping up and down Klaus's shaft. Mitch strokes himself in time with my movements on Klaus's cock, his breathing fast and shallow.

"You like?" I ask. Klaus and Mitch both nod, their mouths falling open, and I can't help but laugh.

"Punish me, Santa," I say, letting myself fall back on the table, legs thrown wide, hands guiding Klaus's cock toward my entrance. "Make me beg for mercy."

Klaus lets out a groan, and then a triumphant shout, as his cock slides easily into me. He buries himself to the hilt, eyes going soft and hazy, and leans his hands on the table on either side of my legs.

I hear a cheerful cry go up from the Santas standing in the studio; they've moved closer as I've drawn Klaus into me. Suddenly, the air is filled with flying red felt and white fur as the Santas begin stripping off their suits, revealing the varieties of Kris Kringle bodies underneath: wide and soft, round and jiggly, hairy and smooth. And then my vision blurs as Klaus begins to move inside me, his breath hot against my throat as he raises himself on his toes for leverage and plunges into me with all his might. His belly slaps against mine, heavy and firm, and he grunts with each plunge into me.

The table rattles under me, but not just from the fucking I'm receiving from Klaus. My head lolls to the side and I see Maria beside me, bent over with her breasts against the table and her ass in the air, a short, hairy Santa behind her. She smiles at me — a sweet, beatific smile — and lets out a sigh.

#

There's too much happening in Cade's studio for me to possibly keep track, especially when I'm splayed out on the table with Klaus hammering away at me. Maria is taking one Santa after another as she leans against the table, feet braced wide with the men making an orderly queue behind her. In the corner, I see the Muse, still encased in her wool suit, spinning in circles as she's buffeted between naked Santas who press their bellies, thighs, and cocks against her. I recognize the Santa who bought the first itchy hat from me — because he's still wearing the hat, and only the hat — and I think he winks at me before another thrust from Klaus draws my attention back to his powerful cock.

"So ... fucking ... naughty," Klaus grunts, his waxed mustache wilting in the rising heat. I'm suddenly worried about the integrity of Cade's candles with all the sweaty body heat in the studio, and I let out a little chuckle that quickly turns to a whimper when Klaus slams hard against me.

"The fucking naughtiest," I grunt, reaching up to grasp his beard with both hands and tug. He is, after all, a Real Beard Santa, and I should take advantage of that.

Klaus gasps, his belly pressing against mine as I pull him closer, but he continues his thrusts. They're becoming erratic, though, and I can see the strain in his face as he struggles to hold back the eruption that is certainly building in his heavy balls.

"Is naughty Santa getting close?" I coo, twirling his beard between my fingers. "Are you going to give me your cream, Santa?"

"So ... naughty," Klaus grunts again, "so ... fucking ... naughty ..."

His face is cherry red with exertion, his eyes squeezed shut. I pull him closer, dragging him down by his beard, and lift my hips to meet his thrusts. When I bring him close enough that I can bite his lip, Klaus lets out a gasp, and I groan as I feel the hot flood of his seed filling me.

#

"You were amazing, Jennie," Ben whispers into my ear, "simply amazing."

I would respond if I could, but I'm too exhausted to form words. My head is buzzing, and my skin tingles with the memory of so many touches, pinches, bites, and kisses. It takes all of my effort just to breathe.

After Klaus staggered back from me, his cock still leaking his creamy jizz, Mitch slid off the table and took Klaus's place, his eyes wild with lust. I lay back and rode waves of delirious delight with Mitch's meaty sausage buried deep in my core.

Mitch didn't last long, and was quickly replaced himself by the itchy-hat Santa, and then Cade, and then things became a dizzying blur. All I can really remember is taking fistfuls of beard and pulling with all my might, writhing and gasping under all that soft, warm, jiggling Santa flesh as they pummeled me one after another. I could hear Maria grunting beside me, and caught glimpses between lovers of the Muse, her wool suit sticky and damp, wool-wrapped hands roaming over bellies and cocks.

"Too much," I finally groan, letting myself go limp in Ben's arms. We're lying on the table, his body pressed against mine. He strokes my sweat-drenched hair and nuzzles my neck with his lips, sending shivers through me that are almost painful. Every nerve is singing, sobbing, screaming with the receding tides of more climaxes than I could possibly count.

"You've made some Santas very happy," I hear Klaus say, and I turn my blurry eyes to see him standing beside the table, pulling his jacket onto his shoulders. There are scratch marks on his chest and I think there might be a patch of hair missing from his beard — I don't remember delivering either injury, but maybe ... ?

"This has been our best craft fair party ever," Cade says. I turn my head toward his voice and see him hovering behind us, his red hair a sweaty tangle and a wide grin on his face.

"It will be Valentine's Day soon enough," Maria says. Her golden hair tumbles down her shoulders, the sticks that held it in place long since pulled out and tossed somewhere in the studio. "I am sure with good planning we can match today's delights."

I laugh, my voice hoarse from shouting, and close my eyes. Visions of naked, bearded cherubs flit through my mind. Cherubs drizzled in chocolate, cherubs pink with arousal, cherubs forming an orderly queue as I welcome them to partake of my pleasures.

"Maybe," I croak, settling against Ben's chest as exhaustion finally claims me. "Maybe ... in two months ... I'll be ready again ..."
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Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair: A MMMFF Holiday Celebration

Jennie is double booked on the craft fair circuit, and convinces her sister Vickie to take over her table at the Denekin Depot artists' studios.

"It'll be easy!" Jennie promises. "It'll be fun! And you can keep half the take!"

But Jennie fails to disclose that there are going to be some people at the fair - namely, Ben, Mitch, Cade, and Maria - who are expecting a completely different kind of festival …
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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.
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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 ...
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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
[image: ]


[image: ]

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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