Tails cracked open his eyes slowly – right before they shot open wider than dinner plates and his jaw dropped so fast his fake beard snapped off. Standing before him were the same two mothers, but the garments they sported now were nothing short of mindblowing. The Queen sashayed confidently before him, showing off her change of outfit and her unbearably erotic body for his pleasure. And oh, what pleasure! Gone was the stately emerald dress; in its place, Alicia had donned a festive fluff-trimmed crop-top whose sheer scarlet fabric clung snugly to her heavy bosom, its wide-open neckline giving Tails an eyeful of her deep cleavage. Below, she sported nothing but illicit red side-tie panties, its taut strings pinching in the fur around her plump ass. A sparkling sequined hat that perched saucily on her crimson locks – paired with short satin gloves – added to her sexy Santa power, and a Christmas bell choker and stretched-thin, thigh-high, coal-black leather boots completed her drop-dead knockout look. She was a feast for the eyes all by herself…

…But if Alicia alone was enough to make him swoon, Vanilla was FLOORING him. Ms. Rabbit had shed the ribbed sweater and leggings, leaving only strategically placed ribbon woven tightly around her child-birthing hips, wound snugly around her milky breasts, and looped tantalizingly over her groin to form a gift-wrap bikini. Such a daring outfit….it just begged to be opened before she completely spilled out of it. Try as she might to block the immodest display from his gaze, there was just so much of her to take in, more than a single set of hands could hide. The elaborate bows that cutely adorned her wrists and neck only enhanced her present-tation, and a thick belt of sleigh bells draped loosely across her waist jingled lightly as she fidgeted and fretted on a set of cherry red stiletto heels. A set of fake reindeer antlers adorned her hair; he may have dared a silly joke about jackalopes…if he wasn’t so awestruck by the rabbit mommy’s incredible transformation. Tails had never imagined that all of —that!!!— was hiding under her usual reserved dress. 


“Merry Christmas to you~” With Tails still reeling from shock, Alicia had sauntered towards him and broken into song, low and seductive, reaching down to boop his little black nose. “Merry Christmas to you~ Merry Christmas, dear T– oh come now, Vanny! Like we practiced!” 

“M-Merry Chr…ist…mas…” Vanilla shifted from one foot to the other, embarrassment reddening her face to the point even the the most vivid ornaments on the tree seemed dull as rocks. Her voice trembled just as much as the bells around her middle, her gaze fixed firmly on the floor. 

“That’s it dear, a little louder this time?”

“Merry C-...C-....cuh……..CRIPES SAKES, CIA!!!” Vanilla’s shout echoed throughout the room as all of her tension boiled over like an overfilled teakettle. “Excuse my language, but this is just too much!!!” One arm crossed over her bosom, the other tucked in between her legs, Vanilla shook like a leaf from nerves and acrimony alike. “H-how I ever let you talk me into wearing this, this scandalous, this unflattering getup – I feel like I could die of shame right now!!” Unable to bear seeing Tails’s reaction, she instead glared incredulously at her friend. “How in the world are you not?!”

The outburst left a heavy lull in the air for several moments before Alicia dropped the saucy serenade and sighed pityingly. “Oh, Vanny. Vanny, dear dear Vanny. I know I’ve seemed unreasonable through all this–” 

“That is the understatement of the year!”
“Vanny, please. I only ask that you trust me.”

“Cia, you're my closest friend, and in any other case, I would in a heartbeat, but this-”

“I assure you, I know exactly how you’re feeling right now.” 

Vanilla paused, incredulous. “...Do you, now?”

“I do. You’re exposed. Vulnerable. And above all, scared. I'm no stranger to those emotions, believe me.” 

“You? Feeling scared?” Vanilla scoffed.

“Yes, me. Scared.” Alicia wrapped soothing arms around Vanilla’s middle, drawing her into a reassuring embrace. “Scared that it’s all for naught again. Scared that your years have caught up to you, that when you’re baring all that you are, you’ll be met with disdain, even disgust.” Vanilla said nothing as she met the Queen’s eyes, finding only benevolent understanding behind them. “I know, dear, because I was the same myself just a scant time ago.” 

Vanilla’s mouth fell in disbelief. “No, th-there’s no way…you’re the queen for pity’s sake! There’s not a soul alive that wouldn’t–”

“Shh shh. That may be true, but before I am queen I’m still a woman, with all a woman’s worries. The pang of loneliness can still strike me just as hard. At night, fears would disturb my sleep just as much. And I fret no less than you do about my appearance. But…” Alicia paused to crack a sly smirk and flash an unsubtle wink towards Tails. “Thanks to many persuasive appeals, my confidence and zest have been utterly inflamed, obliterating my doubts. I am desired. I am attractive. And there are those who hold great affection for me, not just out of any sense of duty or bond of blood, but from the want that lovers share for each other…” As she released Vanilla from the hug, she deftly scooted her friend closer towards the couch. “So, before you decry any further, I suggest you see what he thinks of your offerings and decide then. I will prepare for the rest of tonight’s entertainment while you two get reacquainted.”

Swayed by the Queen’s royal charisma once more, Vanilla finally mustered up her remaining courage. “F-fine, b-but, what would he possibly find attractive about-” Her words trailed off as she looked down at the little fox perched on the sofa in front of her. His expression and demeanor had changed completely into a look she had never seen him possess before. His eyes were wide and unwavering, intent on studying every lascivious curve and inch of bare skin, trained on her like a prowling beast. His mouth hung slack in awe, each hot puff of excited breath reaching her even where she stood. His tails stood erect, the fur prickled on end in his aroused state, tips twitching sporadically. And at his waist….Vanilla’s hand hid a gasp as her eyes landed on the bulging fabric straining furiously against his belt.

“M-my word, Tails…I-” 

“H-huh?” The sound of his name quickly snapped him out of his hormonal stupor, leaving him blinking and swiping an arm across his lips. “I-I’m sorry, did you say something Ms. Vanilla?”

“You’re, um, showing off your ‘holiday cheer’, a little more than you mean to, I think…”

Tails followed the direction she was pointing to before letting out a sharp yelp, having finally noticed how big of a tent he was pitching in front of Cream’s very own mother. “A-AH! Wh-whoops!” His tails whipped around before being stuffed down between his legs to cover his stiffy, and he gave her a sheepish, apologetic grin. “Eheh…S-sorry about that. I-I got so distracted by your costume I kinda zoned out a second…” he admitted, rubbing the back of his head. “It looks incredible on you, Ms. Vanilla…”

“Y-you, you don’t say…” Vanilla’s voice trembled, matching the state of her heart. “I’ve never worn anything like this before…” She let her arms relax slightly, revealing a bit more of her nearly-nude body. His eyes roved over her milk-and-cream fur festooned with nylon and leather, the craving gaze filling her with a thrill she had long since forgotten. “Is it really all that much to look at?”

“Oh, gosh…it’s more like, I don’t know where to look…” He couldn’t stop watching the jiggle of her large teardrop-shaped breasts, so tightly bound by the ribbon wrapping that he could see the edge of pink and stiff nubs underneath, and he imagined how full they must feel. The roads of red fabric wound around long legs, shapely and thick, giving him the impression of candy canes he’d love to lick all over. His entire body buzzed with intense need as he watched her. “C-can you turn around?” 

Her eyes went wide with his bold request, but what surprised her even more was how readily she granted it. She turned away from him, leaning over slightly, resting her hands on her thighs, her tall pumps hiking her wide, fluffy tail-topped backside high. She bit back her anxieties, knowing that he was seeing all but everything.… Her ears fell over her shoulder languidly as she looked back to see his reaction. “L-like this?”

“Yuh…yeah….uhm…” She could tell he was agitated, but not out of fluster or nervousness. His ears flicked distractedly, his muzzle was tinged pink and his chops quivered. He squirmed in his seat, his gloved hands squeezed firmly between his legs, edging ever so slightly to the lump in his pants she’d spotted. “Th-that’s p-perfect…” Vanilla’s heart thumped in her chest like a jackhammer. She gave her hips a little shake, her belt jingling in kind. Tails immediately bit his lip, the fur around his nose reddening enough to put a certain reindeer to shame, his grip tightening as the temptation to let his hands wander worsened. 

Vanilla felt a twinge of guilt, knowing that she must be riling him up so hard it hurt, but the hungry way he was looking at her….it filled her with a much stronger, implacable throe, the kind that urged her to keep going, to make him want more. She stood herself upright, turning back to face him as she wrapped her arms under her ribbonned bosom. Her eyes met his, a newfound light behind them, as her voice drifted to him soft and smooth as silk on the breeze. 

 “Merry Christmas…to you…”
[tap. tap.] Vanilla’s heels clicked on the floor as she came closer, oh so close to the awestruck fox.

“Merry Christmas…to you~”

Every hair on his nape stuck straight up as she kneeled so that they were eye to eye, muzzle to muzzle.

“Merry Christmas, dear Tai~ls~”

She gently took his chin in her hands, enchanting him with her siren song. Time slowed. Both hung on expectant breaths. Her peppermint lips looked so sweet. Tails closed his eyes and leaned forward…

“Merry Christmas~  to~  you~” 

[clapclapclapclap] “Lovely, ohoh HO, looovely, Vanny! I knew you’d do it!”

“EEP!”

“Yip-mmp!!”
Ms. Rabbit jolted like she'd been hooked to live current, accidentally bowling over the equally startled fox with her heavy assets as instinct took over and she lunged away from the breakout applause behind her. Red-faced and scowling, she glared at the source of the shock while huddling Tails against her body protectively on the couch. “Cia.”

Queen Alicia gave a jolly chuckle, hand over her mouth. “Ohoho, sorry Vanny. I was just so happy that you’re getting in the spirit now!” 

“Humph! You could've shown some discretion, I think!” Vanilla huffed as she (hesitantly) extricated herself from the fox boy. “If anyone’s been getting in the spirits here…” she muttered under her breath.

“I~ heard~ thaaaat~” Alicia tittered as she sashayed around the coffee table and settled down on Tails’s other side with a thump. “Welllll, I maaay have been a itty bitty bit jealous how cozy you two were getting without me…but now that we’re all here and feeling festive…” Alica clapped her hands together before she gestured to the platter of drinks and cookies Hazel had brought out earlier. “Some certain little foxy Santa’s been working sooooo haaaard, and in my most royal and queenly opinion, he’s earned himself a very special reward.”

Tails peered at the spread, a grin spreading on his face as he caught on. “Oh, I get it! So, these cookies and milk are for me, then?”

“That’s right~! And we – Santa’s Little Helpers <3 –  are going to help you relax and enjoy them,” Alicia explained, giving Tails a gentle tweak on his cheek. 

Vanilla gave her friend a quizzical look, which Alicia returned with a knowing, coquettish smile. “And since Vanny’s sneaked herself a head start, I’ll be taking the first turn.” With that, Alicia reached out and grabbed a cookie off the plate and brought it up to her lips, biting one end before leaning down to hold the other in front of Tails. She looked down at the treat and then back up to him, waiting expectantly. 

“Oh…o-oh?! Okay, t-thank you…” Tails stammered as he realized that was the new game she had in mind. Gingerly, he took a nibble of the other side. The scent of baked mint seemed far less compelling than the aroma of perfume and sweet spirits wafting from his cookie-bearer. Bite by bite, he munched away at the gap between them, trembling in anticipation as her lips got closer…closer……closer…….

[ssssssmack!]

Vanilla watched in fascination as Alicia pulled away from the dramatic kiss and made a show of licking her lips, flicking away a crumb. “Mmm, what a sweet taste you have, sir Santa. Was it to your liking, too?”

“Oh…oh, yeah!” Tails nodded in dumbfounded bliss, still reeling from the heady, heart-pounding favor he’d just received. “I’ve never gotten a funny kiss like that before!”

“Then please, have as many ‘treats’ as you wish,” Alicia urged as she nudged the plate towards the other festive mother on the couch. “I’m sure you’re looking forward to a little vanilla to go with that mint, ohoho~” 

Vanilla swallowed, her heart in her throat and her nerves a-tingle as Tails faced her now, flushed and eager to continue the game. She could feel his hungry eyes following her every move as she mirrored Alicia’s actions, taking another cookie from the snowflake-adorned plate and holding the tip in her mouth to offer the boy. 


[CHOMP!]

She jumped as he began wolfing down the pastry, barreling down the shortbread bridge that separated them. It was as if the treat was just an afterthought to him, an obstacle between him and what he truly craved. Before she could react, let alone prepare her heart for it, she felt his teeth snatch the last morsel away and his lips find hers. She felt him hug her neck, pulling her in deeper, his tongue flickering inside her mouth, tasting, exploring. Vanilla was taken aback by his daring. Even though it was an aggressive, clumsy kind of kiss, she couldn’t deny it; this was an adult’s kiss, the kind off the pages of her most torrid novellas. She let him do as he wished, her tongue keeping tempo with his as they danced back and forth. By the time he finally withdrew, still connected by a strand, she was out of breath, heart thumping, and beside herself. Did it have to end so soon?

“Ms. Vanilla….that was…just…wow, you’re amazing at kissing…” Tails panted, just as affected by their makeout as she was. 

“M-me…?” Vanilla asked in between gasps. “No, you…you were…breathtaking, Tails. Quite…literally. Wh-where did you learn how to do that?” 

Alicia’s satin-clad fingers crept around Tails’s shoulders and under his chin, making him practically purr as she gave him gentle scritches. “Oho…I’m sure he had a very skilled instructor to mentor him.” She offered up a glass of eggnog in her other hand and entreated the young fox to wet his whistle. “You must be parched after enjoying your sweets, darling. Can I tempt you with some ‘milk’ to go with your cookies?” 

“Oh? Oh, yes, I’d love some! Thank you!”

“Then it would be my pleasure. Allow me~” Holding the glass for him, she put the drink to his lips and tilted it back to let the boy drain it off all the thick cream and fluffy topping remaining. She giggled as she set the empty vessel aside, having spotted a blob of white still stuck to his lips. “Oh goodness, you have a bit of foam on your muzzle. Here <3” She guided his chin up so that she could be face-to-face with her once more, her tongue sneaking into his mouth as she also took her time savoring a deep kiss with him, just as hot and heavy as he had with Vanilla. The pilfered dollop was perched on the tip of her tongue as she pulled away before she swallowed it up with a sigh. “Mmmm…delicious. And are you feeling refreshed?”

Tails grinned, a silly, love-drunk look on his face. “Oh…oh yeah….I’m so glad to be Santa right now!” 

“Ohoho…well, if you need more ‘milk’, Sir Kringle, you need only ask. Although…” Her voice went low and sultry as she guided his gaze downward, her other arm tucked under and lifting her breasts, her neckline plunging dangerously as it was stretched to the limit by her accentuations. Her stiff peaks poked through the thin fabric even more starkly, their deep pink borders peeking just barely above the fluffy trim. Amused seductiveness dripped from her every word. “You’ll sample the other kind of milk I could offer someday, won’t you?”


Tails’s eyes nearly popped free of their sockets and his smile went even goofier as he beheld her massive tracts of exposed fur. “Y-…s-stears and garters, I-I mean, gears and starters…yeah, I will for sure! B-but first, I should have more cookies so I’m even more thirsty, right?”

“Th-that’s right,” Vanilla chimed in, taking another cookie from the plate as Alicia passed the little Santa back over to her. “You should eat up after such a busy day, though I’m worried you might spoil your appetite…”

Tails shook his head vehemently. He had already propped himself up in Vanilla’s lap to obediently wait for her to offer him the treat. “Nuh uh, no way! If anything, I’m craving it more now.”

“T-then…[mmf]...” She bit down and dangled the fresh cookie before his muzzle. “Deg en-ah!” Without delay, he pounced on the other end with as much vigor as the last time, snapping it up bite by bite. He was so eager, so focused on reaching her lips as fast as possible… Her heart throbbed, she could feel his hot breath on her whiskers. She had been silently cheering him on… [Hurry, hurry, I want it too, kiss me, Tails!]

*[snap]*
         




“Oh!”
   
  “Oops!”


Right as Tails had bitten into a stripe of fondant, Vanilla had let her jaw go slack in anticipation of the spirited kiss to come. The remaining piece tumbled from her lips, bounced once off the top of her snugly-squished bust, and wedged itself neatly into her cleavage. Both rabbit and fox could only stare down at the fumbled snack before looking back at each other and simultaneously bursting into apologetics.

“O-oh goodness, I’m sorry Tails! I got clumsy and didn’t let you finish, one moment and I’ll-”
“No no, it’s fine, I couldn’t hold back and made a mess all over you! Let me get a napkin and-”

“A-hem!”
Tails and Vanilla were frozen for a second time by Alicia sharply clearing her throat, bringing both to attention. “Thaaat’s much better. Before anyone gets terribly hasty, let’s consider things as they are, shall we?” Now that they weren’t fretting and fussing, her tone of regal command expertly softened into sweet suggestion. “Tails, you still have yet to finish enjoying your sweet morsel, have you not?”

“Um, no, not yet. There’s still some left, but-”

“And Vanilla, you’d abhor wasting any food, not when it’s still fit to eat, correct?”

“N-naturally, it’d be a shame to let it go to waste, though-”

The Queen clapped her hands matter-of-factly. “Well! It seems like a simple thing to solve. I’ll let you both get back to the matter at hand, then~”

Tails gulped, turning his focus back to Vanilla. All the fur on the mother’s face had gone reddish; he could almost swear he felt the heat of embarrassment radiating off of her. And the offending cookie hadn’t gone anywhere, still perched cheekily right above the ribbon binding her large, beautiful, positively succulent-looking boobs together. Tails’s mouth watered…

…And Vanilla’s pulse raced. He had that look in his eyes again, that craving look she knew had nothing to do with the pastry in her bosom. She mimicked Alicia’s motions, her hands cupping under her bounteous creamy mounds and lifting them so he could better appreciate their size. He seemed mesmerized by the sight, unable to stop himself from openly ogling her chest as he wiped his muzzle. “H-how is it? Is it too bad?”

“G-great, they’re – I-I mean, I can see it, it’s not made a mess yet, s-so….” He reached for her chest carefully. “Th-then I’ll just grab it real quick. Here I go-”

“Realllllly? Just taking it by hand?” Alicia tut-tutted over his ear. “Surely a clever boy like yourself can think of a more fun way than that~”

“A-ah! Um, I mean, yeah, that would be…” He looked to Vanilla, unsure if such a suggestion would cross too far of a line. If so, he was expecting a quick reproach or her shying away again. Instead, she had pulled the ribbon down further, clearing the way for him to give her a fully unobstructed inspection. Her stiff ruby-red nipples finally came into view as it fell, stark yet beautiful against her white chestfur like strawberries atop two immaculately frosted cakes. The sight left him gaping slackjawed.  [H-her…M-miss Vanilla’s b-bare b-breasts…t-they’re so big, a-and gorgeous. A-and they look so…so tasty…] Tails thought, salivating. 
With the most pleading tone he had ever heard her speak, she urged, “You’re not finished…are you?”


“M-miss Vanilla!” Tails dove into Vanilla’s chest as his restraint evaporated, boldly snuffling his whole muzzle into her cleavage. It was soft, oh so soft, like being sandwiched between downy pillows stuffed with marshmallow fluff. Greedily he sniffed out where the snack had retreated to, his hands groping and spreading her tits to let him better claim the prize. 

“A-Ahn! T-Tails!” Vanilla gasped as his rough eagerness caught her off-guard. How long had it been since she’d been touched like this, to have her body so exposed and explored? “S-slow dow-f-fwaahh!”

“Ah, thaaat’s right,” Alicia had leaned across the back of the couch to better enjoy her front-row-seat to the spectacle and offer color commentary. “His little whiskers are quite ticklish, aren’t they? Should I have said something?”

“Y-you, *ahhah* you sneaky-oh…OH! OH, goodness, mmnn!” Vanilla’s reprimand had to be cut short as she bit her knuckle, her voice reaching immodest volume as warm, wet strokes began caressing her fur. Having made quick work of the remaining morsel, Tails had begun lapping up the errant crumbs that had fallen during their rounds of kissing cookies. “Nn! mMM! D-don’t-! S-s-stop!”

“You heard her, riiight? Darling?” The queen devilishly crooned into his ear. “Don’t stop, not until you’ve given her a proper and thorough cleaning. I suggest you get every inch, just for surety’s sake.”
“Wait, wahaha~iiiiiii~!” Vanilla’s voice went shrill and her back arched as Tails did as he was bidden; having already given her cleavage a tongue bath, he now attended to the undersides of her plump melons. He was methodical, taking long, slow licks, bottom to top, stopping right as he reached the border of her bow-bra. “Eeep! Eeek! N-n-nggh! There’s no! C-crumbs theere!” Her ragged breath stammered out protests, but Vanilla couldn’t stop him even if she wanted to. His nimble tongue sought out her most ticklish places and his fluffy muzzle brushing against her body brought paralyzing pleasure. His hands roamed over and massaged her breasts as he diligently cleaned her with his mouth. “*gasp* Aiee-eee!!” Her breath hitched sharply as his fingers found a nipple, rolling it, gently pinching, bringing it to his lips for him to suckle like a newborn. “Ahn-aahhn! Tails, that…that’s my…”

The young fox looked up at Vanilal, blissfully aware of how sweet her voice sounded while he made her melt. She had one hand at her mouth, trying without success to hold in her lurid moans; the other was around his back, unconsciously holding him close to support him nursing at her teats. It was like he was seeing her for the first time all over again; she was beautiful, eyes dewy and cheeks flushed, and so overwhelmingly motherly, but also so powerfully arousing to his senses and instincts. He could do this for the rest of the night…and yet, he also wanted so much more. “Bani’ah…cah we…do-”

“Noooow now, darling. You mustn't talk with your mouth full, you know?” Queen Acorn chided Tails as she descended from her perch and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. With a gentle tug she pulled him away from Vanilla’s bosom, his lips parting from her nipple with a smack. The rabbit slumped to her side, bangs over her eyes as she panted, both of her nipples stiff and puffy from the rough play. “And besides, now that Santa has had a chance to relax and have his appetite whetted…” She paused for dramatic effect before giving Vanilla the worst-concealed wink ever. “...I believe his devoted little helpers have earned a very special reward, wouldn’t you say?”

The fox let out a needful whine. “B-but I wanted to…” However, Alicia's cloying words were probably the only thing that could ply Tails's baser urges right now, but ply they did. “....I-I mean, o-okay!” As reason returned to him, Tails shook out the visions of milk cans dancing through his head before he tilted it quizzically. “But I already gave you your presents, didn’t I?”

“You did, you did! And they were both wonderful!” Alicia affirmed gleefuly as she guided Tails to sit back against the couch snuggled up to his side, rubbing her fluffy cheek against his. “Buuuut…this is a bit more personal, a wish only you can grant, wouldn’t you agree, Vanny?”

Vanilla’s mind was elsewhere, still in a daze from Tails’s lovely manhandling. “H-huh? But…I also wanted him to…” Alicia interrupted her friend with a silent glance. “Oh, yes…right…” the winded and equally dazed rabbit nodded, remembering her part. She tightened the ribbon back over her thoroughly-licked breasts before cuddling his arm opposite Alicia. Her warm breath tickled his nape as she also pleaded at his side. “We…we hope you won’t mind but…would you please hear us out?” 

Her big bunny boobs squished against his shoulder as the chipmunk monarch smooshed her own regal rack against his head. Tails could barely contain his nerves, nor his excitement. They were so close, pressing their mind-blowing bodies against him, and they both smelled sooooo good, like fresh ginger and sweet honey, and that was before even considering this out-of-this-world pampering… Alicia was petting his brow affectionately, and Vanilla was so sweetly nuzzling his neck…did he really deserve all this, just for delivering presents?! [Whatever it is they want, I’m gonna make sure they get it, no matter what!!] he thought with determination sparking in his eyes. “Of course, no way I’d mind! What kind of Santa would I be if I didn’t listen to everyone’s Christmas wishes?!” 

“Oho, verrry well said, sir!” Alicia affirmed. “You’re a credit to all who bear the Kringle name.” She wrapped her arms even more snugly behind his back and across his chest, while Vanilla did the same around his middle and butt, leaving him completely enveloped in their warm embrace. “Then…are you ready for us to share our truest, most dearest desires, darling?”

“O-oh gosh, I mean-yeah, um…I-I’d love to! *gulp* What…did you have in mind?”

At his approval, Queen Acorn gave a meaningful nod to Vanilla, who looked to Tails, fully aware that the moment they’d schemed over was at last at hand. Her mouth opened to speak – 

“...I…I…ah....” 

– only to find the words caught in her throat. This situation seemed impossible. Unbelievable. A nice dream, crafted by the kindness of her friend…and she had savored it. Being held. Being spoiled. Attention. Allure. Love – lusting and being lusted after – It was far more intoxicating than the strongest spirits the royal cellars had to offer. But this…surely she knew there were limits to indulgence. To ask him to go that far, for her, it seemed like nothing short of peak selfishness. All dreams have to end sometime…
The trembling rabbit felt a small hand rest upon hers, breaking her from her reverie. Tails was beaming up at her, with an ear-to-ear smile so warm it melt the snow outside. He gave her fingers a reassuring squeeze. “Miss Vanilla? Please, tell me what you’d like. Nothing would make me happier, I promise!”

She stared at the young fox. In all her life, she had never seen anyone with such earnest eyes. She took one more deep breath, and after a moment to steel herself, whispered into Tails’s ear.  “I…I would like…to give Cream the baby brother she asked for…please….”

Though outwardly she kept her royal composure intact, inwardly, Queen Alicia was cheering with all her heart for her friend. Without missing a beat, the monarch continued with just as quiet and sensual tone in his other steaming-red ear. “And a little sister would mean the world to Sally, don’t you think?”
“So…would you…” 


       “Could you kindly…”



     “Breed us?”
        “........”

Tails sat, dumbstruck and face turned so scarlet it put his Santa suit to shame. His mind reeled, his 300 IQ-powered train of thought stopped dead in its tracks by the impact of two simple, sweet little words.  “Breed us… Breed us…”   They kept echoing in his head like distant thunder, and with them came flashes of imagination…

Vanilla underneath him, clinging to his neck…

Alicia with her legs wrapped around his back…

Being sandwiched between two of the sweetest…

                                                                                 kindest…

               most dead-sexy women ever…

And with each lurid fantasy, a few more threads of reason burned away to feed smouldering, primal desires…

With the mothers waiting on bated breath, Tails finally spoke up, looking from one to the other. “Yes! Yes, I want to…I wanna do it with you, Ms. Vanilla…and you too, Alicia…” Still reeling from the heady thrill of anticipation, with every nerve abuzz with drive, the fox wrapped his arms and tails around the two ladies for a loving hug. “If that’s what’ll make you both happy, then I’ll give it my very best shot! Santa’s promise!”

“Oh little darling, thank you, thank you soooo much!” Alicia cried joyfully, planting a big kiss on his cheek. “My wonderful little Christmas hero, you’ve no idea just how much this means to us.”

“Mm!” Tails’s muzzle went red as the queen peppered his face with loving pecks. “Gosh, I thought tonight was already really special…o-oh! <3”

Tails’s giddiness only heightened from another set of soft lips meeting his right cheek, decorating his white fur with rings of coral pink. Vanilla’s sultry eyes beheld only him, this charming little fox that had made her feel like a woman again for the first time in ages, and nothing short of the world ending was going to stop her from repaying him for that. “It’s been incredible, all thanks to you…and Cia’s right. I can’t find the words to ever thank you for what you’ve done for us…for me…and for what we’re about to do…”

“About to-!” The sensual tone of Vanilla’s voice and the immediacy of it all had his tailfur on end. “Y-you mean…h-here? N-now-ow~owowwww…”

“Mmmhm <3. Why not, darrrrling?” Alicia questioned, leaving a deep-red track of lipstick down his neck and on his shoulder as she undid the top buttons of his coat. “The mood is right, the night is young, and you surely aren’t in a hurry to leave us for the cold, windy outdoors, are you?”

“N-no w-way, buh…buht-mmn~”

Vanilla’s lips left no room for arguments as they wrapped around his, finally getting a chance to share another deep, breathless kiss with the fox boy. Her arm cradled his head while her fingers stroked his fur, playing with his silky, swept-back ears. When she at last pulled away, she begged him, “Please, don’t go just yet…I want to enjoy more time together…with you…” Her other hand rested on his knee, unwilling to let him leave her. Her touch trailed up his thigh, bound for fluffier, more ticklish tummy fur.

“ –Ah~!”

“Oh!” Tails’s sudden moan made Vanilla quickly draw back her fingers until she focused on the obstacle she’d accidentally brushed against. If she’d distrusted her sight before, there was no room for disbelief now; Tails was certainly feeling more than cheery in their company. Gently, ever so gently, she ran a fingertip over the dense, throbbing lump in his pants, tracing its outline, gasping lightly when she found the terminus. “My word, Tails,” she murmured, “what’s this you have in your pocket?” The fox boy writhed under her touch, his breath hot and heavy while she cupped her hand over his bulge and slowly rubbed him through the fabric, her curiosity prompting her to probe him further when he didn’t answer. “It’s far too thick and much too warm to be a candy cane, isn’t it…?”

“A candy cane? *giggle* No, Vanny dear,” Alicia answered, her gloved hands lazily drifting down Tails’s chest to find and fumble with his belt buckle and zipper unhurriedly. “It’s not a sweet he’s hiding away down here, although…ah, let me help you get more comfortable, darling~” With the offending article open, she slipped a hand inside Tails’s pants, helping free his trapped and turgid penis from the confines of its festive prison.  With awe and with adoration apiece, Vanilla and Alicia respectively regarded Tails’s third “tail” as it stood tall and ready for attention. “There we are, muuuch better…as I was saying, it may not be a sugary delight, but I can promise it’s delectable in it’s own way~”

“good heavens….” Vanilla whispered to herself, still taken aback, the mother’s keen interest having long since overtaken her awkwardness. [That was what he’d been carrying around, let alone flying with all this time?] she wondered.  “You poor thing, how do you even manage with this?”

“Oh, he manages it juuuust fiiiine~” Alicia lilted as she helped herself to lovingly caressing Tails’s now-bare cock with the back of her fingers, taking her time to toy with his most impressive tool. “You’ll find that out for yourself aallllllll too soon, Vanny.” Her clever eyes caught sight of the glimmering liquid bead forming at his apex, prompting another giggle. “But I believe I’ll be indulging first, if you don’t mind. Age before beauty, as they say!” With that, she settled down onto her side, eye level with his hot throbbing rod, and gave his dome a quick, sweet *peck* (“Uuhf~!”) followed by a long, slow lick from the base of his shaft (“aah-Aaliciaa…”) all the way to his very tip (“ff-fwwa!”), luridly licking her lips as she savored his salty-sweet taste. 

“Mmm, such a decadent, manly flavor,” Alicia remarked with satisfaction as she ringed her thumb and forefinger daintily around his shaft and stroked, pinky extended, gently encouraging more of his musky dew to leak out to the tune of Tails’s light yelps of pleasure. The Queen looked up to her partner in seduction with excitement. “Won’t you join me, Vanny dear? I don’t mean to keep him to myself, and I doubt our little darling would mind at all~” 

Vanilla had been staring for a short while now, scarcely believing her eyes. Her friend – the ruler of the Acorn Kingdom, she reminded herself – had already returned to sweetly pampering Tails’s prick as if it were a cherished pet. And from the look on his face – his hazed over eyes, his love-silly smile, her name wreathed in adorable moans – she was spoiling him to the very limits of bliss. And yet…there was a whole other side of him in need of attention. Alicia caught her gaze, and with instant understanding, made room for her friend as if in invitation.

[Well, when in Eurish as they say…]
*gulp*   *gulp*

*clink*

The rabbit dabbed liquid courage from her lips as she also leaned over Tails’s lap, her hand joining the monarch’s and her tongue spreading warmth and wet on the virgin skin of his sensitive ochre organ, mimicking her friend’s motions (“That’s the spirit, Vanny!”), until she too lapped up the trickle of his precum. The taste…it immediately filled her head, plunged into her chest, set her heart racing and her body aflame. [Such a…heavy flavor…] Vanilla thought. A twinge below her navel, urgent as the desires now springing to her mind unbidden, spurred her further. Tails’s hips bucked as her lips enveloped his head and light licks played across his urethra, diligently lapping up each dollop as it came. [I…I fear I might be getting addicted…] For the fox, each stroke was electrifying, the sensation drawing his loins up, and up, and up, until his backside lifted off the couch seeking sweet release. She could feel the tension on his skin, the blood pumping right underneath. [He's…getting close…] It wasn’t until Alicia gave her a gentle nudge that Vanilla finally relented, sticky saliva bridging from her lips to his oozing tip and her breath coming in steamy puffs. “Haah….haah…s-sorry, Cia…I let myself get carried away…” 

“That’s quite alright, dear,” Alicia tutted as she nuzzled against Tails’s tummy to calm the overstimulated boy. “I was much in your position not too long ago, and know all too well how easy it can be to get a head of oneself. Get it? A head? Ohohoho~!” the chipmunk chuckled. “...Buuuuut I’d like to enjoy this special occasion a bit longer before we truly get to the matter at hand.” She smoothly reached between the fox’s trembling legs, cupping her satin-clad hand under his most tender bits – her touch sent a powerful shiver racing up his spine – and gently felt up the warm, swollen sack of “gifts” he had for them. “Mmm…you’ve quite a bit saved up for us, don’t you Tails?”

Tails could barely manage his thoughts, let alone speaking. Before he’d even had time to recover from Vanilla’s intense attentions, Queen Alicia had started fondling his nethers with utmost care. And now, with that same regal voice used to parley with nations, she’d reminded him just how pent-up he had been, between all the decorating and shopping and festivities and gift-giving. “Uuuhn…y-yeah…” he admitted, “I-I haven’t…haven’t had time to…y’know…”

Alicia tsk-tsk-ed, shaking her head sympathetically. “I had assumed, given the circumstances. Rest assured, darling, we’ll be taking care of you alllll night, as long as it takes to satisfy this North Pole of yours <3”

“...Wouldn’t it be his South Pole, though?” Vanilla chimed in.

“Shush!” Alicia exclaimed, giggling as she half-admonished her friend. “You-haha-you may be right, but you still can’t just steal away my joke so casually-hee hee!” Stifling her laughter, she returned her focus to the throbbing rod in front of her muzzle. “For that, by royal decree, you are to join me in giving Tails’s tool all the tender loving care it deserves.”

“Really, Cia? By decree?” Vanilla rolled her eyes as she scoffed, her warm breath sending a fresh tingle through his loins. “You talk like I had any intention of letting you hog all the fun… He's also mine to take care of too, you know.”

“Alicia…Ms. Vanilla…please, don’t figh…fai….fai…ahhhh~!” Tails quickly realized that their little squabble was only for show, going by the twin sets of lips now kissing the tip of his prick. The view he was seeing was incredible enough: two women that could rival Aurora herself in beauty, dressed in the most jaw-dropping attire that barely left anything to the imagination, both face-down in his lap and eager to please. It was a scene so beyond his comprehension that he could only watch on in breathless amazement as they double-teamed his aching foxhood. Alica’s tongue danced and darted, giving little licks and flicks up the side of his shaft and around his helmet, right where she sensed he was weakest; Vanilla’s head – though less practiced – was no less diligent, taking time to give long, slow slavers from the underside of his balls, up the the base and sensitive shaft, ending with a ring around his dome. Festive red and elegant coral lipstick mingled and smeared quivering skin as they peppered countless kisses all over his cock and seasoned the air with lurid praise. 

“You’re *kiss* so hard, dar~ling. And this lovely heat…you put the fire poker to shame *giggle*. Are we that pleasing to you?”

“Ah…ah-ahmaiiiizing…k-keep…going, p-pleash…” 

“This- *huff* t-this *mwah* scent…it’s so…nnnnnnnh. I have the most giddy feelings in my chest… whenever I… *lick*  I…. *slllllrp*”

“aaa-aa….aaaHHNnn…o-oh f-fuses…if you both, at the same time…I’m gonna go crazy!”
“Mmhh…ahhm…mmm…mmmmsllrp~” *pop* “Ah, I know exactly what you mean, Vanny. It’s enticing, isn’t it? To say nothing of the taste <3”

*shlick*  *shlick*   *liiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiick* “Oh…oh, goodness…the…taste? Oh, I…um…yes, it’s-” 

“Vanny. Va~nn~y~” Alicia chided with a trill. “What aaare you doing? You seem just a tad distracted, dear.” 

Face redder than her famous fresh pickled beets, Vanilla withdrew her hand from under herself as nonchalantly as she could manage and huddled (to little effect) behind Tails. “I don’t. Know what. You mean, Cia,” she replied in winded staccato. 

Alicia gave a knowing smirk and a look of feigned impatience. “Reaaaally, now? What was that about ‘not letting me have all the fun’ not moments ago? And yet your mind…and hands…seem to be elsewhere.” Her eyes fell on the rabbit’s ribbon-wrapped rack, and a brilliant idea sparked to life. “Therefore, you wouldn’t mind if I borrow these for a bit, surely?” Before Vanilla could utter a word of retort, Aicia reached across Tails’s lap to grope double handfuls of her friend’s pudding-soft breasts, giving them a firm squeeze apiece. The red ribbon binding them in place quickly rubber-banded up her shoulders, fleeing the burden of holding back the tide of squishy flesh and pert nipples for good. 

“W-what the-?! CIA?!”

Oblivious to the outcry, the queen bounced the bunny’s boobies in her hands with delight and marveled at their heft. “My my, Vanny, you must let me know who supplies your intimates! They must be finely crafted indeed if they’re able to support these marvelous beauties,” she admired as she pawed at and played with Vanilla’s breasts, unable to resist their addictive comfort. “So full and ready for nursing, perfect for nourishing a newborn. No wonder little Cream is such a healthy and happy chiId.” She threw a glance to Tails, smirking. “I’m certain you agree, yeeees? Here, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind a reminder~”

*squeeze*

“Nnnn~! Cia, be gentle!”

“Hh! H-hhholy-!” Tails yelped as Alicia squished Vanilla’s fluffy boobs around his dick. He’d had a minor reprieve during their banter, but this softness…and the fur. He’d been too focused on her scent, her taste,  the fun of kneading her tits earlier; but now, with his most sensitive, delicate organ swallowed up from base to tip in her massive mounds, he realized her fur was actually thicker and more luxurious right in the middle, near the top of her cleavage, perfectly positioned to swaddle his tip in warm bliss. “A-Ah! Ah-ahehehee! It-it t-tickles!”

“Oh, I don’t doubt it does. Like being wrapped in luxury velvet…so this must feel even more grand.”
“oh. oOh. hehe-Oh!” Tails’s giggles gave way to moans as Alicia used her friend’s funbags as massage pads, digging her fingers into Vanilla’s pearly white chestfur while rhythmically rocking the weighty melons up…and down…up…down…he couldn’t help but give a little thrust in time with the bouncing, causing his glistening tip to breach above the jiggling cleavage. “This…this feels so-oh! So amazing! I’m…hahh! Like I’m doing it…with Miss Vanilla’s boobs!” 

“Tails! L-language-ah!” Vanilla attempted to scold the boy just as Alicia switched up her pattern to now seesaw each tit in tandem to great effect, judging by the silly look of Tails’s face. Not that she minded giving him such service; she could feel every quiver and pulse of his red-hot rod as it leaked like a faucet onto her bosom. But being handled like this, and so roughly…Vanilla realized the burning feeling in her chest wasn’t just from fervid fox dick, and enough was enough. [Two can play at that game, Lady Bossybutt.]

“Alright, y-you’ve made your point, Cia,” the rabbit admitted. “I shouldn’t’ve let my attention wander away from seeing to Tails. I’ll be making amends for that now…”

“Ohoho, Vanny, my dear! I was just tea–eeEEP!”

“...with the assets you’ve left idle.” As she spoke, Vanilla also reached over to slip her hands down Alicia’s too-taut silky top and scoop free her friend’s massive monarchical mammaries, leaving the garment to fall loose around her middle. “Goodness Cia, give your seamstresses some credit. It’s an Auroran miracle they’ve made a bra that can hold these in check.” With no less glee, Ms. Rabbit paid back the chipmunk grope for grope, squeeze for squeeze, tit for tat. Her hands roved without reverence nor restraint as she greedily grabbed handfuls of the chestnut mountains her Highness sported. “Sally’s going to be a stunning sight herself when she grows up if these are anything to go by.” 

“V-Vanny, y-you’re- *Ooh!* C-could you h–ha~aave a bit more care, they’re sens-sensssfffEEE-!”

“Oh? Silly me, I got a bit sloppy again. Maybe your royal rack is just too irresistible?” she coyly asked, whorling her fingertips around and around the Queen’s own erect periwinkle-pink buds. Now it was her turn to shoot Tails a sly smile. “I bet you never imagined that these were hiding under her royal gown all this time, did you? Or…” A wild thought struck the rabbit’s mind, and Vanilla’s voice dropped to seductive coo. “...Maybe you have? Perhaps all our little Santa’s been dreaming of for Christmas is to unwrap a pair of plump pillows to pounce upon all along?” 

“I…um….ummmmmmmm…” Tails quickly looked away in his attempt to keep a poker face and failed spectacularly. [Don’t! Don’t do it! Moms can’t tell you’re fibbing if you don’t say anything!]
“Hmm…no?” Vanilla pondered, “But I was so sure that…Oh!” Her eyes lit up in exaggerated epiphany. “Then, how about something twice as good?”

“Twice as goo–*squish* gouhh… *squeeze <3* ghnnnnaahhhh~” True to her word, Vanilla doubled down on the outrageous situation by smooshing Alicia’s mounds into Tails’s already crowded lap, making sure to pin his prick right in the middle of the newly formed Breast Valley. Cleavage to cleavage, nipple to nipple, the ladies’ bosoms covered his whole lower body, completely smothering Tails’s sensitive “screwdriver” in a blanket of pure bliss. He could feel the warm coziness spreading through his entire being, the fuzzy feeling of being so expertly pampered threatening to reduce him to a happily useless bunch of fluff. “So…comfy…I don’t wanna…even…move…” he murmured dreamily, wearing a goofy smile across his face. He could’ve fallen asleep without a moment’s notice….if he wasn’t so ragingly turned on already.

Vanilla couldn’t help herself, tipsily tittering at Tails’s stunned-silly reaction. “Teeheehee…If I didn’t know better, I’d say he likes it.”  

“I’d say you’re right, he looks positively rapturous right now,” Alicia concurred, fawning over the little fox as he made soft squeals of satisfaction before facing her friend. “I do apologize for my impoliteness earlier, dear. I had meant it all in jest, but I see that the bickering I caused was much less helpful than if I’d encouraged cooperation from the start,” Alicia confided, with utmost sincerity. “Can you ever forgive me?”

“Oh, Cia. *giggle* Were you seriously worried about that?” Vanilla chuckled, waving off the chipmunk’s worries like whispy smoke. “I’ll admit, I may have been a little peeved at the start, but…well…maybe it’s just what I needed?” Ms. Rabbit’s cheeks tinged pink as she recalled the impropriety of what she'd said, the friskiness she'd shown – again, [To. A. Queen,] she reminded herself  – all of it highly unbecoming of a woman of her age and upbringing….and also the most fun she’d had in years. “I’ve been an utter fussbucket most of the evening, and for that I’m the one who should be sorry. But, thanks to you giving me a little kick in the bustle, I’m feeling…” Vanilla paused, searching for just the right description for her new state of mind. “...refreshed. Less self-conscious. Maybe even a touch feisty, the way it’s going.” The bunny mommy took a deep breath before she out a long, relaxing sigh, letting all her tension be carried away with it. “So…thank you so, so, much Cia. This is the youngest I’ve felt in ages.”

“Vanny…! *snf* Oh, Vanny, my goodness!” Alicia stifled a small sniffle, smiling brightly as she dabbed away the tears threatening her makeup. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to get emotional, but I’m just so happy for you!” She threw her arms around her soul-sister, giving her a great big hug around the neck. “This is precisely what I’d hoped you’d find tonight, that fire, that zest! That’s the Vanny I knew you still were deep down!”

Vanilla returned the hug warmly, patting Queen Acorn on the back. “And you were right, just like you usually are. I don’t know how I’ll ever repay you, but I surely will. And, of course–” As they broke the embrace, Vanilla turned her grateful smile now towards Tails. “–there’s all kinds of thanks I owe a certain Santa for his help tonight. And he’s been such a patient boy, hasn’t he?”

“Oh! D-don’t mind me!” Tails chimed in at last, shaking his head back and forth hurriedly. “I, um, I didn’t wanna interrupt that moment…not when you two were being so sweet! I was getting a little worried, honestly…” He wrung his tailtips bashfully, looking down at his tummy as he spoke. “This is the first time I’d been with you both, so I didn’t know how much of the teasing was playing and how much was, um, real…but now I know better!” he declared decisively. “Friends may argue sometimes, even best friends! But! True blue friends always stay together and work things out in the end! And that’s exactly what you two did! You kissed and made up!” 

Both ladies blinked as Tails’s impassioned speech ended, sitting stonefaced. The Queen was the first to reply. “I’m sorry, darling, did you say we ‘kissed and made up’?” 

“....Y….yeah? Did…did I say something wrong?”


Alicia turned to her counterpart, a smile creeping onto her face. “Vanny, dear, do you recall us doing anything like that?”

Vanilla, fitting to her namesake, caught on quickly. “No, Cia. I don’t think we had,” she replied, poker-faced. “I will say though, I’m surprised at you, Tails.”

“...H-huh?! What?! What’d I do?!”

“Ohoho, my, just that you’d make such an interesting proposal. It took us a bit aback. Buuuuut… if that’s what you reaaaaallly wish for…would you be willing to help me grant it, Ms. Rabbit?”

“It would be my pleasure, Your Highness.”

“Cheers?”

“Cheers.” *clink*
*gulp       gulp*
“What are you two talking…about….”

*kiss*

*smack*

“Mmmm…”

    “Mh. Mwah~”

“...oh.                            …..wow.”

Dumbstruck wasn’t the right word. Thunderstruck, more like. He was pretty sure he’d forgotten to breathe. But he didn’t dare move one hair, lest he snap himself out of this heavenly hallucination he just had to be having. Before his saucer-wide eyes, Ms. Vanilla the Rabbit and Queen Alicia Acorn herself were engaging in the sauciest, sloppiest, most passionate make-up-make-out session Tails had never imagined, not even in his wettest of wet dreams. He could see their tongues entwine and untwine, wrestling each other as their lips met and parted and met again, over and over, in between *sighs* that made his spine tingle and *aahs* that made his erection ache. Alicia’s arms draped over Vanilla’s shoulders, brushing her ears back out of the way; Vanilla held the queen’s face close to hers, taking the lead with each sensual kiss to Tails’s great surprise and excruciating arousal. “Uhhh…uuhhhn….!” he groaned; his entire lower half buzzed in overstimulation without an outlet and attempted to thrust against anything to no avail to with both women weighing down his body. “H-hot…you two…I’m…nnnff!”
                    “*giggle* Feeling good?”
“Mmm~then what if we….”

“Hhoooh…oooohhhhaaahhH!” Tails felt wetness drip down onto his dome as their tongues outstretched to slaver each other’s lips, both ladies looking askance at him to gauge his reactions to them literally drooling over his cock. Their saliva mingled with the thick precum now leaking from him like a broken tap, pooling into their cleavage with his tip in the middle like an ocean volcano and just as eager to erupt. “I-it feels…so hot…” The young fox writhed in desperation when their breasts were suddenly bunched together even tighter, each woman handling the other’s assets to stroke off his dick in a double-decker boob sandwich using the ample supply of lurid fluids as lube. [T-teamwork…is…AWESOME…] he thought to himself as he bit his lip, trying to hold out against the amorous assault against his willpower. The soft plap plap of his wetted head breaching the sea of titties was interspersed with their giggles and cooing.
“He’s twitching so much, how cute!” 

“I thought we’d completely covered it…is he getting harder?” 

“Hehe, I know how we can find out <3”

“Hhnn-nnnNNNNNGHH!!!” Tails reeled back in his seat as if a live current was running through him. Without relenting one second, both queen and homemaker craned down to eye level with him, looking at him with love-filled expressions as they bathed the tip of his boner each time it peeked through, keeping their tits wet and slick as they eagerly massaged him. Bounce. Bounce. Bounce, every stroke of their skin and fur tickling and teasing and squeezing as they tittered and moaned and praised him. His mind ran through every distraction possible. [Circuit schematics. Engineering drawings. Bisex– binomial theorems! Complex equations! L-long division! MULTIPLYING FUCTORIAL- aw, FORGET IT!!!!] Tails’s instincts and desires were overpowering him as he thrust up into their boobs, unable to resist the combo of their lurid looks and eager twinned titfuck. His voice ripped through the air raggedly. “ALLIE, VH-VUH! I-I’M! A-ALMOST,  I’M GONNA…GONNA BLOW EVERYWHERE!!!” 

“Ohhhh~? You’re ready to cum, Darling?” Alicia cooed as she slowed down her vigorous squeezing and gave a knowing wink towards Vanilla to do the same. 

“Rrrnn…y-eshhhhhh…” Tails replied in a high-pitched hiss, his teeth grit tight to fight off the urge to orgasm just a few seconds longer. “Squeezing…too good…gonna explode…allll overrr…wanna cummmm…pleeaaaase~”

“*giggle* Tsk tsk….you can’t hold back aaaaaany longer, hm? Being spoiled in such lavish fashion must be like heaven…you want to let out aaaaaalll that pent-up love all over Vanny and me, do you? Ohoho, what a naughty Santa~” Cherry-cheeked and unable to suppress her laughter, the Queen ever so slightly teased his dribbling slit with her silkened fingers to confirm: his throbbing red thing was on the thinnest of hair triggers and his balls were hot and heavy with pent-up lust. “Weeelllll…if you really, truly want to, we’d gladly accept if you wanted to finish right now, buuuut…” she chided and wagged a glistening finger at him with a wink. “Good boys shouldn’t spend such a special 'gift' wastefully…all over a lady’s face, for instance.” Alicia rolled on her side and freed his cock from the smothering breast press, meaningfully playing with the side knot of her scarlet thong. “Rather, best that it be delivered the right way, wouldn’t you say?” 

“I…I…ugh…”

Vanilla sat up now also, wiping her face as she watched Tails with bated breath. Instinctively, she wanted to comfort the poor boy, to grant him the release he wanted so badly. She could feel all the stickiness of sweat and spit and precum covering hers and her friend's breasts, how close he'd come to cumming all over them…and part of her wished he'd had. The look of desperation on his face seemed almost painful, to say nothing of the angry red rocket that had to be aching for relief. [It must be aching, that big, thick, throbbing thing…] Vanilla thought, biting her lip while she regarded his quivering tower. To leave him like this would be too cruel. 

“Cia please, that’s enough teasing now. If he wants to finish…” she gave him a look of kind understanding. “I wouldn't mind…”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong, dear. I have no intention of having our little Kringle restrain himself any longer,” Alicia replied as she trailed her fingers through his chestfur. “The only concern he should have now is who he chooses first,” she crooned. 

“...Chuh…choose?” Tails questioned blankly after a heavy pause. 

“That's ri~ght.”

He hesitated, not because he was ignorant of the meaning, but because of the impossibility of the task before him. He looked back and forth between the two beauties on either side of him.

To his left, the queen in all her festive glory, having languidly reclined against the armrest to flash flirty eyes at him, purposely poised so her too-short gown would ride up to give him a tempting eyeful of her delicious thighs and plush rump.

On his right, a dewy-eyed mother-to-be-once-more, hanging off his arm and every word, sporting a body (that would be the envy of girls ten years her junior) bundled up in salaciously-wrapped ribbon and just as much tension and lust as he was feeling.

“...RRAH!” Logic gave way. Instinct took over. With an excited yelp, he pounced upon the first lucky lady of the night. 

Vanilla was taken aback as the little fox threw himself at her so suddenly that she felt her teeth click against his. “MMMPHF!?” Any restraint he’d had earlier was long gone; his tongue snaked between her lips  in to entwine with her own and his hands pawed around the ribbons encicling her breasts as he kneaded them like thick biscuit dough. The boldness, the urgency; it took her breath away to the point she had to break his kiss early. “Wh-wha!? Buh - ah! - but why mm-eee!!” the rabbit squealed as she fell on her back with a merry *jingle* of her bell belt, pinned down by the wildly amorous little fox. “Y-you could have Queen Acorn herself! Wouldn’t you rather bed with someone much more regal? Or elegant?! O-or experienced?!”

To her surprise, Tails relented from his aggressive affection. He was panting, half-undressed himself now after all their foreplay, his handsome young body craned over her with his arms planted on either side. She caught the scent of his desire on the air and looked down to where his needful, throbbing manhood stood at attention before her, dripping precum onto her crotch and causing a pang of want just below her navel. The look in his eyes was all the answer she needed, but still he replied. “I-I could…a-and I am. Those aren’t why I wanna do it with miss Alicia. O-or with you!” he said, his voice shaking from eagerness rather than nerves. “I feel like this…I wanna help grant your wishes because you’re both been so sweet to me, and you're two of the kindest women I know…and you're really, really gorgeous. Just…wow." He briefly looked over his shoulder to see Alicia give him a proud, approving nod. “And…I think it's been way too long since anybody's told you that, miss Vanilla. I just couldn’t let you stay feeling lonely, not even for a minute.” He gave her the biggest, brightest of smiles, one that put the star decorating the tree to shame. “So…I don't wanna keep you waiting any more…will you let me make a baby with you?”

Objections dashed and tears of happiness welling in her eyes, Vanilla whispered out a single, heartfelt “Please…”
With that wholehearted affirmation, he peeled away the red wraps, letting her massive, creamy mounds spread before him, his chops salivating at the sight of her mouthwatering perky “strawberries”. Greedily, he gathered them up in both arms and latched on to both nipples at once, licking one, nibbling another, sucking hard enough to cause Vanilla to yelp. "AH! T-Tails….th-those aren't m-making any milk yet!" 

"Oh, but they will be~!" Alicia tittered, enjoying the show. "Just think of it as practice for now, dear." The queen sipped on her freshly-poured cider while reclining against the arm of the sofa as she waited for her turn, listening to the gasps and moans coming from her friend as if it were chamber music. She watched with amusement as Tails's body pressed against Vanilla's; as he'd clambered on top of her prone form, he had spread the rabbit's legs up and open to where all Alicia could see was the fox's cute tush mounting her wide derriere. His girthy rod had nestled itself between her asscheeks as he struggled to kick off his boots and pants, angled downward and leaking precum like a tap all over her already slicked thighs. Alicia would be lying to herself if she said she wasn't just a little jealous of how eager Tails seemed to be, judging by how he was now desperately prodding around Vanilla's nethers to find a sheath to his "sword". But, that just meant she should help the two find happiness all the faster. "A little higher, darling! The place you're looking for is riiight…theeere…" she crooned. 

At the queen's guidance, Tails had lifted his hips just enough for his erection to line up along Vanilla's puffy lower lips. He could feel the heat radiating from her, her snatch wet and ready for him. He paused right above her, standing on his tiptoes, every nerve tingling as he looked to her right before he took the plunge. "I'm ready, Ms. Vanilla. I'm gonna…gonna put it inside." As the words left his lips, he felt the fur on his nape stand on end. He was really getting to… Getting to make love to Ms. Vanilla like this. Not just like lovers. Not simply like a husband and wife would. "I'm…I'm gonna put it inside…I'm gonna breed you!" His cracking voice raised to as his tip lowered, spreading her apart, pushing past the tightness of her entrance. 

"Tails…aa-aahHHH! T-Tails, wait!" Vanilla gasped, the passion in her tone slipping into urgency. Something was straining against her, other than the electrifying rod now tip-deep inside. “It-it's too ti-yai-aiiiiiee!!” She looked down at the source of the tense tingling feeling: the soaked-through ribbon covering her delicates was now stretched across and digging against her sensitive clit as Tails' foxhood pushed it into her.
"I…*huff* I can't…I can't stop anymore…" Tails words came strained, near-growled. He'd never experienced such tightness before in his life, a hot coil of flesh around his member and a resistance that almost seemed to push him out of her. "I'm…I'm sorry…but it's too good. It's too good!" Stubbornly, he tried probing deeper into her pussy, oblivious to anything other than the pure pleasure with each attempt. 
"T-ugh! Uhnnnnn!" Even that much coherence was beyond Vanila now. Every thrust, she could feel him spreading her, filling her, pulling the ribbon tighter and her voice higher. The sensation was ecstatic, electrifying, her slick nectars letting the thin strip slide back and forth over her bean free of discomfort. Her back arched as the little fox's determination to hilt her grew ever more insistient, squealing through gritted teeth. "DEeee~  EEEeee~ Perrrrr, TaaeeeelllllS~~~~!" 
"*uhn! *unh!* Vanilla! Ms. …Vanilla!" Tails gasped her name between grunts, punctuated by the *plap plap* of his thighs smacking against her hindquarters, each slap jingling the bells ‘round her waist to the point the couch may well have been mistaken for a sleigh. He was close, oh so close, in more ways than one; the tension in his gut was nearing a breaking point pushed far past its limits, giving him an instinctive urgency to go deeper, deeper, deeper still untill he was sure he would reach bliss right where he needed to. "Fff-farther! Just…A little…Farther!"

"I-I can't! Your thing is…it's making me crazy!" Vanilla cried out, pleaing for relief. "It's so…It's too good, I'm not… I haven't felt…no one's taken me so raw…a-AAH~!" 
"You hear that, dear?" Alicia chimed in. "You're making Ms. Rabbit soooo happy right now. Aren't you, Vanny?" 

"YES! Yes, I'm…I'm so…oh AURORA ABOVE, I wanted this so badly! I-*hhhnnn!* Tails, oh, Tails I can't wait…!" Vanilla wailed in ecstasy as her knees pressed against his back, the culmination of years of pent up yearning coming in like an inexorable tide. "Please, I'm cumming! I'm cummingI'mcummingTailspleaseI'mgonnacome!"
*SNAP!*

The sharp sound was felt more than heard, drowned out by the sounds of Vanilla and Tails giving cry to mutual, inarticulate passion as the ribbon at last gave way and Tails's foxhood reached her long-sought cervix. Her thick thighs, trembling from pleasure, kept him buried balls-deep in her pussy as he bottomed out against her and his swollen balls pulsed, discharging load after gushing load directly into her womb. She buried her face in Tails's bangs, tears flowing freely from the overwhelming emotions sweeping her away as the white-hot warmth filled her belly. Breath shuddering, she let her head fall back, still riding the high of her climax, the ceiling above blurry through a starry, blissful haze. Her legs tingled; her body shivered; her face had to be the picture of silliness as she panted deeply with the most giddy of smiles. Other than when she first held Cream in her arms, she couldn't think of a time she felt more whole, more satisfied, than being wrapped in Tails's embrace, united as deeply as a man and woman could be. She could still feel him tensing inside her and herself squeezing back in appreciation, accepting everything he had to give. 

They stayed that way for some time, the two of them alone on the couch with Tails still embedded in her to the root. Through post-coital daze and the occasional afterpang of being pent up so long, he stayed solely fixated on Vanilla. Her face was flushed, and her makeup was running from tears…but he could tell she was happy. That he'd made her feel good. More than good. Appreciated. Wordlessly, he leaned forward to kiss her again, to show her that he really liked doing it with her too. Her eyes fluttered as he found her lips and she met him in kind; both partners kissed over and over until they were winded just as much as before. Finally, Tails sat up so he could see Vanilla in all her ravished glory. Her fur was mussed about both from sweat and his saliva, especially around her ponderously heaving breasts. He felt stuck together with her at the waist, so tighly were his walls still gripping him and how drenched they both were in sticky fluids.

"Goodness…gracious…Tails… You…you really want to give me a baby, don't you?" Vanilla murmured breathlessly as he withdrew.  A dribble of cum still leaked from his tip even now, while his jellylike seed began to seep from her pussy in thick pulses. [If he let out this much inside me…I really might get pregnant right away…]

"Uh…un…uh…huh…" he grunted, reeling from the mind-blankingly powerful climax he'd experienced thanks all the eyecandy and foreplay the women had spoiled him with. He felt like a reservoir whose dam had burst and let loose everything it'd held back back for ages. "Did…did that…feel good, m-miss?"

Vanilla stroked her tummy with the most satisfied of expressions on her face. "Yes… Oh-*giggle*-oh, Tails, yes, more than I can even say…" she sighed with a soft titter, tickled by the afterglow. "You've made me feel like the most special lady in the whole world, tonight. I hope that felt even better for you than it did for me." 

"I-It sure did…I think I'm still seeing stars!" Tails let himself settle back on his haunches with a *pomf*. "Actually…I do feel a little dizzy. And…oh…uh oh…" The fox blanched a little, spotting the split and soiled ribbon that had been wrapped around Vanilla's nethers. [That's why I thought something was blocking me…] he realized. He rubbed the back of his head and gave a sheepish grin. "I-I guess I overdid it a little, haha!"

Vanilla's hand slid down her abdomen, feeling the warmth of her no longer empty womb under her fur. "Far from it. You were pent up something awful, young man. I'm glad you didn't hold anything back." She reached lower, wanting to keep that satisfying fullness from leaking out, when her hand brushed the slack strip of fabric. "Oh! Oh, that's what you meant, *giggle*!" [When that gave way, that's when he…oooh~] Her cheeks went all rosy from imagining the face she must've made when he'd reached her zenith. "It looks like we just couldn't wait, could we? And she'd worked so hard tying me up, too, heehee!" Vanilla's chest jiggled with mirth; the more she thought about it, the more tickled she got. "Oh, well. Given how it all happened, I don't think she'll mind too much. Would you, Cia?"

"Well~! It almost seemed like you'd forgotten about me!" Both Tails and Vanilla's ears perked up at the faux-haughty voice coming from the chaise lounge. Both looked over to see Alicia luxuriating upon it, re-dressed, holding a freshly-refilled cider glass in one hand and putting on quite the pitiful pout with the other. "Heavy…no, lonely hangs the crown, tonight!" 

“Oh…shoot…” After all that just happened, and now confronted like this, Tails was lost for words. "Uhhhhhh…." 

Vanilla rolled her eyes before giving the bewildered Tails a light nudge for him to join the simpering monarch. "Still the same drama queen. Go on, she has been very patient after all."

"You're sure? I don't want you to feel like I'm leaving you behind…"

"What a little gentleman…*kiss*  I'm just fine, sweetie. You've taken good care of me and then some. Besides…" Vanilla laid her head back on a cushion and fanned her sweaty bosom. "…a lady my age needs to catch her breath after being made love to like that."

"Haha…okay! Thanks again, miss Vanilla. I loved it." 

"No no, thank you, Tails <3"

After one last hug, he slipped off the couch and made his way woozily towards his waiting queen. "Then I guess…it's your turn, miss Alicia? I know I made you wait a while…"

"Ohoho…you can relax, Tails. I was (mostly) joking." With the same smile that calmed armies, Alicia gave him a benevolent pat. "Do not even think of apologizing, darling. You did magnificently. I've never seen Vanny have such amusingly overjoyed expressions in aaalllll the time I've known her." Her magnanimity slipped a bit, Tails couldn't help but notice, as that smile turned into an impish smirk. Was the queen being cheeky?

"Har-dee-har…" Vanilla took the banter calmly as she stretched for her own neglected drink. "I'll be waiting to see how composed you are when he's rutting you silly."

"In due time, in~ due~ time~," the queen trilled. She patted the space beside her, urging Tails to join her on the lounge. "Come here, come here, darllling! I've been just aching waiting for you <3"

Tails clambered up, nestling against her body as it curled around him. Unlike the firmness that fancy furniture always seemed to have, Alicia was built of plush and warmth without losing an iota of the same magnificence. 

"Comfy, my love?"

"Mmm…and how…"

"Ohoho, wonderful. You’ve got to be winded after showing Vanny such a good time. Can I pour you something refreshing?" 

"Now that you mentioned it…I am pretty thirsty. Can I have some more cider, please?"

"It'd be my pleasure~" Alicia leaned forward to top up a glass for him, careful to let her breasts droop forward like plump, mouthwateringly ripe fruits before his eyes. Hints of pink peeked over the fluffy trim around her collar, held in place but only barely by the pert nubs just out of sight. Before he could reach over to pluck one of the tantalizing globes, a glass full of sweet-smelling amber descended into his hands instead. "There you are. There's much more left if you want."

"Haha…thanks, miss Alicia." He gratefully took the glass and guzzled it eagerly. The cider was still nice and hot, the tartness tingling as it went down. He felt Alicia's loving touch brush back his bangs and he instinctively cuddled against her, sighing in utter contentment. "Mmmm…gosh, that feels nice~" he purred as she reached under his chin for schritches. "Is it really okay to be spoiled this much? I'm gonna be hooked at this rate…"

"Of course it is, darling," Alicia cooed behind him. "For all you've done, for me and Vanny both, you've earned every moment of bliss." She trailed a finger under his jaw, guiding his gaze up to meet hers. "Is there anything else you want? Just ask, and I'll make it yours <3"

Tails sat pondering for a minute. The fuzzy warmth lingering from the drink, comboed with Alicia's ample softness, made his train of thought chug along sluggishly. What did he want…what could he want more than this? Being pampered beyond his wildest dreams, having as many of his favorite snacks and sweets as he wished... He looked up at the Queen, about to question why he'd want for anything else, when a funny thought hit him. Not so much a request, not really even an idea. Just a simple, spontaneous impulse.

Alicia's eyes widened for only a moment – her surprise at Tails wordlessly sitting up to kiss her directly, deeply, sneaking his tongue inside her mouth with unexpected forwardness caught her off guard – before she gave a little hum of satisfaction. [Good…that's right, darling. Act however you wish <3]. She gave a light moan has his hands found her chest and grabbed greedy handfuls of her sumptuous bosom. [Mo~re! Remember, I'm your plaything tonight~] He was no less eager to play with her boobs as he was with Vanilla's; her yielding flesh let his palms practically sink in, bounced as he jiggled them with both hands. His fingers curled into the neckline and pulled down, letting the contrained mounds spill and spread free. No longer content with savoring just her lips, he broke free of the ravenous kissing to move down her body and immediately latched onto one of her periwinkle-pink teats, sucking forcefully.

“Nmmmm! A-ah, darling! Y-you're so rough~” Alicia moaned, cradling his head as he attempted to nurse like a baby. “I-I'm not making milk yet either, you know~” 

“Cahn…cahn hep ih…” Tails sighed around a mouthful of her nipple. “Mish Alisha taths sho guh…”

The queen tittered as she reasoned out his compliment. “Heehee, I taste good, do I?” Her hand friskily snuck between his legs, finding him already swelling to full attention. A few firm pumps of his shaft, and he was fully erect and throbbing in her hand. “Mmmm~ You're already so hard again. My hand feels good, doesn't it?” Tails nodded furiously; the mix of cum and Vanilla's fluids served as lube as she stroked, wet *fap fap* sounds intermingling with Tails's loud suckling.  Alicia cooed, “Goood~ Tell me, what do I taste like, then?” 

“Ah…ah….Lhak…aa…applls…ah…shweet…ah-ahn…shpishee…”

“Ohoho…you enjoyed tasting the cider from my lips, hm? In that case…”

Tails let out a small whine as her hand left his penis and instead reached for a spare glass of cider that had gone unimbibed. The fox watched, wide-eyed, as she shifted to lay fully across the chaise lounge and poured the contents of the glass into her lap. The sweet liquid pooled between her plump thighs, with ripples rebounding off the slight pooch of her tummy. The festive red of her panties darkened to deep crimson as the drink soaked through the fabric. 

“...why not slake your thirst with this, too? I'm sure the flavor will be to your liking~<3”

Tails needed no further bidding. Laying atop her legs, Tails poised himself above the most incredible vessel he'd ever drank from. His long tongue lapped happily as he savored the merry taste of the cider. “Mmmm…soo tasty…” he said, licking his chops in satisfaction before dipping his snout into her crotch and draining most of the drink as if it were his favorite watering hole. 

“Nf…mmm…you seem to be enjoying your…s-self…ah-!” His paws spread her thighs – they jiggled as his ticklish licking sent her a-titter again – to let him slurp up every drop that clung to her fur. His nose prodded around her intimates like a bloodhound's, digging into the cleft of her sodden undergarments. Alicia's head rocked back sharply and her voice rose in kind as his lips pursed upon her clit to suck up the juice trapped in her panties. “Ah….ah-h… Aa-aa~h… haAAhhh!” 
To Tails, the sweet tartness was delicious, yes, but now a more alluring flavor was beckoning him, ensnaring his senses as his tongue teased it out. But the little samples through the fabric weren't enough, not in the slightest, his instincts told him. And, since he was being more direct…

*zzip*


*zzp*

Alicia felt the snug knots holding her panties together give way, tugged free by the impatient little fox in her lap. “Oh myyyy, you want your present now, Tails~?” she quipped as he peeled away the wet garment and laid her pussy bare.

“Well, haha, it is Christmas, after all,” he replied. His eyes were glued to her sticky slit that dripped with lingering juice and her own nectars. “I’d waited to unwrap this gift allll night…” His hot breath made her nethers tingle as he leaned down once more to lavishly lap her puffy lower lips with the flat of his tongue. The effect was immediate; Alicia tightly gripped the edges of the couch; the feeling of his licks was far more intense without the fabric between them. “*mmmm* Ish better thahn appulsh…”

“Ahh…ah-ahh!!! T-Tails, don't spheaaak…not while you're…licking meee…”

If Tails heard her pleas, he didn't give any hint of such as he continued sucking and licking away at her ladyship, complimenting the taste all the while. He spread her snatch open with his thumbs just before plunging his long tongue inside her, probing her folds and sweetest spots and sending her moans to an unprecedented pitch. 

“NNNNNGH! NMM, TLLLSS!” the queen squealed through teeth clenched around her finger. Her other hand rested upon the sweet fox's head, who was gazing up at her with the most adorable, lusty eyes she'd ever had look her way. He'd wrapped his full muzzle around her muff, and grabbed onto her ass tight so that she couldn't scoot away from the deep tongue-fucking he was giving with all the love he could muster. Alicia bit down harder, tried to distract her focus from the euphoria the owner of that sweet face was unrelentingly bringing her, an effort she quickly realized was more fruitless by the second. Her vision went hazy as her reason was whittled away by the need to cum. [No, darling, don't look…don't look at me so endearingly right now…] she thought as her hips lifted involuntarily, her body rocked from the bolts of pleasure shooting through it. [If you do…I…I…..!] 
*WHUMP*
“OOF!”

Alicia's head spun for a moment and her equilibrium reeled. She'd bucked especially hard after she'd felt his little fangs prodding into her fur…and then suddenly she found herself staring up at the ceiling. It was only after Tails started to stir that she grasped the amusing turn of events. “Oh, ohohoho. Whooopsies….”

“A-are you alright, Alicia?!” Tails asked, worried. He'd meant to just make her feel good, but he didn't think it was so great that she'd wriggle herself off the side of the lounge. Now they'd wound up half-on, half-off the floor, with Alicia laid out underneath him and her butt hiked up the side of the furniture while he propped himself up using her thighs. “You didn't hit your head, did you?! I'm sorry, I-”

“Hoho…hohohaheehee!” Alicia was set upon by a fit of giggles as the situation struck her as more and more silly. “Heehee, I- *hoho* I'm fine, darling! What a shameless sight I must be, tumbled over like this. Look, you can see everything from up there, can't you?” She spread her legs wider and rested her arms above her head to accentuate her compromised state. “My body, my breasts…my bare…wet…begging-to-be-ravished unmentionables… Whatever will you do with me now, Tails~?”

“I'm gonna…” Tails didn't need any time to consider. “I'm gonna do it…”She couldn't possibly be any more yielding to him like this, and he'd not yet had his chance to vent how hard he'd been yearning for her this whole night. “I'm gonna…have sex…I'm gonna make a baby with you!” He leaned forward, lining up his stunningly hard cock with her entrance, before slipping it alllll the way inside her in one smooth motion. Tails had to clench his teeth from the pure blinding bliss the feeling of her insides gave him, slick and silky from all the warming-up he’d given her already, but tight and gripping from how desperate she was to have his girth filling her. “I'm gonna have breed you too, Queen Alicia!” No further foreplay was needed for him to start thrusting, wrapping each arm around one of her legs for support. It was incredible; he could move as fast and as hard as he wanted like this and yet see everything. The wave of force each time he pounded her sopping, juicy pussy would ripple up her plush body, from her juicy ass, to her plump tummy, to her wobbling breasts, ending in a passionate cry from her exquisite lips. It took no time at all for their raucous moans to fill the air.
“Faster, oh, do me faster darling!”

“S-ssso tight! You're sucking me in, Alicia!! I-I can barely pull out!”

“I-I can't help it, you’re making me feel sooo goooood! I think…I think I may faint!”

“Th-then I'll have to make you feel even better then!”

The wet sounds of Tails's hips slapping against thick, quivering flesh quickened, growing more intense by the minute.

“Oh..oh-oh TAILS! You're being so rough…d-did you always want to take me like a wild thing?!”

“Yeah! Ye-yesshh, always! Y-you're…you're just too LEWD, Alicia! Your voice is sooo sexy, and your body…your body keeps me up at night!”
 It was pure, raw lovemaking at its most uninhibited, and such lust would have only one result.

“TAILS! TAILS, I’M AT WITS’ END! GIVE IT TO ME, FILL ME UP, CUM WITH ME, DARLING!”

“I AM, I CAN'T HOLD OUT EITHER…ALICIAAAAAAA! I LOVE YOU, I LOVE Y-YNNNNNN!” 

“TAAAAIIIIIIILLLLLLLSSSSSS!”

As both hit climax, Alicia's ankles locked around the boy's waist to try and keep him hilted, but his hips stubbornly kept pumping his dick in and out of her snatch as if determined to keep fucking her until he passed out. Cum overflowed in thick gushes with each thrust, running down her stomach and coating her in his love. She was helpless to stop him even if she wanted to, such was the mind-fogging, body-slackening happiness brought by her filling womb. After what felt like ages, the relentless youth finally slumped back on the couch, panting as if he'd run a marathon. He’d started to think he'd never stop cumming, and a few dollops of thick stuff still trickled from his tip even now. [Maybe…maybe I overdid it…] he pondered. Before him, Alicia's legs trembled, gelatinous sperm oozing out of her slit and running down the cleft of her ass. “Ali…Alicia…are you…did you…like it?”

“Yeshhh…Tails…luv…youuuuuuu~”
Tails laid his head back, a dazed but happy grin on his face. “Good…I'm really…really glad…whew…” The young fox could feel the sweat clinging to his fur all over and realized how dry his mouth felt. [Being with Alicia and Ms. Vanilla like this is a dream come true…but it sure makes you thirsty…] His eyes roved around until he found a mug of eggnog left aside and laboriously scooted over to reach it.

“*gulp*     *gulp*    ...Ahhhh…” The creamy, cold drink was refreshing as an oasis as parched as he was. As he sat back and recovered, eyes closed and basking in the afterglow, he felt a weight settle down on the lounge next to him.

“Feeling better, Mr. Prower?”

Tails leaned over towards the voice and let his head settle against a comfy bosom he knew belonged to Vanilla's. “Yeahhh…just resting a minute.” He drained the last of the eggnog in the mug, tipping the vessel over completely to let the last drop land on his tongue. “Mmm, tasty! …But don't worry, Ms. Vanilla! I won't be tired for long at all, not after running with Sonic so much. Actually…my power levels are already getting full again!”

Vanilla giggled at the little fox's adorable exuberance. [Ah, youth!] she thought to herself. His bubbly energy was enviable – and infectious. She peered down at Alicia over her crossed legs. “You really did send her into a tizzy, huh? As hard as you were rutting her…she looked like she was having the time of her life. Good boy~” she praised, patting him on the head. “And what about you? Are you enjoying yourself, Tails?”

“Oh gosh, tonight has been just amaaaazinnng…” he purred as her fingers skritched behind his ears. “I've had so much fun with you and Alicia…and all the snacks and stuff I could ever want. I just wanna keep going all night~”

“Is that so? Well…” Tails looked up at the older woman to find her leaning in for a kiss, one that he gladly returned. The familiar sweet tang of cider was heavy on her lips, surprisingly refreshing after the thick and creamy ‘nog.  When she pulled away, he noticed she had swept one of her ears over her eye vampishly, and when she spoke there was a seductive husk to her voice he'd only dreamed of in his most lurid fantasies. “You know…there's a chance that just once wasn't enough…and I'm good and ready for another turn with you, my foxy little stud.” Her finger traced through his tummy fur, leaving a trail vaguely resembling a rod pushing through a hole. “Wanna do me again?”

Tails's face felt hot enough to put off steam. If he was dreaming… No, this was better than any dream. He nodded so fast that the puff of his hat swung around to boff him in the nose. “*pft* Y-yeah! I-I'd love to!”

Vanilla stood, lifting the fox in her arms like her own child. “Then how about we let Cia sleep it off for a bit, hm?” She sashayed him away back to the couch where they'd done the deed the first time and gently set him on his seat, his cum-slicked prick already throbbing back to full glory at the sight of the bunny mommy looming over him. Her ribbony lingire, so neatly and snugly tied before, was now dangling all askance off her body after he'd fucked apart the strip keeping it all held taut. The same figure that Tails had always seen as motherly and kept now seemed so unrestrained, brimming with a lust that (he wondered) had been simmering deep down inside her all along, just waiting for the chance to burst forth. She lifted one of those long, shapely legs to plant it onto the couch beside him, flashing him with the sight of his cum still draining from her slit.

“Look… You filled me up so much, but now it's all leaking out…” she lamented. “You wouldn't mind sharing a second helping, would you?” Tails watched with rapt attention she moved to join him on the couch and straddled him where he sat. Her weight settled upon his crotch as she started sloowly grinding, baaack and foooorth…baaack aaaaand fooooorth…grinding her sopping snatch against his still-wet dick, mixing together the spunk he'd pumped into her with the fresh jizz he'd filled Alicia with. “I promise…it'll be well…worth…it…”

“Oo…ooooh man… That feels…really…really…goooood…” Tails practically melted from the silken feeling of her pussy lips slipping along his shaft. 

“You said you were raring to go, but I know you've got to be worn out after how hard you were screwing Cia. You just sit back. Take it easy. Let Ms. Vanny do alllll the work.” 

“I… Wow. M-Ms. Vanilla, y-you sure? I-I really don't…” He wasn't sure if it was the intoxicating atmosphere or the alcohol that had flipped her switch, but seeing this side of her… Every time he thought he couldn't possibly be any more turned on, she or Alicia or both showed him even higher peaks of arousal. Excitement had his words coming faster than his mouth could keep up. The exhaustion that was weighing him down a few minutes ago was long since gone, replaced by a buzzy, staticky feeling of anticipation. “I-I don't mind, I-I mean I can move too! You shouldn't have to d-do everythOH”
“Mmmm…therrrrre we go.” Instead of shushing him, Vanilla had lined herself up with his prick before sinking slooooowly down, letting her pussy swallow up his rocket all the way to his hips. “Ffffffff-ahhhh… You really are a big boy now,” she marveled, rubbing her abdomen meaningfully as she bit her lip. It was slight, but Tails could kind of see the little bit of bump below her bellybutton where his dick now was. “Look at how deep in me you are. You feel it too, don't you?” She began rocking her hips again, her lips snugly hugging his base, her inner walls already lubed up with his cum. 

“Ufff…y-yeah…I can…it feels amazing…” Amazing was an understatement. For all the self-consiousness she held about her figure, Tails could tell she hadn't been slacking on her efforts to stay in shape. The bit of fat around her tummy and thighs hid a surprising amount of muscle – muscle that now gripped his dick tight as a vise. “I think…I think I really like you being on top, Ms. Vanilla…mm?”

Tails found himself shushed by her fingertips as Ms. Rabbit shook her head. “Uh-uh. ‘Ms. Vanilla’ isn't me, not here, not now. You don't call Cia ‘her Highness’ or ‘The Queen’. You know, you haven't even called her ‘Miss Alicia’, not the whole time you've been here.” The bunny’s hips began to rise and fall, his thick meat exiting and entering her tight love tunnel, his jaw clenching as the tension of intense pleasure gripped him. “So ...when you're ready, when you’re at your limit and ready to bust another huuuuuge load in my baby oven… I want you to scream my name too - Vanilla, just Vanilla - just like you did with Cia. Okay~?” 

“O-okay…I can do that...” Tails repeated automatically. Honestly, she could've asked him to wear his socks on his ears and stand on his head and he'd do it, as mesmerized as he was by the massive, gyrating titties right before his eyes. He'd become intimately familiar with them over the events of the night already, of course, but getting to see them in motion, up close… It was nothing short of hypnotic. “Gosh…I could watch your boobs all day…” He took great handfuls of them, squeezing her teats tight as she raised her arms behind her head. 

“Haha, you really like big breasts, don't you?” she asked. “I'd never been quite sure… I’d wondered if you'd been checking me out whenever you came by, but you can't seem to take your eyes off them now, huh? You're young and healthy, after all~”

“I-I do! I love them!” Tails chirped back readily, surprising even himself by how freely he admitted it. “I mean, they're sooooooo soft, and warm, and yours are so much fun, like Alicia's. And tasty, too… Haha, is that weird?” 

“Not one bit, dear. Such a cute, honest boy… You've earned a treat~”  She intentionally smooshed her vaunted knockers against his face, wubbled his cheeks with her titties, and playfully subjected him to the sweetest, marshmallowiest hell ever as she roughly rode him. Vanilla felt everything underneath her bellybutton suddenly feel much more snug. “Oohhhh ffffuck~” the rabbit groaned; the dick she was gouging herself with rapidly engorged further, hitting heretofore-neglected weak spots and stretching her in ways she hadn't gotten to feel in ages. “You really must've liked that. Do my tits turn you on that much, these heavy things?” 

“Y-yeah…haha… Heeheeheee!”

“Hm? Did I say something funny?”

“No, heehee! I just remembered your costume…and…”

“And?”

“Well…isn't it kinda funny? Tonight…the reindeer's riding Santa! Haha!”

“. . .” 

Vanilla suddenly stopped moving.

“Haha…ha...Um. Ms. V- I-I mean Vanilla? What's wrong? Was it a bad joke?” Tails tried to get a read on her feelings, but she just remained motionless, staring up at the ceiling. 

“No…it was… Good. I just… Tails, dear, could you do me a favor?”

“Y-yes? What…do you want me to do?”

“Could you put your hands here? Yes, here, on my ass, grab me, just like that. Now, wrap your tails around my back? Good.”

Tails complied quickly, mystified by the inexplicable shift in Vanilla's demeanor. “Okay? Um, so, why are we-”

“I'm not quite as spry as I was, and I need a little support.”

“For?”

“......Sorry, Tails, dear,” Vanilla cooed and cradled his cheeks with both hands, her deeply-flushed face an equal mix of apology and barely concealed ravenousness. “I just can't hold back any more!” She punctuated her sentence with her hips slamming down on his as her bunny breeding instinct took hold, making the couch creak with her weight coming down, over and over. “You're just! Too! Cute! To not! Bounce! SILLY~!”  

“AAAH! V-VANILLA!” Tails cried. The unexpected intensity nearly knocked the breath out of him. Her request hadn't been an idle one; clinging on as hard as he could was all he could do to keep himself from being bucked off from the force of her fucking him. And speaking of vicegrips… Her cooch had clenched down on his cock with a tightness that was unreal. Every withdrawal felt like it was going to pull his dick up with her, and every reentry made the room echo with the wet *slap* of their soaked crotches meeting. The belt of bells around her middle didn't so much as jingle as clang with how hard she road him, so much so that Tails was sure it could be heard in Mercia. Her tits jiggled rhythmically directly in his face, like paired pendulums bouncing off each other; the fox dearly wanted another suck of those teats – both at once if he was being honest…and wasn't holding on for dear life. Tails understood why Alicia had such an ecstatic look on her face while he was rocking her world, now. This was exactly what she was feeling: being desired so much that you lose reason and can't think of anything other than breeding your mate as much and as hard as you can. “Y-you're so rough! D-do you wanna make me blow that quickly?!”

“YES! OH AURORA, GODS, FFUCK! YES!” Vanilla screamed to the heavens, gripping the back of the sofa so hard her nails scratched the finish. “I want it! I want it soooo bad, you adorable little fox! I wanna be bred by you, I want your thick, hard dick to pump me full of your baby batter!! Every! Bit! You've! Got!” A bit of saliva trailed from her lips, her eyes rolled back, and her back arched; if the Vanilla from a few hours ago could see her now, she'd probably have fainted straight away. That wouldn't have stopped her though, nothing was going to slow her down until she felt that jet of hot, creamy white stuff in her belly again; her instincts demanded it. It was like she’d been starving this whole time, but somehow been oblivious to what her body had been telling her. And right now it was telling her…

“Then d-don't stop! K-keep going, Vanilla!” Tails roared back with glee. “I'm gonna…I'm gonna do it, for sure this time! I'm gonna make you a momma, I promise!” 
Vanilla's hips were a blur, as fast as she humped the little lover underneath her. His words lit a fire that burned so hot that she couldn't stand it. “I-I CAN'T WAIT ANYMORE! CUM! PLEASE, CUM INSIDE ME! HURRY, HURRY AND CUM, TAILS!!” 

“Here it comes, I'm cumming! I'm gonna make a white Christmas inside you! Vanilla! Vanilla I'm---nnnnnnghhhh~”

“AAAH IT'S HERE! YEESSSSSSSSSSSSHHH! C-CUUUMMIIIIIIIING!~”

With all his strength, Tails hugged Vanilla around the middle as he thrust up so hard his hips left the couch. Once again his tip mated with her cervix just as the first white-hot jet of his sperm rocketed out, and once again the sensation made the older rabbit see stars. A flood of white gushed out over the side of the couch, fresh spurts joining the sticky streaks from earlier. Her body jerked and spasmed as her climax hit like a thunderbolt, aftershocks striking with each pulse of his balls shooting more thick cum into her tummy. 

Every muscle she had was taut, every synapse firing. She could’ve sworn she heard Aurora's voice in the distance, calling to her…

“...van…”

“...nny…”

“...nilla…”

“Vanilla?”

“H-hhuhh?” Vanilla came back to her senses with a start. She found herself still on the sofa, but not where she remembered being. Instead of mounting Tails, she was seated beside the worried young fox, between him and the Queen. In a panicked moment, she fretted it had all been a wonderful, wonderful dream…before she felt the *squish* of a soggy cushion under her and the wholesome warmth in her belly. 

“Welcome baaack, sleeepy heaaaaad!” Alica said in singsong. “I wuz worried you'd boinked our boy senseless…buuuuut it was the other way around! Oohohoho!”

“Oh sssstuff it, Cia” Vanilla retorted before turning to Tails, who was still clinging to her side in concern. “Did… did I worry you, dear? I'm…I'm sorry if I was a bit much…”

“Oh, no, you're fine! Alicia was up by the time we'd, um, finished…so she helped me get you to where you could rest too. We'd just been talking and having some more drinks while we waited for you to wake up.”

“You shhould've seen him, Vanny!” Alicia raved as she passed her friend a tall glass of fresh cider, which was gratefully accepted. “ A proper gennelman, even when rooted in you! He wazzn't gonna be still until he was sure you were okay.” 

Vanilla looked to Tails after draining the glass, concerned. “Has… has she been like this while I was out?”

“Uhuh. Kinda like I didn't know what you were like when you got really horny… I didn't know what she was like really, um, drunk.”

“Ooooh! Thatsh a spicy thing to hear from our cute li'l foxy! Horny! An’ alllll the things you shaid to Vanny…makin’ her a mommy, how much y'like her…her boobies, heehee… When did you get sho daring?”

Even Vanilla had noted how much more…freely Tails seemed to be speaking. Her gaze returned to the boy now nuzzling up against her in relief. “Huh…she's right. You're usually so…polite. Are you feeling okay, Tails?”

Tails pondered momentarily before he looked up and answered earnestly. “Welllll… I did start feeling a little funny after we'd started doing the cookie game. But, hmm…lemme think… Oh! I think it was after me and Vanilla did it the first time that I really got to feeling funky, like I was loopy, but thinking good enough to say what I wanted to say…except it was what I really wanted to say instead of what I was gonna say. Or do things I really, really wanted to do. Like…when I started kissing Alicia and then we did the thing with the cider… That was loooots of fun…”

“. . .”

“. . .”

“Actually, can I have some more cider, please?”
The room went quiet for an uncomfortably long time, save for the crackling of the fire.

"....Oh."
"oh"

"Oh?"

Vanilla patted Tails reassuringly before she sat up straight. "Nothing, sweetie. Just…realized that there's been a…a VERY naughty girl with us tonight."

Alicia chuckled sheepishly. "Oh…oh, my. Looksh like I got a lil' clumsy with the drinks, h-haha." Now seemed like, to Alicia, a very good time to admire the tinsel. Or inspect how the fire's doing. Really, anything seemed worthwhile if it involved putting off looking at Vanilla at this moment. 

"CIA!!!!" Vanilla snapped, fire flashing in her eyes. "How…how could you?!" Alicia gulped as the rabbit rounded on her, fully recognizing even in her sauced state the warpath that was about to be beaten her way. Before she could scurry out of arm's reach, Vanilla pounced off of Tails and onto Alicia's queenly rump to grab her friend by the love handles. 

"EEEEK! Vanny, don' pinch me th-EE-EEEEP~!"

"You…you're supposed to be the role model for…for all of us!" 

"NoOoOoOo…I don' wanna be a role model tonight! I jusht wanna have fun! And sex! Ish that so…so wrong???" 

"It is when you lead the youth aus…aster…ashtray…make them bad eggs," Vanilla chided. "This hurts you more than it hurts me, but you gotta pay the conshequenshes."

"VANNY, NO! PLEASE, ANYTHING BUTTEEHEHEEEAHAHAHANOOO~!" 

Tails watched with amusement as the other side of the sofa erupted in squeals and laughter. With a goofy smile and a drink in his hand, he was alllll tooo happy to watch the buxom buddies descend into an all-out tickle war like schoolgirls at a sleepover, and he was the only lucky, lucky boy invited to witness it. Each went after the other's weak spots; they traded "oh no you don't!"s, and "take that!"s; they grabbed and spanked and groped and pinched, all with no regard for the tantalizing show of bouncing and squeezing and squishing and swaying on display. 

"NNnn-ahaha! Stahp, stahhhhp! How'dyou *heeheehee* know to get me therheheherrre?!"

"Ohoho, d-EE-ar Vahahah! Vanny! I never forgot! Now, gimmie!" *squee~eeeze* "Awwww, I thought sho…you're still…still the biggest tiddiesh out of the both of us….damn…"

"Mmmmn~! Seee-yaaaa…not in front of Tails…"

"Ishh true though! See…looooook…they spill out eeeverywhere. Can't even ffit them in my handsh…"

"Well…well what about this!" *smack-smack* "What a…what a rump! You've got that…that junk, I think they say."

"Nooo, doooon't! Don't shpread it…not in front of Taillllls…" 

All while the mothers had pawed and played, Tails and his little helper had had plenty of time to savor the sights and sounds. They sure looked like they were having fun, he'd thought, so why not enjoy himself too? The quiet *fapfapfap* of Tails stroking himself snuck in under the din of the ladies gapsing and giggling. Alicia's ass squirming in front of him, hiked up in the air as she motorboated Vanillas boobs…

It was too tempting…

Too inviting…

He wanted to have fun, too…

Alicia felt a set of hands other than Vanilla’s give her butt a squeeze and looked back at the new player joining their game of grabass. “OoooOOh…someone's ready for moooooore?” 

“Yeaaah! You two looked like you were havin’ a good time! It got me really excited, so… I wanna do it again with Alicia!” 

“Hoho… then go ahead, juz put your big… thick… wonderful thing right here an’ F-”

“Now… now WAIT just a MINUTE!” Vanilla’s shout was sudden and sharp enough to distract the couple’s imminent copulation. “Tails!”

“Y-yes?!”

“You… you're still Santa, right?!”

“Ummmm…y-yeah, I think so?”

“Then you've…you've gotta punish people who were naughty on Christmas! And Cia's been…been very, very naughty! So she…she needs to…you need to do something to her!” Vanilla leveled her gaze seriously at the young fox, uttering a single puncuating word. “Punishment.”

Tails looked down at the queen, then back to Vanilla’s adamant, if tipsy, expression. “Okay…but…what do I do? I don't gotta hurt her, do I?”

“No…think…think, Tails. What does Santa do if you're bad?”

Tails thought. At least, he thought he thought. For some reason his brain wasn't acting quite like usual. If he imagined it working like it usually did, it would be like a supercomputer network. Now it was like throwing a note out a window and yelling at who it went to. Slow, but it got there eventually. “He…doesn't give you what you want?”


“Right! So then, all you gotta…gotta do is what she doesn't want.”

“NOOOOO~!” Alicia squealed as she tried to sit up, but Vanilla caught her around the middle and refused to let go. “Taillls…don’ lissen to her! You need to…I need you to! Put it inside me! Stir me up, let all your happy baby shtuff in me again!” 

“No…Vanilla's got a point…” Tails mumbled. He'd gone the whole day being dedicated to the cause of Clauskind, from delivering presents, to making people smile, to granting wishes. He didn't do all that just to call it quits now, just because he'd forgotten a Santa tradition. “An’ if Vanilla thinks you've been a bad girl… I gotta do what Santa would do!” And what Santa would do, to Tails, was to give Alicia a little taste of what he'd gone through earlier. Alicia shivered as she felt his shaft slip along her puffy lower lips.  But instead of slipping in and spreading her insides as she wished, he started waxing his pole with her snatch using the still-seeping cum from the first time he creampied her as lube. Alicia moaned needfully the whole time, begging him to put it in, to no avail. “Sorrryyy, Alicia. This does feel really, really, really good though!”

“I-I-I'm sure it does…” Alicia gasped. “B-but it would feel even better if you- what are you doing?!” While Alicia protested, Tails’s curiosity had moved on from just thighjobs. Instead, he'd withdrawn his dick from between her legs, now glistening in the firelight, and sandwiched it in between the two plump cakes of her ass. With his shaft good and wet, it took little effort for him to jut it in and out of her rump. Alicia wiggled around, trying to reposition so all that forceful thrusting could be aimed into her yearning babymaker, but Tails's grip on her buns was stubbornly tight. “Darling, I-I'm glad you're ha-haaving fun, but wouldn't you rather-eek!”

“Sorry, Cia…but this is for…for your own good, you know?” Vanilla said. “So…just let our little Tails have his way this time. It'd be a waste to let those ass…ets go to waste…heehee!”

"Alicia…oh gosh…your butt feels sooooo gooood…" Tails moaned, his thick red poker now pumping between her cheeks like a piston. "Can I do it? I'm gonna do it. It's okay if I cum in your butt, right?" 

"Nooooo~Taiiiiiilssssss~! I want it inside me! Cum inshide meeeee~!" Alicia whined back at him. "You bad boy! You're shupposed to make me a mother~!"

"I know~! But I-wanna! I wanna know…what finishing like this feels like!" Heedless of Alicia's pleas, Tails kept on hotdogging her big chestnut-brown backside. Each slap of his hips against her make her whole ass jiggle in the most pleasing fashion; she certainly had plenty of cushion for the pushin’...whatever that meant. Vector's music was weird. But at the moment, it seemed appropriate. Humping her big booty, getting to squeeze alllll her softest parts…he could even watch her breasts squish from under her sides from his point of view. Even this part of being Santa was fun!

Tails's head rocked back, his eyes rolling up in an o-face as his balls wrung out once more. "Oh..oooooooooohhh~" A jet of cum arced almost gracefully from his tip to splatter messily across the Queen's back. Several more ropes as thick as glue joined it as he started pumping his cock with one hand, glazing her tail and neck; one energetic spurt even caught her clean across her face as she looked back to see his climax. As the last few dripples ran between her cleft, Tails looked down to admire his handiwork. "Oh goshhh…it looks so pretty, like lace…haha…"

“Tails!” Now it was Alicia's turn to be huffy, finally breaking Vanilla's hold on her to sit up and stare down at the young fox with indignant, puffed out cheeks. “I can't beef…believe you! Whadd'd I tell you before?? Notty…I mean naughty boy!” she scolded and wagged a remanding finger at him once again. “Good boysh don’t cum on a lady's face, they do it in her privates!”  

“I know, I know…” Tails yipped back with flushed red cheeks, yet he didn't shy away from Alicia's reproachful – though off-balance – glare. “B-but, can…can you really, really blame me? I mean, think about it…y-y’all came back out, a-aan’ I've been so turned on after than I thought I was gonna go crazy!” Tails’s words became all the more fervent (and slurred) as he reached for Alicia, then Vanilla, fondling their chests as if magnetically drawn to them. Whether it was inspiration from the eager and voluptuous women before him, the unfettering power of hard spirits, or both, all his passionate feelings came tumbling out through his loosened tongue and groping hands.“Both…Alli-Alicia, and you too, Vuh-Vanny! Both of you, the two most buh-bombshell moms I know, the ones I daydream about, start asking me to fuh…breed you?? …Just, *NNF!* ” Tails grunted as his desires outstripped even his prodigious vocabulary's ability to describe. His stream of consciousness ran its course, all while he was grinding his foxy rocket against Alicia's middle, turgid, throbbing as hard as ever, and too full of lust to leave idle any longer. “I can't take it…I just can't stop thinking about how huh-hot you both are…and how good doing lewd stuff feels and much I want to do it with you… I want it all… To huh-hump your boobs again… Have you suck on me ‘till I spurt all over… All the playing and babymaking and…and…and I wanna be naughty!” 
After such an honest plea, Vanilla stirred strongly under the Queen, straightening herself up. “Well…!” she said, as matter-of-factly as she could possibly sound under the circumstances. “Well…! Well…well!” 

Alicia crooked an eyebrow. “Well…what?”

“I’m…I'm gonna agree with him!” Ms. Rabbit stood, staggered, steadied herself on Alicia, and sank to her knees, scooting herself in front of the little fox. “Whoops…okay. Yes. I think…if Tails wants to be a bad boy…better make it worth it….right?” She gently pushed him back in his seat, his legs dangling off the side of the couch as she took a kneel between his legs. “Here baby…I'll help you feel real naughty…”

“Pfffphahaha, lissen to you!” Alicia snickered. “You’re singing a waay different tune from when we shtarted.”

“Shhush, you…” Vanilla scolded. “I didn’t heckle you when you were sucking his dick…”

“Fine, fiiiine~, show me how it's done, then.”

“Thank you.” With the peanut gallery quieted down, Vanilla turned her attention back to Tails. “Now…” she cooed, sizing up the throbbing meat rod before her. She'd been paying attention to when Alicia was teasing him before and mimicked her friend’s movements now, starting with kisses around his crown. “You're shtill sho hard…amashing…” The scent of herself, her Highness, and his spunk filled her head, growing stronger as she mouthed her way down to his base – taking the time to polish his balls dutifully –  before she tilted her head to the side and brought one long, agonizingly long, lick up the bottom, her uncovered eye lovingly keeping track of his reactions. “You…you don’t gotta ashk me twice, Tails…gimme some too…I want a taste…” Her fingers wreathed around his base…pump…pump…pump…slurp…pump pump… slurp…pump pump slurp pump pump slurp…Vanilla's mouth and hands worked in perfect unison, working his shaft as she suckled his tip and subjected the fox to the most tender torture he'd ever experienced. 

Tails's mitts gripped the couch cushion tight and his teeth grit, staring down at the bunny mom treating his raging hardon like the most delicious of candy canes. He held his shaking breath as she opened wide, her tongue letting spit trickle down to add to the precum already lubing him up. It took everything – everything he had – to not buck off the couch when she dropped her head to gobble up his cock in one slow, agonizing, but amazing motion. “Aaaa-ahhhhhhh….” he groaned loudly enough to echo off the ceiling. “g-g-gFFFFuuuuuhhhH~!” She held him there, pinning his spread legs to the cushions while she got used to the sensation of something so thick and so hard swelling up in her throat. Up, she finally came, taking deep breaths through her nose, before she went back down… “*glk…glk…glk*” Lewd sounds of her rhythmically swallowing his length accompanied in time with each bob of her head. 
Alicia nestled her head on Tails's shoulder and wiped away a trail of spittle from the overwhelmed fox's lips. “Look at her gooo, daarrr~liiing! She's trying sho hard, isn't she?” Tails couldn't help but look, with the unbreaking gaze full of love Vanilla was giving him. “You know…I think she wanted you to, you knowww? Cum, I mean…when you were gonna burst alllll over us, earlier…” She whispered conspiratorially in his ear, loud enough there was no way Vanilla couldn't hear her. “She wanted all that goooooey, stiiiiicky stuff allllll over her. You wanted to, didn't you. Well…hmhm…what'sh stopping you? Go ahead.”

The Queen's sibilant, siren suggestions set Tails's urges alight anew. His hips moved unbidden, thrusting into Vanilla's mouth, making her eyes fly open in surprise. “Vanilla… Do it like…like you were earlier… Your boobs, let me hump you boobs…” he asked, his head rolling on his shoulders as he giddily enjoyed the stellar servicing.
The bunny mommy sat up further, letting her bountiful breasts cascade over his lap like a blanket. “Like thish? You want me to fuck you with my titsh too?”

“Y-yes! Like that, s-squeeze them around me, please!”
Vanilla was quick to comply, letting his cock fall out of her mouth as she wrapped her fluffy tits around him, swallowing his shaft in velvety feelings of a different sort. Her arms pulled her massive mammaries tight, spilling over and under her wrists and between her fingers. Without losing pace, she started bouncing her body with the same cadence she'd been blowing him. Her head dipped down to resume sucking, and Alicia reached over to hold her ears back so that Tails would had an unobstructed view of the fun. “There you are… The chest you were staring at so lushtfully, all for you to mate with, juuuust like you wanted…” 

“Uh! Uhn! Oh, fffudge! It's so…soft, a-and her mouth…h-holeeeee~”
Vanilla squeezed her plump pillows as tight as she could while she kept his dick slick and wet with her tongue. “Cahm…cahm fur me, Taish…” the rabbit begged. Her mouth hung open, just over his tip, waiting, wanting, asking for his seed. “Ah wan ih ‘oo…im mah mouf…” She juggled her breasts up and down, back and forth, faster, faster, faster than ever. She could feel him twitching, his balls pulsing, his body preparing to let loose once more. Her lips wrapped around his tip. Her eyes flashed with anticipation. She was ready.

“UU-UUHHHHNNNNNN….” 
All the tension Tails had built to came out as a loud teeth-gritting grunt, along with a thick geyser of white erupting into Vanilla's mouth. It hit the back of her throat, filled her cheeks, spurted around her lips. Vanilla swallowed hard… it was just as heady and heavy as the first time, and surprisingly had more pleasant a taste than she expected. But then there was the volume… Everything she couldn't swallow had wound up in her cleavage, flowing down into the valley of her breasts and leaving Tails's tip as an island in a lake of cum. After several moments, she could finally feel his orgasm subside and she let his tip slip from her mouth, leaving it hanging open as she panted for fresh air around the thick, musky aroma of his cum. 

“Ohoho… Funny Vanny, you have a little shomeshing on your face…” Alicia tittered as she leaned over to swipe a smear of Tails's semen from the bunny's cheek. With meaningful exaggeration, she brought that same finger to her lips and flicked her tongue across it. “Hmmm…what a lovely flavor. I'm jealoush, Vanny…you got to have sho much…share some with me~”

Tails watched on, totally out of breath but rapt at attention as the monarch snuggled up to Vanilla and pulled her friend's face towards hers right before locking lips with the mother rabbit. [Friendship…is…awesome…] was the only thought echoing in the boy's mind as he bore witness to his queen and the MILF next door making out with drunken abandon. His penis twitched. This wasn't normal. He should be dead tired by now, and yet…

“Good…goddess…again?!” Vanilla gasped in shock at the sight of Tails's member throbbing back to full life once more. If anything he seemed even more excited than before. “How did…how did shuch a cute little fox like you…like you get a buck hare's sex drive?!” 

“Ah, that'sh youth for you!” Alicia gushed, seeming to take the boy's boundless stamina in stride. “Perhapsh he's just that taken with getting to breed us? …Or, perhapsh…”

“Perhaps…?”

“It could be the alcohol booshting him…”

“...No…maybe?” Vanilla pondered, her brow furrowed. “I've..heard of something…whiskeydick, before, but…but this…?”

“Oooh! I know, I know! He'sh got- he's got, eeheehee! It'sh friskydick! Ahahaahaaaa!”

Alicia descended into a fit of giggles so violent she nearly toppled over. Vanilla chuckled along with her woozily. Tails couldn't help but laugh himself. It was all so wonderful, even if he didn't quite get it. The room was filled with warmth, his head was all giddy…he felt their hands join his, his hips leave the couch. He was being led by them over to the fire, and he followed like a little puppy. 

“Here…Cia?”

“Yes, thish'll be fine. What'sh more romantic than making love by a fire?”

While Tails was still gathering his wits, both women had settled down on a large, plush shag rug laid out before the hearth. By now, the sun had fully set, and the brightest light in the room was the merrily crackling fire whose light danced across the sensuous forms of Vanilla and Alicia before him. Their love-filled eyes beckoned even more keenly than their honeyed words.

“Tailllllssss~. I'm cooo~llld. Won't you come keep me warm?”

“Me too…I want…I want those big fluffy tailsh wrapped around me again.”

Tails feet carried him, unbidden. Yes. To them. With them. That's where he wanted to be. More than anything. “You…want me to stuh-stay with you? I wanna…I wanna be with you, too…!”

"Of course. You've taken care of us shooo many times, we'll both have a baby on the way for sure.” Vanilla said. “But…but are you satisfied, Tails?”

Alicia nodded in agreement. “That'sh right. If you wish, we'll keep going, as many times as you like. We've got all night long~”

Tails swallowed hard, a shaky smile spreading across his lips. “Then…then herrre I come!”

*****************

“Nnn~NNH~! What a greedy boy, sucking our teatsh at the same time…!”

“That's…that's *ah! That ticklesh!* hish favorite…favorite part…”

*****************

"Ghh…miz Ally, if you suh…suck them while I'm doing miz Van…I'm gonna cuh…chnnnnggg~"

*SPLRRT!*
"*slrp*   *slrrp* *smak* Mmm…ah~ Shorry…dahling. Yor shtuff…too delish, cahn twait…"

"No faiiiir…my turn just shtarted…"



****************



*plap plap plap plap plap  plap plap*      *PLAPLAPLAPLAPLAPLAPLAPLAPLAPSPRTSPRT*

   "ah- ah- ah- oh- hn- don't- shtop- ah-"     "AHH- AHN- NNH- HAAH- AAH- AAAHHNN~!!!!!"
"Ally- oh- oh- ohgosh- your so-"
   
"OH- Oh, tight- you're squeezing- ohhh~hhhhhh…."



      "Cia, lift your butt more!" 

*****************

“Oh my, oh my~. You look so…so cute sucking like that… It makes me feel like…like a new mother again…”

“mmm… mmmm… ahn…”

“That's right… Just lay back and enjoy my breasts. I'll take care of you up here, and Cia can take care of you down there…”

“mmm…mmM…hfff…mmM!”

“You're getting close? Cia's so good with her…with her mouth, isn't she…  Look…your hips can't even sit still~. Are you gonna…gonna cum? Then, when I say three…let it alllll out. Cia will drink it all up for you~”

“Onnne…”

“Twooooooo….”

“Three.”
*splrrrrt* *splurt* *splt*

   “MMMMNNHHHHHhhhhhhh”

       *glp*   *glpp*    *glp* 

“Good boy! Gooood booooy~” 
*****************

"Hahh….hahh….noooo….don't just rub it in between~"

"Why…not? Your both soooo~ soft there…I can't chuh-choose and I only have one…"

"But…I'm ssheing twooo?"


"Shia…you're intix….intoch….shmashed, dear…

"You…haha, you know? There's so much leaking…it's like…it's all connected…uss three…cuh-coming from me…going from you, to you, and buh-back to you…hehehe…uhnnn~"

"Aw…it all went between…sho much, too…"

"What a…what a waste…it's sho warm, though…"

"One more?"

"One more?"

*******************

"Oh yes~ right…right there~"

“Van…Vannish p-pusshy…feels shoooo goooood…”

*******************


"Fashter! Give it to me!"
“Oh gosh oh gosh Cia I'm gonna cum I'm gonna cum in CiaaAAAAAH!”
********************
"Again, Tails~"

*******************



"Faster, darrrr~liiiiing~"
******************

"Tails…"

******************


"TAILS!"

******************

"AHHHNN~<3~<3~<3"

*******************


*fapfapfapfapfapfapfapfap*

Hours later, the scene before the fire was one of unmistakable, exhausted hedonism. Vanilla and Alicia lay side by side upon the sodden rug, all three equally streaked and stained in all manner of fluids sweet and seminal alike. Their eyes were as glazed as their aquiver bodies; bliss in the purest sense was apparent from their fucked-giddy faces. Breathy moans and inarticulate mewls filled the air, joined only by the sound of one last gleeful *spuurt* as Tails drained the very last  moneyshot he could muster, marking the wonderful women with arcs of white in some inebriate-logic way of thanking them for the grand time he'd had. With all the grace of an off-kilter pinwheel, he whirled around and spread his hands up and wide. "MAAAAAA-REY CHIZZMASS ERRYBODY!!!!" he shouted in full-throated exhultation – to he Queen and Ms. Rabbit, to Hazel, to all of Acorn Kingdom, to the world – with all the happiness and joy in his heart.  "merr…crimmas…"

*flump*

…

…….

"zzzz…zzzzzzz…."

Flat on his back, having bid a good Christmas to all and with the women he'd loved and been loved by so wholly on either side, Tails wished to all a good night….
************************************************

Dawn.

A warm ray slipped through the drawn curtains.

Cut through the chilly bedroom air.

Crept along the bedspread.

And gently laid across the eyes of one sleepy, sleepy fox.

He sniffed. Smacked. Whuffled.

Turned over. Dug in further. Murmured. 

“Fvv mrr mnn ts…”

“Five more minutes? Understood.”

[Huh….?]
Tails's eyelids fluttered. Bleariness, too much to see straight. So he confirmed with his ears. 

“Good…morning? Mizz…Hazel?”

“Good morning, Sir Prower,” the quiet, even voice of the polecat maid answered back politely. “How are you feeling this morning?”

Tails sat up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes; it was the only way to make one-hundred-percent sure he wasn't in the enchanting grasp of dreamland. Sure enough, the head maid herself was here. Not just here. In bed. With him. Under the covers.

The fox nearly leapt out of his fur. He could've sworn he'd passed out, but he’d been so out of it…how did he end up like this?! “Wh- woah! Wh-what are you doing- I-I mean, I'm fine, but… Wait.” Memories of last night started seeping in, like syrup though a tea towel. All the stuff they did…all the drinks he drank… Even at his age, Tails knew he should be suffering from something after partying so hard. “Why am I fine?”

“That would be my doing,” Hazel answered again as she sat up, and Tails sighed internally in relief; she was clad in a modest, powder-blue nightie, looking kempt and at ease, so he was (reasonably) sure that he hadn't done anything untoward to her. Her glasses flashed knowingly as she continued. “Her Highness gave specific instructions to ensure that you were taken good care of. Therefore, I kept you hydrated, warm, and comfortable through the night.”

“So…you were making sure I was okay,” Tails surmised. “That makes sense…thank you, Hazel. But…why are you in bed with me???”

“That was another instruction. The Queen did not wish for you to feel lonely in the night.” Another blink-and-you'd-miss-it smile. “You are quite the cuddler when you are sleeping, Sir.” 

Tails felt himself flush. “Ah…ahaha…I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable.”

“No need to apologize. It was not an unpleasant way to spend the night.”

Tails rubbed the back of his neck, still somewhat embarrassed. “Um…thanks, I think.” He looked around, realizing at last he was in a different room than he remembered passing out in. “So…I'm in a guest room? Where did Alicia and Vanilla wind up? Are they still asleep?”

Hazel went silent.

“Um, miss Hazel? Is…is everything okay?”

The maid heaved a long, heavy sigh, not looking Tails in the eyes. “The two full grown women you speak of – who should be better aware of their limits – are currently recovering elsewhere in the Manor. I advise that you stay here and rest instead of going to them…lest you see her Highness spending some highly unregal time before the porcelain throne…or are threatened to have a “Chocola” sicced upon you, whatever manner of beast that may be.”

Tails blanched. “Oh…oh no! This is my fault, I should've asked them to cut back on the special drinks-”

Hazel laid a reassuring hand upon his head. “Not to worry. They have not had…too much. I had been keeping watch during your revelry and ensured all involved were safe and reasonably responsible with their festivities.”

“...What…do you mean by that?”

"I was here the entirety of the evening. Who do you think had been refilling everyone's drinks through the night?"

"Wuh…what? No, just what??? How?! I never saw you after Alicia and Vanilla came back!"

"And that," Hazel replied, with a wink and a finger over her usual inscrutable smirk, "is a matter for the head maid alone to know."

Tails, flabbergasted, fell back on his pillow, staring at the ceiling, wondering how anyone could apparently out-stealth Espio of all people. But his wondering mind didn't wander long. It was way, way too early after too late a night to ponder that any harder. At least someone had their wits amongst them last night. “Thank goodness you were around, though. I think last night might've gotten a bit crazy…”

“On the contrary,” Hazel argued. “You have my utmost thanks, Sir.”

“...I do? What did I do, though? Other than, uh…   Uhhhhhhhhhhh…”

Hazel smiled at him now. An earnest smile, whole and warm. “For giving those two the first Christmas free of loneliness or pining in a very, very long time. I could not have asked for a greater gift from Saint Nicholas himself.”

The fur on Tails's tails fluffed out as he blushed deeply from the praise. “Ahahah…gosh, just…just doing what I do best.” Hearing that just confirmed what he'd already known to be true: this was by far the best holiday he'd ever had. Tails couldn't stop himself from grinning ear to ear as Hazel rose from the bed to open up the curtains fully. It was a beautiful, bright day outside, and the view of the fresh snow covering the lake and countryside from the Manor was breathtaking.

“Merry Christmas, Miss Hazel.”

“Merry Christmas, Sir Prower.”

*************************************************************************************************************






“Welcome back, Sir Prower.”

The sun shimmered brightly overhead as the wind rustled through the boughs of trees in early bloom. The twittering of Flickies flying to and fro to feed hungry hatchlings added to the chorus of the new season. Tails crossed the threshold of Draysden Manor, this time with much less fuss or fluster than the last time he'd barreled his way in. “Thanks, Miss Hazel. It's great to see you again!”

“Likewise. Greeting such an honored guest of her Highness is a pleasure of mine as well,” she said with a perfect curtsey and a smile. “You're expected in the tea garden, if you'll please follow me.” 

“Okay, lead the way, Miss Head Maid!”

Lead she did, through the showy halls, past the grand study, across the majestic ballroom, and finally out through great glass-paned doors. His eyes were filled by a kaleidoscope of color, lit by thickets sporting blossoms of every hue dancing in the pleasantly warm breeze, and in the middle of the trellises and flowerbeds was a dazzling white gazebo. Tails recognized the figures chatting at the stately tea table immediately as he and Hazel approached.

“Your Highness, your other guest has arrived.” 

“Ah, darling! I'm so glad you were able to make it! Come, please make yourself comfortable.”

“Hello, dear. You're right on time; the tea just finished brewing. Won't you join us?”

“Hi Alicia, hi Vanilla! I'd love to!” Tails settled himself in a chair between them, sniffing at the scrumptious aroma wafting from the stacked tray in the middle of the table. “Mmm…that smells really good! May I?”

“But of course,” Alicia replied, offering him a scone and slice of cake while Vanilla set to pouring him a cup of piping hot tea. “Hazel had just brought them from the kitchen, so they should be nice and fresh.”

“Just say ‘when’, dear. That's fine? Careful now, it's hot,” Vanilla mothered as she passed him the steaming china cup. “We were just catching up. It's been a while since we last took tea together. How have you been?”

The clinking of plates and cheery laughter added to the brightness of the spring morning as they chit-chatted about this and that, with plenty of sweet sundries to go around. As the pile of treats was whittled away, so was the gossip, and eventually the party simply let the sounds and splendor of nature be their entertainment. 

Alicia was first to break the silence as she set down her empty cup. “You know, darling, Vanny and I were having an interesting conversation right before you arrived.”

“Oh? What were you talking about?”

“Names, actually.” Vanilla set her saucer aside as well. “We’d pretty well decided our favorites, I think. Are there any particular names you're fond of, dear?”

“Names I like? That's a pretty specific topic… Come to think of it, I've never really thought about it that much. Hmmm…gimme a minute?” Tails pondered, tapping a finger on his brow. Names. Names. What's in a name? After a few minutes of deliberation, he had settled on answers he was happy with. “Melody's a pretty, um, pretty name…”

“Oh, that is a lovely name…”

“I agree, that's an elegant one, isn't it? Any others?”

“Ummmm… What about ‘Skye’? It's really cute and free-feeling, right?”

“Awww, how adorable!”

“Haha, I can see how that'd be very close to you. Indeed, cute!”

Tails's cheeks reddened from the praise; he'd really just come up with them on the fly. “What about you two? What names do you like?”

The women exchanged glances.

“Audrey,” Alicia answered. “I think that would be a most fitting name, don't you agree?”

“I've decided on ‘Mocha’, myself,” Vanilla followed. “It was my grandfather's name, after all.”

Tails sized up both names, rolling them on his tongue, considering their meanings, putting them through the rigors of “good namehood” before beaming. “Yeah!! Those are both really great names!” he declared. “But…” Tails scratched his head, puzzled and oblivious to the looks of knowing glee Vanilla and Alicia shot each other. “Those were really quick answers. I had to think for a while on mine! And I still don't think I get why you wanted to know?”

Hazel excused herself, chuckling.

“It's very simple, dear. Cia, would you care to clue him in?” Vanilla, smiling, took another sip of her tea.

“I’d be honored to, Vanny,” Alicia answered. She leaned towards Tails meaningfully as she rested her chin on crossed fingers. “My little darling…do you remember the last time you visited the Manor?”

“Um…wasn't it a few months ago, at Christmastime?”

“It was! You remember that very special night, I'm sure~”

The fluff on Tails's cheeks tinged bright red. “Boy, do I… I'd never, never ever forget a night like that, haha…”

“*giggle* I thought not! Then…do you happen to recall the wishes Vanny and I made to Santa Claus?”

Tails's brow knit as his memory dug a few months back, right before his eyes flew wide open. His jaw dropped. His teacup toppled over.

“N-no way…y-you both?!?” Tails stammered in breathless excitement.

“That's right…you remember your promise, darling?”

“It was such a happy, wonderful thing you did, wasn't it, dear?”


“Or should we say-”         “Rather, now it's-”
    “Father Christmas~?”




