

[image: Cover]



Sexy Santa

by

Linda Jordan


Sexy Santa

Brad stood in the bare bones dressing room with four other “Santas”. The room was cold and the stark white paint made it feel colder. Lockers stood on two sides of the small room, with a long wooden bench down the middle.

He looked down at the red velvet pants, santa hat and sack he’d set on the bench. The other guys were stripping down to their tighty whities like they did it every day. Maybe they did.

This was his first time at this job.

“C’mon,” said Jake. “You don’t want to miss the next part.” Jake was a buddy from work. This was his third year being a “Sexy Santa” for the store and he’d recruited Brad.

Brad sat down and pulled off his slip-on shoes and stuck them in the locker. He undressed quickly and pulled on the velvet pants. They were stretchy, but tight. He laced up the black work boots he’d brought from home. Then shoved his clothes in the locker and closed it. His phone, car keys and thin wallet went into a zipper pouch that he’d leave in the delivery van with the driver.

The other guys were already lined up by the mirror, putting on their hats at a cocky angle.

He wasn’t going to be able to pull this off.

Brad knew he had the body and the looks for the job, but his confidence about walking around half naked was sadly lacking. Especially after Stacey. The love of his life had dumped him last month. After three years.

“I’m bored and you’re the one who’s boring me,” she’d said.

Completely out of the blue.

Well, not completely.

His hours had been cut at the construction job. It was winter, the economy was sagging and people were getting laid off right and left. Things would pick up again.

So he’d cut all the frivolous financial things out of his life. No going out to eat, no movies, no concerts. He had to live within his means. Which angered her, because he always paid her way.
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