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THE SECRET SANTA


  Devon jolted awake from a deep sleep. Opening his eyes, slowly, he focused through a plume of twinkling, white powder to a stranger standing at the foot of the bed. He thought he was imagining this six foot tall man, sculpted like a Greek god. His head was adorned with a red and white Santa hat. His trimmed, snowy white beard blended with the long hair cascading down to his ivory, cropped hairy chest. Scrutinizing him more thoroughly, he realized he was not an apparition but real. Devon’s penis surged into erection, as he stared at the fluffy, red jockstrap, accenting the large bulge beneath. He couldn’t ignore the black leather suspenders attached to the waistband of the Christmas themed loin cloth and the shiny, dark, leather boots, stretching to his knees. He never imagined Santa Claus would excite him as this man did.




  “Who are you?” Devon gasped, accelerating his curiosity into unfamiliar fantasies.




  “Don’t you recognize me, Devon?” The man bellowed a hearty laugh.




  “You look like the Santa Claus from my childhood memories.” Devon mumbled, secretively.




  “Have you given up on the true spirit of Christmas?” The Santa Claus imposter smiled and sat at the edge of the bed next to Devon.




  Devon’s right hand brushed a few strands of his unruly hair from his eyes. Becoming more alert, he focused his eyes more from the previous distorted vision. He turned to wake Peter, but his partner was gone.




  “Peter left an hour ago. Don’t you remember he had to work early?”




  “How do you know our names?”




  “You still don’t believe?” The man smiled, his sparkling, cobalt blue eyes radiating erotic warmth.




  “You can’t be the real Santa Claus,” Devon insisted.




  “Why?”




  “You’re just not. For one, you can’t be real.”




  “Oh, I am real. Want to touch?” The man extended his muscular arm within Devon’s reach.




  Devon wrapped his two hands around his biceps. “Okay. So you are real. Man, are you really real. But you are not Santa Claus.”




  ”Well…-no. But I’m a special assistant, assigned to help him.”




  “You’re one of his elves, then?”




  “No. Look at me. Do I really look like an elf?”




  “Yeah right. You can’t be one of Santa’s elves. You’re too big. And the size of that bulge beneath your very revealing jockstrap would definitely eliminate you.”




  “I’m a Secret Santa. I was sent here to rekindle your love and happiness.” The secret assistant edged closer, the bulge in his pouch becoming more pronounced.




  “Did the real Santa Claus send you to seduce me?”




  “Oh; no, no, no! You’ve been selected to be a Secret Santa, like me.” He shimmied next to Devon, until there was physical contact between them. “I’ll teach you how to become a Secret Santa. I’ll reignite the fire of your passion with an exceptional power found in a special recipe from the North Pole’s almighty vault. Ultimately, Peter’s happiness will be restored.” He stooped, rubbing his broad shoulders against Devon’s chest. He looked up at Devon and smiled.




  “I’m getting aroused? This shouldn’t be happening, if you were sent by the real Santa.”




  “I’m only testing you, and your love for Peter. And to evaluate your qualifications.” He set his hand on Devon’s thigh, massaging it, firmly.




  “A test? This is the worst temptation I’ve had in years. What’s your name?”




  “It will get easier,” he spoke softly, continuing to grope his leg. “I’m Erik, of Nordic descent.”




  “This is too much. I can’t do this.” He pushed Secret Santa’s hand off his leg.




  “Oh…, well, do you believe in Eros, the Greek god?”




  “Maybe, but what does that have to do with Peter and me, and Santa Claus?”




  “Eros, the son of Aphrodite, with his golden wings and arms of quivers, pierced Peter and you five years ago with special arrows. He pierced you with his erotic love potion, helping you to fall in love, man to man. Eros and Santa have been steadfast friends for centuries. Eros is inviting you to prove your abilities in love by becoming an official Secret Santa. Only if you prove your love for Peter.” Erik rubbed his trim beard on Devon’s bare chest.




  “I want to, but you keep tempting me. How else can I respond when you’re so suggestive and fucking hot?”




  “You have one major task to perform, one gift to extend.” Ignoring Devon’s frustration, he wrapped his muscular arm around the questioning man’s shoulders. “Give Peter the most erotic holiday you can imagine. Be very creative and original. Surprise him with some new fantasies you both can enjoy. There’s no need for material gifts. Prove physically how much you can still love. Demonstrate your new powers by merging your masculine spirits. All this to prove your love.”




  “I’ve tried that.”




  “Have you really? I don’t think so. You have to give everything. You’ve almost proved full devotion. But in the past few years, you’ve been drawn to helping the needy. That is an admirable feat. And you have been very generous with your time and energy. But now it’s time to share some of interest and motivation to share with Peter.”




  “You’re right. I haven’t listened to him, enough.”




  Erik removed his arm from Devon’s shoulders, stepping a short distance away. “Remember what you did on Black Friday, and the next two days? You woke at two in the morning, brewed coffee, chatted with Peter, making it easier for Peter to go to work, so damn early.”




  “That was his worst Black Friday weekend he had in thirty years. His sales were down. What made it all worse, the company reduced his commissions. After that, he didn’t even want to try. He was awfully depressed. Still is.”




  “Yet, Peter helped you with the food drive for the needy. But most importantly, try to recall the times you worked in retail during the holidays. You had long hours, six days a week. Working very hard at a hectic pace. Do you remember?”




  “Those were the worst times of my life.”




  “Peter needs you and your help now. For the same reasons you hated your job. Catch my drift.”




  “What can I do?” Devon shook his head, acknowledging compliance.” I want him to feel needed, sexually satisfied, and happy.” He stared, pensively, at the sexy Santa.
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