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      “Got your shopping done yet?” James asked. He’d been sprawled out on the couch playing the latest Call of Duty for three hours.

      Tom fired a carefully aimed shot and considered. “Yeah, mostly. You?” The middle of a battle was not the time for idle conversation.

      Suddenly, James screamed in mortal agony as his viewscreen turned red. He threw down the controller entirely too angrily for an alleged grown-up. “Dammit!” he yelled. He got up and went into the kitchen, leaving Tom to fend for himself within the game.

      He’d only been gone a few seconds when Tom heard James moan, “Man, we’re out of beer now. Wanna make a trip for more?”

      Tom killed the level boss and completed that part of the game. He’d had less than half the beer James had, which probably explained why he was still sober enough to play the game. “Sure. Let’s go. I’ll drive.”

      A minute later they’d both put on their jackets and gone out to the car. It’d been unseasonably warm this year, and the temperatures were still in the fifties today.

      They were halfway to the store when James said, “Wasn’t it about this time last year you hit on the Santa Claus at the grocery store?”

      Tom nodded. It’d been almost exactly a year since he’d invited Santa, or Chris in real life, over to his house for a wild evening. He’d thought of Chris several times over the past year, when he’d been in the mood for some really kinky breath play action. Chris had loved that stuff, but Tom had been too distracted to get his phone number, and he’d never seen Chris since.

      Chris had said that he was a struggling actor, so it was entirely possible that he’d moved to Hollywood or something to find his big break. Or maybe not, this city was big enough as it was. Now that James had brought it up, he really hoped Chris was back this year playing Santa Claus at the Food-a-Lot.

      Tom parked the car and was halfway into the building before James shut the car door. “Dude! Wait up!”

      But Tom wanted to know about Chris. He’d nearly run into the store. He saw the sign that said, “Get your picture taken with Santa,” but the picture on the sign was a generic Kris Kringle cartoon. Tom zipped past the registers towards the back of the store, through the produce department, and past the wine section.

      There he was. Santa Claus was sitting on his throne, waiting on a line of no less then six thousand small children and their surly parents. Despite that, Tom could tell that it definitely was Chris under that beard. At least he thought so; all he could see were the man’s eyes and dark eyebrows.

      There was no way Tom was going to wait in that line. He pulled out a pen and a scrap of paper and wrote down his phone number and email address on it. He stood to the side of the Santa-land and waited for the current child to finish with his picture. As soon as the child was down off Chris’s lap, Tom stepped up to Santa, bypassing the line and all the children. He stood before Santa, looking a little embarrassed, and a little too eager. “I have a note for you,” was all he said, handing the hastily-scrawled message over to the man in the Santa suit. He really, really hoped that was Chris under there.

      Santa looked at the note. “I had a great time last year. I’ll give you a call. You better get out of here now though, that crowd looks like they want to lynch you right now,” he indicated the impatient parents behind Tom.

      Tom grimaced and apologized to the grumpy woman at the head of the line, and then stepped away, vanishing into the store to find James.

      James was in the beer aisle, filling the cart with the cheap stuff. Tom always knew when it was James’s turn to buy, because the generic-looking beer always wound up in the fridge.

      They finished shopping and headed out to the car. They loaded it up, and Tom drove James home. He dropped off James and most of the beer, but told James he needed to head home to clean up.

      “Man, you got Santa coming over again tonight?” James joked.

      Tom nodded, “Something like that.”

      James shook his head, “Lucky you. I haven’t had any luck with the bitches in months.”

      “Probably cause you call them ‘bitches’,” Tom kidded. And because you smell like cheap beer, he thought to himself. James was a fun guy to hang out with, but he was starting to look and act like he still lived in his parents’ basement. The word “troll” came to mind.

      He got back in the car and drove the few blocks to his own house.

      Tom spent the next hour cleaning up and thinking about what he’d like to do if Chris actually came over. Last time he’d tied Chris’s hands and feet to eyebolts in the floor and ceiling and then put a bag over his head. That was cool. He’d also put a loop around his neck tied to a weighted bucket and waited for him to choke. Chris had loved it. He wanted to do something along those same lines, yet also new and different tonight. Or tomorrow. When was Chris going to call, anyway? The Food-a-Lot store closed at ten, but surely they wouldn’t keep Chris working that late would they?

      At 10:05, Chris called. He was leaving the store, and did Tom still live in the same place? Tom said that he did, and Chris promised to be over in a few minutes.

      Sure enough, Tom heard a knock at the door just a few minutes later. Just as he had last year, Chris was standing there, fully dressed from head to toe as Santa Claus. He had the white beard as well.

      “How have you been?” he asked with a grin, “Naughty or nice this year?”

      “Don’t you have elves to tell these things?” Tom asked.

      “I can probably guess,” Chris stated, waggling his eyebrows. He stepped inside, and as soon as Tom had shut the door, he pulled the long white beard off. “That thing itches like Hell,” as he threw it on the couch. Underneath, he had dark black stubble. Apparently Santa hadn’t shaved in a couple of days— no matter when he was wearing the heavy false beard.

      “I was wondering if I'd find you at the store again this year. I didn’t get your number last year, and I really wanted to play some more.” He paused. “So, how’ve you been?”

      “I went out to L.A. to try to get some acting work, and it didn’t go so well. I got offered five different roles in various pornos, but I was trying for a ‘real’ acting job. It’s hard to break in out there.”

      “Did you do the pornos?” Tom was impressed enough by this. He wondered why Chris was holding out for so-called “real” movies.

      “Nope. I did a couple a few years ago, but I want to work on my serious acting career now.”

      “Five porno roles sounds pretty serious to me,” Tom stated in complete sincerity.

      Chris shrugged, obviously not wanting to talk about it. “Got anything in mind for tonight?”

      Tom could tell when the subject was being changed. “I remember what you liked last year. You want something along those lines?”

      Chris smiled sheepishly. “Yeah.”

      “You remember how it worked last time. Take off all your clothes, except the Santa hat. You gotta keep the Santa hat on.” Tom grinned at the absurdity of the hat.

      Chris followed instructions, pulling off his black boots and pants, then his red waistcoat and padded undershirt. Under the added layer of fake fat, he was very fit; perhaps moreso than Tom remembered from last year. He had well-defined pecs, abs that looked drawn-on, and dark black hair that covered everything with an animal presence. And the hat. Something about the silly red Santa hat just amused Tom last time, and it made their play last year especially memorable. He’d wondered if he had a Santa fetish or something. On top of his other kinks, that wouldn’t be too unusual.

      He smiled and led Chris downstairs, where the kinky toys were stored. He switched on the light, just a bulb dangling from an electrical cord, which made shadows throughout the chilly, unfinished basement. In one corner stood a wooden cabinet that Chris didn’t remember being there last year. “You have new toys?” he asked.

      “A few. Just getting organized. I had family over for Thanksgiving and had everything down here. I had to lock my toys in there. People kept asking what the cabinet was for, and I kept telling everyone that I stored my guns in there. Fortunately, I don’t have any relatives that are hunters; that might’ve been a little awkward.” Tom smiled.

      Tom went to another corner, where he had a small reading nook set up. There was nothing there but a chair, a small pile of books on a table, and a table lamp. It looked to Chris like Tom came down here to read in a distraction-free area. Tom picked up the chair and carried it over next to the toy cabinet. “Have a seat,” he said with a smile.

      Chris obeyed. He’d seen chairs like this at Ikea before. It was flexible wood with a thin cushion on it. The legs, arms, and back of the chair were one continuous piece of slick wood. He sat down, placed both of his arms on the cool wood of the chair, and placed his legs against the legs of the chair. He already knew how this was going to play out.

      Tom, in the meantime, had opened up the cabinet and pulled out a plastic bag full of long zip-ties. He pulled one out, looped it around Chris’s wrist and the arm of the chair, and ran one end through the other, drawing it tight. They both heard the “zip” sound as the plastic tie cinched shut.

      Chris pulled on his arm. It wasn’t going to come away from the chair. He could still slide it up and down the length of the arm of the chair, but he couldn’t pull it away. “Nice.”

      Tom continued by zipping Chris’s other wrist to the other arm of the chair. Then he did both of his ankles the same way. With four zip-ties, he’d already made sure that Chris wasn’t going anywhere. Not ready to stop there, Tom added a second pair of ties to Chris’s upper arms, almost as high as his armpits. Now, with his arms secured to the chair in two places, he could barely move at all.

      Tom got back in the cabinet and pulled out a couple of lengths of rope. He put one across Chris’s lap, and then wrapped it around the back of the chair. “Here’s your seatbelt. I wouldn’t want you to fall out of the chair,” he said with an evil chuckle. There was no way Chris was getting out of that chair on purpose, much less accidentally.

      Chris pulled at his bonds, and nothing budged. He could move his knees in and out a little, but that wasn’t going to do him any good.

      Tom admired his work. He’d bought the zip-ties at a local flea market a few months ago, but he hadn’t had a chance to try them out before today. He’d totally immobilized Chris, and it’d
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