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SANTA’S SIDE GIG

 


"Ahhh, yeahhhh, that right there is the
pretty one that I need."

So far, Mall Santa has been sat on, verbally abused by ten
uncouth parents and has had his
paycheck debated by
the mall's HR prick who wants to penny pinch him out of the tiny
sum he takes for his yearly effort to get out among the people -
the North Pole being boring this time of year as his elves, after
centuries of effort training them, can handle all that he used to
do when he was a fresh-faced rookie in the toy delivery game and
barely aware that giving a few people presents would lead to this
whole fame, fortune and other tedious things situation.

'Pretty one', after he checks his list,
is actually one Harry Handsome - an impressively ballsy choice in
name for a confirmed gay dude - and already Santa's lips are
curving into a wicked smile on thinking how factually accurate that
surname is as he admires the man strolling past the shops on the
mall's first floor below.

"Reindeer #1. Send me the extended info
sheet on Harry Handsome of 3rd Avenue, New York."

There's some annoyed mumbling from the
alien in a deer suit on the roof and then a printout appears
magically in Santa's pocket.

"Likes anal, anal and more anal -
check. He also wants a sportscar but is too financially savvy to
fork out for one." Mall Santa - who's actually the REAL Santa -
smiles wickedly and fingers his big swinging stick through the
front of his red trousers. "So damn easy," he mutters.

Because he's invisible - a product of
some intellectual property theft from the military a dozen years
back - no one sees him prancing down the stairs from the second
floor and lining up his target.

"What a sexy ass."

His target turns, looks around, smiles,
shakes his head and keeps on moving that deeply wonderful butt of
his in the direction of the men's toilet.

"Reindeer #2?"

Alien number two is being as lazy as
ever and turns up at the men's room's door with a mop and bucket
and a sign at a pace so tardy that Mall Santa wants to badger him
some, but the call of his wild need takes precedence and he decides
to leave the hollering (which he'll probably forget to do yet again
because ass cures all ill will) until later on.

Inside, some lame guy is standing at
the mirror primping himself and Santa makes himself visible so he
can wave a hand in front of the dude's eyes and say, "You will fuck
off now," and hey-presto the noticeably not sexy guy does just
that.

"Hmmm..."

The stall's door is ultra-thin in the
American tradition and he can hear tinkling going on
within.

"Sir, are you pissing?" he calls
out.

"What?"

"I asked are you, sir, if you are
currently urinating?"

"Ah, I don't see how that is
your..."

Santa steps through the door and phases
out on the other side.

"I asked about you pissing."

Harry Handsome has clearly finished and
a quick reading of his thoughts shows that he's wondering why Santa
is standing in front of him and how he just walked through the
door.

"Because I'm the real
Santa."

This comment shocks Harry greatly as it
makes him suddenly aware that the Mall Santa in front of him
apparently is able to read his mind. However, these emotions and
thoughts are soon swiftly discarded when Santa drags his junk out
of his trousers.

"I know you really, really like anal
and so I bought you a nice big present."

The one and only thought in Harry
Handsome's mind in response to witnessing what's being displayed
for his inspection is word-for-word: "HOLY SHIT SANTA IS HUNG!!!"
And, Santa - always a bit of a showman - waves his gear about
seductively and leans in to thirstily growl, "Now that you've done
your business, do you want your present?"

Mr. Handsome briefly worries about
someone catching them.

"You don't need to concern yourself
with that," Santa notes. "I have made arrangements so that we won't
be disturbed."

Harry turns his gaze downwards, stares
for a few seconds and returns his eyes upwards to inquire, "Are you
going to fuck me with that big stick, Santa?"

The bearded man leans right in and
winks, "Oh, hell fucking yeah I am."

A very, very sexy tongue exits Harry's
lips, rolls over them both and he clears his throat.

"Then, I'm definitely
interested."

In his mind, Handsome is actually
thinking that he hasn't been fucked silly since forever and this
amazing, wonderful dream - because what else could it be? - is
going to be so damn badass that he can barely keep his butt from
clenching just thinking of what Santa is going to do to
him.

"Turn that sweet ass of yours my
way."

Harry is obedient and so excited that
his skinny jeans are near to breaking, so Santa releases him and
takes his modest junk in hand to work it in long strokes so
skillful that Handsome actually begins to wonder if he might not
have met God.

"I'm gonna fuck you with my
cane."

This sounds like 'my dick' to Harry and
he bends back in readiness for what he expects next. Meanwhile,
Mall Santa is already drawing out his big bottle of ultra-thick
lotion from his jacket's side pocket - looking forward to the
surprise that will follow the lubrication of this handsome gay's
behind - and the hunk helpfully yanks his jeans down to his knees
with a ferocity that kinda makes Santa feel a bit sad for Harry
Handsome not having as much fun in his life as he obviously
deserves.

"This'll feel weird."

The nozzle is inserted to an
"oooowwwhhh" from Harry and Santa gives him a little wishy-washy
squirt and then draws out the dispenser gently to watch globular
chunks of ultra-thick lube dribble seductively down Harry's pulsing
balls and from his pocket he withdraws a candy cane made of
silicone that is exactly 17 centimeters in length and as thick as
three of Santa's masculine fingers in girth.

"You are going to put that massive
candy cane in there?" Harry Handsome exclaims in horny shock as the
kinkily smiling Mall Santa starts the lubrication of the tool's
sizable end using some of the goo on the good-looking gay's
hairless sack.

"Gotta stretch before you exercise,"
the candy cane-holding Mall Santa replies.

Handsome Harry moans like a real tight
bitch when Santa slides the tip inside and he appreciates how that
fine flesh of the sexy gay's pinkness hungrily suckles the cane as
it is pushed inwards to the halfway point.

"Can you feel Santa fucking you?" he
growls in Harry's ear.

"Yes, Santa. I can feel it deep in
me."

That gets a chuckle and Santa throws
open his red jacket, dispelling the illusion that makes him look
fat at the same time, and reveals to Harry's wide and super horny
eyes the chiseled six-pack and large, powerful chest that he spends
hours of his day maintaining when he's not jerking off in his
office thinking about ass.

"Santa is crazy buff," Harry purrs in
delight.

"That's right. This is all so I can
pound that ass of yours just right, so be thankful for Santa's
kindness."

Inwardly, Harry is mostly thinking
about how the candy cane feels strangely super good - which is in
fact by design as the tool was enchanted by the elves (after
considerable financial persuasion and endless nagging) to do just
that - but also how he wants to feel the hot-as-hell oldster's dick
in him right now because he's never had, nor seen, a dick that
enticing in his life and he wants to get his rocks off right
now.

"Your wish is my command," Santa growls
in blissful delight.

Taking the hunk's dick in hand, he
double works him from the back and front and soon seed is squirting
from the tip of the gay's dick with such ferocity that he's left
quivering as Santa slows on the candy cane action, which had gotten
a little out of hand thanks to how turned on he got just now, and
assesses the man's thoughts on what just occurred.

"You are worrying about something like
that?" Mall Santa whispers sexily as he slowly and naughtily draws
free the cane from its moist home.

Back around the late 1300s, because
Santa has been around since forever, a witch taught him a spell
that solves this exact problem and he murmurs it smoothly and just
like that, to the man's shocked amazement, the good-looking stud's
seed is replenished and his modest slong rockhard again.

"It's like magic!" Harry
exclaims.

Santa is grinning and he distracts the
24-year-old team manager of a boutique financial agency from the
fact that it really was what he thinks it is by yanking the
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