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Two Twinks In Love

Santa Claus, aka out-of-work actor Hank Barrows, checked the cell phone he had surreptitiously placed between the cushion and side of his over-sized Santa chair at the Northstone Mall.  He sighed happily when he saw the lighted numbers on the screen indicate that it was 10:56 PM. 

Not a single shopper lingered in the deserted mall.  Most of the stores had closed at their usual hour of 9 PM, despite the mall itself staying open for "extended shopping hours" the last week before Christmas.

The mall manager insisted that Santa had to be in his "Northstone North Pole" until 11 PM sharp even though anyone who qualified to get pictures with Santa should have been home and asleep long before that time of night.

Santa had sent Johnny, his "elf " assistant, home an hour earlier.  There was no point in both of them wasting their time.

"Thank you.  Good night, guys."  The voice came from the only store still open in that section of the mall.  The salesman locked the door as he exited with the two young men.

He took off in the opposite direction while the two skinny guys punched each other's arms and swung their shopping bags at each other playfully.  They approached the North Pole display with grins on their faces.

"Hey, Santa," the taller of the two called out as he swatted an errant piece of blond hair out of his eyes.

"What's up?" snickered the other young man.  His dark short and spiked hair was kept in place by the obvious excess of hair gel he had used on it.

Santa Claus sized up the two guys quickly.  He thought elf Johnny was a twink!  These two were even skinnier and lighter than Johnny.  Their tight jeans and shirts clung to their small frames like shrink wrap on packaging.

"Santa's tired and ready to go home," he said wearily, referring to himself in the third person.  "He doesn't have time for naughty college boys."

"Santa, how much does your large package cost?" asked the blond with a smirk.

Santa had no patience for young straight men's attempts at dick humor.  "You couldn't afford my package," he winked.

"Your large photo package," the blond said as he pointed towards the red and green sign with the words written in a candy cane font.

Santa couldn't decide if these two were serious.  "The largest one is $49.95.  It's the North Pole Deluxe."

"I just bet it is," said the dark-haired guy.

"OK, you two, you had your fun harassing Santa Claus.  The photo booth is closed.  I've got to go feed the reindeer."

The blond held up his phone.  "It's only 10:59.  The signs says you're open until 11.  What's the Jingle Bell special it mentions?"

Santa gripped the edge of his chair with his white-gloved hand to channel his annoyance.  "That's $14.95.  It includes three poses.  You don't get any pictures printed out here, you just get the digital pictures emailed to you by one of my elves." 

The two young men looked at each other and nodded.  "We'll take it!" they said in unison.

"Are you dudes for real with this?"

The blond whipped out his credit card and placed it next to the cash register.

Santa went to the counter.  "OK, Craig," Santa said, reading the name from the card before he swiped it through.  "And what's your little friend's name?" he asked, turning to the dark-haired one.

"Sean," the young man answered.

"How old are you, Sean?"

"Nineteen."

"And you, Craig?"

"Twenty."

Santa scratched his fake white beard and used the same voice he would have used on his normal customers.  "Then it's safe to say you boys have sat on Santa's lap before and won't be scared tonight?"

"I've done it a time or two," Craig laughed.

"Me too," agreed Sean.  "Although not in about a dozen years!"

"Same here," Craig chimed in.

"Indeed," Santa said.  "Here's how it works.  If you behave you'll get candy canes at the end.  We do our poses and when we're ready, there's a little remote control button on the floor that I press with my black boot.  That takes the picture."

Santa returned to his chair.  The college dudes took off their coats.  They put down their shopping bags on the counter and followed him.

"OK, spread them, Santa," Craig said.

"Excuse me?"

"Your legs.  We need to sit on your lap in order to tell you what we want for Christmas," Sean explained.

"The joke has gone far enough.  I thought you two were just going to stand next to me in the picture."

"We want the full experience we paid for," Craig said, holding up his receipt.

"I'll give you an experience, all right," Santa said.  He spread his big legs wide open.  He put one of his red costumed arms around each twink's waist.

They were so thin that he could snap them like twigs if he felt like it.  He plopped one guy on each knee.  He hardly even felt their weight through the thick material of the Santa suit.

"We'll take the picture with all of us looking at the camera.  We can see ourselves in that flat screen monitor on the counter to make sure we like it."

Santa smiled.  Craig stuck his tongue out.  Sean held up his fingers in a V symbol over Santa's red and white hat.

"It's your money, boys."  Santa hit the button with his boot.  The flash went off.  The picture froze on the monitor.

"Now for the second pose, you'll each whisper what you want for Christmas, one at a time in my ear.  I'll snap the picture at the right moment.  Ho, ho, ho.  Now tell Santa Claus what you want for Christmas."

Craig, sitting on Santa's right knee, leaned in.  He put his hand up to Santa's ear, making sure that Sean wouldn't be able to hear. "Everything I tell you is only between me, you and the reindeer, right?"

Santa rolled his eyes and shook his head yes.  The white pom-pom on the end of his hat bobbed up and down.

Craig whispered, "I know this is going to sound stupid, Santa, but I don't know who else to tell.  I'm straight.  Well, at least everybody thinks I am.  I always thought I was too.  What I really want for Christmas is a way to tell my friend Sean how hot I think he is and how much I want to go gay until graduation for him!"

Santa's eyebrow shot up.  He accidentally tapped his boot on the remote control button.  The monitor perfectly captured his shocked expression as Craig whispered his sexy secret.

"Stop hogging Santa's attention," Sean complained.  "My turn!"  Sean put his own hand carefully up to Santa's other ear and spoke under his breath.  "On your honor as a mall Santa Claus, you can never repeat what I'm about to tell you."

Santa shook his head in agreement.

Sean continued, "I've had girlfriends in the past so I guess I'm straight."  He laughed nervously.  "But there's something about hanging around with Craig.  Whenever we're alone, my mind wanders and I keep finding myself thinking of what it would be like to have him suck me off."

Santa shifted in his chair.  This time, his boot activated the camera at just the right moment to catch him with his jaw dropping open from the young man's confession.

With the two college students balanced one on each knee, Santa took off his round costume spectacles.  He stared into Craig's eyes and then slowly turned his head to do the same to Sean.  He lowered his voice and grumbled, "Are you two college twinks fucking kidding me with this?"

Santa couldn't tell if the astonished look on their faces was because he swore at them or because he had called them on their bullshit.  "I've been here since 10AM.  That's right, thirteen freakin' hours and this is the fourth day in a row like that.  I've put up with bitchy mothers wanting retakes because their kids stuck their tongue out in the pictures.  I've put up with elf assistants who spend half the day trying to hide their texting behind that stupid cardboard snowman on the counter.  I've put up with screaming babies that threw up all over my Santa suit.  All this for a lousy ten dollars an hour!  For Christmas sake, I'm a forty-year-old with a master's degree in acting from an Ivy League school!"

Sean curled his upper lip.  "So your life basically sucks, what does that have to do with us?"

Santa yanked his fake beard off and tossed it on the floor.  His cheeks were genuinely rosy red, flush with irritation.  "The one thing I'm not going to put up with is a couple of cocky, skinny ass twinks with attitudes as bad as muscle jocks who waste my time in an empty mall at 11 PM, two days before Christmas!"

The young men tried to squirm, but Santa held them firmly in place on his lap.

"Whose idea was it?" Santa demanded.  

"What?" Craig asked with a face and tone as innocent as an angel.

"The whole 'Oh, Santa, I'm in lust with my best friend' nonsense," Santa explained unnecessarily since they knew exactly what he was talking about.

"Man, you really did it.  Shit, I'd thought you'd chicken out," Craig said,

"Aces, dude!"  The twinks high-fived each other over Santa's head.

"So it was your idea?" Santa said with his eyes burning towards Craig.

"I suggested it as a joke, but he's the one who said we should really play the trick on you," Craig admitted.

"Nice way to rat out your best friend," Sean complained.

"It was rad, but we gotta jet."  Craig stood up.

"Yeah, so thanks and happy ho-ho-holidays, Santa," Sean said while standing and stretching.

"Not so fast, gentlemen," Santa said.  He grabbed them both by the back of their jeans.  He yanked them off their feet.  He planted them firmly on each knee where he wanted them.  "You've had your holiday fun.  Now it's my turn!"

"I don't get it..." Sean said.

"You will!"  Santa laughed so hard that his stomach shook like a bowlful of jelly!  "You see, boys, you told me what you supposedly wanted for Christmas.  Now I'm going to give you what you definitely deserve!"

Santa clipped both guys on their backs.  They landed side by side, face down on his lap, aiming in opposite directions.  
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