The Gift that Keeps on Taking 2: Lust Unleashed
By Ewong

Santa had to act fast, but his resources were not infallible, and couldn’t pinpoint the exact location for the Lust Box. He had, however, narrowed the possible places to a single town, where he now headed. The box was indeed speeding its way to the Good Army Salvation’s distribution center, where it would be catalogued and then shipped to one of the several store locations the organization had in the country.
Santa wasted no time and had his reindeer fly him as quickly as they could. He’d brought a few tools to help with any possible problems that might occur. These, he kept in the large sack in the back of the sleigh. With Christmas now over, he wanted to be as far away from the public eye as possible, but here he was, flying over a metropolitan street looking for a metal box.
Marty, the truck driver that had the responsibility of transporting the cursed cargo arrived at the distribution center and began to unload the truck’s contents. He started with the various pieces of furniture that was donated. A desk, a few tables, and several chairs were carried into the warehouse and tagged. Next was the mysterious metal box. Marty didn’t know what had transpired at the store he’d picked the box up from, nor did he know that a naked girl had delivered it. He heaved the box onto a forklift and drove it around the warehouse to where items that didn’t fall into one of the organization’s categories were placed.

A woman in her thirties that goes by the name of Sarah was the person in charge of these items. Marty lowered the box and left it with the other miscellaneous items without even acknowledging Sarah’s presence. The woman wanted so much to be noticed as a woman and not just “one of the guys”. The fact that she worked alongside many men was once a dream for the woman, but when they saw she could lift and drive and deliver just as well as any of them, they became friends and it seemed that not one of them wanted to date her. She wasn’t one of the Amazonian women or female bodybuilders that some would expect from a job like this. She was lean and trim, and not at all masculine looking in her eyes. 
She pushed the thoughts from her head as she saw the glint of the metal box that had been left for her to figure out what it was. She was mesmerized by the glow it had somehow acquired and seemed to pulsate as she got nearer. Sarah steeled herself and shook her head before remembering she had a job to do and went about cataloguing the older items before attending to the metal box. Most of the things she had to deal with were either old hardware tools, decorative items, or obsolete electronics. Once she had catalogued the other items, she set her sights on the metal box, which she assumed was a decoration of some sort.
She got closer to it and the box began to glow again. She didn’t know what was going on, but as she got within an inch of the box, her body was shocked by a sudden wave of arousal. Her nipples poked at her cotton bra and she felt her panties become wet. The image of her naked body being ravaged by an unknown person had crept into her mind and vanished just as quickly. She didn’t even touch the box, but had somehow connected with it.
She didn’t know what to do, being hopelessly aroused, so she stepped up to the box again. This time, she reached her hand out and pointed her finger toward the box. She inched her finger closer to the box, unsure of what might happen. With her heart beating faster from the anticipation as well as her state of arousal, she crept closer. Her finger was a fraction of an inch away from the box when she heard what she thought was a crash.

A moment later, who else would she see entering through the ceiling, but Santa Claus himself! He moved with a swiftness uncharacteristic of his girth, and was at Sarah’s side in seconds. He implored the girl not to touch the box as he was afraid of what might happen. Sarah, dumbfounded by being visited by Santa, lowered her arm and stepped back. The jolly old man approached the box and rested his right hand on the top.
Instantly, his mind was filled with the events that had transpired so that the box would be in its current position. With a sigh, Santa realized his worst fears were realized. The Lust inside the box had now become more powerful. The fact that it was able to strip two women of their clothing while also stealing one girl’s entire wardrobe had incited the spirit of lust in the box. By making the girls’ clothing disappear, the spirit of Lust was able to absorb their embarrassment and the on-lookers’ pride and enjoyment of the girls’ naked bodies.

The spirit of Lust was able to absorb any smutty or impure thoughts imagined by anyone it has touched or even been close to. This is what gives the spirit its power. Even though a few people saw the girls naked, their thoughts and impulses were great enough to empower the spirit to the point that raw lust was emanating from the box. This explains why Sarah had gotten horny just from being close to the box. It hadn’t taken her desires from her, but she was able to feel them emanating from the box. Santa was worried what might happen if Sarah had touched the box. The Spirit of Lust could become tangible again and rampage through the city. He warned Sarah and told her the consequences that could befall her if she were to touch the box.
She wasn’t thinking clearly, her body relaxing as the spirit began to overpower her. Her arousal had become too much as she ripped her blouse off and began to massage her bare breasts right in front of the jolly old fat man. His thoughts were turned against him as they gave the spirit power, and boosted it just enough to take the girl completely. The girl’s eyes glowed bright pink as she let out a tortured orgasmic scream that sounded both animalistic as well as human. Santa wasn’t sure if he should run, fight, or masturbate at the erotic sight before him. Sarah’s pants exploded from her body and she began to levitate off the ground. Her arms alternated between molesting her breasts and her now bare mound. 
Santa had to think quickly. It appeared that the Spirit of Lust had taken over Sarah’s body, but only to increase its power. Santa could only guess what would happen if Sarah were to achieve orgasm. The old fat man took out his book of incantations and flipped through its pages to find something to subdue the spirit. Halfway to the spell he used last time, an idea struck him. These spells only delayed the inevitable, and didn’t really solve anything. In order to end it, he had to make sure all lustful thoughts would be eradicated. He knew that anyone who possessed ideas of lust would just empower the spirit. This meant Santa himself couldn’t stop it. He thought hard and realized that the only humans incapable of lust are young children. 
He rounded up as many kids as he could, given that he IS Santa, and they naturally trusted him. The old man was running out of time and he had only one chance of this. He instructed the kids to sing the happiest song they knew. Of course, this song was “Jingle Bells”. Once the children began their singing, the spirit’s attention was interrupted and Sarah’s body momentarily stopped moving. Santa knew he was onto something and began to sing as well. He realized the singing helped to rid the lustful thoughts from his mind, and he found that everyone else figured it out as well.

Soon, everyone in the vicinity was belting out “Jingle Bells” at the top of their lungs. This neutralized the spirit’s powers and Sarah was lowered to the ground, unconscious, and still naked. The box began to shake as everyone began the song anew, and by the time the first chorus was finished, the box had imploded. A great cheer erupted from the assembled mass and Santa got a blanket to wrap around Sarah. He whisked her unconscious body back to her flat and deposited her in her bed before she woke up. Santa went back to the North Pole and resumed his work as he kept a watchful eye on the other two boxes, as well as the Spirit of Lust. Though the spirit was gone, it is not something easily dealt with.
Sarah awoke in her bedroom and felt better than she’d had in a while. She found that she’d slept naked and was puzzled as she never slept in anything less than her nightshirt and panties. Once more, she couldn’t remember anything that had happened the previous day. She’d eaten breakfast, showered, went to work, then nothing until she woke up naked. Since she didn’t have to work today, she flipped on her TV and was dumbfounded to see her naked body on the morning news! Her bits were censored, but it was definitely her, and it was at her job! The newscaster explained the odd occurrence that happened the previous day and that she’d apparently been possessed by some unknown entity and Santa Claus was able to rescue her with singing children. 
There was a knock on her door and Sarah donned a robe before opening it. She was bombarded by several flash bulbs as numerous photographers and reporters asked her about what she remembered about her adventure the previous day. It wasn’t until someone mentioned her self-gratifying display that Sarah felt exposed talking to the crowd. She blushed at the thought and closed the door. She saw the news still discussing the “possession” and the fact she masturbated in front of a rather large crowd. Images of her playing with herself filled her television set and she couldn’t believe what she’d done. Sarah ran to her bathroom and took a cold shower before going to her closet. 
Thankfully, she found clothes and put on a set of underwear, t-shirt, and jeans. Fully clothed, she went back to her TV. She flipped through several channels to find something that didn’t show her naked body. Gradually, she relaxed and realized that she was indeed horny. She lied down on her bed and removed her jeans. She slipped her hand under her panties and began to relieve the tension that had gone unreleased. When she finally climaxed, an odd thing happened. A mysterious dark cloud emerged from her loins and seemed to wave “good-bye” to her as it flew out the window. Sarah figured her eyes were just playing tricks on her as she dozed off.
Santa got a blip on his radar that showed the Spirit of Lust had returned, but was much weaker than before. He knew that it was only a matter of time before he’d have to face it again. However, by his calculations, the spirit wouldn’t be powerful enough for at least another year. Santa was pleased to know this as he knew the perfect weapon against it. So, every year, we sing Christmas carols to eradicate the lustful thoughts in our minds and hearts so that Santa wouldn’t have to leave the North Pole and an innocent girl won’t be seen naked and masturbating on TV.

As for the other boxes, Santa had plans for them, too.

THE END-for now
