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 Julien’s had another brilliant idea, this one to ring in the 
Christmas holiday. Evan doesn’t have the faintest clue his 

boyfriend has a surprise planned for him 
when he arrives home from work. 

In order to pull off his scheme, Julien’s going to need help. 

His reluctant cohort assists him, and in the end, gets a good 
look into the wild and wacky world of his new friends. 

* * * * * 

Author’s Note: 

This story is a continuation of the Goodread’s M/M Romance 
Group’s Love’s Landscapes event story, 

If At First You Don't Succeed. 

 

Evan’s Christmas Surprise is complete in itself, 
but readers will get a better idea of who the characters are 

by reading If At First…, first. 

http://www.mmromancegroup.com/if-at-first-you-dont-succeed-by-k-c-faelan
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Evan’s Christmas Surprise 

Evan whistled a cheerful Christmas tune as he strode up the 
walkway to his and Julien’s apartment. He could see the living 
room’s light shining against the closed drapes, which meant 
Julien was home and cooking dinner. Just thinking about one of 
Julien’s delicious meals made his mouth water. 

Sticking the key in the lock, Evan twisted it, and pushed. 
The door didn’t move. Evan tried again, but it still wouldn’t 
budge. He twisted the key left then right, but again nothing. 
Perplexed, he rang the bell. 

“Julien, Julien, are you in there?” 

Rustling came from inside the apartment. Was Julien asleep, 
or was he in trouble? Was that the reason the door wouldn’t 
open? 

“Julien, are you okay? What’s going on? Open up.” 

“I’m fine. Just a minute!” 

Evan pressed his ear to the door and strained to make out 
what was happening. The sound of a second, deeper voice 
surprised him, and he concentrated harder. 

“…there.” 

“Give me a hand.” 

“Uh, I don’t think—” 

“Never mind, I’ll do it.” 

What was going on in there? And who was with Julien? It 
didn’t sound like any of their friends. Evan punched at the 
doorbell, the chime ringing loud and clear through the door. 
“Julien, I don’t know what you’re doing, but open up, now!” 
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After a pause a click sounded on the other side and the 
safety catch clattered. The door eased open and Evan took a 
cautious step inside. The room was pitch black. 

“Julien? Why are the lights off? They were on when I 
walked up.” Evan reached for the light switch and a strong hand 
clamped down around his wrist, it’s grip tight. “Shit!” Evan 
jerked away, hauling back his arm, ready to defend himself. 

“Evan, it’s me, Michael Garrett.” 

Rattled, Evan’s heart hammered in his chest and the blood 
rushed in his ears. He scrambled to put a face to the name and 
voice. The firefighter, that’s who’s here. But why? Evan took a 
few deep breaths to gather his confused thoughts. “What the 
hell is going on? Where’s Julien? Why are you here, and why’s 
the room dark?” His voice was sharp and curt. 

“Sorry I scared you,” Michael responded in a whisper, 
releasing Evan’s wrist. “Julien’s fine. He’s here in the room. He 
has a surprise for you and that’s why the lights are off.” 

Despite the reassurance, concern for Julien’s safety still 
nagged at Evan. “Julien, are you all right?” 

A muffled “Mm hmm,” came from further into the room. 

Relief washed over Evan with Julien’s reply, followed one 
step behind by a silly thought. “Did he drag you into one of his 
schemes?” he asked, turning his head in the direction from 
which he’d heard Michael’s voice.  

Michael cleared his throat.“Uh, yeah. You could say that,” 
he mumbled. 

Evan sighed. “What’s he come up with this time?” 

“Are you sure you’re ready to see it, or would you rather 
wait a couple minutes to catch your breath?” 

A whine came from the darkest corner of the living room 
and Evan smiled. So that’s where the brat was hiding. “Give me 
a couple minutes here. That was quite a scare you gave me.” 
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A louder whine sounded from the same spot and Michael 
gave a low laugh. Evan was standing close enough to see the 
smirk playing on his lips. 

“Sorry, I feel bad about scaring you like that, but the 
surprise needs a dark room, although I’m guessing your eyes 
are adjusting by now.” 

Evan leaned to peek around Michael, but his tall, muscular 
body blocked Evan’s view of the corner. From what he could 
see, it looked like Julien had bought a Christmas tree and 
decorated it. He was probably dying to show Evan his surprise. 

“I’m ready now.” 

“All right, I’ll be right back. Keep your eyes closed until I 
give the okay.” 

“Right.” Evan nodded and closed his eyes, listening to 
Michael move away. A “click” sounded from the corner of the 
room and faint light illuminated his closed eyelids. He heard 
Michael return to stand next to him. 

“I’m going to guide you over to the corner. Don’t open your 
eyes yet.” 

Michael skillfully maneuvered Evan around the furniture in 
the living room and then brought him to a halt. 

“Ready?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You can open your eyes now.” 

Evan blinked a few times—and burst out laughing. 

From the top of Julien’s head to the tip of his toes, he was 
decked out in Christmas splendor. A pair of stuffed felt reindeer 
antlers with fabric mistletoe and silver bells sat upon his bleach-
blond head and starred as the tree topper. Tiny colored 
twinkling fairy lights and silver garlands wrapped around his 
naked body all the way to the floor. Around his ankles, and 
covering his feet, circled a brilliant red tree skirt. The only 
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oddities to “Julien, the Christmas Tree,” was the bright-orange 
ball gag in his mouth, and the large box wrapped in bright red 
holiday paper with its shining gold bow, that Julien held in his 
hands near his waist. 

Evan took another slow scan over Julien from the antlers to 
the tree skirt and shook his head. He couldn’t believe his 
boyfriend had convinced Michael to help him with his crazy 
idea. Julien’s garbled words caught Evan’s attention. 

“What is it, babe? Do you have an itch?” 

A shake of Julien’s head sent the antlers swinging and bells 
ringing. Julien widened his eyes and looked toward the top of 
his head. 

Evan and Michael laughed, shooting each other big grins. 

“You don’t have an itch. Hmmm.” Evan rubbed his chin 
with his thumb and forefinger. “Are the lights too hot?” 

Julien snorted and jabbered incoherently around the gag. 

“I’ll take that as a ‘no’.” 

Evan walked in a careful circle around Julien, stepping over 
the extension cord leading to the wall. Once he’d completed his 
circuit, he turned to Michael. 

“Am I supposed to be looking for anything in particular or is 
this the surprise?” 

Michael shook his head. “I can’t tell you. I was sworn to 
secrecy,” he replied, raising a finger to his lips. 

Evan studied Julien again. “Does it have something to do 
with the tinsel? It looks prickly.” Evan reached out and ran his 
fingers over the stiff and shiny strand. 

A high-pitched whine erupted from Julien and he stomped 
his foot, tripping in the tree skirt and unbalancing himself. Evan 
grabbed for him. 
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“Careful there, babe, you don’t want to destroy all of 
Michael’s hard work.” 

Julien froze, only moving his eyes as he watched Evan and 
Michael chat. 

“I kind of like him quiet in the corner, all decorated like 
this,” Evan said, facing Michael. “Maybe we should leave him 
here a while. Although I’m pretty sure he couldn’t stand still for 
long.” 

“You could. He made dinner for you and it’s warming in the 
oven. If you’d like I could set the table and get the food, then 
leave you two alone.” 

“That’s a thought. But why not stay and keep me company? 
I’m guessing Julien planned to bribe you with food, if he hasn’t 
already. He probably expects you to stay and have dinner with 
us.” Evan’s quick look at Julien found Julien nodding. 

Michael’s gaze shifted uncertainly from Evan to Julien. “Are 
you sure? I don’t want to interrupt anything…” 

“Not a problem. Unless you have plans? We could eat as 
soon as we get Julien out of these decorations.” 

“No nothing.” 

“Good. Then let’s get him out of this.” 

Evan turned to Julien and reached for the antlers. 

Julien leaned back and shook his head. 

“What is it? Do you want to stay dressed up as a tree?” 

Julien gave a strong shake of his head and the antlers slid 
sideways. 

Sighing, Evan reached for the ball gag. Again, Julien pulled 
away. 

“I don’t know what you want, babe. You don’t want me to 
remove the gag or the decorations. You have to help me out 
here.” 
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Julien grumbled, then with his head, motioned at Michael 
toward Evan. 

“Are you sure?” Michael asked. “I don’t want to ruin the 
surprise.” 

Julien nodded. 

Michael turned to Evan. “The surprise is in the Christmas 
box.” 

“The box? I thought it was part of the decoration.” 

Evan glanced at Julien, who rolled his eyes, then back at 
Michael. 

“No, that was the reason for the tree.” 

“I see.” Evan reached for the lid and a loud, awkward cough 
burst forth from Michael. Evan stopped and looked at him. “Is 
there something I should know?” 

Michael raised his hands. “Sorry. No more hints from me. 
But, I should leave you with your present. If you’re okay with 
it, I can set the table and check on the food.” 

Evan shrugged. “Sure. Switch on the lights if you could.” 

Michael left the living room and flicked on the lights on his 
way to the kitchen. 

Once Evan heard the oven door open, he turned back to 
Julien and the present he still held in his hands. 

“You want me to open this?” Evan tapped the lid of the box 
a few times and Julien nodded. 

He lifted the lid and peered inside. “Tissue paper? That’s the 
surprise?” He glanced from the box to Julien’s face a couple 
times. 

Julien gave an exaggerated sigh and motioned with his chin 
at the box. 
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“Ah, okay. There’s something in here.” Evan smiled and 
with infinite slowness, removed one of the crumpled tissues. 
Something moved. 

“Shit!” Evan jumped. He cautiously leaned forward to squint 
inside. “There’s something alive in there. What the hell did you 
buy?” he asked peering at Julien. 

Muffled giggles erupted from Julien and his body shook 
with laughter. 

Evan couldn’t help grinning. “I see. Should I go slow, or 
fast?” 

Julien whined and his puppy dog eyes appeared. 

“Slow it is then.” Evan chuckled at Julien’s squeal of 
frustration. 

Piece after piece of crumpled tissue paper dropped to the 
floor until there was no more to toss out and there, in the middle 
of the box, was the surprise. Evan stared. A bark of laughter 
escaped his throat, and he shook his head over and over, a grin 
stretched ear to ear. “God, babe. Where do you get your wild 
ideas?” 

Muffled sounds escaped from around the ball gag in Julien’s 
mouth. 

“Hold still. Let me get that off.” Evan reached behind 
Julien’s neck, unfastened the gag and set it on the end table. 

Unable to contain his excitement, Julien bounced on his 
toes. “Do you like your surprise?” he asked, his eyes bright with 
glee. “You can play with it if you want.” 

“I can play with it, huh?” Evan took a step toward Julien and 
placed a firm kiss on his warm, full lips. He slid his hand in the 
box and wrapped his fingers around Julien’s hard cock. Evan 
nibbled his way along Julien’s stubbly chin and up to his ear. 
“Best present ever, babe,” he whispered. Julien’s prick lay 
warm and heavy in Evan’s hand and he tightened his grip, 
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running his thumb over the smooth, leaking head. Without 
warning, he pressed down hard over the slit. 

A whimper escaped Julien and he thrust his hips forward. 

Evan smirked against Julien’s neck then drew back. “None 
of that,” he said removing his hand. “Don’t want you falling 
over and getting all tangled in the decorations. 

Julien groaned, the puppy eyes making another appearance. 
“Please?” 

“No. We’ll save it for later. I’d like Michael to stay for 
dinner and we can get to know him better. He seems like a nice 
guy.” Evan leaned over and whispered into Julien’s ear, “You 
can rewrap your present for me later tonight and I’ll unwrap it 
again.” 

Julien grinned. 

“Now, tell me what made you think of this ‘cock-in-the-box’ 
idea while I get you out of all this.” Evan reached up and 
straightened the fabric antlers on Julien’s head. 

“It’s called ‘dick-in-the-box’ and it wasn’t my idea, it was 
Al’s.” 

“Who’s Al?” Evan asked, stooping to remove the tree skirt 
from around Julien’s ankles. 

“He’s another student in one of my classes. We had lunch 
together and he told me about the box idea. He did it for his 
boyfriend.” 

“Sounds like he’s as crazy as you are,” Evan said standing 
back up. 

“Oh no, he’s much better.” Julien nodded emphatically. 

“Better?” Evan felt his eyebrows rise. “Heaven help his 
boyfriend.” 

Julien laughed. 

“Was it his idea for the tree too?” 
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“No, that was my idea.” 

Evan glanced up from unwinding the lights and caught the 
smug smile on Julien’s face. 

“I asked Michael to help me. It took forever to convince 
him. He was worried you’d get upset. He almost left when I got 
naked.” 

Evan looked toward the dining room; Michael met his gaze 
and gave him a lopsided grin, then returned to setting the 
silverware. 

“I think you gave him a crash course in ‘Julien 101’.” Evan 
let out a soft chuckle. “You know I wouldn’t get upset, I’m not 
the jealous type. I also know what you’re like when you get an 
idea in your head.” Evan placed a quick kiss on Julien’s nose. 

“That’s what I told him,” Julien said in all seriousness. His 
arms free from the lights and garland, Julien laid his hand on 
Evan’s forearm and lowered his voice. “He’s kind of shy.” 

“He doesn’t seem like it. How can you tell?” 

“It’s like my gaydar.” Julien shrugged. “I know things.” 

“All right. Thanks for the heads up, babe. I’ll talk to him and 
let him know everything’s cool.” 

Julien smiled. “Great.” 

Evan bent over and reached for the discarded box lid resting 
on top of the garland and lights on the floor. He peeled off the 
gold bow from the lid and straightened up. Reaching for Julien, 
he reeled him in, and wrapped his arms around Julien’s warm 
body. He ran his palm over the smooth skin of Julien’s butt and 
pressed the bow firmly above it with his other hand. “Now, get 
dressed and we’ll have some dinner. What did you make?” 

A mischievous laugh bubbled forth from Julien. “Sausage 
and meatball casserole with penis pasta. I also made Caesar 
salad.” He placed a quick peck on Evan’s lips then hurried to 
their bedroom, the sparkling gold bow stuck to his wiggling ass 
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like a bunny’s tail, and the stuffed antlers bounced back and 
forth on his head. 

Evan grinned as he watched Julien and his pert butt 
disappear around the corner. Julien always surprised and 
entertained him. His ideas may not always work out, but Evan 
was never bored. 

“Would you like me to pour the wine?” Michael 
asked politely from the dining room where he stood holding a 
bottle of red wine next to the table and its neatly arranged 
dinner and place settings.  

The rich, spicy aroma of marinara sauce drifted in Evan’s 
direction and his mouth watered. “If you want, feel free.” 

Michael nodded and proceeded to uncork the bottle. 

Now, while Julien dressed, was as good a time as any to 
thank Michael for helping with the surprise, and to reassure him 
that he wasn’t upset. Evan took one last look at the garlands, 
lights, and the open red box, piled on the floor. He smiled at 
what remained of his early Christmas present. Life was good. 
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Also by K.C. Faelan 

If At First You Don’t Succeed 
Take one clueless, newbie Dom, and his chatty, bratty bottom, and 

you have a recipe for disaster. Evan Marshall and his boyfriend, Julien 
Bouvet, are madly in love and have decided to spice up their sex life 
with kink. Unfortunately, it’s not going quite as planned. Will they 
survive their kinky adventures? And will someone come along who 

can help guide them on their journey? 
 

Free Download: 
If At First You Don’t Succeed (M/M Romance Group) 

Part of Love’s Landscapes Anthology. 
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A Little Christmas Magic 
It’s the day after Thanksgiving and Ryan Forsyth is helping his friends 

decorate for Christmas. Little does he know that the weekend will 
usher in a profound change to his life, a chance for happiness if he 

isn’t too afraid to reach out and grasp it. 

Boone Ainsworth has been friends with Ryan since junior high, ever 
since their mutual friend Greg Hayes introduced them. Since the day 
they met, no one has stood a chance at claiming Boone’s heart except 

Ryan, but Ryan is so deep in the closet, he hasn't got a clue. 

Their happily ever after is just a step away, until a panicked decision 
changes everything. From that point on, things don't go smoothly and 
Ryan and Boone make mistakes neither may be able to forgive. But 
it’s the holidays, and Ryan is banking on a little Christmas magic to 

help smooth the way. 
 

Purchase Links: 
A Little Christmas Magic (Beaten Track Publishing) 

Part of Boughs of Evergreen: A Holiday Anthology. 
Proceeds from sales will be donated to The Trevor Project. 
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