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A bedroom that looked suspiciously like his own.  Before he knew it, he and the spirit stood at the side of the bed.  It couldn't be his, could it, Splooge wondered.

There was something in it, actually someone.  A body lay on the bed.  The face was covered with the sheet.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Future pointed at it, beckoning Splooge to move the sheet and reveal the face of the dead man.  Splooge backed away.

The ghost grabbed Dickteaser's trembling arm and yanked him toward the dead body.

Still, Splooge refused the direction.  "I can't do it.  I can't remove that sheet.  I can't look at a dead man whose entire existence is summed up by the fact that there isn't a single person in the world who can ever say that he was kind to him or left his life better just for knowing him.  Please, let's leave this fearful place.  In leaving it behind, I won't leave its lesson, trust me."

The spirit still did not answer him.

Splooge grew more desperate by the moment.  He couldn't stand being in the bedroom with the dead body.  "Please, spirit, I beg you.  If there is any person in this city who feels some tenderness connected with a death, show him to me at once!"

The spirit hastily positioned his mirror in front of Splooge's eyes.  Splooge saw a small apartment.  It looked quite familiar.

Before he had a chance to question the spirit, he was actually standing in the apartment.  As he thought, it was Bob Crotchlick's place.

Bob's husband, Jack, sat at the kitchen table mindlessly moving around pieces of a holiday photo jigsaw puzzle.

Bob entered from outside, stamping his boots on the mat and dusting snow off his jacket.  He took one look at Jack and asked, "Have you been crying again?"

"It's staring at these small puzzle pieces.  The colors hurt my eyes."  Jack wiped them with the back of his sleeve and attempted to change the subject.  "You're home late."

"I just needed extra air," Bob said with a break in his voice.

"We were planning on going to visit Tiny Twink's grave on Sunday.  You went today, alone, didn't you?" Jack asked.

Bob shook his head affirmatively.  "I know it sounds silly, but remember how he always hated when the snow piled up on the windowsill and he couldn't see outside?  I just had to go to the cemetery and brush the snow off the grave."

Jack reached up and held his husband's hand.

They stayed silent for a moment and then Bob said, "It's just not right, a good looking man, like him, dying a virgin, never getting a hard-on, never knowing what it felt like to be in love, to feel another man inside him, to be inside another man's body..." 

"If only he could have afforded to go to a doctor for that erectile dysfunction prescription instead of getting that tainted medicine from Mexico online," Jack said with a sigh.

Bob forced a smile.  "Whenever we fuck from now on, we shall never forget poor Tiny Twink.  Whenever we have an uncontrollable urge for mansex, we'll think about how studly he was and how sure he was that someday he would get a raging boner when just the right man came along."

Dickteaser turned to the Spirit of XXX-Mas Future saying, "I have asked you to show me tenderness connected to a death and you have done so.  Now, something tells me that our parting moment is close at hand.  Tell me, who was that man we saw lying dead earlier under the sheet?"

"I have a better idea," said the spirit holding up his mirror, the one which Splooge had now learned to dread.  Splooge squinted.  It was so dark and foggy in the mirror that he couldn't make anything out.

It didn't matter though as he and the spirit were soon standing outside with fog rolling in all around them.  A gust of wind cleared a spot and Splooge noticed a grave.  He kicked at the fog swirling around his feet and saw another.  Indeed, they were in a graveyard - the most neglected and forsaken one he'd ever seen.

A noise in the distance startled him.  "Wh-What's that?" Splooge asked while peering into the fog and clinging to the spirit's robes.

"Probably some strangers meeting for sex," the spirit said dismissively.

"At night?  Out here?  In this hideous place?"

"This is where men on the down-low meet each other.  It's the only thing this disgusting graveyard is good for these days.  Besides, the residents don't mind."

Splooge could tell from the Spirit's inflection that he was making a joke, but Splooge didn't feel like laughing.

A man hurried through the fog and practically bumped into Dickteaser.  "I know it's foggy out here, but you could at least excuse yourself for being so rude on your way to fuck a stranger," Splooge admonished while obviously forgetting how he routinely clomped his way around the city, paying no attention to whom he stepped over, or stepped on, as he did so.

"That you find rude, but you saw nothing wrong with running into a crowd of innocent Christmas carolers outside your office, assaulting them with an umbrella as you charged them like a running bull?"

"Well, I-" Dickteaser groped for an excuse.

"Not to mention that I really shouldn't have to remind you at this point that he didn't even know you were there since we can neither be seen nor heard."

"Wait a minute, how did you even know about the Christmas caroler incident?  You're the Spirit of XXX-Mas Future and that already happened."

The ghost sighed and flicked his blond hair.  "I have connections."

Dickteaser and the ghost turned their attention towards the two men who were eyeing each other suspiciously from a safe distance of several feet apart.

"So you're FuckUHard10?" the first man said referring to the user name he remembered from the mobile phone app he used to set up this sexual encounter.

"And you must be HornyGuy83," the man replied.

HornyGuy83 nodded.  "I liked your cock pic you sent.  I hope it was really you."

FuckUHard10 opened his coat to provide a view of his pants.  He caressed the outline of his dick saying, "What do you think?"

"Nice."

"So, we gonna keep using screen names or..." FuckUHard10 asked.

"I'm Jordan.  Well, at least I am for now," HornyGuy83 responded.

"Then you can call me Larry," FuckUHard10 said while holding out his hand.

The two men awkwardly shook hands.  Splooge found it sadly amusing that the two strangers felt awkward shaking hands when they were meeting for the first time with the express purpose of fucking the shit out of each other in a deserted graveyard.

"Let's go over there by the caretaker's storage shed.  There seems to be less fog and we can get out of the wind," Larry suggested.

He noticed the moonlight reflecting off Jordan's finger.  "You didn't mention in your texts that you're married." 

"That bother you?" Jordan asked.

"Nah, just observing."

"Cool," Jordan said as they reached their destination.

With less fog, it was easier for Splooge to make out their features.  Larry, about twenty-five years old, had loosely curled red hair which he brushed away from his eyes when he moved his head a certain way.

He didn't have a beard per se, but he obviously hadn't shaved in a couple days.  His jeans and sneakers projected a casual vibe.  He stood almost six feet tall and had a very warm smile.

Jordan, in his late thirties, had a sharp haircut and expensive clothes.  He was just a little shorter than Larry.  His gold watch and shiny shoes reminded Splooge of so many of the men he saw daily in the financial district.  No doubt Jordan had gotten away from his wife by telling her that he had some urgent business matter to take care of.

Larry took off his trench coat and laid it on the ground against the side of the shed.

"Aren't you afraid your garment's going to get dirty?" Jordan inquired.

"It's OK, I've used it here before," Larry explained.  "Not that I come here too often," he hastily added.

"Of course not," Jordan said, not because he believed him, but because he thought it sounded polite.

"Maybe we should spend less time talking and more time..."  Larry let his glance at Jordan's crotch finish the sentence.

Jordan nodded his agreement.

Larry took a step forward, putting him within touching distance.  He removed the older man's outer coat and carefully placed it on top of the corner of his own, protecting it from the ground.

He took another step forward and slipped his arms around Jordan's waist.  They traveled up to Jordan's armpits under his open suit jacket.  Larry enjoyed the warmth.

Larry leaned in for a kiss, but Jordan turned away.  "I don't kiss guys on the mouth," Jordan informed him.  "I hope that's not a deal breaker."

"That's something else you probably should have mentioned in your texts.  But, it's OK, there are other places I can put my lips."  Larry continued to undress the older man.  He had him down to his skivvies in no time.

Larry quickly whipped his own clothes off as well.  The outline of his prick was even much more pronounced now that he had shed his regular pants and stood there in his boxer-briefs.

The younger man sat down on his coat.  He gestured for Jordan to join him.  Jordan sat next to him, sharing his body heat.  Larry reached over and picked up Jordan's coat.  He spread it over them, like a blanket.

They reclined on the ground, sandwiched between the two coats.  All things considered, it was rather cozy.  "That's smart," Jordan complimented as the two let their hands start roaming over each other's bodies.

"Wow," Jordan murmured as his hand ran up and down the length of Larry's prick through the underwear. 

"Back at you," Larry said as he explored the length and girth of Jordan's manhood which was poking its head out from the elastic waistband, straining to escape from Larry's boxers.

Larry's head suddenly disappeared under the top coat.  Jordan saw the bump in the coat moving as it made its way down to his crotch.

He felt Larry's hand pull his boxers down and attack his cock like a starving man on a hot sausage.  Larry greedily sucked
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