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Merry XXX-Mas

His own reflection stared back at him from the mirror for the first time.  Wait, it wasn't the mirror that the Spirit of XXX-Mas Future kept using, it was Splooge's own mirror in his bedroom.  He was no longer kneeling on the ground in the graveyard.  He was kneeling on his own bed.  He was back home!  Alive!

The morning sunlight streamed through his windows.  Dickteaser Splooge looked around his room as if he were seeing it for the first time.  Everything looked delightful.

He jumped up and down on the bed exclaiming, "I'm as light as a feather.  As happy as an angel.  As giddy as a drunken man.  As high as a tweaked out twink.  Merry Christmas to everybody!  Happy New Year to the world!"  That bed hadn't seen so much bouncing since he and Jacob Jism were young lovers so many years earlier.

He heard church bells peeling outside.  He ran to the window.  An overnight snowstorm had coated the neighborhood with a fresh snowfall.  How beautiful it all looked.  How exquisite.  How charming!

Splooge saw a newspaper delivery man get out of his car and trudge quickly through the snow carrying papers towards his neighbors' doors.

Splooge threw open his window and called down to the man.  "What day is it today, my fine fellow?"

The man looked up towards the window.  He lifted his stylish knit hat higher on his forehead.  "Today?" he replied.  "It's Christmas Day!"

Splooge noticed immediately that the young delivery guy was a cute twenty something.  The cold air gave his cheeks a ruddy complexion.  His smile could melt a glacier.

"Christmas Day!" said Dickteaser.  "I haven't missed it.  The spirits have done it all in one night.  They can do anything they like.  Of course they can."

"Excuse me?" said the newspaper delivery man scratching his head under his hat.

"Do you know the butcher shop on the next street over?  The one on the corner?" Splooge asked.

"Yes, of course," the man answered.

"Such an intelligent young man," Splooge said.  "A remarkable man.  Do you know whether they've sold the gigantic turkey in the front window display case?"

"The turkey as big as a TV?"

"It's such a pleasure to talk with you,"  Splooge complimented the man.  "Yes, the turkey as big as a TV."

"It's still there.  I saw it a few minutes ago when I drove by."

"Excellent!" Splooge told him.  "Go and buy it."

"Are you tripping?" 

"I'm quite sober and serious," Splooge replied.  He turned towards his dresser and retrieved three twenty dollar bills from the drawer.

He threw them down to the newspaper delivery guy.  "Go and buy the turkey with this.  When you come back, I'll give you an extra hundred bucks for your help.  Come back in less than five minutes, I'll make it two hundred!"

The newspaper delivery guy chucked the papers in his hand towards Splooge's neighbors' doors and sprinted back to his car.  The tires kicked up snow as the car disappeared around the corner.

Splooge raced downstairs and found a notepad on which to scribble an address.  As he wrote, he said aloud, "I'll send the turkey over to Bob Crotchlick's apartment.  As an anonymous Christmas gift from a friend."

When he opened his front door, he noticed the little wreath that Flaming Fred had so thoughtfully put there.  Splooge admired it and was quite pleased with the festive touch it added to his doorway.

The newspaper guy returned with the turkey in hand with barely one second to spare.  Even through his winter coat, Splooge could see the man was a bodybuilder.

Splooge paid him the promised two hundred dollars.  He swore the man to secrecy and sent the man on his way to deliver the turkey to Bob. 

Dickteaser got dressed as fast as he could.  He put on his heavy winter coat and went for a walk just to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.  He tipped his hat and smiled nicely at all the people he passed on the street as he walked through the snow.

In fact, Dickteaser was so irresistibly pleasant that several people (who, in a big city, were quite used to passing other people and completely ignoring them) actually felt compelled to say to him, "Good morning.  Merry Christmas to you."  Splooge happily returned the holiday greetings.

Dickteaser walked on, enjoying the city like a tourist on his first trip there.  He couldn't believe the incredible luck that came his way when he found himself standing in front of a soup kitchen and saw two men that he recognized coming down the street from the opposite direction.  They were the two charity workers that had come into Splooge & Jism Investment Management the day before soliciting donations.

It sent a pang across his heart to know how these men would look upon him when they realized it was he.  Nonetheless, Splooge knew what he had to do.  "Good morning, gentlemen," he said firmly shaking their hands before they had time to react.

"Mr. Splooge?" said Ryan Handcock, the shorter of the two men.

"Yes," said Splooge.  "That is my name and I fear it may not be pleasant to you.  Allow me to beg your pardon for my terrible behavior yesterday in my office.  Please let me make it up to you by donating twenty-five thousand to your worthy cause."

"Oh, my God!" exclaimed Handcock.

"You do mean dollars, right?" clarified the taller gentleman, Mark Peeon.

Splooge laughed heartily.  "Indeed I do!" he affirmed.  "And not a penny less.  There are a great many back payments included in that sum."

"I don't know what to say to such generosity," Handcock told him.

"Say nothing.  Just promise that you will come to my office tomorrow and pick up the check."

"We will," Peeon promised.

"Thank you so much," Handcock said shaking Splooge's hand again.

"It is I who thank you for taking care of those less fortunate among us," Splooge said sincerely.

Splooge walked around the city a while longer, enjoying every step, every sight, every sound he could take in.  Eventually, he made his way back home.

As he approached the front of the condo complex, he smiled when he stopped to admire all the festive wreaths that Flaming Fred had carefully placed on each neighbor's door.

Splooge turned towards a different door than his own.  He rang the doorbell.

Flaming Fred looked through the peephole.  He blinked and looked again.  He could scarcely believe his own eyes.

He turned back to his party guests.  "Holy shit!  It's Dickteaser Splooge!"  Flaming Fred hastily opened the door.

"Merry Christmas, Dickteaser!" Fred shouted.

"And a Merry Christmas to you as well," Dickteaser said.  "May I come in for dinner and join your party?"

"Of course.  Of course!" Fred said as he shook Splooge's hand and practically yanked him into the condo lest Splooge change his mind and try to run in the opposite direction.

Fred and his boyfriend, Doug, happily introduced Dickteaser to their guests.  He sat on the couch between the Asian twink and the two bears with the goatees.

Remembering what he had observed during his prior visit there with the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present, Splooge said, "If we play some gay party games later in the day and Twenty Questions comes up, I should like to be the one who comes up with the topic."  Everyone heartily nodded their heads.

Dickteaser pulled Doug aside and said, "Should we play Gay Similes-"

"Yes, that's one of our favorite games," Doug interrupted.

Splooge smiled politely and put his arm around Doug's shoulder.  "In case the clue 'tight as' comes up, the answer is 'tight as a military stud's bubble butt after basic training.'"

"That's good.  I'll have to use that one," Doug agreed.

The next morning, the day after Christmas, Dickteaser made sure he got to the office of Splooge & Jism Investment Management very early.  He had to be there before Bob Crotchlick arrived.  He assumed that Bob would get there late and then Splooge could have some fun with him.

Nine o'clock came and went.  There was no sign of Bob Crotchlick.  Splooge rubbed his hands together gleefully.  The stock market opening time of nine-thirty passed and Bob still hadn't arrived!

Splooge couldn't wait to see Bob's mad dash into the office when it finally happened.

Dickteaser walked over to the large glass windows and looked down the street.  Sure enough, he saw Bob running like a maniac down the sidewalk.  His scarf trailed behind him in the wind like an angry cat's tail.

Splooge flipped the lock on the door, shut the light off, and went to hide behind the coatrack.

Bob slid on the snowy sidewalk as he approached the Splooge & Jism Investment Management door.  He took out his key and let himself in quickly.

Bob headed straight for his desk and slapped the power button on his computer.  He threw his hat, scarf, gloves, and coat in a heap on the floor next to his desk.

"Come on, come on," he coaxed the computer, trying to get it to run faster while his fingers flew over the keyboard as he signed in to the proper sites and software.

He continually glanced at the front door, fearful that Dickteaser would come in at any moment.  He had no idea that Dickteaser was watching him from his concealed spot behind the coatrack.  

Splooge changed his smile to a scowl and stepped out from his hiding place.  "How dare you come into this office so late?  It's almost twenty of ten!" he growled in the best approximation of his old nasty voice that he could fashion.

A startled Bob Crotchlick knocked his wireless mouse right off his desk.  "I'm very sorry, Sir," he mumbled.

"As well you should be," Splooge bellowed.  "Come over here," he commanded.

Bob couldn't imagine what sordid sexual punishments Splooge had planned for him.  Bondage?  Cock and ball torture?  Sounding?  Hot wax?  Spanking?  He could handle anything as long as Splooge didn't fire him.  "It's only once a year, Sir," Bob pleaded hopelessly.  "I'm afraid I was making rather merry yesterday, Sir."

Splooge got right in Bob's face like a drill sergeant chewing out a lowly recruit.  "I'm not going to stand for this sort of thing any longer!"

Bob gulped and barely got the words out in a voice above a whisper, "You're not?"

"Hell to the NO!" Splooge exclaimed.  "Therefore, Bob Crotchlick
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