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"I see a box of unopened condoms on the nightstand," replied the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present.  "I see a sealed dildo package buried in a drawer.  If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, the young stud will someday be a college dropout with a tight virgin hole, alone on the streets of the city, addicted to little blue pills that never help him achieve an erection no matter how many he takes!"

"No, no," said Splooge.  "Oh, no, kind spirit, say he will fuck and be fucked someday."

"If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, none other of my race will find anything but a former young stud turned into a bitter old queen.  He will die a virgin who already died a thousand times inside every time he looked at a hot guy and couldn't get a stiff prick for him!"

The ghost turned to Dickteaser with a sly smile and a sarcastic tone.  "What of it?  If he is going to die a virgin  anyway, he had better hurry up and do it, and decrease the surplus population!"

Splooge pursed his lips and hung his head at hearing his own ugly words quoted by the spirit.  He was overcome with penitence and grief.  "You would use my own words against me," he mumbled.

The ghost lost his jovial attitude and addressed Dickteaser sharply.  "Perhaps in the future, you will choose your words more carefully.  Maybe you will hold your tongue and your opinions until you discover exactly what the surplus population is and where it is.  Will you decide who should live and who should die?"

The spirit paused dramatically before continuing.  "It may be, that in the sight of Heaven, you are less worthy of getting your dick sucked and less fit to live than millions like this poor young man and all your other fellow humans that you so easily disparage."

Splooge felt appropriately mortified by the spirit's rebuke.  He dared not even look up again until he heard his own name said by the three guys sitting at the kitchen table.

Bob raised his glass of eggnog again.  "To Mr. Splooge, the founder of our feast."

"You tell them, Bob," Splooge interjected, perking up and straightening his bathrobe collar.

"Excuse me?" the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present said.

"Crotchlick has a point.  If it wasn't for my head for business at Splooge & Jism Investment Management, he wouldn't have any job at all.  No job, no Christmas dinner.  Since his husband is unemployed, where would that put them if they were both out of work?  Hmmm?"

"Are you fucking kidding me with this?" the spirit asked.  

"One must stick up for one's reputation," Splooge asserted.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present actually momentarily considered whacking Dickteaser over the head with his torch.  Calming down and taking a deep breath, he wisely opted instead to just say, "Shush!  Listen to the rest of the conversation."

Getting no reaction from either Tiny Twink or Jack to his initial toast, Bob cleared his throat pointedly and repeated, "To Mr. Splooge, the founder of our feast." 

"The founder of our feast indeed," cried Jack as he banged his glass on the table.  His cheeks flushed with anger as he continued, "I wish I had him here.  I'd give that old goat a piece of my mind to feast upon and I hope he'd have a good appetite for it."

"Husband, please," said Bob.  "What kind of an example is that for Tiny Twink?  It's Christmas Day."

"It should be Christmas Day," returned Jack, "when one drinks to the health of such an odious, stingy, unfeeling, cheap bastard of a man as Mr. Dickteaser Splooge.  You know he is, Robert.  Nobody knows it better than you."

"Husband, please," Bob repeated mildly.  "Christmas Day."

"I'll drink his health for your sake and the day's," said Jack, "but not for his.  Long life to Dickteaser Splooge.  A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.  He'll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt."

The three of them drank their eggnog toast unenthusiastically.  Bob checked on the ham in the oven and reported that everything would be ready in five more minutes.  The mood of the room had not returned to normal after the mention of Dickteaser Splooge.

Bob announced, "There was something I was going to wait until after dinner to bring up, but I think we need some potentially good news."

"Yes, please," Jack and Tiny Twink said simultaneously.

"I told you I went to the market to get a ham on my way home from work last night.  While I was there, I bumped into Fred Hollywell whom I had actually met earlier in the day in the office.  He happens to be Mr. Splooge's neighbor, the one Splooge calls Flaming Fred.  Anyway, we got to talking while we were standing in the checkout line and I was telling him about you, Tiny Twink."

"Did you tell him that my real name is Tim but that you guys just call me Tiny Twink because you think you're so funny?"

"Yes, I did.  And I told him that you couldn't get a job at the university because the student jobs are already locked up for the year, not just for the semester.  Here's the interesting part, Fred is a female impersonator at The Hunty Pot."

"We haven't been there in years!" Jack said.

"I think the last time was before we were married, when we brought home that gorgeous 21 year old blond twink that Christmas!"

"Yes, what was his name?  I think it began with an 'N' or something like that," Jack strained to remember.

"Norm!  His name was Norm," Bob said.

"Fuck!  Did we have a good time with that twink!" Jack smiled as he pictured their fun.

"You mean we had a good time fucking that twink!" Bob laughed.

Splooge turned toward the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present and plastered his hands all over the spirit's crotch.

"What are you doing, Dickteaser?" the tall spirit said as he looked down at him.  His tone indicated that he didn't mind the unasked for attention to his cock, he simply wanted to know what initiated it.

"I want to see the hot three-way that Bob and Jack are talking about," Splooge answered.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present laughed heartily.  "Of course you do!  I do, too, but that's not something that's happening this Christmas.  They're talking about an event from several years ago.  That's out of my domain.  It falls under my brother ghost, the Spirit of XXX-Mas Past."

Dickteaser folded his arms like a petulant brat.  "I've been dragged out of my bed, across time and space all night long and you can't even bend one rule a tiny little bit so we can see some three-way mansex action?  I thought you were more powerful than that."  Splooge pivoted away with his nose upturned.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present sighed.  He shifted his eyes from side to side.  "Well, I suppose if it's that important to you, Dickteaser, I could make a one time exception."

Splooge clapped his hands in delight.  He reached towards the ghost's robe.  Surprisingly, the spirit swatted his hand away.  "There's no time for the pomp and circumstance when we're being naughty breaking rules."

As soon as the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present finished his sentence, he and Dickteaser were suddenly standing in The Hunty Pot.  Splooge could tell by the facial hair soul patches, brightly colored silicone cause bracelets, layered polo shirts with popped collars, and the pulsing music that they'd traveled back in time about ten years.

He soon spotted the younger versions of Bob and Jack in the crowd.  Bob hadn't reached the DILF stage yet.  At this point, he was about 30 years old and just a downright hot hunk.

Dickteaser noticed he wasn't wearing his wire rimmed glasses that he usually wore around the office.  He surmised that Bob must have worn contacts in those days.  Bob's dark black hair was slightly longer and thicker than Splooge was used to and his hairline was even closer to his forehead.

Jack, the taller of the two, sported a mustache back then as well, but it was a little bushier than his current one.  Jack also added a couple more inches to his height by wearing hiking boots.

His boot cut jeans were tight in all the right places, especially where they clung to his bubble butt and the outline of his thick cock which he obviously packed towards the side of his left leg.

Jack and Bob circled a hunk on the club's dance floor.  "Now, that is the true definition of 'dirty dancing' right there," Splooge observed aloud as Bob and Jack performed an erotic bump and grind against the object of their attention.

What an object he was!  His light blond hair showed up well in the low lighting available in the club.  It was shaved close around the base, but left to grow long on the top.  He ran all four fingers through the length of his hair and whipped it back to the side of his head when it fell in his eyes.  This happened frequently as all the movement on the dance floor caused his entire head to flop around wildly.

Bob and Jack enclosed and clung to the stud like two pieces of bread creating a man meat sandwich.

Bob leaned in even closer and put his mouth up to the stud's ear.  "I'm Bob and that's Jack," Bob yelled to be heard above the music.

"My name is Norm," the stud replied.

Instead of extending his hand to shake it, Bob extended his arms around Norm's shoulders and pulled him in for a kiss.  Norm gladly reciprocated.

Liking what he saw from his angle behind Norm, Jack pulled closer to Norm's ass and let the hard-on bulging through his jeans slam into Norm's tight corduroys.

Bob took the initiative to lead them both off the dance floor into the other room in The Hunty  Pot which was known as the QL, or Queen's Lounge, because that's where the drag performers put on their shows.

"Can we buy you a drink?" Jack asked without having to yell, since the Queen's Lounge played quieter music.

Guys could have normal conversations in there, conversations which usually began with, "Your place or mine?" and often ended with "Why not right here in the rest room stall?"

The three guys sat on
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