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The Spirit of XXX-Mas Future

Splooge found that they stood in an unfamiliar alley.  The wind blew swirls of snow around them through the fog.  For the first time that night since Splooge had felt the warming of the spirit's prick back in his condo, he was aware of the temperature.

He shivered as the wind seemed to blow right through his bathrobe.  It was especially cold around his legs where the robe opened below his knees.

Splooge heard a rustling noise and turned his attention to a pile of cardboard boxes stacked against a dumpster.  The cardboard moved.

"There's something under there," Splooge told the hairy ghost.

"Not something, but someone," the ghost said just as a gust of air blew the top layer of cardboard off and revealed a shaggy haired homeless man with holes in his shoes.  The frost clung to the man's scraggly beard as he moved stiffly and lethargically, fighting the cold wind to retrieve his thin cardboard.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present waved his torch.  As the water droplets fell upon the man, a warm glow surrounded him.  Splooge watched the frost melt away from his beard.

Splooge was also aware that there was no such glow around him, though.  He felt the biting wind all the way to his bones.

Dickteaser noticed a major disturbance under the ghost's robe.  "How to put this delicately," he began, "there seems to be some action going on inside your robe, spirit.  Having seen your incredibly sized manhood, I mean no offense, but whatever is causing that tenting is way beyond even your otherworldly girth."

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present whipped his robes open.  Coming up to his hairy pecs, stood two emaciated and naked young men, twins it seemed to Splooge.  Their gaunt faces made it hard to discern their proper features and be sure they were identical.

They were thinner than the thinnest twinks Splooge had ever seen.  They were many times skinnier than the emo Spirit of XXX-Mas Past had been.  They looked sickly, barely alive with flesh so minimal that Dickteaser could see the veins running beneath it.

Splooge never thought he would see the day when the sight of a naked man didn't excite him in any way, shape, or form.  The day had arrived, for he found the two naked men wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, and miserable.

The nude twins shivered in the cold and covered their scrawny peckers with their bony hands.  The ghost put his arms around their shoulders so lovingly that Splooge asked, "Spirit, are they connected to you in some way?"

Splooge noticed the naked men's lips turning blue from the freezing air.  The flesh of their toes, fingers, and penises formed ice crystals as the frostbite claimed their extremities.

"They belong to all of mankind," the spirit answered.  "The one on the left is Ignorance and the one on the right is Want.  Beware them both, and all they stand for.  Most of all, beware Ignorance, for on his brow, I see written the word Doom."

The man called Want gasped for breath as his lungs collapsed from the cold air.  His body fell to the ground as he suffocated.

The man called Ignorance looked at his dying twin and could offer no assistance.  He, too, fell to the spirit's feet.

His eyes rolled back into his head as he slipped into a coma, literally freezing to death before Splooge's eyes.  Splooge watched helplessly in horror and cried out to the spirit, "Have they no refuge or resource?"

The spirit got a telling glint in his eye as he faced Splooge directly.  He assaulted him with his own words one last time.

In fact, though it was the spirit's lips speaking the words, the voice that came out of his mouth actually belonged to Dickteaser himself.  "Are there no welfare offices?  And the homeless shelters, are they still open?  The soup kitchens?  Do they still serve hot meals to anyone who drops by?"

The words cut through to Dickteaser's heart like knives.  How could he be so cold and callous to the human misery and suffering that takes place in the world?

What happened to the bright young man who once sat in the school cafeteria, the one who inspired a straight friend and his father to drive three hours each way just to invite him into their home for Christmas, for no other reason than to enjoy his pleasant company?

What blackened the heart of the eager intern who vowed to treat his future employees as well as the CEO treated him?  What destroyed the good nature of the college freshman who attracted and was so loved by a gentle and giving soul like Bill?

The tears filled his eyes until he could no longer see.  Splooge fell to his knees in the snow.  He was instantly aware of a presence.  He wiped the tears from his face with the back of his bathrobe sleeve.

The light coming through the alley from the street suddenly dimmed as a shadow passed in front of him.  The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present was gone as were the suffering naked men, Ignorance and Want.

Splooge searched the alley.  There was nobody else there except the homeless man peacefully sleeping in his cardboard box, still surrounded by the comforting and warm glow the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present had given him via the torch.  Yet, something had caused the shadow.  What was it?

A patch of fog rolled in from the street.  Dickteaser tried to swat it away, but it congealed in front of him, forming the outline of a person dressed in robes.  The phantom had a dark face, well more accurately, a dark area beneath its hood where a face should be.  Splooge couldn't make out any particular features.

"Am I in the presence of the Spirit of XXX-Mas Future?" Splooge asked.

The hood of the robe bobbed up and down affirmatively.

"You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not yet happened, but will happen in the future, right?"

Again, the ghost nodded.  It pointed towards the end of the alley.  Splooge didn't see an arm or hand, but the robe moved as if there was one underneath the material.  Splooge interpreted this gesture to mean that the phantom wanted him to walk out of the alley ahead of him (or it, who knew what was underneath that robe) so he started to move.

He spoke as he walked, "I fear you more than any specter I have seen.  But as I know your purpose is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be a better man than what I was, I'm prepared to spend my time with you and do it with a thankful heart.  Will you not speak to me?"

The spirit didn't reply.  It simply pointed towards the end of the alley again and the two of them continued walking.

Splooge got goosebumps on his neck when he felt the ghost tap him on the shoulder.  Splooge swallowed hard and turned around.  "Yo!" the phantom screamed in his face as it tore the hood off its head.

Dickteaser jumped back, startled by the noise and movement.  His eyebrows went up in astonishment.  "You have a head," Splooge observed.

"I got two heads, dude, and I know how to use them both, if you know what I mean," the spirit said with a wink as he glanced down towards his crotch area.

"You're not creepy... you're fucking hot!" Dickteaser blurted out as he stared at the ghost's beautiful face.  

"I know," the ghost said as he whipped a mirror out of the pockets of his robe.  He checked both sides of his face and then pulled at a few spikes of hair to reposition them just right.

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Future appeared as a twenty-five year old man with medium length spiked blond hair.  He had chiseled cheeks that formed an adorable dimple when he smiled.  The best way to describe his look was California surfer dude turned gay porn star!

Sensing what Dickteaser was thinking, the ghost explained, "I was going to do the whole doom and gloom spiel, you know the 'silence and the shadows' routine seeing as your future is so dismal.  However, since mine is all 'perfect day at the beach,' I was like, fuck it, might as well look good while I schlepp you around." 

"Are you chewing gum?" Dickteaser asked in a surprised tone.

"Yeah, oh, sorry," the ghost said.  He stuck his finger in his mouth and pulled at the wad until it snapped in two.  He held out the wet glop of gum towards Dickteaser.  "You want?"

"No, I'm good," Dickteaser said a little perturbed at what he was rapidly concluding was a second rate spirit for such an important mission.

"Whatever, dude," the ghost said, sticking the gum back in his mouth.  "Check out these man tits!" the spirit said as he ripped his robe open and exposed his amazing pecs.

"They look like they were carved in stone by an ancient Greek sculptor," Dickteaser told him.

"Go ahead, touch'em if you want," the ghost offered.

"Maybe just a little finger action," Splooge said as he indulged himself and was glad to learn that those solid, muscular pecs felt as good as they looked.

"Now that we got that out of the way, let's get down to business.  Here, look into my mirror," the Spirit of XXX-Mas Future said while holding it at Splooge's eye level.

Dickteaser dutifully did as he was told, but he did not see his own reflection as expected.  Instead, the mirror acted like a window letting him see another location.

Splooge saw a long line of people, but he couldn't make out what they were doing.  The spirit let his hand fall, removing the mirror from Splooge's face.

Suddenly, they were no longer standing in the alley.  They were actually standing in the place Splooge had just seen in the magic mirror.

It was a soup kitchen!  Splooge noticed various types of people including those he would gladly step over or step on as he made his way through the city streets.

He also noticed people who carried themselves differently from the majority.  Splooge was sure those people were used to a different lifestyle, but had recently become down on their luck.

He noticed the two men behind the table spooning food onto the plates as the
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