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CUPID CAME DOWN MY CHIMNEY
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Chapter One – Have You Met Rhonda?
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- Cupid -

All Right – let Me Get one thing out of the way.

Saint Valentine is a myth.

Now I know your school teacher might have taught you that Saint Valentine was a priest who was decapitated at the order of Emperor Claudius for illegally marrying Christian couples, but the fact was that the Emperor actually beheaded the priest because the so-called holy man hadn’t bothered to report his illegal marriage earnings on his annual tax report.

Cheating on your taxes isn’t a very saintly thing to do, now is it?

I mean, when did you last meet an actual saint, anyway?

Even Valentine’s Day is somewhat suspect.

If you trace the holiday back far enough you’ll find that that the holiday’s true roots are found in the Roman Festival of Lupercalia, a mid-February celebration of the coming of Spring, involving numerous fertility rites including the pairing off of the town’s female population with the members of the male half of the town.

That’s right.

Valentine’s Day originated as a gigantic Fifth-Century mid-winter medieval key party.

Not only that, but at the time of the alleged decapitation of Saint Valentine, there were nearly a dozen guys named Valentine on the chopping block.

So Valentine is a myth, get it?

It’s the same thing about Santa Claus. 

He’s mythical too.

His story is that Santa Claus was originally a monk who went by the name of Saint Nicholas. Take a few good swigs of strong whiskey and then try saying “Saint Nicholas”. Odds are it’ll come out sounding just like Santa Claus. 

Now, I don’t really know just how all of those monks managed to grow up to become saints. 

I don’t even know why we still bother remembering them. 

I mean, they were monks. They sat around all day thinking holy thoughts and keeping vows of silence and celibacy, consoling themselves that even though their lives were as dull and boring as a mime show at a blind men’s convention, they didn’t care because they were all going to go to heaven when they were done with their dull and boring lives – which to me, is a little bit like buying a filing cabinet full of life insurance so that at least your relatives can enjoy their lives after you are dead and gone.

It just doesn’t make sense.

Me – well my name is Cupid.

Make no mistake, I am not a myth.

I am mythical.

A myth is a story that is made up.

Basically, a myth is a lie.

Mythical, on the other hand, is something that OUGHT to be a myth. Something that is too fantastic to be believed, but is true, nonetheless.

And it is no myth that I am truly mythical.

There is a big difference between the two words but I am not going to explain it to you any further than that.

I am the God of romance, and the Romans got it right.

Forget about the Greeks, who called me Eros, which lead to the idea that I am flitting around on tiny wings, shooting random arrows into the hearts of unwary citizens indulging myself in a kind of drive-by archery target practice – and don’t even get me started talking about that fat little red-painted cherub that the greeting card companies would have you believe that I look like.

I do have a bow and I do use arrows – but I never use them randomly.

I am a grown man, looking pretty hale and hearty, with the emphasis on the latter – and face it. I don’t look all that bad for a fellow more than fifteen centuries old. I’ve still got it working for me when it comes to the ladies too. A week doesn’t go by without a dozen or so women throwing lewd propositions in my general direction.

It’s good to be a god.

Mind you, I don’t fall in love. I really don’t think I can fall in love anymore. 

At least not since Psyche.

Only I don’t want to talk about her.

She was the only woman I’ve ever fallen in love with, but that’s a whole other story that I’m not going to tell right now.

Funny, isn’t it?

I’m the God of Love, and I’ve only fallen in love once.

I suppose old jolly Santa Claus has the same problem, now doesn’t he? I mean, nobody ever buys Santa Claus a present, now do they? 

No, cookies don’t count.

I mean, really, what kind of present is a plate full of stale sugar cookies anyway?

Merry Christmas, here’s a plate full of diabetes for you.

Merry Christmas, and you’ll want to be making an appointment with the dentist once those cavities start kicking in.

Or just have a Merry freaking Christmas - and here’s a few more pounds around the belt line. Be sure and apologize politely to your bathroom scale before you give it a triple-hernia, come Boxing Day.

Anyway, now that I’ve cleared up that whole Saint Valentines misconception, let’s get on with the story shall we?

Or, to put it another way, have you met Rhonda?
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Chapter Two – Simon and Garfunkel Would Have Been So Damn Proud
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- Rhonda - 

Christmas is a time for families to come together.

My name is Rhonda – and for me, up until the moment I opened up the door to my home today, the word family meant my twenty-four year old sister Sue. The two of us always seemed to get along together, partly because we were sisters, but mostly because Sue always seemed to think of me as her older-by-ten-years and heavier-by-forty-pounds sister. 

The important part of thought, to Sue, was the adjective “heavier”. Sue felt just having me stand near to her made her look prettier because she was built slender. It wasn’t a secret, you understand. 

I knew she felt that way.

I let her get away with it.

That’s right.

I humored her bad habits.

The fact is – I’m not really what you’d call fat. 

I’m a heavy girl. 

I’m what some folks would call curvy or plump – or as I like to call it, voluptuous.

Don’t you just love that word?

I mean, you just can’t say the word voluptuous, without getting a little wet when you say it. I mean, you can’t say voluptuous without puckering up your lips and picturing a gi-normous bowl full of tasty cool vanilla ice cream steeped in a heavy-handed pour-full of dark chocolate syrup and maybe a good blast of whipped cream.

Vol-up-chew-ass!

So, do you want me to wait here for a minute while you run to the fridge for ice cream?

I thought so.

Now, the fact that I’m heavy has never really bothered me.

I mean, I don’t have a problem finding boyfriends. I exercise regularly.  I take spin classes as well as two years of high intensity fit boxing at the local gym.

I’m heavy, but I’m fit. 

The boxing is great exercise, wonderful therapy, and you really ought to see me swing my left hook.

So no, I’m not fat, thank you very much.

I’m just big, is all.

And I’m Sue’s big sister. 

Sue and I are just as close as two sisters can be without the two of them being anatomically conjoined – which is exactly how I found my sister Sue and my boyfriend Randy Styles, the two of them festively conjoined together upon my brand new living room sofa-couch.

And by “conjoined” I mean Sue was bent over the back of my living room sofa-couch with her bony little bottom wiggling in the air while Randy, wearing a brand new Santa hat on his head while he happily had his lascivious ho-ho-ho way with my definitely compliant younger sister.

It figures. 

Randy had always seemed to me to be just a little too interested in Sue. He’d probably been watching her for a while now, just waiting for an opportunity. I guess I should have really known better, but I just did not see it coming.

Or maybe I just didn’t want to see it.

Cleopatra wasn’t the only queen of denial.

Did you ever notice the way that some people are almost fatally allergic to the truth? It’s like they want to wear a blindfold and a pair of sunglasses over that blindfold and then coat those sunglasses with a wash of indelible black ink, rather than just facing the truth of whatever is actually going on behind their back.

I wouldn’t lie to you.

I guess that I just didn’t want to start an argument with either of them. 

It was easier to just smile and shrug and not make a fuss.

Until today, when I walked into my living room and I recognized the finely-toned curves of that gorgeous man-butt of Randy’s, and it was a very fine well-shaped man-butt – not to mention recognizing the pair of Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer print boxer shorts that I had bought him last Christmas – and I’ll leave it up to your imagination as to where the designer placed the biggest red nose – even though the boxer shorts were dropped around Randy’s ankles like a pair of silken Rudolph leg irons.

“Holy crap on a creamed crepe suzette,” I swore out loud, aiming my words directly at Randy’s open car door ears. “Just exactly how fast were you running when you jammed that thing of yours into that poor girl?”

All right, so “crap on a creamed crepe suzette” really wasn’t much of a swear word, but I had made a promise to my mother on her death bed that I would clean up my language. So I don’t swear out loud too often, which also bothered Randy who thought that a girl really ought to talk dirty during sex. 

Especially k-words like cunt and prick and fuck and cock.

Sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean to think-swear.

I’m not sure what it was with men and all of those k-words. 

Maybe men just have a thing for consonants.

“What are you doing home so early?” Randy asked, nearly dislocating his neck as he turned around to stare at me in panicked alarm.

“You said she was working late tonight,” Sue protested, giving her own neck a case of sudden death whiplash as she turned her head to stare at me in equal disbelief. “You said you were sure she wasn’t going to catch us at it.”

Watching these two jerks in total OMG neck-jerk-action ought to have been funnier than a Three Stooges late night television marathon. A professional chiropractor could have made a good year’s income over this whole situation, I bet.

At least a year’s worth, or maybe more.

“It’s my home and I’m coming into my home is what I am doing. I didn’t realize you two were already doing your own share of coming.”

“But, since you had the nerve to ask,” I went on, trying keep up my end of the conversation
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