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Now I fully believe that the vast majority of small villages, towns and even cities have some sort of flat out weird contest for the holiday season. I once lived in a village that had a “Best Peppermint Cream” contest and that was a particularly great year because I do love all things peppermint, but there are some holiday traditions. Including “The Best Killer Santa Costume” that was probably the weirdest I’ve come across but I’m sure there are plenty more out there.

And you see before I continue any further I actually need you to understand weird this village is that I live in, and just how crazy how of the traditions are so you can understand that what I ended up doing was relatively sane compared to the contests.

You see my name is Jo-Jo O’Dell and I seriously love the holidays, Christmas trees and anything to do with peppermint. And up until three days ago I worked as the Chief Operations Manager for the county’s sanitation network.

I loved my job because I was so good at it. I completely updated their prehistoric computer systems, I made the sanitation network more effective and cheaper to run and I was beloved by everyone.

Well, that’s what I thought.

But it turns out in very conservative rural Southeast England, people don’t like it when a gay man comes into the village with his husband, Patrick, over twenty years and two beautiful children, gets the top job at the only real employment centre in the area and manages to outdo everyone.

So apparently, there was a complaint made against me, because apparently I was being a bad worker, my bosses refused to support me and well, I got the sack for nothing that I did and the initial complaints were all lies anyway.

Tonight I would thankfully get my revenge though.

I was standing with my amazing hunk of a husband who was easily a foot taller than me with massive muscles, an insanely hot body and a slight blond beard that I have to admit I did like playing with at night. 

Our two wonderful children were having a sleepover with their best friends tonight, and they were 17-year-olds anyway, so we were standing in the massive town hall structure that was very impressive for a small town/ village. I really liked its large white marble pillars with gold veining that helped to add such depth and texture to the large square hall.

The walls were freshly painted cream, the ceiling was a little patching but poor Jim had to do the painting and he was unfortunately half-blind so I’m amazed he managed this much. I just wished he took the money I offered him to go and get the surgery to fix his sight.

He refused and spat at my feet. 

The entire hall was covered in beautiful Christmas decorations with massive banters, streams of tinsel and child-made paper chains in a rainbow of colours hung from everywhere. And the sweet aromas of wonderful peppermint, ginger and mulled wine filled the air making the sensational taste of Christmas cake form on my tongue.

“Evening Jo-Jo,” an elderly woman said as she walked past me.

I smiled at her because Mrs Oliver was a great woman, she was kind, helpful and seriously hadn’t cared when she caught me and Patrick making out in the closet of the town hall. And amazingly enough that actually kicked off a friendship with the elderly lady for twenty years.

Amazing how things worked out.

“Is everything set up for tonight?” Patrick asked me with a devilish grin.

I simply nodded because it was only two hours ago that Patrick had told me he had also been fired from working in the local council because of lies, deceit and corruption so I told him my plan and he wanted to help.

Of course by this point there was nothing to help with but I told him to enjoy the sight.

Because the thing about two gay men that met each other when we were both homeless, hungry and very angry at our parents for kicking us out because we were gay, was that we were rather cruel to people that we didn’t like. Just like how the world was cruel to us for no reason whatsoever.

As soon as I was fired I used my sanitation knowledge and put it to good use because the interesting thing about sanitation networks is they are very, very prone to breaking. Especially when a certain person, also known as me, knows exactly what values to shut off and my bosses at the local council never ever thought to actually lock me out of the system.

Well, even if they had it wouldn’t have saved them because I had used over twenty different backdoors for myself so I could get into the computer system whenever I wanted. And wow, have I been busy over the past few days and now everything was going to show up.

And things were going to get very interesting, very quickly because the water tank in the town hall that supplied the building with drinking water was currently being flooded with wee-water.

“Places everyone!” a young and rather hot man shouted.

I had never really liked the Deputy Major too much because he wasn’t exactly friendly towards my kids, my house and Mrs Oliver so I was looking forward to teaching him a lesson on tonight of all nights.

Because tonight was The Village Winter Contest which involved two things, both were things that I highly approved of and normally entered myself. The first part of the contest was who could make the best peppermint drink in the entire village and the second part was who could make the best miniature village.

All around us there were massive wooden tables with young and older, fat and slim and hip and seriously not people standing behind them with large mugs on the tables.

It was so amazing to smell all the different cocktails, mocktails and soft drinks get mixed together to create the best peppermint drink ever. The hall was filled with delightful sounds of banging, stirring and panicked voices scared about getting something wrong.

It was all rubbish of course because the so-called prize money a person was meant to get never arrived in their bank account. There were plenty of theories over the years why but I knew that it went into the Mayor’s bank account and no one seemed to care.

Almost no one.

That was one of the advantages of having a husband that worked with computers, had a Masters degree in computer science and basically had no problem breaking laws to help people. I really did love that man so we might have hacked the Mayor’s bank account and now all the winners from the past twenty years had their prize money, with interest of course.

“What about the water?” my beautiful husband asked me.

I laughed. “Just relax babe,”

Now he did have a good point in all fairness because I was now quickly realising that barely anyone here tonight was using water in their special drinks. Which I supposed was because I might have also added a little, chemical substance that would give whoever drank the water horrific diaherria.

And before you think about it, no this couldn’t hurt anyone because I had already set off an alarm and prescheduled a warning message to be sent out at a certain time. Meaning the problem should be detected after the judges drink the water but before anyone else does.

I’m sure some of you might be wondering what I have against the four judges tonight, but let me tell you I have every single damn right to poison these people. The first and dickhead judge was the Mayor himself, the second was the Deputy Mayor and the third was the local history teacher.

Now I actively encourage people to learn outside the things that school teaches you because school is rather limited in the grand scheme of things and I understand why. There’s only so much you can learn in the school day.

But when the local teacher, a local woman called Elizabeth, decided to cover LGBT+ History, I was interested because I didn’t know that much myself. But to point to my kids in the middle of the history lesson and talk about them like they weren’t in the room, they weren’t real people and they were mere examples of equalities, that was pushing her luck I thought.

It was even worse when she concluded her mini-lecture by commenting on how the kids turned out well considering the sheer lack of femineity and masculinity in their lives. Well even now I have no idea what I would say to her but at least my daughter and son had
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