The time I saved Christmas from radioactive vampire dinosaurs.

One day when I was wandering around the bowels of a giant dog named woofers with my good buddy Jesus Kroost. Jesus is very upset about how the bible got his name wrong. We were just talking about the commercial over-fishing of mermaids in Grand 

Banks when a magical light appeared in front of us and “poof” Santa appeared in cloud of smoke. “Ho ho ho buddy!” he said to us. I said, “Santa! Hi, how are you, it’s been a long time.” And Santa says “Oh I know, hathn’t it? Well anywayth, I’ve got important thtuff going on at the North Pole. And that’th really the reathon I’m here. I need your help buddy. Evil radioactive vampire velothiraptorth have taken over the North Pole, and I need you to help me get rid of them.” I said “Thure Thanta, uh, I mean. Sure Santa I’ll help you out. Let’s go. Can Jesus come to?” then Jesus said “Oh sorry guys, but no, uh, I’ve got some, uh, pot I, uh, gotta smoke before God starts snoopin through my room again and stuff.”

So Santa and I were off. We teleported to the North Pole using our Gypsy mind powers. We were right in front of the North Pole. There was blood and bits of rain deer everywhere. It was cool. Contrary to popular belief, the North Pole is actually a gay night club with a clever name. Santa went around the back way and I went in the front. The doors were purple, padded, and done in the old western saloon style. I heard the song “It’s raining men” playing pretty loudly and echoing through the whole club. It was pretty big on the inside. There were lasers, and a big disco ball, strobe lights, and stupid fake smoke everywhere. I wasn’t in for more than a few seconds when I saw a raptor. Then there was another one, and another. I was surrounded. They were big, and green and they had big fangs and they glowed in the dark. I knew they could rip any normal man to shreds, so I morphed into a shadow beast. I grew to be eight feet tall and with big claws and antlers. I ripped those little fuckers to shreds with my giant claws. It was cool. Then their leader stepped forward. It was Kano from Mortal Kombat. God I hate that guy! He said “Aw, I slee you wav defeated my vampya dinosauz in Moltal Kombat.” He’s so annoying. “But Santa’s wockshop will be mine, so that I may cle-ate my own toys to delivah to all the childwen in the wold. I will give them floppy lubbo penises. Bla wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa wa! Filst Santa’s wockshop, then the wold. I will enslave evely person on oith and make them shine all the pennies in my penny collection. Bla wa wa wa wa wa! Now you will fight me to the death, best two out of thwee, for the Nowth Pole. Plepaye Fo Motal Kombat!” The way he talks really gets on my nerves. He does that stupid flipping thing when he fights too. Why can’t he just jump like a normal person instead of a fuckin fairy. I busted the idgit’s head in with my giant demon claws and it broke apart like a pumpkin hit with a shot gun. Then I stomped on the pieces. And then I laughed. Santa came in and shouted “Hooray, you did it, you thaved my workthop, thankth buddy.” I glared at him and said “Your next old man!” and he said “AAAAAAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGG!” as I tied him up to a conveyer belt that pulled him into a bunch of spinning table saw blades like in cartoons. Then I ate all the pieces. Then I sold the North Pole to this Inuit guy named Mukluk Chuck. He made it into a casino. 

And that’s the time I saved Christmas, sort of.

