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The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present

Another version of Splooge came hurrying impatiently down the park path checking his watch, obviously late for something.  

Even through the winter clothes, older Splooge could tell that his younger self had aged a couple years since the Christmas Eve after-party in the CEO's office.  Young Dickteaser was now a junior in college.  He had grown several inches and his waist had slimmed down while his upper body had filled out due to three years of being on the university's rowing crew.

When he saw the direction that his younger counterpart was going in, older Splooge noticed another young man sitting on a well-worn park bench.  Though he wore adequate winter attire, he shivered from being out in the cold so long.

An empty cup of hot chocolate lay on its side on the wooden slats of the bench.  The young man picked up another full cup of hot chocolate, clearly meant for someone else.  He removed the lid and found that the formerly steaming liquid had turned to a cold slush.

A tear formed on the young man's cheek.  It glistened in that strange light that emanated from the Spirit of XXX-Mas Past's nipple ring rather than from the late afternoon sun rapidly setting in the distance behind them. 

The tear dripped into the slushy chocolate.  The young man turned the cup upside down and dumped the useless mess into the snow.

When the man on the bench turned his head, older Splooge let out a gasp, "It's Bill!  My first serious boyfriend.  We were together for two years."  Splooge then covered his mouth as he stared at the scene in front of him.  

"So now you know where we are?" the ghost asked.

"Yes," said Splooge quietly.

Young Splooge finally made it to the park bench.  "I'm sorry I'm late," he said as he sat down on the bench next to Bill.  "I was working on a project for my stock market economics class.  You should see the portfolio I developed.  If only it was real money, I would have made over a million dollars this week.  A million!  In one week!  Can you believe it, Bill?"

"You're an hour late.  I almost left," said Bill.

"No, you didn't."

"You're right.  But I should have," Bill insisted, a point with which Splooge couldn't argue.

"Let's go, let's get dinner," Splooge said rising from the bench.

Bill didn't move.  "Something more important to you has replaced me in your life.  If it can take care of you and love you as I have tried to do, then so be it."

"What are you talking about?  There's no other guy in my life.  I haven't had sex with anyone else since I met you, not even a kiss or a blowjob!"

"I'm not talking about sex," Bill said angrily.  "I'm referring to your all-encompassing obsession with money."

"Money is what makes the world go around," explained Splooge.  "There is nothing as bad as being poor and nothing as good to combat poverty as the pursuit of wealth."

"Wealth!" echoed Bill in a tone that indicated he had come to loathe the word.  "When we met two years ago, we were both idealistic college students, struggling to pay tuition and figure out how to make the world a better place.  Now, you can think of nothing besides making more money than mega-millionaire Donald Frump!"

"Don't dis the Frump!  He'll be a billionaire someday.  And so will I!"

"There's my point," said Bill.  "Worrying about being a billionaire is all you got out of everything I just said?  Everything in your life has become focused on money!  One by one, I've seen your nobler aspirations disappear until the master passions of greed and profit have consumed your every waking thought."

"So what?" Splooge retorted.  "Even if I have grown so much wiser, what of it?  I haven't changed how I feel about you."

Bill shook his head.  "Our plans for a future together are old news.  When we started our relationship, you were another man."

"I was a boy," Splooge said impatiently.

"Your own feeling tells you that you have changed," Bill returned.  He unbuttoned his winter coat and reached under his sweater, producing a chain on which Dickteaser's college ring hung.  Bill pulled the chain over his head and held it out to Splooge.  "I release you from your promise to be my life partner, Dickteaser."

"Have I ever sought release?"

"In words?  No, never."

"How then?" Dickteaser asked.

Bill had gone over the list so many times in his own head the words practically jumped out of his mouth.  "In a changed nature.  In an altered outlook on life.  In different goals.  In other dreams.  In everything that made my love for you have any worth or value in your opinion."

Bill looked his boyfriend straight in the eye and asked, "What if we never met before and today was the first time you saw me, a poor art major who volunteers his time at an animal shelter?  A man with no connections to get you a high-paying corporate job you lust for so badly?  A man with no sense of, or interest in, the world of Wall Street and high finance?  If we just met today, would you choose me as your boyfriend, as your life partner?"

Dickteaser's genuine silent reaction would have been telling and horrible enough, but he managed to actually make the moment worse by responding awkwardly after the pause with, "You think I wouldn't?"

"Oh, Dickteaser, what a safe and terrible answer!" Bill cried out as he stood up.  "It's all over.  I release you with a heart full of love for the man you once were."  Bill barely held back tears while he forced the ring and chain into Dickteaser's hand.  "I honestly hope you're happy in the life you've chosen."

Bill wiped the tears from his ruddy cheeks as he hurried away quickly.  The sun had practically set and older Splooge and the Spirit of XXX-Mas Past watched Bill disappear in the shadows at the bend in the path.  A speechless young Splooge stood there immobile with the chain and ring dangling from his fingers.

"I almost went after him that day," older Splooge remarked to the spirit.

"'Almost' carries no weight in matters of the heart," replied the ghost.

Hardening his attitude as much to protect himself as stick up for himself, Splooge said, "If I had stayed with Bill, who knows where I would be today? I wouldn't have gotten together with Jacob Jism, then.  Jacob and I were partnered for years, both in life and in business."

"Partners, indeed," said the emo spirit.  "Two selfish, money-grubbing, heartless bastards is what you were.  You magnified and brought out the worst qualities in each other rather than making each other better people, like true partners and lovers do."

"Well then, I certainly wouldn't be one of the richest men in the city.  Bill would've wanted  me to give all my profits away to animal charities, museums, orphanages, homeless shelters, and hospitals.  That's no way to accumulate wealth.  I know how to make my money make me even more money!  Have you seen my banking statements?"

"Pfff," said the ghost with a dismissive wave of his hand.  "You have told me what you have gained, now I will show you what you have lost."

The emo backhanded the wheel of his skateboard.  The spinning motion sent him and Splooge to the inside of a cozy little country cottage all decorated for Christmas.  A decent fire crackled in the fireplace, throwing a pretty glow and plenty of warmth into the room.

Three adorable Labrador retriever puppies raced around the furniture.  They were so quick and full of energy, that their little heads and tails popped up and down all over the place as they jumped on and off the couch and chased each other around the room.

Splooge, in his agitated state of mind, could hardly keep track of where one puppy ended and the next began, especially when the little rascals chomped down on each other's tails and ears!

The scene didn't resemble a greeting card commercial or dog food commercial in which three perfect puppies behave in sync as essentially one dog, all doing the same thing at the same time.  Oh, no!  In this case, it was more like each individual puppy was active enough to count as three!

There was one of each color: a black Lab, a chocolate Lab, and a golden Lab.  They were all siblings that alternately shared and fought over their multitude of dog toys that seemed to be scattered everywhere.  Judging by their little bones, squeaky tennis balls, ropes, and the half-chewed pair of slippers by the hearth, those baby dogs wanted for nothing.

Having been distracted by the dogs and their activity, Splooge hadn't noticed at first that a man sat in the corner of the room.  He could see only the man's hairline and moving arms behind an artist's easel.

Curious, Splooge walked over to him to see what he was painting.  It didn't surprise Dickteaser to see that the canvas contained a precise capture of the idyllic room including the fire, Christmas tree, and frolicking puppies.

Then Splooge turned towards the artist.  Bill!  Several years older, a few pounds heavier, and a bit of a thinning hairline were the differences since he had seen Bill for the last time ever that day that they broke up in the park, but it was unmistakably Bill.  

Splooge immediately noticed the serene smile on Bill's face as he watched his pups and worked away at his masterpiece.  Dickteaser couldn't think of a time that Bill had looked that happy in the two years that they were together.

Splooge now took notice of the other paintings hanging on the walls.  He realized that he had never given Bill enough credit for how talented a painter he was.

A sound at the door drew everyone's attention.  The three puppies bounded across the room and sat with their tails wagging as they excitedly watched the door knob turn.

A man entered carrying an armful of wrapped Christmas presents.  Bill put his paintbrushes down and greeted the man with hugs and kisses.  The puppies happily jumped at their feet, especially interested in a particular plastic shopping bag.

Splooge noticed a gold wedding band on the man's hand as he took his coat off.  Splooge's neck swung towards Bill.  He
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