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The Spirit of XXX-Mas Past

A beam of moonlight came through the window and illuminated the outline of someone or something standing at the foot of his bed.  The light grew stronger and seemed to concentrate in one area on the creature's upper torso.  It got so bright for a moment that Dickteaser was forced to close his eyes before he got a full glimpse of who or what it was.

When the flash subsided, Splooge opened his eyes again.  The room was now filled with normal light, although his reading lamp above his recliner remained turned off.  "What the fuck?" he said as he clearly saw what could only be described as a shirtless emo waif with a scarf around his neck!

The young man stood in a slouched position.  His unwashed and unnecessarily long hair was dyed jet black on one side and bleached blonde on the other.  It hung lazily over the right side of his face, completely covering one eye on its way to rest on his cheekbone.  He clearly had eyeliner on his exposed eye.

He wore tight black jeans that looked several sizes too small, like he swiped them from his little sister's closet.  Of course, his waist was so thin that Dickteaser imagined it couldn't measure more than twenty-four inches around.  A nipple ring hung from his left nip.  

"Get out of my condo, thief!" Dickteaser screamed.

The skinny dude barely reacted to Splooge's outburst.  He calmly held up his skateboard, showing off his black fingernail polish, and said, "Do thieves usually bring items into the house?"

"I have a gun under this pillow," Dickteaser warned.

The emo curled his lip in a funny way and responded, "No, you don't," but the way he said it clipped and quick ran all the words together so it sounded like, "Noyadont."

"Well, I have a big, mean guard dog and I'll call him."

"Noyadont."

"Then I'll call the police," Splooge said to the impudent intruder as he reached for his cell phone on the night stand.

"Noyawont," the emo said pointing at the phone.  The screen, which a moment before had indicated a full battery suddenly flashed a low battery warning and shut off.

Dickteaser stubbornly reached for the landline phone.  The emo swooshed his half-black, half-blonde mane of hair to the other side of his head.  The phone wire ripped out of the wall, flipped up in the air, and slapped Dickteaser's wrist.

"I could do this all day.  You, however have limited time," the emo said casually while he checked his fingernails.

"Who and what are you?" Splooge demanded.

"People call me all sorts of things."  The young man counted off on his fingers as he recited, "Ghost, specter, apparition, shade, phantom, royal pain in the ass, whatever.  My official title is..."  He put on a phony formal tone and continued, "The Spirit of XXX-Mas Past."

"Are you the spirit whose coming was foretold to me by the ghost of Jacob Jism?"

"Lucky you," said the emo, "I am."

"XXX-Mas past you say?  Long past?" Splooge inquired.

"No.  Your past."

As they were speaking, the light in the room seemed to concentrate in one place, on the spirit waif's shiny nipple ring.  As it was becoming increasingly distracting, Splooge asked the spirit to cover it up with his scarf.

The emo was outraged.  "Would you be so quick to extinguish the light I give?  Isn't it bad enough that you are one of those whose choices in life have created this phenomenon and forced me to wear it all those years?"

Splooge made his apologies, honestly claiming he had meant the spirit no offense and that he didn't know what he had done to force the light upon the spirit's nipple ring to glow so brightly.  "So, what brings you here tonight?" Splooge asked.

"You are a dense one!" the emo complained.  "Your welfare brings me here."

"I can think of nothing better for my welfare than an uninterrupted night's sleep!"

"Your redemption, then."

The emo ghost put his skateboard down on the floor.  He stood on it which instantly made him several inches taller.  He reached out his hand toward Splooge who was still sitting up in his bed.  "Rise and come stand with me on my skateboard.  We're going for a ride."

"A ride?  On that thing?  Are you crazy?  It's freezing outside.  I'm wearing my pajamas and bathrobe.  I haven't been on a skateboard since I was fifteen years old!"

The young man ignored Splooge's protests and skated over to him.  He reached out and grasped Splooge's bathrobe sleeve.  Despite the pathetic look of his arms (it was already giving them too much credit to call them scrawny), the Spirit of XXX-Mas Past effortlessly lifted Splooge from the bed and planted his feet on the skateboard.

"Now," said the emo spirit, "pull my nipple ring and the journey will begin."

"What?"

"You heard me," the emo said while leaning forward to push his shiny nipple ring closer to Dickteaser.  

Splooge had never touched a nipple ring in his life.  He tentatively reached out and gave it a tug so slight the ghost felt nothing.  The Spirit of XXX-Mas Past rolled his eyes and said, "Pull on it like you mean it."

Splooge gave it a stronger jerk.  The skateboard rolled a couple inches toward the window.  "Yank it, old man!" the spirit commanded.

"Who are you calling 'old?'" Splooge asked with a frown.

"If the shoe fits, Cinderella," the emo said with a wink, echoing what Splooge had said to Tiny Twink earlier in the coffee shop.

Dickteaser Splooge yanked the spirit's nipple ring so hard that the emo let out a howl of pleasure mixed with pain.  It was loud enough to be heard throughout the condo complex.

The skateboard containing the two of them lurched forward as if propelled by a released spring.  It crashed through the window sending shards of glass flying into the courtyard.  Mysteriously, neither of them suffered any injury and the glass pieces flew back into place like pieces of a supernatural puzzle re-assembling themselves.  

The night skyline of the city dissolved as they sailed through the air.  When the skateboard landed with an uncomfortable thud, it was not on the city streets, but on a bumpy dirt road.

"Holy shit!" said Splooge clasping his hands together as he stepped off the skateboard and looked around, his eyes wide with wonder.  "This is where I grew up."  A rush of emotions and memories flooded through Splooge's mind.

"Your lip is trembling," said the Spirit of XXX-Mas Past.  "And what is that upon your cheek?"

Splooge's voice cracked as he answered, "It must be starting to snow and a flake melted there."

"That must be it," said the ghost in a tone that indicated that wasn't it at all.

"Do you remember the way?" the ghost asked pointing down the road.

"Remember it?" cried Splooge.  "I could walk it blindfolded!"

"Let's keep the kinky sex references to a minimum," the ghost wisecracked.

Splooge walked along the road and the emo followed, expertly pumping his skateboard.  A group of older teens came tearing around a corner on snowmobiles as a field came into view.

"Look, those were my friends when I was in boarding school," Dickteaser said excitedly.  The vehicles' tracks kicked up flurries of snow as the boys performed daring tricks and skids that would certainly earn the disapproval of their mothers.

The boys whooped and hollered as they chased each other and jumped over  mini hills.  Dickteaser waved and shouted over the revving engines, "Jarrod!  Hello, Greg.  Hi, Adam!  Randy, it's Dickteaser!  Don't you recognize me?"

The boys continued to have their fun, paying no attention to the shirtless emo waif and the old man standing near them.  "They are but shadows of things that have been," explained the spirit.  "They are not aware of us."

Splooge couldn't understand why he was so excited to see his old friends having fun.  He hadn't thought of any of them in years.  A tear moistened the corner of his cold eye when they idled their engines and wished each other a Merry Christmas before taking off for their separate ways.

"Why would they wish each other a Merry Christmas?" the emo ghost asked in such a way as if doing so was an absurdity.

Without thinking, Splooge blurted out his reply.  "Because they won't see their friends until after the Christmas break.  They want their friends to know that they'll be thinking of their happiness and-"  Suddenly self-conscious of his rambling, Splooge didn't go on. 

The ghost cocked an eye towards him and said, "Hmmm, I seem to remember a certain somebody who said something about screw Merry Christmas...it hasn't done jack shit for anyone...Sound familiar?"

Dickteaser turned away and refused to answer.  Satisfied that his point had been made, the emo spirit suggested they move on to a building on the boarding school campus.

They entered the school cafeteria.  The ghost let his gaze wander around the room, noticing the lively conversations taking place among the various groups at the ugly orange cafeteria tables.

He then directed Splooge's attention to the young man sitting by himself in a corner at a booth, huddled near the radiator.  The young man's nose was buried in a book.

Splooge knew instantly that he was looking at his former self during the Christmas season of his senior year in high school.

"Alone in a crowded cafeteria," said the ghost, stating the obvious.  "Weep for the young man, if the tears will come."

Clearly remembering the details, Splooge offered an explanation as much for his own benefit as for the spirit's.  "As we have already seen outside, my friends had left the boarding school to go home for the holidays.  My father was a strict man who had no interest in raising a child after my mother died.  I was a year-round boarder at the school."

"I see," the emo said sympathetically.

Splooge continued, "The only reason the cafeteria seems crowded on December twenty-fourth is because this is everyone who was left at campus over the holiday break, all having lunch at the same time.  Normally, there were several lunch sessions to accommodate the whole student body."

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Past walked closer to young Dickteaser.  "I see you were reading Romeo & Juliet," the ghost observed.

"I used to pretend that Juliet was named Jake and that it was a gay
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