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His initial deduction was confirmed when the spirit's torch dimmed enough for him to see his surroundings.

What are these miscreants doing in my condo, he thought at first.  Upon closer inspection, he noticed that the layout was the same, but the décor was different.

This condo was fully furnished and fully decorated for Christmas as opposed to his own sparse and drab condo (except for the brief time the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present had decorated it with his own brand of holiday magic).

"Ha, ha!" came a high pitched laugh.  It was unmistakably that of Flaming Fred, his neighbor and the child of his high school friend, Frank.

That's why the layout of the condo had seemed so familiar.  The real estate agent told him when he purchased his condo that all those within the complex were designed the same.  Splooge had never been inside a unit other than his own until now.

Flaming Fred held his stomach because he was laughing so hard.  He could barely get the words out.  "I swear it's true, so then he said," Fred began.  He paused while he put on a grumpy looking face and used a gravelly voice to add, "Christmas?  Bah, humpstud!"

Fred's guests roared with laughter.  They could scarcely look each other in the eyes for fear of setting off more fits of uncontrollable mirth.

"Shame on him," chastised Doug who was Fred's boyfriend and the manager of The Hunty Pot.  Doug was the one who had arranged the barback job for Tiny Twink.  Doug was a 6'3" jock with killer abs.

If there was ever a gay couple that looked like a mismatch to outside observers, it was hyper-masculine jock Doug and drag queen Fred.

"This party looks like a public service announcement for a politically correct gay organization," Splooge said to the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present.

The ghost nodded his agreement.

Ebeneezer expanded upon his observation.

"In addition to the rag queen/sports jock combination, there's an interracial black and white couple on the couch.  Oh, and there's an Asian twink sitting by the fireplace.  Those two, standing by the piano, they're the bears.  Notice how they are both slightly overweight and bald with goatees as well as hairy chests poking out of their Christmas sweaters."

Dickteaser scanned the crowd, "Now all we're missing is, wait, are those two men over there or two women near the punch bowl?  I can't tell."

"Beats me," said the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present good-naturedly.  "Sometimes it's hard to tell when you're at a party hosted by a drag queen!"

"As I was saying, all we're missing is the classic closet case."

"He's in the bathroom, looking at some magazines that Fred may have left lying around in there," the spirit added with a wink.

Unaware of Splooge and the ghost, Fred continued his conversation.  "He's a comical old fellow.  That's the truth.  He's certainly not as pleasant as he should be.  However, his offenses carry their own punishment.  I have nothing bad to say about him."

"At least he's very rich," Doug commented as if to indicate that Splooge had at least one redeeming quality.

"So what?" said Fred.  "His wealth is of no use to him.  He doesn't do any good with it.  He doesn't make himself comfortable with it."

"I have no patience with him," Doug declared.  "He can't even give us a neighborly wave or nod of acknowledgment if we pass in the courtyard on the way home from work or when putting out the trash.  I swear he took down that wreath you put on his door last year and stomped all over it.  It didn't get mangled and end up with bootprints impressed upon it all by itself!"

"I feel sorry for him," insisted Fred.  "I couldn't be angry with him if I tried.  Who suffers by his whims?  Always himself!  He got it in his head to dislike us and won't come dine with us."

"He loses a damn good dinner," said Doug.

The other guests nodded their heads and murmured their agreement.

"Yes," said Fred.  "He does.  The consequence of his taking a disliking to us is that he loses some pleasant moments which could do him no harm.  I issue an invitation every year, giving him the same chance to join us whether he likes it or not.  Every year, he has the same answer-"

Fred, Doug, and their guests all said enthusiastically and in unison, "Bah, humpstud!"

The Spirit of XXX-Mas Present laughed at the accurate way the party goers imitated Dickteaser.  Splooge curled his lips and folded his arms.

As the gathering went on, Doug sat at the piano and played a few Christmas carols while Flaming Fred sang to entertain the crowd.  There was no lip synching either, the beautiful voice belonged all to Fred.

He really had them guessing when he did some songs as duets - by himself!  He was able to sing in both traditionally male and female ranges within the same song.

One of the guests suggested they play some gay party games, which turned out to be quite a popular suggestion.

"Will the games be of a sexual nature?" inquired Marty, the closet case.

"Of course," Fred told him.

The bears clapped their hands together in anticipation.

"Let's play Stuff the Dildo in the Dude!" suggested Ron, the black guy.

"Great idea," they all agreed.

"What's that game?" Dickteaser asked the Spirit of XXX-Mas Present.

"Like Pin the Tail on the Donkey, but with naked guys and dildos," the ghost responded quickly, not wanting to miss any of the impending action.

"I'll be the dude," offered Danny, the Asian twink.  He kicked off his shoes.  "Give me some music to strip by," he told Doug.

The rest of the guests were impressed that Doug could make a piano sound so dirty.

"That twink sure can dance!" remarked Fred.

Danny unbuttoned his shirt as he gyrated his way over to the bears.  He faced away from them and wiggled his compact butt in their faces.

He looked over his shoulder and held his hands behind him, stroking their goatees between his fingers.  "Pull," he said indicating his sleeves.  Each bear pulled a sleeve and the twink was shirtless in no time.

"Our turn next," said Jarrod, the white guy who was the other half of the interracial couple.

Danny made his way across the room and surprised everybody when he did a handstand in front of the couple as they sat on the edge of the couch.  This put his crotch right at working level.

They wasted no time unfastening his pants.  He dropped out of the handstand and draped himself across their laps.  "Pull," he said again, this time indicating the legs of his pants.

The interracial couple ended up with his pants in their hands while Danny dirty danced his way to the piano.

He grabbed Fred's hands and brought them up to his chest. 

Fred gave Danny's small nips a quick tweak and then giggled.

Closet case Marty was practically jumping out of his pants as Danny approached him.

Danny climbed into Marty's chair.  With one foot on each arm of the chair, Danny leaned forward shoving his bikini briefs into Marty's face.

When Marty tried to breathe in, he got a face full of Danny's ballsac.

"Pull," Danny told him.

Marty reached up and Danny slapped his hand.  "Not with your hands, smart guy," Danny said as his slim hips swayed from side to side with the music.

"I don't understand," Marty said.

Danny stuck his tongue out towards Marty and scraped it against his teeth.

"Oh, you want me to pull those bikini briefs down with my teeth?"

"Now you've got it," Danny said as he turned around and shook his barely-covered ass in Marty's face.

"Do it!  Do it!" the partygoers encouraged.

Marty's face turned beet red.  He couldn't decide what he wanted to do more...slink down into the chair in embarrassment or rip those tight briefs from the Asian twink's sweet ass and dive face first into his inviting man crack.

Marty wrapped his lips around the waistband of the bikini briefs and sunk his teeth into the material.  He gave the slightest tugs and those briefs slipped down Danny's legs.

Marty reached up and cupped the twink's tight ass cheeks in his hands.  He ran his fingers down Danny's short, perfectly smooth legs.  He gently removed the briefs from Danny's ankles.

Danny took them and immediately placed them around Marty's head with the crotch area situated like an oxygen mask.

Marty's dick pulsed in his pants and he instinctively reached down and rubbed himself while Danny finished his striptease in the middle of Fred's living room.

Danny swung his semi-hard prick as well as his neat little man pouch in circles as Doug provided him with a dramatic ending to the music.

The partiers applauded wildly when Danny took his bow.  From front, back, or side, there wasn't a bad angle from which to observe the bent-over and naked gaysian twink.

"Let's get started," Fred said.  He placed a pillow on the side of an armchair.  He positioned Danny face down with his stomach touching the pillow.  Danny's petite, firm ass stuck up in the air perfectly.

Fred retrieved a dildo from a drawer.  He handed it to Marty and told him to get on his feet.  "Hold the dildo in both hands.  Take a good look at where that hot ass is and then close your eyes."

He turned Marty around several times saying, "I'm going to let you go and then all you have to do is stick the dildo in the dude!  Ready?"

"I'm dizzy," Marty said.

"That's the point," Fred informed him and gave him a couple more twirls.  Then he pushed Marty off in the right direction saying, "Keep your eyes closed.  No peeking."

Marty took a step and practically lost his balance.  He tried to regain his sense of direction and start again.

His friends were no help.  Some of them yelled out, "More to the right," while others screamed, "No, no, a couple inches to the left."

Marty forged ahead and managed to stick the dildo right into the back of the couch several feet away.

The partygoers roared with laughter.

"I forgot one thing," Fred explained.  "If you miss, you get to spank the twink's bare ass!"

"No fair," Danny protested.

Marty took advantage of the new
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