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Shirt

 

By Amy Lane

 

After a meet-cute in a bathroom and a whirlwind courtship, Ryan is ready to introduce Scotty to his parents. But a misunderstanding and some stubborn cuff buttons tangle Ryan up in an oxford shirt at a really inopportune time. Can Scotty take this opportunity to teach Ryan one or two more lessons about falling in love?




Chapter One

 

 

RYAN HATED parties. He really did.

He smiled nervously and looked around the handsome remodeled Victorian house that his coworker had invited him to. It was a nice house—lots of niches and corners and places under stairwells, and dark paneling. Someday, when he’d gotten a few raises at the law firm, maybe he’d have enough money to buy something like this. But right now, his only hope was to flee the damned thing with dignity.

If he were really lucky, he might escape the predatory blonde with the big tits and fuck-me pumps too.

John, the partner in the firm who had invited him, handed him a beer and looked good-naturedly at the paralegal who’d nearly managed to corner Ryan at least three times.

“I thought you were going to bring a date, buddy!” John had to talk loudly over the music, and he was a little drunk, so he was shouting more than necessary. But that was okay; he was a nice guy. Built like a fire hydrant, steady as a rock, and totally in love with the wife who had decorated his home in cutting edge and red and black velvet, if there was a “party guy” at Ryan’s firm, John was it. Unfortunately, he also kept trying to be cupid.

Ryan shrugged. He’d actually planned on bringing a date—really. But Tanya had been… well, they’d been dating for over two months, and she was beginning to hint that she maybe wanted to stay the night, and really, the idea wasn’t doing a lot for him.

“She couldn’t make it,” he lied, feeling lame.

“Dude, you’re a god—it’s not like you couldn’t find another date on a moment’s notice!” John’s tipsy grin was camaraderie at its best, and Ryan flushed and tried to shrug off the compliment.

“Yeah, but all work and no play leaves Ryan a horny bastard,” he quipped before draining his beer, and John laughed.

“That’s the truth—you leave the rest of us in your dust!”

Ryan shrugged and blushed. He was a hard worker, and he loved his job. He should—he’d worked his entire life to get through law school; he’d damned well better not lose his focus now! But talking about his ambition was not the way to make friends.

“Dude, where’s the head? I’ve gotta take a leak!”

Best excuse in the world, and the only reason he’d polished off two imported brews in ten minutes. Unfortunately, he had to use it on John, who he liked, and not on Jonesing Jenny, who scared him. John directed him to the guest bathroom, and Ryan dodged through the adjoining bedroom and into the blissful quiet of the Monet-colored washroom with some serious relief.

He whipped out his equipment and tilted his head back as he emptied his bladder. He hadn’t lied to John, and between the quiet and the long, blissful piss, he started thinking he might be able to make it through the party without making a total ass out of himself. At least that’s what he thought until he heard the rustling behind the shower curtain and the bold young voice behind him.

“Jesus—that’s got to be the biggest cock I’ve ever seen!”

Ryan was so surprised he almost whipped it around and covered the bathroom, but he managed to keep all movement to a glance over his shoulder.

“Uhhh….”

The kid was younger than he was, early twenties, maybe, and he had one of those long-haired wispy man ’dos, which used a whole lot of hair spray to hang artfully over his eyes. He had a bold nose, Slavic cheekbones, dark olive skin, and light gray eyes.

Ryan’s heart rose to his throat. God, he was pretty.

The kid grinned, showing slightly crooked front teeth. “Wow. Not only is it big—I think it likes me!”

Ryan flushed, shook himself out—and yes, he was getting a little hard. Really. Two months with Tanya’s hand down his pants, and this kid made him hard? Wasn’t that interesting.

“I think it’s just relieved to get away from Jonesing Jenny,” he managed to say with a reasonably steady voice.

“Is that the paralegal with the short skirt and the big tits?” The kid peeked around the shower curtain some more, and Ryan managed to tuck his body away and zip up his fly.

“Yeah.” Ryan moved to the sink to wash his hands and risked a look at himself. John had called him a “god,” and looking in the mirror, he suddenly hoped he was at least presentable. Brown-blond hair, brown eyes, small nose, high cheekbones—pretty, in a boy-next-door way. He worked out; his body was decent. Maybe it wasn’t too embarrassing to be spotted naked by the guy in the shower. If Ryan swung that way. Which he didn’t think he did but was starting to wonder about now.

“Did she go after you?” Ryan asked after a pause long enough to be awkward. He turned around and found that the kid had climbed out of the shower after all, and was now standing eye-to-eye with him.

“I told her I was gay,” the kid said with a tip of his head that let Ryan know it was the truth. “But she didn’t believe me, and now I’m here.”

“I….” Ryan caught his breath. The kid smelled like mint and some sort of man’s cologne that Ryan had never liked for himself, but it was doing something for him now. He swallowed hard. “I should have thought of that,” he said at last, lamely.

A wicked smile appeared, and a hand—tanned and long fingered, with big knuckles—splayed under the T-shirt Ryan had forgotten to tuck in and over his trim stomach. “Is it true?”

“I didn’t think so,” Ryan breathed, but his cock was jumping to life, and the thought zoomed through his head like an airplane banner—he suddenly had something to tell Tanya that didn’t sound like a lie.
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