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THE WRONG GUY


C. Paulssen


 


“Very good, guys,” said the photographer, lowering his camera. “Let’s try another position. Meg, could you?” He winked at the make-up artist and, a second later, Michael’s damp forehead was dabbed with a powder puff.


Another position. Michael’s thoughts slumped far too quickly into the gutter than was reasonable for a professional photo shoot at GQ. The sheer thought of trying other positions with that guy filled his body with heat. Alan seemed like a man who knew what he wanted. Michael’s mind was suffused with the smell of the photographer’s aftershave, which dazzled his senses every time he adjusted his clothes or tugged at a strand of his hair to get it just right. He had already decided that Alan must be just as firm in the bedroom as he was in the studio. How he would love to indulge Alan’s every whim! Or maybe he could turn the tables and make the photographer do his bidding. He would ask him to get down on his knees before him . . . A shiver ran down his spine as he pictured Alan taking out his cock and engulfing it with his lips. Michael closed his eyes, took a deep breath and replaced the thrilling image with one of his grade school math teacher Mrs Goldfarb – the cooling-down thought he conjured whenever he needed to stop his imagination from running wild.


“It’s hot in here, I know.” Meg smiled at him, and blotted his neck with some Kleenex.


Greg, the other subject of this photo shoot, winked at the make-up artist. “And you raise the temperature another thirty degrees, you pretty young thing,” he joked. Michael rolled his eyes. “Poor Mike here’s getting all flustered for you, aren’t you, man?” He put his arm around Michael and squeezed his shoulder affably.


Meg giggled and proceeded to touch up Greg’s makeup while Michael looked askance at the handsome blond Canadian. No one had expected this former boy-group heartthrob to contribute so significantly to the revival of country-influenced American rock. Michael had certainly been impressed by Greg’s solo career – not to mention the way he moved his lean limbs up on stage. Definitely a sight to behold.


Too bad there was such a big jerk hiding inside that gorgeous body.


So here they were, dressed in Ralph Lauren and Burberry, posing for a “Young Swag” story: Greg Stewart, who had won more MTV Awards this year than anyone had in a decade, and he, Michael DeLuca, star of a TV show that had propelled him to stardom in less than two months – far too fast to reconcile the fact of being gay with the fact that most of the fans driving his success were girls between fifteen and twenty-five.


“I hope you have some Band-Aids in there,” said Greg, nodding toward Meg’s box of cosmetic products. “Because, sooner or later, some poor fella will skin his knee falling for you.”


Had Michael been straight, he would have apologized on behalf of his kind. Were lines like that even still allowed in the twenty-first century?


Meg wiggled her finger, which was adorned with a pear-shaped diamond.


“Oh, Mike,” exclaimed Greg. “Bad news, the lady’s taken!”


You should be glad she didn’t show you a different finger, Michael thought to himself. But out loud, he said, “Congratulations.” He smiled at Meg and did his best to ignore Greg, who was making a long, low whistle.


“Any way to make you lose your cool, huh?” Greg asked, mischief in his eyes. “Or do you simply have a reputation to live up to?”


Michael didn’t answer. After all, Greg’s embarrassing flirting had done him the favor of taking his mind off of Alan. Maybe he should turn his mind to Greg in the future whenever he needed to stop getting excited over a hot guy because the whole world thought he was a ladies’ man. Yes, Greg would be an excellent replacement for Mrs Goldfarb.


A replacement with a much better body, of course, but still an effective comedown.


“Ready?” Alan asked, getting back into position. “Greg, place your hand on Michael’s chest and slowly slide it down. As if you were really feeling him.”


Greg raised his brows. “Like this?” he asked, letting his hand wander over Michael’s chest.


“No. Try . . . Be smoother. As if you were thinking he was hot, but with a bit of humor in the gesture.”


Greg looked so dumbfounded Michael had to suppress a laugh.


Alan frowned. “Let me show you,” he said, approaching the two men and putting a hand on Michael’s shoulder. The urge to laugh died in Michael’s throat as Alan placed his other hand on his chest and spread his fingers. They were long fingers. And strong hands for a photographer. Sinewy, with hairs on the side and all the way down to the green sleeves of his shirt, hints of the manly body that hid underneath.


Michael gulped.


“See, like this,” Alan explained and let his hand slowly glide down Michael’s body, down to the rim of his slacks. His breath tickled Michael’s neck. Delicious tingles flooded Michael’s body, and he quickly diverted his eyes to Greg, who was watching Alan intently.


“I think I got it.” Greg nodded. He took a step behind Michael and copied Alan’s slinky move, reaching his arm over Michael’s shoulder and down his chest. It didn’t turn Michael on the way Alan’s touch had, but it didn’t help calm him down much either. The tight slacks he was wearing had just become even tighter and he wiggled a bit to ease the pressure on his crotch, hoping he could obscure the predicament Alan had got him into.
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