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Hotty Scotty

 


 


We all
staggered into the apartment sometime after one, still giggling
from the joking around in the back of the taxi. We’d had enough to
drink during our night out that we currently weren’t feeling any
pain. The bar had been packed with hot college-aged guys and
beautiful girls and we’d partied harder than Fred and I were used
too doing. We were much into bars, but Scotty had invited us out
with his buddies and we had accepted.

Given
that the master bedroom was the largest room in the apartment, we
all ended up stumbling in there.

Scotty
fired up the computer.

I
sprawled out on the queen-sized bed and stared up at the
ceiling.

Fred brought a couple of Smirnov
Ices from the fridge. I slugged a good
dose of mine back in one long swallow.

Scotty
was really cute. Baby-faced. Green eyes. Blond hair. He was young,
he was hot, and he knew it.

But did
he know that Fred and I both wanted him?

He wanted to stay overnight with us, in the spare bedroom, so
that he would not to have drive back into town early for work after
celebrating his new job with his other friends at one of the local
bars. That made perfect sense of course, him not wanting an hour’s
drive home after partying and then having to get up and come back
into town a few hours later for work. We’d said yes in an instant to his request;
the chance to ogle him for the night was just too good to pass
up.

Maybe we can get him drunk and willing to have a little
man-to-man fun, Fred had commented to me
when he’d told me that Scotty had first suggested crashing here for
the night.

I have no problem with that, I’d
replied with a grin.

Now here
we all were.

 


 


“Now she’s hot.” Scotty was logged into some chat room,
flirting outrageously with some woman in the States.

“Hundreds of kilometers away,” I muttered. “A complete waste
of time for everyone involved.” I’d taken my t-shirt and pants off
and was lounging on the bed in just my purple silk boxers.
Officially I was reading a novel, but in actuality I was enjoying
my view of Scotty. Blond hair, strong chin, pretty green eyes. A
total stud.

Fred was
perusing one of his car magazines and idly stroking my leg with his
hand.

“Have I shown you guys my new tat?” Scotty asked
suddenly.

“No.”

I
nodded. “You’re holding out on us, Scotty.”

“I didn’t know you had any old
tats,” Fred added.

Scotty stood up and pulled his t-shirt over his head. Okay,
he peeled off his
snug gray t-shirt, revealing his well-defined chest. He was
hairless--natural not shaved--and his biceps rippled nicely. Not
overly muscled, but nice. Very nice. The waistband of his boxers
was showing above his Tommy
jeans.

The tat
was of the Superman emblem.

“So you’re Scotty Superman?” I teased.

“Yep,” he replied with another of his boyish grins.

“The man of steel?” I asked, licking my lips.

“Yep.”

“I’d like to see that,” I muttered.

“Maybe I’ll show it later.”

“Promises, promises.”

“You are so wasted.” Fred giggled as he watched Scotty down
most of a second Smirnov
in one long swallow.

“But I’m friggin’ happy,” Scotty told us.

We just
shook our heads.

“Ah, the energy of youth,” I murmured. “And the stamina I
hope.”

Scotty
turned back to his chatting.

I leaned
towards Fred and kissed him. “You’re wonderful,” I told him in a
soft voice.

“So are you,” he replied.

I dropped my hands down to the fly of his blue
Wrangler jeans. “You’re
getting hard,” I told him in a low tone. I glanced over at Scotty.
“No surprise why though.” I was already semi-hard in my own boxers
and had been for most of the night. One reason I’d been lying on my
stomach.

He
looked surprised by my openness. “What are you trying to
do?”

“Have some fun.”

“What about him?”

“What about him?” I repeated with a
shrug. “Maybe he’ll get a bit interested, or so we can hope.” I
pulled his t-shirt up to expose his almost-hairless chest and began
nibbling at his left nipple. He moaned and half-heartedly tried to
push me away. I just chuckled at his feeble attempts and pushed him
onto his back.

In a
moment, we were seriously kissing and making out. I pulled off his
t-shirt and was nibbling at his tender nipples. Fred loved it when
I did that. He and I both had a weakness for nipple play…tweaking
them tended to set us both off. I often referred to them his ‘on
switches’.

Scotty
seemed to be totally oblivious to us making out behind
him.

 


 


Fred was
naked and I was enjoying the sight. He had the kind of body-type
that I liked. Average, not skinny but not muscular either. A thin
patch of hair between his pecks. Not much body hair anywhere else
either, but it was what I liked to see on a guy. I was hairy, but
Fred liked hairy guys…so I was lucky that way. My boxer shorts were
long gone as well and I was on top of him. We were kissing and
running our hands all over each other’s bodies. We weren’t being
quiet or shy about it either.


Abruptly, Scotty got up from the computer and left the
room.

“Pity,” Fred muttered.

“Damn.” Scotty was hot…I wanted to see him naked.

Scotty
walked back into the bedroom. He wasn’t wearing his blue jeans now;
just some stripped cotton boxer shorts.

“Wow,” I said.

“I’m just getting ready to join you,” he said nonchalantly. He
hurried back into the hallway and we heard water running in the
bathroom.

Fred was
stroking my cock with his hand. “Did he just say what I thought I
heard him say?”

I was
idly rubbing his nipples. “I damn well hope so.”

Scotty
returned to the bedroom, naked.

“You’re uncut!” I said.

“Yep.” Surprisingly, he was totally comfortable with being
naked in front of two horny gay men.

“You never told me that,” I accused.

Fred
shrugged. “I haven’t seen him naked before,” he replied. Scotty had
been his friend for years before Fred had met me. “He’s never taken
off more than just his shirt before though.” He was openly eying
his friend, studying every inch of skin. “I’ve been missing out on
a lot apparently.”

“I hope you like kissing.” I leaned towards Scotty who laughed
a bit nervously.

He
didn’t back away though.

He had a
pierced tongue--we could see the piercing when he talked. I’d never
kissed anyone with a pierced tongue before so I was looking forward
to the experience.

The
piercing felt a bit strange as my tongue examined it.

Scotty
kissed back with passion, though with some clumsiness.

I moved
slightly so I could nibble at his ear. “Gently,” I whispered. “Take
is slow and gentle.”

Fred was
nibbling Scotty’s left nipple and the boy was moaning loudly. His
hand gripped my erection and pulled at it.

I
dropped down to suck at his cock and he moaned and writhed on the
bed. “Oh yeah, oh yeah!” he gasped. “Suck it,” he pleaded. “Oh baby
yes!”

Fred was
kissing him while I sucked on his manhood. “It keeps clicking
against my teeth,” he announced.

I kept
sucking and my fingers stroked his smooth balls.

“You’re a great kisser!” he told me.

“You’re not half-bad yourself.”

“Had a lot of practice,” he replied with false
modesty.

“I bet you have.” I kissed him again, feeling his hard cock
pushing against my thigh.

“Fuck, I’m getting close.”

“Good.” I was leaking pre-cum big-time and I knew I wouldn’t
last very much longer.

Fred was
stroking himself for all he was worth. I reached up to tweak his
right nipple and Scotty pawed at his left. Fred’s eyes rolled back
in his head and he came with a loud grunt.

The hot
cum splattering against his chest was too much for Scotty to take.
He dropped his own hand down to his cock and gave it a few quick
strokes. “Oh fucking God!” He shot out thick ropey strands of cum.
He kept grunting as he came.

I
scooped up some of that goo and used it as lube on myself. I loved
doing that with Fred’s cum and Scotty’s was just as good. “Oh
yeah!” I shot all over my own stomach.

We lay
there for the rest of the night, limbs entwined, exhausted, drunk,
but happy.


Confessions

 


 


“I’ve got something to tell you.”

“What?” I asked as I closed the kitchen door behind
us.

Fred
sighed.

“What?”

“Last night something happened.”

“A lot happened last night.” I shook my head as I tried to
think back on the events of the night before. “From what I can
recall, we drank a lot of shooters, ate some chips, played cards,
and passed out.” I laughed. “I recall the cards and the
shooters…but I don’t recall going up to the bedroom.” It was a
really good thing that our friend Suzanne had a large house with
some spare bedrooms. “We’d never have made it home on our bikes
last night.”

“You don’t recall anything?”

“Not after the drinks. I slept pretty soundly until waking up
next to you this morning.” I was feeling somewhat horny at that
point…sex in a friend’s house could be fun, but not with a cat and
four dogs watching your every move. No
privacy at all.

“After you and Sue staggered upstairs, I walked Dan home.” He
lived just up the street from his sister. “Sue wanted to show you
some new blouse or something. You never came back
downstairs.”

“I seem to vaguely recall something about wearing a tea cozie
on our heads.”

“Yes, you did.”

“Damn, I was hoping that memory was just a dream.”

“Well, you never came back down and Leanne had vanished
somewhere earlier that night as well.”

“She threw up in the chip bowl, didn’t she?”

“I walked Dan home.”

“You made it the whole four houses then?”

“Yep. Leanne wasn’t there either. So we headed
upstairs.”

“Oh?”

“He wanted to show me some clothes he was getting rid
of.”

“Anything good?”

“Some t-shirts I liked. The jeans were too tight
though.”

“Dan does favor snug clothes.” He did indeed. Maybe too tight
for his own good…he usually dressed like he was trying to prove
something. He’s a thirty-something trying
to dress and act eighteen. “He has the
body for them though.”

“So I was trying a shirt on. Dan had his own tee off by that
point too, claimed he was too hot up there. He has a really nice
hairy chest.”

“Yes, he does.” We had seen Dan shirtless on more than one
occasion. It was always a nice sight and one we plotted to try and
arrange more often. “That is your weakness.”

“Well, one thing led to another.”

“With Dan it usually does. He’s a big flirt, always having
ready with some sexual innuendo to liven things up.”

“He made some comment about his jeans being too tight. So I
reached over to check. He had a serious bulge in there. It was so
frigging obvious. So…I took a chance and reached over to start
stroking it and….”

“And?”

“He didn’t object.”

“Really?” My eyes widened.

“No, he just looked at me. That was encouragement enough that
I took a chance and kissed him. He’s a good kisser. Fuck, he’s
a great kisser. I
love the feel of his beard against my check. Just like I like the
feel of yours,” he added hastily.

I
smiled. “Good save.”

Fred
smiled back.

“So then what happened?”

“He unzipped his jeans and pulled them off, yanked off his
briefs as well. I dropped my jeans and we got on the
bed.”

“In a married man’s bed?” I gasped with mock horror. “Have you
no shame at all?”

“None. We were kissing and I was sucking him off. He was
moaning and really getting into it.”

“And then?”

“Then we heard Leanne downstairs calling to us.”

“Ouch.” I winced.

“We scrambled for our clothes. Well, our jeans anyway. Dan
went to the top of the stairs to slow her down. Told her that we
were just trying on some of his old clothes that he was getting rid
of.”

“The truth…in a way.”

“She was so out of it at that point, I don’t think she
would’ve noticed anything amiss.”

“Or so you hope.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.” I hugged him. “Just try to include me next
time.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“You are terrible,” I told him. “One cheating incident and you
break down and confess everything less than twelve hours
later.”

“Yep.” Fred hung his head sheepishly.

“I like you that way.” I kissed him again.

 


 


After we
had taken our tea out to the living room, I decided to tell Fred
about an experience of my own. We were both settled on the couch,
me leaning up against his side with his arm around me.

“Back in the spring, Dan asked me to help him do some
painting.”

“On his house?”

“Yeah. Not his whole house, just in his kitchen and dining
room. He called me and asked if I could help, and I told him I’d
never painted anything before. So I might just be the world's worst
painter, but he told me to come over anyway.

“You were working one of your forty hour weeks, so you had
already gone to work. We were in our slow season and had lots of
time off.”

“I hate those three-day weeks you get.”

“I know.”

“So you went painting?”

“Yep, I went.”

“I vaguely recall you mentioning that you went over to help
him paint. You never said much about it though.”

I
shrugged. “What is there to say?”

“A lot apparently…or so I would now guess.” He sipped his tea.
“You were telling me that you went over to help him paint?” he
prompted.

“We started with the ceiling, and because we were both so bad
at it, we both ended up with paint splattered all over us.” I
smiled at the memory. Dan is drop-dead gorgeous: a slender runner's
build, beautiful blue eyes, short brown hair and goatee, and is
thirty but looks barely mid-twenties. “He was wearing tight cut-off
blue jeans and a navy blue t-shirt; I was in Levis and a blue-green striped
t-shirt.

“We got the ceiling done, but our heads and chests were
covered in white paint, and my jeans were also pretty splashed. Dan
wanted to stop and ‘clean up’, but I thought we should at least
finish the walls, which we did with a bit more mess. Thank God for
drop cloths!

“Anyway, he looked so cute with white paint splashed over his
body. I’d spent most of the day with a major hard-on in my
jeans.”

“I’ll bet you did.” Fred sipped at his tea.

“He then said we should take showers--his house has only the
one bathroom you know--but I had other ideas. I suggested that we
should get the paint off our clothes before it dried, and he
agreed. So we both went outside, uncoiled his garden hose, and
proceeded to scrub each other's clothes. At least, that’s how it
started.

“The t-shirts came off so we could get the paint off our
chests, and by then his shorts and my jeans were soaking and
sagging, revealing more white paint on his navy blue
Hanes briefs and my
black Calvin boxers.

“So first we got all the paint off our pants, and then they
came off, and we went to work on each other's undies. For him, it
was all just a simple friendly clean up. For me, it was a dream
come true. Dan in wet clinging briefs? Woo hoo.” I was getting hard
just thinking about it! Talk about wet dreams!
“And he still thinks I did him a favor!”

Fred
laughed. “That sounds like Dan. So what happened next?”

“I put my wet clothes back on and biked home.” I shrugged. “A
let down, I know.”

“Yeah. I wish we had gotten farther with him. Damn
wife.”

“So we’ve both had some fun with him…but not as much as we
would like.”

“No, not quite as much as we would like.”

We shared a
devious smile. “We’ll have to see about changing that.”

“You know, I had a fantasy…”

“No kidding?” The sarcasm was heavy in my voice. Fred had been
in lust with Dan, ever since first laying eyes on him. Somewhat to
Fred’s surprise and delight, they had become friends, through me;
Dan knew that we both were gay and figured it was okay since we had
been friends for so long and, up until last night, had never "hit
on him". We spent a lot of time doing "guy" things, so Dan figured
we were just a gay couple who were a "friends".

“He never anticipated what would happen that Saturday when he
asked me to trim his hair for him,” Fred told me.

 


 


Dan
arrives at our house in shorts and a t-shirt, his muscular, taut
body accentuated by his snug-fitting athletic apparel. I was
instantly aroused, as I usually am when Dan
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