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LOVE IN THE STREET PARTY
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Matthew seriously couldn’t see the point in coming back from university for this so-called historic Jubilee. He couldn’t have cared any less about the Queen being 70 years on the throne and reigning for that long. It didn’t matter to him.

It wasn’t even like the Queen did much these days.

Sure his best friends at uni who studied politics and history tried to tell him that the Queen did a lot of important things, but Matthew just wasn’t interested.

The only possible advantage of this silly Jubilee weekend was that it was a four-day weekend, so he had four days off university work. Matthew had wanted to stay down at university, revise and then hopefully go on to London on the Saturday to hit up some of the gay clubs which would be even busier than usual because of all the tourists.

That was Matthew’s ideal weekend and those clubs were just heaven to him.

But apparently his parents hadn’t thought that was a good idea, he was wasting his time and most importantly they wanted to see him and his siblings. So they all had to go home for the weekend to their parents’ house and help them on the Sunday to prepare for the massive street party.

On the Sunday morning, Matthew looked out the large window of his childhood bedroom with his two older brothers snoring on the floor and Matthew just didn’t see the point in it all.

Their street was rather wonderful considering how disgusting the other roads looked in the nearby areas. Matthew’s home was on a perfectly straight street with lots of little and large houses with perfect gardens and driveways lining the pothole-free road.

Now in England having a pothole-free road, that was big, big news. And for somehow whenever Matthew mentioned it to other guys they were always so shocked and envious.

But as Matthew watched the neighbours panic as they got into their cars and tried to clear the road, he just wasn’t sure if all this effort was worth it.

Because the street party was going to be a disaster. Matthew knew that for sure. There were some awful neighbours in the road that were organising it (and Matthew and his family hated them). These neighbours would play their music too loud, drink too much and there would be a punch-up in the road at some point.

That had happened more than enough times in the past few years to become fact.

At least the early morning sun was shining down brightly, gently warming Matthew’s skin through the window and maybe it would be a perfectly warm day for the party, but he still didn’t want to go.

Then again, if the idiot neighbours did decide to start a punch-up then Matthew wasn’t going to let his family get hurt. He was going to protect them no matter what.

The wonderful smells of ginger, vanilla and burnt sugar filtered through Matthew’s bedroom door as he smiled at his mum cooking away down there. 

Matthew had wanted to help her but apparently they wanted him to act straight around his siblings and the neighbours today. Even if that was true Matthew still didn’t know why he couldn’t help cook something and spend time with his mum.

It was them that wanted him here after all.

Matthew watched through the window as more and more neighbours came out of their houses and started putting up even more union jacks, bunting and pictures of the Queen on their windows and front gardens. It was ridiculous. There was no other way to put it.

In an ideal world Matthew could have much preferred to just stay at university and study with a gorgeous sexy guy that loved him laying on the bed next to him. They wouldn’t be doing anything naughty or adult, just being with each other like boyfriends were.

Matthew had had a couple of boyfriends and then a few more flings over the years at university but he wanted something real. Something where he could hold hands with a guy in public and the other guy not being embarrassed or something.

Matthew wanted real love, but as he continued to watch the neighbours come out of their houses en-mass to help prepare everything for the street party. Matthew just knew that was not going to happen in the slightest.

He was probably the only gay in the street.

And that was just damn well depressing.
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Freddie leant against the warm stone doorframe of his home in his trousers, white shirt and shoes as he watched all the neighbours dart in and out of their houses. Since Freddie was on the very corner of the street he could see everything that was going on, and it looked like chaos.

Freddie and his parents had received the same letter from the council about the road closure because everyone on the street wanted it. All the cars had to be removed and everyone was expected to make an effort.

Freddie just wanted to laugh at his parents as he heard them snoring upstairs and they were probably shaking the house. They clearly weren’t going to be going to this street party today, and they weren’t too interested anyway.

Whilst his parents loved the idea of celebrating, having a party and having a family BBQ, going to the street party was definitely something they didn’t want to do, and Freddie completely agreed.

This wasn’t exactly the greatest of places to live. Sure the area was nice enough and the houses were, but some of the neighbours here were just awful. Freddie and his parents already had bet on what time the fight and punch-up would start.

Freddie was betting on 3 o’clock in the afternoon. His parents jokingly told him not to be some so cynical.

As much as Freddie didn’t want to go to the street party, he supposed he could easily do a quick lap of the street, smile and talk to a few people and then go back home. 

The cooking filling the street smelt amazing. Freddie loved the Indian family living across from them, they had to be cooking some curries and samosas and other amazing delights. Freddie might have to go to the street party just to see them.

They were nice people too and there was another family living down the opposite end of the street with a cute man that went to the same university as Freddie. He was fairly sure he was gay, but he wasn’t sure.

Those two families were probably the only normal people on the entire street. Definitely not a great place to live, but that was why Freddie loved living down at university. He got to see his wonderful family and parents every few weeks, it was peaceful and quiet down at the uni and most importantly he could be gay without his parents finding out.

It wasn’t like his parents were homophobic in the slightest, they were the ones that knew Freddie was gay before he did. But Freddie supposed that they were still getting used to the fact that they would be seeing a lot more men than women coming home with Freddie.

And Freddie completely understood why his parents were still adjusting. He would be too if he was his parents.

The honking of car horns made Freddie wave to a very grumpy neighbour as they drove off. They clearly didn’t want to have to move their cars, and with the street party starting in about an hour everyone needed to hurry up.

All the tables and food needed to be bought out yet.

Then something at the very end of the street made Freddie smile as he recognised someone. He slowly started to walk down the street a little to get a better look and... 

Just wow!

Freddie had been right about the seriously cute man at his university living here. And wow he looked fucking amazing today.

He definitely wasn’t dressed for a street party in his baggy t-shirt, tracksuit bottoms and barefoot, but Freddie seriously didn’t care.

This man was so, so beautiful with his fit body, longish brown hair elegantly brushed to one side and his face! The man’s face was so model-like and stunning that Freddie didn’t think his heart could take it if he saw the cute man in jeans and smarter clothes.

He was that stunningly sexy.

Freddie quickly looked at himself and realised he was a bit overdressed for a street party (he had only put on his part-time job clothes as a car salesman because... well they were the only things he had washed since he got back yesterday).

So Freddie rushed back into the house and started a wash load.

He needed some more smart-casual clothes for this street party. He just had to talk to that perfectly sexy cute man.
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After all the chaos and loud words (as his parents called it) of putting up the fold-up tables, laying out the food and drinks, Mathew was more than glad that this stupid street party had started. It was only midday and at least most of the street had turned up.

Mathew sat on an annoyingly warm fold-up camping bench with amazing looking plates of sandwiches, scones and pork pies in front of him. And there was plenty of other food spread up and down the table.

Mathew actually really liked the idea of how the food was done, because the entire idea was that you weren’t allowed to pass the food to another table. Everyone had to get up, mix with other people and find the food that they wanted.

It was a great idea, it would have been an even better idea if Mathew didn’t have to be here in the first place.

But that was life.

Mathew sat next to his mum in a very flowery beautiful dress and his dad in a pair of smart looking jeans and a t-shirt. Then his two brothers and two sisters were sitting around them too.

All Mathew had heard for the past hour (or however long the street party had actually lasted for. It had only felt like an hour) was how wonderful and amazing his siblings and their partners were being on in their relationships and their jobs. 

And everyone wished that Mathew would be as successful as them if he only continued to work hard, smart and properly instead of focusing too much on the sex side of university.

Mathew wanted to shout at them because none of them had respected his choice to study psychology at university. Because apparently it was too much of a feminine subject for a real man to study.

Mathew would have loved to remind them all that most psychologists get £50 thousand plus a year and there were thousands of jobs he could get with a psychology degree. But his family just weren’t worth the time when it came to that sort of stuff.

The sound of other people singing, drunk laughter and talking about the Queen and other matters made Mathew really wish there was someone great to talk to here. 

He seriously didn’t care if they were gay, straight or a university student. He just cared that someone else was here to talk to him about what he wanted to talk about.

Mathew had no idea what he actually wanted to talk about. But it sure as hell wasn’t how successful everyone else was.

“Excuse me,” a man said from behind Mathew.

Mathew rolled his eyes. This was probably just another idiot who lived on the street and was probably a deadbeat like most of-

Holy fuck!

Mathew’s mouth dropped open when he looked at the insanely hot guy standing next to him. Mathew


































[image: ]







































[image: ]















[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
GAY ROMANCE
COLLECTION
WASLESl: -






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
okor(»onsu@vswﬁ ws »owmmm«szm

WHI ELEY






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





