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Introduction
The story you are about to read celebrates love, sex and romance between men. It is a
product of the Love Is Always Write promotion sponsored by the Goodreads M/M Romance
group and is published as a free gift to you.
What Is Love Is Always Write?
The Goodreads M/M Romance group invited members to choose a photo and pen a letter
asking for a short M/M romance story inspired by the image; authors from the group were
encouraged to select a letter and write an original tale. The result was an outpouring of creativity
that shined a spotlight on the special bond between M/M romance writers and the people who
love what they do.
A written description of the image that inspired this story is provided along with the original
request letter. If you’d like to view the photo, please feel free to join the Goodreads M/M
Romance group (www.goodreads.com) and visit the discussion section: Love Is Always Write.
Whether you are an avid M/M romance reader or new to the genre, you are in for a delicious
treat.
Words of Caution and Credit
This story may contain strong language, violence or explicit m/m sex.
It is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the products of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
License Note: Although this is a free book, it remains the copyrighted property of the author.
You are welcome to share it with your friends, or even better, please encourage your friends to
download their own copy. This book may be reproduced, copied and distributed for noncommercial purposes only, and the book must remain in its complete original form.
Author Dedication
With thanks to my amazing beta readers, Sammy and jeayci who can probably recite this
one by heart by now.
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SHOW ME YOURS
story inspirations and info

Photo Description
Two dark-haired young men share a playful moment beside the ocean, framed against a backdrop
of waves crashing on a rocky shore. Both men are laughing, wet and tanned, wearing only
Speedos. The slimmer man reaches forward to snag the waistband of his friend's swim trunks,
pulling them back in a way that exposes part of the other man's taut, rounded ass. The more
muscular man reaches back with a hand planted on his friend's close-cropped head, shoving him
away.

Request Letter
Dear Author,
It seems like we've known one another forever, but he doesn't really know me at all. He
doesn't know I'm gay and I'm really scared what will happen when he finds out. Especially when
he finds out that I don't want to be just friends anymore.
Sincerely,
Shaz

General Information:
genre: contemporary
tags: friends-to-lovers; coming out; homophobia; past abuse content
content warnings: off-page episode of childhood sexual abuse
word count: 47,693
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SHOW ME YOURS
by Kaje Harper
CHAPTER 1
The doorbell rang as Trey was lifting a batch of cookies out of the oven. He
jumped and caught at the cookie sheet with his unprotected free hand as it tipped.
Ouch! Fuck! He set the tray on the stovetop, pushed the oven shut with his knee,
and slammed on the cold water in the sink for his burned fingers. Damn, that hurt!
He tossed the potholder on the counter and let the blessed coolness sluice over his
reddened fingertips.
The bell rang again, longer. Whoever was out there was getting impatient. Trey
sighed, turned off the water, and headed for the front hallway. The tip of his thumb
throbbed and he absently stuck it in his mouth as he pulled the door open. And then
just about bit it off.
Josh. On his front porch. Grinning at him with that wide, little-boy grin as if it
hadn't been eight years since they'd last met. As if Trey hadn't done everything in
his power to keep it that way.
There was laughter in Josh's grey eyes. "Hey, Trey, still sucking your thumb?"
Trey yanked his hand out of his mouth. For a moment he fought the impulse to
slam the door shut – to just pretend he hadn't opened it and rewind to that last
moment before the bell rang, when the worst thing that had happened today was a
burned thumb. Not possible. He coughed and found his voice.
"Josh! You?" Jesus, that was smooth. Josh's grin was fading, and Trey realized
he was standing planted in his own doorway, staring at Josh like he was some kind
of alien. "I mean, wow, come on in! So... what brings you to my neck of the
woods?" Without warning me first. Trey stepped back, pulling the door wide, and
Josh came inside, brushing past him, the grin restored.
"You mean you don't think I came just to catch up on old times?"
"Yeah, right, you spent good money on a plane ticket just for that." Suddenly
Trey didn't care. It was Josh, here, in his house, after all these years. Trey grabbed
Josh in a quick rough hug, and Josh pounded his back and finished up with a
noogie, the years falling away.
"It's not the first time I've been back in town, you know. You've just never been
around. You travel too damned much, and never out my way either."
Deliberately. Trey did have some traveling to do for his job, but the panic with
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which he'd lined up a trip every time Josh announced an impending visit had
nothing to do with the urgency of work. And everything to do with this man whom
Trey'd had a hopeless crush on for years. Who, judging by the pounding of Trey's
heart and the way he could hardly breathe for the sheer presence of the man, he
still had a crush on. They were twenty-five instead of seventeen, and of Trey's half
dozen boyfriends in the last eight years, a couple had been really nice guys, but
apparently it didn't matter. It was still Josh Campbell who could make him crazy
just by walking in his front door.
"Yeah, that's the job," he lied. "But you're here now. Come on and sit down.
We'll grab a couple of beers. You can tell me what's up with you."
"Sure." Josh sniffed the air. "Wow, what's that I smell? Don't tell me you still
make those chocolate-chip orange-peel cookies?"
"Want one?" Trey led the way toward the kitchen, wondering what weird
coincidence had made him bake Josh's favorite on the day he showed up at the
door.
"One?" Josh laughed, deeper and richer than Trey remembered. "What makes
you think I want just one?"
"The fact that you're still just as skinny as you were in high-school?" Josh
wasn't skinny. He had a strong lean build under his T-shirt and cutoffs. His dark
hair was cut shorter than it used to be back in school, he had more hair on his arms
and legs, and better muscle definition in his calves and arms. And thighs. Where
Trey hadn't been looking. Really. "Sit down at the table, I'll grab the brews."
Trey stuck his head in the fridge, pretending to choose between Corona and
Dos Equis, to give himself time to cool down. He heard Josh shove a chair back
and sit at the kitchen table. Trey grabbed two Dos Equis darks and turned around.
Josh was sprawled at ease in the bigger chair, legs akimbo, elbows on the wooden
arms, grinning at him.
"Jesus," Josh said happily. "I'm finally here. You look great. I've missed you, all
these years. I know we email and all, but I've really missed just talking to you. I'll
have to buy a new laptop with a fucking web cam so we can Skype from now on.
To hell with the cost."
Trey forced a laugh. "Wow, I never thought I'd hear you say that. Aren't you the
guy who still uses scotch tape for band-aids like your dad taught you to?"
"I do not!" Josh sobered a little as Trey reached out to hand over his beer. He
took the cold bottle from Trey's fingers, gave him a little salute with it, and then
took a long pull with his dark eyes fixed on Trey's. "I missed you," he repeated
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more softly.
Trey turned away, staring out the window. Every part of him was reacting to
Josh like iron filings to a magnet. Josh's voice, Josh's eyes. It was too fucking
dangerous. There was a good reason he'd tried so hard to avoid this. He leaned his
hips against the counter so Josh couldn't see the happy reaction of his treacherous
body. "I missed you too," Trey said lightly. "No one here is likely to repeatedly
hold me down and scrub mud in my hair."
"I only did that once." Josh's tone was mock-indignation.
"Twice. At least."
Josh laughed. "God. This feels like coming home. I have friends in
Connecticut, but no one like you. You have to come visit me there soon. I'll show
you around, introduce you to everyone."
Including Stephanie? No, that had been college. Maybe Danielle? Or was
Linda the latest? Trey couldn't keep track of Josh's girlfriends. He didn't want to.
"Sure. Sometime. So what does bring you back to LA this time?"
"Besides a craving for your cookies? Which you haven't offered me yet?"
Trey's libido tried to make something suggestive out of that, but he beat it back.
He grabbed a plate, put a half-dozen of the still warm cookies on it and slapped it
down on the table in front of Josh. "Yeah. Besides that."
Josh took a big bite and grinned at Trey with melted chocolate on his lip. "I
need your help. It's for Aunt Julie and Uncle Ted."
"Are they okay?" Trey didn't think he'd be grinning like that if there was a
serious problem. Josh's aunt and uncle had been there for him through some
difficult times, and he adored them.
"They're fine. They opened that antique store Aunt Julie always wanted in
Craneshore."
"And...?" Trey pulled out his own chair and sat, sliding under the concealment
of the table and not looking at Josh, not at his sparkling eyes, not at his chocolatesmeared mouth.
"This weekend is their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. Uncle Ted bought
them tickets for a one-week luxury cruise with all the trimmings. The shop
assistant was supposed to run the place. But yesterday, not twelve hours after they
sailed, the guy got in a serious car accident. He's going to be in hospital for weeks.
Aunt Julie called me in a panic, begging me to go watch the place until they could
arrange to get back. Uncle Ted called me ten minutes later begging me to call Aunt

