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(Contemporary M/M)
“Jack Carter, you’ve got some splainin’’ ta do.” 

Quirking a sandy brow, Jack looked towards the slender girl standing in the doorway. Holding up a small white card, she was a vision of disapproval in shiny pink from carefully glossed lips, to perfectly manicured toes. 


He added one sugar to his coffee, swallowing both the pungent brew and the wave of irritation he always felt when he heard his given name pronounced in those dulcet tones.

“Em, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Dad, before you start listenin’?  Let’s try it together just once. Dad.  See, that ain’t so hard. Maybe one day we can even add on an endin’ like Dad-dy.”

“You weren’t in my life till I was fifteen.”

“Hey!,” he protested. “Your mom never told me about you. I didn’t know I had a child, till you showed up on my doorstep with your laptop and everything you ever Googled about me.”


“And I’m not blamin’ you. But I can’t call you somethin’ that I didn’t have in my life for more than half of it. Too weird. Take your boots off of that counter.”

“That’s a load of happy horseshit.” 

“Language and shoes. Please.”

The “please” sounded suspiciously like NOW. 

“Emily, we eat breakfast every mornin’ together. The least you can do to make an old man happy, is to call me Dad. Just once.”

Gray eyes met his as she smiled, patting his cheek gently, setting the R.S.V.P card down on the counter.  “I’ll make you a deal. Get off your butt and find a fabulous date for my weddin’, and I’ll even call you Big Daddy.”
Jack restrained a grimace." That’s disturbin’ on too many levels to count.”

The hand not clutching his coffee like a lifeline, tipped back his worn Stetson as he settled onto a high backed stool at his breakfast counter. Long legs in equally broken in and faded Levi’s extended, heels of his cowboy boots perched a safe distance away from the riot of flowers, ribbons and fabric covering the counter. 

“You’ve been moping around this house for too long alone. You need to get out and get laid. Don’t look at me like that.”


“Who the hell talks to their father this way?”

“Oh stop. We’ve never had the typical parent/child relationship and you know it. We’re both mature adults. We can talk about se…”

His eyebrow shot straight up and held. Mature adults his ass.

“Relationships,” she amended hastily.

“I’m too old for this.”

“Exactly my point. Look, I know you didn’t want to get involved with anyone because you wanted to be a good father. You get a gold star for mission accomplished, but I am a big girl now and I want you to be happy.”

 “I’m happy.”

“No, you’re complacent, Jack. I don’t want to move away and spend sleepless nights worryin’ about you endin’ up a lonely old cowboy like poor Heath Ledger, with nothin’ but sheep for company.”

“I like sheep. They don’t talk.”

“You might want to be careful who you say that to. A man who loves sheep and says he doesn’t need a man…” 

He fought a grin.  Spoken like a true smartass. 

“Go put on a clean shirt. We have a 10:00 a.m. appointment with the florist.”


“Why? I can’t tell the difference between a damn petunia and a posy.” 

She smiled sweetly. “We’re doing edible centerpieces and you know all about fruit baskets.”

Jack’s tongue pressed against his teeth. “Cute. I’ll pass.”
“Don’t you want to see where all your hard earned money is goin’?”


Her smile sent the same chill he’d experienced the day she’d gleefully held up her driver’s license, mamboing down his spine. “Honey, you ain’t never had a problem runnin’ off with my credit card before.”

“I’m turnin’ over a new leaf.”


Her smile was angelic. He felt the chill solidifying into ice cubes. “Em….” He warned.

“Oh all right. His name is Hayden Mo-….”

“No.”   
She ignored him. “He just bought the florist shop on Greenly. He’s amazingly talented, and gorgeous to boot. You two could become the new poster boys for, ‘my two daddies’.” 

He dropped his head into his hands as she continued.

“Jack, look, I know you never expected to raise a teenage girl by yourself, and you did a fairly good job considerin’ you didn’t know what the heck you were doing half the time. But now I’m leaving the nest, and you need a new chickadee to spend your winters with. This is an intervention.”


 The sound of the doorbell couldn’t have been better timed. 

“Hayden, it’s open,” Emily yelled. 

“Oh HELL no!”

A slim hand wound around Jack’s bicep when he tried to run, but she was off balance in her heels and stumbled into him. Jack threw an arm back to brace himself, sending everything on the counter clattering to the floor.

Emily’s mouth hung open in a mute O of horror. His cheeks heated, as something crunched beneath his left boot heel when he tried to step out of the mess. 


Behind them, a voice cried out in dismay. “Whoa! Rodeo bull in the china shop!”

His back stiffened as he turned to look over the short, boyishly handsome man silhouetted in the doorway. “Or should I say rodeo stud…either way, very nice.” He grinned as he set the box on the now clear counter. “Hayden’s bringing in the rest.”

He held out a hand. “Alex Walker. Emily’s Dad?”


“Yea, sorry about the mess. I’m Jack-“

“Carter?”

A new voice cut off Jack’s intro. The plan to politely remove himself from the starring role of Emily’s romantic comedy, crashed into a heap and spontaneously burst into flame. He blamed that for the heat that abruptly migrated from his ears to his dick.

“Montgomery?You’re the damn florist?”

“You’re Emily’s father?” 

Broad shoulders, chocolate brown hair curling a little too long around his ears, and trim legs Jack remembered wrapping so snugly around his hips he’d felt he was in lockdown, turned to look between him and Emily with the enthusiasm of the unconvinced. Warm hazel eyes zeroed in on Jack with concentrated intensity. Bit by bit, amusement seeped out to infiltrate the dimples that dipped deeply in those lean cheeks. 

At least one of them found the situation funny. With Emily’s head bobbling back and forth between them like she was watching a ping-pong match, Jack wasn’t feeling the hilarity. 

When he’d accepted an old friend’s invitation to check out a private sex club in downtown Dallas, Jack hadn’t been looking for anything more than an outlet away from the responsibilities of unexpected fatherhood, and life as a low-key, closeted rancher. It wasn’t supposed to get personal.

Last names only. No personal information exchanged other than test results and safe words. Strictly business.  An extremely pleasurable business that had repeatedly sucked Jack’s brains out through his dick with all the enthusiasm of the sole heir to the Hoover dynasty. It had been amazing. Intense. Everything a man could want in his wildest fantasies. 

Which was why he’d left. Because sooner or later, reality had to come calling.  He’d just never expected it to be in his damn kitchen.

“Emily asked my partner and I to come by and help with her final details.”

“Partner?” 

Jack cast a dark look at the cute blond before he could catch himself.  Hayden’s smile deepened knowingly. “Yes, my business partner.” He held up his left hand, wiggling long, elegant fingers that had once made Jack’s cock sing Hallejuah.  

No ring. 

“I’m still looking for Mr. Right.” He leaned on the counter with lazy grace. “I thought I found him once, but he turned out to be just another Mr. Right Now. Up and left without so much as ciao.”

 “Sounds like an asshole,” Alex commented.

Teeth gritted, Jack laid both hands flat on the counter. Wider and stronger than Hayden’s, they were a uniform brown from days spent toiling beneath the sun. “Maybe his life was just complicated.”

“Maybe he had something to hide.” Hayden smiled.

“Or maybe he just wasn’t interested in what you were offerin’.”

“And maybe he was too scared to admit that I had exactly what he needed.”

“Anyone ever tell you you’re an arrogant son-of-a-”

“Hello Houston, we’re sorry to interrupt our regularly scheduled programmin’, but what the hell is going on?  Y’all already know each other?” Emily demanded.

“We’ve met…”


“Where?”


“At a club,” they chorused. Jack glared at Hayden who smiled indulgently.


“And you didn’t think it would be a good idea to I don’t know, exchange mundane information like NAMES?”

Jack’s teeth gritted. “It’s an exclusive club, invitation only that caters to clientele who go in understandin’ that names are as optional as everything else…”
Alex whistled. “Lordy, to be a fly on that wall!”


Emily glanced between them, somehow catching the innuendo train on her second pass. “Ooookay… Y’all figure it out. Alex, you’re comin’ with me to design the perfect centerpieces to take my mind off the island of crazy I landed myself on.”

“Weren’t you the one telling me this mornin’ that we’re both mature adults and can discuss anythin’?” Jack shot back. 

“Hey now, there is a difference between wantin’ your father to have his own tickle-me-Elmo moment, and knowin’ that that he trades his tractor for the kink-mobile by night!” 
Her eyes narrowed as she paused mid-huff, turning back to Hayden. “I won’t say anythin’ so cliché like, ‘if you hurt my Dad, I’ll have your balls,’ but keep in mind I was raised on a workin’ ranch.”

Jack didn’t know whether to laugh or be horrified. Hayden had no such qualms. He was still standing by the counter watching Jack with a predatory amusement, his deceptively slim frame relaxed as Emily and Alex’s voices faded down the hall.

His own body tensed tighter than a coiled spring. “Montgomery, look, there seems to have been some misunderstandin’ here. I-“


“Why’d you leave?” Hayden’s interruption was quiet but confident. 

“I’m not doin’ this with you.”

“Answer the question, Carter.”    

His voice never rose, but Jack felt the command go straight to his balls like a heat seeking missile. Target acquired. Shit.
Sliding his thumbs through his belt loops, Jack steadied his stance. He’d never considered himself a weak man. Born and raised on the ranch, he’d swallowed the stoic, macho cowboy lifestyle with the same dose of necessity he did his breakfast. It was who he was. All he needed to be.

Until Hayden fucking Montgomery.


He inhaled hard, head dipping before he could stop the movement that came as natural as breathing around this man he had no business wanting. His shoulder’s bunched when he heard Hayden shift, the tips of his running shoes appearing in Jack’s line of vision.
He didn’t ask again, and Jack knew he wouldn’t. Just like the first time they’d met when he had walked into the room and everything Jack was convinced he knew, got smashed apart like a kid’s birthday piñata. 

Aware Emily was still in the house, Jack’s voice barely carried but he felt deafened by their echo.

“I wanted it too much.”

“Say the words.”

Ignoring the instinctive reaction to lash out, Jack obeyed. “I wanted us, Montgomery. And knowing better every single day, didn’t make me stop. I left, because I couldn’t stay and be what you needed.”

“And just what do you think that is?” Hayden’s voice softened further, an indefinable note entering it that tightened Carter’s body in ways that needed absolutely no clarifying.  But then, sex had never been the problem. Mind-blowing, amazing, there weren’t enough adjectives to describe the three months they’d met, twice every week. It was later, when the sweat cooled on their bodies and he felt Hayden snuggling back into his body with one foot hooked through Jack’s ankle to tangle their bodies together in every possible way, that the few rational brain cells he’d had left screamed, DANGER Will Robinson.

“What do you want me to say? It was sex.” Great sex. “We never even shared our real names for Christ’s sake. You were a professional. I was just the average Joe who caught your eye for awhile.”

“Well I am still a professional-just a new profession.” His lips twitched, a teasing glint chasing away that uncertainty that was so odd in his face. “An artisan of floral arrangement.”

Jack snorted. “Seriously?”

“What? I can’t be a badass Dom and still like pretty things?” He stepped forward, then again until Jack had no choice but to back up until his spine was flush against the bathroom door. 

“I like flowers. They don’t talk.” His breath teased over Jack’s mouth, warm with a hint of mint. His hand slid over the other man’s mouth before it could open and ruin the moment. “Listen to me. I left Dallas because I woke up one day and realized it wasn’t what I wanted anymore. I needed a new start, so I played roulette with a map and glass of tequila, and here I am. I didn’t come looking for you.”

Jack’s skin prickled with the unspoken ‘but’.

“But, since my Momma raised me right, I can’t diss Lady Fate, by turning you loose after she went through so much trouble bringing you to me.”

“And just how is this goin’ to work? I’m a middle-aged rancher with a crazy kid I adore, and a whole lot of sheep. Not exactly a stellar romantic resume.” He heard a snicker from the living room. “You’re a…”

“Florist?” Hayden supplied helpfully. “I am, and if I can handle three brides a week, you’re a piece of cake, baby. Whatever happens, we’ll deal. Carter,” he said as Jack started to protest. “Shut up.”

His mouth slammed over the other man’s, not giving him time to talk himself out of it. One strong hand reached out, stumbling them into the bathroom and up against the cool tile. Jack’s head lolled back against the wall as Hayden moved down his body, showing off an amazing family connection to Houdini as Jack’s jeans and underwear miraculously vanished. 

When he slid back up, Jack felt the thickness of Hayden’s erection digging into his hip.

And the South shall rise again. 

 “Mine,” Hayden growled. 

The rough gurgling sound that escaped Jack’s throat would have embarrassed him if he'd had any brain function left, but all the blood had rushed from head to dick, leaving him lightheaded and pliant beneath Hayden’s insistent hands. Strong, calloused hands that shoved Jack up against the sink and trapped his fingers against the sides.  Jack shivered at the contrast of the cold porcelain against his front and Hayden’s warm, raspy tongue teasing that spot behind his left ear. 

It was so fucking good, felt so right, felt like home.

“Christ on a cross,” he groaned. “I’m becoming a goddam girl.”

“Do I even want to know?”

Jack turned back to kiss the amusement out of Hayden’s mouth. His voice deepened with need, Texas coating every syllable. “Nope. Just fuck me.”

“Pushy fucking bottom.” Hayden nipped the back of Jack’s neck hard, but he slapped the lotion dispenser on the sink a few times to coat his hand, knuckles brushing Jack’s ass and dragging out his shudder as his lover slicked himself. “Latex?”

He pressed back as his answer; simply eloquent, and a way to disguise the fact his legs wouldn’t support him anymore. A smile kissed his skin, and then those long, talented fingers were sliding inside, stretching him just enough for Jack to appreciate the burn when Hayden sank in, balls deep. 

Yes. This was what he’d been missing—that knife sharp pleasure exploding up his spine each time anytime Hayden nailed his prostate with the accuracy of a military sniper, taking him without any reprieve or apology. He might as well have stamped Property of Hayden Montgomery across Jack’s ass. Wheezed, desperate laughter was muffled by Hayden’s mouth as his free hand sunk into Jack’s hair, forcing him to tilt back. “Let me hear you lose it, baby. I need it. Spent a year missing you, needing you breaking apart like this beneath me.”

Narrow hips snapped against Jack’s ass relentlessly, shoving him up hard against the arm he’d snaked around the man’s waist to protect him from the sink edge. Every short, confident stroke spiked the temperature another degree till Jack was sure the water Hayden turned on to muffle his groans, was going to suffocate them with the steam. 

He cried out as his emotions hit Defcon One, eyes wild in the mirror when Hayden pressed his face into the back of Jack’s neck. Gentler than their norm, almost vanilla, and yet exactly what he needed. Completely at the mercy of Hayden’s hands and cock and his own intense arousal. 

“So fucking good. Hayden—.” His words strangled, muscles contracting and clamping down on Hayden’s cock with a death grip. He shoved back against the man whose surprised shout prefaced the surge of liquid heat tearing Jack’s world down as it filled him up. From the ashes… “Call me Mt. Saint Helen’s,” he panted.

Hayden gave a startled laugh. “What the fuck?” 

“Never-mind.” He grinned, lazily twitching with the aftershocks. “Damn. Just dayum.” 

“No shit.” He nipped Jack’s throat, content in his fucked-out haze. “We’ll keep it together this time. I can do amazing things with krazy-glue and floral tape.”

“Mm,” Jack hummed, licking the salt from his skin. “Pervert…”

A single loud knock snapped both their heads up. “Hey Daddy, before I go find a corner to scratch my eyes out in and cry like a small, disturbed child, can I put you down as a plus one now?”

Hayden snickered as he pulled Jack into a sticky hug, lazily kissing the warm curve of his shoulder.  He nodded when Jack quirked a brow. “I’ll have the beef…”
END
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