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Chapter One

 


“We need to talk.”

Those four words, spoken as Jordan Potter
stepped out of the bathroom that Halloween night, sent a shiver of
dread through him. Then he looked at the man sitting against the
headboard of the bed.

Mac Carlyle, his fiancé, lay in bed, looking
like he should be in a magazine ad for mattresses or pillows or
sheets or something. Since he had removed his lower right leg
prosthesis, he wasn’t planning to walk out after the discussion,
but that did little to ease the fear burbling in Jordan’s
belly.

Instead of turning on the music and showing
off the new belly dancing moves he had learned online while taking
a break from his quilt making this afternoon, Jordan slowly crossed
the room and climbed onto the bed. He settled on the mattress with
a foot between his hips and Mac’s. He leaned against the headboard
before pulling up the sheet and lightweight comforter to cover his
wilting erection.

After clearing his throat, he was able to
whisper, “What do you want to talk about?”

“You’ve been getting a lot of packages the
last few weeks,” Mac said, sounding calm and curious.

“Um, I guess so,” Jordan said. He squirmed
under his man’s direct, silvery blue gaze before dropping his
attention to Mac’s wide, powerfully
muscled chest.

Mac was so handsome, sometimes all Jordan
wanted to do was sit and watch him move. In the months Mac had been
living with him and Nana, he had not bothered to get a haircut, so
his hair had grown shaggy, which only added to his visual appeal.
For a man who was worth many, many millions of dollars, Mac sure
didn’t look it.

To Jordan, he was his Mac. His best friend,
his lover, and the man teaching him to be braver and work to
overcome his extreme shyness. The man he loved and who loved him
enough they had proposed to one another a few months ago. When the
growing demands of Jordan’s quilting business eased a bit, they
would get around to planning their wedding, though all Jordan
wanted was Nana standing up for them—and a good cake.

Though he was now fairly comfortable going
into stores, and was even able to talk to clerks, Jordan still
preferred doing his shopping online. Especially when it came to
Christmas. Now that they’d moved into their own home not too far
from his grandmother’s farm, he had bought all new decorations for
both inside and outside the house.

“Want to tell me what you’ve been
buying?”

Jordan squirmed again, but settled when Mac
slipped a hand under the covers and laid it on his bare thigh, only
inches from his cock. Mac’s touch always had a way of settling him,
calming him.

“Um, not really?” Jordan answered
honestly.

“Jordan, I thought we’d agreed to have no
secrets between us,” Mac said. He stroked his hand down Jordan’s
thigh and then back up again. This time he stopped just an inch
from his reawakening erection.

“But … but it’s Christmas. Christmas and
birthday secrets are the exception to secret keeping, aren’t
they?”

Jordan watched Mac as the man thought over
his words. “Christmas?”

“Uh-huh. While Nana and I usually don’t
spend a lot on presents and such, we love to decorate and have a
tree and go to church.”

Mac looked like Jordan had begun to speak
some foreign language he’d never heard before.

After a moment, it struck Jordan. “Don’t you
celebrate Christmas? Are you Jewish?”

Mac smiled. “No, I’m not Jewish. But
Christmas hasn’t meant anything to me for a lot of years. I usually
volunteered to work around the holidays so the married men with
children could take the day off to be with their families.”

“Ah, okay. So, you don’t want to celebrate
Christmas with me?”

Jordan held his breath as he waited for his
man to answer.

Mac looked troubled for a moment, then
shrugged. “I’m out of practice, but yes, I’d like very much to
celebrate Christmas with you.”

“Yay!” Jordan crowed as he did a little
dance that had his entire body wiggling with happiness.

“So, my beautiful man, what do you want for
Christmas?” Mac asked as he shifted so Jordan was facing him while
straddling his lap.

“I can’t tell you,” Jordan said. “That’s one
of our rules for Christmas.”

“There are rules?”

“Uh-huh.” Jordan lifted his hand and touched
the first finger. “First rule is there are no Christmas lists to go
by. Rule two is there is a fifty-dollar spending limit per person.
Rule three … well, I guess there isn’t a rule three.”

“No lists to shop from and a fifty-dollar
limit? I’m screwed,” Mac said as he reached for the bottle of
lube they kept on the table beside the
bed. “Will you help me shop for your grandmother?”

“Sure.” Jordan moaned as Mac’s slicked up
fingers began to penetrate his back hole.

Grabbing the headboard on either side of
Mac’s shoulders, he leaned forward and breathed through the slight
burn he still got every time they got busy in the bedroom. At least
now it didn’t hit him until Mac slid a third finger through the
muscles.

His cock was hard as steel and already
pulsing with every heartbeat as Mac worked a bit more lube into his
body. Finally, the man pulled his fingers free.

“Ride me, sweets.” Mac reached between them
and wrapped his hand around Jordan’s erection.

A shiver raced through Jordan as he reached
behind him and took Mac’s long, thick length in hand. A moment
later, he was easing himself down, not stopping until he had taken
every centimeter of Mac’s cock into his ass.

Looking into Mac’s bright silvery blue eyes,
Jordan squeezed his muscles around the log in his ass. “Are we done
talking yet?”

****

“Oh, yeah. Definitely done talking,” Mac
said before moaning as Jordan’s muscles massaged the hot, hard
length of his cock. “Ride me, babe.”

Jordan began to rise and lower himself over
his cock. With that, their conversation stopped, to be replaced by
heavy breathing, moans, groans, and his grunting encouragement.
Jordan moved fluidly against him, his own erection rubbing between
their bellies as he began to move faster and faster with each
stroke.

It was only a few minutes before Jordan
squealed as his orgasm hit him and his seed spurted out to cover
Mac’s belly. When he sat down to fully engulf his cock, his channel
clamped tight, shoving Mac over the edge into his own orgasm. Mac
roared as his seed pulsed in powerful waves out of his balls, up
through his cock, and into his love’s body.

It took a while before Mac could breathe
normally and get his body working again. Jordan had fully relaxed
over him and was softly snoring. After easing his man off his cock
and then onto the mattress, Mac reached for the box of wet wipes on
the nightstand.

After cleaning them both up and tossing the
wipes into the trash can under the nightstand, Mac pulled the
covers up from the foot of the bed, then shifted to lie curled up
behind his sweet man.

Instead of sleeping, he stared across the
room at the quilt hanging on the wall there as he marveled at the
changes his life had taken. He loved staring at the red, white, and
blue colors and stars and stripes and solid block patterns of the
quilt that had brought them together.

If someone had told him a year ago that he
would be living in the country, working on a farm, and in love with
a sweet man who made artistic quilts for a living, Mac would have
laughed himself breathless. But here he was, far from the life as a
Chicago businessman his father had planned for him, as well as the
military career he had planned for himself. He also could admit he
was happier than he’d ever been in his life.

As his thoughts continued to ramble around,
they eventually turned to Christmas, which had him rolling to his
back to stare at the ceiling. When had Christmas become just
another day on the calendar?

After his mother had passed. When she was no
longer there to organize the gifts for family and friends, decorate
the house, and demand his father take time off, he and his father
had stopped celebrating. In the army, he’d often volunteered to
work the day, so the soldiers with families could be with them.

Now that he was working for Georgia Potter
as a farm hand, and engaged to Jordan, it was time to reignite the
Christmas spirit that was boxed up somewhere deep inside his
soul.

Then his thoughts went to Christmas
presents. Without a shopping list, what was he supposed to get his
man for Christmas?

 


 


cover.jpg
QUILT






tmp_277b557d5f14062b26e9a741098a638c_fSg2g6_html_m2f557912.png
)
(

BXX X

{
\

e





tmp_277b557d5f14062b26e9a741098a638c_fSg2g6_html_m79eca50b.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING ®
e

~ymg
-

P

: hy,

QUILT






tmp_277b557d5f14062b26e9a741098a638c_fSg2g6_html_6bd667c.png





