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Chapter One

Jordan Potter rolled over and smiled at
Michael Alan Carlyle III, the beautiful dark angel of a man Jordan
loved with all his heart and soul who slept beside him. They had
stayed up late the night before to ring in the new year with a hot,
sexy, no-holds-barred kiss.

Though they had been engaged for several
months, they had yet to set an actual wedding date. With the new
year beginning, it was time to solidify their relationship with a
date to officially join their lives together.

Jordan had been thinking that the first day
of spring sounded like the perfect day to start their married life.
It wouldn’t be too hot, so they could have an outdoor wedding, with
him and Mac wearing matching outfits of new blue jeans, white
snap-front shirts with bolo ties, leather vests, and boots. They
would skip the white cowboy hats, though envisioning Mac wearing
his dress Stetson always got him hot.

Now all he had to do was convince Mac that
it would be a great idea to have their wedding in eleven weeks.

He wiggled his way under the blankets and
down the mattress, then laid random kisses down Mac’s arm. He moved
to his hip bone and across his pelvis toward his fully engorged
cock.

Gently stroking two fingers down Mac’s
thigh, he stopped just short of the amputation site. Mac had lost
his lower leg to an infection following a gunshot wound while in
the army, serving in Afghanistan. Mac’s injury, and the quilt
Jordan had donated to the local group that provided quilts to
Wounded Warriors, was what initially brought them together.

Mac’s cock twitched and Jordan could not
contain a soft giggle as he leaned closer. He carefully, gently
wrapped his hand around the base and pulled it so he could lick
away the pre-cum that emerged from the slit. Savoring the taste, he
took just the head into his mouth and swirled his tongue around the
tip.

He froze when Mac moaned softly and shifted.
Once his man settled again, Jordan returned to loving on the long,
thick shaft. His own cock throbbed with need, but if he stroked it
even once, he would come all over the bed.

He continued working his way down Mac’s cock
until he had taken the entire length in. He took his time moving up
and down, massaging, licking, and sucking every inch.

He smiled around Mac’s cock when a hand came
down and cupped the back of his head. As had become their habit,
Jordan could start things between them, but Mac always seemed to
take control. Just part of his military training and alpha
personality, which Jordan didn’t mind a bit.

Tightening a hand around the base of Mac’s
cock, Jordan focused his attention on the top half, his
ministrations growing more intense. Mac’s hips began lifting from
the bed as the man made sexy grunts and moans that sent shivers
down Jordan’s spine. Jordan cupped his balls and held them gently,
knowing that would snap the man’s control.

“So close,” Mac warned as his cock thickened
even further and his balls drew up.

****

Waking up without Jordan in his arms was a
disappointment, until he realized Jordan was sucking him off.
Pulling in a deep breath, Mac tried to relax and allow Jordan to
have control.

That lasted about two minutes as the man
sucked him all the way in and then swallowed, massaging his cock in
the way he loved, and that quickly wound him up. Reaching down, he
ran his fingers through Jordan’s copper curls and cupped the back
of his head. He didn’t force the man to take him. He just needed to
hold part of his lover, who was bringing him such pleasure.

His body stiffened and he couldn’t help but
moan and groan and grunt as Jordan’s mouth continued to drive him
closer to his release.

“So close,” he moaned, giving Jordan the
option of pulling off.

He wasn’t surprised when the man tightened
his grip around the base of his cock while sucking even harder. The
hand caressing and cupping his balls was the trigger that had his
hips snapping up once, twice, and then his orgasm powered through
his entire body.

Jordan drank his seed down and then licked
him clean again before crawling up the mattress to lie down beside
him.

“Good morning,” his man whispered as Mac
brushed a kiss on the top of his head.

“Good morning.”

Mac spit on his palm before reaching between
them to wrap his hand around Jordan’s hard, twitching cock. He did
not drag things out, but immediately began to jack his man off. It
only took a few strokes before Jordan’s cock spilled its seed
across Mac’s belly. Mac grabbed a wad of tissues from the
nightstand and wiped up the mess before settling in and cuddling
Jordan close to his side.

“So, what are you softening me up for?”

Jordan began to giggle. “Soften you up.
That’s a good one.”

Mac couldn’t help but join in the laughter.
Anything that brought Jordan joy made his heart happy. For someone
who had never classified himself as gay until he’d seen Jordan
rolling in the dirt with two baby goats, that was saying something.
After only a few months with his super-shy, sexy quiltmaker, Mac
couldn’t imagine life with anyone else—male or female.

Once the laughter died away, he slid a hand
down Jordan’s arm. “Talk, Jordan. What’s going on?”

“I want to get married on March twentieth,
the first day of spring. What do you think?”

“I think that’s a great day to get married,
but that’s less than three months away. Can we pull a wedding
together by then?”

Jordan smiled as he confidently said, “Of
course we can. I also want to make us a wedding quilt for our
bed.”

Mac shifted to look at him with a slight
frown. “Are you sure? A quilt for us on top of the orders that are
piling up and planning our wedding?”

Jordan nodded. “It will be fine.”

“All right, but I don’t want you wearing
yourself out trying to do everything, okay? You’ll need to save
your energy for the honeymoon,” Mac said with a dark chuckle.

“Oooo, I forgot about the honeymoon,” Jordan
said with a grin.

“I’ll deal with the honeymoon. You deal with
the wedding quilt, and maybe ask Nana to help with the wedding
plans.”

Jordan’s eyes went wide as he shook his
head. “Can’t we just call Pastor Bill to come over after church and
have the wedding in the gazebo? We don’t have to tell her anything,
just that she needs to show up in her church dress.”

Mac frowned. “Why don’t you want to tell
your grandmother we’ve set a date? She could help with the
planning.”

“That’s just it. She’ll want to plan a big,
splashy, over-the-top, crazy wedding. Why can’t we just have her
come over for lunch after church and surprise her?”

“Because she’ll be hurt if she doesn’t get
to help in the planning. And maybe this would be the time to get
back in touch with your parents? Celebrations like this are good
ways to mend fences.”

Jordan huffed a sigh. “I’ll think about it,
but I still don’t think telling Nana is a good idea because she’ll
become one of those bridezilla grandmothers.”

“Oh, and don’t forget, sometime over the
next few days, you are going to go through the resumes the college
sent over and hire someone.”

“Hire someone?”

Before Mac had forced him to take some time
off between Thanksgiving and Christmas, Jordan had been working
sixty or more hours a week trying to keep up with the orders for
his artistic quilts. With the new website and magazine articles
about him that were coming out in the next few months, Mac had no
doubt Jordan would be overwhelmed with orders, once they started
taking them again.

Mac sighed. “We talked about this, Jordan.
You agreed to hire someone to help you with the parts of the work
you don’t like to do, the not-fun parts of quilting.”

“I’ll think about it. All of it,” Jordan
finally said. “Now, go back to sleep. It’s still early.”

 



Chapter Two

 


Jordan stared at the blank sheet of paper
and sighed. He wanted to create a kickass wedding quilt for their
new king-size bed, but after three days and more than a dozen crap
ideas, he still had nothing.

He wanted this quilt to be a work of art
even more beautiful than any of the other quilts he had made over
the years. Ones he had received such effusive compliments on they
made him blush even now just thinking of them.

With anyone else, his inspiration would
start as soon as he received an e-mail or message or phone call
asking him to create something special. A few questions and he
would have a design sketched out in an hour or less.

But when it came to his own quilt, the quilt
that would express the love he and Mac had for one another, he had
nothing.

“Argh,” he yelled as he threw his drawing
pad across the room.

Jumping from his work stool, he began to
pace circles around the large work table that filled the center of
his studio. A half-wall contained storage cubicles that were filled
with fabric, sorted and stored by type and color, creating a
rainbow that usually made him smile. Today, the rainbow of colors
and different fabrics seemed to mock him and his inability to come
up with an idea.

He had several orders waiting for his
attention, all of which were a variation of the quilt that had
brought Mac into his life. The Hero’s Quilt, as they’d begun
calling it, had been used as the centerpiece of the talks Jordan
had begun giving various quilting groups. It was also to be
featured in an upcoming quilting magazine article.

Another lap around the studio, past the
long-arm quilting machine and the long table with three sewing
machines lined up waiting to piece fabrics together, and he ended
up at the door to Mac’s office. While the main room of the studio
was strictly for cutting, sewing, and quilting, Mac’s office was
where the business side of Jordan Potter Quilts was conducted.

Hoping for a distraction, or a conversation
with his fiancé that would spark his creativity, Jordan turned the
knob and pushed open the door. Mac was at his desk, frowning at one
of the two computer screens there.

“Be careful or your face will freeze like
that,” Jordan said as he stepped into the room, then closed and
locked the door behind him.

Mac jolted and quickly hit several keys to
close whatever computer program he had been using. “Hey, babe.
What’s going on?”

“I’m having trouble finding inspiration,”
Jordan said with a grin as he crossed the room. He didn’t stop
until he was beside Mac’s chair. Pulling it out and spinning it so
Mac faced him, Jordan climbed up and straddled his lap. “Inspire
me.”

Mac chuckled as he opened his arms and
pulled Jordan close for a kiss. “I’ve
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