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A Surprise for Daddy

By J.M. Snyder

“You know what to do, Beanie?” Dave Knarr
asks as the elevator starts for the twentieth floor.

Beside him stands Bobby Jansen’s young
daughter Jenna, a.k.a. Jenna Bean, a.k.a. Beanie. She studies
herself in the mirrored wall, a look of bemused detachment on her
pretty young face.

“Bean?” he prompts. “Remember, this is
supposed to be a surprise. That means—”

In the reflection, her eyes flicker his way.
“I know what that means.” Touching her shiny lips with one
small finger, she sees he’s still watching and gives him a winning
smile. “Don’t worry, Mr. Dave. I’m ready to rumble.”

Mr. Dave. It makes him sound so…well,
old, to be honest, but Bobby said she couldn’t just call him
Dave. “She has to show some respect,” he claimed.

“But isn’t it a bit too formal for someone
dating her father?” Dave argued.

Bobby’s response was that sexy half-grin Dave
fell in love with all the way back in high school. “Mr. Knarr would
be too formal. Mr. Dave is sort of cute.”

“It sounds like something I’d name my penis,”
Dave groused.

Bobby’s eyes widened in shock. “You
don’t—”

“God, no, I don’t,” Dave assured him
quickly.

So Mr. Dave it is. He feels overdressed in a
sports coat and tie, despite his jeans and loafers. But his outfit
pales in comparison with Jenna’s. She wears a pair of bright pink
stretch pants and a white tank top with the words Queen In
Training written across the front in rhinestones. Her long
brown hair is pulled up into a sloppy ponytail at her nape, the
front bangs pushed off her face with a pair of cat’s-eye sunglasses
in a lurid shade of green. A pink and white feathered boa around
her neck completes her look.

When Dave picked her up from Bobby’s parents’
home less than an hour earlier, he tried to talk her out of the
boa, but she wouldn’t listen. She’s seven going on twenty-three,
and she knows fashion. “I’m wearing my feathers,” she told
him, tossing her hair back in a diva-esque gesture that made him
bite the inside of his cheek to keep from laughing. “A girl’s got
to look smashing, Mr. Dave. You know that.”

* * * *

Dave first met Jenna six months ago over
Christmas, when Bobby introduced them. At first he’d been afraid
she would remind him too much of her mother, Julia. Though Dave and
Julia had been friends in high school, the only thing they really
had in common was how much they both liked Bobby. Dave had known
him longer, but Bobby was smitten by Julia the moment they met, and
before long, Dave began to feel like a third wheel.

After graduation, things only grew worse.
Julia got pregnant, she and Bobby married, and Dave let the only
man he’d ever loved slip out of his life.

Running into Bobby again at the mall over the
holidays had been wonderful. Learning Julia was out of the picture
now—she left Bobby the previous summer, just up and walked out,
didn’t even bother taking Jenna with her when she left—well, that
had been a miracle. The two men reconnected over drinks and one
thing led to another and, before Dave knew it, he’d kissed
Bobby.

It’d been a sloppy kiss, drunk and awkward,
and didn’t really lead anywhere that night, but the next morning
Dave woke to find Bobby asleep in his bed and thanked God for
giving him the patience to wait things out. He’d never wanted
anyone as much as he wanted Bobby Jansen, never, and on that
early December morning, he wished he could’ve sent a message to his
former teenaged self that said simply, It gets better. It
will, it does. Look at him. Happy at last.

And things kept getting better. To his
pleasant surprise, Bobby wasn’t opposed to a relationship with
another man, or rather, at least not with Dave. They’d been friends
forever, and cranking things up a notch seemed like a natural
progression. If anything, Dave had Julia to thank for that—after
the way she ditched Bobby, he needed comfort but was too gun-shy to
start dating just yet. Going out with Dave didn’t count as a
date—they were friends. And if things got a little, well,
over-friendly, who could blame them? Bobby needed affection, and
Dave had been waiting years for the right moment to step up
to the plate.

Truth be told, the one variable in the
equation that had scared him most was Jenna. Whenever he imagined
hooking up with Bobby, a precocious seven-year-old daughter never
figured into his calculations. And he was pretty sure Jenna hadn’t
counted on a man replacing her mother as the love of her father’s
life.

But she surprised him. She actually
wanted her father to find someone—male, female, it didn’t
really matter to her. Then again, she was seven, so she had
little idea of what went on between Dave and Bobby when her
father’s bedroom door was shut. The fact that she was so accepting
of him, though, and accepting of the kisses and touches and other
signs of affection he shared with Bobby, made her contender for
Best Kid of the Year in his opinion.

Though, to be honest, she could’ve left the
boa at home.

* * * *

Dave watches Jenna pucker her lips and blow
kisses at her reflection. Faintly, his stomach rumbles, reminding
him it’s already after noon. He usually stops for an early
lunch—working as an ad-man for the local shopping mall, he hit the
food court the moment it opened at eleven. Bobby’s lunch break was
a little later, and because they worked on opposite ends of town,
they rarely managed to meet in the middle of the afternoon.

But today is different. Today it’s been six
months since they ran into each other again and picked up their
friendship right where they’d left it years ago. Six months to the
day of their first kiss. So in Dave’s mind, it’s an anniversary, of
sorts. And an anniversary requires a celebration.

To Jenna, he prompts, “So when we get there,
you’re going to ask for…” He wants to run through the routine one
last time before they put it into action.

Dabbing the corner of her lips to fix her
cherry-flavored lip gloss, Jenna sighs. “Don’t worry, I know
it.”

“Humor me.” Dave tugs at the bottom of his
sports jacket, all too aware he’s getting nervous. Sure, he saw
Bobby this morning, but he’s never visited his lover at work
before. What will Bobby say when he sees Dave and Jenna? What will
his coworkers say?

Jenna rolls her eyes. With a thick, fake
accent, she intones, “Is Mr. Jansen available, puh-leaze? I
vish to speak vith him at vonce.”

Dave laughs. “You don’t have to overdo it,
honey.”

But she flips the end of the boa over her
shoulder and turns up her nose at him. In a haughty voice, she
declares, “I am an act-tresse. Do not interfere with
the talent, please.”

Dave laughs again as the elevator slides to a
silent stop. “Show time,” he murmurs, smoothing out imaginary
wrinkles in his jacket and shaking his shoulders to loosen up.

God, he thinks, waiting for the doors
to open. What is up with me today? This isn’t our first date.
I’m just coming to take him to lunch, that’s it. So what’s with the
sweaty palms?

“You ready, Jenna?”

She slips her small hand into his and gives
him a reassuring squeeze. “I’m cool, Mr. Dave.”

In a loud stage whisper, he asks, “Do I look
all right?”

“You look fabulous, dahling.” With one
finger, she taps her sunglasses down to cover her eyes.

“I don’t feel fabulous,” Dave admits
as the elevator finally opens to reveal the cut-glass windows of
Shumley Construction’s main business office. “I feel like a nervous
wreck.”

Leading him out of the elevator, Jenna
sashays up to the glass door. “I told you to wear my other
feathers,” she says with flawless, childlike logic. She stops in
front of the door and waits for him to open it for her. “If you
want to feel fabulous, you simply have to look the
part.”

* * * *

Bobby digs in his file cabinet, looking for
the Human Resources folder he knows he put in there
somewhere. “Usually my secretary takes care of this
paperwork,” he says as he thumbs through outdated health insurance
applications, “but she’s in the Bahamas this week on her
honeymoon.”

“Oh really?” The woman sitting on the other
side of Bobby’s desk watches him rummage through the files. She’s a
pretty woman, younger than him, with a head full of auburn curls
and a wide mouth the same dark shade as her hair. For some reason,
the way she tilts her head when she looks at him reminds him of a
parrot he once saw at a pet store. Jenna had loved that bird, and
begged for him to buy it, but something in the way it cocked its
head each time it looked at Bobby made him uncomfortable. As if it
thought he might be something it would like to eat.

He’s being silly, he knows, but he isn’t used
to dealing with new hires. His official job title is Finance
Director, but Shumley Construction is a small-town operation, and
all the employees wear a variety of hats. He’s also the bookkeeper,
payroll clerk, and insurance liaison. Which is why he has his own
secretary, a woman ten years his senior who knows the office inside
and out.

And who’s probably lying on a beach right
this moment with Husband Number Three, blissfully unaware he can’t
find the new hire paperwork.

Cecile left a folder on his desk before her
trip. Holly Manchester, the tab read in Cecile’s flowing
script. Holly is Cecile’s new administrative assistant, and will be
working directly under Cecile, which puts her in Bobby’s
department. But the only items in the folder are Holly’s resume and
Cecile’s interview notes. No W-4, no I-9, no insurance forms,
nothing.

Pulling her skirt down over her knees, Holly
asks, “The woman who interviewed me? What’s her name again?”

“Cecile.” Bobby finds a folder marked
Life and pulls it out. It isn’t health insurance, but it’s a
start. “She really should’ve left me all the forms you need to fill
out. I’m not sure I have the most up to date stuff here.”

With a girlish laugh, Holly says, “Well, you
know where I work if you need to find me later.”

Bobby flashes her a tight grin. “We’ll get
you started on these,” he says, handing her a few forms. “Just fill
it all out and sign everything, and we’ll let her sort through it
all when she gets back. How’s that sound?”

Holly laughs again. “Sure.”

Relieved, Bobby sinks into the chair behind
his desk and glances at the time displayed on his office phone.
Just after noon, almost time for lunch. Can he feasibly pawn this
girl off on someone else for an hour or so? Or does she expect
someone to eat with her?

And why the hell did they hire someone
new while Cecile is gone?

Suddenly Holly stands. Bobby glances up as
she leans over his desk to reach for a pen. She flashes him a quick
smile, but that isn’t all he gets an eyeful of. Her
wraparound shirt puckers open between her breasts, exposing white
lace, and her skirt rides up her backside. Bobby feels a warm blush
color his cheeks.

“Can I borrow this for a minute?” she asks
sweetly, plucking a pen off his desk. “I’ll give it right
back.”

“Go ahead.” Then he turns away from her and
the quick show of smooth flesh to check his e-mail. Silently, he
chides, Cecile, Cecile, Cecile. You know you were supposed to
tell her about Dave.

Dave. At the thought of his lover,
Bobby grins and feels the awkward nervousness fall away from him.
Holly disappears—in his mind, Bobby’s with the man of his dreams,
stealing a quick kiss before they both headed out this morning,
Dave to the mall, Bobby here. On his way in, he’d dropped Jenna off
at his parents’, where she could catch the school bus. Another five
hours and he’ll be able to pick her up, then head to the small
apartment he and Dave call home. He can hardly wait.

He tries to ignore the woman watching him. He
knows she is, even if he doesn’t look over to see her doing it. He
goes through this every time they hire a new girl. What is it about
him, anyway? Last year, he couldn’t catch a lady’s eye if he tried.
He felt used and abused, kicked to the curb by his ex-wife. Then he
reconnected with Dave—in more ways than one—and all of a sudden,
women everywhere want a piece of him.

Too bad, girls. I’ve got a man. Hot, sexy,
and
























































































































































































cover.jpg
] M. Snyder





tmp_978a54f3f33fa2d57314569aa24fab16_chfXmH_html_m4f975dab.jpg
a 1
JM. Snyder





