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My Boyfriend’s Hot Cowboy Dad







It was a Friday night in July, and an unusually cool one. Ezra and I were in the rustic living room of his small farmhouse, celebrating our first year together. As boyfriends, we really were cute together. We’d taken so many pics for us to smile and giggle at, both sweet and silly. Everywhere we went, there was a guaranteed pic to be taken. Of course, we had to be discreet since we lived out in the countryside in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, close to Lake Superior. It did help that we were masculine jocks who worked out, swam laps, and played baseball, easily fitting in with the straight guys up here.

Sometimes, I wondered why my parents had come up here from the mountains in Puerto Rico instead of a more socially tolerable area. My grandparents were from northern Spain, so I’d even go there if I could. My brothers and parents liked it out here, though, so the chances of us moving elsewhere were practically zero. Well, it was peaceful and quiet, at least. The winters in the UP were brutal, though. But it could be worse; we didn’t live in Canada.

Ezra’s dad, Elijah, joined us on the couch adjacent to ours, having not showered yet. After a long day at the horse ranch, he smelled like a mix of outdoor labor, dried sweat, and the body spray he used only when he was around Ezra. He looked more handsome than ever with his brown hair cut short—it’d been scraggly—and the light stubble on his face. His hazel eyes lit with infectious joy, filling me with warmth. He always wore a cowboy hat, tight jeans, and cowboy boots, and his button-down shirts often had remnants of hay all over them. He was a tall, northern cowboy with American pride, and he’d never move out of the countryside.

Ezra, of course, looked hot with a trendy shirt and khaki shorts, similar to what I wore. His brown hair was combed, whereas my dark hair was stylishly messy. To be honest, it wouldn’t have bothered me had I worn a basic undershirt and a used pair of jeans from the Salvation Army like a country hick. However, Ezra wasn’t having it because, somehow, he actually cared about looking better than most straight guys. To be fair, a lot of the guys here, straight or not, usually had decent clothes on. It wasn’t like we lived in a humble trailer park, not that there was anything wrong with living in one.

I sipped my bottle of beer, savoring the cold and refreshing taste. Elijah was an awesome dad for letting me have some, given that I was still a teen—hardly twenty-one yet. Mom and Dad would flip if they knew. They’d finally let me stay the night here after nagging them about it for a while, and it only helped that they knew there was a guest room here. (Simple, but it worked.) My parents didn’t know I was gay, or else they wouldn’t have let me stay because of two gay guys spending the night together. If I had parents as liberal as Ezra’s, things would be different. Well, his dad, anyway. His mom had gone back to her hometown in the Bible Belt to “find God”, so to speak.

I stared at the silvery-blue promise ring I wore that matched Ezra’s, symbolizing our recent vows to save our virginities for each other until marriage. Marriage. Wow. Would I go from Garcia to Becker? Would Ezra go from Becker to Garcia? Would we hyphenate our names together? Would we just keep our last names as they were? Then again, we wouldn’t get married until after college, so it was way too soon to think about. We’d had a crush on each other for a few years before becoming boyfriends, but we’d known each other since elementary school.

I did love Ezra, and I knew it meant a lot to him for us to wait for each other because of premarital sex being wrong in his eyes—ironically, not homosexuality. He was so sweet, so great, and so perfect, but being with him meant I had to become a Christian at some point. Thankfully, he was patient about that.

God, church was so boring, but it meant the world to him now that he’d finally found a tiny, gay-affirming church that Elijah dropped us off at every Sunday morning. Ezra wasn’t crazy about me drinking beer, but he also didn’t want to pressure me in hopes of a more gradual and realistic acceptance of Christ, since he’d recently had his own born-again experience. I didn’t know what I believed in. I wasn’t an atheist, but was I really a believer?

I shrugged off my recurring pensive thoughts and finished my first bottle of beer. I set it on the coffee table and smiled at Ezra who sat next to me. “What do you want to do now?”

He yawned and got up, his hazel eyes narrowing. “Actually, I think I’m going to bed.” His deep voice was soft and weak, and I could tell he really was sleepy.

I gave him a frown. “Already? It’s only eleven.”

“I know, Ozzie, I’m sorry. But I’m really tired, and I can barely stay awake.” He frowned along with me for a brief moment. “Besides, you know I’m an early bird. I could never be a night owl like you.”

I gave him a reluctant nod, the disappointment hitting me hard because it was a special occasion for us.

Ezra hunched over for a chaste kiss on my lips. If only we could make out like that one time, but he insisted it made him horny enough to risk breaking our virginity vows. For me, just his jock presence alone made me horny, and his hot looks only added to my frustration.

He smiled. “I’ll dream of your brown eyes entwined with my gaze.” He could be so cheesy in the cutest way.

I returned the smile, melting.

“Goodnight.” He waved at both me and Elijah.

Elijah gave him a warm expression. “Goodnight, son. Sleep well.”

Ezra walked away, oblivious to how bummed I felt. He marched upstairs until the sound of his door closing confirmed the night was no longer young. He wasn’t careless or anything, and he was always good to me, but things often had to go his way. He probably didn’t realize it, but I did.
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