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This novel contains adult erotica and explicit sexual situations including, but not limited to, the following: 


	Voyeurism

	Exhibitionism

	Anal play & penetration

	Cunnilingus

	Vaginal fisting

	Blowjobs & deep-throating

	Gagging

	Bondage & BDSM content

	Power play

	Shibari

	Use of sex toys

	Group sex

	Spanking & impact play

	Role play

	Mention of sexual assault

	Threesomes

	Masturbation

	Humiliation

	LGBTQ content, including FF, MM, FFM, FFMM



Intended for mature readers only.

Not suitable for readers under the age of 18.
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PARKER

Here I am. 

Once more. 

The Ceremony. 

It's not my first time; I'm not a virgin by any means. 

But this time, things are different. 

Instead of my world revolving around her - my every breath relying on her command - this time, I'm in control. I make the rules. I enforce them. I decide the consequences. 

It truly is the best arrangement I can think of. 

I stand, waiting, my body still. No nerves. A picture of cool composure. I'm dressed to impress in my best navy-blue suit. My sleek, blonde curls are combed and styled just so. My eyes peer through my black-rimmed glasses, watching for her arrival. I'm ready to see her. I fold my hands together, fingers intertwined. My mind is calm.  

The door opens, at last, and she takes her first step toward me. A wave of hot air forces goosebumps and sweat to decorate the surface of my skin. My eyes penetrate hers, seeing past the dress, past the spectators, past the technicalities of the present moment. My gaze bores into her, hungry to devour her in the commitment she's about to make.

A slow smile spreads across my lips. 

I can't wait.
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IRIS
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The shrill chime of the alarm on my phone reverberates off the walls of my bedroom. The sound pierces my eardrums and snakes into them, tunneling deep into the caverns of my brain. The peaceful sleep that I had known just seconds ago seems a distant memory. I blink rapidly, as if to prime my eyes to the daylight by allowing slivers of brightness in. I tap the screen of my Apple watch, only to have what I already know to be true confirmed: the battery is dead. So much for the slow and pleasant wakeup of a silent alarm. I kick my legs out of the heavy sheets of my bed and feel the coolness of the morning envelop them. A light breeze sneaks in through my cracked window and flutters around my body. I breathe it in and center myself, the cool California air dancing in my nostrils and invading my brain. I run my fingers up my body in a long stretch and let out a squeak. I settle into the plush of my blankets, pushing myself back into them as I ready myself to begin the day in the best way I know. 

I take a deep breath in and close my eyes. My mind flickers with images of inspiration from the usuals: Chris Hemsworth, Scarlett Johansson, Rihanna. I ultimately decide on a fantasy involving Tom Felton, in which he pins me up against the wall, and I yelp under the surprising force of his touch. I sneak my hands under my shirt and imagine his are grasping at my breasts and pinching my nipples. Writhing against the sheets of my bed, I slip my fingers along the lips of my pussy, teasing myself as I imagine him tormenting me. I stroke at the apex of my opening, allowing my fingers to play with the sensitive nub at its entrance. My body tingles with sweat and warmth; I wiggle and moan. His lips meet mine, and I envision our kiss blooming and deepening as he yanks on the locks of my wavy hair. My shallow pants quicken, and I crave release. But he teases me more, moving slowly then quickly, even stopping completely at times. It's an agonizing edging game that goes on longer than I have time for, but the indulgence is overpowering. Besides, who am I to rush Tom Felton? He plunges his fingers inside of me, moving them rhythmically as his thumb circles my clit. I pant as he pushes me to the precipice, then over. An exhilarating wave of warmth courses through my entire body as I succumb to the sweet surrender of my orgasm. My heart bounces in my chest as I work to steady my breath. 

Whew. 

Good morning.

It's Tuesday: my favorite day of the week. Most recently, Tuesdays are to me what Mondays are to most others - the start of the work week. Sure, I love weekends, but, even more, I love the transition back into a familiar routine. The predictability is profoundly comforting.

It's early spring: my favorite time of the year. With the mornings still refreshingly cool, I greedily bask in a hot, sudsy shower. I rustle through the pile of scrubs still waiting to be folded in my heaped laundry basket and choose a fresh, clean top. Today, I opt for a bright yellow one decorated with cartoon snails and spring blooms. Cheery and cute. I pair it with navy bottoms, then run a brush through the auburn strands of my unruly hair. Almost ready to go, I grab the library book on my bedside table and toss it into my tote bag. I catch a quick glance of myself in the mirror of my closet door and fiddle with my bangs. Ready at last. 

I lock my apartment door and head down the flight of stairs to the front gate of the building. Throwing my bag over my shoulder, I skip across the street and make my way down two blocks and along another street until I'm within view of Nuance Plaza: my second home. The parking lot has about two dozen cars parked, several coming, and a few going. I smile. The predictability of the day is already pleasing me.  

Time to caffeinate. I step inside of my usual morning haunt, a locally-owned coffee shop called Urban Grind. Already, the place is bustling. Omar and Lane are working double time to create the many unique caffeine concoctions demanded by coffee snobs abound. Behind the register, Simone catches my eye and gives me a nod. I join the line of five others, also itching for their morning fix. I reach inside my bag to find my power bank and check if my watch is charged yet, only to realize that it's not charging at all. My power bank and watch are both dead. I roll my eyes, irritated with myself for starting my week this way. I shrug it off and move up in line. A fresh, plump blueberry muffin sprinkled with large granules of sugar looks like exactly what I need right now. When my turn comes a moment later, I order two: one for me, and one for Maria, my morning shift co-worker. Simone hands me my double Americano with four pumps of vanilla and a splash of milk, and I thank her for the sugary fuel to get my day started. 

With my hot coffee and breakfast cupcake in hand, I sneak down and behind the plaza, across a tree-lined pathway, and over to the river. Hidden within the urban sprawl, this secret green space is my sanctuary. I settle down on a stump next to the damp, dewy grass of the riverbank and savor the warmth of my coffee. I watch as the steam leaks out of the crevices of the lid, weaving with the cool air surrounding it. Turning my attention forward, I watch the water flow. The river is bloated from the snow melting north in the mountains. The trickle of it sings in my ears. Local birds splash and dive into the water, their feathers slick with cool morning dew. I hum. There's such comfort in the beauty and rawness of nature. I take several satisfying sips of my coffee, close my eyes, and breathe deeply. A breeze gusts over the river, carrying the cool reminder of winter with it. My body shudders at the perfect contrast. 

I pull my phone from the front pocket of my sage tote and check the time: 7:43 a.m. Just about fifteen minutes before my shift begins. I tuck my phone back in its place, take another large gulp of coffee, and reach for my book. My latest read is a detective novel set in the post-World War II era. I crack it open and turn to my bookmarked page about a third of the way through. I read one page, then another, then another. This is my fifth or sixth detective book in a row, and I can't get enough of them. I read compulsively, devouring each word and digesting the clues. Engrossed in my read, I almost don't notice the weak buzz coming from inside my bag. I pull out my phone and turn off the five-minutes-before-work-starts alarm. Where would I be without modern technology? Late. I'd be very late. 

I slide my book back into my bag and take one more perfect sip of my coffee. Getting to my feet, I stand up to stretch, twist my body, and reach my arms toward the sky. Ready to go. I bend down to grab my bag, but clumsily lose my balance on the slick edges of the riverbank. 

What ensues is a slow-motion spectacle of shame. 

I slide down the mucky edge, my legs slipping and kicking up behind me. I fall to my hands and hopelessly grab at the roots and loose leaves on the ground around me, desperate to stay out of the water and regain my footing on dry land. Thankfully, my feet catch on the rocky edge of the riverbed and save me from going for a morning dip. My bag, however, is not so lucky. The blueberry muffins escape from inside of it and roll like snowballs over the edge. They immediately turn to mush in the shallow water. My library book also slips out, sliding steadily right between my legs.  A slow dribble of the last drops of my coffee trails behind. 

If it wasn't happening to me, it probably would've been hilarious to witness. Which is why the next thing I hear is laughter. 

From him. 

I fling my disheveled hair out of my eyes and glance up, realizing only now that I am practically doing downward dog in front of... oh, shit, there are a lot of people here. The river trail is usually quite busy in the mornings, with people on their a.m. jog or taking their dog out for a walk before work. Today is no exception. My eyes dart around, fueled by a mixture of caffeine and public humiliation, as I search my surroundings for the comedic culprit. 

There he is, just a few feet from me, standing with his arms crossed and a smug grin painted on his face. 

"Hi," he says, raspy and confident. His blonde curls bounce in the breeze.

"Hi," I exhale, agitation in my throat. I push myself up to standing, unsuccessfully brush the dirt from my hands, and mirror him with crossed arms. 

He lets out a chuckle and walks toward me. He reaches down, his body long and lean, and grabs my book. It's in an unfortunate state. 

"Here," he offers, clutching the corner of the book. "You dropped this." I don't like the mockery in his voice. 

Or maybe I do.

"Yeah. Thanks," I snap, ripping the mud- and coffee-infused book from his grasp.

"That's quite the way to start your day. I'm sorry about your coffee," he says, his voice gentler this time. "And your book."

"It's okay. I really like this book, so even though I'll have to pay for a replacement, I get to keep this copy. Which is good. I'll read it again." I wave the book around, like a maniac. "And I drank most of my coffee. It was practically empty anyway. So, yeah." I'm not sure why I'm over-sharing about my coffee. Or the book. It's at this exact moment that I wish I could shrink down to the size of a small pebble and get kicked into the river. 

"In that case, I guess I don't need to offer to buy you a new one." His voice cracks. He clears his throat. "Coffee, I mean."

I giggle. Pausing, I wrinkle my eyebrows and examine him. My honey-brown eyes flutter as I blink, drinking him in. He's taller than me, probably around six feet is my guess. His arms are magnificently toned, and beneath his plain, white tee, his figure is slim and athletic. He has those beautiful blonde curls that are the perfect combination of messy and manicured, and his dark jeans hug his hips delightfully so. I can't stop myself from noticing a seemingly adequate bulge at his center. He has a charming smile despite the satisfied smirk taunting me, and with an intriguing squint, his bright blue eyes bore into me, infecting me with their potion.  A rush of heat ricochets in the space dividing us. 

"Hmm..." I feign thoughtfulness. "Not coffee," I begin, breathing deeply. "But. I could use a drink later," I state boldly.

"Maybe you should tell me your name first," he replies, rubbing his finger and thumb over his groomed stubble. 

"I'm Iris."

"Nice to meet you, Iris." He reaches his hand forward. A jolt of electricity spikes through me as we touch for the first time. And an undeniable pulsing throb pangs between my thighs. "I'm Parker." My cheeks burn pink as I admire him.

"Hi, Parker," I say, tasting his name in my mouth.  

"Hi, Iris," he mocks. Again. "How about I get you that drink tonight?"

My heart flutters. 

My insides clench. 

I'm in trouble with this one. 
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Just a few doors down from Urban Grind is my workplace: Dr. Val's PetVet. Sprawling several units across the wood-and-brick building, the veterinary clinic is well-lit with bright, floor-to-ceiling windows lining the front. I've worked here for a number of years now. I love everything about it: the proximity to my apartment, the people I work with, and the clients we serve. The coffee shop down the way is a huge bonus, too.  

"Good morning, Iris," Maria greets me as I prance through the front door. She's busily typing away on the intake computer, setting up the system for the day. 

"Good morning!" I reply, probably more enthusiastically than 8 a.m. calls for. 

"Huh, you've got quite the smile on," Maria teases me. She studies me with suspicious eyes. "What happened to you this morning?" She raises her eyebrows. "Look at how flushed your cheeks are!" 

My hands instinctively shoot up to cover the grin spreading across my face. 

"Look at you, all smitten," she sings. "You met someone, didn't you?" 

"I diiiiiddddd," I drawl, falling into the reception chair beside her. 

"Details, details!" she hollers, snapping her fingers and stretching her eyes wide. 

"It was stupid, really," I begin. "I was reading my book by the river and slipped when I stood up. I looked like an idiot. Such a mess. I'm still so embarrassed." The sting of shame remains fresh between my legs. 

"Are you okay?" Maria asks, alarmed. Her mother instincts kick into full gear. 

"Oh, ha! Physically, I'm fine. My ego, though, is pretty bruised. This guy started laughing at me." 

"Oh, I'm sure it wasn't as bad as you think. Wait. Wait, what? Someone laughed at you?" I nod. "Please don't tell me this is the guy." 

"What?" 

"You cannot go out with a guy whose first instinct is to laugh at you in a weak moment!" 

"Well... it sort of... maybe... it might be." 

"No, Iris, no. Any guy who finds enjoyment in your embarrassment is not a good human." Oh, Maria, if you even knew me. I open my mouth to defend myself, but instead let out a hearty sigh. Maria drones on. "No, no, no. Any man of yours should be there to support you, to lift you up!" 

"Well, he did," I reply in his defense. "He helped me up and offered to get me another coffee after mine became carnage."

"It's the least he could do!" Maria huffs. 

"Well, yeah, I guess. Anyway, I told him no thanks. To the coffee anyway." 

"For the best. He doesn't deserve you." 

"But... we are going out for drinks tonight." 

The shock on Maria's face makes me shriek with laughter. Her disapproval is wildly entertaining. The two of us have been working together for a couple of years now. Although Maria is six years younger than me, she is vastly more mature, having met her husband in her early twenties, gotten married, and already had two children. Having come into marriage and parenthood with great ease, she rightfully has a natural air of superiority concerning relationships and family life. She's loud, opinionated, and devoutly realistic. We have a great working relationship. We chat and gossip about our personal lives, and Maria is always excited to share the latest on each member of her exceptionally large extended Mexican family with someone who is removed from it. She's an excellent storyteller, so I'm certain she embellishes here and there. I'm much more private than she is, but I do occasionally share stories of life as a single thirty-something, which Maria has admitted she is equally captivated and horrified by. "So glad I'm not single!" she reminds me almost daily. 

While Maria keeps busy at the front of the clinic, I make my way into the back. I check on our overnight patients, set up the iPads in each examination room, and do a quick wipe down of all the working surfaces. While I'm administering Brumble the cat's morning medication, our owner and head veterinarian Dr. Val waltzes in, carrying a large mug of black coffee. It's heavenly aroma perfumes throughout the room, and I immediately regret having not taken Parker up on a second cup.

"Good morning, Dr. Val," I greet as I gently urge Brumble back into his kennel. 

"Good morning, Iris. How are you, my dear?" he asks, gently reaching for my hand and squeezing my fingers in his. 

"Good, good." I pause. "How about yourself?"

"Wonderful," Dr. Val answers between sips of coffee. His silver-gray waves are neatly combed back. His facial hair is smooth and groomed, and recently trimmed, I can tell - his lips are now visible instead of hidden beneath. "Ruby is going to be in again today. She'll shadow me for the morning, then, this afternoon, Dr. Caroline will take over so I can catch up on the paperwork in the back," he informs me. 

"Sounds good," I say, nodding in acknowledgment.

With students finishing up their studies and getting ready to enter the working world, Dr. Val has been taking on a number of trainees. Also, with his retirement approaching, he's cut back his hours a lot. Dr. Caroline is our main veterinarian now, with Dr. Amar and Dr. Vincent also working limited hours at the clinic. 

As for the vet techs, our staff has faced some recent turnover. Charlie and his aspiring artist boyfriend moved to San Francisco last month, and Petra returned to Colorado to care for her terminally ill mother a few months ago. Daisy, who ghosted us back in January, had been cryptically talking for a while about making a big life change. We suppose that she was especially inspired by the New Year and took the leap. To fill the void left by the three of them, we've all been working a lot of overtime. There are also a few newbies shadowing us as we look for suitable replacements.

The clinic is a busy place, but I love it. Being around animals all day is immensely healing, and Dr. Val fosters a very warm and inclusive working environment. One of the best parts about my job is that PetCation, a short- and long-term boarding facility, is located just next door. Dr. Val and PetCation's owner, Sherry, have formed a friendly working relationship over the years, and about a year ago, the two businesses made the mutual decision to merge together. While I'm employed by the clinic, I do occasionally sneak away to PetCation and spend time with the critters there.

Will and Stefanie appear a moment later and help me finish up the morning dosage duties. I scurry back to the reception area and assist Maria in welcoming the first few clients of the day. 

We are open for business.
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Eleven hours later, I'm panicking. A flurry of fabric explodes on my bed as I dig through my closet, throwing aside shirts and skirts and dresses and jeans. There has to be something here. I check my watch, which is charged at last, and wish for time to slow down.

As I was getting ready to clock out, Dr. Caroline asked if I would mind staying a little longer and taking Hugo, a curly-haired terrier staying at PetCation, for a walk before I left. I couldn't resist. So, I ended up staying almost an hour late at work, and I couldn't shake my acute need to confess to Tess the Librarian that I had defiled my book. I shamefully paid the damage fee and borrowed another two books to add to my bedside pile. The library detour took over an hour, too, so, home now, I have less than thirty minutes before my date with the handsome and mysterious Parker. 

I don't regard myself as vain, but, considering the fact that during our first encounter I was dressed in scrubs and mucky swamp dirt, I do feel the need to step up my game just a tad. I finally decide on a pair of dark wash, high rise skinny jeans and my favorite black sweater. I barely have time to run a brush through my hair before throwing on a pair of simple black heels and running out the door. Thankfully, I'm not really one for makeup.

I pull my phone from its spot in my tote and type in the address to Parker's suggested meeting place. It's a twenty-minute walk. I need to get moving. I pop in my earbuds, put on an upbeat Spotify playlist, and allow the nice lady of Google maps to guide me on my journey. Anticipation setting my pace, I glide along the sidewalk and jog across several busy intersections. Finally, after nothing but houses and apartments for nearly forever, a cluster of commercial buildings becomes visible. The plaza ahead stretches several blocks long and is occupied mostly by larger shops and mainstream businesses. My eyes dart around as I search for our meeting spot: Pearl Wines & Eatery. Labeled in muted, thin lettering that blends into the building that houses it, Pearl is, seemingly, a hidden gem.  

I'm relieved to have made it just on time. I let out the breath I didn't realize I was holding and slow my pace. As I approach the door, my heart flutters at the possibility of what could be. 

I replay our first meeting in my mind yet again, the embarrassment still fresh and nagging in the pit of my stomach. It swells and moves lower, the humiliation playing a torturous, erotic game. I sigh heavily as the warm surge of arousal blooms through me. 

I'm definitely in trouble with this one. 

––––––––
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I'M GOING TO DO IT right this time. I'm going to be upfront, raw, honest. No excuses. Absolute truth. I will show Parker all the facets that make me who I am. No holding back. Not this time. 

It's been a good three months since my last relationship, if you can call it that. I admit - I'm not very good with commitment. My last flame asked me to a family holiday dinner, and I all but dropped dead. That's the last time we saw each other. Sorry, not sorry. I'm not the Christmas-family-dinner type.

I've grown a lot in the time since, and the biggest thing I've come to terms with is my need to be true to myself. I'm done with hiding. I'm done with running. It doesn't keep me safe; it just prolongs the inevitable. If my past exploits have taught me anything, it's that I need to live my truth. Honesty is the best policy. Especially with myself.

It's hard to be vulnerable, though. I'm not like other people. I never have been. I don't share the values of mainstream society; I'm different. 

The truth can be scary, but I vow that the next person I date will know all of me. I will bare all my quirks, kinks, and unique perspectives. Maybe, as proverbially foretold, the truth will at last set me free.

But now, with the prospect of that new partner before me, I doubt my fortitude. 

No. 

I can't hide anymore. I have to be honest. And, with that sly look Parker had on his face, it's possible he'll understand. Let's hope he can keep an open mind.

––––––––
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I TAKE A DEEP BREATH and pull the corkscrew-shaped handle on the door. Stepping inside, I'm in awe. This place is much larger than it looks from the outside, stretching long and breaking off to either side to form a T-shape. Impeccably stylish, the restaurant is decorated in rich, warm tones of red and accented with blush drapery and just a touch of gold. Glancing down at my jeans and casual black sweater, I feel immensely underdressed. Of course I'm making a fool of myself again. Is this going to be the pattern with this guy? 

Part of me hopes so.

It's just after 8 p.m. now, and the place is surprisingly bustling. I wait for several couples ahead of me to check in with the hostess before it's my turn. With warm cheeks and flawless, dark skin, she smiles at me, a hint of knowing in her eyes. She invites me to follow her, and I do so, trailing behind like a lost puppy. She leads me to the right of the restaurant, past the main bar, and over into a smaller area decorated with several high-top tables and crates of wines from various vineyards around the world. 

Parker is sitting at a table hidden in the far corner. His eyes find mine, and everything shifts. The world blurs in slow motion, just as it did the first time Parker came into my life. He stands tall and approaches me, reaching for my hand and kissing the back of it in greeting. The touch of his lips against my skin makes my cheeks burn with a redness that's richer than the color of the tablecloth. I'm speechless. It's as though we've been transported back into the 1940s, where even the slightest touch is overwhelmingly sensual. The hostess bows in our presence, as if to show some form of secret respect, then takes her leave.  

Parker smiles, his lips stretched wide and welcoming. He's wearing glasses tonight - a pair of round, black frames that emphasize the color of his eyes and make their blue look even sharper. It pierces right through me. He's dressed in a pair of gray slacks that fit him all too well. With a black button-down and thin, black necktie, he's smart, dapper, and goddamn irresistible. The front of his hair is whipped back messily, making my mind wander... thinking about just how much messier I could make it. I work hard to keep myself from drooling. He radiates class and elegance, with just a sprinkling of naughty. I'm hopelessly intrigued. 

And incredibly turned on. 

"Iris," he coos, "so wonderful to see you." He takes both my hands in his, running his thumb along my knuckles. The feeling of our skin rubbing together makes me flush, and I wonder how the hell I'm going to make it through this meal without images of naked Parker dominating my thoughts. I clear my throat.

"Ahem, yes, hi, good to see you," I manage. Get it together, Iris.

"You look beautiful," he offers. I know he's fucking with me. The servers are dressed nicer than I am.

"Thanks," I mutter. "You wear glasses?" I'm a fucking idiot. Of course he wears glasses. He's wearing glasses. My skin smolders as embarrassment charges through my body, releasing a gush of wanton need.

"Ha," he chuckles, "yes, I do, sometimes." He releases the hold on my hands and takes his glasses off to inspect them. His eyes. They are intensely captivating - with glasses, or without. 

Realizing we are awkwardly still standing beside the table, Parker motions for us to sit. I sink into my chair and clear my throat, resolving to ignore my deep carnal desire to rip Parker's clothes off and fuck him on the table. 

"How was the rest of your day?" he purrs. His voice is hypnotic. 

"It was fine," I sigh. "I work at a vet clinic. It was a bit of a busy day, but," I pause. "I got through it!" Triumphant. "What do you do?" 

Before Parker has the opportunity to answer, a sleekly dressed, middle-aged man with just the right amount of gray speckled through his jet-black hair interrupts us. 

"Good evening." He greets us with a friendly and polite smile. "Thank you for joining us here at Pearl. My name is Jeremy, and I'm pleased to be of assistance to you tonight. May I get you two started with a bottle of wine?" 

"Yes, please. Whatever you recommend." Parker takes the lead. 

"Brilliant, Sir. May I suggest the Pearl Vineyards Cabernet Sauvignon? Or, if you'd prefer, the Pearl Vineyards Chardonnay is excellent as well." 

Both look to me for guidance. I decide to have them wait for a moment while I appear to mull it over. But the truth is, I'm not particularly picky when it comes to red vs. white; it depends on my mood. And my mood tonight is definitely red. Still, it's fun to make them wait. 

"The red would be lovely," I decide at last. 

"Excellent choice, Madame. I'll be back momentarily." Jeremy glides away from the table. 

"The Cab Sav. I'm surprised. I took you for a Chardonnay type." Parker thinks he has me all figured out. Cute. 

"I'll keep you on your toes," I tease. Parker smirks and raises the menu. 

"Share an appetizer?" he suggests. His fingers wrap firmly around the thick leather binding of the menu. His eyes scan the options. He reads me the list of choices, and I listen intently to the beat of his voice. It's beautiful, a strong and certain symphony of sounds that sucks me right in. We decide on a plate of crispy Brussels sprouts and potatoes with maple bacon dip as well as grilled beef and vegetable kabobs. 

Jeremy returns with our wine and delicately pours us each a taste before filling our glasses properly. The velvety first sips bring a welcome calm to my nerves. 

First dates unfold in one of two ways.  

Option one: The Interview. The Interview is exactly as it sounds - you ask your date about themselves, and they give you a list of credentials that qualifies them as a potential partner. You pry and interrogate, all in an effort to determine if this person is compatible with you, who you are, and what you want. 

Option two: The Organic Connection. For those who are easygoing and patient, the Organic Connection is for you. This is a laid-back approach that allows the energy of the interaction to dictate the conversation, connection, and outcome. 

I have not a single laid-back bone in my body; therefore, I always go into first dates with a list of questions I'm hungry for answers to. For me, though, these questions are not, where do you see yourself in five years? and what do you think is the most important quality in a lasting relationship? Instead, I focus more on questions like, what are your preferred sexual positions? and name your top three favorite sex toys and why? 

Of course I care about the goals and dreams of the person I'm with. I want us to be compatible in our worldviews; however, sexual compatibility is equally important. And it's most often overlooked. If you ask me, the easiest way to discover a person's deepest, darkest self is simply by learning what they are sexually aroused by. Sure, I'm a bit of a hedonist, but I believe that discussions on sexual chemistry are a better predictor of relationship success than mundane conversations about likes and dislikes. It's forward, I know. But if Parker can't handle questions such as these, there's no hope for him in managing what I have in store for him later. 

Given the cringeworthy unsexiness of our first encounter, I wasn't sure how Parker would handle getting to know me. But, to my surprise, my candor doesn't catch him off guard. He conquers everything I throw at him. He has a suave seduction about him that mingles effortlessly with my vibe. Our energies match, and the conversation flows like water. It's a happy surprise, but undercut with uncertainty. I feel my walls coming down, and that never happens on the first date. 

Who the fuck is this guy? Where did he come from?

"Is there a limit?" Parker responds to my question regarding how often he enjoys fucking.

"Excellent answer," I reply, licking the final drops of my first glass of wine from my lips. His eyes trace my every move. I feel exposed, vulnerable, and undeniably aroused by his unwavering gaze. "What about fetishes?" I raise my eyebrows.

"What about them?" Parker exhales. He stretches his arms above his head. They are magnificently toned, the muscles straining against the cotton of his shirt. He folds his hands in front of him, and I imagine the grip of his fingers around my neck while he whispers depraved words into my ears. 

I clear my throat. "Tell me yours." 

"I prefer to show than to tell," he deadpans. I gulp.

My mind swirls with obscene imagery. With wide eyes, I return Parker's gaze, and I'm certain he can read my thoughts. That stupid smirk of knowing taunts me. He's memorizing my imagined indulgences, making note of my kinks. I study him. 

"I have very eclectic tastes," he offers at last. "There isn't much I won't do. Or try." He reaches for the bottle of wine and refills our glasses. The earthy smell of the liquid pulls me in, and I take a hearty sip. "The limits of my consent are quite far-reaching." 

"Me, too," I blurt out, too loudly and too eagerly. The sting of the wine (or perhaps my humiliation) burns in the back of my throat. "I mean..." I stumble. "I mean, I'm very experimental. Open to new things." 

Parker nods weakly. "Well, then." 

Our food arrives a moment later. I overfill my plate with potatoes and Brussels sprouts, then grab a whole kebab and stack it on top. I dig into my feast, not aware until several bites in that Parker has not only left the food untouched, but also has not moved his sight from my full mouth. 

"You ought to grab some for yourself, before I devour the entire thing," I laugh, hiding my stuffed mouth and accompanying shame behind one hand. 

Parker seamlessly reaches across the table and tucks a loose hair behind my left ear. 

"You're beautiful," he breathes. I clench my teeth... and the ache between my legs. "I can't wait to fuck you." His eyes are locked on mine.

I almost choke on my potato. 

I imagine it's Parker's cock. 

Shit. Shit shit shit. I am so very, truly, fucked. I grab my water glass and chug back several gulps to clear my throat and my mind. 

I regain my composure. 

"Aw, poor you," I whine. "You'll have to wait. Unlucky for you, I'm not a fuck-on-the-first-date kind of girl." I force a smile, knowing beneath it that I am, very much, a fuck-on-the-first-date kind of girl. I'm not going to waste weeks getting to know someone who can't fuck me how I want to be fucked. I'm toying with Parker, and I'm eager to find out if he will play. 

"Unfortunately for you, I usually get what I want." So sure of himself. 

"As do I," I respond playfully. 

"Well," Parker sighs, stretching his hands overhead. "It's started raining outside. You walked here, right?"

I nod, but wrinkle my eyebrows in confusion. How does he know I walked? And there isn't a single window near us. Today's forecast said nothing about rain - there's no way it started raining outside. But, I will admit, it certainly is getting damp between my legs.  

"So, being the kind gentleman I am, I will offer you a ride home." I see where this is going. 

"I suppose I have no choice but to accept your obscenely generous offer," I sigh dramatically. 

"That's right. No choice," he echoes.

"Mm," I hum. I'm certainly enjoying this.

Parker signals for Jeremy, and he dashes over to our table. Parker requests a couple of boxes to pack up our nearly untouched appetizers, and Jeremy brings them over without delay. Parker chivalrously pays the bill, that sly grin still etched on his face. 

"Thank you." 

"It's been a pleasure... so far. I'm sure there's more to come." 

"Is that so?"

"That's so." 

The suggestive edge to our banter is doing me in. My skin breaks out in warm prickles. 

Parker politely directs me toward the exit, and I lead the way out of the dining room and into the main entrance of the restaurant. He hops in front of me to open the door, and I glide ahead of him into the perfectly rain-free outdoors. 

"This way." Parker guides me a few doors down to a large, black truck. Unlocking the passenger side, he opens the door and I hop into the cab. Inside, the truck is impressively clean with that new-car smell still apparent. I breathe it in. Parker jumps into the driver's seat and a new silence descends around us. It's not awkward or uncomfortable; in fact, it's quite the opposite. It's thick and full of promise. Parker clears his throat. "So. Where are we headed, Miss Iris?" His voice is strong and comforting. I pull it inside myself. 

"My address is 112 Griantido Ave. I'll direct you." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

Parker starts the engine and maneuvers out of the parking lot. Unfortunately for me, I do not own a car and rarely drive in one. For this reason, I know my way around the city via walking paths and neighborhood shortcuts. This does not, as I learn in this precise moment, translate when, in fact, driving in a vehicle. 

We get lost. 

A twenty-minute walk can't be more than a five-minute drive, and yet, here we are, and I've managed to get us lost. Embarrassment creeps back into my chest, heavy and hot. I try to dismiss it, blaming Parker and his lackluster job of keeping his eyes on the road. I'm not even entirely sure how he managed to focus on driving when I felt his gaze drilling into me the entire time.

"Can't find your way home," Parker harasses, playing into it. "Tsk tsk tsk. Whatever shall we do with you?" My libidinous desire for him grows with every word. I glance over and sneak a look at his bottom half, finding relief and deep satisfaction in knowing that he, too, is finding enjoyment in our banter. He notices my gaze but I keep it steady, the bulge beneath his slacks growing as I part my lips. 

Parker pulls over, and the tension is so thick that I struggle to breathe. I half expect him to pounce on me, our mouths joining together at last and our hands hastily exploring each other's bodies. I gape at him, my lips open and my eyes wide with lust. His arms prickle with goosebumps as his erection begs to be let free. He bites his bottom lip and lets out an immense sigh while scratching the back of his neck. He's working hard to hold back, I can feel it. 

Admitting defeat in both my ability to navigate and to seduce Parker, I pull out my phone. I open Google maps and find directions home via car instead of my default setting via foot. We are only two minutes and a few left turns away from my apartment. I turn on the directions, allowing the satellite navigation to take the lead. Moments later, we pull up in front of my building. I'm on the second of three floors, sandwiched between old man Clyde on street level and newlyweds Martina & Harry on top. 

"Home at last," I say dreamily. Parker cuts the engine, and the stark silence in the air is deafening. I hear my own labored breath, short and quick and dripping with want. "Care to walk me inside?" I suggest, my cheeks warm with the anticipation of what's to come. I can taste my heart in my throat. 

"Of course, I wouldn't be a proper gentleman if I didn't ensure you get inside safely." He raises his eyebrows. "Let me get the door for you." He hops out of the truck and comes around to free me. I take his hand and step out. His touch makes me jittery. It fires through me and buzzes under my skin. I can't hold on a second longer. I need to taste him.

I grab a hold of Parker's flaccid tie and pull him into me. At last, our lips meet and sink into each other, their softness melding together in a sweet kiss that's all our own. His hands find my hips, and the feeling of them on me is divine. I yank his tie harder, forcing his mouth closer to mine and deepening our kiss. I push my body against his, and my nipples harden at the closeness of his chest. Parker slides his hands down around to the back of my jeans and cups my ass. He spreads his fingers widely and squeezes, triggering a blissful inhale from me. I feel the outline of his cock against my belly button and crave its freedom. He moves his tongue into my mouth. I moan, drowning in lust. I loosen the grip on his tie and run my fingers down the center of his chest. His muscles are firm, and my fingertips trail along them, eager to explore their shape. Even hidden under a layer of clothing, Parker feels incredible. My hands move to his waistline, and I hover above the clasp of his slacks, toying with the button against my fingernails. How tempting it is to rip it off. 

I break our kiss and shove him backwards. He stumbles a step or two, and I stare at him, drinking in his impassioned fervor. He looks wild, animalistic, and profoundly dissatisfied at the sudden end to our kiss. 

"Good night, Parker," I pant.

He stands before me, stunned. The confusion on his face makes me want to laugh. I almost do. I love a good game. I bite the tip of my finger to hide my sadistic smile beneath. I blow him a kiss, then break out into a slow jog as I head for the apartment entry gate. I feel the soft locks of my auburn hair swinging behind me, brushing against the nape of my neck and arousing my already overstimulated skin. I shiver. Reaching into my back pocket, I feel around for my keys. 

They aren't there. 

My stomach lurches. How the fuck did I lose my keys? 

And then I realize - congratulations are in order. 

Well played, Parker. Well played. 

I spin around to go after him, but he's already here, a smug grin plastered onto his face. He lifts his left hand and my keys dangle from it. 

"I said I'd walk you in. Not to the curb," he jokes, shaking his head. A new wave of desire overcomes me. My cheeks flush as I feel the staggering humiliation of being beaten at my own game. 

Parker waltzes past me and unlocks the entry gate. He directs me in first, following closely behind. So close, in fact, that I can smell the sweetness of his skin.

I begin up the stairs on the left, still sensing Parker trailing behind, when he suddenly slides his hand into mine and takes his place beside me. His touch once again sends a shock through my system, and I wonder if I will always be this responsive to his every touch. 

I certainly hope so. 

Up the first flight of stairs, we turn right and then right again, to the corner unit at the very end: my home, number 5. I dig into my pocket for my key again, only to foolishly recall the second I do so that I do not, in fact, have it. 

With an arrogant smirk, Parker forges ahead to unlock the door. He might think he's outsmarted me, but we are only just getting started. The lock clicks. 

Our moment is here. 

I present my palm to Parker, demanding my keys back. He acquiesces. 

Good boy.

"Thank you for a great evening," I beam, proud and pleasantly entertained by the surprises of our date.

"Thank you, Iris. I have truly enjoyed the pleasure of your company." Parker shuffles to the side, and for a moment, I think he is going to leave. I'm not ready for him to, not yet. I'm not done playing. 

"I appreciate you seeing me to my door," I blurt out, before he has the opportunity to turn his back. 

"Ah," he hums, facing me directly. "Yes, to your door. But I do believe you had asked me to walk you inside. So," he nods at the door. "Inside." His voice is condescending, firm, and profoundly seductive. I hear my heartbeat in my ears. 

He has me there. 

I stand before him, our eyes locked. With the knob behind my back, I reach around and turn it, my eyebrows raised contemptuously. The door gives, and I slowly step backwards into my apartment. Parker closes in on me. The heat of his body sears onto mine. I can almost taste him, his skin just inches away. I hunger for it. 

At last, we both cross the threshold.

Game on.
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Before I even have time to shut the door behind us, Parker's mouth is back on mine. With desire at the forefront of his mind (and his pants), he thrusts his tongue between my lips. Our tongues dance together, passionately caressing and challenging one another. I push into him, squeezing my breasts against his chest. It's as though he's touching me without touching me and the tantalizing truth hardens my nipples under the chunky fabric of my sweater. The same is true for Parker's cock - firm and swollen against my middle. Arousal aches in my core. I run my hands through Parker's hair, captivated by the soft chaos of it. The way he smells - distinctly woodsy - and tastes - sweet and warm - hollows out my stomach. My center gushes with wetness. 

Parker's hands seize my body, and his fingertips explore my shape. My neck, my shoulders, my arms, my chest, my stomach, my hips. His touch makes my breath ragged. His fingers linger on my backside, intentionally distracting me once again, no doubt. They run in circles along the back pockets of my jeans, and he firmly grips the bottom of my supple ass with wide fingers. An impassioned squeak escapes from my lips. Then his fingers move between my legs, where they glide from front to back. I pant under the sweet torment. The ache is almost too much to bear. 

Clothes off. Now.

I loosen the knot on Parker's tie and slip it off effortlessly. I tackle his shirt next, but am instantly met with bitter frustration. I wrestle for what seems like eternity trying to undo the fucking buttons on his shirt. He seemingly finds enjoyment in my struggle, snickering at my failed efforts. At last, I have three of them undone and scratch my nails below the surface, dragging them along the muscles of his chest. His skin is magnetic. I yank the bottom of his shirt from his waist and pull up, forcing it over his head. 

My eyes take him in. His body is defined, trim, and clean, with next to no body hair. His chest and arm muscles are gently defined; he has the body of a man who takes care of himself, but doesn't spend every free moment lifting at the gym. I hopelessly try not to drool. 

I realize I've been gawking, and that Parker has been entertained in watching me do so. I raise my eyebrows at him and flash a sly grin. I bite my lip. I shift my attention to my own clothing and seductively undo the oversized buttons on my sweater to allow it to hang open. Peeking out from beneath is the white lace of my bralette, which immediately piques Parker's interest. We spend a moment lost in admiration, touching each other with nothing but our eyes. The profound intimacy of it captivates us. I shrug my sweater further off my shoulders, and it falls down my arms and lands behind me. My jeans are the next to go. I unclasp the button, pull down the zipper, and wiggle them off. Taking two steps toward Parker, I offer myself to him. 

Parker's lips curl into a wide grin of approval. 

"Beautiful." 

I turn away from him to flash the white lacy thong traveling up between my rear cheeks. I imagine his smirk at the sight of my bare ass teasing him as I widen the distance between us. As I move past the kitchen, along the hall, and toward the couch, I hear the shuffle of clothing, and a belt buckle jingles. I fight the urge to glance over my shoulder to catch a glimpse of my prize. My face burns with the anticipation of it. I abruptly stop in the living room, sensing Parker closing in. 

I hop onto the couch and bend my knees, then shift my feet beside me so that, turning the corner, Parker will get a peek at my exposed rear once more. 

Exposed is right. 

To my shock and delight, Parker has shed every ounce of clothing he had on. His erection is at last free, stretched out and greeting me from afar. My mouth hangs open - both in surprise at the length of his cock, but also in the primal hunger I feel to take it in my mouth. 

"Wow." 

"Wow, you," he echoes. 

I push myself up from the couch and drop the straps of my bra down my shoulders. 

"Help me with this, would you?" I beg playfully. 

"My pleasure." 

I bet.

I step toward him and swing around so he is once again faced with my backside. His fingers graze my shoulders before moving to my back, where, expecting him to unclasp my bra, his touch is lost. It immediately sends shivers through my body - desperate and wanton. I crave him - his mouth, his hands, his skin. My mind swims, too lost in lust to predict what will happen next.

WHACK!

Parker's hand fiercely smacks the tender skin of my ass. I yelp, feeling the immediate prickle and reddening of my sensitive skin. He lets out a raspy grunt. 

"Fuck," I whine. 

WHACK!

Again.

WHACK!

And then again. With each strike, the wetness between my thighs pools, growing in a desperate plea for attention. I'm barely able to catch my breath. 

A stillness descends around us, the air silent save for our raw pants of desire. Then Parker's mouth finds my shoulder. He kisses and nibbles my neck, and I lean into him. His hands move to unclasp my bra, and my breasts finally spring free from their lacy confines. Parker immediately cups them, his hands overflowing with their generous size. His skin, although warm, feels cool compared to the heat released by my body from the spanking. I purr. Slipping off my thong, I step out of it and spin to face Parker once more. 

It's his turn to examine my exposed body. His blue eyes drink me in, devouring every detail of my naked skin. The vulnerability of it is profoundly erotic. 

My hands reach for his cock, and I finally feel the length of him in my grasp. I tease my fingers at his base, running my fingertips down and around to the fullness of his sack. His wanton exhale fuels me, propelling a surge of exhilaration through my body. I bend to my knees, eager to familiarize myself with Parker's lengthy appendage, but he pulls me up and instead cups my face in his hands. His touch is soft and delicate. Our eyes blaze into one another.

"You are truly stunning," he whispers. 

"You don't look too shabby yourself," I joke in response. I lean into him, and our lips graze for a brief moment. The desire is thick and concupiscent. "So fuck me," I tell him. 

He doesn't disappoint. 

Parker tosses me back onto the couch and pries me open. He parts my legs with his arms, and I toss my head back, already overloaded with anticipatory pleasure. The first thing I feel is the warmth of his mouth as he kisses the insides of my thighs. Then his hands are on me, caressing the delicate skin of my folds. My entire body tingles. He falls into a rhythm of touch - soft then rough then soft then rough again and again. The constant back and forth in tempo nearly sends me over the edge. I squirm with need. At last his fingers enter me, sliding in easily, and he wiggles them inside, exploring the hidden details of my crevice. I wail and moan, writhing under his intimate touch. At last, his mouth finds my center. His tongue moves expertly over my clit, and I lose myself in unfathomable depths of pleasure. I'm dangerously close to release. I pull into myself and hold my breath in a desperate attempt to prolong the sweet bliss, but I'm powerless to stop it. My climax erupts in a giant wave, cascading over my entire body. I give into it, into him. I quiver as the delectable rhapsody of release floods through me. Parker groans in satisfaction as my inner walls grip around his fingers in the height of my orgasm. I pant, breathless and weak.

But he's not done. 

"You feel fucking incredible," Parker gasps.

His fingers remain inside of me while his thumb, slick with my cum, slides over my mound. He rubs and flicks, forcing raw, feral yelps from deep inside me. Parker's satisfied hums echo in my ears; he's proud of the effect he has on me. I feel his cock, firm and ready, waiting impatiently against my leg. Warm, wet juices leak from its tip as he continues to finger my pussy. I reach for his length, eager to give it the thorough attention it deserves, but Parker won't allow it. He shifts his body and moves his mouth to my breasts, where he spends liberal time worshiping the tender skin around my nipples. Red speckles of heat decorate my skin as I moan. 

Parker lifts my left leg into the air and removes his fingers from my folds. With my hip now raised, he rocks his fingers along my openings, front to back. A forbidden satisfaction gushes through me. His mouth returns to my clit, where he effortlessly brings me to the brink and over once more. I breathe in heavy exhales. 

Parker continues to gratify me, intent on making me come until I ache. His fingers enter me again, and his tongue joins them in a lewd dance of persuasion. His other hand fondles my breasts, and he squeezes my nipples, rolling and pinching them between clasped fingertips. I squirm uncontrollably, the heavy stimulation of my most sensitive parts overwhelming my system. Wailing in agony, I instinctively tense my legs together. 

Parker won't have that. 

His resolve is doubled, and with a final lick and flick of his tongue at the sopping folds of my pussy, I come, my body trembling at his will. 

I struggle to catch my breath. I roll onto my side, panting in ethereal ecstasy. Parker disappears for a moment, and my ears perk up at the clink of his belt as he sources a condom from the pocket of his pants. He rips the packet open and slides it onto his length. Revitalized by what's to come, I leap toward him. We enter into a deep, harsh kiss. I melt into him, my body teeming with endorphins. Parker nibbles on my bottom lip and reignites my inner fire. Our mouths lock in a passionate kiss, and I shuffle backward until I feel the soft fabric of the couch against the back of my calves. I balance on the armrest, steadying myself, and spread my legs, inviting Parker to enter me. His tip teases at my entrance. Moaning, I hunger for more. My fingernails dig into the thick skin of his back as I urge him forward. He is no doubt craving his release by now - he certainly is impressing me with his restraint. I pull on his hips, but he holds firm. I let out a heavy sigh, and in that moment, Parker plunges into me at last. He fills me to the brim, the deepness of his thrusts entering into a new part of me. I whimper. With a slow and tantalizing rhythm, Parker's torment is palpable. He grunts and moans, feral sounds coming from the back of his throat. I ache for his release as much as he does. I tilt my hips and work them against his core, throwing in the pull of a Kegel or two for good measure. He picks up his pace, and I throw my head back. My breasts bounce under the new momentum. 

"Fuck, fuck," Parker lets out under his breath. 

I throw my arms around him and whisper into his ear. "You can do better."

Immediately Parker retreats, pulling out and leaving me mournfully empty. Toppling off the couch, I turn to lean over the armrest. I shake my hips, provoking him with my bare ass just lying there, in front of him, begging for attention. 

He bites. 

WHACK!

My ass stings with the pang of his harsh blow. Fueled by venereal need, it burns more than the others that came before it.

"Fuck!" I yell. 

"Is that better?" he asks, his voice thick with mockery. 

His cock delves into me before I can utter a single word in response. Instead, I wail in pleasure as Parker's cock penetrates me from behind. I revel in the sensation of fullness as his balls knock into the back of my thighs with each thrust. Parker slaps my ass again, then grasps my tender cheeks in his hands. He digs his fingernails into my flesh and spreads my cheeks apart. Revealing my forbidden hole, he groans in approval and runs his thumb over it. My body becomes limp under his touch.

"Much better," I manage under my breath. 

Heaving into me even faster, Parker plunges into my G-spot. The buildup is so immediate that I almost don't realize I'm coming until I already have. Parker calls out, his voice fierce and deep, as he finally reaches his climax, too. 

Together, we collapse onto the soft give of my couch and ride the euphoric wave of our shared pleasure.

That was some of the best sex I've ever had. 

And I've had a lot of sex. 
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Parker is unexpected. His initial confidence and tenacity intrigue me, but also make me wonder if we will do nothing but butt heads. The power struggle seems imminent, lurking in the background, waiting to pounce on us. 

But it doesn't.

He makes it easy. He laps up everything I throw at him. Our physical and sexual chemistries score freakishly high, of course. But, admittedly, there's an emotional magnetism between us that is undeniable. Parker is hypnotic. He asks me real questions about myself and gives me real answers about himself. We reach an emotional depth that's new to me, getting to know each other in a genuine way that I have never experienced before.

Who would've thought? 

I devour every little detail about him and what makes him who he is. Like an addict, I can't get enough of him. 

Parker had an interesting upbringing as the only child of adoptive parents. He had a healthy and positive childhood overall, but struggled to feel like he ever belonged in the life he was thrust into. His parents cared for him and have always loved him in the best way they know how, but there's always been a certain void - a spark that's missing from his life. My heart aches for him. I can only imagine the hardships he faced growing up in an adoptive home. The way I look at it, though, is that his parents chose him. They made a deliberate choice to bring him into their lives. That, right there, is the essence of love. 

Feeling out of place, though, I can definitely empathize with. 

Parker's parents are in their sixties now, still living in the same house they brought him up in the Inland Empire. He has love for them and appreciates them for the opportunities they have given him, but, like me, he left home at a young age to discover and craft his authentic self.

He moved into housing at UCLA for college, where he followed in his father's footsteps and studied finance with a minor in math. He's passionate about his job as a Senior Executive with Olahoni Financial, a startup that has made it big in recent years. He's ambitious in his career... and I would say the same is true for in the bedroom.

Expecting him to be a stereotypical nerd who reads the Wall Street Journal and does math puzzles for fun in his spare time, it’s surprising to learn that he is also extremely outdoorsy. He spent a lot of time outdoors as a child, exploring the local hikes and riding his bike with his friends around town. He credits nature with keeping him sane; no matter what, he always feels at home when he's outside in the fresh air. He enjoys hiking in the mountains on the weekends and fishing with his buddies in the summer. The damn man even keeps his own garden. 

As time passes, I come to the heavy realization that I really, really like Parker. The incredible sex is one thing, but it's the person he is - his true, most real self - that seals the deal for me. 

I'm no fool. I know these are the beginnings of falling in love. 

Goddammit. 

Something about this one makes me want it to last. 

Neither of us considers ourselves much of a cook, so takeout rapidly becomes our norm. Korean, Indian, Thai - we both like exotic, ethnic foods. Parker watches me eat, which makes me aware of how I eat, which makes me insecure of how I eat. I feel more exposed eating in front of Parker than I ever do fucking him. I begin to notice the sounds I make as I eat - lots of moans and chirps of content, how far I open my mouth - wide, how big the bites I take are - I would fail etiquette class. It shatters my defenses. Parker knows this, and still he observes me, the shadow of a smile on his face, reveling in my humiliation. While the shame burns in my cheeks, the slickness between my legs grows. It's all part of our provocative game. 

On Fridays, we order in dinner and chase it down with a bottle of wine. With our veins and brains warm from good food and drink, our bodies meld together like putty. We sink into each other, wrap our legs together, and he slips into me, passionately thrusting as I moan under him. My heart beats fast, my vision blurs, and I give in to my innermost hunger. We become one, connected in our primitive desire for each other. 

Parker and I get to know each surface of my apartment, fucking over and over all over it - against the kitchen counter, on the couch, in the shower, in front of the window overlooking the balcony. My personal favorite is being pushed up against the wall in my bedroom facing the mirror, with my wrists bound in his one hand and my neck in his other. It feels excruciatingly wonderful to experience such deep euphoria while simultaneously being unable to make any noise at all. 

When we are satiated, Parker watches me as I change back into my clothes, carefully layering on each garment. He finds it just as enticing as undressing, he tells me, as I tuck my ample breasts back into a black, lacy bra. His eyes trace my every move. It invigorates me in the most exotic, intoxicating way. 

I love it. 

I hate it.

I hate that I love it.

I love that I hate it. 

I become profoundly aware of a carnal longing I have for Parker. I want him; I crave him. At first, our schedules conflict, making it frustratingly difficult to indulge my needs. Gradually, though, work becomes more stable. We get the trainees attuned to the ways of Dr. Val's PetVet, and Parker and I find our stride. My schedule adjusts back to a predictable Monday through Friday. The weekends belong to us, and I vow to enjoy every moment of our effusive honeymoon phase. 

It quickly becomes apparent that Parker and I make a great team. We aren't ashamed to share whatever is on our minds, and we are open and receptive to each other's thoughts and opinions. We aren't defensive or accusatory. We banter, of course. It's our signature kink. But it's never in a toxic way. We've established a rooting of respect that has allowed us to deeply trust each other. Besides, Parker knows what makes me tick, and trust is essential in what makes me tick. 

Parker is observant and attentive. He can read me - what I'm thinking, what I need from him - and it excites me. It really excites me. But he can be intense. His stare - those piercing, blue eyes - drive right into me. He has an edge to him that always keeps me on my toes, and it feels good, and bad, all at once. At times he makes comments that leave me feeling simultaneously uneasy and aroused, that deep burning in the pit of my stomach, like there's something there, hidden just below the surface. It's a baited hook I'm desperate, but reluctant, to bite. Yet, somehow, his intensity perfectly complements those darker parts of me. 

Everyone has secrets. Parker and I are still fresh. We don't know everything about each other yet, nor do I expect us to. The mystery is part of the draw. But to say that what Parker and I have is a fully transparent, honest relationship is... well. 

It's a lie.​
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We wake up late on a Sunday morning, lazing in bed and scrolling through all the things we had missed on our phones while we were busy worshiping each other's bodies the night before. 

"Did we have plans for next Friday?" Parker asks me. "I mean the Friday after that. So, two Fridays from now." 

I pause. Opening the calendar app on my phone, I check my schedule. "I work. But after that, no, I don't think we have anything set in stone," I answer. "Why?" 

"I just got an email... a fun idea for a Friday night date." He hesitates. I wait for him to elaborate. "Seven or nine-thirty?" 

"Seven is kind of tight depending on whether or not I need to work OT again next week. This week I'll be working until six-thirty every day. I have to help cover while we're training the newbies. Still." 

"Okay, nine-thirty it is." 

"You gonna tell me what this is, or just keep it to yourself, Mister?"  

"Nah, I think you can wait," he says, smirking. "But when you find out... it'll be hilarious," he giggles. 

"Uh, huh," I roll my eyes, elbow him in the side, and return my attention to my phone. 

I have several texts waiting for a reply. I add Secretive Thing with Parker to my calendar for two Fridays from now at 9:30 p.m. Close enough for me to overthink what it could be, but far enough away for me to likelier forget about it. 

It's the little things. 

I exit the calendar and open my messages. 


MOM

Hi honey! How was your week? Wondering if you 

have some time to come by this week and take a look 

at your boxes? I'm having your brother empty out 

his as well. Moving day is coming up pretty quickly, 

and I need these things sorted out. Thanks, honey! 

I love you! 



I take a deep breath and dig within me to find the patience to reply to my mom without sounding like a dismissive bitch.


ME

Hi mom! Week was good, pretty busy at the clinic.

Covering some extra shifts this coming week,

but the following, I can come by and go through my

boxes. Shouldn't take me long,

I don't think I have much left.



There, short and to the point. I sigh loudly.  

My mom. How do I even begin to explain our relationship? I'll put it simply: we just don't get along. The most important thing in the world to my mom is being well-liked and accepted by those around her. She is always molding and changing herself and her personality in a desperate attempt to fit in wherever she can. Truth is, I guess I don't really know who my mom is, because she is always someone new. I resent her for it. With dad, who was an Imagineer, she became a Disney fanatic. When dad died, she met Charles. Charles was a big-deal real estate developer. Suddenly, mom was interested in interior design. When that imploded, Bill was it for her. Mom became mesmerized by all the latest tech that Bill, a computer genius, obsessed over. 

My mom's need to be liked is repulsive to me. I cannot stand it. I've always thought of her as a relationship chameleon: a master of camouflage, shifting from one relationship to the next, constantly blending into her surroundings, desperate for affection, acceptance, and love. And she always coats everything in sugar.

As soon as I graduated high school, I knew I needed out. I got a shitty job where I worked ten-hour shifts making just above minimum wage until I could afford my own, shitty apartment. I was exhausted, overworked, underpaid, and living in a dive, but being independent was a high. Some years later, I had saved up enough so I could put myself through the vet tech program at Windsor College.

I take care of myself. I am accountable to myself. I am proudly me. 

But. 

As much as it agonizes me to admit it, sometimes, when I look in the mirror, I can see the insecurities that have shaped my mom staring right back at me. While I pride myself on being who I am, while I embrace what makes me different from everyone else, there are parts that I keep hidden. Secrets. And the deeper I fall down the rabbit hole with Parker, the more those secrets are nagging at me. 

I know I need to be honest with Parker. And I need to do it soon.

My mom's latest squeeze is Willard, a retired pilot with a thirst for travel and adventure. He's been all over the world, and mom can't get enough of his stories. She listens to his retellings over and over again, eyes wide and hungry for more. Willard is filthy rich and, having the financial capabilities to retire early, has elected to do so. He entertained numerous possibilities for retirement: overseas, there was Croatia, Greece, Portugal; or he could choose an island in the Caribbean - there were so many options. Eventually, though, he settled on staying in the States, choosing Hawaii as his retirement landing pad, his reasoning being that it would be easier to visit his three adult children and growing brood of eight grandchildren. He and mom have been together for a few years now, around three, I think, so when he asked my mom if she would join him on this new adventure, of course she said she would.

The following weekend, her house was on the market. 

Don't get me wrong, I'm not mad. I'm definitely not jealous. I'm irritated. Because virtually everything my mom does irritates me. Whoever she's with says jump, and she says how high? She isn't her own person, and that makes me very sad for her.

So, here she is, throwing out everything, or selling it, or putting it in an overpriced storage unit. My brother, Zach, and I are being forced to go through the boxes housing our childhood memories and treasures. Maybe I lied to my mom when I said I didn't have much to go through. The truth is that I left tons there when I moved out. More than I care to revisit. A trip down memory lane is not something I want to voluntarily indulge in. 

Onto the next text.


VIENNA

Sad news... My uncle passed away last night.

I know it's late notice, but any chance you can watch 

Sir Snowball this week? I have to fly out tomorrow for 

the funeral. Should be back next Sunday xxx



Horrible. I type an immediate response:


ME

V! I'm so sorry for your loss.

Of course I can watch your man.

Here for anything you need. My condolences.

Thinking of you and your family. Sending love xxx



"I have to watch Vienna's cat this week," I announce. "Her uncle just died." 

"Oh my God, I'm sorry. How tragic. What happened?" Parker asks. 

"He's been battling lung cancer for a while," I explain. "He quit smoking ages ago, but you can't undo that damage." I hate cigarettes. Vapes. Chew. Any tobacco. Smokers disgust me. Such a stupid way to die, if you ask me. Downright preventable.

"Yikes. I'm sorry. Good of you to watch over her cat." 

"Yeah, I'm happy to. I love him, his name is Sir Snowball. He looks exactly like his name sounds," I laugh, picturing his white, fluffy body.  

I don't have any pets. I love animals, which is why I choose to work with them for a living. But, unfortunately, my line of work is a double-edged sword. Sure, I get lots of time with adorable and sweet critters. I also face the burden of working with those who are not in good health, and some who are on death's doorstep. It is an emotionally challenging job. But my love for animals outweighs the pain, even if I do feel those hard moments more intensely than I care to admit.

I open my calendar app. My week sure is filling up. I add in my cat-sitting responsibility and click on each day to review what's ahead:


Monday

*all day* clean up for carpet cleaners! Coming tomorrow!

8 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.: Work + OT - Training Robbie / Dog Walking

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's

7:30 - 8:30 p.m.: MMM BC @ Library




Tuesday

9 a.m.: Carpet cleaners - Leave door unlocked!

10 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.: Work - Training Robbie

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's

8 p.m.: Dinner with Ben? *To Be Confirmed*




Wednesday

8 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.: Work + OT - Training Robbie / Cat Duty

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's




Thursday

10 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.: Work - Training Robbie

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's




Friday

8 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.: Work + OT - Training Robbie / Dog Walking

P.M.: Parker leaves for Expo

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's

7:30 - 8:30 p.m.: FFN BC @ Library




Saturday

*all day* Parker Away

6:30 p.m.: Vienna's




Sunday

*all day* Vienna returns

P.M.: Parker Returns



I do have a lot on my plate. I have the tendency to overcommit myself; I guess it comes with having a lot of energy and love for being around people. And I'll admit: I'm a bit of a yes-woman. So maybe I wasn't stretching the truth when I told mom it's a busy week. I realize that next weekend Parker will be away on his trip to Nevada, and the thought makes me sad. I drop my phone down on the bedside table, pull up the soft, velvety cover of the comforter around my chin, and lean into Parker. I let out a deep breath and close my eyes.  

Parker reads me so well. He mirrors me and puts his phone away, too. He pulls the blanket up around his previously exposed shoulders, and wraps his arms around me. We lay there, nestled together under the sheets, simply relishing in the moment. There's something so intimate about simply existing there, together, our bodies and hearts weaved, as we share our time in the stark silence. 

Mid-day creeps up on us. We shower together, taking turns under the streaming, steaming water. Parker dumps a glob of vanilla-scented body wash on my loofah and the pungent, sweet aroma perfumes around us. He stands behind me and cascades the soapy sponge over my body, paying special attention to the sensitive skin of my hardening nipples. His touch is like a drug. I stretch my head backwards, humming, until my lips meet his. His free hand finds my slick, damp hair, and, pulling it down, he deepens our kiss. His tongue invades my mouth, and I open wider, eager for it. He tightens his grip on my hair, pulling it down still, until our lips break and my knees give way. I spin around and come face-to-face with his engorged cock. My tongue dances around the tip, teasing its sensitivity. I open wide and welcome it in. Its full length slides into my mouth. I rhythmically bob my head, taking it all the way into the back of my throat and out again. Occasionally, I add a tickle of my tongue against his sack, and Parker lets out an exasperated moan. I love to see - and hear - him enjoying himself. I feel his eyes on me the entire time. His watchful gaze takes in the sight of me, his muse, worshiping his manhood. I proudly take this cock deeper, letting it slide all the way in as far as it can go. I gag. Parker's lips twist, a primitive groan escaping them. It seems he and I both find immense pleasure in my deep-throating capabilities. The wetness between my legs pulses and I ache for Parker's touch. I move my tongue around his balls again, sucking on them and trying to fit the entirety of his swollen sack into my mouth. Then I bring his cock into my mouth once more, pushing it far into my throat, urging his length to glide all the way in. Parker's body convulses in pleasure, and I worry he's about to come. 

We can't have that. 

Not yet. 

I quickly jump up and turn my back to him. I bend over and brace myself against the marbled shower wall.

Parker heaves himself inside me. I yelp as his erection fills me up. He holds my hips and gives several gentle thrusts, groaning in enjoyment. The slickness of my pussy is making it easy for him. I reach behind and dig my fingernails into the muscular flesh of Parker's ass. I adjust my position, pulling myself up slightly, and Parker's cock slides into place, caressing the most tender, responsive part inside of me. I quiver in my heightened pleasure. Parker chuckles, no doubt feeling the clench of my insides and the corresponding wave of shared satisfaction. He suddenly pulls himself out of me and lays two rough slaps on my ass, one on each cheek, making me leap. The heat of the water streaming down on us makes my skin even more tender. Parker sinks his fingertips into my reddened cheeks, forcing a rush of masochistic energy through me. He bends down and unexpectedly bites my ass. His teeth sink into my hot flesh.

"Fuck, ah! That fucking hurts!" I protest in short, labored breaths. It does hurt; an admittedly agonizing pleasure.

"I know," Parker says dismissively. "But I can't help myself. So delectable." 

Something about Parker's obsession with my body, with how he can't get enough of it, with how he can't get enough of me - it's exhilarating. I give into it, our individual gratifications intertwined as one. He begins running his fingers back and forth between my legs, and I allow them to sink into my crevice. As he explores my opening with his hands, he buries his face into my ass. His tongue glides in and around my rear opening, and I instinctively throw my head back. 

A primal energy takes over. I yelp and reach for something to brace myself on, but find only the slippery wall. It's hopeless. My body defenselessly shakes with each forbidden lick. Parker hums, relishing in the power he has over me.

"I'm going to fuck your ass," he breathes into my ear. A declaration, not a suggestion. I can barely see straight.

Parker reaches beside us for the bottle of silicone-based lubricant that resides in the shower niche. I use this momentary pause to my advantage, and once again pull Parker's cock into my mouth. I push my face into him as far as it can go, deep-throating his entire length and holding my breath for as long as I can. Parker releases a bout of soft, libidinous moans that make me proud of my distinct skill set. I choke, and Parker leans himself into me deeper before grabbing hold of a fistful of my hair and yanking me off of him. 

"You're so fucking good," he exhales, pleased with me. 

"I love having you in my mouth. I bet I'll love having you in my ass, too." 

With my hair still in his fist, Parker pulls me in for a rough kiss. His tongue pushes into my mouth, and he bites my bottom lip. 

"Bend over. Spread that ass for me," he demands. 

I do as instructed, pulling my cheeks apart so my back hole is exposed. Parker globs the lube onto his length and teases my opening with his tip. The rush is intensely, terribly pleasurable. He works his cock into my ass, taking it slow so I can feel every inch of him enter me. I imagine how it looks from his perspective - watching his cock disappear into the most taboo part of my body. I’m breathless as he fills me up. My heart jolts in my chest. He moves his hips forward and pulls me into him. With his cock fully inside my ass, Parker lifts me against his chest and grips my breasts in his palms. 

"You feel fucking amazing, Iris," he breathes. Incoherent in my aroused state, I whimper in response. "Look at you, taking my cock all the way into your tight little hole." 

Parker's words ring in my ears and make me dizzy. Raw, wanton moans escape from my lips as he moves in and out of me, finding his rhythm. He quickens his pace, and my body is flooded with desire. His hands dance along the edges of my neck, thrusting me further and further down the rabbit hole. Then he wraps his fingers around my throat and gently squeezes. My body quivers. I hold my breath, tantalizingly close to the edge. 

"I want you to come for me," he whispers. "I want to feel you come while I fuck your ass." Bucking his hips, he pummels deep inside my back hole, boring into me, thrusting without mercy. I squeal, my undoing imminent. "Come for me." 

I do. There's no stopping it. I scream out as my body completely surrenders to the bliss of my release. My pussy clenches and I squirt, spewing liquid from its depths. I wail as my body trembles, weak in the empowerment of one of the best orgasms of my life. 

"Ah! Fuck, yes!" Parker groans, feeling the muscles of my insides tense and squeeze. Panting, he continues to plunge inside of me until at last his own climax finds him. In one final movement, he pumps his hips and fills my ass with his cum. I feel like I'm floating, the sensation so overwhelmingly glorious that it carries me off into another world. 

For just a moment, time stops, and nothing exists but the two of us in our shared euphoria. Parker gently slides out of my back hole and pulls me in close to him. I rest my head on his chest and listen to the pounding of his heart beneath his skin. My breath slows, and I meld into him.
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