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The Predicament

Flavors of the Month, Book Two

Penny McLean


To Nicci: For your unwavering support, friendship, and honesty. These books could never have been completed without you. Thank you for helping me get to the finish line, literary and otherwise.


Chapter One

March 28

IT’S WEIRD TO be in such a familiar place with a complete stranger. I know every twist and turn of Disneyland, but when I look at the guy walking next to me, I keep realizing again what a strange path I’ve been on this year.

“So, you dated Peter as part of your Plan?” Eric asks, as I finish explaining everything that’s happened since I set this all in to motion in December.

I nod. “But we met back in high school. I had a huge crush on him back in the day and he thought he had one on me.”

“But he really liked that Cara girl?”

“Apparently,” I say sheepishly. “People used to confuse us from time to time, but this has to be the worst instance of mistaken identity I’ve ever experienced.”

“I’ll say. I once had a girl throw eggs at my door back in London. When I yelled down to ask what she was doing, she said she meant to hit my neighbor’s house, but got the number wrong. That was annoying. Yours is worse.”

I laugh really hard and smile at Eric as we stroll down Main Street toward Sleeping Beauty’s Castle. It’s crowded today and we’ve already had to dodge a few strollers pushed by frantic parents, eager to maximize their children’s happiness for the day. It looks exhausting.

We stop for a minute to sit on a bench and watch the people passing by. Or rather, Eric is watching the other people, while I’m taking the opportunity to stare at him and assess his looks. It’s shallow, but I don’t care.

The verdict? He is really, really cute. The glasses I noticed the first time I saw him currently sit askew on his face, or they do until he reaches up to adjust them. His black hair is unkempt, most likely because we drove all night to get here. His eyes are a steely gray and his build is tall and lanky.

“Why did you bring me here?” I say as the thought occurs to me. “Don’t get me wrong; I’m thrilled. But what put it in your head to get in the car and drive straight here?”

“Well, I haven’t lived in America very long, but I did a lot of touristy things pretty early. I came here last year with a coworker while we were visiting a lab in Los Angeles, and I thought how nice it would be to come back with a woman on a date. So, when I saw you looking like you needed an escape last night, I decided this would be the best option.”

“And you went to the Prom last night just to see me?” I’m still a bit mystified.

“Indeed, I did. Something about seeing your legs dangle outside of my tree that night really left an impression.”

We’re both laughing again, but I’m secretly wondering if he’s holding back regarding our second encounter. I decide not to mention it and opt for the best distraction I can think of.

“How about I buy you a churro and we go check out a ride?”

“Buy me a what?” he says.

“You didn’t have a churro when you came here before?” I’m shocked that he missed something so crucially Disney. He shakes his head, so I grab his hand to lead us to the nearest cart, just opening for the day.

“Allow me to introduce you to the greatest thing since sliced bread.” I pay for two churros and hand one to him. They are warm and smell amazing. I smile as he takes a bite of his and wait to bite into my own cinnamon-sugar treat until I hear his assessment.

“Oh wow,” he says. “I had no idea what I was missing out on.”

I laugh and lead us into Fantasyland to get in line for Peter Pan. As we queue up, Eric smiles. “Don’t hate me, but I didn’t ride this ride either. Guessing it’s a favorite of yours since you brought me here first?”

“Oh yes.” I nod and smile. “I really do love this ride, but it also gets a long line pretty early, so it’s best to come here before it gets too bad.”

“You’re quite the expert.” He seems impressed.

“You could say that. So, how did you end up in the States?”

We pass the time in line with Eric filling me in on the work he does as a physicist. It’s all really complicated, and I understand very little, but he’s patient with me and explains as best he can. He came to America with another Brit named Allen and they’re both working on some big breakthrough with a professor at Arizona State University.

“That’s really cool,” I say as we board the flying pirate ship that will take us around on the ride. Eric holds my hand as the lap bar comes down and it’s such a sweet gesture that I well up a bit. This ride does that to me anyway, but maybe I’m already feeling a nice connection with this new guy. Either way, it’s a great start to the day. And month. And maybe my happily ever after.


Chapter Two

www.flavorsofthemonth.bloggerific.com

No joke, friends—April is here and we’re already one-fourth of the way through my crazy dating experiment. I am excited to announce that I found a guy for this month the old-fashioned way: by accidentally hitting him in the head with my shoe. Just kidding. Long story. But really, I met him in person and things are already going great. Come on down to any Sinfully Good location this month to try Royal Cinnamon Swirl. It’s basically churro ice cream. You’re welcome.

I have both May and June candidates lined up for myself, so keep that in mind if you’re sending me an email any time soon. Summer is wide open though, and I hope to hear from you soon!

April 2

ERIC AND I had a perfect day at Disneyland, and an even better night at the hotel. After taking a tour of Fantasyland, I walked him around to the other areas of the park, pointing out little things as we went.

“And that’s the spot where I tripped when I was five years old and got this scar,” I say, pointing out a line on my knee my Dad always called “the only free souvenir we ever got at Disneyland.” We’re in line for the Matterhorn and I remember running up the path before hitting the pavement, hard.

“Poor baby,” he says, kissing my hand he’s currently holding.

“It was no big deal. I cried until a Cast Member brought me a balloon and a Band-Aid.”

“I know, I was just looking for an excuse to kiss you.” He looks down at the ground.

“Oh.” I blush. It would be the perfect moment to lean up and kiss him back, but we’re shoved from behind by an impatient teenager who is annoyed that we’re holding up the line.

We both shrug and keep walking until it’s our turn to ride. We laugh our way down the mountain on the bumpy bobsleds and I can’t help but smile as we exit together, while Eric holds the little gate open for me.

I show him all my favorite places in the park, and he continues to tell me about his work, life back home in London, and anything else we can think of. The conversation never lags and I’m not sure if it’s because we’re both surrounded by so much joy or if there’s an actual spark happening here. But I really don’t care.

Normally, I’m all in favor of spending the entire day at Disneyland, but by midday, we’re both getting exhausted. I’m really dragging and can only imagine how Eric feels, having driven us there.

“Should we find a hotel?” I ask, mid-yawn. I’m very aware of the implications of that question as Eric begins to blush.

“I’d like that,” he says, his yawn now mirroring mine. “I was thinking I could maybe drive us back home tonight, but I’m not sure that would be safe.”

I get on the phone and call to see if there are any rooms available at the on-site hotels. Eric got the tickets, so I tell him I’ll cover the hotel, but he insists and grabs the phone from me. He steps away so I can’t hear.

“How does a room at the Grand Californian sound?” he asks, coming back victorious.

“Heavenly,” I say. It’s just a short walk and I’m pretty sure I could take the greatest nap of all time. We’re still holding hands as we walk back up Main Street toward the park gates and Eric comes to a stop, so I do the same.

I look around to see what made him put on the brakes, but he’s just nodding.

“This is it,” he says.

“This is what?”

“This is where we should have our first kiss.” He pulls me to him.

And we do. Surrounded by people walking in either direction who now have to detour around us, Eric and I kiss. It’s a slow, searching kiss at first, tentative in the best way. We’re still getting to know each other, but it’s hard not to feel romantic in this place, especially for two sleep-deprived people running on nothing but churros. We kiss for a semi-inappropriate amount of time, especially considering the number of children who can see us, but it’s such a lovely moment that neither of us can be bothered to worry about anything but each other.

“Well done, you,” he says, pleased with my performance.

“Back at ya,” I say, leading him the rest of the way out of the park.

We walk the short distance to the entrance of the Grand Californian and check in to our room. The lobby is as beautiful as I remember it, full of comfy-looking chairs and couches and decked out with dark wood everywhere. There’s a piano player softly scoring the moment with “So This is Love” from Cinderella and I am soon humming along.

As we walk up to our hotel room, I am struck by the notion that I’m about to spend the night with a guy I barely know. Getting in the car with him was crazy enough, but suddenly the intimacy of a hotel room feels like a really big deal.

“I really like you,” he says, opening the door for me and holding it. “And I’d be lying if I said I’m not attracted to you, but we can just sleep in here if you like. Or, you know, maybe kiss a bit too, or something, but we don’t have to do anything more than that.”

I smile and nod, reassured by his statement. I look at the bed and see both an opportunity to get even more intimate with this guy, or, more importantly, to catch up on some sleep.

“For now,” I say, taking off my shirt and jeans, “how about we take a nap in our underwear? Best of both worlds?”

He laughs, but also begins to undress.

“I must be exhausted if I can resist you looking like that,” he says, walking toward me as I pull back the covers. “But yeah, I think that’s a great idea.”

We climb in bed together and quickly ease ourselves into a big spoon/little spoon situation. I’m wrapped up in Eric’s arms and feeling delirious when I hear his breathing slow and realize he’s already asleep. Before I can even begin to marvel about how quickly he did that, I’m out as well.

*

I’M NOT SURE how long we sleep, but when I wake up, it’s pitch-black in our room and I’m feeling much better. I unwind myself from Eric’s arms and walk to the window to look out on our view. We’re facing Disneyland and I smile as I look out over the tops of some of my favorite places in the world.

I hear Eric stir behind me and look back to see him smiling up at me.

“That’s a beautiful view,” he says.

“I know, right? I think we’ll be able to see the fireworks when they start.”

“I meant the nearly naked woman standing at the window.” He raises his eyebrows at me.

“Ah.” I’m lucky that it’s dark so he can’t see me blush. I don’t feel especially beautiful at this moment, standing in a mismatched cotton bra and underwear, still also wearing the ankle socks I forgot to kick off before our nap. Before I can get too down on myself, Eric stands up to join me.

His glasses are sitting on the bedside table, so I take the opportunity to look deeply into his eyes. They’re looking right back into mine and it’s an intense moment until he says, “You’re a bit blurry. Mind if I grab my specs?”

I laugh and go up on my tiptoes to kiss him. I realize he must have been leaning over to kiss me before and smile as he stoops a bit once again to kiss me back. It’s dark and we’re now pressed up against each other in nothing but our underwear. I know where this is going.

Eric brings his hands up to my face, then into my hair as our kiss deepens. He seems to have forgotten about his glasses for the moment and I wonder just how blind he is as he leaves my lips and begins to kiss my neck. I nearly giggle as he moves to the other side of my neck, kissing a ticklish spot on my collarbone as he goes. He slides my bra strap down and finds my shoulder as his next conquest.

We both jump as the first of the Disneyland fireworks explodes across the sky.

“Stop me if I’m going too fast,” he says, earnestly, “but how many guys can say they’ve made you see fireworks when you’ve kissed?”

“A couple,” I admit. “But I don’t think anyone can say they’ve made me see fireworks while we’ve fucked.”

“Oh my. Guess I’ll just have to be the first.”

I laugh and throw my head back as Eric turns me a bit so I’m facing the window. He’s behind me now and kissing my back while reaching around to feel my breasts, still sitting in my comfy T-shirt bra. Eric moves up to kiss the back of my neck while unfastening the clasp and slowly slides the straps down and off until I am topless against the glass.

“If anyone has binoculars and impeccable timing, they’ve got one hell of a view right now,” he says. “Or so I assume.”

The whole thing is simultaneously so hot and romantic that I can hardly stand it. I’m still watching the fireworks go off throughout the sky as Eric pulls down my panties and helps me step out of them. I hear him shimmy out of his underwear and soon he’s pressed up behind me, naked and clearly as into this as I am.

“I’d normally take my time,” he says, reaching down with his hands to spread my legs apart. “But as I don’t know how long the fireworks will last…”

He doesn’t finish that sentence and instead enters me from behind. He’s guiding me up and down onto him with his hands on my hips and I gasp as I take him in fully. Maybe it’s because I’m coming out of a relationship with a guy with a tiny dick, or maybe Eric is just well-endowed, but he feels especially large, long, and perfect to me at the moment. So long, in fact, that I bump my knee against the wall during one especially enthusiastic thrust.

We start out slowly and Eric moves his hands to my tits, now blocking them from any Disney peeping Toms who may have been in the area. I lean my head back and Eric reaches down to kiss my cheek as he glides in and out of me. We reach our finale at the same time the fireworks do, then collapse in a heap back onto the bed.

As I look at the bruise on my leg from our firework-sex, I laugh as I realize it’s the second free souvenir I’ve gotten from Disneyland.

*

“HE COULD HAVE been a murderer,” says Meg, once again trying to retroactively talk me out of taking a spontaneous road trip with a complete stranger. “Do you have any idea how worried we were?”

“Tell Fred I’m sorry for putting you both through that,” I say earnestly. “I really didn’t mean to make you worry.”

“Not Fred. I mean, he was worried too. I meant Kim. She went after you at the Prom and saw you leave with him. She was terrified that you were making a terrible decision because you were mad at her.”

“I was mad at her. I’m still mad at her. Are they together?”

“Not getting in the middle of this.” Meg holds up both hands as if to indicate I’m on my own.

“Fine. But really, do you forgive me for my dangerous decision-making? And do you want to hear how the trip went?”

She smiles and I know I’ve chosen the right way to distract her. I tell her all about my day and night at Disneyland and even give her a few of the steamy details from my magical sex romp, as I am now referring to it.

“He’s what would happen if a Disney Prince came to life and was really good in bed,” I say, smiling at my analogy. “It’s what you always hope went down for those Princesses once the credits rolled.”

She laughs at this and slaps the table, clearly making some sort of realization in her head. “His name is Eric!” she exclaims.

“Yes.” I’m glad to see she’s been paying attention.

“Prince Eric!” she says, and I immediately catch her drift.

“The Little Mermaid,” we both say together.

Now, maybe not all girls fantasized about Disney Princes, but if you happened to be just the right age when The Little Mermaid came out, there are good odds he was your first crush. At least, he was for us. With that black hair and sexy smile, it was hard not to fall for him, animated or not. Meg, Kim, and I used to fight over who would get to marry him someday. You know, assuming he came to life and we met him or something.

“You could marry Prince Eric,” she says in a reverent whisper.

“I could,” I say, not caring at all how massively premature this is. “I really could.”

We’re both still smiling at this revelation when our waitress brings the two glasses of wine we ordered. I’m about to lift mine to my lips for a first sip when Meg slides hers over in front of me and smiles.

“Not thirsty?” I ask, confused by the gesture.

“Oh, I am,” she says. “But people get super judgy when pregnant women drink, so I thought I’d let you take one for the team.”

I jump up to hug her, jostling the table and spilling both glasses as we scream and cry together.

“You’re pregnant!” I’m dumbfounded as we pull apart so I can sit back down.

“A bona fide honeymoon baby,” she confirms. “I feel like absolute shit, but we’re so excited.”

“Aww—I hate that you feel bad. But this is the best news ever. I’m so, so happy for you.”

I’m even happier for her once I’ve finished both glasses of wine. After I put my hand on her belly for the third time, assuring her I can definitely feel the baby kick, she reminds me that Baby is the size of a pea and puts me in a car to take me home.

I can’t stop smiling the whole way there. A new baby for Meg and Prince Eric for me. What a wonderful world.


Chapter Three

April 5

AND A WONDERFUL world it continues to be as Eric and I curl up on my couch to watch a movie. We haven’t seen each other since coming home from our Disneyland trip, but I feel completely at ease with him again already. I was worried that everything would feel different once the magic faded, but we’re zip-ah-dee-doing just fine. Yeah, I went there.

We decided to watch Enchanted because Eric mentioned he’d never seen it after I referenced it on our trip. By referenced it, I of course mean I casually broke into one of the songs from the movie, but you get the drill. I like a man who can watch a Disney musical with me without getting sarcastic or snide. He doesn’t even seem to mind that I sing along a bit as we watch.

I can’t help but wonder if I’m in a similar situation as Giselle finds herself. No girl could be sad to end up with a prince like James Marsden (yum), but who could resist the equally yummy Patrick Dempsey character? I don’t think there is a wrong answer for her, but maybe there is a slightly more correct answer. Is that true for me too? And if so, who is Eric in this situation? Is Carter the only other contender at the moment? I thought Javier was still on the same page as me, but he might be in someone else’s book now.

That thought makes my heart ache for a moment and I quickly remind myself to come back to the present. Giselle is singing around Central Park about how to know if a guy really loves you and I catch Eric tapping his finger to the rhythm as he holds my hand. I smile as the song goes on and try to quell the rising feeling inside me that I’m falling for this guy a little too hard and a little too fast.

“Want some ice cream?” I say, getting up to go fix us each a bowl before even waiting for him to reply.

“I thought you’d never ask,” he says. “I hate to confess this, but I’m actually just dating you for the frozen treats.”

“I knew it,” I laugh. “Always the ice cream maker, never the bride.”

I can’t tell if there’s a bit of hesitancy in his laugh now that I’ve hinted at marriage during our second date. I make myself busy in the kitchen while he continues to watch the movie, then hand him a bowl so we can eat and watch at the same time.

“Mmm, this is delicious,” he says, approvingly. “What is it?”

“It’s your flavor.” I’m happy to hear he likes it. “I made it with you in mind. Do you taste the churro inspiration?”

“I do.” He takes another bite. “I had no idea I was this delicious.”

We meet eyes as he makes this remark, and my mind immediately goes straight down a naughty path at the implication that he might taste just as good. It looks like Eric is on the same train of thought as he’s now looking at me a bit more intensely than before.

We both set our bowls on the coffee table and kiss each other quickly. I can taste hints of the ice cream on his lips and it’s sweet and sexy at the same time.

“I have an idea,” he says, leaning forward to pick up his bowl. He pulls his spoon out of the bowl and dribbles some of the ice cream onto my neck. It’s already a bit melted, so it slides from there down my chest and into my cleavage.

Pleased with himself at this result, Eric begins to lick the ice cream off my skin until his face is buried between my breasts. He pauses for just long enough to pull my shirt off over my head, then grabs the bowl and drizzles more ice cream, this time more focused on the area that will soon make my bra a sticky mess.

He licks it off again, tantalizingly slow at first, teasing in his movements as he pulls down each cup to take first my left then my right breast into his mouth. I reach back to pull off my bra and Eric gives a delighted sigh.

“I couldn’t see you all that well in the dark and without my glasses before,” he says, admiringly. “You’re so damn sexy.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I say, pulling his shirt off over his head as well. In the better light, I can see him fully this time, and I smile at his pale chest, which I assume is the calling card of British men. He has spent most of his college life and career in labs, leaving little time for the gym, but he is strong enough and looks just fine to me.

He pulls me close, and I can feel the stickiness of my chest up against him as we kiss again. We’re still pressed together as Eric leans me back down onto the couch so I’m now lying with him on top of me. He kisses his way down my chest and stomach and stops to pull off my pants and underwear. He grabs the ice cream again and makes a trail of ice cream from my belly button down between my thighs and goose bumps form on my skin in anticipation of what’s to come.

He licks every drop of ice cream up again, but then reaches back to grab more. Methodically, he pools the next batch in and around my private parts and enthusiastically starts licking it off. I now know how they should teach young men to please a woman and it absolutely involves licking ice cream off her clitoris. In an effort to be thorough, Eric is hitting all the right places and making me feel like I could scream. His tongue is strong and active and after a few minutes and a couple more drops of ice cream from the bowl, I arch my back and let the sweet rush of this orgasm flood through my body.

Before I can sit up and offer to return the favor, Eric has stood up and removed his clothes. He sits back down on the couch, offers me a hand up, then brings me down to sit on his lap, so that we’re both facing the TV. I’ll admit it—this is the first time I’ve had sex while watching a Disney movie, but it’s surprisingly sexy. Eric has one hand on my hips, keeping us together as he thrusts me up and down in a bouncing motion, and the other hand holds my breast as he squeezes and pinches my erect nipples with just the right amount of pleasure and pain.

We finish at the same time the movie does and I laugh when I realize our climax comes right as the credits roll to the song “Ever Ever After.”

“Whoops,” he says, looking at the screen. “Guess I’ll have to watch it again to see how she decides which guy to end up with.”

You and me both.


Chapter Four

April 7

EVERYTHING IS GOING great with Eric, and even though I have both May and June already set, I decide to sit down and sift through the emails that have been piling up. There are some great contenders and it’s not long before I’m starting to think I could really have an amazing summer.

As I read about these different men though, the thought of moving on from Eric hits me in a way I would never have expected this early on. It was hard to move forward after Carter and even harder after Javier, but I’m not sure how or why I should keep going. I’m scrolling through the emails absentmindedly as I contemplate this predicament when one subject line jumps out at me.

Pictures of you with J, K and P, it reads.

I noticed one earlier that just said Pictures, but I assumed it was spam. But realizing those three letters likely stand for Javier, Ken, and Peter, I hold my breath and click to open it.

Venmo $10,000 immediately to @GossipAZ or I’ll release the pictures I’ve collected so far of you and your boyfriends. And trust me—you don’t want these to go public.

What the fuck? How could someone have taken pictures of us without me noticing? This has to be a joke. But something about that Venmo handle gives me pause. There’s a trashy website called Gossip A to Z that routinely posts tabloid-style takedowns of locals. I’ve never given it much thought, other than to roll my eyes and try to forget it exists, but now I’m recalling a few business owners, athletes, and politicians who have had some pretty embarrassing stuff posted about them. Some posts were even career-ending.

Why would that site be targeting me?

I click reply and try to compose a calm response, but I am not calm and no response comes to mind. I know my little experiment has caught the attention of some local and national websites already, so I don’t doubt there’s an interest in any pictures that might have been taken, but they can’t have anything too juicy or they’d have bypassed the bribery route and gone straight for posting them.

I’m furious and confused and in no way equipped to handle this right now. Some crises are best faced head-on, but my first instinct is to ignore this and run away for the moment. Which is exactly what I’m thinking when I call Eric and invite him to meet me for dinner.

We meet at a little Italian place near my house, and I waste no time filling him in on the disturbing email situation.

“The email didn’t mention you,” I say, showing him my phone. “But if someone does have pictures of the other three guys I’ve dated this year, I’d assume they could be trying to get some of us as well.”

“I see,” he says, considering. “I’m not terribly worried about being associated with a bright, beautiful woman publicly, but I’m not crazy about the whole threat thing. Are you okay?”

“I’m about two glasses of wine short of okay. It’s a creepy feeling to know I’ve been watched these last few months, but even worse to think I haven’t noticed it at all. I almost want them to post what they have just so I can see when and where they were able to get photographs of me without my knowledge.”

As I’m saying that, an icy feeling goes down my back as I scan the restaurant for someone sitting in a trench coat with a lens pointing at Eric and me. It’s a ridiculous idea, but I’ve seen too many movies to shake the image.

“What’s the worst thing they could have pictures of?” Eric asks, taking my hand. “Anything to be really worried about?”

I consider this for a moment. Other than publicly outing the men I’ve been dating, the pictures really can’t be that bad. I definitely need to warn Javier, Ken, and Peter so they aren’t blindsided if/when the pictures are published, but I assume they contain nothing more than us holding hands or maybe kissing in public. I’m openly dating them though, so is that really a bad thing?

“I guess not. It’s not like we’ve been out robbing banks or anything. But before I forget, I should give them all a heads-up that something might be coming.

“Of course.” Eric gives me my hand back so I can fire off a quick text. I keep it brief and to the point, then put my phone back away to focus on the man sitting across from me.

“So,” I begin, excitedly. “Now that that’s behind us, I wanted to ask you some questions.”

“What kind of questions?”

“Just some basic getting-to-know-you questions. I’ve kinda been asking each guy this year the same series of questions to see how compatible we are.”

“Hit me,” he says. “I’m an open book.”

1. Given the choice of anyone in the world, who would you want as a dinner guest? (Eric’s British roots are on display right off the bat when he says, “Queen Elizabeth,” without a moment’s hesitation. “I just think she would be so interesting to talk to,” he continues. “And I feel like I could talk her into making me a knight. I’m not sure why, but maybe after a few glasses of wine she’d just be like, ‘Oh fine, kneel.’”)

2. Would you like to be famous? In what way? (This is a bit awkward, considering dating me may now potentially include a bit of local fame. Especially when Eric says he can’t think of any circumstances that would make him want to be famous. “British tabloids are the worst,” he adds. “The thought of being around any part of that world makes me queasy.” Again, awkward, considering he may be facing that with me, but here’s hoping we keep it under control.)
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