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Chapter One

 


“Where are you and Mace taking us to watch
fireworks?”

Parker Iwata glanced at his best gal pal,
Jenny, as they stood in front of the empty fireworks display in the
grocery store. “Anthem Park,” he said, pushing his glasses back up
his nose. “I knew I should’ve bought some of these last week.”

“Those were overpriced anyway,” she said
dismissively. “Get the sparklers.”

Parker grimaced as he picked up a package.
Sparklers were all they had left. He tossed them in his cart and
they headed toward the next isle. Chips, dips, and all things
unhealthy.

“Mm, my favorite place in the whole world,”
he said.

“I thought that was lying under Mace while
he fucked you.”

“Mm, my second favorite place in the
whole world,” he amended.

Jenny laughed. They proceeded to load up on
all things needed for a barbecue, the first he and Mace were
hosting since they’d moved in together last month. They’d been
dating exclusively for six months and then Parker had worked up the
courage to suggest they find a place to rent together. Mace had
given him that smoldering look though his gray eyes, which always
turned Parker’s brain to mush, and before he knew it, they were
renting a house together.

But things with Mace always moved fast.
They’d met at Parker’s job in the library when Mace had come in
asking for books on world history. Somehow, in the ten minutes it’d
taken to track down Mace’s list, he’d agreed to coffee. Coffee had
led to dinner, dinner had led to movies, movies had led to fucking,
and, well, that was that. In the span of a week he and Mace were
completing each other’s sentences. Their friends called them the
cutest couple ever and Jenny said her faith in love had been
renewed. Parker knew he’d found The One and thanked whatever
almighty power that drove the universe that Mace Smith had dropped
into his life.

“Are your parents coming tomorrow?” she
asked.

Parker grimaced. His parents were very
traditional Japanese and couldn’t understand or accept his
sexuality. The times he visited with them were filled with talks
about respecting the ancients and finding a proper Japanese
bride.

“Absolutely not. What about you? Are you
bringing anyone to the barbecue?” he asked Jenny as he picked out
some hamburger meat.

“I am still dateless,” she replied morosely.
“Poor pathetic Jenny.”

“Don’t say that. I can invite some of my
co-workers. They’re straight.”

“Are they cute?”

He hesitated. “Depends on your definition of
cute.”

She laughed and shook her head. “In that
case, no, thank you. I shall wait for my Mr. Right.”

“Nothing wrong with Mr. Right-Now.”

“You waited for your Mr. Right,” she pointed
out.

“Excuse me, I wasn’t a virgin when I met
Mace. I’ve had plenty of Mr. Right-Nows.”

They headed down the bread aisle and Jenny
grabbed several packs of buns and tossed them in the cart. “So have
I. I don’t want them anymore.”

“Then that makes me want to work doubly hard
to find you a straight, cute, totally for keeps boyfriend.”

“Good luck with that,” she said,
smiling.

He winked at her and headed to the check
out. Fifteen minutes later they were piling the bags into his old
car. Jenny slid into the passenger seat while he started up the
engine. It turned over, chugged a little, and finally came to
life.

“You’ve got to get a new car,” she said.

“I know. I will. Now that this move is over
my finances should become a little more stable.”

“Sugar daddy taking care of you, eh?”

Parker felt heat flood his cheeks. “It’s not
like that. I pay my bills…most of the time.”

His hours at the library had recently been
cut for budgeting issues, making his bank account very thin.

“I’m teasing. Shit, I’d love to have a sugar
daddy to pay for my rent for awhile.”

“It’s temporary,” Parker stressed. “And I’m
going to keep track.”

Mace had insisted he pay for the first year
of rent because he was like that and also because he had more money
than he knew what to do with. He came from a very wealthy family
back east and spent his time in academia pursuits. Mace currently
took classes at UNLV, despite being thirty-five. All his partner
said on the matter was that it was never too late to learn
something new.

When they reached the two story, three
bedroom house that Mace had rented for them to live, a sense of
peace came over Parker. Even though the place was far bigger than
what two men really needed, he and Mace had fallen in love with its
charm and warmth. The ground floor of the home was an open concept
layout, where the kitchen, dining room, and living room all flowed
together. There was an office and bathroom behind where the stairs
went up to the bedrooms and laundry room. Jenny helped bring in the
grocery bags and began to put them away as Parker went in search of
his lover. He found Mace reading a book in his favorite chair next
to the desk.

“I’m back,” he said.

Mace lifted his gaze and glanced at him. A
grin lit up his face and he placed a bookmark to hold his place
before setting the book aside. Then he held out his hand and Parker
took it. With one forceful pull, Mace pulled him down onto his lap
and Parker threw his arms around his neck.

“I missed you,” Mace murmured as he nuzzled
Parker’s neck.

“It looked like you were busy reading.”

“Only because I didn’t have you to distract
me.”

Mace licked his neck and Parker shivered
with pleasure. He threw back his head, wanting more, and Mace
happily complied. His lips settled on the sensitive skin behind his
ear and sucked. Mace picked up Parker’s hand and placed it right on
top of his huge, rock-hard cock, and Parker eagerly began caressing
it through his jeans. His own cock was more than ready for a little
action and all he wanted to do was strip off their clothes and
fuck.

“I’m assuming you guys aren’t decent
anymore,” Jenny called out, dousing Parker’s passion. “I’ll just
let myself out.”

“Um, okay, Jenny! See you tomorrow for the
barbecue.”

“Bye, Mace!”

Mace didn’t even respond as they heard the
door shut behind her. Then he gave a rueful laugh. “I didn’t even
realize she’d come in with you.”

“She helped me with shopping.” He
sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Mace asked.

“She’s really lonely. I wish she was like
us.”

Mace frowned, looking a little confused.
“You wish she was gay?”

Parker shook his head. “No. I meant, I wish
she could be as happy as us. You know, find a straight you.”

Mace cocked his head. “Interesting. I might
know someone who might be compatible with her.”

“Compatible? I don’t know, Mace. She was
hesitant when I suggested something similar with my
co-workers.”

“That’s because your co-workers aren’t
cute,” Mace replied.

Parker snickered. “All right, invite your
someone over tomorrow for the barbecue but let nature take its
course.”

“That’s an interesting phrase. Let nature
take its course…allowing something to happen naturally. To live or
die as nature intended.”

Parker’s eyebrows shot up. Sometimes Mace
was very literal with words. “Uh, yeah. Have I told you how sexy
you are when you go all dictionary on me?”

“No,” Mace murmured as he ran a hand over
Parker’s ass. “Tell me more.”

“How about I tell you upstairs, right before
you fuck my brains out?”

Mace’s dark eyes lit up and in the next
second, Parker found himself slung over Mace’s back as he hurried
up the stairs. Moments later, he was flung onto the bed where he
watched his lover perform a striptease of his incredible body.
Truly, there wasn’t a male specimen formed any better than Mace
Smith.

Tall, with rippling muscles barely contained
by his shirt, Mace had to turn sideways to fit his broad shoulders
through a door. Black hair with a neatly trimmed beard and
mustache, dove gray eyes, and a fine pelt of hair on his chest.
Parker admired the defined pecs, with puckered nipples hard like
marbles that tapered down to washboard abs and narrow hips. His
cock was long, straight and thick, jutting out between thighs hard
enough to crack walnuts. Fluid dribbled from the hole, announcing
his excitement.

“Beautiful,” Parker whispered. “You are the
sexiest man I’ve ever seen, even when you translate the dictionary
verbatim.”

Parker took off his glasses and set them on
the nightstand where he grabbed the lube. They’d forgone using
condoms after getting tested and committing to their relationship,
and although many would say that it was stupid trusting each
other’s lives with a vow not to cheat, Parker figured it was the
same within a heterosexual relationship. Commitment and love
depended on trust and respect and Parker trusted Mace, just as he
knew Mace trusted him.

They melted into each other, their mouths
coming together, lips and tongues anxious to devour one another.
Parker was lost in Mace’s hot mouth dominating his. Mace slid his
hand up Parker’s thigh to find and squeeze his cock through his
pants. He gasped as Mace massaged the hardness before moving to the
zipper. In a few seconds, his hand slid under the waistband. There
wasn’t much room in the jeans so Mace couldn’t do much except brush
Parker’s cock with his fingertips. Parker shifted, trying to get
closer to Mace, groaning in frustration when the denim didn’t give
way. Mace withdrew his hand.

“Get your clothes off,” Mace ordered as he
grabbed hold of his own cock and began to leisurely stroke
himself.

Parker got to his knees and unbuttoned his
shirt, slowly. He batted his eyelashes in a flirtatious manner.
“Why? Do you want to fuck my ass?”

He lightly slapped one jean-clad cheek.

“You know I do. Clothes. Off. Now.”

Parker loved it when Mace got all dominant
on him. He hurried to do as Mace told him, pushing his jeans down
his hips, catching his underwear with his thumbs and pulling
everything off. Next was his t-shirt and Mace helped divest him of
it, taking the liberty of licking his nipples along the way. Parker
moaned and, finally naked, he arched his body as Mace bent his head
to take the hard cock into his mouth. He lavished the mushroom
head, his lips moving up and down slowly, wringing out every ounce
of pleasure as Parker’s hips undulated.

Mace released Parker’s cock with a pop. He
licked his way back up Parker’s body, over every dip, sucking
gently on his nipples. He kissed around Parker’s jaw to nibble on
his earlobe. Finally, Mace kissed his mouth, sweeping his tongue
inside to plunder greedily.

Mace lay on top of him, their bodies meshing
together as if they were two halves come together in perfect
unison. Mace rubbed against him, their cocks sliding together.

“Yes,” Parker moaned. “Grind into me.”

The sharp scent of sex rose in the air as
juice leaked from each of their tips, making their slide
slippery.

“I want you,” Mace murmured into his
ear.

“Then take me,” Parker answered.

Mace positioned him, bringing Parker’s legs
up to his shoulders, giving him access to stretch him first. Cold
lube dribbled in his crack and on his anus as first one finger and
then another dipped in, loosening the ring of muscle. A moment
later, Mace lined up his cock to the rosette






cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing ®






tmp_99c4a4a2e7f554d82736da1170a2deb5_vgEbvA_html_4d5f4a1f.jpg
Evernight Publishing ®






tmp_99c4a4a2e7f554d82736da1170a2deb5_vgEbvA_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





