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Chapter 1



I step out of the Cleveland airport and the frigid November air hits me like a block of ice. My teeth clench against the freezing temperature and I curse myself for letting my brother talk the family into hosting Thanksgiving again this year. I tried to convince him to come out to California, but he said he didn’t want to risk his kids finding a used condom or something thrown behind the couch.

Jeez. Once you get a reputation in this family it sticks. You have one housekeeping mishap and they just won’t let it go. Which is why I now have a maid that comes twice a week. I’m there so little that I could get by with having her twice a month probably, but the girl is smoking hot—Eastern European I think with one of those exotic accents—and I’ve been flirting with her non-stop trying to get her into bed in-between her vacuuming and washing my clothes. So far no dice but I’m sure she’ll come around. They almost always do.

As I wait for my brother to pick me up, watching my exhales turn into big steamy clouds, shivering and wishing I had a warmer jacket, I notice something out of the corner of my eye that could warm my blood up a few degrees.

This cute little latin girl is listening to music on her headphones and dancing around like she doesn’t have a care in the world. The yoga pants stretched over her ample backside are making the front of my pants stretch out from my hardening cock.

Naturally, I go stand next to her. She notices me and smiles big—one of those smiles that makes you feel like you’re the only person in the world that matters to the person smiling at you. It’s genuine and intense and I think I’m falling in love with this brown-eyed beauty bobbing her head up and down and shaking her hips.

“What are you listening to?” I say.

She takes her headphones out, still smiling. “Sorry?”

“I said, what are you listening to. Looks like you’re really enjoying it.”

“Salsa!” she says. “I love it. You want to hear?” She holds one of her earbuds out for me.

I gladly take it, welcoming any reason at all to get closer to her. As I put the earbud in, standing shoulder to shoulder with her now, I notice how amazing she smells.

“You like it?” she says, still moving her hips to the rhythm, driving me wild as I watch them.

“Yeah, I love it,” I say.

“You know how to dance salsa?”

“No, I’ve never tried it before.”

“That’s too bad,” she says. “You should learn. Latina ladies love a man that can move his hips.” She raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow as she says it, and I’m wondering if we’re still talking about dancing.

“That’s a nice bag,” I say, pointing to her luggage. “I travel a lot for work so I know a good bag when I see one.”

“Thanks,” she says. “My dad got it for me. What do you do for work?”

“I’m in sales. Software sales. I work for a startup in Silicon Valley.”

“No shit? That’s pretty cool. I’m terrible with computers.”

“Me too, believe it or not. I leave all the computer stuff up to the nerds. I’m more of a people person. What do you do?”

“I’m a student.”

“Nice. What are you studying?”

“Psychology.”

Every psych major I’ve ever met turned out to be bat-shit crazy but this girl seems so down to earth. “That’s cool. So you’re coming home to visit your family for the holidays?”

“No, most of my family lives in Mexico. I’m actually visiting a friend. Well, I’m visiting her family actually. She was on a different flight.”

“So you’re from Mexico then? You barely have an accent.”

“You know I’ve always been a pretty good imitator. It’s kind of like acting—like getting into a role. I love doing that. Just pretending like I’m a different person for a while.”

“Are you pretending right now?”

She gives me a sly grin. “That’s part of the fun of it. Nobody knows the real you unless they really get to know you. I’m sure you do the same thing for your job right? Pretending to be confident or outgoing. Or when you’re hitting on a girl for example?”

She laughs and shakes her head back and forth slowly to the music, letting her eyes close as she loses herself to the beat.

This girl is something else.

“You want to get together while we’re in town? Maybe get a drink?” I say.

“I can’t go to bars. I’m only twenty. Besides, I don’t think I’m your type.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just call it a hunch,” she says.

“I don’t have a type. I like all women.”

“I’m sure you do. I bet you flash that white smile at all the girls, tell them how pretty they are, and their panties just drop right off. Is that how it goes?”

My eyes narrow as I try to think of something to say. It’s not very often that a woman says something that makes me freeze. And now I’m even more intrigued.

“Hey,” she says, hitting me lightly on the arm. “I’m just fucking with you.”

I smile, trying to regain my composure.

“I don’t even know your name,” she says. “And you’re already trying to take me out on a date. Latin girls are more conservative than that.” She’s grinning and I can tell she’s really enjoying this.

“I’m Rob,” I say, holding out my hand.

She puts her hand in mine. “Nice to meet you Rob. I’m Lucy. Do people really call you Rob?”

“That’s my name.”

“Nobody calls you Bobby? I think that sounds way sexier.”

“You can call me whatever you want,” I say, still holding her hand. I want to pull her closer to me, pull her into my body, grab that perfect ass of hers.

A car horn honking right next to us breaks the moment. I look over and it’s my brother. He’s giving me a look, shaking his head. I know exactly what he’s thinking. You’re in the city for five minutes and you’re already picking up a girl? Even when we were younger I’d already developed a reputation as a womanizer and it only grew as we got older.

“That’s my ride,” I say. My brother is getting out of the car.

“You’re leaving me?” she says, giving me a sad puppy dog face. “But things were just starting to get good.”

Time to close the deal.

“Why don’t you give me your number?” I say.

“I don’t know. You seem like the kind that would break my heart.”

“Hey, I’m a nice guy.”

“I believe you. I don’t think you’d do it on purpose.”

“Maybe you’re the one that will break my heart,” I say. “I’m sure there’s a long list of guys walking around with broken hearts because of you.”

“It’s true. In that case, maybe we just skip all that and we each keep our hearts in tact. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“It sounds boring to me. You don’t seem like a boring kind of girl.”

My brother walks over to us. “Are you Lucy? Jenna showed me a picture,” he says.

“Yes, I’m Lucy. Are you Jack?”

“Wait,” I say. “How do you know my brother’s name?”

They both look at me.

“The friend you’re visiting is Jenna?” I say. “That’s my sister.”

“I guess it really is a small world, Bobby,” she says. “And you won’t need my phone number since we’ll be in the same house.” She grins at me.

My brother is staring at me hard now. “Hey Jack,” I say, giving him a hug. “This is Lucy. She’s friends with Jenna. We just met. She was letting me listen to her music.”

They shake hands and after we get all the stuff loaded in the car I open the front door for Lucy to get in then climb into the backseat. We make small talk between the three of us all the way to Jack’s house but the whole time I’m staring at Lucy, thinking about how I’m going to get her naked without the whole family finding out.

When we get to the house, Jack holds me back for a moment before we follow Lucy inside.

He says, “Don’t even think about hooking up with that girl while you’re here. This is supposed to be a nice family holiday not an excuse for you to get laid. And for God’s sake, she’s like ten years younger than you.”

“I think you’re just jealous,” I say.

“Of you? No fucking way.”

“I think you’re jealous that I get to bang whoever I want, whenever I want.”

“I’m very happily married,” he says.

“I don’t doubt it. And you have a great family. But having sex with the same person for the rest of your life? I don’t know man. I couldn’t do it.”

“Whatever, Rob. Just please keep your dick in your pants for once.”

“I’ll do my best,” I say, grinning. But Jack knows me too well, and he just shakes his head and goes inside.


Chapter 2



Once we get all settled in at the house—say our hellos and what not—Lucy seems to have pulled a complete one-eighty. She’s not giving me the time of day anymore. It’s like she’s a completely different person than the one I met outside the airport. Maybe this is part of her whole playing different roles thing. She seems happy to just hang out with Jenna and be a typical college girl.

I guess it’s for the best because my brother seems to magically appear every time I get close enough to her to try to strike up a conversation. He’s like a cock-blocking machine.

So after a long day of stuffing our faces with food and watching football, everyone goes to bed, leaving me awake by myself with nothing to do. Since I’m on California time and I typically stay up late anyway, I’m not even remotely tired. There’s a pool table in the basement so I go down there to shoot a few balls while I wait for myself to get tired.

After shooting a few frames of nine-ball, I get bored and take my phone out, opening Tinder to see if maybe I can find a hookup for the night. That’s when I hear the basement door open and somebody coming down the stairs.

To my utter surprise and amazement, Lucy comes prancing down the stairs in a pair of short shorts and a tank top. She’s not wearing a bra and I’m mesmerized by her large breasts swaying side to side, leaving nothing to the imagination.

“You’re down here,” she says, “all by yourself, playing with your balls?”

“What else am I supposed to do?” Trying to play it cool. “Seems like everybody in this house goes to bed as soon as the sun goes down. Where’s Jenna?”

“Sleeping.”

“You’re not tired?”

“A little. But I thought you might want a little company before I tucked myself in.”

She walks over to the pool table and starts rolling the balls around on the felt. God, even the way she’s doing that is so unbelievably sexy. I’m wondering if she has any idea what she’s doing to me. My cock feels like it’s going to bust out of my pants watching her bend over the table, her heavy breasts hanging down, and her shorts riding up so far I can see the bottom of her ass cheeks.

“I have to say, I’m a little surprised you came down here,” I say.

“Why’s that?” She’s not looking at me, but completely concentrated on rolling the balls around.

“I don’t know. The way you were ignoring me today.”

“Awww,” she says, finally looking up from the table and giving me that sad puppy dog face again, mocking me. “Did you get your feelings hurt?”

I chuckle. “No, I just thought we had a little spark of something outside the airport.”

“Did you?” she says.

“Sure.”

“Maybe. Maybe not. I talk to lots of people and it’s not my fault if half the men I give the time of day to end up falling in love with me.”

Oh, she definitely knows what she’s doing, I decide. And she loves toying with me. She may be only twenty years old but this girl knows how to wrap a guy around her little finger.

“You play pool?” I say, trying to change the flow of the conversation. And I have an idea.

“A little,” she says. “It’s been a while.”

“You want to play a game?”

“I don’t know if I even remember how to hold the stick,” she says.

“It’s easy; I’ll show you,” I say.

I grab one of the pool cues and hand it to her. She’s inspecting it and the way she’s holding it, like it might break, makes me think it’s been a really long time since she’s played.

“Try it out,” I say.

“I don’t know. I don’t want to embarrass myself.”

“I won’t tell anyone. Besides, it’s just us. No reason to be embarrassed with me.”

She shrugs and leans over to try and hit a ball. She makes contact but the ball flies off the table.

I laugh.

“Don’t laugh at me,” she says, giggling. “I told you it’s been a while.”

I go get the ball and put it back on the table. “Let me show you how to work the stick.”

“Are you sure your brother would be ok with that?”

“Very funny.”

“Wasn’t that weird how he was following us around all day?” she says. “I thought we’d never get to be alone together. I’m surprised he wasn’t camped out in front of my door making sure I stayed in bed all night.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. I guess he just wants to make sure I don’t corrupt you.”

“What if I’m the one corrupting you?” She raises her perfectly shaped eyebrow, and puts her hand on her hip.

“Somehow I don’t think that’s possible,” I say.

“Is that a challenge?”

“It’s just a fact.”

“You sound pretty sure of yourself.”

“Do you want me to show you how to hold the stick or not?”

“Yes. Please show me how to hold your stick Bobby. I would love nothing more than that.”

I shake my head, smiling, and go around behind her.

“Take your stance,” I say.

She bends over the table, and sticks her butt out, spreading her legs wide like she’s about to get frisked by a cop. I can see her shorts riding up her ass again and I’m fucking ready to dive in there.

“Like this, Bobby?” she says, looking back at me with those gorgeous brown eyes.

“That’s perfect,” I say.

“Now what?”

I get close to her now, leaning over her back. My cock is nestled right into her ass as I put my hand over her hand that’s holding the stick. My mouth is right next to her ear. I want to just stick my tongue out and lick her, skip the whole dance we’re doing right now and just get right to it. But what would be the fun in that?

I speak softly into her ear. “Now pull the stick back slowly and look at the spot on the ball where you want to hit it. Right in the middle there.”

Lucy pulls the stick back.

“Now hit it.”

She pushes the stick forward, hitting the ball, and we both watch as the cue ball careens into the eight ball which then proceeds to roll into the side pocket.

Lucy jumps up and squeals, then turns around and kisses me on the cheek. “Oh my god!” she says, dancing around, still holding the stick. “I did it!”

I’m smiling, nodding my head. My dick is hard as a rock watching her tits bounce up and down as she jumps around in a circle.

“That was great,” I say. “You’re a natural.”

“I’m definitely not a natural,” she says. “I can guarantee you that.”

“If you say so, but that was a hell of a shot.”

“I’m better than you thought, huh?”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I say.

“I bet I can beat you.”

“You think?” I’m leaning against the pool table with my arms crossed over my chest. She comes over and gets between my legs, resting the pool stick along my neck, teasing me with it. This is going better than I thought. My plan was to get her to bet me and here she is suggesting it herself.

“Are you afraid to bet me?” she says.

“Not afraid,” I say. “I just don’t want to take advantage of you after you hit a lucky shot is all.”

“Don’t lie to me. I think you do want to take advantage of me.” She pushes her hips into my crotch and my erection is pressed firmly against her thigh.

“Or,” she says, “maybe you’re afraid that thing in your pants is going to distract you.”

Looking me in the eye, she reaches down and puts her hand on my cock—not rubbing or squeezing, just resting it there.

I lean forward to kiss her but right before I get to her lips, she pulls away, giggling.

“Not so fast, Romeo. You have to work to get that.”

“You want to play? Let’s play. But if I win, I get to kiss you.”

She holds her hand out for me to shake. I grab it and she says, “Deal.”

I start to rack up the balls, eager to finish the game so I can get back to getting into her panties.

“But what if I win?” she says. “What do I get?”

“I think there’s about a one-tenth of a percent chance of you beating me,” I say.

“Even so,” she says. “We should be clear on the terms of the bet before we start, don’t you think?”

“Okay, what do you want?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“How about this… if you win, you can tell me to do anything you want, and I’ll do it.”

“Anything? That’s pretty ballsy. What if I tell you to jump off a bridge?”

“Okay, anything that doesn’t involve me or anyone else getting hurt.”

She seems to be thinking about it, an evil grin plastered across her face.

“Can we start?” I say.

“We’re playing nine-ball?” she says, looking at the rack of balls I setup.

“Is that okay?”

“Sure. But I get to break,” she says.

“Whatever you say.”

She grabs a piece of blue chalk and screws it onto the top of the stick, inspecting it before she blows off the excess.

Then she walks over to the front of the table, leans over to line up her shot. She looks up at me. “Did I mention that my dad owns a pool hall in Mexico?”

Still holding eye contact with me, without even looking back down at the ball, she hits it hard with the stick.

I watch, in complete shock, as three balls roll into the pocket off the break.

She casually walks over to the cue ball and pockets another ball before I have a chance to even say anything.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I say.

“No way, Jose,” she says, making another ball. “When I was little he taught me how to play. Even before I was tall enough to see up on the table, he would setup a stool for me to stand on. The first time I won the Mexican nine-ball championship, I was only twelve.”

“The first time?” I say, gulping.

She can barely contain the smile on her face. “Yeah, I won it three years in a row before I got bored of pool. I still kept up my skills of course.” Two more balls went in.

“Jesus christ,” I say. “You suckered me.”

“I didn’t suck nothing,” she says, making another ball. The last ball was left on the table.

“No,” I say, “I mean you tricked me.”

“What? You thought I was terrible at pool so you figured it would be easy to beat me and then you get to kiss me?”

I can only shake my head as she makes the last ball, and lays the stick down on the table gently.

“I didn’t even get a chance to shoot,” I say.

“Pobrecito,” she says. “That means poor little thing in Spanish.”

“I know what it means! Goddamnit.”

“Now,” she says, strolling over to me, her hips and breasts swinging from side to side as she walks. “Time to pay up.”

“Fine,” I say. “I’ve never welched on a bet in my life. What do you want?” I’m pissed now. For one, I hate losing. And two, I wanted to kiss her really fucking bad.

Lucy squints her eyes, looking at me. “What should I make you do?” she says, obviously enjoying making me squirm. “This is a tough decision.”

“Come on,” I say. “Get it over with.”

“It’s too bad you didn’t win. I can tell you really wanted to kiss me.”

“We can still do that,” I say, holding onto one last thread of hope.

“But you didn’t win,” she says. “No, that wouldn’t be right. Like my dad says, kids shouldn’t get trophies just for participating. They need to learn what it really feels like to win, and what it really feels like to lose. Only through defeat do we better ourselves.”

“Your dad sounds like a wise man.”

“He is,” she says. “Very wise. No, I can’t kiss you. But I feel bad for you and your situation.” She points at the bulge in my pants. “It would be a shame if you went to bed like that. What do they call it? Blue balls?”

“Something like that,” I mutter.

“That would be very bad indeed. Okay,” she says, “I know what I want you to do.”

“What is it?” Not liking where this is going.

“I want you to masturbate in front of me.”


Chapter 3



“What?!”

“Did you not hear me? I said I want you to—“

“I heard you. But that’s just… I don’t know. You want me to just whip it out and start cranking. Right here? With the whole family asleep upstairs?”

“You didn’t seem to care about the family being up there before,” she says. “Why do you care about it now?”

“But, it’s embarrassing,” I say.

“There are times in life when we have to do embarrassing things.”

“Is that more wise advice from your father?”

“I think that’s just common sense, Bobby. So, are you going to pay up on the bet or not?”

I’m shaking my head, trying to figure out what to do.

She comes closer, then gets down on her knees. “How about I make it easier for you?” she says, lifting up her shirt to reveal her breasts. “I’ll let you touch my boobs while you do it.”

“Jesus,” I say. Her tits are like magic—I’m expecting to hear some angelic voices out of thin air at any moment. I can’t stop staring at them.

“You can touch them,” she says.

I reach out and squeeze one of her breasts, tweaking the hardening nipple. Then I move to the other one, performing the same ritual.

“What do you think?” she says, looking up at me with the cutest set of eyes.

“They’re amazing.”

“They better be. My dad spent a fortune on them.”

“They’re fake?! No fucking way. I don’t believe it.” I squeeze them again. “But they feel so natural.”

“I know, I love them. I play with them all the time. Watch this.”

She takes one in her hand, pulls it up to her mouth, and bends her head down to lick the nipple. “Cool, huh?”

I slowly nod my head, still not believing what is happening right in front of me. “Who are you?” I say.

“I’m Lucy and I’m still waiting for you to pay up on your bet.”

Her eyes are glued to the bulge in my pants. I’ve never been one to be shy around girls. I have a great body and an above average cock, but something about this situation—having her just kneeling their in front of me, waiting for me to pull it out, like she wants to inspect it—is giving me cold feet.

“If you don’t want to, that’s fine.” She lets her shirt drop back down over her breasts, and starts to stand up.

“No,” I say, putting my hand on her shoulder to keep her on her knees. “I’ll do it.”

God knows I need to get off. My balls feel like they’re going to burst from all the tension down there.

She’s still watching me intently, with her bottom lip tucked under her teeth, as I unzip my pants and let them fall down to the ground with a thud.

Here goes nothing. I pull my dick out of my underwear and it springs to attention. It does feel good to have it free but for some reason I’m still a little nervous. Maybe it’s because it feels like she’s the one in control of this situation where usually I’m the one in control.

But my desire to get off is overriding whatever reservations I have about this. My brother might be pissed if he knew what was going on but if he were here I would point out it was Lucy that came down to the basement, and it was Lucy that hustled me at pool, and once again it was Lucy who decided this was the outcome of the bet. And I don’t even get to stick my dick in her.

So, I don’t feel too bad about it when I start to stroke my cock. Lucy comes closer so that her face is about six inches away and she’s still staring like she’s some kind of scientist inspecting a newly-discovered animal.

With her hand, she starts rubbing one of her breasts. I take her other breast in my free hand and grope her while I pick up the pace on my cock.

I have to admit, this is kind of hot. Not my usual style, that’s for sure. But I’m always up for trying new things. And jacking off right in front of my little sister’s hot Mexican friend is a new one in my book.

I’m not going to last long. And I really don’t want to. My breathing starts to get more heavy as I put all my effort into stroking myself. I can feel the orgasm start to build.

“Does that feel good?” she says.

I nod and grunt. “Can I put it in your mouth?” I say.

“That wasn’t the bet,” she says, grinning.

“I know, I just thought you might want to join in.”

“I think I’m good here,” she says. “But I’ll let you aim it into my mouth if you don’t touch my lips with your dick.”

“What you don’t like my cock?” I say, feigning like I’m hurt by her comment.

“I think your cock is beautiful but I like to see you squirm.”

I shake my head and smile. This girl is wild. I’ve never met anyone like her before and I’m suddenly very happy I came home for Thanksgiving.

Now I’m right on the edge. “I’m about to come,” I say, my words stilted and rough.

Lucy opens her mouth and looks up at me. “Come for me Bobby,” she says. “Come inside my mouth. I want to taste you.”

I grab a handful of her long brown hair at the back of her head, pulling it tight. Oh, fuck. I’m so close. I haven’t pleasured myself this hard since I was a teenager probably.

And then I groan. The orgasm shoots through my body as I squirt my hot seed like a geyser into her waiting mouth. It keeps coming and coming until I’m finally finished. My legs go week and I grab her shoulder to steady myself. My whole body feels light and tingly.

I look down at her as she swallows the last of my sperm, then sticks her tongue out to show me she took it all.

“Wow,” I say.

“You come a lot,” she says. “You must have a lot of testosterone.”

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I say.

“You didn’t like it?” she says, standing up from her knees now.

“No, I loved it. I just never imagined I would be doing that in my brother’s basement with such a hot girl like you.”

She smiles, then kisses me on the cheek. “I guess I’m just full of surprised aren’t I?”

“Don’t you want me to make you come?” I say, feeling my cock start to harden again, expecting a round two. I reach out to grab her hips, but she dances away from me.

“I’m fine,” she says. “Besides I think I’m ready to go to sleep now.”

“You just got here though,” I say, not wanting the night to end so early.

“Yes, and now I’m leaving. Sweet dreams Bobby,” she says, as I watch her sweet little ass sway back and forth as she walks away from me then up the stairs, pausing to blow me a kiss before she leaves for good.

Holy fuck.


Chapter 4



The next morning, when I come up for breakfast, everybody is already sitting down at the table.

My brother says, “Good morning sleep beauty. I thought you were just going to sleep all day.”

“Not everybody wakes up at six AM,” I say, still trying to shake the sleep out of my head.

“We saved you some bacon,” he says. “I don’t know if you guys eat that out in California, though.”

“Oh I eat bacon. I eat anything if you put it in front of me.” I look at Lucy to see what she thinks about that and she’s trying to keep herself from smiling.

I take the empty seat next to her, saying, “How did you sleep?”

“I slept okay. It took me a little while to fall asleep. I was restless for some reason.”

“Really?” I say. “That’s too bad. I slept like a baby.”

“That must be nice,” she says, before stabbing a sausage with her fork and putting the end of it in her mouth, looking at me with her seductive brown eyes, batting her eyelashes.

My dick is hard as a rock now. I absolutely have to fuck this girl. I don’t care if it’s the last thing I do on earth. I will hound her until the day I die if that’s what it takes.

“I hope you sleep better tonight,” I say to her.

“Me too,” she says. “But if I don’t I can at least sleep on the plane tomorrow.”

“On the plane? You’re leaving?”

“Yes. In the morning, I’m going to Mexico for a few days before I go back to school.”

“But you just got here.” I can hear my voice and it sounds like I’m almost whining. I don’t like it.

“Yes, and it was lovely to meet Jenna’s family and I’m very grateful that you took me in for a couple days but my father wants me to come visit him, too.”

“You should stay longer. Maybe you could change your plane ticket.”

My brother is shooting me glances now and I drop it.

“When I come back I’ll definitely stay longer next time. It’s so nice interacting with such a perfect American family. Jenna is really lucky to have you guys as brothers.”

After breakfast, Jenna and Lucy announce that they’re going shopping and I sit on the couch all day, sulking, trying to plot my next move, wondering when they’re going to come back.

Jenna calls my brother later that night and says they’re going to a party and not to wait up for them. Perfect. I consider calling her, asking where they are so I can meet them, but I decide that level of desperation is beyond me.

It’s midnight when I finally decide to go to bed on the couch down in the basement. I’m too dejected to even masturbate, and I drift off to sleep cursing myself for not sealing the deal the night before when I had her all to myself.

But it turns out my night isn’t to end with such a whimper. I’m in the middle of a weird dream where I’m trying to reach my hand into a deep, dark jar, but every time I get hold of the object inside, I’m not able to get my hand out again.

“Bobby,” I hear somewhere in the darkness. Then my whole body is shaking and I’m awake. Lucy is sitting on the couch next to me holding my hand.

“Am I still dreaming?” I say.

“Life’s a dream, Bobby. I’m glad you’re up though. I’m not ready to go to sleep yet.”


Chapter 5



I sit up straight on the couch, completely aware of the situation now. This is my chance and I’m not going to blow it.

“Did you have fun at the party?” I say.

She shrugs her shoulders, starts to circle her index finger around idly in the palm of my hand. “Honestly? It was boring. People just getting really trashed. It doesn’t really turn me on, you know?”

I pull her hand into mine, embracing it. “What does turn you on?”

Her piercing gaze locks onto me. “You’re dangerous,” she says.

“Danger isn’t boring though.”

“Not usually, no. But too much of the same thing can get pretty boring after a while. I read about this bank robber the other day? He was notorious. Robbed something like one hundred banks in his career. The FBI was looking for him for over a decade. Never even got close to him. Then one day he just turned himself in.”

“What? That’s crazy,” I say. “Why’d he do it?”

“He said he was just ready for something new. So I guess the moral of the story is even robbing banks can get boring after a while. Are you bored with your life, Bobby?”

“I’m definitely not bored right now.” I start massaging her hand, then slowly work my way farther up her arm.

“You seem like a lady’s man. Never with the same girl for more than a week.”

“Well…” She has me pegged, that’s for sure.

“It’s fine. I’m the same way,” she says. “But doesn’t it get boring after a while? You’re just always on the look out for something new, something more exciting than what you have. Then as soon as you get it, that’s the boring thing and the cycle starts all over again.”

“What are you getting at?” I say.

“I don’t think I’m getting at anything. Maybe I should just go to bed.”

Before she can get up, I lean forward and kiss her. For just a moment, she kisses me back and it’s like a light goes off in me. No, that’s not right. It’s more like a nuclear bomb goes off and I’m blinded. But then she pulls away and it’s over.

“You don’t want to kiss me?” I say.

“I do, it’s just that…” She looks away.

“What is it?”

“I’m not like all the other girls you’ve been with,” she says.

“I know. That’s why I like you.” I was being completely honest too. There was something about Lucy that really got me going.

She sighs and shakes her head. “If we start kissing then it’s going to lead to other stuff and then you’re going to want to fuck me, to put your dick in my pussy.”

“You don’t want to have sex with me?”

“No, I do.”

“Okay then. We’re two consenting adults. Are you worried about my brother?”

“No, I’m not worried about anything. Oh, fuck it. I’m just going to come out and say it. You can’t fuck my pussy because I don’t have one.” She’s looking right in my eyes.

“I don’t understand.” My mind is racing trying to parse whatever it is she’s telling me. Why on earth wouldn’t she have a vagina? Some kind of genetic defect.

“I have a dick,” she says.

That I understand. But she has to be pulling my leg. “You’re kidding me right?”

“I’m not kidding at all.”

I’m looking between her legs and I don’t see anything that would indicate she has a cock. I’m looking at the rest of her body and it looks so fucking sexy. She’s one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen actually. I’ve seen a lot of women too so that’s saying something. And last night, I was grabbing her perfect tits and jacking off into her mouth. It was unbelievable.

I’m shaking my head now, still not sure how to respond. The thing is I believe her. I’m not gay. I’ve never been with a guy before in my life. But my cock is still just as hard as it was when she woke me up. Actually, it might even be harder.

And then I think I surprise both of us when I lean forward and kiss her again. This time she kisses me back and the light is there again, full and bright and more intense than any kiss I’ve ever experienced.

“You still want me?” she says, her eyes searching mine, trying to find out how I feel.

“Hell yes I still want you. You’re so fucking hot. Ever since I met you, I wanted to get you naked. I’d be an idiot to pass up the chance now.”

Lucy smirks and bites her lip. “Yes, you would be an idiot.”


Chapter 6



We strip each other down to our underwear in a fit of passion-filled kisses, our tongues slipping and sliding against each other.

Lucy pushes me back down on the couch and sits straddled across my hips. Now I can easily see the outline of her hard cock against the sheer material of her pink panties. I wasn’t sure how I’d react when I saw it. But now that I have I’m turned on even more. It’s like she’s some exotic person—someone completely unique, a one of a kind.

She rolls her hips against me and I can feel our hard cocks touch.

“Take your panties off,” I say.

As she slides out of them, I yank my underwear down and throw them off to the side. She resumes her position, straddling my hips, her dick standing up proud and straight, engorged and ready. Now our naked bodies are sliding against each other freely, our cocks rubbing together fast and hard to match the increased speed of our breathing.

Lucy nibbles my neck greedily as I sigh. She makes small circles with her tongue, working her way down my torso, her breasts dragging across my skin. Then her hands are on my cock, on my balls, her fingers going close to my ass where no woman has ever gone before. I shudder at the new sensations.

Soon I’m moaning and flexing my ass, pushing my hips into her as her mouth finds my shaft and she’s sucking hard, pulling deep. I can see her cheeks caving in from all the pressure she’s building up in her insistent mouth, her lips forming a perfect seal as she moves up and down the length of my shaft. My fingers find her hair and makes fists as I grab onto something, anything. It’s like I need something to hold onto to maintain a grip on reality because I’m totally lost in pleasure and whatever it is she’s doing to me down there and—Oh God—I squirm uncontrollably as she curls two slender fingers into my ass, massaging me from the inside.

My whole being shudders in response.

“Oh fuck,” I say. “That’s… heaven.”

I can feel myself really losing all control. But I don’t want to come yet. Not before I feel myself inside her, before I connect myself to her deeply in that most carnal way.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I whisper, pulling her mouth off me. “I want to fuck you,” I say.

She grins at me. “I thought you’d never ask,” she says, climbing back up to sit on me, drawing her knees up so her perfect ass is resting on my thighs as she strokes my throbbing hard-on with one hand and jacks herself with the other. I’m mesmerized by our two cocks, side by side. Then she presses our two crowns together, rubbing the sensitive skin just below the heads against each other.

Now I’m begging her. “Fuck me,” I say, reaching up to fondle her breasts.

I try to keep my breathing even as she takes my cock and lifts her hips up, aiming me at her entrance, then slowly lowering herself down until I feel her channel squeeze around me. She moans softly as our bodies start to move as one.

As she speeds up, her cock and balls start to flop around wildly, smacking me in the stomach with ever thrust.

I grunt and moan and take a handful of her breasts as our sweaty bodies get to really know each other. This girl is so beautiful. She’s like a piece of art. I can’t stop staring at her, the way she throws her head back, her hands anchored to my flexed chest muscles for support, expertly raising and lowering herself, as I deeply impale her.

Then I venture into the unknown and grab her cock, tugging on it, wanting to give her the same pleasure she’s giving me.

Her asshole clenches around me and I can’t hold out any longer. It’s too fucking hot. As I reach up and pull her down to me in a kiss, our moist, hot skin sliding easily against each other, my balls tighten and I push myself into her as deep as I can manage. She whimpers into my mouth as I fill her ass with my hot seed, sending waves of a delicious, perfect orgasm careening through me, taking me out to another world and then back down to this one, all during the time it takes for me to moan out her name once more in a slow, drawn out whisper: “Lucy.”

We lay like that for a moment, neither of us speaking. Just enjoying the moment, enjoying each other’s company. After I get my wits back, I know what it is I need to do.

I tell her, “I want to take you in my mouth.”

Her brown eyes narrow into slits as she studies me. “Are you sure?" she says. “Have you ever sucked a cock before.”

I shake my head no. Without another word I flip her down so she’s laying on her back on the couch, her legs spread wide and her turgid cock pointing up towards her breasts.

I lean down to meet her length, taking my time, using my tongue up and down her slick shaft, tasting for the first time in my life the salty glob of pre-cum that glistens at her opening. She moans and clamps her legs around my torso, fixing me to her, as I circle her head over and over with the tip of my tongue.

Then I take her in my mouth. My lips move down, slow and sensual, pulling all of her into me until I’m all the way at the curly tuft of air surrounding her base, resting there for a moment, just enjoying the feeling of making her writhe underneath me.

Now I’m really going after her; my head bobs up and down the length of her cock, while my hand grips her shaft, twisting and squeezing behind the suction I’m creating with my mouth. With my other hand I reach up and tweak her nipple, making her squeal.

Lucy bucks her hips into me, moaning so loud. It’s like I have a beautiful goddess trapped beneath me and I don’t want it to ever end.

Her breathing becomes insistent, and she abandons all pretense. Both her hands are gripping the sides of my face as she rolls her hips into me, fucking my mouth with every bit of energy she has. I look up and see every muscle of her face tightened into a look of pure ecstasy.

Then she puts one hand on the top of my head and pushes my face down as she brings her hips up in one last thrust. I feel her go over then taste the warm splash of her orgasm against the back of my tongue. Her cock twitches as she releases everything, giving me all of it.

After I swallow it all down, I move up to cuddle beside her. My leg hooks behind her leg as we share the small couch in the dark basement of my brother’s house. It could have been a king bed in the nicest suite in Vegas, and I wouldn’t feel any different. I only care that I’m there with Lucy.

She turns her head and kisses me softly. Her movements are so womanly. Lucy smiles. “Who are you?” she says.

“I was going to ask you the same thing.”

“To be honest, I really didn’t think you would do that.”

“I just wanted to make you feel good,” I say.

“Mission accomplished then. My whole body is tingling.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever been with,” I say.

Her lips curl into a smile. “You’re full of surprises Bobby.”

“I think you win the award for biggest surprise,” I say, reaching down and cupping her balls.

She giggles and kisses my neck as I feel her cock start to harden against my hand.

“Are you still leaving tomorrow?” I say.

“Yes.”

“We better get our fill of each other tonight then.”

“I agree,” she says, turning around to press her plump ass into me.

“But,” I say, grabbing her slender waistline. “As soon as you get back from Mexico, I’m flying you out to California.”

“Deal,” she says, reaching back to take my cock into her hand.
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