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MY YOUNGER SISTER MICHELLE and I were pretty close growing up. Our folks had us just a year apart. For the first ten years of our lives, people in our circle jokingly called us 'Irish twins'—that is until puberty hit. 

My sister grew huge boobs overnight. After that, no one compared us to each other. And I lost a couple of male friends at school. I also learned how to fight because of it. Which led to a new circle of friends, people like me who stood up for friends and family. 

We drifted apart a bit as teenagers. I got caught up in making the most of my senior year and partying with my friends. She hit the books. I guess it came as no surprise that I graduated and got a job right away from one of my buddies. The idea of sticking my face in another book was definitely off the table.

I did well at work. Two other guys from my school I got along with signed on and we became a wolf pack, tearing up the office. I became the de facto leader, and my team produced serious results and big earnings. 

A year later, I was head of a division, recruiting like crazy, and had moved into my own sweet rental home across town near all the bars. My parents were thrilled that I not only stuck around but was also able to take care of myself. I helped them out, too, canceling a couple of credit card debts they'd been paying down for years as a wedding anniversary present. 

Life was good.

Michelle studied her ass off. My “little” sister got a scholarship to a major university far away on the East Coast. A paid ride they used to call it. I had been looking forward to lording my help over her, but she showed me. 

It was hard saying goodbye. I'd fallen into a habit of working, hitting the gym, grabbing dinner and drinks with my boys, and then going home with a random party girl to hook up. I didn't let anyone get too close to me. 

When I needed someone to talk to, I called on Michelle. She met me for lunch or stayed up late on a weeknight to listen to me. 

Then she was gone. A million miles away and caught up in a new life. She made friends too, people smart like her, and funny, and into drama and art and stuff. I was happy for her, but her absence stung for all of us – especially me. I had grown to count on her.

It was around Thanksgiving that I met Cheryl at the bar. I had just gotten a text from Michelle that she wasn’t going to be able to get a flight back for family dinner and had decided to go to New York City instead. I had been looking forward to hanging out with my kid sister and was pretty bummed. 

Cheryl didn’t seem to care that I was distant. She just kept flirting with me, even after I told her that I wasn’t really in the mood. The truth was that I hadn’t been in the mood in a while, and I wasn’t sure why.

I was still horny as fuck, but when it came time to hook up it never turned out how I thought it was going to. Some nights, I didn’t even cum. I sent the girl home in an Uber and jacked off to hardcore porn after she left to finish. 

She didn’t hear much of what I told her that night. She just had this funny smile as she led me to her car and took me back to my place. I was too drunk to hook up, but she got naked with me and cuddled up. It was nice to have someone there.

Weeks passed and I kept seeing her. The truth was, I just didn’t have the heart to break up with her. And I honestly wasn’t interested in hooking up with any more random bar chicks. Cheryl just wanted to make it work so fucking bad. She loved being able to tell people we were a couple. 

Truth be told I was happier being with other dudes. I ditched her to hang with the guys and lied about it being for work a couple of times but I felt guilty later on. I think I was just lost at the time, searching for meaning in the places other people did, and finding it unfulfilling. With no one to show me the way, I sort of drifted. I thought being with her would stop the drifting.

Things went okay for a couple of weeks but as we got closer to Christmas they got tense. She wanted me to meet her parents. I had no interest. We had been together a short time, and it had been a disaster. We were barely a couple. I was thinking about dumping her after the New Year’s Eve party.

Best to get it out of the way before Valentine’s Day or her March birthday, I thought. A nice clean break, maybe followed by a boy’s trip to someplace with bars and beaches.

Worse than meeting her parents, she wanted to meet my family, and my sister, who was coming back from school for the winter break. I was looking forward to spending time with Michelle alone. The idea of having that time ruined by Cheryl and her endless attempts at being cute made my stomach churn. I could easily imagine her saying dumb stuff and being extra needy and clingy.

What was he like as a kid? Tell me all his embarrassing stories! Who was his first girlfriend? 

It was the last thing on Earth that I wanted, especially with Cheryl. 

Little did I know how much things were about to change. 

We hadn't had a lot of sex. Like I said, I'd sort of lost interest in the typical hook-up. Cheryl had mistaken my lack of interest in fucking like a horny new couple for me being a gentleman. Then, as time went on, she started getting nervous. 

We'd only had sex a couple of times, in the dark, generally when I was black-out drunk. It had been sloppy and had ended quickly. One of the times, I hadn't cum, but I told her I did. She didn't challenge me, even though she must have known it was nonsense. 

There was no sperm to clean up! How had I ejaculated? Where had I ejaculated? 

I think she thought it was her fault.

She started dressing sluttier and offering to do more to keep me interested. Suddenly she’d gone from being a bit of a prude about oral to being obsessed with sucking my cock. She was like a woman on a sinking ship, trying to suck the rising tide out of the vessel, one hot load at a time.

One night after an expensive dinner, I was lying in bed, head back, eyes closed, letting her blow me. For some reason the last week we hadn’t been able to get much further than her blowing me. Most of the time I just came in her mouth and that was that. Twice I’d gotten hard enough for her to climb on top and ride me for a bit, but both times I went limp during the act. 

Hell, if I know why. 

It’s not like Cheryl wasn’t hot. She was a real catch! Half the guys in town were trying to take her out behind my back but for some reason, she decided I was the one. Once a chick sets her mind to a task, there is no stopping her. 

In the semi-darkness, Cheryl’s head bobbing up and down, the feeling of her hot, slick mouth on my erection, I wondered why I wasn’t turned on enough to fuck her, why I had to close my eyes to cum.

The previous week after I came in her mouth Cheryl had kissed me without cleaning up. She’d shoved her tongue into my mouth and I'd tasted some of my cum. Almost instantly I had gotten hard again. That night she was able to get off several times while riding me. It seemed like we'd turned a corner, but here we were, back where we'd started, my cock refusing to cooperate.

Cheryl put in all the effort she had. I closed my eyes and put my hands in her soft hair, feeling the silky curls all but wrap themselves around my fingers as I guided her up and down. I focused on the sensation, feeling myself growing harder by the second. She let out a little moan of approval at my sudden stiffening. 

Raising my legs, I pushed her down towards my balls and below. Cheryl was a good sport, lapping away at my shaved sack and even my taint. I marveled at how hard I was now, at the urge blossoming inside of me to take things further. 

Without warning, I lifted my hips as Cheryl licked, slotting her hot tongue into my sensitive pucker. I let out a long, low moan of satisfaction at the incredible sensation. Reaching down with both hands, I spread my ass cheeks apart wide, giving her full access to my virgin hole.

“That’s it, baby,” I groaned. “Don’t fucking stop. That feels amazing!”

To her credit, my desperate girlfriend did her best to satisfy my unusual new request. But after a couple of minutes of eating my ass out and watching me jerk around like a fish out of water, cock spewing precum, she seemed different. 

“Wait,” she said, “what are we doing?”

“I think you’re eating my ass,” I laughed, unsure of how else to reply.

“You won’t take me to meet your family, but you want me to eat your ass like a common street whore,” she shook her head. “I mean, what the fuck? I’ve been trying so hard Mark, but you don’t seem to even care.”

“I do care,” I lied, just wishing she’d finish.

It was the first time I had been really hard with her since the cum in my mouth incident. I didn’t want to waste it. 

“Okay then say I can meet your family,” she urged.

I shook my head no and laughed. 

“I just think it’s too soon,” I deflected. “My family is going to think we’re super serious if I bring you home for Christmas. You don’t know how they are.”

“You mean like serious enough to let me stuff my tongue in your asshole?” she fumed.

She was off the bed and grabbing her stuff in seconds, heading towards the door. I'd upset her. I made a half-assed effort to stop her, but a small part of me knew this was the only shot I had to get out of introducing her to my folks and my sister.

Cheryl made it to the front door and was dressing in a hurry muttering to herself like a lunatic. I'd never seen her so upset. All the time we'd dated, she'd been controlled, and calculated, slowly pushing her agenda of us being the perfect couple. 

Now she was unhinged.

“Fucking prick motherfucker treats me like a piece of shit, lying to me all the time, out God knows where...”

“Baby,” I pleaded, “come back to bed. Please. Can we just talk about this?”

The last thing I wanted was a big scene in my front driveway where all my rich neighbors could see.

“Talk? You want to talk?!”

“Yes,” I said, trying to sound calm and feeling like a hostage negotiator.

"My jaw hurts too much from sucking your dick I can't even chew gum at work anymore, Mark," she raged. "But you can't stay hard long enough for me to achieve orgasm. Do I bitch? Do I throw a tantrum? It’s like you aren’t even attracted to me!”

“That’s just not true, honey,” I said, feeling like a total fraud. 

She was right. I knew she was. I put up a weak argument, letting her dump me. It was for the best and I knew it.

“You were limp the night I drove you home. Our whole relationship you’ve been limp dicked. Seems like the only time you’ve been hard since I’ve known you is when my tongue was up your ass or semen was in your mouth.”

I shook my head as she turned, eyes squinted and fired a well-placed, hurtful comment at me.

“Are you sure you’re even into girls?” 

I felt like she’d slapped me in the face. I didn’t answer. She snickered derisively, curling her upper lip into a cruel sneer as the pain inside her seethed out like hot steam through a sewer grate.

She pulled the door open wide enough for my neighbors to get a good look inside. I saw the couple from across the street, Greg and Deandra, out walking their adorable Chihuahua. I did my best to avoid making eye contact with them as my soon-to-be ex-girlfriend continued her rant in my driveway, heading to her car. 

I was in my boxers and a T-shirt.

“Come on, Cheryl,” I said pathetically, not even sounding upset. “Don’t be like this.”

She got in her car and revved the engine. She rolled down her window as she pulled out of my driveway, stopping in the street to yell at me.

“You may want to think about switching sides since you love having your asshole tongue fucked so much,” she screamed before burning out. 

I looked at Greg and Deandra and shrugged, trying to play it cool.

“It’s okay honey,” Deandra called out to me. “She’ll be back.”

“God, I hope not,” I laughed. 

Deandra’s husband Greg laughed so hard she had to help him back to the house. I felt relieved beyond words as I went back into the house and locked the doors. But as I settled into bed to sleep, I realized I was alone again, and the odd sense of loneliness I'd felt since my sister left returned.

I pushed it away by reminding myself she’d be home soon. I knew spending time together would set me straight again. Michelle just had a way of making things right again, helping me find my way. It was crazy how much I missed her.
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A FEW HOURS LATER I found myself at a bar, slamming back whiskey shots mixed with cola. The place was mostly couples, but I managed to find a single girl on her own named Carrie who was a couple of years older than me, liked free drinks, and was a good listener. By my third drink, I was spilling details about my breakup, including the comments about her eating my ass and me getting hard from tasting my own sperm. 

Carrie grinned, leaning in, hanging on every word. There was something about her eyes that made me feel safe. She wanted to know everything, but she wasn't judging me. She seemed genuinely interested in my problem like she wanted to help me.

"Which brings me to this bar tonight, and meeting you," I smiled. "Hope that's not too much for you, but you asked, and you listened. Thank you, for that."

I felt warm all over and happy and a bit emotional. Her smile put me at ease. 

Fuck, I thought, she is so beautiful. I wonder if I would get hard for her. 

“Well?” she asked, caught up in my dilemma. “What are you going to do?”

I shrugged and finished my drink.

“What would you do?” 

I waited with bated breath for her answer, hoping it was something good.

“If it was me? Oh, I would want to know. I would test out my ex’s theory.”

I still wasn’t getting it. I smiled in confusion and shook my head, like a lost puppy. She got prettier, sitting up and tossing her hair, her eyes wild with mischief.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

She put her hand on mine. I stared into her eyes.
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