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​Chapter 1-- Julie

June 16, 2012

I was sitting there wishing my plans were way
different.

My sister's graduation ceremony was in a
couple hours and her party was the next day. Because that's what
Kayla wanted, and what Kayla wanted, she always got.

Sure, I got what I wanted, too, but not the
big stuff like she got. She was given a barely pre-owned Camry, and
I made do with a hand-me-down from my mom. For my high school
graduation, I had a dinner at Red Lobster. She was getting a
catered party.

I know, Petey. I know what you are
thinking. ‘You have to ask if you want something,’ I said to
myself, while telling myself my little black pug was talking to
me.

I just couldn't ask. My parents had money.
They were not rich, but they were comfortable. I just wasn't going
to be one of “those girls”—the ones who were spoiled, entitled, and
having all these fancy things to show off. It wasn't me to be into
bling or big celebrations.

But there I was, whining under my breath to
my best friend in the whole world about all the stuff my little
sister was getting.

The bottom line was she asked, and I
didn't.

I was kidding myself. I wished I had her
ability to just not care what other people thought. Kayla was the
hottest girl and the biggest spoiled bitch you would ever meet. You
could tell, she couldn’t care less what other people thought.

She was getting all A's and headed to an
elite private university after graduating high school a few months
earlier than everyone else. I was jealous of her and her phony
perfection. I knew what a shallow and mean person she really
was.

It ground at my mind as I kept massaging
Petey's little, stubby rear legs. He lay in front of me on an
outdoor wicker chair. He was on his back, and I swear he was
smiling at me with his lips curled up, exposing his teeth on both
sides.

The bright hazy afternoon sunshine was making
him squint and close his eyes. And making me sweat out my armpits
and down both my sides.

Whenever I felt paralyzing doubt about my
life and felt like a throwaway in my parents’ eyes compared to the
greatness and perfection of Kayla, I had Petey.

I loved the way he'd spin around and around
like he was in the eye of a tornado whenever I'd come home. He'd
then run to the nearest soft couch or chair, get on that back and
stick those legs up in the air.

But he was changing. He couldn't get up there
anymore, and lately he'd been dragging his back feet when he
walked. He was only four. I was terrified he was sick but scared to
take him in for a check-up. After all, he was sort of fat. I kept
telling myself that was why he wasn't jumping like he used to.

That was how I lived. I was always
rationalizing everything. While Kayla was out there owning and
dominating everything, I was making excuses and making fun of her
and people like her with the few friends I had.

I stood there, sweating in that heat,
dreading the ceremony. Having to go back to my old high school and
see all those rich snotty kids, all of them making a big deal out
of Kayla.

It was going to be too much to take
sober.

She was just such a bitch. All the people who
worshipped at her feet at school were also bitches or spoiled,
bratty boys.

To make matters worse, she had this new
snotty frat boy, trust-fund prince, “bro” boyfriend. I didn't keep
up with it, but my parents wouldn't shut up about him.

A few days before, they were at a Red Sox
game together, and they got on TV during the “kiss cam”. My mom
actually came running in to my room and told me.

Like I gave a damn?

Either my mother didn't know I can't stand
Kayla, or she wanted to rub it in that I was lying on my bed. Alone
again.

That was my parents. They just didn't give a
damn about me.

Anyways, this new guy was big stuff, from a
prominent political family with mega-money. I didn't have to see
him to know he was hot. Kayla didn't do the 9s or 9.5s. She didn't
have to. She had her pick of the 10s.

The best of the best came to her. The hot
guys from the best families, the ones who starred on the football
team. Guys who got brand new BMWs for their sixteenth
birthdays.

But this guy was different. He was a college
guy. Older. According to my dad and mom, he was on his way to being
a doctor. Like his dad. A boob-job doctor.

“Don't women have anything more in their
lives than to fixate on but their looks?” I said, cradling Petey
like a baby, rocking him back and forth.

I was smiling but still fighting back the
dread of going to another event and being embarrassed by my more
perfect and glamorous little sister.

The more nervous I felt, more the fabric
under my armpits started to dampen against the inside of my arms.
My inner thighs also began to perspire. But it was either be out
there on the sunny concrete by our pool or go inside and deal with
all of them.

Suddenly Petey popped his head up from its
comfortable position.

“GRRR. Argh!”

He barked like he always did when a stranger
was near.

I whipped my head back toward the house.

There he stood.

I immediately crossed my legs to keep my
suddenly weak body from falling off balance. I probably looked like
a little kid holding in a pee.

I forced myself not to smile. I wasn't going
to give in to playing the nice, harmless, nerdy wallflower sister.
No way.

But I felt like I didn't have any control
over how I looked. And it scared me.

I almost wished I were dead, because I knew
what I felt right at that moment was not just wrong but a total
waste.







​Chapter 2-- Knox

Man, it was that hot day.

Seeing that petite brunette cradling her
little dog and smiling while she talked to him made things even
hotter.

She definitely had heart. The tender scene
made her banging little frame with that booming ass and heaving
breasts even sexier.

I didn't know who she was. Kayla was at least
five inches taller, with actual, real blonde hair. Mr. and Mrs.
Johnson were taller with lighter hair. Especially the mom. So I
figured she was a family friend or maybe a cousin.

I admit I fantasized about the mom from
moment one, too. I am a guy, after all.

I didn't know it at the time—she was Julie
Johnson. Shorter, curvier, and more understatedly, naturally cute
than done-up model gorgeous like her sister.

That day she was a total stranger. A stranger
who had grabbed my senses from moment one.

I tensed up right away when I saw her in the
backyard.

“I gotta go, man. We'll see you at Pestos
after the ceremony. Figure five?”

I was talking to my big brother, Tom, but
when I saw Julie being her extra sweet self, something told me I
needed to make an extra good impression.

It made no sense. I was dating a girl who
looked like a super-model. Kayla was an All-American blonde beauty
like Christie Brinkley in her heyday. She was smart and popular.
Even though she was a few years younger than me, my parents loved
her. She was higher maintenance, sure, but the way my buddies
drooled over her, I felt like I had hit the jackpot. Plus she
wasn't bad in bed. I loved seeing her naked. She was basically
flawless from head to toe.

She was even thinking of running for the
County Miss title and then trying for Miss Massachusetts. I had no
doubt she'd win. She was the whole package. And she was mine.

Life was good.

But then I saw sexy Julie in her off-the-rack
summer dress and black flats. Black flats with a lemon shaded white
dress, no less. Pushed into her dark brown hair she had these oval
sunglasses that no one was wearing anymore and hadn't for five
years. The hair was brown, almost black as night. It was pulled up
and back, and unkempt. Like she had only the goal of keeping it out
of her eyes and had spent ten seconds styling it.

I couldn't see her face real well at first,
but I could tell that body of hers was built for some serious
speed.

My cock hardened up right away when I got a
partial side view. She had some glorious, perky but large tits
pushing mightily against that dress.

I stashed the phone in my sport coat and
glanced down, hoping my dick wasn't pressing too firm against my
trousers. I didn't want to be caught with a hard-on while talking
to another woman on the back porch while my girlfriend was behind
me in her room, getting ready for her graduation.

Kayla also did that to my pecker the first
time I saw her. But she probably did that to every guy.

I secured my sport coat’s middle button and
felt it scrunch in against my shoulders. Even though it was boiling
hot with no shade out there, I didn't want my pants above my dick
to be visible. I glanced down and was relieved that the bottom of
the coat covered everything.

I didn't know what to say, but I had to say
something.

What was wrong with me? I felt like a horny
bastard. I'd never cheated on a girl before, and no man would ever
want to cheat on Kayla Johnson.

Still I felt like something big was taking
place on that back porch. This girl was just so pretty and natural.
The kindness exploded from her every pore. The way she was moving
and smiling, I knew she had no idea how fucking hot she actually
was.

I felt my dick actually get harder when her
dog sprang to life and started barking. It was out of my
control.

She turned to me, looked down and stood there
with her legs crossed, an annoyed sneer of a look on her face.

“I didn't mean to interrupt,” I said, pleased
with how composed and confident I sounded. I'd had lots of
practice. You don't get a girl like Kayla if you come across as
nervous or needy. It didn't matter how much money my family had. A
girl that hot had years of experience discarding or approving boys
on their first approach. Even though she was barely out of high
school, Kayla Johnson knew what she wanted, and nervous wimps
needn't have even tried.

“Um, what do you mean?” she said, suddenly
making me feel all kinds of pressure to open her up.

“Just that… Well, I saw you talking to your
friend there,” I responded, trying not to laugh but unable to avoid
a half-smile from intruding across my face.

“So?”

“Um…”

I couldn't remember the last time I'd said
“um” before I spoke to anyone.

I was getting ready to start med school in
the fall and was used to formal, tense social situations growing up
with a rich and connected father. But she had me unsure what to say
next.

I really wanted to make a good impression,
and I wanted her to like me. She was so pristinely sexy. I actually
wanted to throw her into the pool and lick her naked, wet body
right then and there.

Be cool, Knox. Kayla. Remember Kayla. You
don't want to be hitting on her friend or whomever, I told
myself inside my mind, as I wisely kept silent.

“I am sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt. Beg
your pardon,” I said. This time I didn't smile. I wanted to let her
know I was sincere. And that it was ok to talk to animals.

I grabbed my phone from my pocket and turned
to walk away.

My only thought was I hope this works.
Sometimes when you ignore hot women, they respond by trying to reel
you back in. This girl was sizzling hot. Somewhere perfectly placed
between wholesome and exotic.

My dick was raging. Turning away, not being
able to look at her curvy body and pouty, full, dark red lips
calmed it down to half hard.

I took a step, then another. Then I paused,
acting like I gave a damn what was on my phone.

“Hey, I am sorry,” she said, calling to me
with a slightly louder voice. It had a cute squeakiness to it that
wasn't apparent when she had abruptly answered me.
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