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Lyla

“Milk, I need milk.” I closed my eyes tight enough that it caused little frown lines to appear on my forehead. Well, I couldn’t see that for myself, but I knew it would be happening. It always did when I scrunched up my eyes tightly. 

“Bread, toilet paper, tissues, eggs, yeah, I need eggs.” I murmured to myself. 

“Oh baby, did you say something?” Jeff asked, his voice breathless as he lay on me thrusting like a madman. If I was a well-used old section of tarred road that needed replacing and he was a jackhammer, then this would be a winning situation, but that wasn’t the case. 

We were supposed to be making love or at the very least having sex, which technically we were. After all Object A had been inserted into Object B and was being moved in and out of Object B very quickly; so it was sex, just really bad sex. That was the problem these days. The sex was always bad and I was tired of faking it. There is no such thing as faking it until you make it when it comes to sex. All faking got me was more and more bad sex, which made me feel more and more pissed off with the relationship.

“Are you close because I can’t hold back much longer?” Jeff’s strained voice broke through my musings and I sucked in a deep breath, getting ready to give my award winning performance. 

I tightened my inner muscles around his cock. In fact, I tightened everything; my legs around his hips, my arms around his body, even going so far as to dig my fingernails into the smooth skin of his back. I was going to earn myself an Oscar out of this one.

“Oh Jeff...oh...oh Jeff.” I began to moan, dragging my nails over his shoulders. “I’m coming...I’m coming...I...I...now...now.” I cried writhing under his body, bucking my hips and tightening and releasing my inner muscles in what I hoped felt like an orgasm to him. Fuck I was good. If they did hand out awards for faking an orgasm then I’d be heading for the stage soon to accept mine and give my thank you speech. 

“Oh fuck baby....fuck...fuck...FUCK!” He let out a loud moan, his body convulsing over mine and I felt the hot flood of his release deep within me. 

I lay quietly under him, panting just enough that he would think I had been as much in the moment as he was, until finally he settled, his weight getting heavier on me, his body limp on mine and I knew he’d fallen asleep. 

I waited until I was sure he was deeply sleeping before beginning the ritual of extracting myself from under him. Jeff always fell asleep after sex. Fuck, if it was good sex I wouldn’t mind, but it was shit and he couldn’t even do me the common decency of getting off me before he fell asleep. 

Once I was finally out from under him, I pushed his sweaty length to the side and climbed out of bed, heading for his bathroom to shower. 

I adjusted the water until there was only a trace of warmth to it before stepping under the spray. The combination of being mid-summer and having been forced to lie beneath Jeff’s sweaty body and right now, all I wanted was to feel the cool water cascading over me.

When I felt clean and refreshed, I took a towel from the rail and dried off before walking back into the bedroom. As quietly as possible I gathered my clothes, dressing quickly. 

Once upon a time I’d wanted to stay the night with Jeff but these days and especially now, I wanted away from him. The fact that the sex had been nothing but ordinary for months now meant that at least, in my mind, our relationship was over. 

I was going to have to break it off with him, but not now while he was asleep. I’d do the middle of the night run away from his home and sit him down for a talk the next time we got together. 

The thought of breaking it off made my stomach turn. Not because I felt anything for Jeff, but I wasn’t sure how he would react. He frequently told me he loved me and I know he wanted me to move in with him, but I kept balking, reluctant to give him any kind of definite answer. Same as I felt like I had a throat full of marbles each time he told me he loved me and I knew he was waiting for me to declare my love for him. I couldn’t though because no matter how much I wished I did, I simply didn’t love him and I never would. 

It wasn’t that Jeff was a bad person. He was a good man, kind, loyal, loving, but I wanted more. I didn’t want a man who held all the qualities I’d look for in a dog if I was looking to buy one. 

We’d been together three years. Three long years and while things had been good for the first year or so, I knew the relationship was dying when the sex stopped being good. Sure Jeff had become less inclined to go with the whole seduction theme like he once had and his version of foreplay had been reduced to some frantic swat at my clitoris as if he was trying to kill a fly or perhaps it was more an attempt to actually find it. 

He was more interested in getting his cock inside me and clearly convinced that penetrative sex got me off when in fact, I was incapable of orgasming that way. 

I’d been faking it for months; many, many months, but I was tired of that. I was 27 years old. I didn’t want to throw away any more years of my life pretending that I was having good sex. I didn’t have to settle. I wasn’t going to settle. Every woman deserved a good orgasm or two, surely?

Sighing I turned towards the bed and Jeff’s sleeping form. Walking quietly to him, I bent low, whispering in his ear. 

“I’m going home. I can’t sleep and I’ll only keep you awake with my tossing and turning.”

He stirred, opening sleepy looking hazel eyes. “Everything okay Lyla?” He asked, his voice husky. 

“Yeah.” I nodded, trying to keep the guilt from showing on my face as I looked down at him. He wasn’t the most observant man around, but he knew me well enough to know when I was lying. “Go back to sleep. I’ll let myself out.”

“Ok baby. Good night.” He mumbled, his eyes closing and as I straightened and walked away I heard a gentle snore rumble up from him, and I couldn’t help but envy him and his ability to fall asleep so damn fast. 

When I stepped out into the still balmy night air I stopped for a moment, taking a deep, shaky breath before walking over to my car that was parked in the driveway. 

As I climbed in and looked back towards Jeff’s home that was all in darkness, I couldn’t help feeling guilty. 

“Goodbye Jeff.” I whispered as I started the car and pulled out of the driveway, heading for home. 

––––––––
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“AND HERE SHE COMES doing the middle of the night walk of shame.” Leo mocked as I let myself into the apartment I shared with my brother. I’d made it halfway to my bedroom when my night owl of a sibling stuck his head out from the kitchen, scaring the crap out of me. 

“Shut up you moron. I’m not doing the walk of shame at all.” I snapped, not exactly in the mood for my brother’s humour this time of night. 

He narrowed his piercing blue eyes at me. “Actually, why are you home? I thought you always stayed at lover boy’s house after you went out on a date or something?”

I rolled my eyes at him. “We don’t date anymore Leo. We’ve been together three years so it’s not really dating.”

He curled a lip at me. “Let’s not get all technical about it. The point is you don’t usually run from the scene of the crime in the middle of the night. I call it a crime because I’ve heard you two when you’re in the middle of it, and if that’s passion at its finest, then someone needs to check to see if you’re both still alive. Perhaps a medic should jump in and feel around for a pulse? Let’s face it, you fuck like an old married couple and that might actually be an insult to old married couples too.”

“Leo.” I gasped. “You shouldn’t be listening to us and what would you know anyway?”

He gave me a look from narrowed eyes as if I’d just asked him if the sky was blue. I made a sound of disgust as I stared at him. It was a stupid question on my part. Of course he would know all about sex. There was rarely a day that passed where he wasn’t between the legs of some bimbo he’d picked up. 

He might be my brother but I wasn’t blind to what a good looking man he was. Dark blonde hair that he wore just a little too long. Hair that was tousled enough that he had that just out of bed look. His eyes were a really intense blue, the kind of blue that could rival the colour of the sky on a brilliant summer’s day. I’d seen him using them on women and it was entertaining to watch. They would be gasping and gaping, hands clutching their hearts as he pinned them with those eyes. He knew how to play the game and get them exactly where he wanted them: in his bed for the nightly fuck fest. 

He had a beard which wasn’t all that thick. For some reason he couldn’t seem to grow a full beard and he had settled for that semi scruffy look. I called it bum fluff since it wasn’t a proper beard. Of course my opinion didn’t matter. I was just the sister after all. 

The women seemed to love it and probably thought he spent ages perfecting the look but really, he hated shaving so chose instead to trim the hair he did manage to grow.

My eyes drifted over him as he stood propped against the kitchen door jamb staring at me, smiling; his perfect white teeth gleaming against his tanned skin. He’d been lucky to have struck it rich with the gene pool. He had the looks and the height, not to mention the body to go with it. Of course he worked for the body literally, since he was a personal trainer. He put in plenty of hours at the gym which according to Leo, was necessary to win over the women. 

“My sex life might seem dull to you.” I said, turning away from him. “But at least I’m not at risk of picking up some sort of sexually transmitted disease.” 

Leo threw a hand over his chest, faking a wounded look at my words. “Low blow sis. I’m always careful though. I never take a dip without covering up first. I’m a safety first kind of guy.”

“You’re also a jackass and I’m going to bed. I’m too tired for conversations about your sexual conquests.” I threw the words over my shoulder at him before leaving and making my way to my bedroom. Once I was inside I closed the door and stripped off, walking naked through to my private bathroom. 

Flipping on the light, I studied my image in the long mirror over the vanity basin. My eyes, a slightly lighter shade than my brother’s stared back at me, framed by one of my better assets, long, thick eyelashes. 

Whereas Leo’s hair was dark blonde like our father, I’d inherited my mother’s Swedish looks with ash blonde hair. It was more than ash blonde. It was so pale it looked silvery under the sunlight, or in this case, my overhead light in the bathroom. 

The only thing I was thankful for that I shared with my brother was the same skin tone. We both tanned easily but that was partially due to that bit of Italian blood from dad. He was Sicilian born but had come to Australia with his parents as a baby. 

I poked my tongue out at my image in the mirror before making all kinds of comical faces at myself. With my naturally olive complexion, it at least stopped me from looking all washed out with my nearly white hair and it was a good contrast with my blue eyes. Of course it worked better on Leo with his eyes being a much brighter blue than mine but although I wasn’t a conceited type, I knew with my blonde hair, blue eyes, pouty kind of lips, generous but not too large breasts, naturally tiny waist, slim thighs and long legs, that I was at least, passably attractive. 

Jeff liked to tell me how hot and sexy I was but staring at myself now, makeup worn off, hair a tangled mess and fatigue making me look pale, I couldn’t really see what it was that he thought hot and sexy. 

Sighing, I ran a brush through my hair until it hung smooth and sleek down my back to my waist. There were times when I wished I didn’t have dead straight hair but on the plus side, it was easy to maintain. Quickly I twisted it into a loose plait for bed and after brushing my teeth, I walked back into my bedroom and with a low moan of satisfaction, I crawled under the sheets. 

I was so damn tired I couldn’t think about how I was going to break the news to Jeff that it was over between us. I couldn’t think at all really and rolling over onto my stomach, I gave into my fatigue and drifted off to sleep. 
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Chapter Two
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Sunlight streaming in through the curtains woke me earlier than I really wanted to be woken and I cursed the fact I’d forgotten to shut them when I’d gone to bed. 

A quick glance at the clock showed it was a little after 8am. That wasn’t exactly the crack of dawn but it was too early for someone who’d finally crawled into bed at 3.30a.m.  

Groaning I threw back the covers and sat up, feeling the beginning of a headache. It would be from the little sleep I’d had. I always got a headache if I didn’t get enough sleep or I was stressed about something. The combination of a late night and worrying about how I was going to break it off with Jeff made the perfect cocktail for a headache. I was going to need pain killers and coffee; lots and lots of coffee.

Climbing out of bed I made my way to my bathroom and after taking care of business and splashing cold water over my face in an attempt to bring myself back to something that resembled the living, I left my bedroom and headed for the kitchen.

Before I got there, the smell of bacon cooking greeted me and when I rounded the corner I found Leo standing in the kitchen wearing nothing but an apron, whistling as he flipped the sizzling rashers over in the frying pan. 

“Bloody hell Leo, my eyes, my fucking eyes.” I cried, slapping my palms over them to block the image of my brother’s ass from my view. 

“You shouldn’t be up so early. I thought you’d lie around until midday or something?” I heard his voice close by and I could only assume he was walking past me but I had no intention of opening my eyes to look. I didn’t want to risk seeing any more of my brother than I’d already seen. 

Once I was sure he’d left the room I moved over to the frying pan and snagged a rasher of bacon, shifting it rapidly from hand to hand to avoid being burnt as I took a bite. Leo was lucky. He’d inherited what I called the cooking gene. He was as good a cook as my parents. My father being of Italian descent was a really good cook, but something went wrong with me. I could handle the basics, soup, hard boil an egg, really simple stuff. Anytime I got too adventurous and it all went to shit. Leo was younger than me by three years and it was just as well we lived together otherwise I’d starve to death or die of food poisoning or something if I didn’t have him to cook for me when he was home.  

“Hands off the bacon and step away from the frying pan.” Leo’s sudden appearance back in the dining area near the breakfast bar, made me jump. I spun around, sure there was guilt written all over my face, but I still held the last half of the bacon rasher I’d scored in one hand. I wasn’t giving it up without a fight. 

Fortunately this time when I looked at Leo, he was dressed in jeans and a plain white tee-shirt which accentuated his tanned skin. 

“Can you refrain from wandering around the apartment naked from now on?” I waved the half a bacon rasher at him as I spoke. “I live here too you know and I can certainly do without seeing your ass first thing in the morning.”

Leo grinned. “Well, just as well Jasmine and Prudence think this is a mighty fine ass.” He slapped a hand over one cheek and I groaned, rolling my eyes to the ceiling as if in search of divine intervention.

His words echoed in my head and I realised what he’d just said. “Jasmine and Prudence?” 

Leo’s teeth flashed again, his tanned skin making them look even whiter than they were. “I have company.” He sounded smug. 

I frowned, stepping closer to him. “You’ve got women here?” I hissed. “How long have they been here? Were they here when I got home?”

He shrugged. “They’ve been here all night. Obviously we didn’t keep you awake so that’s good.” Leo walked past me to continue preparing breakfast. 

“Two women; you have two women here? You are such a whore. So what are they doing now?”

Again Leo just shrugged. “They’re sleeping. It was a busy night.” He shot me another grin and I rolled my eyes in response. “I’m cooking breakfast. We worked up an appetite. Well I did. I’m sure when they wake they’ll be hungry too. I’ll feed them, then send them on their way.” He pushed all the bacon to one side and began cracking eggs into the pan. “I’m not a whore. I just like sex and if women are going to beg me for it, who am I to say no?”

“So you’re going to try and claim this is some kind of community service you’re providing, is that it?” I scoffed. 

Leo chuckled. “You could say that. I’m a pussy cat compared to some. You should see Shay in action. Women call him the Sex God. I met him at the gym a couple of months ago and we’ve been to the club a few times together to look for more women who need...” He paused for a moment looking over at me. “Women who need that community service or servicing, depending on what you want to call it.”  He eyed me up and down for a moment. “Now if anyone could use some decent servicing it’s you sis. You have that uptight, constipated look about you. When was the last time the Missionary Master gave you an orgasm you thought would kill you it was that fucking good?”

My mouth fell open briefly before I closed it again, hitting Leo on the arm as hard as I could. “You didn’t just ask me about my sex life.” I growled. “It’s got nothing to do with you what Jeff and I do in bed.” 

Leo made a dismissive noise at me. “I’ve had to endure your sex life sometimes when lover boy is here, remember? Listening to people having sex should be enough to give me a boner. Walking in on you two should have been enough to make me wish I was getting it on with some hot babe too. I didn’t though. I felt embarrassed for you.  When I saw him lying on you, pounding away and you looking positively bored with the whole thing? Well, that was just sad. All I could hear was the headboard of your bed banging on the wall and finally him calling out your name loud enough that all the neighbours probably know who you are now. But you know what the sad thing is? I didn’t hear a single peep from you. Not even a solitary squeak, cry, scream or moan. Nothing, nada. Is he really that bad or are you frigid?”

“I’m not frigid.” I balled my hands into fists by my side, my teeth clenched as I answered him. “You shouldn’t have barged in on us as you did that time and you shouldn’t be listening to us either. That’s just rude.” I felt unexpected tears burning at the backs of my eyes and a lump began to form in my throat. “I’m not frigid. I’m not frigid. I like sex. I really do...I do...like...I’m not...not...frigid.” I gasped; my voice thick with emotion. When I fell silent, I could contain my tears no more and they began to flow down my cheeks, as I sobbed quietly.

“Holy fuck Lyla, I was just messing with you. I’m sorry, fuck, don’t cry.” Leo’s voice soft and filled with concern was the last straw and my tears fell faster and heavier. “Come here.” He pulled me into his arms and I sobbed into his tee-shirt. “I’m sorry sis. I’m an interfering asshole I know. Don’t take the shit that comes out of my mouth so seriously. I just don’t want you settling ok? I think Jeff has all the personality of a dead fish. You could do so much better than him.”

I listened to him as I sobbed and realised that despite his less than subtle way of wording it, that he was right. I had wasted a lot of time on Jeff and I had settled. Why I wasn’t even sure. Maybe it was because dating was so damn hard and I’d fallen into the pattern of accepting what I had rather than looking for more. I’d stopped believing that I deserved more and I’d stopped demanding more when it came to sex. 

I rubbed my face on Leo’s chest and let him comfort me with the hand he smoothed down my back. When my tears finally stopped, I raised my head to look up at him through tear soaked lashes. 

“I’m sorry. I made you all wet.”

He gave me a crooked grin. “Nah, I shouldn’t have been such a dick. You always bite so well and I can’t help myself sometimes.”

“The thing is, you’re right. Not about being frigid.” I shook my head vehemently. “My sex life is dull. Would you believe I was working out my shopping list during it last night?” I asked before I realised what I’d just said to my brother and I blushed, dropping my head down so I wouldn’t see his expression at my revelation. 

“Why keep him around if he’s not floating your boat?”

That got my head up to meet his eyes again. “That’s just it. I decided last night that I’m done, but it was late and I knew if I broke it off with him then, we’d be up all damn night with him either going ballistic or trying to talk me out of it.” I sighed, lowering my head again. “I chickened out in other words. I’m 27 years old and I finally realised I don’t want to just settle with someone. I want the sparks and the passion. I want to be driven near crazy by a man and for him to not treat me like a fucking hole to stick his cock in and out of until he comes. Is it so much to ask? I’ve had some passion challenged men in my life. Maybe it is me? Maybe I just get the dicks who don’t know how to use their dicks? I need a dick that isn’t attached to one. Is that possible?”

“That would be called a vibrator sis.” Leo joked before sobering. “Maybe you just haven’t found that one that floats your boat? Maybe you shouldn’t be always looking for a boyfriend. Stop wanting a man as a fucking keepsake. Play the field. Do what I do. Whore around a bit. I was joking earlier, but really, I should introduce you to Shay. I know how to show a girl a good time, sometimes more than one at a time but obviously I’m not suggesting incest. 

You’re my sister, I love you and we’ve always been able to talk about anything, including each other’s sex lives or my sex life at least. I know you’re not happy. I can see it in your eyes. Instead of looking for a boyfriend, let yourself enjoy some mind blowing sex, then walk away and continue on with life, even if that means finding another dead in the sack boyfriend. Shay might be the one to show you what it’s like. The ladies do love him and I’ve seen his back at the gym. Either he’s got some fucking large cat locked away in his apartment or women are taking chunks of his DNA home with them under their fingernails when they claw the crap out of him. Somehow I doubt they’re clawing him in an attempt to get away. Think about it. I can introduce you to him if you like.”

My heart lurched in my chest. God, it was frightening how tempted I was, but crazy that I would even consider having sex with someone I didn’t know. Could I do that? Take a night of passion like I read about in romance books and walk away? 

I’d just opened my mouth to answer him when two tall, walking, talking Barbie dolls appeared in the doorway. They were both wearing nothing more than a tee-shirt each which I recognised as my brother’s. 

“Aww honey bunny, whatcha doing out here?” One of them asked Leo as she battered clearly fake and exceedingly long lashes up at him. She tossed her purple hair out of her eyes. I wasn’t imagining it, and I wasn’t imagining the ‘come hither’ look she gave my brother either. Did he seriously fall for all that battering and hair tossing bullshit? 

“Yeah baby, that bed of yours is so big and lonely without you in it.” The other one, slightly shorter and with a pixie hair cut that was coloured half black and half red, pushed out a lip in a pout as she too stared up at my brother. 

I turned from them, rolling my eyes and silently groaning. Seriously, I knew Leo was a man whore but couldn’t he at least look for a woman or women with something between the ears and with a bit of a natural look? It didn’t have to be about sex all the time, did it? My brother’s face answered my question. Clearly, going by the lazy smile he was giving both women, it was all just about the sex.

“Ugh.” I threw my hands up, backing away from my brother. “I’m outta here. I’ll leave you to...to your...to...oh fuck it, I’ll leave you to whatever it is you’re up to.” I muttered. “We’ll talk later.” I shot him a glance but he was too busy staring at the bimbos before him while rubbing a hand lazily across his chest. I rolled my eyes again. I didn’t have to be a genius to know he was no longer thinking with the head between his shoulders. 

“Men.” I spat the one word out, shooting a final look at the trio in the kitchen before hurrying back to my bedroom. 

Shay 

“Oh shit...shit...fuck...fuck...fuck...I’m...I’m...I’m COMING!” The last word was screamed so loudly I wondered briefly if I might receive some noise complaints from the neighbouring apartments. 

As the delicious feel of the blonde’s pussy muscles tightened around my cock, trying like hell to milk my release out of me, I felt nails clawing at my back and winced as she opened up the skin across my shoulders. 

Damn, every time it healed the next bit of pussy I fucked opened the wounds again or added more. My back was starting to look like a messy kind of noughts and crosses grid. 

“Oh...you’re so good at this. I love that you’re pierced. It feels so good...so good.” Tracey, Tanya; I think her name started with ‘T’ smiled up at me, her eyelids heavy with that post orgasmic glow. “I feel like all I want to do now is curl up and sleep.” 

Her words forced a growl from me. No way in hell was that ever going to happen. No women slept with me. I didn’t allow any woman to spend the night. Not now, not ever. Besides, I wasn’t done with her yet. 

“No way baby.” I settled for baby so there was no risk of calling her by the wrong name. “I haven’t come yet and after four orgasms for you, you’re not doing anything until you get me off.” I thrust into her, grinding my pelvis against her so she would feel every hard inch of me still inside her. 

I pulled back until I was kneeling on the bed - my cock still inside her - her legs over my shoulders. She was flushed, her breathing rapid as she stared up at me. A smile made her plump lips curve up. “I can do that for you. How do you want me?” She fluttered her fake lashes at me and I struggled not to roll my eyes at her attempt to be seductive. With only her head and shoulders still on the bed it was hard to pull off a sexy look. I didn’t need her to try and be sexy. I just needed her to help me get off. It was the least she could do given how many times I’d made her come first.  

I didn’t want to look at her though. Too much eye contact and they thought they stood a chance with me. They didn’t. No woman did. All I wanted them for was to fuck but I wasn’t a selfish bastard. I enjoyed the challenge of getting them off too. That was how I’d inadvertently earned myself the title of Sex God. 

The only problem with a title like that was it brought more and more women out of the woodwork. Seriously, they came from all over the country and most of them came thinking they would be the one to change me. They didn’t understand. It wasn’t possible. I was too fucked up for any woman to ever lay claim to my heart. 

I stared down at the woman on my bed and saw that look in her eyes. It was time to finish fucking her, come, and get her the hell out of my apartment. Pulling out of her, I moved down the bed. “Get on your hands and knees. I want to take you from behind.”

She obliged me, scrambling over onto her stomach before pulling her shapely body up onto all fours. Immediately I felt better. She couldn’t look at me anymore. 

Shifting until I was behind her, I reached out, smoothing my palm over one fleshy ass cheek. My other hand grasped my cock at the base and I rubbed the tip between her legs; back and forth over her wet pussy.

When I’d teased her enough to have her pushing back towards me - tiny whimpers coming from her - I lined myself up at her entrance - taking her hips between my hands and plunged into her - not stopping until I was as deep as I could go. 

She shrieked, tightening around me as I began to pound into her, using my hold on her hips to pull her body back towards me and harder onto my cock. 

It was a brutal pace and I took a moment to enjoy the way I was treating her. Not caring that her body was being flung about like a rag doll as she struggled to hold her position while I fucked her. 

Slowing down a little, I reached around her and flicked my fingers over her clit until she began moaning. Her moans escalated until she started screaming, her screams announcing that she was about to come. Something the neighbours were probably tired of hearing by now.  

I ground into her while she contracted around me and when she began to come down from her orgasm again, I pulled out of her and watched as she collapsed onto the mattress. 

Ripping off the condom and taking my cock in my hand, I began fisting it hard and fast as I leaned over her back. I’d given her five fucking orgasms and now it was my turn. Stifling the groan that worked its way up my throat I started to shoot my load over her back. It was an exquisitely painful pleasure after denying my release for so long but I kept silent other than my harsh breathing as I watched shot after shot of my cum hit her skin. 

I had my reasons for not being vocal during sex. Groans or moans could be misinterpreted. A woman might think I had really enjoyed myself and sure, shooting my load over her or in her showed that I’d enjoyed myself enough to get off, but being vocal might make her think I was really invested in our time together and that couldn’t be further from the truth. 

Apart from being committed to maintaining my title as Sex God, it was also vitally important to me that I kept myself as distanced from women as possible. Some might argue that it was impossible to have sex and keep it from being an intimate act but given I wore condoms and rarely kissed the women, other than a mere touching of lips with no tongue, I argued that it was possible. I had zero interest in getting to know any of the women I fucked. They were vessels for me to use to destress but I wasn’t such an asshole that I just made my deposit and that was it. I loved the challenge of making them come. I loved the challenge of making them come multiple times and seeing how many times I could make them come before finally seeking my own release. 

A small noise from the woman under me drew my focus back to her and I leaned closer, running a hand up my length to squeeze out the last of my release over her back. Once I was done, I began smearing it over her skin, using my cock as if it was the paintbrush and my cum as the paint. 

When I was satisfied I climbed off the bed and walked through to my bathroom, turning on the shower. I didn’t wait for it to warm up before stepping under the spray, immediately soaping up my body. Now I was done fucking for the evening, I just wanted to get home and get some sleep. 

I had to get the woman in the bed out of here first though. They never realised when I brought them here that this was only my fuck pad. I stayed here occasionally but my real home was on the outskirts of the city and no women ever went there. Some women didn’t handle finding out that they were nothing more than a few hours of pleasure to me. It was never serious. I was never going to be serious. I didn’t have it in me to want more than the one night with them. 

I had no interest in women for anything more than a casual fuck, although I did enjoy making it good for them too. It got them gagging for me and it never grew old watching their expressions when they came apart under me or over me. Not to mention the range of expressions from shocked, to pissed off, to tearful displays when they realised they weren’t getting anything more from me than great sex. 

I knew I was fucking good. They screamed it at me often enough and I had earned myself the nickname of the Sex God. At 24 years of age, it was a title I was proud to have earned. 
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Chapter Three


[image: ]


When I walked out of the bathroom a towel wrapped around my hips and another one in my hands which I used to dry my hair, Tanya, I think it was Tanya was still lying in the bed, sprawled out on her stomach, my cum drying on her back. 

“You’re still here?” My tone was cool. I was stating the obvious, but hopefully she’d realise by my tone that the fun was over and it was time for her to go home. 

She turned her head towards me, her expression sleepy. Her eyes moved over me lazily and I sighed. This one was going to be one of the harder ones to shift. I could just tell. 

“Why aren’t you in bed?” Her voice was husky as she stared up at me. “Come back to bed. I’m not done with you yet.”

I ignored her as she stretched a hand out towards me and instead walked over to the cupboard, grabbing a pair of jeans which I stepped into before pulling on a plain black tee-shirt. 

When I turned towards her again, she was still watching me and I knew I looked fucking good. It wasn’t that I was conceited; I just knew it was a fact. Women didn’t throw themselves at ugly men.  

I straightened, folding my arms over my chest and tightening my muscles so she would get her best eyeful of me. They say men are shallow, only attracted to women they think are beautiful, but women are just as shallow. 

Let’s face it, they weren’t interested in me for my brain and since I never revealed my financial status to them, I knew they weren’t after me for my money. No, it was all about the looks for them too. 

I knew exactly what she was seeing from my six foot three frame, with dark brown hair that had natural chestnut highlights through it. I wore it long. Not ridiculously long, just a bit beyond my shoulders and usually tied back in a neat ponytail. 

My eyes were one feature I knew sucked in the ladies. They were a pale blue but on closer inspection a silvery grey colour fanned out from the blue. 

I had a toned body from working out at the gym but I wasn’t interested in becoming too bulky. My shoulders were broad, my waist narrow and my ass tight, or so I was told. 

I didn’t do like so many other men at the gym; I didn’t shave or wax my chest, instead opting to keep my chest hair. Women didn’t seem to mind it and I was lucky in that it wasn’t at all thick. It was literally only a fine spattering of hair over my chest which narrowed down to a thin strip that led all the way down to my cock. I kept the hair trimmed neatly around him because he and I had to do a lot of work servicing the local women and any female tourists who wanted a holiday fuck. 

Of course to me, my best asset was my cock. I knew I was well hung. I knew I was bigger than the average male. I didn’t need to get out the measuring tape to confirm that. Women chose to scream it at me on a regular basis. Or whisper it almost reverently, as their eyes bugged out of their heads when they saw him for the first time. 

Speaking of screaming I suspected I was about to hear some of that and not screams of passion either. Getting my apartment emptied out of the woman who still lay in my bed was my top priority right now. I knew it made me an asshole, fucking women and then tossing them out like last week’s leftovers but I never promised them anything more than sex. 

I considered myself a considerate asshole though. I might use them for sex and send them home again but not without giving them a few orgasms first. They should be thankful for the orgasms and not sully the evening by trying to snuggle. I didn’t snuggle and I didn’t cuddle. Just the thought of doing either nearly made me break out in a cold sweat. 

“I need you to get up, get dressed and go home.” I said, scooping up Tanya’s clothes from the floor and tossing them at her.

She frowned, the first hint of confusion showing on her face. “But I thought I was staying the night?”

I shook my head. “Sorry sweetheart but no woman stays the night. No woman has ever stayed the night and I’m not making you the exception.”

Tanya pulled herself up off the bed, her face darkening. “You’re throwing me out? Just like that? We had sex, great sex. I thought we’d get to have more.”

“I don’t do repeat performances. I asked you if you wanted to have the best sex of your life. I didn’t ask if you wanted to stay. I didn’t ask if you wanted to be my girlfriend. I gave you several orgasms, great orgasms too, so now it’s time to say goodbye. Why do you women always think my words mean more? There is no fine print. It is what it is. Now it’s time to part company.”

“Can I have a shower first? You cum is all over my back.” She snapped clearly stalling. 

“It’s dried on you so no, you can have one when you get home. Get dressed and get out. I can call you a cab.”

She shot me a look that might have made a lesser man crumble, but I wasn’t a lesser man. “Fuck you. You are an asshole.” I watched as she began to pull her clothes on with a series of jerky angry movements. 

“I’m not going to argue with you on that one Tanya.” I agreed with her completely. I was an asshole.

Her mouth dropped open, anger flashing in her eyes and hot colour rose in her cheeks. “Oh you bastard. You fucking bastard. My...name...is...Taylor.” She screeched at me. “You can’t even remember my fucking name?” She dragged her tank top over her head and scrambled around for her shoes, stepping into them.  “You really are the asshole to end all assholes. How long do you think you can get away with treating women like sex objects?” She snapped. 

I raised an eyebrow at her. “For as long as you women treat me like a prize winning stallion and want to mount me. Don’t act like I’ve treated you badly. You got a hell of a lot more orgasms out of this arrangement than I did.”

“You are still a low life bastard.” She sneered before storming from the room. I listened to the clatter of her heels across the wooden floor of my living room before the door was pulled open and slammed shut again so violently, I flinched at the violence behind it. At least when blissful silence followed I could relax. I’d finally managed to drive her from my apartment. 

I walked from the bedroom and headed for the balcony so I could keep an eye out for her to be sure she was gone. After a few minutes I saw her leave the building and walk away, anger still evident in the way she moved. She had a mobile phone up to her ear so I could only assume she was calling a cab or something. 

When one pulled up about ten minutes later, I watched her climb inside and once it merged back into the meagre late night traffic, I turned off the lights and exited the apartment too, riding the elevator to the underground carpark. 

I smiled when I unlocked my convertible Porsche 911 Turbo. One of the benefits of having money was being able to own nice cars. Nearly $200,000 worth of car and no one knew I had it. I couldn’t tell anyone or show anyone or they’d realise just how wealthy I was. 

I kept a cheaper car for when I went out with friends, although in actual fact, my friends were few and far between. I didn’t let anyone get too close, male or female. Leo was probably the only person I considered a friend, despite having only known him a few months. We were similar creatures, both enjoying the pleasures of women without the commitment. We understood one another and although I hadn’t revealed that much of myself to him, he didn’t seem to care. In fact, Leo didn’t seem to care about much at all, except for when he was going to get his next dose of warm, wet pussy. 

Starting the Porsche’s engine I inhaled deeply, relaxing into the soft black leather. The smell of it and the overall new car smell calmed me, soothed me, and with a grin at my image in the rear view mirror, I pulled out of my parking space and left the carpark, turning the Porsche towards home, my real home. 

Lyla

“How can you do this to me; to us? We’ve been together for three years, three...fucking...years. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” Jeff looked at me with tears swimming in his eyes, effectively making me feel crappier than I was already feeling.

‘Stay strong.’ My inner voice nearly drowned out my boyfriend’s words. No, wait; ex boyfriend’s words. My inner voice was right. I couldn’t let his pain guilt me into backing down. I didn’t love him. The sex hadn’t done it for me for a long time. I wasn’t naïve enough to expect fireworks every time. To expect that electric current to pass through us when we touched as was so often described in romance books. I’d touched so many men over the years waiting for that fabled jolt of electricity to tell me, this is the one. Until I realised of course, there is no such thing. 

“I’m sorry.” I murmured, unable to come up with anything better than that. Clearly I was hurting him by ending things. But I would hurt him more if I told him exactly how I felt. The truth was, for me the sex sucked and although I loved him, it was much the same way I might love a friend or sibling. I wasn’t in love with him. I wasn’t attracted to him. The flutters in my stomach that I’d once felt for him had died long ago. My heart no longer missed a beat when he spoke to me or smiled at me. Hell, it didn’t even speed up during sex anymore because there was no excitement, no passion and certainly no fucking orgasms to kick start it into a frantic rhythm. 

“You’re sorry? You’re fucking sorry? That’s the best you can come up with? I love you dammit. I thought we’d get married one day; have kids. I thought we would be forever.” His voice cracked on the last word and I winced, hating that I was hurting him, because he wasn’t a bad person. He just wasn’t right for me and I sure as hell wasn’t right for him. He deserved to be loved and I hoped one day he’d find it, but it just wasn’t going to be with me. 

“I’m sorry Jeff. I don’t know what else you want me to say? I don’t want to hurt you but if we stayed together, I’d be lying to you and you should be with someone who will give you what you want.” I reached up to touch his cheek, but he pulled away from me. 

“Don’t fucking touch me. Don’t you dare fucking touch me. Don’t be hypocritical enough to dump me and pretend you care about me.” He snapped. “You know what? Fuck you then. Turn your back on three fucking years of my love and three fucking years of great sex. I made you come every fucking time too. Good luck finding someone else who can give you the kind of sex I gave you.” His look when he ran his eyes down my body was filled with contempt. 

Wow, this was going to shit rapidly. Now his behaviour was starting to piss me off, enough that I wanted to set him straight on a few things.

“You’re delusional Jeff.” It was my turn to snap at him. “I did love you once and the sex was good in the early days, but not for a long time.”

He shot me a sneering look. “Bullshit Lyla. I always make you come and you know it.”

My jaw dropped at his expression. Stupid man. Why did they always think they were sex gods?

“I faked it you idiot. I’ve been faking it for months. Months and months, and months.” I got right up in his face, my anger boiling over. 

“You’re lying. I can tell the difference between faking it and real passion.” He shot back, looking so damn confident that he knew best.

“Oh you mean this real passion?” I asked, stepping away from him. Raising my hands to my breasts I cupped them and squeezed, tipping my head back.  “Oh Jeff...harder...harder...fuck me...oh...oh...oh...I’m coming...I’m coming...OH JEFF  !” I screamed, my voice throaty with passion; fake passion. I moaned a few more times, bringing the moans down to whimpers, then sighs until finally falling silent. When I was done, I brought my head forward, dropping my hands from my breasts as I opened my eyes again, shooting him a smug look. “You mean that kind of real orgasm?”

Jeff simply stared at me and I watched the hurt bloom in in his eyes, followed by pain, anger and finally humiliation which stained his cheeks red. 

“You bitch.” He said softly, his voice trembling. “Fine, we’re done. I hope I never see you again.” He stormed towards the door before spinning to face me again. “You know what? You can blame me and tell me I didn’t know how to please you, but have you ever considered you’re just a cold, frigid bitch?” He asked bitterly. 

My mouth fell open at his words but before I could think of something scathing to toss back at him, I noticed my brother standing just inside the apartment, a shocked expression on his face. That was bad enough but when I realised he wasn’t alone I prayed for the floor to open and suck me in. The man with my brother wasn’t all open mouthed, like Leo. No - he was grinning - perfect white teeth showing brightly against his bronzed skin. 

Jeff barely acknowledged them as he opened the front door and walked out, slamming it so hard behind him the pictures on the wall threatened to fall off their hooks. 

With him gone my focus shifted back to Leo and his companion and when I realised from their expressions that they’d witnessed my award winning performance of a fake orgasm, it was my turn to blush as red as a ripe tomato.

Leo was the first to break the awkward silence. “So I’m going to put it right out there and guess that you just broke it off with lover boy?”

I nodded. “Yeah but it didn’t go so well.”

He snorted. “Ya think? You just humiliated him Lyla. No man wants to have it pointed out to him that he’s a failure in the bedroom. You might as well have pulled out your sharpest knife and cut the man’s dick off. He’s going to feel like he’s just been emasculated.”

“He was being a dick. I couldn’t help myself. I tried to break it off with him peacefully and without hurting him but he was so convinced we’d had the perfect relationship. He thought that we were forever and that the sex was mind blowing.” I stopped, sucking in a deep breath before closing my eyes and cringing when I realised I’d just said all that in front of Leo’s silent companion. 

“Well, my guess is you won’t have to worry about him trying to win you back.”

“Probably not.” I ground out. “Now that I’ve completely humiliated myself in front of my brother and-?” I shot a quick questioning glance at the other man. “I think it’s time to exit, stage right before I do anything else to further my level of embarrassment.” I moved towards the doorway that would take me to my bedroom and a place to hide until Leo’s friend left. 

It was bad enough that Leo had seen me faking an orgasm, but worse that his friend had witnessed it too. I had no idea who he was, but hot damn, he was gorgeous. He was sex and sin on two legs. He was the most attractive man I’d ever laid eyes on. He screamed danger and heart breaker, and everything I normally avoided in a man. Just looking into his stunningly handsome face made me realise it was even more important that I get the hell away from him and back to my room. 

“You can’t go until I introduce you to my friend Lyla.” Leo called halting me before I could make my frantic dash out of there. “This is Shay, a friend of mine. We met at the gym a few months ago.”

I froze at the name. Oh fuck so this was Shay? I knew that name. Leo had told me about him, what women whispered about him. Holy fuck, so this was the fabled Sex God himself and turning back to face him, I could see exactly why he’d earned that name, and I didn’t need to spread my legs to know that he would be well and truly worthy of that title. 
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Shay

So this was Leo’s sister. His older sister. I needed to remember that. Her skin was flawless; a perfect mask that covered exquisite cheekbones and gave no hint that she was actually three years older than me and Leo. 

I stood studying her, letting my eyes drift slowly down the front of her; not letting one single inch miss my inspection. I could see a lot of her brother in her, although her features were far more feminine and of course she was way more attractive than Leo. She was beautiful. Probably the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen and I knew she was going to be trouble when my cock stirred in my jeans. 

Her eyes were stunning, a bright shade of blue, but not as deep a shade as her brother’s I noticed. Her hair was such a pale blonde, it was like a silvery halo around her and when I saw just how long the straight strands hung down her back, I couldn’t get the image out of my head of that hair wrapped around my cock or spread over my pillow. 

Her lips were perfectly shaped with the bottom one plump and just begging for a kiss. Her neck was slender; her breasts were the right size from what I could see of them where they were outlined by the tight fit of her dress’s bodice. They weren’t too big or too small and my palms tingled with the desire to cup them and explore them for myself. 

She had a tiny waist. I bet I could span it with my fingers. Then there was the gentle swell of her hips and although she was wearing a dress, it was fitted enough for me to see she had a great ass and long legs. Damn, they were long legs and again I felt my cock stir at the thought of those long legs wrapped around my hips. 

My eyes made their way back up her, taking note of the floral covered dress she wore until I met the confused mix of emotions swirling in her baby blue irises. 

There was still some colour tainting her cheeks and it made me want to see that colour flood her cheeks for an entirely different reason. 

When Leo’s words to his sister finally registered with me, I turned to him. What had he been telling her about me? I frowned, feeling at a distinct disadvantage all of a sudden.

“What have you been saying about me?” I asked, curious as to why he would have been discussing me with her. 

Leo grinned. “Well, I already knew Lyla’s been having a shit time of it with the now ex-lover boy. She always ends up with these uninspiring men because she’s too focused on the happily ever after rather than the happily getting fucked to multiple orgasms. I mentioned to her that you have a reputation for giving the ladies a good time and I thought...” He trailed off and my attention shifted back to Lyla. 

She looked not only horrified, but completely mortified and I felt a moment’s urge to punch Leo in his smiling face. He should not have been discussing me and my reputation with his sister and he sure as hell shouldn’t be bringing this conversation up in front of me which was clearly embarrassing the hell out of her. If he went after women without thinking first and constantly had his foot in his damned mouth, it was amazing he got laid at all. 

The man got nearly as much pussy as I did but if this was his usual approach, the really open, too open approach, I was surprised he didn’t get kicked in the balls rather than the opportunity to empty his balls inside some woman. 

“You’re embarrassing your sister.” I pointed out quietly. “Plus you don’t have the right to push her into something she might not want. You shouldn’t have been discussing me with her, and you sure as hell shouldn’t be parading me out like a prize stud fucking bull. Not to mention you know me and if you’re thinking of me as a potential suitor for Lyla, then you don’t know me all that well.”

Leo let out a loud burst of laughter. “Don’t be a fucking moron Shay. I’m not parading you like a piece of prime beef. I didn’t suggest you to my sister as a potential new boyfriend. I know how you operate. You and I are alike when it comes to the pussy chase. I’m not going to say anymore or I’ll have my balls handed to me on a platter shortly.” He shot a glance at the frozen blonde beauty. “I think you know what the problem is. Everyone deserves to get laid and get laid fucking well at least once in a lifetime, right?” His eyes turned to me, giving me the once over before he chuckled quietly. “Who knows anyway?” He shot us both a shit eating grin. “Maybe she’ll be the first one who doesn’t think you’re a good looking son of a bitch.”

“I can’t do this.” Lyla’s voice finally broke the uncomfortable silence that descended. “You had no right Leo. You make me look like-” She fell silent as she lowered her head and her sleek mane of hair swung forward, shielding her face from me.  “I’m not some desperate loser who needs to have her brother find someone who will take pity on her and make her feel good for a night. I’m not a charity case.” She raised her eyes again, flashing a look of annoyance at Leo before shooting me the briefest glance. “If you’ll excuse me.” She said, not waiting for either of us to respond before turning and walking from the room. 

“Jesus Leo, what the fuck were you thinking?” I turned on him the minute Lyla had left the room.  “Did you tell your sister I could fuck her? You did, didn’t you?” 

Leo raised his hands, stepping back from me. “Alright, alright, so maybe it wasn’t the smartest idea but I’ve watched my sister waste so much of her time on these limp dicked men. I don’t know why. It’s like she doesn’t think she can do better. Or she feels she needs to lose herself to be everything they want and it’s crap, complete and utter horseshit.”

“So you thought you’d bring me over to fuck her?” I repeated myself, making sure he could hear how pissed off I was. “Was this supposed to be a chance to see if there was any kind of attraction between us or did you intend for me to just go to her bed and fuck her immediately?”

“You don’t understand.” Leo protested. “I’ve watched her give herself over to Jeff for three fucking years. I’ve had to listen to them fuck when he’s come here, for three fucking years, and in all that time, I’ve only ever heard him announce he was coming. Screaming it like a bloody cavalry charge.” He sighed. “Lyla and I are close. We discuss just about anything.”

I raised an eyebrow at Leo, before studying him through narrowed eyes. “Isn’t that just a little bit creepy that you listen to your sister and her boyfriend having sex?”

Leo gave me a knowing look. “You’re telling me you’ve never listened to anyone having sex? Anyway, it’s not like I’ve been standing with my ear pushed up against the wall. The walls in this apartment aren’t very thick and our rooms are right alongside each other. I’d have to be fucking deaf not to hear the fucking headboard banging on my wall or lover boy screaming out his release from her room. Anyway, she confessed it was all shit and she wanted out. This is why we walked in on her dumping him.”

“That wasn’t her dumping him.” I pointed out. “That was her humiliating him by proving that she's been lying to him in the sack and faking her orgasms. Women really need to stop that shit. A man who knows his way around a woman’s body, knows when she’s faking it, and if she thinks the sex is shitty enough that she fakes an orgasm, why not just be honest and tell him he sucks? Women do this shit and then wonder why their sex lives are crap. They’re giving men false beliefs. They’re feeding them a lie, then bitch and moan about it when the sex continues to be shitty. Stop faking it and start telling him what she wants would make more damn sense.”

“You don’t need to preach it to me Shay. Women create the problem by lying to men. But in my sister’s defence, I know her. She would have been too worried about hurting Jeff to admit that he wasn’t floating her boat.”

I found myself reluctantly smiling. “So she spends months with her sexual frustration building and then decides to dump him. But she doesn’t want to hurt him so she performs her own version of the old movie When Harry Met Sally?” I curled up a lip. “Nah, now that’s not going to hurt him at all is it?”

“Fuck you.” Leo grinned at me. “I suppose I’d better go see if she’s alright. If I know my sister, she’s going to be feeling pretty embarrassed herself right now. Not just because we got to witness her performance but because you’re here and she knows who you are and the affect you have on the ladies.”

“Let me talk to her.” The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. Fucking hell, what was I thinking? Well, I wasn’t thinking, clearly. This was all too much shit for me to deal with. Lyla was beautiful, stunningly beautiful in fact but Leo said she’d always been in relationships and I didn’t do relationships. As tempting as it was to prise those slim thighs of hers apart and show her what sex should be like, it was too risky laying even one finger
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