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Chapter 1—Julie
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June 16, 2012

I was sitting there wishing my plans  were way different.

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

Sure I got what I wanted to, but not the big stuff like she got. She was given a barely pre-owned Camry, and I made due 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 white and black spotted pug was talking to me.

I just couldn't ask My parents had money. Not rich but comfortable.  But I 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 the ability to just not care what other people thought like she did. Kayla was the hottest girl and the biggest spoiled bitch you would ever meet. You could tell she could have cared 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 grinded at my mind as I kept massaging Petey's little stubby rear legs. He laid 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 arm pits and down both my sides.

When I felt paralyzing doubt about my life and whenever I 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 and 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. 
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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 bo 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.
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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?
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Either my mother didn't know I can't stand Kayla, or she wanted to rub it in that I was laying on my bed. Alone again.

That was my parents. They just didn't gave 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 who starred on the football team. Guys who got BMW's brand new for their sixteenth birthday
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But this guy was different. He was a college guy. Older. According to my dad and mom in their 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 arm pits 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 it's 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 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.
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Chapter 2—Knox
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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 5 inches taller, with actual real blonde hair. Mr. and Mrs.  Johnson we're 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.
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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 hey dey. 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.  
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She was even thinking of running for the County Miss title and then try 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 and hadn't for five years.  The hair was brown, almost black as night. It was up, pulled back, and unkept. Like she only had 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.
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I secured my sport coat on the 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.
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“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 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 connected father. But she had me unsure what to say next.

I really wanted to make a good impression and 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.
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I took a step, then another. Then 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.

My heart skipped and began to beat, throbbing in a raging thump against my chest when I heard her.

I looked back over my shoulder.

“No worries,” I said, immediately turning my head away from her again.

“I think it's the heat,” she said following that with  attempt at a quick laugh.

“Understood,” I said, looking back over my shoulder and smiling.

I was using the phone as a prop, trying not to look too interested in her. I thought it was working and forcing her to work harder to keep me interested.

I remember thinking how this girl must have men beating down her door for a date. She was fucking spectacular. 

I glanced from the screen again to see her release her little dog. 

He zipped around the pool and ran to my feet, barking, stopping abruptly in a protective guarded stance. 

I loved dogs. My parents had let me have one when I was small, but my dad had sent Blitz packing when my mom left.

I reached down and her dog went to his hind legs and began to pant.

“You should get him some water,” I said, settling into squat. “He is out of breath and with this heat.”

“Well he was fine until you got here,” she said more playfully but with a snappiness that put her quick tongue and sharp wit on display.

I could feel my pecker pushing north again as the slap of her flats against the concrete got louder the closer she moved.

I was into the dog enough to avoid looking up.

“He likes you,” she said, her feet coming to a stop right over top of me.

She was close enough that I could see the silky olive skin of her well-defined calfs. I wanted to take my hands off the little dog and use them to explore up her dress.  

I felt like a raging sex maniac but it was this feeling of absolute freedom being there with her. Because right then all the crap away. Gone was all the pressure with my family, school, and the future, plus trying to keep Kayla.

All that was left were my carnal desires to purse this amazing hottie just a couple feet from me. That wasn't how my romantic world growing up. All the women I saw were pre-approved by my dad and his social filter.
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“I love dogs,” I said whimsically. “It's been too long.”
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Before I could say anything more I hopped to my feet. And she got right to it.

“You're Kayla's new guy,” she said as a statement, not a question. “Typical.”
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I forced myself, with all the powers of confidence I had, to hold eye contact with her. 

They were a dark brown and the fact that one seemed to be slightly uneven from the other made her even more endearing.

She was a real organic beauty. There was almost a foreign flair about her. Her was a little larger but it fit just right with her plump dark lips and rounded cheeks. I thought she looked almost a little bit Asian.  The closer I got, the more stunning she was.

I began to perspire in a dripping torrent from each arm pit down my torso as I reached out my hand.

“Well that's very presumptious of you,” I said. “Judging on first appearances. Care to explain?”

She lightly gripped my hand but let it loose almost immediately. The whole time, I fought every impulse to look away first. 

After a couple seconds she broke eye contact. But not before I let her know, I hoped, that I wanted to jump her beautiful body right there and teach her some social grace.  It was all unspoken and with my eyes, as well as with my fully aroused cock.

She glanced down, and I was sure she saw it. Her eyes widened and she glanced back up, gazing more over her my shoulder than into my eyes.

“Kayla goes for the Euro dressed, trust fund types,” she said matter of factly like she was teaching a research seminar on the topic. “No offense. But she is predictable.”

“Well I learned to judge people on who they are, not what they have or what they look like. That means rich or poor,” I responded, trying to hide my frustration with her bitter attitude.

“Ah, the answer I'd expect from the guy that has everything already,” she snapped. “Pretty easy to be “chill” when life is all set up for you with no worries.”  

To add to her coldness toward me, she put her fingers on each hand up by her shoulders and gave a snotty face when she said “chill”.

This girl had issues. Suddenly she was more annoying than attractive. I didn't know if the  creeping feeling of dislike would last, but I wasn't going to be hang around to find out.

But I couldn't have stayed even if I wanted to.

“There you are! Come in it's hot Knox.”

Kayla was inside at the screen door, facing the porch.

What was I doing messing with this shorter girl with an axe to grind about something? After all, I had the splendid perfect model hot Kayla to escort around town and likely into bed later that night.

“Good to meet you. Maybe I'll see you at the ceremony?” I said patting her lightly on the shoulder as I made an assured exit into the house.  

But leaving was not so simple. My body shivered when I touched her shoulder. 

“Unfortunately,  I'll be there.” I heard her say as Kayla slammed the screen door behind us.

It never occurred to me she was any more than a family friend or distant relative.

“Sorry,” Kayla said, planting an extra long kiss on my lips.

I pushed my waist back just enough so my mid-section and hard prick wouldn't make contact with my gorgeous girlfriend.

It was time to move on from my brief poolside crush. I had a goddess to please right  right there in front of me.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3—Julie
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I saw them kiss, then I looked away. 

I cared and I couldn't deny it to myself. It was the way he looked at me. 

It drew me into his hot orbit, like the sun does the planets.  I hoped he was flirting with me, but I didn't know. I only had three boyfriends my whole life and I was closing in on my twentieth birthday.

I know the moment I first saw him, I felt like I wanted to have him between my legs with any part of us body 

Why was I such a mean, anti-social bitch to him?  

I guess it was reflex. Anything associated with Kayla or her world, the world my parents thought I should be living in, made me bitterly angry.

Anger soon got replaced with the devastation of a broken heart when I saw Knox kissing Kayla on the other side of the screen.

When they we're playing tonsil hockey, I picked up Petey and began to walk as far away as I could: clear to the back end of the property. But it wasn't a very big back yard. 

My main goal of not hearing them failed miserably.

He asked her something I couldn't make out.

“Oh. She's the help,” Kayla said giggling.

I turned to the house with a face of pure hatred.

But they were already gone. 

I cradled my little friend up to my eyes and began to cry.

The life that truly excited me was so far from my reality. It all felt hopeless.  Worse, my sister had the hottest guy I'd ever seen.  

I needed to escape. Fast.
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“I was surprised you called,” Jenna said.  

“Why is that?” I said wanting to get the small talk out of the way and get going with the drinking as soon a possible.

“Well we haven't spoken since semester ended, and isn't this your little sister's graduation day?” 

My frustration was about to boil over.  Big damn deal. It was high school. Anybody can finish high school. Why is it people with nothing to do with my sister or her “big day” knew all about it and gave a shit?

“I handled all my appearances on that front,” I said dismissively. “I want to party.”

“But the ceremony...” Jenna answered.

“Jenna, fuck all that. Seriously. It's been handled. It's all good,” I said, not hiding my annoyance with her. “Now let's party.”
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June 17, 2012 12:45 a.m.
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I could barely keep my eyes open. I'd long since passed by drunk and was borderline blacking out. 

But the pain was ongoing. Knox and my Sister. My parents and their bending over backwards to make all Kayla's fantasies come true. My life.

It was all torturous pain.

“If it weren't for Petey, I'd have nothing. No one,” I said surely slurring my words. “Oh and you Jenna. I love you. Like a sister!”

I screamed it at the end. Probably way too loud.
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Jenna put her hands on my shoulders and tapped them up and down.

“I believe you Jules. But it's time for you to sleep. We've cleared out two different bottles of my parent's best shit. The direct from Mexico stuff.”

I was so bad that the room spun every time I closed my eyes. But I was too messed up to resist her suggestion.

“OK,” I said smiling.

I reached out trying to hug Jenna, but she already had gotten to her feet and yanked me up with her.

“Here you have the couch,” she said gently flopping me onto my back. “Here's a blanket. We don't need to get up early or anything. I had fun tonight girl. But you've had enough.”

I quickly realized closing my eyes wasn't going to work. Each time I did, it felt like the room was spinning faster and faster. 

My booze soaked stomach felt like it was going to blow back and out any moment. So I got back to my feet and paced the room after Jenna left.

The mean nasty feelings toward my family, especially Kayla creeped back in stronger than ever.

I soon became too tired to stay on my feet.

I sat back down and I was able to fall asleep sitting up. The room didn't spin anymore and I was too numb to feel what it was going to do to my back.

“What the fuck!” I screamed hearing the sudden slamming open of the door.

Jenna stormed in the room and rushed around looking for something. All the lights were on.

“We've gotta go,” Jenna said rustling through a walk-in closet. 

“What?” I said, unable to keep my eyes open for more than a couple seconds. “Let me sleep and you go.”

“Can't. My mom will be home soon,” she said, finally slowing down while throwing on a white button-down shirt that looked like a bowling uniform.

“I have to go to work and you have to go too,” she demanded.

“Drop me off at home,”

“You live way the hell on the west side and we are heading out toward Cape Cod. Come on. I'll explain on the way,” she said, apparently totally awake. “It's time to work. Oh and wear this.”

She dropped a replica of her shirt over my shoulder and grabbed my hand leading me out the door.

“Carmen's Domestics” was stitched in red lettering across the back of her button-up shirt.

Still wasted out of my mind and longing for a cool dark place to sleep it off, my only thought: my sister was right. I am  “the help”.
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Chapter 4—Knox


[image: ]


What a relief. The day was over.

Kayla was really pretty. But it felt like I am acting out a script my parents, especially my dad laid out for me. Nothing about it seemed natural. I kept thinking other guys are checking her out. Even if they weren't.

It was pressure, pressure, pressure. And it was constant. 

She was a nice girl though. At least to me. She was snippy to waitresses. I noticed that tonight. I didn't like it, but I couldn't say anything in front of my dad. He didn't seem to mind. 

He can't get enough of her. It  finally put me over the edge to hear him gush on about her. I pulled the plug on things and took her home.

He and I saw life differently. He was a workaholic. He did liposuctions, face lifts and boob jobs like seven days a week for years. He had to have the big house on the beach north of the city and hob knob with the super rich. People like the Kennedys and Paul Pierce on the Celtics and Tom Brady. 

I loved that part of it. But everyone in that social circule had a stick up their ass. So it had it's major downsides.

When I was driving home that night, blasting some Slayer with the windows down in the hot humid air, I wished I could level with Kayla how miserable I was about going to school to be a plastic surgeon.

I wanted to work with animals. Maybe in some small town somewhere. I wanted to help poor people have a pet.

But I knew she'd drop me immediately and I had to have someone. Dad would have been worried people would think I was a “gay boy”.

I had to have someone and someone he could parade around above the girls his friend's sons were dating.

I'd get so exhausted just thinking about it.

I drove up to our huge house overlooking the Atlantic on a star lit summer night, and I turned off the internal bitching.  

After all, he was footing the whole bill for med school. If it didn't work out with Kayla down the road, I 'd be off on my own. Free to fall in love with whomever I wanted. Hopefully far away from Boston.

Just like my big brother Tom did.

I admired him so much. He had guts. Just not guts enough to let dad know everything.

I parked along the edge of the driveway. The motion light kicked on as I walked between the ornamental bushes lining our long walkway.

“UGGGGH!”  

It sounded like someone was in extreme pain or really sick.

I found a crease in the hedges to the right of the walkway.

“Are you ok?”

There was dark hair and someone facing down and away from me. It was a girl face down in some of my step mom Corrine's favorite white carnations.
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“Argggh! Uggggh!”

She sprayed a mighty load of liquid down onto the flowers. It looked like she had one of the uniforms on for the maid service we used.

“Miss. Are you ok?”

She flopped from her knees to her side, but looked like she was struggling to lift her head.

“Wow, that's better,” she said.

She gathered her breath and looked up.

Holy shit. I was speechless.
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“You. The girl with the pug dog. At Kayla's today,”  I said trying not to seem too excited.

I saw her fall back onto her back supporting herself with her elbows.

In the dark of night with little light making it's way past the high bushes, I could make out her naturally smooth skin and strikingly alluring features. My heart began to race and my crotch began to tighten, no different than it had when I first saw her earlier in the day.

She said nothing, and instead dropped her head, clearly ashamed.

I reached out my hand but she was still not looking up.

“Here, I'll help you. Let's get you inside and something to ease that stomach.”

My body had a feeling like I was walking on air when her hand touched mine. So much different than earlier. She was vulnerable and needing me. It made her even more perfectly beautiful.

When she got to her feet, I stood my ground and gazed assuredly into her eyes.

“We'll make sure you are better.”

She smiled and seemed more embarrassed than attracted. 

At that moment, my mind was totally clear. Being with her, whatever the circumstances or reasons for my good fortune, was all that mattered.
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Chapter 5—Julie
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“I am Knox. I never did get your name?”

“Julie.”

“Julie what?”

“Julie, none of your business.”

“That's a long last name,” he said, seemingly not caring about my continued disagreeable personality.

“I am really sick to my stomach and I could get my friend in a lot of trouble behaving like this,” I said. “Knox honestly the way you look at me makes me uncomfortable.”

I could feel his breath by my face he was so close. He had inched his body next to mine. I wanted to turn my head because I was sure my breath was horrid. But I could tell he didn't care. Our faces went from a couple feet to inches apart.

With each moment he was turning my knees to jello and making my pussy throbbing and wet. 

He was so striking with his messy longer black hair combed back and thick chest and arm muscles pushing against the same sport coat he had worn during our brief first contact.

“Julie, I don't care if it makes you uncomfortable,” he responded still looking firmly into my eyes.

I felt his hands run gingerly up and down my lower back. It made no sense, but I became afraid the repetitive thuds of my heart pounding against my chest would wake all the neighbors in the area.

“That's an ass hole thing to say,” I said turning my body abruptly to the side and looking back into the darkness of the remainder of the large flower
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