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Tommy White and the Felicidad Eterna

‘Before I met you, my life was empty and lonely, but having you by my side has not only completed me but also fulfilled me. I now know that you and I are meant to be together forever. Please marry me and become my wife, let my life become whole, and with you my days will become brighter. Those are just a few of the reasons I’m hoping you’ll spend the rest of your life with me. I wish I could give you the world, but I hope this ring is enough. Will you marry me, Carolina?’ Tommy popped the big question in front of workmates, colleagues, family, and friends.
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Regardless of the upheavals of 2022, Tommy hoped to cross into the New Year with enthusiasm and anticipation. And still in Copacabana, Brazil, Tommy was still flanked by his Caribbean acquaintance. And while winter storm Elliot was still wrecking havoc back at home, Tommy was enjoying his time in Latin America, hours to the New Year.

Tommy and his Caribbean girl were residing at the Royal Palace hotel. The girl’s name was Amoya, and she was drop dead gorgeous woman. She stood at about 5 '4″ and had a Caramel colored skin. Her body features were also well profound, as she had a well-built butt, curvy contours, and sizeable breasts. She also had brown eyes, and her face was perfectly symmetrical, beautifully offset by a little birthmark on her left cheek.

Over the short time that they had known one another, they had developed a profound liking for each other and most of the time, sat next to one another as they enjoyed their holiday in the Latin American country.  Amoya’s Latin accent drove Tommy up the wall! She told Tommy all about Brazil, which he had always wanted to visit, and what it was like to be living there. Brazil is an amazing country for one to be in. It has a welcoming populace and a bustling middle class that forms the backbone of the economy.

Being very social, Amoya was very open about her sexuality. And knowing how mischievous Tommy can be when it comes to the topic, he was quick to ask her all about it. Amoya narrated to him how young people in Brazil lose their virginity, mostly at the age of 15. It was common, she said, for an older person in the community to find a young boy/girl and show them the ways of love making, usually in their late teens. Amoya’s neighbor, a 21-year-old guy, had taken her virginity when she was just 18.

Tommy was thrilled to hear all about the sexual tendencies of a different culture. On the other hand, Tommy told her about his experience with Tatiana back when he was just 16 years old. And with a laugh, Amoya complemented that Tommy would fit perfectly in Brazilian society. His early experiences would make him fit perfectly in the society that allows the young to explore their wild fantasies at their tender age.  

The Brazilian community is much rooted in their cultural values and beliefs. For Brazilians, New Year is more like a festival celebrated with full zeal and enthusiasm, wrapped in traditional values and rituals. In fact, New Year in the country is referred to as Ano Nove or Revilion which translates to ‘New year, new life’. This is celebrated at a large scale. After the traditional rituals, the local people then line up in pubs, discotheques, clubs, and party halls etc that form the focal point of the new year gatherings amongst the locals and visiting tourists.

The Copacabana beach is where Tommy was to witness one of the most beautiful New Year parties in the continent. While hugging the shores of the warm Atlantic Ocean, the thought of this picture-perfect beach evokes images of beauty, white pristine sand, waving palm trees, cerulean waters, amazing coral reefs, colorful chirping birds, stunning beaches, and lively streets that are ideal for both honeymooners and those dreaming of a perfect luxury beach getaway. Regularly touted as one of the very best beaches in the world with a magnificent confluence of land and sea, the long, scalloped beach of Copacabana is about 4 kilometers long. In addition, this intimate slice of heaven is blessed with amazing sandbars and is wonderful for swimming, sunbathing, skydiving, scuba diving, snorkeling, kayaking, and boat trips.

The magnificent Sugar Loaf Mountain and Morro do Leme look magnificent in the background, presenting a picture-perfect landscape that lures tourists from all over the globe. And in addition to being Rio’s egalitarian and eclectic neighborhood, romance and glamour are its obvious trademarks. Copacabana is one place where the party seems never to end. And as far as hospitality goes, visitors can always expect to find the very best with hotels, bars, and restaurants renowned for their exemplary and outstanding service.

In this part of the world, people start preparing for this party a day before with special emphasis put on the dazzling fireworks, which are lit up right at midnight to welcome the New Year and bid adieu to the ending year. The party is also backed by exotic food, live music, and crowds that include millions of people. The locals also munch through lentils and rice which is said to bring good luck, fortune, and prosperity.

As per the ritual and tradition, Tommy wore white attire, just like other locals as they prepared to wish each other good luck and prosperity. The locals believe that the white clothes would bring luck for the rest of the year. Tommy was also scheduled to gather at the beach and jump seven waves in the sea as he joined in the throwing of the flowers. And as stated above, a mind-blowing firework show was scheduled to take place in the ocean for approximately half an hour as people continued to wish each other good luck and best wishes in the year to come. To get a chance to see the fireworks show, Tommy either had to arrive early at the beach, or make an advance reservation at a Copacabana hotel, overlooking this popular beach in the city.

The evening was warm as Tommy and his acquaintance arrived at the beach early in the evening to witness the events of the night. They walked slowly along the beach, enjoying a warm breeze from the Atlantic Ocean. The sun was just setting as they spread a mat to lie on at a secluded section along the beach. Amoya took a massage oil bottle from her bag before giving it to Tommy. She then proceeded to lie on her stomach as Tommy began applying the massage oil on her back and shoulders. While at it, Tommy was rubbing her soft skin with his big, white-skinned hands.

“You have a supple, soft skin,” Tommy complemented as he ran his hands down her back, stopping just above her butt.

Amoya wiggled with pleasure as Tommy continued to rub oil on her skin, each time getting closer to her ass. Amoya couldn't resist reaching behind and untying the string which held her bikini top to her chest. At this point, Tommy had begun to stroke her behind. Amoya felt the tips of his fingers sliding between her butt cheeks with his thumb pressing against the material of her bikini bottom and coming very close to rubbing her asshole. As Amoya was feeling less inhibited, she rolled over onto her back, the maillot top falling to the side as she moved, putting her big tits on display.

Again, Tommy muttered something to Amoya's ear as his oily hand continued rubbing her thigh while his other hand was sliding over her tummy upwards towards her big breasts.

“I’ve never seen better looking breasts than yours, Amoya,” Tommy said

The sun was about to set and the blue-sky overhead was now fading. Amoya could see Tommy’s veins swelling as he continued to rub massage oil on her body and tits, while teasing her hard nipples with pinches and soft strokes. His hands continued to explore her body as he applied massage oil and with each application, his hands moved lower and lower until they found her swimsuit bottom. Tommy then sat up a little to untie the string which held Amoya's jams bottom together. He then watched in silence as she raised her hips and pulled away the beachwear bottom.

At this point, Tommy began to undress quickly, every inch of his white skin revealed as he took off both the white apparel and the undergarments on his body. And by the time he was taking off his boxers, his promising bulge was already visible. Without a word, he pulled down the elastic of his boxers and the purple shiny head of his beautiful, white penis became visible. His phallus was fully erect as his underwear dropped down on the beach sand, revealing a pair of his impressive balls hanging between his legs. And as he held his cock in his hands, its head was almost touching his belly button, with the dilated veins showing along its length.

Tommy then stepped towards Amoya before opening her legs wide to expose her moist brown smooth pussy. At this point, Tommy intimated that he had dreamt of that moment many times as he proceeded to devour her snatch with his lips. And as the sky continued to darken above them, Tommy went on to spread her fanny with his fingers, exposing her clitoris and glistening wet love tunnel. The wetness of her crack had made her lips very slippery.

At this point, Amoya couldn’t wait to feel Tommy’s hard cock penetrate her slit. Her vagina was very wet as he rubbed the head of his big pecker on the entrance to her cave. He then held her by the waist before uttering something in her ear. Tommy then proceeded to grab her boob before lifting it to his mouth to suckle on the nipple. Amoya then moaned while wrapping her legs around his waist as his prick slid inside her slowly, stretching her muff with its girth as it inched its way inside her. At this juncture, Amoya felt pleasure filling her lower abdomen as Tommy began to thrust his big member back and forth in her box.

While looking down at his weenie as it slid in and out of her sexual core, Amoya could see that it was drenched with her own love juices. And as Tommy continued to pump dick in and out of Amoya on that dark Copacabana beach, she moaned with pleasure as her twat gripped even tighter onto his big whopper.

Amoya closed her eyes with pleasure as she felt his putz brush against every part of her pudenda. Mesmerized, Tommy looked at her as they continued to fuck, still unable to believe what was happening. And with every thrust, Amoya could feel his balls slapping against her asshole. They were both breathtaking and sweating as their bodies rubbed against each other, while holding onto one another as tightly as possible.

Suddenly, Amoya felt a wave of intense pleasure fill her chest and abdomen as her legs and arms became weak. She could not resist the delicious feeling and she moaned as she orgasmed on Tommy’s throbbing schlong. Tommy whispered in her ear that he hadn't had sex with a woman or even jerked off for a long time, and that he had a lot of cum for her.

And as if to take a breather, Tommy pulled his propeller out of Amoya for a few seconds. He then knelt between her legs before guiding his shaft back into her cunt again, lying on top of her in missionary style as they continued to fuck. Tommy then held Amoya tightly while muttering softly in her ear.

Amoya took the opportunity to get off from that position before guiding Tommy to lay facing upwards on the mat. She then squatted down to cowgirl ride on his big Willy - she did this with vigor, knowing that he was about to cum.

“Mmmmh Amoya... I'm gonna cum..,” Tommy croaked out.

“Cum inside me, Tommy... cum in my pussy and make me drip of you,” Amoya whispered back.

She continued riding him a few moments until she felt Tommy's body become rigid, his face a mask of ecstasy as he writhed under her in orgasm, filling her pussy with his warm jizz. Amoya then collapsed beside Tommy and they lay there together for a brief moment, until their breathing and heart rates returned to normal, saying nothing. Amoya couldn't help but look at his big but wilting erection, with his wood covered with a mixture of his own cum and her own vaginal fluids.

Amoya then sat up before crouching over the sandy pebbles with her legs open. She then looked down and watched as Tommy’s cum dripped out of her beaver, falling onto the white sand on the dark Copacabana beach.

Later, they dressed themselves up again before heading back to the hotel party where a local gathering was taking place in readiness for the New Year 2023. People were already enjoying live music, exotic food, and crowd energy as they looked forward to the countdown to the New Year 2023 in style. With this, Tommy couldn’t wish for a better way to celebrate the New Year.

The New Year gets people thinking about the future. Different people have different resolutions and dreams about the year, and Tommy was no exception. His aspirations ranged from trifling matters like celebrating his birthday to more serious topics like finding a suitor, growing financially, and bringing his own mother back to America.

* * * * * * *
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A long flash back...

In the mid 1980s, there were two notorious criminals in the whole of North America. They were believed to have been involved in the most mind-boggling bank robberies that had proliferated during their heinous crime-active-era. Most of those had been reported in the northern states especially in Connecticut, Illinois, Indiana, Iowa, Kansas, Maine, Massachusetts, Michigan, Minnesota, Missouri, Nebraska, New Hampshire, New Jersey, New York, North Dakota, Ohio, Pennsylvania, South Dakota, and Wisconsin. The two robbers made a living sticking up banks, stores, and museums of cash, portraits, and other valuables. And although the duo never worked together, they individually planned their robberies meticulously to ensure that they would not only be successful but also escape Scott free after committing their heinous crimes. In so doing, they planned their every move to detail without leaving anything to chance.

At the beginning of his wicked career, the first thug used to rob a target bank by entering it just before closing time, usually on a Friday. While doing this, he would masquerade his identity by either wearing a mask or having disguise painting done on his face. The skilled robber typically opted for smaller banks in rural towns, mostly bordering uninhabited properties or forest. Before the d-day, the robber spent weeks studying the bank location and neighborhood using topographical maps as Google maps and navigation systems were none existent at the time. 

After robbing the bank at gunpoint, the burglar fled the scene on foot and into the forest before stashing his loot into garbage bags hidden deep into the bush. He then removed camouflage, changed his outfit before packing them into the plastic bag. After this, he rode his luggage on a motorbike to his van, a few miles away. There, he loaded both the luggage and the motorbike to the back of his van before innocently driving off and joining the rest of the traffic. The professional burglar robbed dozens of banks in a similar manner but was never caught. All those incidents remain unresolved to date.

Similarly, the second robber committed a perfect crime when she robbed a New York jewelry store of over $5 million worth of jewelry. In a rare break-in incident straight out of a movie, the robber accessed the jewelry store after parachuting from an adjacent tower building with over 100 floors. The burglar then entered the store building through a skylight before sliding down ropes to the 8th floor where the jewelry store was located. After breaching the maximum-security door to the store and stealing the jewels, the hooded bandit then exited the store through the back window before using a rope ladder to descend the building, from the outside, to the ground. Within minutes, she had disappeared into thin air. At the time, CCTV surveillance cameras were non-existent and thus, the police were never able to reconstruct the robbery incident. This is especially considering that, after the robbery, the smart robber had locked both the front door and the window back to normal. In addition, the clever thief was also cautious enough not to leave the material evidence such as the parachute, ropes, tools, and fingerprints that could have possibly linked her to the odious burglary incidence and thus, was never identified.

The two infamous criminals were also involved in many other complicated robberies and grand larcenies of different natures and magnitudes. They exchanged genuine jewelry with replicas in exclusive New York jewelry stores. They were also believed to be behind the loss of paintings in national museums, just under the noses of curators. They stole documents from archives before bootlegging them to smugglers who in turn used them to bring contrabands to the United States of America.

Similarly, they were suspected of a number of racketeering incidents where rich businessmen lost huge sums of money. In some isolated cases, sniper incidences and executions were believed to have been perpetrated by the villainous pair. The two disreputable individuals were simply untouchable, formless, and largely invisible in their ubiquitous presence. And after several abortive wild goose chases to apprehend them, it was apparent that the police were not equal to the task. Later, the police placed bounties for anyone who would lead to the arrest of those two iniquitous criminals but again, their efforts fell through. Clearly, the twosome foxes were beyond capture.

* * * * * * *
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Billionaire Carl Thompson was one proud man. He claimed that there was no one on the face of the earth who lived under tighter security than the one that he had employed in his domed mansion, located in San Francisco, California. He even swanked saying that his security arrangement was even more sophisticated and effective than that of the white house, which was an obvious bluff. And when he heard about the two cunning criminals, he cursed the concerned security agencies for failing to subdue two insignificant humans with flesh and bones just like everyone else.

Carl Thompson thought to himself, “How can an elite, globally acclaimed agency be overwhelmed by two devious nobodies? How can two conniving mousses defeat a national police force? If they are real interlopers as they claim to be, why don’t they try to play their games in my mansion? I should challenge them on this by betting on my golden horse... they can’t be able... how? Their ass! Doesn’t anybody realize that I am the great Carl Thompson?”

The following morning, magnate Thompson actualized his thoughts by going to a national television where he dared the two criminals to steal his 18-carat golden horse from his bedroom. And should any of them manage to, (which looked inherently impossible, according to him), he promised to not only allow them keep the horse but also reward them with an amount of money that equals the total sum of all the robberies that they are suspected to have committed, which runs to hundreds of millions of dollars. Nevertheless, Thompson gave them only 30-hours to do this.

To most viewers, Thomson's offer seemed like just a simple rant. Most of them were of the opinion that the tycoon’s real intention was not to take on the two criminals for a challenge, but to get public attention on television. Nevertheless, could the two criminals really win an outlandish bet against the influential Thompson? Only time will tell.

After making the offer, Mr. Thompson doubled up his security arrangement, tightened its structure, and ensured that all his security installations were running flawlessly. The surveillance cameras, the electrified perimeter fence, the laser beams, and vibration sensors; he had them all activated and checked. Furthermore, he ordered that no visitor was to be allowed into the property for the next 30 hours.

Carl Thompson and family lived in a fortress of protection within the Nob Hills area of San Francisco. His mansion’s structure has reinforced steel concrete that allegedly goes 40 feet deep into the ground. With this, the three commas club members do not have to worry about the vigorous California earthquakes that frequently occur in the region.

Outside the perimeter wall, Thomson’s home is locked down so tightly that sensors sound an alarm even if a trespasser is over 500m away from the property. Besides, there is a home security system that puffs out fog screens and harmless smoke meant to disorient intruders, long before they come near the perimeter wall. The smoke system is fitted with noisome gas that has disabling side effects on a victim that can last up to 24 hours. The surrounding area around the perimeter wall is fitted with a Burglar Blaster Disintegrator that showers pepper spray when tripped. These are buried on the ground in a 300m circumference around the address.

The security system in place also allows the billionaire to secure his dwelling remotely from his mobile phone and laptop. With this, the big man can control every aspect of his mansion on his mobile phone, such as arming and disarming the security system, adjusting lighting and thermostat, and automatically locking and unlocking doors. And to provide regular updates on the security developments in his home, the system sends him real time text and email alerts at any sign of movement or disturbance in and around the premises.

Inside, there is no need for keys to get from one room to the next. This is because the residence is fitted with biometric recognition software that only allows the rightful owners to pass through the doors. And instead of normal glass, the windows are fitted with 10mm bulletproof polycarbonate glass that is impenetrable by all types of bullets as well as mid-grade explosives. And if an intruder were to ever make their way inside the mansion, the mogul and his family would disappear into the panic room that is the size of a typical American home, about 2,000 square feet in size. This room is so foul-proof that rumor has it that the occupants can even survive a nuclear attack while hiding in there.

With all those security features around the fortress, there’s certainly no doubt that Carl Thompson and his family rests easy both during the day and night. And from the above, we can now understand why the billionaire thinks that his bastion is impenetrable. But coming back to the bet, it’s clear now that it would be a tall order for the two criminals to breach even the weakest point in the sophisticated security system at the billionaire’s profligate abode.

* * * * * * *
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Jacob Reeves was lying on a hammock, under a parasol at the Coconut resort along the sandy beach in Florida. He did this so many times as the beach gave him a good environment for relaxation. The water, the sun, the sand, the waves, and the cool breeze from the ocean helped him unwind from the stresses of daily living. And like most of the other people at the beach, Reeves wore a tight-fitting swimming trunk, ready to join in the fun in the water. To most revelers at that leisure paradise however, Jacob looked just like an ordinary businessman on vacation. In his mind nonetheless, he was not immersed on the comings and goings at the beach but instead, pondering on what the daring billionaire had just offered him, and the other one like him, on television.

He thought to himself, “What does that man think he is? How dare he challenge a lion to a duel? I have succeeded in every robbery mission that I have ever undertaken and I don’t think I can fail in this. Compared to what I have done in the past, this challenge is just a child’s play.”

Jacob paused for sometime before continuing, “These holiday makers flocking here don’t even have an idea that I am Jacob the great, Jacob the sharpest marksman, Jacob the smuggler, and ultimately, Jacob the paragon robber. They probably hear about me over their god-damn televisions and receivers but I can bet my life that none of them really knows how I really look like. Some think that I am a ghost; others believe that I don’t actually exist, while a few say that I died a long time ago. Whatever the case, I know what I am capable of and that stupid-rich-ass-hole of a donkey has to acknowledge that I’m insuperable, unbeatable, inextricable, and insurmountable. That’s me... the real Jacob Reeves.”

He quickly collected his beach bag, sandals, and other stuff before walking back to his hotel room. Here, he ordered a few shots of cognac before sitting down to plan his next move...

* * * * * * *
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16 hours in the countdown had elapsed when Jacob, who had a dozen Identity documents at the time, arrived at the pre-boarding lounge at Fort Lauderdale airport in Miami, ready to embark on a flight to San Francisco, California where he would begin implementing what was running hot in his mind. He had spent the night looking for materials, supplies, Tools, and all the other items that he needed to successfully implement his plan. He had gathered them all before packing them in one luggage.

For privacy reasons, Jacob preferred to fly first-class. In doing so, he could enjoy several conveniences even before he boarded the plane. For starters, he didn’t have to wait in the long economy check-in line but instead, used the quicker, shorter Premier Access lines that hastened his check-in, security check, and boarding processes. In addition, Jacob could get free checked bags with priority baggage handling, meaning that his luggage got special attention and would be among the first to arrive at baggage claim.

From there, Jacob gets to board the plane first. Therefore, he has time to stow his bags and settle in without a line of passengers crowding around him. With his criminal record, it is understandable that he didn’t want to take chances with the crowd. And as a first-class passenger, Jacob was entitled to extra legroom, fully reclining seats that could convert into a bed, a plush amenity kit, a blanket, and a pillow. This enabled him to rest and relax while avoiding fatigue and jet lag that could impede his performance during robbery missions. Beyond this, Jacob did not care a lot about the rest of the luxury features on offer that included beer, wine, spirits, access to DirecTV, and United Private Screening for all the latest movies and TV shows.

Twenty minutes later Jacob was seated in his private compartment in the plane, still busy putting final touches on his well laid plan. He fine-tuned the details while at the same time keeping his options open in case of any unforeseen contingencies. Jacob always had a plan B in case things didn’t work out as initially planned and this explains why he was always successful in his robbery missions. And to minimize the margin of error, he worked solo from the beginning to the end.

He planned the robberies, sought for the necessary supplies, ferried his supplies to site, carried out a robbery, and got rid of the evidence before ferrying the loot to safety – all by himself. He believed in the adage that; ‘if you want something done faultlessly, do it yourself’. Over the years, he had mastered the art of committing perfect robberies and with his experience thus far, he had no room for mistakes. All his recent robberies were so smartly planned and executed that the police had difficulties conducting investigations, just like it was the case with the previous incidents.

The plane took off after thirty minutes and in about six and a half hours they were touching down at Oakland International Airport in San Francisco, California. Jacob collected his luggage before looking for a cab to take him to Nob hills where the revered mansion was located - a distance of about 27 kilometers from the airport.

And although waiting for a cab felt like a lifetime for the disconcerted Jacob, he finally got one. Swiftly, they took the I-580 W before joining the interstate 80 where they crossed the San Francisco - Oakland Bay Bridge, one of the longest spans in the United States. However, when they reached California St, Jacob noted a car with a placard that read ‘JUST MARRIED’. In a flash, the words struck Jacob’s occupied mind and he thought to himself.

“Marriage, marriage, marriage; will I ever get married? I neither have a lover nor a girlfriend. However, I know that nature will take its course. Nevertheless, I don’t care about matrimonies; with or without a wife, I am Jacob and forever will be,” Jacob thought to himself.

After about 45 minutes, Jacob alighted at an empty lot between Jackson St & Van Ness Ave. He then walked with confidence, just like a hero who was about to make history. In between his hurtling strides, a thought crossed his mind.

“Will I today make history that will build or break me? I have been optimistic in my past missions but now, I feel a little irresolute. Nevertheless, the best thing that I can do for now is to carry on with my plans. But as the saying goes, I’d rather regret a risk that didn’t work out than a chance I did not take up at all,” Jacob reflected to himself.

There is always a feeling of anxiety when you are about to do something new and dangerous. In such a scenario however, you should do just as Jacob did; get over it by imagining that that is the millionth time that you
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