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Nobody Likes A Coward (There's No Crying in Sex, #2)

The only thing Reggie could think about was getting home. Now that school was out for the summer, he was going to do exactly what his spoiled, rich friends were going to do: sit at the pool and drink.

Reggie called Palm Springs home, but he wasn’t from California. His career Army father had dragged him all over the world, but Palm Springs was the longest place he’d ever lived. He was over-indulged, superficial and had a big mouth, like most of his social circle. Everyone was beneath him, and when he wasn’t being a blatant snob, he was an outright bigot. The only thing that let him get away with his behavior was his good looks. 

When you’re 21 and a smart ass, you better have at least one thing going for you: looks or money. Reggie was blessed with both, which let him get away with his boorish behavior. His hair was dirty blonde, and had a perpetual “California Surfer” cut. His jaw was square and had a cleft in the chin. His broad shoulders tapered down to an almost too-perfect chest, with2 dark brown nipples accented his tight pecs. He wasn’t one of those gym queens who only worked chest and arms, although his arms were perfectly sculpted. His thighs were tight and hard, making his ass bubble out perfectly. He thought he had the prettiest butt west of the San Andreas fault!

He got home late, and was looking forward to one of those hot, sun-drenched Palm Springs days by the pool. He had nothing to think about, except if the gin supply would hold out. He put on his tightest swim trunks, poured himself a gin and tonic so stiff a spoon would have stood up in it, and headed out to the pool.

Smearing suntan lotion all over his gym-sculpted chest, he settled down in the lounge chair to soak in the desert sun. After two more drinks, he was feeling a great buzz. Thinking about a third drink, he decided to use the bathroom in the pool-side cabana, rather than going back into the main house. He got off his lounge chair, put his empty glass on the side table and walked toward the cabana.

Reggie got to within 3 feet of the cabana and noticed the door was open. He came to the door and flung it open. 

It was a tidy little bungalow, with a bed in the center of the room, a few pieces of furniture and a bathroom. It was the kind of place you could sit down on anything with a wet bathing suit. The bathroom door was open and the man inside turned around, mid-urination.

“Who are you?”, snapped Reggie at the startled man. “What are you doing in our cabana?”

My name is Carlos, Senior,” he replied, still holding himself in his hand. “I’m the gardener your father hired to keep the place up when he was away.”

Reggie noticed Carlos’s eyes looking him up and down. He had the advantage on Reggie, as all he was wearing was a tight bathing suit. But Reggie could see Carlos’s long, thick manhood which started a rumble in his own shorts.

Carlos was an older man, about 50 or so, thought Reggie. His salt and pepper hair was closely cropped to his head, and his heavy stubble betrayed a thick chest of hair coming out of the top of his shirt. He had a ruggedly handsome face that bore the burden of years of hard physical labor. His arms and chest were thick, but he had a little beer-belly from years of afternoon cervesas following a hard day’s work.

“You’re not Manuel!” yelled Reggie. “You’re not the regular lawn guy at all!”

“Manuel left two years ago,” said Carlos taking full inventory of Reggie with his eyes. “Your father hired me when Manuel had to go back to Mexico.”

Reggie thought about a long-ago encounter with Manuel in the very same cabana some years ago. A little shiver of anticipation went up his back.

You’re not supposed to be in here,” said Reggie, softening his tone a bit. “This cabana is for the use of the family.”

“As you can see, I needed to use the bano,” said Carlos. “Your father prefers I use the one out here, not the one in the main house.” He ran his hand down the long shaft of his now half-engorged member. Reggie
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