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License Note

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without authorization of the Author. Any distribution without express consent is illegal and punishable in court of law.

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental

 

 


Dedicated To The Universe....Thanks for always making life worth the gamble.

 


Luca

 

“I
will
bang her by the end of the summer. Guaranteed.”

 

Warren, my roommate who also happens to be my best friend, shakes his head. “Not a chance, bro.”

 

I will. It's more than a fucking chance. It's a guarantee. Didn't he just hear me?

 

“Every sport has its championship. This is gonna be mine. The one that puts me in the hall of fame...”

 

“What hall of fucking fame? Biggest Assholes to Ever Fuck Over A Woman?”

 

“Is that a thing?”

 

“I'm sure I could Google it and find your name already on there.”

 

Go ahead and Google that for me while I finish this conversation.

 

“But you're missing the point I'm trying to make.” Warren gives his brown hair a rub. “She's not a fucking sport and treating her like it is a fucked up thing to do.”

 

With a devilish smirk, I extend my sculpted arms around the back of the couch. “Then let's bet on it.”

 

“The fact you
also
don't see anything wrong with betting on this subject further demonstrates just how fucked up you truly are.”

 

Aren't we all a little fucked up?

 

I chuckle, “If you're too much of a pussy to bet just say it. You don't have to give me your psychobabble bullshit, Dr. Freud.”

 

Warren glares at my comment. “Do you have any kind of principles?”

 

My head bobs back and forth. “No. Not really.”

 

In sports, maybe. I believe in good sportsman like conduct and shit. Does that count?

 

After a beat I push, “So, you wanna bet or what?”

 

He shakes his head. “No.”

 

“What the fuck do you mean no?”

 

“I know you don't hear that word often, making it harder for you to process, but no.”

 

“Why not?”

 

“Why do you need to bet on this if it's a sure thing?”

 

“I like the added pressure.”

 

What's better than being at the bottom of the ninth with two outs and only the underdog to turn it all around? The best athletes are made under pressure with the odds stacked against them. Right now, it's safe to say the odds aren't
exactly
favorable, but you heard Warren. I don't hear no very often. Period.

 

He grabs his beer. “No.”

 

Unhappy with his resistance I up the ante, “How about this? For every month I
don't
sleep with her, I'll pay your half of the rent.”

 

Warren shifts on the other couch.

 

He needs the money and not just because I cleaned him out of his extra cash during a friendly wager on a charity fight, a few months back. Between his shitty job and college debt any bone is better than none. Knowing your opponent’s weakness has to be pshyc crap lesson number one. Wow. He can't even fucking do that right? No wonder his dry spell is continuing.

 

There's a drop in his voice. “And if you don't screw her by the end of summer, what then?”

 

“I'll pay your rent for the remainder of our lease.”

 

His jaw drops.

 

Drop yours too. Or your panties if you feel inclined. Ha. I was kidding. I knew that would get him. Money makes people do crazy shit. Change who they are. Challenge everything down to their basic principles. Case in point. You know, for a therapist in the making, you would think Warren's foundation would be steadier or that he'd at least make an effort to not let me of all people use his mind tricks against him.

 

“That's not fucking beer money, bro. You're talking thousands of dollars.”

 

“Exactly.” I smirk. “That's how much fucking confidence I have.”

 

He shakes his head slowly, mumbling to himself, “No. She's...a person not a goddamn poker hand.”

 

“You suck at poker too.”

 

“Fuck you.”

 

Determined, now more than ever, I add the final card. “You know you need that money. Paying down your student loan. Pay off that piece of shit sitting downstairs. You don't think I've a shot in hell then what are you really risking?”

 

“Good point. What
would
I be risking?”

 

I grab my beer off the wooden coffee table and replace it with my feet. “If you lose, you become official apartment bitch boy. I never wash another goddamn dish in this apartment.”

 

“You already don't do the dishes, dick.”

 

What can I say? The chicks who stick around to make me breakfast feel compelled to clean up after it too. Probably helps I eat them out like that first.

 

“Fine. You can do my laundry too. Be reminded of what sex smells like.”

 

He gags. “Rather clip those dinosaur claws you call toenails than touch your next generation Herpes coated sheets.”

 

I laugh and take a sip.

 

You can't figure out what you find more disgusting about that sentence can you?

 

After a long exhale and another shake of the head he says, “This is wrong Luca, and you know it.”

 

My face scrunches at the same time I question, “Do I?”

 

“Yes.”

 

“Do I, really?”

 

“Yes! You may be a heartless asshole-”

 

“Thank you.”

 

“But you know it's wrong. She's our
friend
. Our
best
friend. That fact doesn't fuck with your conscience even a little?”

 

Not enough to back down. Damn sure not enough to not reach for the Gold. Fuck that. Fucking Alexxa will be like winning the Platinum medal. It's so fucking amazing it hasn't even been invented yet.

 

My bedroom opens cutting off the opportunity to respond.

 

The two of us glance to the right and watch the older blonde woman finish buttoning her shirt. She gives her hair another ruffle at the same time she offers me a wide smile. Her heels hitting our hardwood floors as she crosses over to me sounds like victory applause for bringing home another win.

 

Ha. It's always a win.

 

“That was fun,” she coos and leans over the back of the couch, fake tits barely contained. “Maybe we can do it again next week?”

 

I give her a crooked smirk. “Maybe.”

 

A hint of excitement flashes in her eyes. Desperate for a better answer, she gives my ear lobe a sloppy suck and whispers, “I'm gonna turn that maybe into a yes.”

 

It's cute when women think they have that kind of power.

 

My eyes meet hers and I punctuate the word with power. “May-be.”

 

She stands back up, tongue trying to seductively wet her lips.

 

We're not in a 90's porn. No one is doing a close up of her face.

 

“I'll see you at pick up tomorrow, Luca. Enjoy your night.”

 

“You too, Mrs. Stone.”

 

Her fake giggle causes me to roll my eyes again.

 

It's as fake as her triple D tits I spent the last two hours with. Convincing enough to deliver the point.

 

Once the front door is shut, Warren immediately grunts, “You fucked a
married
woman?”

 

“Technically-”

 

“You seriously have no moral code?”'

 

“They're separated, drama queen.”

 

Warren slams his back against the couch and shakes his head. “How would you feel if it was your mother getting used for a sport fuck by some guy?”

 

“One, don't ever put sport fuck and my ma' in the same sentence.”

 

And I'm the one with disrespect issues.

 

“Two, what my
divorced
ma' does in that department is none of my business. She's a grown ass woman.”

 

Not to mention it would be nice if she fucking moved on after all these years. After all, my father is an asshole for leaving her for whatever piece of random ass came his way to break up their marriage and she deserves to have her needs met. No telling how often those 'late nights' at the office resulted in the stifling of her own sex life. Am I really discussing my mother's sex life? What the shit? See what shrinks do to you?

 

“Finally, it's a
legal
separation. So...you know. No foul. And trust me, when she saw those shots I sank, won me the game.”

 

A defeated sigh escapes him. “You really are a miserable human being.”

 

I shake my head and have another sip. “I'm a fucking fairly well adjusted person.”

 

“You're a case study on the effects of childhood divorce just waiting for a brave soldier to take you on.”

 

How bad are you gonna judge me if I tell you I've banged a therapist or two?

 

“How long has she been separated? A day? Two?”

 

“Ten.”

 

“Wow.”

 

“Hold your gavel still for a minute Judge Judy. She came on to me.”

 

“You couldn't say no?”

 

“Who passes on a sure thing when it looks like
that
?”

 

“You do know your cock is not a moral compass?”

 

Another chuckle escapes me with a shrug.

 

It could be. It is a perfect tool for helping lost pussy find the way to Orgasmville.
 

 

“If I take this bet...”

 

He's gonna take it.

 

“And you haven't slept with Alexxa by 11: 59 P.M. on August 31
st
, and by slept with I mean actual fucking, nothing else counts-”

 

“Cock to pussy, got it.”

 

“-then
you
, Luca Larson, will pay my half of the rent for the next year. Starting September 1
st
. That's what you're saying?”

 

I nod slowly.

 

More to himself than to me he mumbles, “I can't even believe I'm fucking considering this...Alexxa's a person not a rat in the race, if anything you would be the rat-”

 

Did he really just call me a rat? For that I'm gonna fuck her on his bed to prove an extended point.

 

“-she's got feelings and emotions and...” His voice trails off as he truly begins to weigh the weight of the choices at hand. After a little more self-deliberation, he sighs, “Fuck. Alright. I'm in.”

 

Told ya.

 

I smile wide and extend my free hand.

 

He stares at me disgustedly. “Have you fucking showered since you boned Middle Life Crisis Barbie?”

 

I nod. “Afterwards. Always shower afterwards.”

 

“You're so fucked up.”

 

“For caring about my cleanliness?”

 

“For caring more about your cleanliness than your friendship with the only person who's possibly been a better friend to you than I have.”

 

“No doubt she has.” My correction makes him frown. “But I've wanted to bone Alexxa for the last three years we've been working together. With her officially quitting, it means I won't have to see her every day, which makes this the perfect time. I'm a Larson. We always get what we want. And I want Alexxa in my bed, calling my name, and cursing God it took her that long to fuck me.” I extend my hand a second time. “Now...do we have a bet?”
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