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ERIN’S UNEXPECTED LOVER

On the night Erin decides to give in to her
boyfriend’s increasingly pressured demands for sex, she discovers
Chip has already moved on. Devastated by his cheating, she finds
sympathy in an unlikely person—Chip’s father. Jared comforts Erin,
but his soothing caresses change to something more. She will lose
her virginity as planned, but to an unexpected lover in an
all-consuming tide of passion that allows no room for thinking
about little things like condoms or consequences…







Chapter One

“You’re just being selfish.”

“No, I’m just not ready yet, Chip. I want it
to be special.”

He scoffed. “I’m not special enough for you?
It hurts my feelings, makes me think you don’t trust me, when you
tell me no all the time.”

She wrung her hands, frustrated and
overwhelmed. “I do trust you, Chip, but you can’t expect me to have
sex with you in the backseat of your car.”

“Fine, then don’t.” He sat up and clambered
back over to the front seat, not waiting for her to right her
clothes or even sit up fully in the back and put on a seatbelt
before turning on the engine and peeling out of the lookout point’s
parking lot. A few minutes later, he dropped her off at her house.
“You can’t expect me to wait forever, Erin. A man has needs.” Then
he drove off with a squeal of tires against the road.

That had been two nights ago, and Erin
couldn’t help reliving the fight over and over in her mind as she
drove across town to the Maxwell residence, where Chip lived with
his father. She had done some hard thinking and finally decided she
was holding back on sex because she was afraid of it hurting. Chip
cared about her, and he would do his best to make it not hurt. She
might be a virgin at nineteen, but he was twenty and had already
had several girlfriends, so he would know how to be a tender
lover.

Erin hoped he wouldn’t still be angry with
her. She had gone to a lot of trouble to prepare for him tonight,
planning to surprise him with her surrender to his increasingly
urgent requests for lovemaking. After two months, she supposed it
was time, and it certainly wasn’t unreasonable of him to expect
their relationship to deepen. It was the next natural step, and
she’d been silly about holding off so long.

Chip’s dad owned the largest house in the
area. The three-story home sprawled across the edge of a bluff
overlooking the ocean. The place had tight security, and she used
the badge Chip had recently given her to let herself in through the
electronic gate. She drove her third-hand car up the winding drive,
parking near the circular loop that ran around the front of the
house.

Erin took a moment to flip open the mirror on
her visor and assess her appearance. She’d curled her hair and left
it floating free in a cloud of amber-brown that framed her
heart-shaped face and offset her tawny eyes. Makeup had subtly
emphasized the shape of her lips and highlighted her cheekbones.
Thankfully, her older sister knew a lot about beauty, working at a
salon, and had assisted her with the evening’s preparations.

After adjusting her breasts to better hide
her nipples, she smoothed down the lime-green fabric as she got out
of the car. The dress and matching platform heels were loaners from
her sister, who was fully supportive of her decision to press ahead
with giving Chip her virginity.

The clear platforms were hard to walk in, but
she’d mostly mastered them by the time she climbed the marble
stairs and reached the front door. The butler opened it a moment
later, wearing a fierce frown.

That made Erin frown. She’d been to the house
several times, and Mr. Edwin had always maintained a neutral
expression, much like the sentinels at Buckingham Palace. To see
him displeased was disconcerting. “Um, hello, Mr. Edwin.”

After a second, his expression cleared,
resuming its accustomed blandness. “Good evening, Ms.
Pennibaker.”

“I’m here to see Chip.”

“Of course.” With what appeared to be a deep
sigh, he escorted her inside and waved up the stairs. “Master
Maxwell is in his room, miss.”

Feeling bemused by the butler’s strange
reaction, she made her way up two of the three flights of stairs.
Chip’s room was on the second floor, so she’d never had reason to
venture to the top floor, where Jared Maxwell had his living
quarters. His dad was a little intimidating, so she tended to shy
away from his presence.

When she reached Chip’s door, Erin thought
about knocking, but hesitated. In her mind’s eye, she pictured
slipping inside, untying the two bows that kept the wrap-dress on,
and letting it fall to her feet. He would be shocked, and pleased,
to discover she wore nothing underneath.

Emboldened by his perceived reaction, Erin
twisted the knob and opened the door quietly. She stepped past the
doorjamb, hands on the bow at her side, but froze. A gasp escaped
her, followed by a choked cry. She shook her head, wanting to deny
what her eyes saw.
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