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 Excerpt

Even then, I was thinking
of running away. Also, how badly I wanted to be kissed. I wanted
him to take me and use me, right there. He could do anything he
wanted and I would let him, just as long as he kissed me first. He
stood there, looking me over in the dim light. My heart was
pounding and my breathing was still labored. Finally, my mind
snapped and screamed at me to RUN!!!

 


And that was the moment that he grabbed me
by my coat, pulled me to him, paused for just a moment, then leaned
in and pressed his lips to mine. My eyes went wide, and then I
immediately shut them. I surrendered to his kiss, parting my lips,
and letting our tongues probe and play together! The stiffness of
my body, caught by surprise, rapidly melted as we two became
one!

 


He released me and let his hands slide into
my coat, closer to my flesh. I could their warmth on my skin, even
through the shirt that I wore. He moved with confidence and
something akin to precision. Every touch seemed deliberate. Mine,
by comparison, were all over the place. Miles didn't seem to mind,
though.

 


My heart was pounding so hard and the heated
swamp between my thighs was growing. My cunny pulsed with
excitement and need. I could feel the gusset of my panties soaking
through. I felt a single stream of my juice running down an inner
thigh...
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Chapter 1

 



If you had told me at eighteen anything of my
life, now, I would have told you that you were way off. I would
have said that I would be happily married to my then-beau, Dale.
That we'd have two kids, a nice house where we all would live, and
go to church on the regular.

 


And, I'd also owe you an apology, right
now.

 


I remember this song growing up that said
the farther you travel, the less you know. That you can know
everything about everything, as long as you don't step outside of
your front door. Looking back, I guess it was easy to be so sure of
myself because – like everyone else in my quaint little town, out
in the middle of nowhere – I was a big fish in a small pond.

 


How small? We only had one church in town
and almost everyone went to it. Religion played a large part in all
our lives. Sure, there were some whose attendance was sporadic.
Mostly, we didn't mind if they only showed up on Christmas and
Easter. We were even kind to the very few who didn't show up at
all. Of course, we talked about them behind their backs, but we
treated them like everyone else, out in public.

 


I'd taken a purity pledge, way back then. I
was legally an adult and it seemed like a very normal thing, then,
to wait until you were married to do that sort of thing. Later, not
so much, but it took getting away and a wild encounter to realize
that. I loved the purity ball at the church and Daddy took me to
it. For those who don't know, that's where you repeat your pledge
while he pledges to protect you from that particular sin.

 


Like I said, a lot of my friends took the
pledge with me. They all attended the ball, too, although I already
knew some of them shouldn't. I actually cried and prayed for them
when I discovered that they'd fallen. Hate the sin but love the
sinner – That sort of thing.

 


Dale was the boy next door, literally. A
nerdy gamer – with glasses and braces – who'd blossomed into an
athletic hunk over one summer break. We'd been friends based solely
on proximity. And then, we weren't. Somehow, though, it all came
around again and we were as one.

 


One of the best things about him – I'm not
gonna lie – was that he respected my purity pledge. That was
something that none of the boys I'd tried dating was cool with,
even though they went to the same church as me! But Dale saw how
important it was to me. “We've just become adults We have all the
time in the world,” he said, being so mature about it. “Your
devotion is one of the things that I like best about you.”

 


“What is he?” asked my
BFF, Sandy, when I told her what he said. “Is he queer or
something?” Sandy, of course, was one of those who didn't make it
to her wedding night. Not even close. Then again, who am I to talk?
And if you think that's a spoiler, you best reread the title of my
tale, here, and remember that along with many other things, Dale is
white.

 


That's another thing about our little pond,
middle of nowhere town. The lack of diversity. “What are you
talking about?” was a popular refrain, whenever the subject was
broached. “We've got all kinds, here... Blondes, brunettes,
redheads... We've got 'em all!” This was almost always followed by
raucous laughter. Honestly, I hadn't found the joke funny since I
learned what the word really meant, although I always made sure to
give the person telling it an amused nod and a smile. It was the
right thing to do, or so I'd always been told.

 


Going back to Sandy's comment, I chided her
for being so rude. “Why is being respectful viewed with such
negativity?” I retorted.

 


As it turned out, Dale wasn't just good at
eGames, he was good at the real ones as well. Especially football,
where he played well enough to earn a scholarship to a school near
Philly. They had a great business department and, since he and I
were planning to open an online store based out of our home back
home, I applied there as well.
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