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Chapter 1
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I desperately need to get laid, April Brooks decided, climbing onto a barstool in the back booth at Red’s Bar & Grill. Resting my evening sandal-shod feet on the table’s brass rail, I surveyed the dancing couples with an envious eye. It should have been easy back in my sleepy hometown, but it wasn’t. I didn’t want permanence, just a real man to finally make me feel like a real woman. 

Was that too much to ask? 

Apparently, the universe said yes, I realized, letting out a sigh. Men might be cheating dogs in general, but they did have their uses, like ridding a twenty-eight-year-old woman of her virginity. I wanted to find out what I was missing. Ached to, actually—if those hollow longings between my legs were anything to go by. I needed a dream lover—for one night.

Smoothing my new blue dress out on my lap, I figured it definitely beat my usual garb of lab coats and business suits. They belonged to the old me, the ex-dowdy assistant college professor. This sexy new dress fit the me I wanted to become. I was determined to reinvent myself as the owner of a successful Bed & Breakfast, and as a woman with at least some semblance of a sex life.

The jukebox twanged a song about ‘friends in low places.’ That about summed up Red’s, and it fit my mood. I hadn’t been able to resist coming here after leaving a friend’s wedding reception, needing a distraction. Twin calamities had flattened me like a one-two punch two weeks ago, and I was still trying to get over them. First, my Aunt Sadie had been incapacitated with a stroke. A week later, my personal life and career had imploded when I walked in on my fiancé and mentor, Edmund Jones, having sex with one of his grad students.

Humiliated, I’d instantly realized our three-year platonic relationship had been nothing but a sham to him. It was a shock to realize what a fool I’d been. For three years, I’d been tamping down my sexual desires, saving myself for a man that didn’t even want me. I’d coddled him, supported him, and helped him with his work. In short, I’d been more of a servant than a girlfriend. Edmund had even claimed to suffer from writer’s block, and I helped him get published. The truth was, I’d written the articles because he was too lazy, and he’d claimed all the credit. I hadn’t minded at the time, feeling like we were a team, and besides, he needed it for tenure.

Walking in on him, his trousers around his ankles and Tiffany kneeling in front of him, her lips swallowing his small red penis as he made disgusting grunting sounds, had vividly taught me how stupid I’d been. I’d resigned my position rather than work under the man anymore. 

Moving back home to run The Rosebud had been another move in the right direction, but in some ways, it had only made me feel more discontent with my lot in life. I didn’t fit in here, either. Seeing my old high school friends paired off reminded me that life was quickly passing me by. Which explained my showing up at Red’s tonight more demoralized than ever. When my best friend Ellen joked that I was so uptight I squeaked, I knew it was painfully true. It was high time I shed my cursed virginity. I needed a dream lover—for one night—to make me feel whole. 

Of course, he’d need to be good at sex. That was a given. I definitely required a man who could perform. 

Eyeing the selection of guys present, I suddenly had an epiphany. Given my academic background, it would be easiest to approach my deflowering as a research project. I could do this. The perfect candidate’s qualifications were quite simple and easy to define. He had to be reasonably good looking. No drop dead gorgeous men need apply, but he did need to be able to wake my slumbering hormones. He had to be very good at sex. And most of all, he couldn’t be clingy! After the way Edmund had wailed and pursued me after I’d left him, I couldn’t handle clingy. This would amount to a one-time occurrence, so I wouldn’t run the risk of getting attached to him and getting my heart broken. 

A burst of masculine laughter from the head of the bar snagged my attention, sending a little fission of heat up my spine. Good God! I recognized that rugged laugh, that powerful stance. Viewing him from the back, I still knew him by heart. And why not? I’d had a huge crush on him as a kid. 

Billy Shepard! 

Another visceral thrill shot through me. Five years older and the town’s rebel without a cause, he still looked good enough to eat. Not classically handsome, no. He was tall, muscular, dangerous, and something about him made me shiver right down to my toes. 

Now, Billy Shepard undoubtedly knew how to do it, and I’d bet my bottom dollar he could perform like a super stud. My gaze swept up his long jean clad legs, to focus on his sexy tight butt for a long beat. Biting my lip, I slowly let my gaze drift up his muscular frame to focus on his wavy, coal black hair. Still a bit too long to be considered proper, it brushed his collar. I itched to run my fingers through it. If his front looked half as good as I remembered, I’d just found my man. 

My father would have said he was a renegade, my mother would have referred to him as too wild for his own good. I thought he was just plain yummy.

He turned, and my heart fluttered, slamming against my chest. He was still sexy as sin, and twice as good looking. As if he’d felt my stare, he looked straight at me. He’d grown into a hard-edged, handsome man, I conceded. His eyes a dark midnight blue, his nose straight, and his chin strong. Billy’s mouth—oh my, his mouth, conjured up all kinds of forbidden fantasies inside me. I wanted to taste it. 

“Perfect,” I whispered, and he grinned, like he’d read my lips. 

I looked away, flustered as my body burned.

***
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WILL SHEPARD STOOD stock still at the bar. The only thing moving was his cock, swelling behind the fly of his jeans. Little April Brooks was giving him a hard-on from across the room. Not so little anymore, he amended. She was nicely filled out, from her sweetly rounded ass to her full breasts, enhanced by the silky dress she wore. They were more than a handful for him, and he had big hands. He’d noticed her the moment she’d entered, tracking her movement across the bar. She was a lethal combination. Half the men in the joint sat up and took notice.

He knew precisely why she was back in sleepy Landis Falls. She was the new proprietress of The Rosebud, one of his firm’s biggest construction jobs. He’d been in the midst of the renovation when Sadie Brooks had a stroke two weeks back. Now little April Brooks was back to take the helm. Watching the telltale blush on her face, he figured he had something else he’d like her to take hold of—all twelve inches.

Everything about her was a turn-on, from her red hair to her sparkling green eyes. She was unforgettable. When she was five, he’d chased her with worms and playfully pelted her with snowballs. When she was twelve, she’d been a gangly girl with pigtails, playing the flute in the middle school band. He’d been just off to the Army when she’d been in high school. He remembered the shy former nerd she used to be. 

Funny, but he hadn’t thought about her for years. He watched her nibble her full lower lip as she peeked back at him, and he groaned. He knew when a woman wanted him. Yeah, he had plans for those luscious lips. 

Stalking her way, he acknowledged to himself he was acting like a damned fool, but it didn’t slow his stride. He was respectable now. A businessman. His well-respected construction company belonged to the Chamber Of Commerce, for Pete’s sake. After his divorce two years back, he’d been very cautious about the women he chose to bed. 

But, damn, like a moth drawn to an irresistible flame, he made his way to her side.

***
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I WATCHED BILLY CROSS the floor, his eyes never leaving mine. What now? Considering how busy academic life had kept me, I hadn’t learned how to flirt well. And then, he was there, sidling up to me, and I stopped thinking. 

Breathing in the mingled scents of sandalwood and man, my heart fluttered again. He seemed to take up the entire space, the noise and people around us receding into insignificance. 

He leaned in close. “Hello, pretty lady.”

Pretty? Me? Probably just pick-up lines, I decided and promptly got lost in his deep blue eyes. “Hi. I’m...um...Andrea. Yeah, Andrea Bates.” This would be easier for me to do if I remained a mystery woman. Like an actress playing a role, I could act sexy if I put my mind to it. I held out my hand for him to shake, watching his reaction to my blatant lie. There was a small twitch of his manly lips as he broke into a friendly smile. 

“Will Shepard,” he said, setting his beer bottle on the table to shake my hand.

I felt a surge of excitement as his big hand enfolded mine. My gaze darted to the big bulge in his pants, obvious behind the placket of his tight jeans, and I gulped. He was definitely the right choice. Face heating, I looked up, giving him what I hoped was a confidant smile. After a long moment, he let go of my hand and picked up his beer. His thick fingers curled around the long neck bottle.

They were big and rough from manual labor. How would they feel on my sensitive nipples, on the hot spot between my legs that was growing heavy and dewy as I stared at his hand? Tracking my gaze back to his face, I watched him take a sip of his beer, his throat opening and closing as he swallowed. 

Unable to hold it in any longer I blurted, “Will Shepard, would you like to take me to bed?”

As my words registered, he choked on his beer for a minute. His eyes flashed, his mouth twitched again, and the bulge in his pants grew bigger. 

Yes! I’d made the right choice.

He edged nearer, his crotch bumping my hip. “You don’t beat around the bush, do you...ah, Andrea?” he asked with a grin.

Burning where he touched me, I looked up at him, studying the slight flush on his face. He was just as affected by the contact. It was a balm to my wounded femininity. 

“I believe in being direct. Well?”

“Sure,” he said, his voice a husky bedroom rumble. “I’d love to take you to bed, precious.”

The pet name sounded nice, it flowed over me like honey and made my nipples tighten. The space between my legs melted. “Good.”

Snatching my purse, I nudged him, getting him to move back so I could slip out of the booth. I’d be cool and sophisticated about this if it killed me. Resisting the urge to grab him by the hand and drag him out of there, I headed for the door. I could hardly believe my beginner’s luck. I’d caught big game—Billy Shepard.

He fell into step beside me, possessively looping a long arm around my waist. A sensual shiver shot through me. He must have felt my tremor, because he squeezed, and the breath caught in my throat as my knees wobbled.

When we stepped into the warm June night, I breathed in a lungful of steamy air, collecting my thoughts. The sultry night air stirred my senses, but not as much as the hunk clinging possessively to my waist, as if he didn’t want to let me get away. He didn’t need to worry, I wasn’t going anywhere but the nearest motel. Phase one of my deflowering was about to begin. 

Gazing up at him, I couldn’t help focusing on his sensual mouth. What would it taste like, feel like, skimming along my tender skin? I stopped by my car and turned to him. “William, if you’d like to follow me to the nearest motel, I’ll secure us a room.” 

His mouth twitched again, as if he thought my offer amusing, and I wondered if I’d made a big mistake. If he wasn’t going to take this seriously—

He stepped closer, pressing me back against my car, his eyes twinkling. “Why me, precious? Why’d I get to be the lucky guy?”

He sounded hesitant, and I decided he looked a little concerned. 

“Because you’re perfect,” I said, meaning every word. I watched his mood lighten, his eyes twinkle, and breathed a sigh of relief.

“I’m glad you think so.”

“I do.”

“Well then,” he said, pressing closer. “First of all, only my mother calls me William. How about Will or even Billy, if you like. Second, we’ll go to my place, precious.”

Sensually overcome as he brushed against me, hot and demanding, I tried to focus on my objections. If I picked the place, I had the power. But would a macho guy like this go along with being controlled? Would it hurt his male ego for me to pay for the room? Feeling the hard length of his manhood bump against my abdomen, I gasped. 

“I don’t know, Will.” 

His smile tightened, leaning into me, my breasts pillowed against his chest. His hands skimmed up my sides, coming to rest on either side of my breasts, his thumbs teasing, inches from my nipples. 

A needy moan poured from my mouth as I arched into him, my head falling back.

“I love that sound, red.” Taking advantage of my open throat, he bent to nuzzle it, moving to nip at my earlobe. 

Swamped by erotic sensation, I could only whimper and press closer.

Sucking on my earlobe he murmured, “Precious, as the one who was asked, I should get to pick the place. It’s common sexual courtesy.”

Was he teasing me? Pulling back, I missed the pressure of his hot body against my sensitive breasts. Licking my lips, I focused on that sexy mouth of his. “It is?”

“Sure.” He grinned at me, his pelvis rocking teasingly against mine.

Sparks of pleasure shot though me. At his wolfish smile, I wondered how many women he’d bedded, and thought about chickening out. “Well, I’m not...”

He cocked his head, watching me. “If you’re wondering, I haven’t been with a woman for over six months.” He smiled, rocking against me again. “As you can feel, I’m primed and ready.”

“And not clingy,” I added.

He chuckled. “You got that right, precious! I’m definitely not clingy.” He backed off, motioned to an old pickup a few slots down. “Hop in the old truckster, and we’ll be on our way.”

“I’ll follow you in my car.” I didn’t like his domineering tendencies, but I could put up with them for one night. The compensations were obvious—I slanted another look at the bulge in his pants, the spot between my legs hot. I missed the feel of him pressing against me. 

“Just remember, Will, I picked you. I’m in charge.”
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Chapter 2
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Will glanced at the speedometer and realized he was doing eighty. He eased his foot off the accelerator, telling himself to get a grip. Just because April had asked him to fuck her, it was no reason to freak out. Still, he couldn’t help gazing at her headlights in his rearview mirror. Her silver Audi kept pace with his truck. He felt like a kid on Christmas morning. He couldn’t wait to unwrap her and sink his dick into her body. 

Why was she trying to go incognito? As if he wouldn’t recognize her. She might not be the same little nerd she’d been in grade school, but the fire in her green eyes shone just as bright. Back then, he’d noticed her in the same offhanded way he’d notice a real pest. He sure as hell was noticing her now—every luscious curve. He shifted in his seat, his cock swelling.

Picking up men was new to her. He could tell by her guilty blush. Good gravy—a woman who could blush while she asked you to screw her. It boggled his mind, and threatened to drive him right over the edge. Just brushing up against her as she trembled, looking at him like he was a hero sandwich and she was starving, was enough to make him cum in his jeans. But he didn’t want to spill it, he wanted to feed her his cock and feel her tremble all over him. The fit would be perfect, he knew. She would be hot, creamy, and ready for him.

Speeding toward his cabin, he decided to ignore all her crap about not being clingy. She was gun-shy for some reason, probably some jerk who’d hurt her. April would soon find out he wasn’t that kind of guy. He’d stick like glue until he learned every sultry curve of her body. He also intended to figure out why she was picking up men in bars. Lucky for her, she’d picked him instead of some shark at Red’s. As if he’d have allowed anyone else to be in his place.

***
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MY HANDS WERE DAMP on the steering wheel, my whole body trembling like something momentous was about to occur. It was just a little harmless sex. People did it every day. I just didn’t happen to be one of them. Will was going to remedy that situation for me. 

How would it be? What did he look like under those jeans? I’d felt his stiff length as he pressed against me, and it had seemed enormous. My womanhood quivered, growing wet, when I thought about it.

Would I be able to take him? Would he give me enormous pleasure? Just brushing against him had been mind-blowing. What would it be like to have him naked, over me, inside me? The questions replayed in my mind.

Will turned onto a rural lane that snaked around Loon Lake, and I eased my foot off the accelerator, panicking. The Rosebud was across the lake. I could almost see the decrepit Victorian inn I was about to take over from here. Did I want to do this so close to home? What if Will figured out my deception? I didn’t like to think of crossing him, not that I’d ever heard of him hitting a woman. A few guys, yeah, but a woman? No. He’d probably just dump me or maybe turn me over his knee. Even that sounded sexy, kinky as it was. I was rapidly turning into one big erogenous zone. 

Pressing my foot on the accelerator, I decided to risk it, even if going a little too close to home made me nervous. The Rosebud loomed dark across the water. It’d been shut down for months, undergoing renovations. They’d halted when Sadie had been hospitalized. Now, she was recovering in a rehab center. I was about to resume the renovations. That is, if I could come to an understanding with Ace Contractors. They’d yet to answer any of my messages. 

Trailing Will’s old truck, I turned into his long driveway. We drove up to a new two-story log cabin. Gazing at the rough-hewn logs in admiration, I decided it was pretty. Sturdy, traditional, just like Will. I had a feeling he’d built it himself, carving out a cozy retreat in the country.

His truck came to a halt. I pulled in next to him as he got out.

This was it. Could I actually bring myself to go through with it, or would I chicken out?

My lips tingled as I gazed at him in the moonlight. His ground-eating stride was closing in on my car. 

Too eager for his kisses to be cautious, and playing it cool, I opened my car door. When he reached in to take my hand and help me out of the car, I was touched by his gallantry, and also more than a bit flustered. His warm hand closed over my upper arm as I stood, and he tugged me aside, shutting my car door with a firm clunk. I gave a delighted shiver. 

He was so self-assured—masterful, even. Did I want that? I’d wanted to call all the shots, make all the moves. Now, it seemed more exciting to have him do it.

He reached out to touch my cheek, his gaze watchful and hot.

Tender, his soft caress of my cheek made my breath leave me in a heated whoosh.

Clearly puzzled, he asked. “What’s wrong, precious?”

“Wrong?” I bit my lip, trying not to look nervous. This was going all wrong. I wanted to appear confident. 

He nodded. “You seem uneasy about something.”

“Who? Me?” My self-assurance was fading fast, but I was determined to see this through.

Studying me, he drew in a deep breath. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t we start things out slow?” His tender tone silenced my lingering doubts.

Slow sounded right to me. I could do slow. “Okay.”

He smiled. “How about we try a kiss first?” 

Closing my eyes, I pursed my lips and leaned forward, waiting. When nothing happened, I opened my eyes to find him gazing at me. 

“Well?”

His eyes narrowed as he frowned. “Haven’t you ever been kissed before?”

“Of course, I have!” I insisted, my cheeks flaming. I’d been kissed three times by Edmund—polite little pecks I now knew meant nothing to him. Still, I couldn’t quite bring myself to reveal those failures. 

“Well, those guys must have been complete amateurs,” he muttered. He leaned back against my car and tugged me around to stand in front of him. “Now, lean forward and brush my mouth with yours. Try to make me kiss you back.”

Embarrassed and excited, I leaned forward, brushing his firm lips with mine, whisper soft. I let out a sigh. It was nice. But he wasn’t kissing me back. I inched closer, stepping between his open feet, and tried again. Pressing my lips against his, I felt his mouth warm and soften. I flicked out my tongue to taste him. 

He groaned low in his throat, and I shivered with raw excitement. 

His arms went around my neck as I kissed him harder. His mouth opened for me, and my tongue darted inside. It was so exciting. I shuddered, clinging to him. He tasted wonderful, of beer and passion. His mouth molded against mine. I sagged against his strong body, the bulge of his manhood pressing against the juncture of my thighs. My core nestled against him, tingling as he pulled me tight.

I pressed closer to him. Will was kissing me, his tongue slipping into my mouth. His erection pressed hard against me. Whimpering, I all but melted into him, hot all over as my lower body burned. 

Now I knew what everyone was raving about. Kissing was wonderful.

My nipples tingled, budded against the solid wall of his chest. I couldn’t resist rubbing them against him, the hussies, and gasped at the electric sensation. My panties were getting damp, growing embarrassingly soaked with my wetness as the tingling between my legs increased. I arched my pelvis. His big hands cupped my bottom as he pulled me in, bumping against me. 

I whimpered into his mouth as I seemed to have some sort of seizure, my womb contracting, pulsing. Lightning shot through me and I could hardly breathe.

Will held me close, his big hand smoothing my back. Letting him take my weight, I sagged against him. Laying my head against his chest, I listened to his heart race. I could feel it, hear it. And his bulge remained huge. I felt it pressing hard against my rippling femininity, still quivering with little after spasms. 

Resting against him, replete, I confessed, “I never knew...”

His hands tightened on my hips. “Don’t tell me that was your first.” 

“First?”

“Orgasm,” he said, tightly.

“Oh.” My face was hot with a blush, but what the heck? I’d already as good as admitted it. “Yup. My very first.”

“Hmm,” he rumbled. “You are a mystery.”

“Good,” I said with a smile, leaning, cuddled against him. A mystery was exactly what I wanted to be to him. 

Pushing me back on my heels, he said, “Let’s take this inside, precious.”

I took his strong hand in mine, wondering what other pleasures I might discover. This first foray into passion was beyond anything I’d imagined. I’d definitely picked the right partner. Will, my instructor in the Art of Love. 

He led me toward the dark porch. A big animal’s shape suddenly loomed, moving quickly on the porch, frightening me for a moment until I realized it was a hound of some sort. 

“Looks like we’ve got a reception committee.”

Tugging her forward, he smiled. “Meet Buck, my dog.”

Gazing at the huge shaggy beast as we stepped closer, I couldn’t help but be amused. The hound had pointy ears, a burly body, and lots of fur. “That’s a dog?”

“Sure,” he said, leading me forward. “Best watch dog in town. But don’t worry, I promise you, he won’t bite.” He chuckled, adding, “And neither will I.”

“Some watchdog,” I said with a smile, seeing the sleepy looking huge mutt clearly as we stepped onto the wraparound wooden porch.

“Buck believes in expending his energy only on important things, just like his master.” He scratched Buck’s scraggly head. “Right, boy?”

Buck’s tail flopped on the floorboards twice, then he lay down and went back to sleep.

“So, you and Buck share a similar work ethic?” I asked, amused as Will opened the cabin’s front door.

“You bet.” He smiled at her, one raven dark brow quirking. “I’m willing to expend all the energy it takes—on the right projects.”

“Such as?” I asked, fascinated as I stepped forward.

“You, sweetheart.” He backed me over the threshold. “You are number one on my ‘to do’ list.”

Delighted, I shivered, slightly shocked by the double entendre. He meant to do me, and do me right. I stepped into the house, blushing, as he shut the door. He shot home the lock, and I shivered again, excited and a bit scared. I was in his home, and in his hands. What would he do with me? 

He came forward, and I closed my eyes, bracing myself for the sensual onslaught. Would he pounce? 

His hand cupped my cheek, his touch soft and gentle, but nothing happened. I opened my eyes. Wasn’t he going to kiss me? I craved his kisses now. He looked at me funny, as if he was trying to figure out my secrets.

“You haven’t had much experience, have you?”

Did it show that much? I blinked back tears at his tender tone, telling myself they were from frustration. 

“No,” I admitted, embarrassed. I stared at his sensual mouth. If only he’d kiss me.

He frowned. “If you want to change your mind, leave now.”

I shivered, hearing his suddenly gritty tone. He was serious. Not a boy to be played with. But then, I’d never played with boys. This was a special night, and I wasn’t about to pass it up. I was determined to learn all the love lessons I’d missed out on. 

“I’m not going to change my mind, Will.”

“Good. Upstairs.” He took my hand, leading me up the open log staircase to a loft bedroom. 

When he switched on the light, I glanced around the master bedroom. It was bright and airy, with windows overlooking the lake. I could make out the outline of The Rosebud across the water. 

Then I looked at the king-sized bed, covered in a patchwork quilt, and felt a heat wave surge through me. Embarrassed, I hoped he wouldn’t notice.

He shut the door and walked over to me. I stood still, not quite knowing what to do with my hands. But his sinful smile made me forget my fear. I reached up to circle his neck with my arms, pulling him down for a kiss. This I knew how to do properly, thanks to him. 

***
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WILL GROANED, LEGS spread, pulling her tighter against him. She was driving him crazy. Her kisses were enough to make him cum in his jeans. He ground against her, grabbing her generously curved ass, tugging her to him so she could feel how hard he was. She seemed to freeze for a moment before going all fluid on him. 

He told himself to take it easy, not scare her. She was a delicate flower to be approached carefully.

He let go of her bottom, hearing her murmur of disappointment. “All in good time, precious,” he said, reaching behind her to unzip her dress. She gasped, no doubt embarrassed as he undressed her. After slipping the dress down her body, he let it fall to the floor with a swish. He actually felt her shiver as she leaned against him. “Easy, precious.”

He was in a hurry now—desperate for her—but not wanting to scare her. Delicate flower, he kept repeating in his head. She wore a prim white set of panties and bra. He still thought she looked sexier than any Victoria’s Secret model. His gaze fixed on her full breasts, the nipples poking against the white cotton bra. The embarrassment on her pretty face made him fear she was backing out. 

“Undress me,” he said to distract her. 

She gulped, her blush deepening as she reached up to unbutton his shirt, then he tugged it out of his jeans. 

He grinned, pleased he’d taken her mind off her near nudity and put it on him instead. Kicking off his shoes, he waited. She approached his jeans tentatively, unbuckling his belt, and removing it. Then, she unsnapped his jeans and lowered the zipper. He watched her nibble her sexy lower lip as she tugged his jeans, and he thought he’d lose it then and there.

She was so shy. He could almost swear she was a virgin. But would a virgin try to pick up a man? He stepped out of his pants. She was on her knees, blowjob level, but that pleasure could come later. Later, after he’d taken the edge off his need. 

Kneeling before him, she pulled down his briefs part way, looking like a virgin sacrifice. He bit back a groan as she studied him in pure fascination. She reached out to brush the throbbing head of his cock with trembling fingers, sliding a curious look up at him. 

Taking her hand, he tugged her to her feet. “Bed,” was all he could get out, all but tossing her onto it.

She scrambled around to the headboard, eyes wide as saucers. Her gaze focused on his cock as he stripped off his briefs the rest of the way and came toward her. He settled into the bed beside her, reaching for her, kissing her, pressing her back into the mattress. Her arms came around him, holding him tight. 

He kissed her, feeling her sweet mouth open for him. His tongue surged inside, tasting her, mastering her. She was sweet. He reached behind her, unhooking her bra. 

She stiffened, and he pulled back, looking at her. She was blushing again. Silently, he waited for her protest. When she voiced no objections, he breathed a sigh of relief.

As the bra pulled away, his hot gaze roved over her full breasts. They were perfect. Two full creamy ice cream cones, with strawberry peaked nipples. And she was blushing right down to them. He was speechless, reaching out to touch them. She shuddered, but it was a good shudder—excited and turned on. 

He bent to taste one sweet nipple, drawing it into his mouth. She moaned, shivering under him. When he pulled away, she whimpered. 

“Do it again. Please, Billy.” 

He chuckled against her breast. He hadn’t been called Billy since he was twelve, but he was happy to comply. He suckled her while fanning the other nipple with his fingers. She cried out, arching against him.

He reached down to cup her plump mound through her panties. It was hot and damp under his palm. He pressed, and she shuddered, moaning, and he damned near came. She was making him hard as stone. 

“Oh, baby,” he said, butting against her with his cock, his fingers tracing the cleft of her pussy through her cotton panties. She shivered, her nails digging into his arm.

“Oh, my,” she gasped, arching toward his touch. 

He groaned, rubbing against her, as he brushed her clit through the material. She whimpered, her legs thrashing. He started to peel off her panties, and she seemed to freeze up again for a moment. Once they were down, she was pressing against him again. His concern that something was off receded as his dick made contact with her thigh. 

Bending to kiss her, he was lost. April’s lush mouth opened under his as he stroked the plump split peach of her hot pussy. She whimpered, her legs opening as he fingered her labia, his thumb circling her clit. It was stiff, and she was wet and slick. She whimpered into his mouth when he pushed a finger into her. 

God, she was tight and pulsing. She clamped down on him, and he groaned knowing how good it would be with her. Settling between her thighs, his cock bumped against her thigh as he bent to kiss her. Despite how much he wanted this to last, he couldn’t take much more. He reached in the nightstand for a condom, and sheathed himself while kissing her. 

Breaking the kiss, he gazed down at her. 

She blushed and looked away, not meeting his gaze when he looked at her. 

It bothered him. He wasn’t some anonymous dick to pleasure her. Why wouldn’t she look at him? 

As he started to enter her creamy hot pussy, he saw her tense, felt her tighten around him as if bracing herself for attack, and it became crystal clear to him. 

She wasn’t teasing him. She was a virgin. 

Calling himself a fool, he groaned, holding himself in check. He ached to push past the barrier of her cherry and find completion inside her semi-willing body. She wanted it, but she was afraid. How in the hell had she managed to make it to twenty-eight untouched? She was so damned sexy.

***
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I WAITED, EYES CLOSED, holding my breath while Will lay atop me. My pulse raced, my nipples were hard sensitive peaks, still wet from his sucking. The juncture of my thoighs was even wetter while it quivered around his head. I needed him deep inside me now. 

His cock twitched, throbbing at my body’s gate. Why wasn’t he deflowering me? 

I peeked up at him. He was sweating, and veins stood out on his neck. Something was drastically wrong. 

“Well?” I arched against his throbbing cock, gasping when it inched deeper, causing pain.

He groaned. “When were you going to tell me you were a virgin?”

I gazed up at him, stricken. How had he guessed? “I won’t be when you get through.”

He closed his eyes on a strangled groan. He lowered his head. “You’re killing me, precious.”

What did he mean by that? I’d hardly even touched him. I tried to gaze at his expression, but it was difficult with his head down that way. Did it mean he wasn’t going to? Didn’t he fancy virgins? I might not be the most experienced bed partner, but darn it all, he owed me something. I’d hauled my cookies out here for him. He was still hard, throbbing inside my opening, making my pelvic area ultra sensitive. Nerve endings I never knew I had were coming alive, clamoring for him. 

Still, he didn’t move. I felt like crying from the disappointment, but didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. And then, finally he lifted his head. He smiled just a little, in a strained way. Nevertheless, it was a smile. I breathed a sigh of relief, and arched again, wincing when he slipped a bit farther inside me. 
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