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  Chapter 1




  God in heaven, it had come. This was the day.




  Opening her eyes, Jacqueline Ross saw soft sunshine falling in blocks across her bedroom, the sky outside her window a vivid blue.




  Sitting up, she shook back her long hair and stifled a surge of nervous excitement as she reached for the bell pull. Already she was trembling in excitement, she thought ruefully, and the ceremony wouldn’t be until late afternoon.




  That was when she would become Lady Trevor, the bride of the sixth Earl of Hallworth. It was hard to believe that she could be so lucky as to actually marry for love when so many of her friends and acquaintances were forced to accept arranged unions based on financial and social reasons. The fact that her future husband was gorgeously handsome, infallibly considerate, and considered the catch of the season, made it all even more like some romantic fable in which the princess finds her heroic and dashing prince and they live happily ever after...




  Tonight, she thought, her face heating, she would truly become his wife in every way.




  “Good morning, Miss.” Her maid, Mary, bustled in with a tray, her smiling face reflecting Jacqueline’s own joy. “It’s a lovely day for a wedding, if I may say so.”




  Propped back on her pillows, Jackie agreed dreamily, “It’s like a dream come true.”




  * * * *




  “I feel as if I’m trapped in a damned nightmare,” Adam Trevor admitted in a strained voice, walking slowly across his study to stare out the window at the mockingly beautiful sky. Not a cloud in sight, he thought with cynical despair, when it would have been much more appropriate to his mood to have dreary droplets of rain cascading downward in an interminable downpour. “It’s my damned wedding day, for God’s sake.”




  Behind him, his brother sat in a shocked silence. Adam could almost feel Alex’s effort to grope for words...not even the right words, just anything to say to a man who had just admitted such a devastating secret. If their roles were reversed, he would also be speechless. Finally, Alex murmured hoarsely, “I assume you have been to more than one physician.”




  Without turning around, Adam replied wearily, “Hell, of course. Though, quite frankly, it isn’t the most enjoyable thing to explain to anyone, even a doctor, that you are having trouble functioning as a man. I am also not anxious to have others know this—I’m sure you can sympathize with that sentiment.” Slowly turning, using his cane, Adam felt the flush of a ridiculous shame climb up his neck. “They all say the same thing. When I was injured in the accident six weeks ago, the damage to the groin muscles probably restricts the blood flow in that...crucial area.” His smile was a twisted parody of the real thing. “All I know is that when I hold Jacqueline in my arms now, I feel the same ardent desire, but my body doesn’t respond as it should. I just don’t get...hard. I couldn’t believe it at first...I have always tried to be so careful that she never noticed my reaction whenever I touched her, and believe me, I reacted as any man would.”




  “I’m sure. She’s a very beautiful woman. However, as a gentleman, you can’t really touch her yet; maybe your body knows that...have you tried someone else?”




  “Yes.” Adam’s face tightened, he could feel it despite his quest for control. “One of Eleanor’s best girls...a luscious brunette courtesan with undeniable talents. I was both humiliated and unsuccessful. Apparently, this does happen to some men from time to time, and she seemed to think nothing about it. I pretended to have imbibed a great deal of claret, and she laughingly tucked me into bed. Needless to say, it had never happened to me before, and that’s when I became truly concerned.”




  “Does Jacqueline know about this...this problem?”




  “She’s innocent, of course, and has no idea there’s anything wrong. Hell, she’s the last person I would ever tell.” Adam added harshly and honestly, “You’re my brother and there’s no denying we’re closer than most siblings, yet it sorely grates on my pride to admit this to you, much less to the woman I love.”




  “Jesus.” Shoving himself abruptly to his feet, Alex crossed the room and fumbled with the brandy decanter. “I don’t care if it’s still morning, I need a drink.”




  “Pour me one, too,” Adam muttered. “God knows I need one for the next part of our conversation.”




  Dashing brandy carelessly into snifters, Alex walked over and handed one to him, furrowing his brow. “Next part? Please tell me the doctors predict you’ll recover.”




  The brandy burned going down and hit his empty stomach like a slamming fist; he took such a big gulp. Adam coughed and responded grimly, “They think so.”




  Sinking back into a leather chair, his long legs sprawled, and carelessly dangling his glass from long, elegant fingers, his brother asked cautiously, “Only think so?”




  “No assurances. There is a lot of swelling still, and torn muscles take time. That could be the problem...they think it is, and as it mends, the inflammation will hopefully subside and not impede the vessels necessary for normal sexual arousal.” Adam took another deep drink of the bracing beverage in his hand and tried to sound matter-of-fact. “But...it’s possible I will never again be able to achieve an erection.”




  Saying the words out loud was worse than hearing them, he found, and hearing them had been like a knife being impaled through his chest.




  Shoving his hand carelessly through his thick hair, Alex stared at him in sympathetic male consternation, a dawning realization of his true plight in his eyes. “Bloody hell, Adam, what are you going to do? Like you said, this is your damned wedding day.”




  Lifting his brows, he asked caustically, “Do you think I don’t know that? Why the devil do you think I’m telling you something this personal anyway?”




  If Alex was anything, he was blunt. He was also reckless, charming, and beyond a doubt, one of England’s most determined rakehells, but he was always forthright. He said frankly, “Is it fair to your lovely betrothed to marry her, knowing you may never be able to be a true husband or give her children?”




  That, of course, was the horrible moral dilemma, the one he’d struggled with ever since he realized there was a problem after the accident. “I love her,” Adam said simply, moving to sink painfully into the chair behind his desk, setting his cane aside. “Passionately, completely, with every fiber of my being. I will do anything to have her as my wife. In fact, I think I’m about to prove that.”




  Obviously puzzled and concerned, Alex lifted his dark blond brows. “Stop talking in cryptic circles, would you? This is a mess, and yet you haven’t even told your unknowing bride something that might seriously concern her future. It isn’t like you, Adam, to be anything but completely responsible...I’m the wild one, remember? What are you going to tell your gorgeous wife tonight when you don’t consummate your union? Putting it off won’t help anything.”




  “It might, if I recover. She doesn’t have to ever know.”




  “That’s an interesting delusion,” Alex murmured incredulously, “and I’m not being cruel because you’re my brother and I can’t even imagine how you feel, but I happen to be fond of my future sister-in-law, and this doesn’t seem very equitable to her.”




  Leaning his arm on his desk, Adam asked evenly, “How fond?”




  “What?” Alex stopped, his brandy glass arrested at his lips.




  They had always had the ability—perhaps it was those nine months spent in the womb together—to read each other’s thoughts with uncanny precision. Adam just sat there and gazed at his brother with an unfaltering stare and saw at once when Alex comprehended what he was suggesting. “It would work,” he said softly and quickly before his brother could protest, “think about it. Yes, she knows me...but not in the muted light, in bed, where Jackie has absolutely no experience. She’s a virgin, so she’ll be nervous, and the last thing on her mind would be a suspicion that it was you, and not me, bedding her. In fact, the notion is ludicrous, isn’t it? We’re unusually close, true, but who on earth would think I would let my brother have carnal knowledge of my wife?”




  “No one, because it’s insane,” Alex rasped out, sitting utterly still, his azure eyes narrowed. “Are you really asking me to fuck Jacqueline for you?”




  Adam eyed the wavy dark blond curls that brushed his brother’s neck, the straight nose—perhaps a little long, the high cheekbones and thickly-lashed blue eyes that were as familiar as looking in a mirror. He said unemotionally, “We are identical twins, Alex, and we have fooled other people plenty of times, including our own mother. In fact, most people can’t tell us apart, even those who have known us for years. Fool Jackie and leave me forever in your debt.”




  “You can’t mean it.” The raw note in Alex’s voice was a mixture of disbelief and an understanding of what it had cost to even suggest such a mad scheme. “How the hell would you endure it, Adam? You love her, you just said so, and I know it’s true...I envy you for it, if you want the truth, because I have never loved a woman in any other but the most physical of ways.”




  “If it means I get to keep her, to be her husband, to smile at her over the breakfast table, and have her on my arm at the opera and the parties so the world knows she’s mine...that will make me endure it.” It was the simple truth. He’d sat and weighed the myriad of his emotions one by one and found that risking losing her was simply not an option. “I don’t want her to know about my condition. This is the only way. Luckily, you sold your townhouse and will be staying here at Hallworth, so when we switch places and you go to her, it will be easy.”




  “Christ...you aren’t even talking about just one night, are you?” Alex shook his head, looking uncharacteristically rattled, the suave smooth charm he was renowned for replaced by reluctant uncertainty. “I don’t think we can pull this off, Adam. Yes, we look exactly alike, that I grant, but we aren’t similar in personality. I am not sure I can even act the staid and responsible earl, especially in the capacity to which we are referring.”




  “Feel free not to. I have an intense passion for her, as a woman she senses it, and I have told her so. In the bedroom, everyone is allowed to be different. If as a lover, all Jackie knows is you, she won’t think anything of the fact I am not the same during the day.” His throat suddenly tight, Adam toyed with his now empty glass and said somberly, “Though I ask you to do this, the risk is entirely mine, brother. My happiness is what lies in the balance, that, and holding on to what I value in this world more than title and wealth. If she finds out, I will answer to her.”




  “I suspect that’s the truth,” Alex said forcefully. “At the very least you are making her an unwitting adulteress. And as for myself, I am not sure what position you are putting me in.”




  “Desperate measures apply to this situation.”




  “I suppose they do.”




  “Then you agree?”




  For a long moment, Alex sat there in frowning silence. Then he lifted his glass in a mock salute and drained it. He said darkly, “You are my brother. Did you ever doubt I would?”




  * * * *




  The mansion in Mayfair was alive with lights and people.




  The music swirled upward, the floor glittering with hundreds of guests as the orchestra played a popular waltz. The ballroom was resplendent with flowers, food, and champagne flowed like water. Everywhere there were guests drinking, laughing, and celebrating.




  Celebrating the marriage of the Earl of Hallworth and his undeniably radiant bride.




  It is true. Alex he watched his brother attempt a slow and awkward dance with a laughing Jacqueline in his arms. They are a striking couple. It was incredible, but his brother had pulled off the wedding ceremony with complete composure, not once by look or gesture giving any clue to his personal agony. Tall and blond, he gazed at his new wife with open and complete adoration, the cane he’d had to use since the riding accident that had almost crippled him in one hand, his other arm around her dainty waist.




  Adam’s bride was stunning at all times, but particularly this night in a wedding dress of pale blue silk strung with hundreds of tiny seed pearls, her shining auburn hair caught up in a cascade of gleaming curls that fell over her pale, slender shoulders. Her figure was enough to make any woman envious, full breasts emphasizing a slender waist and graceful hips, her ivory skin an arresting contrast to her rich hair, her long-lashed eyes a soft shade of gray so unusual that they were actually silver. Delicately featured and intensely feminine, upon her bow into London society, Jacqueline Ross had drawn the eyes of most of the young bucks of the ton, but as far as Alex could tell, she had fallen almost immediately for his brother and her affection had nothing to do with the title or wealth he offered her.




  Dammit, they were in love and it was preposterous that fate had to meddle with such remorseless glee in their happiness.




  Using him as a Satan’s instrument, no less—the deceptive by-proxy lover who was supposed to make this a night an innocent young woman would remember forever.




  Reaching for a passing tray, Alex wryly plucked a glass of sparkling wine from it and lifted it to his lips, draining it swiftly. To his dismay, he heard the huge clock in the outer hall begin to chime, even above the ripple of the music the distinct clang of the clapper intoning the midnight hour.




  And this was the first time in his life, he reminded himself with sardonic humor, that he wasn’t looking forward to fucking a beautiful, willing woman. His reputation as a profligate rogue was fairly earned...he enjoyed women and had a healthy sexual appetite that he appeased quite often.




  But tonight was not going to be a lighthearted romp between the sheets with some bored young wife of an elderly baronet, or a heated interlude with the newest voluptuous actress to grace the London stage...tonight he was supposed to perform the ultimate betrayal he could ever imagine and make love to his brother’s new wife.




  Since it was the appointed hour, he didn’t stay, but instead slipped out and went upstairs, as he had agreed to do, using a back servants’ stairway, knowing they were all occupied with the bustle of having so many guests. Once in his own suite, glancing at the clock, Alex discarded his cravat. As Adam had instructed, he waited about thirty minutes and then picked up a bottle of fine French brandy and left the room.




  His brother’s young valet answered the door. Lifting the bottle with a grin, Alex said jokingly, “One last drink before he surrenders himself fully to the chains of matrimony, Harper. It isn’t every day my only brother gets married.”




  “Of course, sir. The earl said you might stop by before he retires.”




  Adam was half-undressed, discarding his shirt. With perfect calm direction, he lifted a dark blond brow and said, “Thanks, Harper, you may go, and I doubt I’ll need you early tomorrow for understandable reasons.”




  The boy colored slightly at the direct reference to the upcoming night, and then bowed away, closing the door behind him. Almost immediately, Adam said urgently, “Give me your shirt and jacket...our trousers look close enough to be interchangeable. Here’s my dressing gown, disrobe and put it on. I told Jackie I would give her half an hour.”




  Holding his brother’s gaze for a long moment, Alex asked hoarsely, “You’re sure? It isn’t too late to explain it all to her...she loves you; even for a jaded roué like me, that’s plain to see. She’ll understand—”




  “No, damn it all, I can’t stand the thought that she would know.” Adam’s face twisted in pain as he interrupted, his blue eyes shadowed and darkly desperate. “You’ll take care with her innocence, I know that. Jesus,” briefly he ran his hand over his face, “this is almost unbearable, but not as much as having her think of me as less than a man. Do you have any idea how much I love her?”




  The concept of love wasn’t something he was well-versed in, but Alex had stood by that altar and seen the look on his brother’s face when he recited his vows before God and the company assembled. “Yes,” he said softly. “I think I do.”




  “Here.” Adam tugged off his wedding ring and extended it. “You’ll need to wear this...she’ll expect it, of course. My advice would be to actually talk as little as possible, except what needs to be said, so she...understands what you are doing. I don’t want her frightened.”




  “If you are still certain you wish this, I promise to take every care with your new countess, brother.”




  “You know what the worst part of this is for me?” Adam asked as he slid his arms into the shirt Alex handed him, his mouth thinning into a cynical smile. “It’s the fact that I want her to enjoy tonight, to experience sexual gratification and climax as you use that damned expertise you’ve perfected by gracing the beds of hundreds of ladies.” He added softly, “That is how much I love her.”




  Not sure what to say, Alex cinched the silk dressing gown and stayed silent.




  Slowly, his older brother extended the cane he now used to ease the pain from his injuries. “You might want this, though I don’t use it all the time, and remember to limp.” Adam murmured, “We’ll exchange places once you are sure she’s asleep.” His mouth twisted. “Just come get me. Don’t worry about the hour, I’ll be awake.”




  Somehow, Alex didn’t doubt that.




  Chapter 2




  A little trepidation was normal, of course. Her mother had said so just before she explained in a jumbled and almost incoherent string of sentences something about male urges and lying very still and how quickly it should all be over.




  Jackie thought somehow there would be more to married life than that.




  Especially with Adam, who was so intriguingly attractive in every possible way.




  But it was all a little daunting, not to mention that the room was unfamiliar, the furnishings a little grandiose for her tastes with velvet hangings and heavy ornate furniture. There were even cherubs painted on the ceiling in some sort of frivolous fresco, their round, bare bottoms and impish smiles a little cloying. Adam had given her carte blanche to redecorate if she wished and perhaps she would, but right now, she was simply a very nervous bride, and the overdone bedroom of the countesses of Hallworth was her last concern.




  The knock on the door was soft, but her new husband didn’t wait for an answer before he opened it and walked haltingly into the room. Unused to seeing him in anything except formal clothing, Jacqueline was a little unsettled by the glimpse of his bare broad chest through the open throat of his casual dressing gown. Sitting primly on the edge of the bed, she swallowed and murmured, “My lord.”




  “Madame.” His mouth twitched at the stilted formality of her greeting.




  So very tall, with his eye-catching dark gold hair, clean masculine features, and lean muscular body, he was the epitome of every young girl’s dreams...however, he was also a decade older, and that translated to even a greater difference in experience. The last thing she wanted was to disappoint him in some way. As the older brother with more responsibilities, Adam didn’t have nearly the reputation for seduction that his twin brother, Alex, did, but she knew with his good looks and titled position, there had been plenty of women in his past. Clasping her hands hard together, Jackie gave him what she hoped was an enticing smile, wishing her lips didn’t tremble visibly.




  In answer, he smiled back in a teasing heart-stopping dark way that made him look quite different than the usual cool self-possessed man she knew. “What on earth,” he asked in open amusement, “are you wearing? Oh hell, let me guess, your mother chose that gown. Am I correct?”




  Blinking because he had certainly never sworn in front of her before, Jackie bit her lip and nodded. It was true, she might be totally innocent in most ways, but she knew enough to figure out that being buttoned to the throat by confining material was not the normal way a woman greeted her new husband. Stifling an edgy laugh, she said, “I think she thought it might discourage you from exerting your husbandly rights.”




  “Nothing could discourage me from that,” he remarked, moving toward the bed. “Now then, let’s take this thing off as soon as possible. We’ve been engaged for months. I need to see you.”




  Impatience was not exactly what she had expected, but then again, Jackie wasn’t exactly sure what to expect. Flushing, she allowed him to pull her to her feet. Everything was different now between then, she realized as she gazed into the shimmering heated depths of his very blue eyes. Adam had always looked at her with tender solicitude, but what she saw in the eyes of the man so deftly unfastening her gown was something else entirely.




  His hands felt warm and insistent when he pulled the filmy material down over her shoulders to let the night rail slide into a pool at her feet. Suddenly completely nude, heat scorched her cheeks when he took a small step back and deliberately ran his gaze up and down the length of her trembling naked body. The lights in the room had not been dimmed like her mother had assured her they would be, so he could see everything from her exposed breasts to the triangle of dark silky pubic hair at the juncture of her thighs. Just at the moment she thought she would expire of embarrassment if he didn’t say something, her new husband murmured, “You are breathtakingly beautiful, but then again, I expected no less than the perfection I am seeing.”




  It took all her courage to not snatch the enveloping gown back up and hold it in front of her, but she loved Adam, she reminded herself, and every mature woman who had spoken to her about marriage had whispered how important this aspect would be to her husband. “I’m glad you find me attractive, my lord,” she managed to whisper, blushing even deeper.




  “I’m glad, too,” he murmured, stepping back so close that she could feel the heat from his tall body against her bare skin. Putting one long finger under her chin, he tilted her face up and stared down into her eyes. “You do realize that we are past the point of chaste kisses and gentle embraces? I have no idea what your mother told you, but if it was some ridiculous advice to just lie there and let me have my way, you may dismiss that, sweetheart. I want to worship your glorious body with mine, giving us both equal enjoyment in the act of love. But you have to relax and accept the pleasure, and trust me that nothing we’re going to do is wrong or unnatural.”




  Jackie smiled tremulously, reaching up one hand to touch his lean jaw, the caress light. “If there is anyone on this earth I trust, it is you, Adam.”




  Something flickered in his blue gaze and with a low oath, he slid his arms around her and pulled her against his hard body, his mouth coming down to cover hers. He was right, Jackie found, for there was nothing chaste about the way he kissed her, his tongue sliding deep between her parted lips, finding and tangling with hers, rubbing in exquisite friction. It felt decadent to have her naked body so tight against his, and she could feel the pounding of his heart through the thin silk of his dressing gown. A small gasp escaped her lips when he lifted his head and swept her into his arms to lay her on the bed.




  He didn’t remove his dressing gown, for which she was both grateful and a little disappointed. Instead he joined her and propped himself on one elbow, smoothing his hand over her bare shoulder, leaning forward to kiss her eyebrows, her temple, the sensitive spot below her ear. “You smell like flowers,” he murmured in a seductive whisper that sent a shiver down her spine, “and taste like a promise of paradise. I have always admired the color of your hair, somewhere between sable and autumn leaves, and it feels like fine satin in my hands.”




  “Kiss me again.” Jackie breathed, letting her eyes drift shut, as he obliged with another wicked foray of tongue and mouth. She’d always enjoyed Adam’s kisses and sensed his barely leashed need when held in his arms, but this was not at all the same; this was elemental in some way and more of possession than seduction. His long lean body hovering over her felt large, male...and predatory.




  Freeing her mouth, his lips slid down her throat to capture the place where her pulse beat in a wild staccato, then slipped further down to graze her collarbone. She couldn’t suppress a small shiver when one of his hands cupped her bare breast, a curious tightness starting to creep over her whole body. Her husband said with that uncharacteristic teasing smile, “I could not imagine a more splendid set of breasts, my lady. Full and firm, yet soft and smooth...as if created just for my hands and mouth, specially formed to my exact tastes.” His heavy-lidded gaze fastened on that part of her anatomy.




  Not sure what she was supposed to do, Jacqueline lay there fighting disbelief over the outrageous way he began to fondle and play with that portion of her body she knew men noticed and admired—but never understood how much until this moment. His thumbs smoothed over the soft tips, and she had to suppress a small cry, the sensation was so unique and intense. When he bent his head and took one nipple into his mouth and began to suckle and circle it with his tongue, she couldn’t help it, a small whimper escaped, and her hands slid into the softness of his thick blond hair.




  Is this passion? Jackie wondered as embarrassment over what he was doing was replaced slowly by languid pleasure. She felt so odd, like a mechanical toy being wound up too tightly, anticipation vying with her innate fear of the unknown act both mystified and forbidden until this night. He continued caressing and sucking, licking the soft undersides and exploring the valley between those now straining mounds with his mouth and tongue, until her nipples were stiff and tight, her full flesh feeling almost heavy with an unknown need. When he moved over her again to kiss her mouth, she clasped her arms around his neck and responded with an abandonment that surprised them both.




  “Your body is not only beautiful, but responsive,” he whispered against her lips, holding her close. “Can you feel the arousal I experience just from touching and looking at you? I’m so hard, I ache, Jackie.”




  She could feel it, she realized with a jolt. A long stiff length pressed against her thigh, and though he hadn’t removed his dressing gown yet, the heat and size of it, through the material, was intriguing. “Are you ever going to take this off?” she asked Adam shyly, rubbing her hands over his broad shoulders, fingering the fine material. “You’ve more than seen me and I’m...curious, I admit.”




  “I’d love to, if you’re ready. I’m doing my best not to rush you, sweetheart.”




  She nodded, watching from under the fringe of her lashes as he stood swiftly and shrugged out of his robe. Eyes widening, Jackie realized though he called her beautiful, he was as well, in a completely masculine way. His body was muscular and lean, his chest wide and tapering to a taut stomach, narrow hips, and long powerful legs. With his elegant bone-structure and tousled dark gold hair, he looked like some sort of Greek god, Apollo perhaps, as handsome as sin and gloriously male. Not having the slightest idea what he looked like in a normal state, his erect sex organ looked enormous, pulsing and dark against the flat plane of his stomach. It jutted out in a bold statement of what he wanted from her, and she felt a small thrill of both fear and pride she could so arouse him.




  Somehow, that was supposed to fit inside her, but the idea of it seemed impossible.




  When he moved back toward the bed, she instinctively edged away from that formidable erect cock, making him laugh lightly. “Don’t be alarmed, I’m not going to do anything to you without warning. Come here, Jackie, I want to make love to you.”




  That husky whisper was persuasive, so was the way he eased onto the bed and looked at her. A dull heat had begun to collect between her legs, making her oddly restless. She didn’t resist when he touched her again, his hand traveling the length of her body from shoulder to tight breast to hip to knee, and then upward along her inner thigh, his fingers drifting to the small thatch of pubic hair between her legs. Stroking lightly, he eased her legs apart a little with gentle urging, his hand sliding between to touch her most private place. She didn’t quite expect the sensation of enjoyment she felt as his touch skimmed her sex with scandalous pressure, his seeking fingers probing and finding every secret, moist fold.




  “You’re a little wet,” Adam remarked, his eyes dark and a smile playing on his well-shaped mouth, “but not ready enough, sweetheart. Tell me, how much do you trust me? How deeply did you mean it when you vowed today to obey me?”




  Breathlessly, she relied, “With all my heart, you know that, Adam. I love you.”




  For a second, he seemed arrested, as if her words didn’t so much reassure as disturb, then he lifted one brow. “All right, this is the first test, my sweet. Spread your legs, because I want to taste you.”




  “There?” she asked in a strangled voice, not able to hide her outraged amazement.




  “Oh, yes.”




  He did mean it, she discovered moments later when the first stroke of his tongue slid into her cleft, his golden head lowered scandalously between her thighs. Jacqueline gasped and then moaned as he began a relentless sweet torture with his mouth pressed to her open sex, her body arching helplessly in response. Holding her apart with his hands, he resisted her efforts to pull away, keeping her in place as he insistently used his mouth to lift her to feverish heights she had never scaled. It was wicked; it was incredibly tantalizing, and all conscious thought seemed to fly from her head at the flagrant and audacious kiss. His hands cupped her hips, lifting her as he nibbled and licked between her legs, and any mortification was swiftly replaced with an inexplicable and undeniable hunger for something elusive.




  Her body needed...release.




  When it happened, Jackie felt as if the world around her burst into a thousand fragments, the pleasure so vividly intense, she cried out with no reservations, shaking under the onslaught. Wondrous rapture spiked time and again and she shuddered until her body couldn’t take it a second more. Adam finally lifted his head, shifting over her in lithe, supple grace, his body settling over hers. “You passed, sweetheart,” he murmured, “and obeyed most sweetly. Now, let me make you a woman in the truest sense of the word.”




  * * * *




  It was enough to shake his world, to make even someone as committed as he to only the most casual of affairs—and he was an expert in avoiding any semblance of permanence—question the lighthearted promiscuity of his existence.




  Beneath him, his brother’s lovely and utterly innocent wife—who had just experienced her first sexual orgasm, spread her legs to accept the nudging insistence of his hungry engorged cock, her silver gaze trusting with her small hands resting on his shoulders. Framed in the halo of her shining auburn hair, her lush body was flushed a delicate, glowing pink, her eyes half-veiled by long lashes. Her very perfect breasts lifted quickly in both anticipation—and, he guessed—repressed fear of the imminent consummation.




  He was going to deflower her now, they both knew it, and she didn’t even flinch as he tested the tightness of her opening. Though his body craved relief like a starving man looking at sumptuous repast, he hesitated, unwilling to relinquish the moment, the love shining in her eyes a revelation.




  Dammit. Though he had never envied Adam the fifteen minutes he’d entered this world before him, or the fact he inherited the title, at this moment, he sure as hell envied him for the look in Jacqueline’s beautiful gray eyes. The fact that he was the one to see it, not his brother, wasn’t fair in the least to either of them, much less her. “I want to be gentle,” he said thickly, “so tell me if I hurt you.”




  “If I understand it, you have to hurt me,” she responded, her lashes half-lowered, her glorious rich hair spilling over the pale pillowslip in silken disarray. “Isn’t that true?”




  “Your maidenhead has to be ruptured,” he admitted, easing forward a fraction, the tip of his throbbing erection now just inside her meltingly warm and soft vagina. She was hot and tantalizingly female, testing his restraint. “There will be a little tear, nothing horrible, and perhaps a few drops of blood. After this first time, it will never hurt again.”




  “Will it feel then like what just happened?” she asked huskily. “Oh, Adam...that was marvelous. I have never experienced anything like that.”




  “It will,” Alex promised fervently, meaning it, and kissed her, once again savoring the softness and sweet depths of her mouth. He edged inward and felt the moment his progress was checked, both by the sudden dig of her nails into his shoulders and the innocent barrier between him and ecstasy.




  “Are you ready?” he asked, his last experience with a virgin over a decade ago. He’d almost forgotten how careful a man had to be with an innocent woman, but he was trying. “Christ, sweetheart, you are so small, so wet and hot.”




  “Do it.” Jacqueline breathed in his ear, the order made in a sexy whisper he felt run down his spine like a chill.




  Once he did this, he sensed suddenly, everything in the world would change. Not only his relationship with his brother, but his life. He liked fucking women...and women liked him to fuck them, there was no question of it. It wasn’t complicated. But once someone had made love, he decided, staring down into Jacqueline’s expectant gaze, even if you were the worst of imposters, nothing else might do.




  It frightened him, and he hung there, just barely inside her, his arms braced as he breathed with effort and fought a surge of panic.




  Jackie’s hand came up and softly touched his cheek, her fingers lightly caressing his jaw. She said, “Darling...don’t worry about me, I love you. A little pain is nothing compared to that, and I want more than anything to please you.”




  “You do please me,” he said in raw honesty, “too much, in fact. Hold on, sweetheart.”




  His thrust inward was met with a slight flinch and widening of her eyes, but otherwise she made no sound. Perspiring, urgent, Alex pushed in as far as he could, embedding his whole rigid penis inside her, the sensation delicious and unbearably pleasurable. His hips wedged between her slim legs, he waited a few moments before starting to move, letting her get accustomed to his complete penetration.
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