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Book Description:

 


In this tantalizing erotic romance, Renee, a
twenty-one-year-old virgin, is shocked when her friends send her a
female hooker as a birthday present. After a hot night with Candy,
she questions her sexual orientation until her friend invites her
to a lecture given by a vampire who was once a slave during the
Civil War. She loses her virginity on a night when there is a blood
moon. It is the best sexual experience she's ever had. Their
forbidden sex life is rough, hot, and thrilling, with a sense of
danger always simmering underneath. After he almost kills a man, he
must lay low and flee. While he is gone, she once again sees Candy,
who invites her to a masquerade party where there is a red room.
Will she agree to go? Will her vampire ever return? And what awaits
her in the red room?

 


5-Star Reviews:

 


"Author Maggie May has woven a compelling
tale about a virgin, a paid escort, and a vampire who was once a
slave. This novella is a fast-paced short read that will keep the
reader's interest throughout sexual frustration, new experiences,
possible love, drama, and suspense .... it has it all! I would
definitely recommend this for any 18+ lover of romance with
alternate twists."

 


"Maggie May is an author who brings a sense
of realism, of possibility, to her writing. She wrote this book
from the first person point of view, aiming for the book to be read
aloud to a partner, bringing both within her woven world.

 


This book takes us to the deep South in
Spring, bringing back fond memories of my time stationed in South
Carolina and long runs through trails on plantations. This is a
story of finding oneself and one’s passions, in the least likely of
locations.

 


Renee is a government worker, in her early
twenties, and surprisingly a virgin but not for a lack of trying.
She just can’t find the one. Her friends, out of both concern and
joy, chip in to send her a prostitute, surprising her with a
female. Much to Renee’s surprise, Candy is just what the doctor
ordered, and after a passionate hour, she is left wondering if her
sexuality tilts fully towards lesbian.

 


And yet not. A guest speaker at the library,
a gorgeous African American man claiming to be a vampire, ignites
her desires. Soon, Renee finds herself delving deeper into the
history of her town, the plantations, and the passion she can find
in the arms of her vampire lover.

 


This is a fast-paced, exciting book that
keeps you wondering when the next turn and the next scene will show
up. The sex is hot, in particular the final scene. A certainly
worthy read from Maggie May!"

 


“This is a well written erotic tale of a
human's lusty affair with a vampire. Lots of sexy action building
to a huge climax. Looks like Maggie May has a future in Vampire
romance stories.”

 


“Classic girl meets vampire story with a
twist. Who doesn't love a good erotic vampire story? And this is a
good erotic vampire story set in Charleston. It starts out with
21-year-old virgin Renee hooking up with the (female) prostitute as
a birthday present. Then she meets the sexy vampire Beauregard and
they fall in love. Classic girl meets vampire, girl loses vampire
and goes to S & M party. Very sexy and erotic story."

 


“An interracial romance with a vampire and a
bisexual virgin? More please, more please! I can definitely see
this as a series and the possibilities are endless! Thank you
Maggie May!”

 



Chapter One

 


 


My name is Renee Dauphin and I am a
21-year-old virgin. My friends, much to my dismay, seem determined
to get me laid. They’ve tried everything: double dates that went
nowhere, hookups with their brothers, even an orgy during a Girl’s
Gone Wild weekend. Nothing happened. Don’t get me wrong: it isn’t
because I don’t like sex: I do. I started masturbating at an early
age: so, all my parts are working, except for when I try to have
sex with someone besides myself.

Yesterday, the first day of the year, was my
21st birthday party and for a gift, my friends chipped
in and arranged for a prostitute to come to my house tonight. They
figured if anyone could get me going, it would be someone who
specialized in sex and got paid for it. My hooker is supposed to
arrive in an hour and right now, I’m standing naked in front of my
full-length mirror wondering if it is really going to happen for me
tonight, despite all my reservations. I evaluate my looks,
wondering what my John is going to think when he looks at my body.
I take inventory: in the mirror, I see a tall woman, with long
blonde hair and blue-green eyes. People tell me that my legs and
eyes are my biggest assets when it comes to beauty. My breasts are
average-sized—nothing special there. They certainly don’t look like
the ones I saw on our Girls-Gone-Wild orgy. As I am puckering up
and applying some cherry red lipstick on my full lips, I hear a
knock on the door. It startles me and I jump, dropping the tube of
lipstick. What am I doing? Is this really happening to me? What if
he’s going to rob me or wants to tie me to the bedposts? What if
he’s a serial killer? Should I even open the door?

I take a deep breath and tell myself, “It’s
now or never,” and peek out the door to see my visitor. Much to my
surprise, it is a woman dressed up like a naughty schoolgirl. I
open the door wider, and she asks, “Is your name Renee
Dauphin?”

I laugh and think Oh, my God! Wait until I
tell my friends about how they messed up. I am never going
to let them live this down. I feel sorry for the sexy
schoolgirl and don’t want to leave her standing outside while my
neighbors gawk at her, so I invite her inside.

She comes into my front room and makes
herself at home on my sofa. I stare at her, momentarily lost for
words.

She asks, “Have I done something wrong?”

I feel bad for her and tell her, “I’m
terribly sorry, but I think there’s been a mistake.”

“Why? Are you not pleased with me?” she asks
and pouts her plump cherry-red lips.

I reassure her, “Don’t get me wrong. You’re
very pretty and all that, but I’m not a lesbian.”

“Neither am I.”

“I don’t get it,” I say, sitting in a chair
opposite her.

She tells me, “I’m bisexual. I swing both
ways.”

“But I’m not bisexual.”

“How do you know? Your friend said that
you’re a virgin.”

“I am. But this isn’t how I’d imagined my
first time to be.”

“Do you want me to leave?”

“No. Stay.”

Relieved, she looks deeply into my eyes and
slowly unbuttons her white blouse, revealing two very large breasts
separated by a long sparkling diamond lariat necklace.

“That’s a pretty necklace,” I tell her,
feeling both aroused and confused about the way my body’s reacting
to her.

“Would you like to touch it?” she asks,
fingering it and making it shine in the lamplight.

I’m tempted but have reservations. I tell
her, “I’m attracted to guys.”

“So am I,” she teases.

I let out a deep breath.

She asks, “Shall I leave?”

“No. Stay.”

I continue gawking at her necklace and
breasts but say nothing.

She wakes me from my reverie by asking, “So,
how do you want to play this? You have me for an hour. After that,
I leave. Are you lonely? Do you want us to just watch TV
together?”

“No,” I answer, considering my options.
“Actually, I could learn from you. Will you teach me?”

She smiles and says, “What do you want me to
teach you?”

“What guys like. You’re an expert. I want to
know how they like it.”

“Okay, hon, we could do that.”

Feeling more comfortable, I ask, “Let’s just
pretend that you’re my boyfriend and we’re doing it for the first
time.”

“Okay. Whatever you say, darlin’. Let’s go
into your bedroom and get more comfortable.”

“Sure,” I say, leading the way. We make it to
the bed, and she sits down, propping herself up against a pillow. I
sit next to her and she tells me, “Take your clothes off. Let’s see
what you look like.”

I’m self-conscious. How am I supposed to
measure up compared to her sexy body? There I said it: sexy
body. She’s hot! I cannot tell a lie.

I light a candle before taking off my
dressing gown. Feeling a bit shy, I leave my panties on.

She checks me out and asks, “You work out,
don’t you?”

“A bit.”

“You’re really in good shape. I admire
that.”

I sit next to her on the bed and ask, “Can I
touch your diamond necklace?”

“Yes. Of course.”

It shimmers in the candlelight, and I outline
it with my index finger on both sides of her tits. There I said it.
“Tits! Big beautiful tits!” I’ve gone over to the dark side
now.

I lift the weight of the necklace so I can
hold it in my hand. She asks, “Would you like to wear it?”

“Sure!” I say, pleasantly surprised.

She winks and tells me, “I’ll get it back
later.” She unclasps it and says, “Turn around. I’ll put it on for
you.”

I move my hair aside to reveal the back of my
neck. Once it is on, I feel different. Almost like a princess. It’s
my lucky charm. While my back is still facing her, she cups my
boobs in her hands. I feel a spark of electricity shoot through my
body, heading like an arrow, straight for my pussy.

I turn around to look at her, and again lust
for her big tits. I bury my face between them and roll them around
my mouth and face. Her nipples stick out from her dusty rose,
silver dollar-sized areolas. I am more than happy to feast upon
them. I reach down to see if she is as wet as I feel. She isn’t
wearing any panties and she is ripe and ready for action. I put my
finger inside her, wanting to know what it feels like when a man’s
cock fucks her. She has good muscle control down there and gives my
finger a squeeze. I put another finger in, and she had no problem
taking it also.

In a husky voice, she tells me, "Lie
down.”

I do as commanded and she spreads my legs
wide apart. Her mouth goes straight to my mound. She breathes life
into my pussy by blowing and sucking on the crotch of my panties
before taking them off. I feel like my puss is finally waking up as
she proceeds to lick, suck, and nibble my clit. It feels so good I
can barely contain myself. My pussy drips with her saliva. I begin
to feel a rising tide of ecstasy and lecture myself saying,
don’t come with a woman. Let it be with a man the first
time. I try to hold back but am completely under her spell as
she runs her tongue down the sides of my slit. Completely letting
go, I buck my hips and take her head, slamming it against my mound.
She swirls her tongue around my clit, continuing to nibble and
suck, as we find our perfect rhythm. Unable to hang back any
longer, I surrender and let out a deep animal moan as my climax
crashes over me.

In the afterglow, I reach over to touch her
hair, taking a curl and tucking it behind her ear. “That was
wonderful,” I tell her. “Thank you.”

Against my wishes, she climbs out of bed and,
looking at her watch says, “My time’s up, honey. I’m glad you
enjoyed it.”

I am tempted to offer her more money to stay,
but I am still trying to process everything that’s just happened
between us. This is not how I planned it.

I ask her, “What is your name?”

“My name is Candy.”

“That’s not your real name, is it?”

She laughs and says, “No. Is it that
obvious?”

“Can we do this again sometime, Candy?”

“Sure, honey,” she says. “You got a piece of
paper?”

“Yeah.” I walk over to my desk and pull a
piece of paper out of my printer. I hand it to her, along with one
of my pens.

She writes down a phone number and hands it
to me. “Wait. I almost forgot. Can I have my necklace back?”

I laugh and say, “Of course. I almost
forgot.”

“Me, too,” she says and pushes her hair aside
so that I can put it on her. After it is secure, she turns around
and tells me, “That was nice—what we did. I like you.”

“I like you, too. Would you ever consider
doing it for free?”

I suddenly feel quite guilty for some reason
and lower my head. She lifts my chin with her index finger and
looks deeply into my eyes. “Sorry, hon; but I got kids to feed.
This is my job.”

“I understand,” I tell her as I stand and put
on my dressing gown. I walk her to the door and, as she is leaving,
she turns around and says, “Try the same thing with a guy next
time. Tell him how much you like oral.”

What a sweet thing to say to me at that
moment. She totally gets me. “Thanks,” I tell her, feeling like I
may start to cry. I’m already missing her.

 



Chapter Two

 


 


I wake the next morning feeling lost in the
fog. What exactly happened last night? Oh my God! I had sex with a
woman. I climb out of bed and go to the bathroom. I vigorously
brush my teeth, as if trying to get the taste out of my mouth. I
look at myself in the mirror, trying to see if my looks have
changed. Nope; I’m still the same disheveled woman I see every
morning when I get out of bed. I brush my hair in an attempt to
bring back the normality of my everyday existence.

I can’t get over the thought of her and what
we had done. It was good sex, but not the kind I craved. I like
men; I want to date and fuck men. Maybe I just haven’t found the
right guy.

My phone rings and I jump, as if I’m afraid
that someone’s been listening to my thoughts. It’s my friend,
Karen.

She asks, “Well…how was last night? Did you
have fun? Tell me all about it. I want to hear every detail.”

I ask, “Who ordered my hooker?”

“I did,” she answers as if it were nothing
out of the ordinary.

“Do you realize that you sent me a woman
instead of a man?”

“Yeah. I thought it’d be a good idea since
you haven’t had any luck with a man.”

“Do you think I’m a lesbian?”

“I don’t know.”
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