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Roommates are not permanent,

But the attachments are...

ABIGAIL

A few weeks ago, I was a nobody at Gulf Coast University. Now I’m the most popular girl on campus. All thanks to my roommate, star quarterback Casey Turner. Everybody wants a piece of me, but all I want is Casey. 

He’s sexy and funny, with the ability to literally charm a girl’s pants off. Plus, he noticed me way back when I was invisible. 

As I climb higher up the social ladder, all the other girls who want him are sharpening their claws. Crushing on Casey when I was a shy, invisible nerd was hard. Wanting him now that I can be knocked off this throne is even harder. I know it’s foolish to hope for something more than a fling with the university’s most notorious player. But now that I’m in the spotlight, all I want is for Casey to give us a chance.

Casey

As the king on this campus, I have a reputation. I’m the best quarterback this school has ever had, and even though I’m a player not one of the girls on campus has ever tied me down. Too bad my rep has taken a hit ever since I moved in with the university’s biggest nerd. Abigail Hopkins, geek and all-around good girl. 

Though I tried to resist my shy, nerdy roommate, things got hot and heavy. Turns out Abby is the one girl with the power to bring me to my knees and I didn’t see it coming. At first fooling around with her is all fun and games, until she becomes the center of attention. Now, students want to either date her or befriend her. After Abby’s dorky, good girl image gets a makeover, I start to wonder. If I’m the one who put her in the limelight, what happens when I decide that I want the school’s most popular girl all to myself? 
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Abigail

Rejection was always going to hurt. I just didn’t know that it would hurt this much.

Casey Turner has just flatly turned me down. He’s probably slept with half the girls at Gulf Coast University by now, but he’s drawing the line at me. 

As he rolls away from me he doesn’t look me in the eye. Won’t even acknowledge me as he abruptly ends our frenzied, passionate kiss to sit at the edge of the bed. As far away from me as possible. 

I’m still on my back. Stretched out on his bed, probably looking utterly foolish now that the university’s biggest man-whore refuses to waste his time with me.

I won’t have sex with you.

His words echo in my mind. Stab me with the cold, sharp pierce of a knife through my heart. 

I’ve never felt so humiliated. So unwanted. To think I actually believed for a second back there that he’d want to have sex with me. He’s been with just about everybody else, but it’s clear that I’ve turned him off. 

A guy like Casey would call himself a chick magnet. He can have any girl he wants, and definitely has. Me? I’m the opposite of a magnet. I don’t date much. And when I do, guys lose interest fast or stand me up.

I’m probably the one and only girl alive who’s managed to repel him. All I had to do to accomplish that was tell him that I’m a virgin.

With a sob welling up in my chest, I sit upright. There’s a painful sting in the back of my eyes. Tears threaten to fall. No. I can’t cry in front of him. 

How pitiful would that be? Crying because a guy won’t have sex with me. It’s too pathetic to dwell on. 

If I’m going to cry, I need to do it in the privacy of my own room. Which means I have to get out of Casey’s bedroom with as much dignity as possible. I’m not going to cry in front of my roommate. Not going to ask him to explain why he doesn’t want me. Not going to list the reasons we should do this. I will not beg Casey Turner to sleep with me, no matter how badly I crave his touch.

Sucking in a deep breath, I start to scoot way from him. “If you don’t want to take this further, I understand,” I say clumsily. Woodenly. The hollow quality to my voice won’t give away how much I’m hurting on the inside.

What I feel for Casey is more than desire. I can see that now. Though it has taken me a while to finally figure out that I wish he could be my first. Not just for the sake of losing my virginity. But because being with him would actually mean something to me. I wouldn’t be getting rid of something bothersome. A chastity that I’ve found slightly embarrassing. It would be sharing a part of myself that I haven’t been able to explore yet, with a guy who makes my heart beat faster every time I see him. Lust is part of the equation with a guy as hot and muscular as Casey Turner, but it’s so much more than that.

Our living arrangement was supposed to be a platonic roommate situation. A setup that gave him a roof over his head and gave me some extra money to pay the bills in the beach house I inherited from my late Great-Aunt Gertrude. 

Living with Casey was meant to be easy. Uncomplicated. At first I told myself that I wasn’t his type and I’d never be into a guy like him. He was just a little bit too masculine for a shy, reserved wallflower like me. Too sure of himself. Too charming. And worst of all, far too dangerous for my inexperienced heart. But somewhere along the way, I started to allow myself to want him. And he made me believe that he wanted me, too.

Now my heart actually hurts from the rejection. I thought we had made a connection. Even if it wasn’t something that was destined to last, there have been moments when things have felt so real between us. As if there was an increasing emotional component to how physically close we were getting. The kiss we shared at the Alpha Beta Gamma sorority party days ago was out of this world. Reinforcing this incredible bond I’ve never had with a guy before. 

That lingerie party was more than the average good time. At least for me. Something about wearing revealing clothes and getting wonderfully drunk on vodka while there was a hot date on my arm had made me believe that I could be powerful. Sexy. Self-confident like all the other girls partying around me. Powerful and sexy are words nobody would ever use to describe me, yet that’s how going to that party with Casey made me feel. In charge of the way people perceived me. Capable of bringing the hottest guy on campus to his knees. For a little while, anyway.

Guess the spell has broken now that I’m fully clothed and a confirmed virgin. Whatever sex appeal I had during the lingerie party is definitely out the window.

“Yeah, no sense in rushing this,” Casey says, turning to look at me.

He’s letting me down gently. Somehow that feels even worse than him being outright cruel. Hating him would be so much easier than this heaviness in my heart.

Hard to believe that a minute ago he was kissing me senseless. Reaching out to undo my buttons while I worked desperately to remove his shorts. Then, I paused to reveal that I’m a virgin. Wanted him to know so that it would explain my lack of experience. So he’d know what this meant to me. Despite my apprehension, I had hoped that confessing the truth would bring us closer together. And show him that waiting all this time has helped me figure out exactly what I want. However, revealing that I was a virgin made Casey react like I’d thrown a bucket of ice water on him. 

“I’ve waited all this time to lose my virginity, I can wait a little longer,” I quip, trying to sound casual. Like this isn’t filling me with agony.

Casey nods. “Yeah. Your first time should be special. With someone special. Someone worthy.”

I almost gasp. This doesn’t sound like he’s merely trying to let me down gently. There’s something unspoken here that flashes in the depths of his blue eyes. They’re not quite sad exactly. Instead, there’s a longing in his eyes. A longing he knows won’t ever be fulfilled. 

Confusion settles over me. I can’t believe it. Does he actually think he isn’t important? Part of me wants to tell him how wrong he is, but I get the sense that in this moment Casey wouldn’t believe me. I’m in shock. The hottest guy on our campus doesn’t think he’s good enough for an inexperienced virgin like me. How is that possible? 

“Well, of course I want my first time to be special,” I say slowly, as I sort through my feelings. “But I should be realistic, Casey. It isn’t going to be unicorns and rainbows.”

He chuckles. “Okay, it’s not going to be like that, but it should still mean something. You deserve that. Not some fumbling, spur of the moment quickie. It should feel good, you know?”

Heat rises in my cheeks at the thought of all the pleasure I’m about to miss out on. Casey sleeps around, but he seems like the kind of guy who wants his partner to enjoy herself. Even during a rushed interlude. Something about the way he talks makes me bet he’s eager to please.

The place between my legs starts to throb again. I ache for him to touch me. 

“Yes. You’re right. It should feel good.” It’s hard to understand Casey wanting to take things even slower than I do, but I need to respect that. The same way he respected me when he accidentally saw me naked and tried to make up for it. 

But I can’t lie to myself. Can’t act above it all. I’m just not that kind of girl. Not aloof or too cool to get my feelings hurt. This longing I feel for Casey is so much more painful than I could have ever anticipated. 

“That’s why we can do other stuff,” he says, the low timbre of his voice breaking through my thoughts.

My eyes widen. Maybe I’m reading too much into his words. Hoping for more when he’s simply trying to be a good roommate. That’s got to be it. Casey can’t be suggesting what I think he’s suggesting. “Other stuff?” I repeat breathlessly as my mouth goes dry.

He nods, flames flickering behind his blue eyes. That heat in his eyes looks like hunger. There’s no way I’m mistaken about the desire I detect in those blue depths. Whatever else is going on with him, thinking that he isn’t special enough to be my first, Casey wants me in this moment. “There’s more great things we can do that aren’t the actual deed itself.”

Oh my goodness.

“What do you mean?” I cringe inwardly the moment I ask. The question must make me sound like a clueless virgin to his ears. But I’m so eager to hear what he’s got on his mind. Guys seem so obsessed with the actual deed that it’s easy to forget that there are other ways to feel good. If he wants to achieve pleasure in another way, I want to hear how far he wants to go with me. “What kinds of things?”

Casey responds with a grin that melts me. “If you lie back down I can show you.” He reaches out to cup my chin, dragging his thumb across my lips. The gesture might be totally innocent, but it doesn’t feel that way. There’s a sexual desire to the way he’s touching me. As if he’s already trying to study my body. “I can teach you some stuff without us having to go all the way.” 

Heat spirals through me. Desire rises up. Takes over my senses. Every single part of my body is focused on Casey. My eyes meet his and I’m reminded how unbelievably gorgeous he is. Waves of blond hair I’m tempted to touch. Piercing blue eyes. A mouth that’s so often quick to smile. Especially when Casey is teasing me. Trying to get a reaction out of me by making me blush with the most outrageous words. The same way he’s gotten me to blush with his very inappropriate yet welcome proposal. 

My gaze lingers on his sensuous lips. I know what it’s like to have that mouth on mine. Hot and demanding. Just remembering the way he kissed me at the party sends a thrill down my spine. Damn, if only he would kiss me again. 

Now my eyes are lowering. Taking in the hard lines of his athletic frame. Casey’s body is amazing. All hard and muscular. The body that almost every girl on campus would kill to get her hands on.

“That’s sounds...” My thoughts are melting away. What was I planning on saying? “Yes.”

He chuckles, not the least bit deterred by how shamelessly impatient I am to discover the sort of pleasure he has in store for me. So impatient that I can’t even string a full sentence together anymore.

“Want to lie down on the bed?” he prompts.

“Definitely.” I lie back down, eager and anxious. An excited thrill rushes through me, and I want this so badly. Yet I’m also nervous. Even though Casey wants to teach me what brings me pleasure, revealing my virginity did slow things down earlier. I mistook his hesitation for judgement, but there are still so many ways I can end up looking foolish. Most of the other girls he’s been with know exactly what they’re doing, while my inexperience has been holding me back all this time.

Casey edges closer to me, heat blazing in his eyes. “Why don’t you spread your legs for me?”

My heart pounds at his suggestion. I’m so timid that I respond slowly. Bend my knees to prop my legs up, averting my gaze because I’m too shy to face him when I follow his wicked instructions.

For a second, I don’t know what to expect. I have never been in a guy’s bed before, and I am now freaking out on the inside. To my surprise Casey reaches out to take my hand, giving it a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do,” he tells me.

“Well, what were you planning on doing?”

He puts his hands on my knees, lowering his mouth to press a kiss to my inner thigh.

Hot damn. That kiss makes me quiver. Sends heat spiraling through my body. I need this. I need him.

With his mouth against my flesh he says, “I was planning on taking your panties off. Then I’d taste you.”

His answer makes me want to tear my underwear off myself. But I’m shaking too much to do that, so I look up at him and nod. “Take them off,” I practically plead.

Flashing me a grin, he moves his hands past the hem of my shirt to find the waistband of my panties. Desperate for him to strip me of them, I lift my hips to make it easier for him. Casey doesn’t hesitate. He finds the waistband and tugs, sliding the flimsy fabric up my thighs and then down my legs. With one hand on my knee, he tosses my panties onto the floor.

I blush. Tremble now that the only barrier separating us is gone. With my pulse racing, I reach down to grab the hem of my skirt and lift it to let Casey get a glimpse of me. Even though I’ve been naked in front of him before, this is new. For one thing, this isn’t accidental. We both want this. For another, he hasn’t seen me down there. No guy has. Not ever. Thank goodness I got the chance to wax for the lingerie party.

Casey’s gaze is between my legs. On that secret place that no one has ever seen or touched. I’m throbbing. Aching for him to have his way with me.

The hunger in his eyes from earlier turns ravenous. Animalistic.

“Fuck, Abby, I can’t wait to taste you.” He lowers his head, and suddenly the most incredible sensation crashes through me.

Oh, my... His mouth is on me. I can feel his lips against my flesh. I can feel his tongue stroking across the most sensitive part of my body.

Pleasure flares, rushing outward until I’m trembling. Desperate to feel an intensified pressure I arch my back, silently begging for more. But I don’t have to beg. Because Casey is already seizing my hips, opening his mouth to swirl his tongue across my sensitive flesh.

Panting, I try to swallow the moan that threatens to escape my throat. I’m so scared of making a fool of myself that I can’t seem to allow myself to fully enjoy this.

As if he senses my nerves fraying Casey drags his hot, wonderous mouth away to press a kiss to my quivering inner thigh. “You okay, Abigail?” he asks, his voice all low and full of promise. A promise that he sounds like he’s dying to make good on. 

“Yes,” I gasp out. “More than okay. It feels amazing.” 

“Good.” He kisses my thigh again and I’m on fire. “Trying not to overthink this, okay?”

“Yes. How did you know?” My heart pounds as I realize there’s no hiding my emotions from him. Not even when his head is buried between my thighs.

“Just a hunch.” His grip on my thighs goes tighter. Like he’s desperately trying to fight a desire of his own. “Thought you should know that I’ve wanted to do this to you for a while. Even before I ever saw you naked that first time. You taste like heaven, but if you want me to stop—”

“No. Don’t stop,” I plead.

He laughs softly, the sound making both my heart and stomach flutter. “All right, no need to tell me twice. You can let me know when this feels good. Or if it doesn’t. Though, I’m pretty sure you’re liking the way I lick you.”

“Yes.” I blush furiously. “I like it.”

“Glad to hear it. Try to think of it like a kiss. Close your eyes for a second. Relax a little,” he urges. “And trust me when I say this: I want to hear you scream, Abby. Positive reinforcement is good for my ego.”

His words make me blush even more. Make me laugh breathlessly, and my body starts to relax enough for me to reach my hand out and run my fingers through his silky blond hair. 

“What do you want from me, Abby?” he continues. “Tell me. Say it.”

“I want you to...kiss me again. Like before.”

What I really want is to get out of my own head. Stop freaking out. Stop overanalyzing and let my body respond to his skillful tongue. 

He buries his face between my thighs again, growling as he does it. The sound vibrates through me when he lowers his mouth to my exposed flesh. As he presses his sensuous lips to me, it feels like he really is trying to kiss me. In the most secret place that I have never shared with anyone. Casey groans as he thrusts his tongue against my slick, wet heat. Savoring me like I’m the most delicious thing he has ever tasted.

I cry out, heart-stopping bliss rushing through my entire body. Slowly, tortuously slowly, he swirls his tongue into me and I could swear he’s getting his own pleasure out of doing this. I’m not doing anything to satisfy him while he tastes me, and yet I can tell he’s enjoying this almost as much as I am. That just heightens my arousal, making me writhe as the bliss expands. Ecstasy collides with my remaining anxiety. Feeling wins out, and I surrender completely to the sensation. 

His tongue caresses the most intimate part of me. Throwing my bead back, I whimper as I fist the sheets to grab hold of something. The pleasure Casey is sending through my body crests through me in the most exquisite waves. He was right. There are other ways to feel good. And right now, I’m abandoning all restraint as I let the bliss take over. I don’t want to hold back and miss out on this moment. It’s not the first time I envisioned, and yet nobody has ever given me so much pleasure. 

A kiss and feeling up my boobs. That’s the farthest I’ve ever gotten with a guy. Until now. I hadn’t realized that wanting to lose my virginity could be about so much more than the deed itself. My entire body is thrumming. Quivering as Casey makes me feel sensations I have never experienced. 

The pleasure is relentless. He starts to circle his tongue faster, licking me so furiously it’s like he’s losing control. Casey isn’t just savoring me anymore. As he thrusts his tongue deeper into me, it feels like he’s devouring me. Desperately trying to command my body with each stroke of his tongue. 

I moan. I’ve found pleasure before. Being inexperienced with guys means I’ve had to take care of my own needs. But handling it myself has never felt this good.

That’s why I can feel myself going over the edge. Climaxing so hard and fast I can’t control my response as I throw my head back and cry out his name. As I fight to catch my breath, he reaches for me. His tenderness after all that passion is making me melt against him, and as he gathers me in his strong arms I know that I don’t want him to ever let me go.
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