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Many
people remember losing their virginity as an awkward experience
filled with pain and regret. We at Losing It hope to make your first time exquisite and
blissful, with none of the normal emotional hang-ups involved in a
relationship.

We take your
profile and carefully match it to someone who is experienced,
sensitive, and willing to show you the ropes. If you’re looking for
a special encounter, with no strings attached, give us a try. Your
satisfaction is guaranteed.

Losing It.
With no strings attached.

 


 


****

 


Dear Mr.
Abramo,

 


We are
pleased to inform you that we have matched your profile and
arranged a date for you
with a woman named Lauren. She prefers first names only. Your
meeting will take place at the Royal Court Hotel in Chicago. Lauren
wishes to bypass dinner and asks that you go directly to suite 714
on May 22. Should you require anything, please contact
us.

 


Sincerely,

 


Losing It


Chapter
One

 


“Daddy, do you
have to go?”

Hank
glanced down at the tiny female clinging to his leg and longed for
the days when going out meant just opening the door and leaving. He
disentangled himself and then hoisted the girl into his
arms.

“Angel, Daddy
has a, um, a meeting.”

“I don’t
wanna stay with Aunt Maggie. I want to go home with you.” Angel’s
lower lip quivered and her eyes went big and round. “Please
stay!”

Hank’s
resolve weakened for just a moment. Though she’d only been part of
his life for a short time, Angel had him wrapped around her finger.
He wanted her to be happy, but he hadn’t had a date in almost a
year. And
that is why you have to put her down and get moving.
Planting a noisy kiss on
Angel’s cheek, he gave her a squeeze, and then passed her to his
sister. “I’ll be here in the morning to pick you up.”

“Daddy! No!
Don’t leave me!” Angel kicked and squirmed but her aunt kept a firm
grip.

“Just get
going,” she said. “She’ll be fine.”

Hoping Maggie
was right, Hank scooted out the door and let it slam behind him.
Angel’s screams carried out into the corridor. He bypassed the
elevator and took the stairs, distancing himself from his
daughter’s cries.

Warm air
greeted him outside the apartment building, and he slowed a bit to
breathe it in as he walked to his car. Once inside the vehicle, he
opened the sun roof to allow the air to circulate. God, he missed
his bike. Today would have been perfect for a ride.

The
drive from the suburbs to the Royal Court Hotel in downtown Chicago
didn’t take as long as he’d feared it would. He grabbed a small
overnight bag from the trunk and tossed his keys to the
valet, then strode
through the lobby to the elevators. When he reached the seventh
floor, he paused to check the email he’d received.
Suite 714.
Consulting the signs, he turned
to the right and went about halfway down the hall before reaching
his destination.

He
lifted his hand to knock, paused, and then lowered it. Hank often
made impulsive decisions, but this had to be one of the more
outrageous things he’d undertaken. In his thirty-three years, he’d
never had a shortage of female companionship, so why go to a
hook-up site? Why not go down to the bar and pick up a woman for
the evening? With a shake of his head, he dismissed the idea. He
wanted anonymous, but not that impersonal. Taking a deep breath, he
rapped on the door.

Hank noticed a
shadow pass in front of the light shining underneath the door.
Straightening his shoulders, he prepared a sexy smile. But the door
didn’t open. His smile slipped, and he checked his phone again.
This was the right room. What was taking so long?

Another
moment passed. Screw this. He
turned and walked away. Behind him, a chain rattled, and a door
squeaked.

“Hank?” The high,
feminine voice stopped him.

Turning
around, he saw a tall brunette standing at the door. Tucking a
strand of hair behind her ear, she glanced down. As Hank walked
back toward the room, he saw her bouncing on the balls of her feet.
When he stopped in front of her, she raised her gaze to meet
his and he caught a
brief look at her deep blue eyes before she looked away
again.

“Lauren?”

The woman
nodded, still staring at the floor. Then she took a deep breath and
tilted her head up. “Please come inside.”

She held
the door and he walked past her. The suite was nice enough. Not as
luxurious as he was used to, but definitely no Comfort Inn.
On the far side of the room a
cart stood with a bottle of wine chilling. The door clicked closed
behind him, and he turned to look back at the woman before
him.

Lauren.

He
didn’t know anything else about her. She looked about twenty years
old, slim, but with enough curves to make a man notice. Her
sapphire eyes twinkled, and deep red highlights shone from hair
that looked soft and touchable. How did a girl who looked like her
end up a virgin?

The
silence between them dragged on. Now that he was here, he had no
idea what to say. He
eyed the wine. “Would you like to have a drink?” Maybe a bit of
alcohol would loosen them both up.

“A
drink? Oh, right. Of course. I should have offered.” She stumbled
over her words as she moved across the room to the cart.

Hank set
his bag down and followed her, watching the sway of her hips in the
tight black dress. His cock stirred. When she held the bottle over
one of the glasses, he noticed her hand shaking. Stepping forward,
he placed a hand over hers. She jumped, splashing some of the wine on the
cart.

“Allow me.” He
gently pried the bottle from her hand and filled the glasses. He
handed one to her and gestured toward the set of armchairs by the
window. “Shall we sit down?”

They
sat. Each of them took a sip of their wine. They looked at
everything except each other. They took another sip.

“So,” Hank
said.

“So,” Lauren
replied. She still wouldn’t look at him.

“Maybe I
should go,” he said.

“I’m not
really a virgin,” she blurted out at the same time.

“What did you
say?”

“I said
that I’m not a virgin.” She took a deep breath and then rushed on.
“I was married for four years and I lost my virginity to him, but my divorce is almost
finalized, and I just wondered…” She trailed off and waited a
moment before she met his eyes. “I’m sorry to have misled
you.”

Hank studied
her. “How old were you when you got married?”

“I was
eighteen. He was my high school sweetheart and we eloped right
after graduation.” She shook her head and drained her wine glass. “Biggest mistake
I ever made.” She reached for the bottle of wine.
“Top-up?”

“Please.” He held his glass out and she filled it, then
hers. “If you’re not a virgin, why go to Losing It? Surely there are other sites out there that you
can use for hooking up.” He ignored the inner voice reminding him
he’d also used the site when there were other options.

Lauren
stared into her wine glass, swirling the pale liquid around. Twice
she opened her mouth as though she was going to say something, but
then closed it again. “My first time sucked. It was in the backseat of this tiny
little car, it hurt like hell and was over in about thirty
seconds.”

Hank chuckled.
“That sounds pretty bad.”

She
smiled and her blue eyes sparkled. “Yup.” She sipped her wine again
and her face became serious. “I wish I could say it got better, but
it never really did. He’d lick my nipples and attempt to rub my
clit a couple times and call that foreplay.”

“Ouch.”

“No shit. Just
once it would be nice for someone else to make me come. To be so
dripping wet that I don’t have to use lube.” Her cheeks flushed as
she met Hank’s eyes. “To have someone listen when I tell him what I
need.”

Setting
his glass down, Hank shifted his chair closer to her.
He noted the way her breasts
rose and fell with her breathing, and the way her blush had spread
across her chest. Her eyes widened as he placed his hand on her
knee and leaned in close. Flicking a glance down to her full lips,
his cock stiffened. “What do you need, Lauren?”


Chapter Two

 


Lauren
couldn’t breathe. The warmth of his hand against her bare skin
created a wave of lust that swept through her. No one but her
husband had ever touched her like that, and even with him, she’d
never had such a strong reaction.

His face
hovered less than a hand-width from hers. As he closed the
gap, her desire grew
stronger. “What do you need, Lauren?” he asked again.

She licked her
lips and swallowed. “Kiss me,” she whispered.

Hank
touched his lips to hers, once, twice, three times, each kiss
lasting a little longer than the one before. Heart pounding, Lauren
pulled him in for a fourth, weaving her fingers through his hair
and holding his head to hers. When he pressed closer and deepened
the kiss, she darted her tongue out to meet his, moaning. She
wanted to be closer to him but the angle of the chairs made it
awkward.

He
seemed to know what she was thinking. “Would you like to lie on the bed? We’d be more
comfortable,” he said.

Lauren
bit her lip and only hesitated a moment before nodding.
Hank stood, pulled her up
against him, and kissed her. She melted into his embrace, returning
the kiss eagerly. He maneuvered them toward the bed until she felt
the mattress behind her legs. Before she could sit, he unzipped her
dress. When he started to push it down her shoulders, she crossed
her arms over her chest, preventing him
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