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Marc's calloused hands roam greedily over my body, his fingers digging almost painfully into the soft curves of my waist and hips. I'm pinned against the cool metal shelves in the dim equipment room, the scent of sweat and disinfectant heavy in the air around us. His muscular frame crushes against me as his mouth attacks mine with bruising intensity.

“I love you,” he says while hungrily kissing my neck. 

It feels so good. My knees buckle somewhat. 

For months, we've been Westfield High's prince and princess - the chiseled football captain and the head cheerleader. Our relationship was the epitome of every teenage dream, fueled by unbridled lust and hormones. At least, that's what I'd believed until this moment.

Marc's possessive kisses grow more aggressive, his grip on me tightening like steel bands. 

I can feel his manhood pressing past his shorts against my hip. It feels massive. Not that I have seen or touched it before. 

Contrary to what the other students believe, I have little experience with sex. In fact, I have no experience. 

Panic flutters in my chest when his wandering hand shoves insistently beneath my skirt. I tear my mouth free with a breathless gasp. "Marc, wait...I'm not ready for that yet."

“I am,” he whispers and retracts his hand from my breasts. He pulls away somewhat and tenderly gets hold of both my hands and lifts them above my head. He kisses me again, while his free hand takes a streak of auburn curls from my face. 

God, it feels good. Wetness engulf my panties. I know I am eighteen. A part of me is ready. Perhaps I should just do it. Everyone is doing it. 

“I love you,” he says again while he loosens the grip on my hands and slowly drifts his hand over my neck and breasts. 

“I love you too,” I say.

The words seem to give him more encouragement. While he holds me firm around my waist he continues his kisses. Then in one quick move, he manages to pull down his shorts far enough to expose his massive cock. He pulls slightly away from me. 

I look down. My eyes are wide. My body is fighting my mind as my hand moves closer. I feel it throb when I cup the tip. It is rock-hard.

“That feels good baby,” he whispers.

I continue sliding down his shaft and slowly going back up, moving his foreskin over the tip of his penis. Marc groans in delight. I have no idea if I am doing it right, but from his reaction, it seems like I am getting it right. I can feel his cock swell in my hand. Then he pulls away.

“Wait I am going to cum,” he whispers and slowly lifts my cheerleader skirt up.

“There are people outside,” I say and then moan softly as his hand rubs over my soaking panties. He ignores me and moves closer. Everything inside me wants him. Deliberately he positions himself between my legs, lifting my one leg up. The tip of his cock presses against my panty. 

“Marc,” I whisper, “Condom?” is all I manage to say before his hand lifts the side of my panty away exposing my wet folds against the tip of his cock. “Marc con…” I do not get the chance to finish my sentence. In one quick thrust, he stretches me open. My eyes widen and my back arch in a sudden jolt of pain. Uncomfortable and weird. He thrust again. My body responds with a jolt of pleasure. 

“I will be careful,” he insists almost breathless as he goes deep again. 

“Slower,” I say as the pleasure is once more transformed into pain.

Pleasure and pain. I have heard from my girlfriends that is to be expected your first time. 

Pleasure and pain. Marc continues. Trying to drive himself as deep as possible inside me. Then suddenly he grunts. 

“Not inside…” I try to warn. I am too late. 

I feel the semen explode and escape from me in one quick second.

“Shit,” is all he manages to say as he thrust one last time.

Less than a minute. Another thing my girlfriends said. The first time never lasts long. 

Marc suddenly retreats without making eye contact. He slips his cock back in his shorts and then turns around to walk away, leaving me with the mess. My heart beats fast, together with a sinking feeling. This was not how I ever envisioned losing my virginity would be. 

“Wait,” I say while trying to fidget my clothes back to something respectable, “Marc you did not use a condom.” I can feel the anxiousness creeping up in me. “Babes?”

“It should be fine,” he says and still refuses to make eye contact with me.

“Marc looks at me,” 

He turns and give me a glance.

“If I get pregnant…”

“Just talk to your girlfriends and go and get the morning-after pill.”

“I think you can get it for me. I don’t want to go to the pharmacy. My parents are friends with the pharmacist.”

Marc shook his head, “Your problem Laya. You should have stopped me,”

“I did!”

“I am late for practice.”

“Marc!”

“Fuck Laya what do you want from me? What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a it is going to be okay Laya. Perhaps a I love you Laya. We just had sex, my first time in a fucking school storage room.” I can feel the tears swelling up. 

His eyes stare coldly at me. “Sorry, I can’t deal with this. Can’t deal with you right now. I need to focus on the scouts.”

My heart sank, and immediately I knew that this was it for us. Marc got what Marc always wanted. Me. My body. My first time. 

“Marc wait,” I say and grab his arm. 

"For fuck's sake, Laya!" Marc's shout makes me flinch. In the next blazing second, the stinging slap of his palm across my cheek detonates through the small space.

“Fuck look at what you made me do!” he shouts. 

White-hot pain blossoms across my face as I crumple back against the shelves, clutching my searing cheek with a strangled cry. Tears well instantly, my vision blurring as I look up at him in shock and heartbreak. "M-Marc...?"

But he's already storming away, the heavy door slamming behind him with resounding finality. I sink boneless to the dusty floor, harsh sobs wracking my trembling frame as the girl I used to be - infatuated, hopeful, naively trusting - crumbles and dies inside me.

What a way for your first time. 

* * * 

Tears stream down my face as I race homeward, the stark fluorescent streetlamps illuminating the rapidly swelling bruise on my cheek. How could Marc, the guy I've been infatuated with since freshman year, the one I thought loved me, do something so horrible?

By the time I reach my house, my eye is nearly swollen shut and throbbing with pain. Gasping for air, I stumble up the porch steps, only to find a familiar figure sitting there.

"Laya?" Donovan, my brother's best friend from college, peers at me with concerned hazel eyes. "What the hell happened?"

Of course, he's here for the weekend to attend his father's funeral back home after stopping by our place. With my brother still away at school and my parents in Italy, Donovan has the guest room to himself. I remember the first time I met Donovan two years ago at my brother's graduation party. He was the tall, broad-shouldered guy with an easy smile and a protective streak. His dark hair and hazel eyes had caught my attention immediately, but it was his kindness and the way he treated my brother like family that really stood out.

I swipe at my teary eyes, though it does little to clear my blurred vision. "It's... it was Marc. We got into a fight and he... he hit me."

Donovan's expression darkens, but he keeps his tone gentle. "Come on, let's get you cleaned up inside."

Donovan guides me into the bathroom, his warm hand on my back offering comfort and support. The familiar scent of his cologne, a mix of sandalwood and something uniquely him, fills the small space, grounding me. As he gently cleans the cut on my cheekbone, I study his face, noticing the sorrow etched into his features for the first time tonight.

"I'm so sorry about your dad," I murmur, struck by his grief and my own self-centered reaction.

He gives me a sad smile, placing a tender hand on my unhurt cheek. "You've got nothing to apologize for, Lay. I can't imagine what kind of asshole would want to hurt you."

"He..." I bite down on my lip.

"He what?"

I shake my head, unable to continue.

"He what, Laya?" Donovan's voice gets firmer, a mix of concern and insistence.

Tears fill my eyes, and I'm unable to speak.

"What did he do?"

I take a deep breath and steady myself. "We had sex. He didn't use a condom. I can't get pregnant."

Donovan looks at me for a moment. I fear condemnation, but his eyes are full of empathy. "Was it your first?" he asks, holding my hand.

I nod, feeling a fresh wave of shame wash over me.

"I'm sure you'll be okay, but to make doubly sure, I'll quickly go to the pharmacy and pick you up something."

"They know me at the pharmacy," I sob, the embarrassment hitting me hard.

Donovan smiles softly. "Laya, don't worry. They don't know me. Make yourself a cup of something warm, and I'll be back in a few minutes."

His kind words unleash a fresh wave of tears that he catches with tender thumbs. Without thinking, I lean into his embrace, burying my face in the comforting crook of his neck. Donovan simply holds me, strong arms enveloping my shaking frame, as I finally allow myself to come undone.

We stay like that for what feels like an eternity, my tears soaking through his shirt, his hands rubbing soothing circles on my back. When I finally pull away, there's a heavy tension in the air, a crackling sort of energy I've never noticed with Donovan before. His eyes search mine, and for a moment, it feels like the world has shrunk to just the two of us.

"I need to go," he says softly, but his arms don't let go just yet.

He moves in closer and kisses me on my forehead. Then he steps back, his eyes lingering on mine. "I'll be back soon," he promises.

I watch him stroll away, the weight of everything that's happened settling on my shoulders. I make my way to the kitchen, the silence of the house pressing in on me. I fill the kettle and wait for it to boil, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions.

* * *

"Do you want to talk about it?" Donovan asks softly, brushing a stray tear from my cheek. We're sitting next to one another in the living room, the space dimly lit by a single table lamp casting a soft glow.

The living room is cozy and familiar, with worn, comfortable furniture and family photos adorning the walls. The couch we're on is a faded blue, its cushions sagging from years of use. The coffee table in front of us is cluttered with old magazines and my brother's discarded textbooks. The faint hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen adds a background noise that feels oddly comforting.

I glance at Donovan, taking in his steady presence. His hazel eyes, full of concern and a hint of exhaustion, meet mine. I’m glad he's here, especially tonight. He's always been someone I could rely on, someone who makes me feel safe. His dark hair is slightly tousled, and his strong, broad shoulders seem to carry the weight of the world with such ease. It's in moments like these that I realize just how much his kindness and strength mean to me.

I shake my head, my voice barely a whisper. "Not right now. I just... part of me... wishes..." Tears fill my eyes again, blurring my vision. How did everything go so wrong? Losing my virginity to Marc was supposed to be special, a moment of love and trust. Instead, it feels like a terrible mistake, a memory tainted by his carelessness and aggression. I wanted my first time to be with someone who truly cared about me, not someone who would hurt me.

Donovan nods, his expression understanding. "You don't have to figure it all out tonight."

His reassurance wraps around me like a warm blanket, and I nod, feeling a small spark of hope amidst the pain. "Thank you, Donovan. For everything."

He squeezes my hand gently. "Anytime, Lay. I'm here for you. Always."

We sit in silence for a few moments, the weight of the evening hanging in the air. The warmth of Donovan's hand in mine and the steady rhythm of his breathing begin to soothe my frazzled nerves. I lean back into the couch, closing my eyes for a moment, trying to find some semblance of peace.

"I still can't believe he did that to you," Donovan murmurs, his voice filled with a mix of anger and sadness. "You deserve so much better."

"I know," I say softly, opening my eyes to look at him. "But right now, it just hurts so much."

He nods, understanding in his eyes. "It will get better, I promise. And until it does, I'm here. You're not alone, Laya."

Those words, simple yet profound, make me feel a little less lost. I grip his hand a bit tighter, grateful for his presence. "I don't know what I'd do without you," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

Donovan's expression softens, and he leans in closer, his presence a comforting balm to my wounded heart. "You'll never have to find out," he says quietly. "I'm not going anywhere."

The words hang in the air, filled with a promise that feels like a lifeline. For the first time tonight, I feel a glimmer of safety, knowing that Donovan is by my side.

I feel his pinky touch my hand. It feels good. We stay like that for a few moments in silence.

Then I react, putting my hand in his. His hands feel warm and strong, a comforting solidity amidst the chaos of my emotions. The roughness of his calluses contrasts with the gentleness of his touch, and it grounds me, bringing a sense of security.

We continue in silence, just our hands intertwined. My heart beats faster, each thump echoing in my ears.

What am I doing? This is my brother's best friend. He just lost his father. Surely, this isn't right. I just had sex for the first time. But my heart and mind are in the moment. Despite all the internal protesting, this feels right. Safe. Good.

I glance at Donovan, his profile outlined by the soft lamp light. His eyes are closed, and he looks so peaceful. There's a vulnerability there, a glimpse of the weight he's carrying. My heart aches for him, for the pain he's enduring, and for the turmoil I'm adding to his already heavy burden.

Yet, as our fingers entwine, I can't deny the comfort it brings me. In this small, intimate gesture, there's a connection, a silent understanding that we both need this. His presence is a balm to my raw emotions, his touch a lifeline pulling me back from the brink.

I squeeze his hand lightly, and he responds with a gentle squeeze of his own. The simplicity of the gesture is profound.

The room feels smaller, cozier, as if it's just the two of us against the world. My thoughts swirl conflicted yet certain that this moment, this connection, is something real, something I need to hold onto. Despite the chaos, the uncertainty, and the pain, there’s a flicker of hope, a spark of something more.

Donovan's eyes open slowly, meeting mine with a softness that takes my breath away. There's no need for words; the silent exchange speaks volumes. In his gaze, I see understanding, empathy, and something else.

Perhaps it's the rawness of our shared vulnerability. Or the realization that he's the first person who's shown me true compassion. But suddenly, I'm very aware of how close we are, how warm his body feels against mine, and the way his gaze has dropped to my trembling lips.

Then, like a striking match, something ignites between us.

One moment, I'm drowning in Donovan's tender gaze; the next, his mouth slants over mine in a scorching, desperate kiss. Unlike the bruising force of Marc's assault, Donovan's lips move with a featherlight reverence that sends shivers down my spine.  

I should stop this, my mind screams, even as my body arches against his solid frame.

But God, I've never been kissed like this before - like I'm something precious to be cherished and savored.

When his tongue slips past my parted lips to tangle with mine, I moan softly into his mouth. Before I can second-guess myself, I'm walking us backwards toward my bedroom, our heated kisses growing more frantic with each step.

Somewhere between hitting the mattress and Donovan's calloused hands tenderly undressing me, reality blurs. All I can focus on is the exquisite feeling of his weight pressing me into the sheets, the rasp of his stubble trailing fire along my neck and collarbone.

"Laya..." he rumbles, the sound of my name on his lips making me shiver. "You're so beautiful. Are you sure about this? After what happened? I also don’t have a condom.”

I answer by capturing his mouth in another searing kiss, my fingers tangling in his tousled hair to pull him closer. Because I've never been more certain of anything - I need Donovan's tenderness to eclipse the hurt and shame left by Marc's actions. I need to feel treasured again.

“I am sure,” I manage to say between desperate breaths. 

The tenderness in Donovan's eyes turns my insides to molten lava as he reaches down to brush a thumb over my swollen lips. He leans forward, his breath hot on my ear as he nips at my earlobe, eliciting a gasp from deep within my throat.

My hands tremble as I grasp onto his broad shoulders, the muscles rippling beneath my fingertips. 

"Oh God, Donovan," I whimper, my voice barely audible as he begins to place soft, teasing kisses on my inner thighs, inching ever closer to where I need him most.

Donovan looks up at me from between my legs, a smile playing at the corners of his lips. "I've been wanting to taste you since the moment I first saw you," he rasps, his voice thick with lust.

And then, without warning, he dives in, his expert tongue sweeping up my slit and swirling around my clit with such precise pressure that I nearly scream in pleasure. I feel my body start to spasm uncontrollably as he continues to lap at me, his skilled mouth pushing me higher and higher until I can barely breathe.

Donovan's fingers join the party, sliding easily into my wetness as he keeps up the relentless assault on my clit. I can feel my orgasm building deep within me, threatening to tear me apart at the seams.

Suddenly, Donovan pulls back, his breath coming in short, rapid gasps. "You are so wet for me."

He dives back in, his tongue sliding up and down my swollen folds, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. Just as I think I can't take it anymore, he plunges a finger deep inside me, curling it up against the magical spot that sends me spiraling over the edge.

My body convulses, my folds clamping down hard around his finger as I scream his name, my orgasm washing over me like a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Donovan keeps going, riding out my orgasm with long, slow strokes of his finger until I am completely spent, my limbs shaking uncontrollably.

Slowly, I begin to come back down to earth, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I try to catch my breath. Donovan looks up at me, his eyes filled with so much desire that it takes my breath away.

"Donovan," I manage to say, my voice hoarse from screaming. "That was..."

He grins up at me, his fingers still gently stroking my swollen clit. "Just wait until I get inside you," 

Before I can respond, he pulls his finger out of me and begins to unbutton his shirt, revealing a chest that is covered in a light dusting of hair. I watch, mesmerized, as he undoes his pants and pulls them down, revealing a massive cock that is already fully erect.

I can feel my eyes go wide as I take in the sight of him. I had no idea how big he was - it's like he could fill me up completely, and then some. I can feel my heart rate quicken as I reach out tentatively to wrap my hand around his thick shaft.

It's even more massive than I thought it would be, and I have to squeeze my fingers together tightly just to make it around him. I do not know how I will be able to handle him. Marc was big. This is monstrous. As I start to slowly stroke him, I can see the muscles in his neck tense up, his chest heaving with each rapid breath.

"Laya," he moans, his voice thick with lust. "That feels so good."

Emboldened by his reaction, I lean down and tentatively run my tongue along the underside of his cock, from the base all the way up to the sensitive head. Donovan's entire body shudders in pleasure, and he lets out a low growl that sends a shiver down my spine.

Feeling more confident now, I take him into my mouth, wrapping my lips around his thick shaft and sliding down as far as I can go. I can taste the precum. I can hear him gasping for breath above me, his hands gripping tightly onto my hair as I begin to suck him off with slow, deliberate strokes.

As I continue to work my own magic on him, I can feel my arousal starting to build once again. I can't resist sliding a hand down between my legs to start rubbing my swollen clit, desperate for some relief from the intense pleasure that is building up inside me.

Donovan must sense what I'm doing, because he suddenly pulls away from me, his cock sliding out of my mouth with a loud, wet pop. "Turn around," he commands, "I want to see that perfect ass of yours."

I do as he says, turning over onto my hands and knees and arching my back to present my ass to him. I can hear him moving behind me, and then I feel his hands on my hips, pulling me back against him.

I lost my breath when I feel his thick manhood pressing up against me. I turn and find his eyes.

“I will be gentle,” he says.

To my surprise, his cock slides easily into my wet pussy, filling me up completely and pushing me forward onto my hands. I can feel his body pressed up against mine, his chest hot against my back as he starts to thrust into me, his cock sliding in and out of me with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Laya," he moans, his breath hot against my ear as he continues to pump in and out of me. "You feel so good."

As he continues to thrust into me, I can feel my arousal building once more. I can hear the wet, slapping sound of our bodies slamming together, punctuated by Donovan's deep, guttural moans of pleasure.

Suddenly, he pulls out of me, leaving me feeling strangely empty. Before I can protest, Donovan's strong hands grasp my thighs, turning me over on my back. His fingers slide easily into my soaking wet pussy, stretching me open and preparing me for what's to come.

He positions himself on top of me, the head of his massive cock pressing up against my wetness.

"Are you sure about this? Like I said before, I don’t have protection," he asks,

"Yes," I gasp, my body trembling with anticipation. "I want you to take me like you've never taken anyone before. I don’t care."

He doesn't need any more encouragement than that. With a deep, guttural growl, he thrusts into me, filling me up completely and pushing me back into the soft matrass. There is a jolt of pain, but it quickly fades away, replaced by a deep, all-consuming pleasure that radiates out from my folds and envelops my entire body.

Donovan starts to thrust into me with long, slow strokes, each one pushing me higher and higher until I am completely lost in the sensations that are coursing through me. I can hear him moaning my name above me, his hands gripping tightly onto mine as he continues to pump in and out of me.

Suddenly, I can feel the familiar stirrings of an orgasm building up deep within me. I can hear my own voice gasping and moaning as I teeter on the edge, my body shaking uncontrollably with the intensity of the pleasure that is coursing through me.

Donovan can sense what's happening, and he starts to thrust into me with even more urgency, each stroke pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the tension building up inside me until it finally snaps, sending me spiraling over the edge into another orgasm.

As I scream out in pleasure, I can feel Donovan's cock throbbing inside me, his release hot and pulsing as he fills me up completely. He moans my name above me, his body shaking uncontrollably with the intensity of his own orgasm.

For a long while, we simply lay tangled together, bodies slick with sweat and our mingled cries still hanging in the air. Eventually, Donovan props himself up on one arm to gaze down at me with heavy-lidded, adoring eyes.

"You okay?" he murmurs, brushing a damp tendril of hair from my forehead.

Unable to find the words to convey the euphoric fullness in my heart, I simply nod and offer him a trembling smile. He returns it with a look so unbearably tender that fresh tears prick my eyes.

Then Donovan's mouth is on mine again, his kiss slow and deep, achingly sweet. My fingers thread through his sweat-dampened hair as I open myself fully to his comforting affections.

In his arms, I finally feel whole and cherished again.

That sense of security, of being truly seen and desired, carries me through the night. We make love again with languid tenderness, bodies intertwined as if we were made to fit together in this most intimate way. And when the first rays of dawn peek through my curtains, I'm cradled in the protective circle of Donovan's embrace, utterly sated and at peace.

* * *

The distant rumble of a car in the driveway rouses me, and I smile up at Donovan's slumbering face, committing every chiseled plane and freckle to memory. I press one final, lingering kiss to his lips before reluctantly slipping from the covers.

As I stand nude before my bedroom mirror, examining the fading imprint of Donovan's passion tattooed across my skin, I find myself grinning. This man, with his kindness and compassion, has reminded me of my self-worth in the most beautifully physical way possible.

With a contented sigh and one last, wistful glance at Donovan's sleeping form, I gather my clothes and quietly slip from the bedroom. My body still hums with the afterglow of our lovemaking, my steps light as I make my way to the bathroom to shower.

As the steaming water sluices over my tingling skin, I can't help but replay the events of last night—the devastation of Marc's betrayal, quickly overshadowed by the tenderness of Donovan's healing touch. My fingers trail over the love bites peppering my neck and breasts, and I shiver at the memory of his scorching kisses, his reverent caresses.

I know our night together was likely just a fleeting moment, born of shared vulnerability and longing for comfort. Donovan has his whole life and career ahead of him. But still, some tiny part of me sparks with hope that this incredible connection could blossom into something more.

Pushing those thoughts aside for now, I finish my shower and return to my room to dress for school. I can't stop the giddy grin that lights up my face as I catch Donovan still fast asleep amid my rumpled sheets. He looks so peaceful, so heartachingly beautiful in the warm morning light.

On an impulse, I scribble out a quick note thanking him for everything and promising to be there for him during this hard time, just as he was for me. I tuck it into his hand with one final, featherlight kiss to those perfect lips.

Then, before I can be tempted to wake him for one more heated embrace, I force myself to grab my backpack and slip out into the hall. I pause at the top of the stairs, running a hand over the fading mark on my cheek as I soak in the memories of Donovan's healing touch one last time. My smile returns, brighter than ever, as I turn to face the new day.

For the first time in forever, I feel empowered and in control of my own path forward. No longer a naive girl blindly following the status quo, but a young woman embracing life and love on her own uncompromising terms.

And above all first-times can come more than once.
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