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“I’m still not sure that this is such a great idea, Tracy.”  Steven chose to stare into his coffee as he spoke, rather than look at his girlfriend.  

“I already told Jennifer that you would.” She replied.  I know that you don’t like her, but she’s really sweet if you get to know her.”

“I don’t understand why this doesn’t bother you, Tracy.  Don’t you want me to be loyal to you?”

“It’s only this one time, Steven.  When I get back, we’ll pick up where we left off.  Jennifer is my friend and she needs this.  Who else would you want me to ask?  She’s ready for it this weekend, even got on the pill just for this.  I have to go home for the weekend, so it all works out.  You’ll have the room all to yourself.  Just be the same … sensitive person…that you always are.”

“Alright Tracy”, Steven said.  “I promised that I would do this and I will, I just want you to know that I have my doubts.”

“That’s what I want to hear, Stevie.  Remember that Jennifer will be waiting for you to have dinner.  Now, I’ve got to catch my ride.  Don’t worry.  ‘Luv ya’.”  Tracy leaned over for one of those quick ‘see you later’ smooches and left the dining hall.  Steven continued to brood over his coffee alone.

Steven hated it when Tracy called him ‘Stevie’.  When she did, it meant that he was being lassoed into something that he didn’t really want to do.  Usually, it meant taking her to a shopping mall, or to some disco that he was hoping to avoid.  Steven did it because Tracy was an expert at repaying favors.  When they met earlier in the school year it was Tracy who had been the more sexually experienced of the two.  Steven had learned quickly under Tracy’s tutelage.  Their fun times together covered over the rough spots.

Steven’s task for the weekend was to introduce Tracy’s roommate and best friend, Jennifer, to the pleasures of sex, or ‘lovemaking’ as the girls had insisted on calling it.  Steven was at a loss about why he had been chosen for Jennifer’s contrived deflowering.  It was true that she had very few (actually zero) dates.  He knew the reason why.  Jennifer was as socially inexperienced as she was sexually naïve.  She was someone who would always say the wrong thing or get in the way at precisely the wrong moment.  Steven knew that she didn’t mean it.  She only wanted to be part of what was happening, but just didn’t know how to do it.
Steven knew that his and Tracy’s playtime in their dorm room piqued Jennifer.  She would always hint to them to tell her details.  Sometimes Tracy did after Steven left.  The recounting excited Jennifer and made her dream of her own future encounters.   Once, Jennifer asked if she could watch them.  Tracy had agreed, but Steven turned her down.  When Steven and Tracy concluded their sexual activity for the night, they would all sleep in the same room, Jennifer in her bed, and Steven and Tracy in the other across the room.  All of this made Jennifer try even harder to find a young man who would be willing to become her boyfriend.  Jennifer pressed, and it distanced candidates from her.  It had been Tracy’s view for a long time that Jennifer would be happier if she found a young man to bed her.  It became obvious that it would not happen soon if nature was relied on to take its course.

Steven looked at his watch.  It was getting late.  He didn’t have time for his coffee.  He picked up his books and hurried to class.

************** 

As Steven strolled across the quad to Jennifer and Tracy’s dorm he had to admit that he felt a little nervous.  He slowed his pace a little to give him more time to think.  Surely, he did not lack experience.  He had no feelings for Jennifer, either.  He didn’t dislike her, as Tracy insisted.  Jennifer could be a pain in the rump at times, but he knew that she only realized that she was after committing the offending deed.  Anyway, it was never out of malice or spite, just bad timing or over-exuberance.  She was seldom an obstacle between Tracy and him.  She was just always ‘there’.  She was a footstool without a chair, always in the way without a purpose, decorated with plainness, potentially useful but lacked the proper setting. 
Steven was taking Jennifer to “dinner” at the campus dining hall.  On Fridays most of the student body left campus to visit home.  The dining hall would serve steak as an inducement to get the students to stay over the weekend.  It didn’t work very well, but steak was still on the menu.  It gave Steven and Tracy some advantages: a nice meal where the price was right (it was covered by the meal plan); a nearly empty dining hall where they could sit and talk without attracting a crowd.  Best yet, casual student-mode dress would be the order of the day.

Steven knocked on Jennifer’s door and she appeared instantly.  Steven calculated that she must have been watching for him from her window.  She was dressed as usual: faded jeans, sweatshirt, sneakers, and windbreaker.  The jeans were about a size too big.  It made Jennifer look skinny.  The sweatshirt was baggy, too.  She never wore makeup, so she appeared pale and her lips were barely darker than her skin.  She wore her ashen blond hair parted in the middle, falling downward aside her face and down her back to her shoulder blades.  It smelled like strawberries, so Steven knew that she had shampooed it that afternoon.  It was the nearest thing to perfume that he could detect.

“Hi, Jennifer” Steven said.  “Are you ready?”

Her sudden look of fright struck Steven like a slap in the face.

“I meant, ready for dinner.”

Jennifer looked down at her shoes, embarrassed.  All at once her cheeks attained a rosy hue.  Although she was just blushing from the awkward exchange, Steven thought she looked better with some color in her face.

“I’m sorry, Jennifer, I didn’t mean to startle you.  Are you hungry, because I know I am?”
“Oh, Steven, we’ve gotten off to such a bad start.  I’m sorry.  I’m just nervous.  I’m hungry, too.”

As they started for the dining hall Steven tried to reassure her.  “It’s okay, really, Jenn.”

“He called me ‘Jenn’!” she thought.  “He’s never used that name for me.  Maybe he likes me little after all.”

“Steven”, she said out loud, “There are some things that I want to ask you about tonight.  You see …”

Steven held up his hand to stop her.  “Let’s wait until we can sit down at an empty table before we talk about that.” He said.  “We don’t need to have an audience.”  She was grateful that he had saved her from another faux pas.

“This is typical Jennifer.” Steven thought to himself.  “When she gets nervous she starts bumbling.”

******************  

They didn’t have much to say until they found an empty table.  

“Steven, I couldn’t believe it when Tracy told me that you had asked to do this.  It means a lot to me.”

Steven’s instincts told him to throw his hands up, deny the assumption, and straighten out this would-be nymph.  He retrieved the words just as they were about to pass his lips and sear themselves into Jennifer’s fragile psyche.  Steven thought better to listen and learn.

“I didn’t know that Tracy told you that.”  He knew that more details would come forth if he applied the slightest amount of patience.

“Well, yes, she did.  She told me not to tell you that she told me, but I guess that it just slipped out.  Anyway, Steven, I think that you’re really nice to do this.”

“It was nice of Tracy to make it happen.” Steven countered, polite but not quite truthful.  He was right; details were starting to come forth.
“Tracy’s such a giving person.” Jennifer said.  “We had been talking about how good it would be if I could find someone to do this and then she said you had just jumped at it when she was asking you for ideas on finding the right guy.”

They didn’t say anything for a minute while they ate.  Then Jennifer started talking again.

“I would never have had the nerve to think this up for myself.” She said.  “Tracy really helped me.  She made me realize that I had to lose my virginity to feel more confident with guys.  She helped me with the birth control pills and everything.”

Jennifer’s discourse brought clarity to Steven.  Now he realized that he and Jennifer had one thing in common in that they had been set up by Tracy.  He couldn’t understand why Tracy had done it.  She enjoyed orchestrating people and events, but this was over the top.  Steven had no desire to join in the manipulation, but now Jennifer seemed so eager.  He decided to probe further.

“Why do you think that breaking your virginity will make you less nervous around guys, Jennifer?”
“Well”, she answered, “I think guys have a way of knowing which girls are virgins, and it makes them act differently; then I act different towards them.  That’s when I open my big mouth and get into trouble.  Every time a guy looks my way, I think that he’s sizing me up to figure if he wants to get into my pants.  I get self-conscious and go to pieces.  Maybe if I know about sex, it will give me some confidence and I’ll stop worrying about it all the time.”

She seemed so convinced.  Steven wanted to ask her if she was sure it was her idea or Tracy’s, but he couldn’t do so without appearing to be backing out.  He tried another angle.

“You must be nervous, Jennifer.”  He said.  “After all, even if you have good reasons, it’s a big step.”

“Oh, I am!” she replied.  “There’s so much that I want to ask you before we go back to the dorm room.”

“I’m all ears.”  He said.

“First, I don’t know exactly what to do.  I mean, I think that I know the basics, but I don’t want to do anything wrong.  You know what I mean?”

Steven nodded in understanding.

“Jennifer, I think that you tend to worry about things that you don’t need to worry about.  Just let nature take over.  Your body will tell you what to do.  Just relax and be natural.”
Steven let that sink in and continued.  “It’s supposed to be ‘fun’, you know.  A lot of people keep doing it because they enjoy it.  If you’re thinking of this as something that you have to get out of the way, maybe it would be better to save it for another time.”

“No, Steven”, she retorted.  “I didn’t mean it that way.  I’m just a little nervous.”

“It would be natural for you to be nervous, Jennifer.  It’s mostly fear of the unknown.  After we get started everything will all fall into place.  In the morning we’ll look back and have a laugh on it.”

“The morning!”  They would be waking up together.  It was a thought that hit Jennifer all at once.  She hadn’t thought about the impending finality.  She wondered how it would change her.   She finally understood that what she was planning was more than an adventure like shopping at a new mall.  As she and Tracy had planned out the tryst it had all seemed so matter-of fact.  It was detail-oriented: the pills, the weekend alone, getting the right guy.  Now it took on proportions of an important lifetime event.
Jennifer cast her eyes down to the table.  Steven sensed there was more to be discussed.

“I think there you have something more on your mind, Jennifer.”

“Steven”, she began, “I hope that you won’t be angry by my asking you this.”  She didn’t wait for him to answer.  “Have you ever taken a girl through her first time before?”

The question gave Steven a sudden alarm.  He had a formula that he always relied on.  One constant in the equation: never divulge what he had done with one girl to another one.  He had never been guilty of it.  He learned his lesson the easy way, by observation, as friends’ secrets told returned in their inevitable circular path at the worst possible moment.
Jennifer saw the angst in Steven’s brow.  “Oh, no!” she thought, “I’ve done it again!”  
She paused a moment, then spoke again, thinking that honesty might save the day.  “I only asked you that because…”  She paused again.  She lifted her head up and said.  “I don’t know how to ask you this.  Will it hurt?  Tracy said that it really will hurt a lot.  She thought that I should have some drinks first to, you know, dull the pain.  What do you think?”
Steven lowered his defenses.  He felt the fear contained in Jennifer’s voice.  He sought to comfort her if he could. It was wrong of Tracy to set her up with such dread expectations.  Perhaps Tracy wished to limit their success.  
“I had an experience before I started going with Tracy.  It was nice, I think, for both of us.”  

Steven continued, “It won’t necessarily hurt.  It might, a little.  I can’t say for sure, but I think that it depends on the individual.  Forget about the drinking, I don’t know how that would help.  One thing I do know: you have to relax.  There’s more pain involved in pushing apart muscles that are cramped up than in breaking through a hymen.”
Jennifer sat pensively for a moment, summoning courage for her final confession.

“Steven, I might as well tell you everything.  I don’t have any experience at all.  It’s not just being a virgin.  I’ve never even had a boy make out with me or had one see me with any of my clothes off.  I’ve never even been kissed, at least the way I’ve seen you and Tracy kiss.  I know that you must think I’m pathetic, but I had to tell you this, so that you can understand why I’m so nervous.”
“Jennifer”, Steven said, “I’m not that surprised.  When people start making out it leads them go a little further every time, until they’ve gone ‘all the way’.  So, when I found out that you’re a virgin, I really didn’t expect you to have a lot of experience.  You don’t have to be ashamed about it.  The right moment comes at different times for everyone.  If you have any doubts about going through with it, just say the word.  You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to.”

Jennifer listened to him.  Steven’s answer gave her some comfort.  She still had a case of nerves, but was thinking that Steven would make everything alright.  
Steven saw her thinking on what he’d said.
“Take it one step at a time.  You’ll feel some new things that you’ll really like.  Concentrate on those.  Just remember that you can call it off at any time…and we’ll still be friends.”

The last part, about “being friends”, made Jennifer smile.  As they rose to clear their table Jennifer thought that she was taking her last walk after her last meal.

“This is it!” she said to herself.  She barely heard Steven speaking.

“I’ll give you awhile to get ready.  I thought that I would take a shower first.  I’ll knock at your door at eight.”

*************** 

As they left the dining hall Steven and Jennifer parted to go to their separate dorm rooms.  As Steven walked he thought to himself that he would have liked to have a little more time to think things over.  He found himself uncomfortably in the middle.  He didn’t know Jennifer well enough to have deep feelings for her.  Now, after their dinner together, he knew her too well to want to bed her purely out of lust.  Jennifer and Tracy were expecting performance from him.  If he were to back out Jennifer would think it a sign of rejection, not consideration for her.  

Steven started thinking about Tracy and asked himself why she had arranged to have him and Jennifer in the positions that they were in.  He wasn’t sure that Tracy’s motives were so altruistic.  He had never known a female to relinquish a hold on a man ‘unselfishly’, just to give a sexually underprivileged friend a chance at bedroom bliss.  Women hated comparisons of themselves with other women, particularly in matters of their nude bodies and sexual skills.  This setup was sure to create just such an evaluation.  Was Tracy so confident that she sought a comparison in order to reinforce Steven’s preference for her?  Was she so sure to hoist the bedroom trophy?  Maybe Tracy had set a test for Steven.   Perhaps Tracy’s motive was her penchant for manipulation that Steven knew too well.  In Tracy’s world sex was an activity with many uses.  At any rate, Steven never fooled himself that he was in love with Tracy, but he enjoyed her talents and the security that their steady relationship gave him.  The importance of it seemed to be dimming in the light of the present circumstance.
As he ambled to his dorm, Steven tried to sort his way through his conflicted soul.  He gazed at the prospect of a weekend of carnal delights with his girlfriend’s roommate on loan.  For a total commitment of forty-eight hours, he would be free to wander wherever his creative libido and persuasive talents with Jennifer would lead them.  Jennifer didn’t look like she would require a lot of persuading.  After that, he could catch up for lost time with Tracy.  Who knew, maybe Jennifer could be on call, or more.  Many possibilities entered Stevens mind.    Instinct told him to stop complaining.  Jennifer had made her own choice.    
It was the nagging whisper that irritated him.  During their dinner together Jennifer had exposed her vulnerability so openly.  Maybe she would lead a happier life if she allowed herself to be wooed and courted by a young man who sought to be her first lover.  Maybe the young man would be as inexperienced as Jennifer, and they would learn love’s delights together.  Steven knew that he could do a credible job in the physical initiation of the naïve girl.  How could he give her the thrill of mutual desire that every person seeks.  He sought the answer, but it was not in him.

Jennifer became human during their dinner together.  She had feared Steven’s pity in her confessions of sexual naiveté.  She was mistaken.  Steven admired her bravery in opening her secrets to him.  He started liking her for her honesty.  Her partial innocence was a mystery.  She was inexperienced, to be sure, but was responsible for the contrivance that he was now a part of.  He decided that she might be a diamond in the rough.  He wondered about the person hiding underneath the façade of social bumbling.

At least Jennifer rated a shower, shave and change of clothes.  He had time for that, and to purchase a bottle of wine for them to share.

************************  

Steven arrived at Jennifer’s room cleaned up, and with a bouquet of flowers and bottle of rose’.  He wasn’t sure what to expect from Jennifer or himself.  It was an unusual assignation.  

Steven was used to the customary baking that took place in almost any first-time date.  There would be a careful testing and measuring process followed by period of mixing and kneading.  He would check the temperature by gently pressing in a digit like a baker trying a loaf of bread to see if it was ready to come out of the oven.  Sometimes it would be just right and ready to enjoy.  At other times the loaf might need more baking.  When that would happen the flavor would be all-the-better because of the longer warming time.  He would never let a loaf become overdone.  It would be hard and crusty.  Sometimes it would be apparent that the loaf would just never be right for his palette, so he would let it go, to be finished by another baker with different tastes than he.  

The contrivance to which he had agreed was a bypass of the traditional process.  It was like buying a loaf of store-bought bread.  It was ready to eat but with an unknown taste.  He told himself to be happy that the work had been done for him.  It was unsatisfying, however, and bread is always best fresh and warm from the oven, prepared in just the right way so that the eating of it yields the greatest pleasure.  Perhaps he could reheat Jennifer to a golden brown toast, and she would taste good, too.

As he mounted the stairs to Jennifer’s floor he wondered how he would find her.  After the conversation in the dining hall he half-expected her to have run away in fright.  Possibly Tracy had issued some pre-flight instructions prior to her departure.  Probably, he thought, he would find her in her jeans and sweatshirt, not knowing what to do or how to start.  He was determined that the final decision had to be Jennifer’s.  It could not be because Tracy wanted it, or that he had been promised her favor for the night.  If Jennifer was unready, he would accept that she was one of those loaves better passed on to another baker.

Steven approached the door.  He knocked and waited.  For long seconds there was no answer.  At last the handle turned and the door slowly opened a few inches.  Through the narrow opening he saw Jennifer peering at him.  Her face was all that he could see.  There wasn’t much light shining out from the room behind her.

“It’s me, Steven!” he announced.

Jennifer raised her fingers to her lips and issued a loud “Shhhh!”, then opened the door all the way.  She grabbed Steven’s hand and pulled him into the room, shutting the door quickly behind them.  Steven stood just inside the doorway.  Jennifer had stepped back several paces.

The lamps in the room were turned off. A lone candle off to the side provided the only light.  It took Steven’s eyes a few seconds to adjust to the subdued glimmering.  Before him, Jennifer stood in an amazing transformation.  It was shocking and pleasant.  The flickering candlelight bathed her.  Steven knew it was a ‘Jennifer’ that had never been seen by any person.  Her plain-jane aura had been discarded.  Jennifer wore a satin nightgown that extended halfway between her hip and knee.  Over that she wore a matching peignoir of a gauzy material that was fastened only by a single button at the neck.  It exposed the nightie to view, but hid its details.  Steven spied the outline of matching panties beneath the outer layer.  The ensemble was blue.  In the half-light it took on an aqua hue on the side nearest the candlelight and a royal blue appearance on the darker side.  It was a color that complimented her blond tresses.  Jennifer had redone her hair, not in a fancy contrivance, but brushed it in a way that gave it fullness and wave and held away from her face.  She was barefoot, suggesting the innocence that she was soon to relinquish.  A hint of perfume betrayed her carnal intentions.  In all, it was a seductive presence as she stood still in the middle of the room, hands at her sides as she allowed Steven to survey her.
It took all of Jennifer’s courage to remain still while Steven eyed her.  She didn’t know why, but a voice inside her told her that she had to do so.  Although her outfit covered most of her, she felt naked.  In his eyes was an emerging betrayal of the lust that he felt but did not yet speak.  Her wearing the negligee was a statement that made her naked of defenses.  By showing herself to him in this way she had stepped over the fence of virginity with one foot.  Straddling the barrier, her display invited him to come hither to help her cross over completely.
Jennifer waited for Steven’s move.  He indulged himself long seconds, savoring the new creation before him.  Seconds turned to hours on Jennifer’s clock.  The sensation of being on display was foreign to her.  Many emotions flooded through her so fast that she was unable to sort through them.  She was a novice tightrope walker midway between posts.  She had taken irretrievable steps away from safety.  Her partner awaited her at the far terminal.  She was frozen, unable to retreat but with no plan for moving forward.  She hoped for a safety net below, but dared not look downward to search for it.  

She resolved to wait for as long as necessary.  She made no movement, nor intended to, until Steven acknowledged her.

In her ears was the distant thunder of oncoming hooves, an impending stampede of events set to rush over her.  Her heart was pounding to match the rhythm and intensity of the savage herd.  She fought a desperate battle to stave off the outward show of panting that would signal her fear.  She was naked in deed, and would soon be nude in fact.   She was trembling a little, and hoped that Steven did not notice.  She had recreated her visage to earn Steven’s acceptance of whatever feminine charms she might possess.  As she waited for his answer, she prayed for confirmation.  She longed to know if Steven appreciated the presentation.   
“Jennifer”, Steven said softly, “I don’t know what to say, except how beautiful you look.”

Here, in a single sentence was placed the acceptance that Jennifer had longed for.  

Steven was justified in attesting to her loveliness.  He had never pictured her as she was at that moment.  The bagginess of her daily apparel had so cruelly hidden her supple form.  It was clear that her figure was flawless.  Steven’s eyes continued to roam over her.  Although only medium in height, Jennifer’s body appeared long and lithe.  Her breasts were covered by the negligee and peignoir, but he could see that they were mounted firmly in her chest and were just ample enough to match her frame.  He longed to see the nipples and imagined them stiff with excited desire.  He glanced down to her partially uncovered thighs and noted her delicate, but toned muscles.  Steven considered Jennifer’s voluntary display for his inspection.  He knew that many young maidens would be unable to stand such a test.  He admired her pluck for doing it.  Inspired by the work of art before him, Steven’s own breathing quickened.

He turned and locked the door behind him with a loud click that made Jennifer startle as the single sound signaled their isolation from the world.  Steven reached out his hands.

“These are for you;” nodding at the flowers, “and this is for us later on”, raising the bottle of rose’.

***************  

Jennifer grasped the flowers to her breast and thrust her face into them.  Their scent and softness were a salve for her soul, a simple piece of truth and beauty.  
“Thank you, Steven.  That was very sweet of you.”  She peered out at him from the cradle of the bouquet.  Although the flowers covered her nose and mouth, Steven thought he detected a smile in the crinkles around her eyes.
Steven mused over whether Jennifer meant the gift of the flowers, or his compliment.  The bottle of rose’ remained unattended in his outstretched arm, so Steven fit it into the mini-refrigerator in the corner of the dorm room so it could chill for later refreshment.  He stripped off his jacket and set it aside.
Steven stood and faced Jennifer who was still holding the bouquet to her face watching him.  He slowly approached her, gently pried the bouquet from her hands, and set it on the chest of drawers nearby.  Her smile disappeared with the protective flowers.  In its place appeared a doe-eyed girl whose fear was refreshed by the imminence of the long-awaited action.
Steven stepped a little closer.  With a gentle palm he cupped the side of her face, a test of her acceptance.  He leaned in, still with his hand gently upon her face, and kissed her tenderly on the lips.  Jennifer was pliant enough, but offered no return initiative.  He released the kiss and caressed her from the line of her brow to her chin.  He wrapped his arm loosely about her shoulder and tried the kiss again.  This time she parted her lips a little.  He enjoyed the softness that he found, the gradual yielding to his advances.  He swirled the other arm about her.  He probed her parted lips with his tongue.  She yielded more.  Steven felt her absorbing the first time pleasure.
As Steven took her over, Jennifer realized that she was crossing another line.  She felt his tongue enter her.  She gave in to it.  His man’s size and strength, his insistence and his tenderness were promises to her of awaiting pleasures if she could force herself over the final barrier.

He released her and moved back one step.  Steven reached to her throat and undid the single button of the peignoir.  He ceremoniously peeled it down her arms that had fallen to her sides, finally removing it from her altogether and setting it aside.  He raised his hands back to her bare shoulders.  She gasped slightly, expecting him to push down the straps of her nightie for a quick exposure.  Instead, with a practiced gentleness, he retraced his earlier path.  This time he stroked down her shoulders to her bare arms, ending in her palms.
It was a touching that made Jennifer thrill with sensuality.  She longed for him to repeat the journey.  She let out a quiet “mmm” to show her approval and encourage him.  Steven understood the hint and stroked down her arms again.  For Jennifer, it was not new like the first time; it gave a different pleasure because she sensed that her reaction had prompted him.  Steven embraced Jennifer again and kissed her.  This time Jennifer threw her arms around his shoulders and kissed back.  She breathed into him through flared nostrils.  She wanted him to know that she enjoyed his pleasuring her.  

Steven felt aroused and in command.  He broke the kiss and looked into her eyes searching for permission.  She was looking back with anticipation.  He placed his hand on the lacy strap on her shoulder and began to push it to the end of her shoulder.

************* 

Jennifer became aware of Steven’s intent and let out a stifled whimper.  She trembled, an involuntary reaction.  She had so relished his attention to her senses a few seconds ago.  She wanted to continue but the onrush of progress re-sparked her fear.  

Steven removed his hand.  “It’s alright, Jennifer.  Don’t be afraid.”

“I’m so sorry Steven!” She replied, with tears flowing freely and the trembling unabated.  “I know you must be upset with me.  You’ve been so kind.  Just give me a minute and we can get back to it.  I’m just so nervous!”

“It’s alright.” Steven repeated.  “You should know how beautiful you are right now.”

Steven spoke the truth.  In the candlelight, clad only in the blue negligee, Jennifer emitted a special beauty.  Her bare shoulders had a sculpted look, with classic lines in white marble.  The bare arms flowing from them were delicately supple.  The bodice of the gown covered her breasts, but their forms could be discerned beneath the shiny blue fabric.  It made the viewer yearn all the more for their unveiling.         

Steven was disappointed, not in Jennifer, but himself.  A short time ago he felt himself in control, an oarsman on a great current of building desire.  Somehow, they had broken free of the channel and now drifted unproductively.  He reminded himself that he had committed himself to allowing Jennifer’s deflowering to be of her own desire.  He was at a tilting point at which recovery or cessation would follow.  He realized that he now wanted this nubile maiden.  Despite his inward promise to accede to Jennifer’s desires, he would help her make the ‘right’ decision, if he could.

“Jennifer”, he said, “you’re just tense.  I sensed it in the dining hall.  I should have known that you would still be that way.  Let’s just take our time.”

“I don’t know if I can, Steven.” She replied.  “I want to, but it’s just hard to let go.  This is the furthest I have ever gone.  I know it’s unfair to you.  Please forgive me!”

Steven knew that his next move had to be the right one.

“Jennifer, lie down on the bed.  I’ll give you a back massage and we can spend some time together.  You can stop me any time you want to.  If you want me to go, I will.”

Jennifer calmed a little.  The “out-clause” Steven offered made her feel more secure.   

“C’mon!  Lie down on your stomach.  Relax!” Steven beckoned Jennifer to her bed.  Earlier she had fitted it with clean linens and turned it down as she waited for Steven’s arrival.  Jennifer climbed onto the bed, head upon the pillow, her hair splaying out a halo around her head.
**************  

Steven removed his shoes so that he could join Jennifer on the bed.  It would be more prudent to keep the rest of his clothing on for now.  Jennifer tensed as she felt him sit alongside her.  He took a seat about even with her pelvis.  Steven took a few seconds to survey Jennifer from the back as had her front.
Jennifer lay on her front, her face turned to the side away from him, eyes closed.  Her bare arms were bent at the elbow and tucked into her sides.  The blue negligee was cut in back in the shape of a deep “Vee” that plunged to the small of her back, descending from the lacy straps at her shoulders.  As she lay down, the gown had ridden up slightly, so that its hem just covered her bottom.  Underneath the gown he could see the panty outline covering her rounded cheeks.  All-in-all, it was a gorgeous sight.

Steven’s eyes took in the smooth alabaster skin of her back and drank in the lithe suppleness of the backs of her thighs and calves.  Her skin was smooth.  It cried out to touched and stroked, but Steven saved that pleasure for later.     
It occurred to Steven that the design of the negligee portrayed the paradox that he encountered in Jennifer.  The back of the gown was provocative; the front was demure.  Lying beside him, she mimicked the duality of the gown.  She presented one side of herself as temptress, the other as virgin.  Thinking further, Steven reasoned, was that not the truth?  She possessed an awareness that she had come of age, but was accustomed to virginity.  As he saw into her, he realized how natural and unpretentious she had come to him.  His heart was softening.

Her posture betrayed her fears.  Steven untucked her arms from her ribcage and placed them relaxed and outstretched. 

“Let me relax you, Jennifer.  You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to.”  He thought that he sensed her calming.  Time would tell.

He went on, “You really are a very nice person, I’m finding out.  Let’s just spend some time together.  We won’t plan to do it; we won’t plan not to do it.  Don’t worry about pleasing me.  I’m already glad that I’m with you now.  Just let me relax you.”  

Jennifer let out a muffled “alright”.  Steven stretched himself over her and kissed her gently on her cheekbone.

He set out to massage the tenseness out of her.  He started by kneading the muscles in the tops of her shoulders.  He worked her there for a minute, gently but deeply.  He felt her loosen up a little.  He turned to her bare feet.  At first she started at the touch, but relaxed as he deeply rubbed them.  He worked his way to her calves.  Her skin was smooth.  As she accepted the ministrations her tense muscles loosened and he heard the first low moans of pleasure escape her lips.  It was a sexual pleasure, not in the erotic sense, but from the touch of a man who sought to please her.  Steven continued, encouraged by her and for the pleasure of touching the smooth skin of the seductive limbs.

As he massaged her calf muscles Steven contemplated his next move.  He longed to apply the same remedy to her lovely thighs, perhaps work his way upward to finally place his hands on that shapely derriere.  He might start again at her shoulders where potential abounded.  He could work his way to her sides and ultimately those alluring breasts.  On the other hand, he could trace the provocative outline of the negligee and venture beyond the point of the “Vee”, approaching her center from the other direction.  He decided on neither.  He felt Jennifer relaxing under his spell, but feared that any assault would bring a halt to the contact.

He moved his hands off her legs.  He held them off her for a moment to test her reaction.  As she made no movement or sound, he worked back to her shoulders, and this time a little lower on her back.  She started purring again.  He made no advance that would signal a threat, and just enjoyed the feel of her skin under his finger tips.  He kept at it for some long minutes, perhaps fifteen.  He slowly became aware of her deeper and rhythmic breathing and realized that Jennifer had fallen to sleep.  He made no move to wake her.  He sat motionless, lest he wake her.  He was not perturbed at her.  He had pleasured her in one way—not the way he had imagined—and that brought a feeling of contentment. 
*****************  

 When Steven was sure that Jennifer was fast asleep he removed his hands and eased off the bed.  He carefully draped a blanket over her.  He looked down at her in the candlelight that still flickered brightly.  She looked peaceful and relieved.  Steven reasoned that her nervous energy had burned out.  He was a little disappointed in the aborted coupling, but relieved, too.  He was never completely sure of Jennifer’s commitment to the setup that Tracy had manufactured.  At any rate, Steven had demonstrated a man’s desire for Jennifer, which is what she might have really needed.
As Jennifer dozed Steven quietly opened the bottle of rose’ and poured himself a glass.  He sat on Tracy’s bed to ponder his next move.  He considered stealing out of the room to leave her in peace, but dismissed the idea quickly as a sign of rejection.  He wondered what Jennifer would desire when she awoke.  It might be a long wait.  He stretched out on Tracy’s bed, his back propped up by a pillow, sipping his wine.  He resolved to spend the night in the room, one way or the other.  He watched as Jennifer’s body gently rose and fell in slumber.  Steven thought of all that happened in the three hours since he had picked her up for dinner.

The waiting and the wine made Steven reconsider his thoughts toward Jennifer.  Not many hours ago he thought her a nuisance.  Now he saw innocence and vulnerability mixed with courage.  Once he thought her homely and formless.  What a mistake that had been!  Perhaps she was a late-bloomer, a diamond in the rough.  He was glad that he had not cut the stone prematurely.  It might have ruined some of the facets.  He hoped for a chance to polish each of them.  He refilled his wine glass and went back to thinking.  After a while he was dozing, too.

****************  

Steven woke with Jennifer calling out to him.  “Steven, where are you?”

“Over her, Jennifer”

She rose up and found him on Tracy’s bed.

“I’m so sorry; I didn’t mean to fall asleep.  Please don’t go, Steven.”  

Steven looked at the clock.  It was eleven.  They had been sleeping for two hours.

“I fell asleep, too, Jennifer.  I’m not going anywhere.  Here, I opened the wine.  Have a sip.”  He strode over to her offering her the glass that he hadn’t finished.

She stood up and took a little.   He decided to try his luck.  As she set the glass down he embraced and kissed her, taking up where they had left off a few hours ago.  He hoped for a response from her and he was rewarded with a return kiss as her tongue probed between his lips.  She reluctantly broke the contact.
“Steven,” she began, “”You’ve been very sweet to me.”  She leaned into him and kissed his lightly again.  “Can you excuse me for a few minutes while I freshen up?”

She put her peignoir back on and moved to the door on her way to the ladies room.  Steven saw the benefit and made his way to the men’s room in the lobby of the dorm.

*************  

Steven lingered a few minutes in the dorm lobby, thinking that Jennifer would take longer to ‘freshen up’.  When he returned to her room he didn’t knock, just opened the door.  He found Jennifer stretched out her bed, reclining back against propped up pillows.  She had removed her peignoir, but retained the rest of her ensemble.  Steven noted that she had replaced the nearly spent candle with another and was sipping a glass of wine.  Her expression was less doe-like and more relaxed and pleasant.  She looked very inviting.

“Steven,” she began, “your massage felt so nice.  Would you do it some more?”

Steven stepped toward her on the bed.  “Sure, Jennifer, turn over.”

“But Steven,” she said in a seductive voice that was new for her, “I have hardly anything on, and you have all your clothes!”

Steven started to undress, but had a better idea.  “What would you like me to do about that?”

Jennifer replied “Take some of them off.”

Steven continued the game.  “Which ones?”
“Well, your socks and shoes, of course, and your shirt.”  He did as ordered.  As he peeled away the shirt she added “the pants can go, too.”

Steven stood waiting for the next command.  She eyed him from top to bottom, turning the tables on his earlier perusal.  When she finished inspecting she issued a final order, “the T-shirt can go, too.”  Steven obeyed, stood in just his briefs, hoping for the final ‘command’.

“Very nice, Steven.” She said as her gaze traveled up and down his body.  In the middle she beheld a bulge pushing out of his briefs.  She had never seen a man’s penis, let alone an erect one, but she knew what the bulge meant.  She felt her own ardor rapidly mounting.  She was doing, rather than being ‘done to’.  It excited her and made her feel ready to be ‘done-to’ again.  

“That’s nice for now.” said Jennifer, and then rolled onto her stomach.

Steven sat on the bed next to her and began to knead her shoulders once again.  He moved his strong hands down lower on her back.  
“Mmm, that feels good.” She purred.
As he heard this, Steven climbed onto the bed, straddling Jennifer on his knees.  He massaged her back, moving ever lower toward that deep “Vee” at the apex of her negligee.  Jennifer knew where he was going, and made no move to stop him.  Steven kept his hinds moving down until he touched the panties that covered over Jennifer’s shapely bottom.  She gasped at the anticipation of his touch.  Her excitement was rising.  Each new area of Steven’s probing brought a new delight.

Steven surprised her by halting his downward journey, saving it for later.  Instead, he brought his hands up to her bare back and massaged there.  Slowly, he let his circular motions extend further to her sides as he moved to the flanks of her breasts.  Although they were crushed beneath her, a man touching her breasts was a new excitement for Jennifer.  She buried her shyness.  No doubt remained as to their destination.   She enjoyed being served by Steven’s step-by-step advances, so she continued to play along.
Steven decided to probe lower.  He abandoned the ‘massage’ façade.  He dismounted and sat again alongside her, stroking the backs of her thighs.  They felt good under his touch.  For Steven, it was the smooth softness of her skin.  For Jennifer, it was the thrill of each pass of his hand as the strokes inched closer to her center clothed in the blue satin panties.  Beneath the covering she was building moisture.  She wondered how it would feel when he actually touched her there.  

His caresses became longer and slower.  He leaned over and brushed his lips over her thigh and upward toward her blue panties.  He breathed in deeply to catch a wisp of her aroma.  As he did so her heart sped faster and she ached to have him actually touch her.  He set up for the return trip.  This time he touched her skin with his tongue.  She spread her legs apart to grant access.  She was burning with anticipation and her moaning let Steven know it.  Still, he let her vulva remain untouched.

He made yet another return, his tongue gliding on the smooth skin.  This time, at the end of it, he let his hands glide up to caress her satin-covered buttocks.  They roamed over the silky globes and into the crevice and finally, slowly down to her pulsing treasure.  It felt hot, even behind the satin.  The pleasure of his touch drove Jennifer to thirst for more and she raised her bottom up in invitation.

She felt Steven’s hands under the panties’ waistband.  Jennifer held her position to ease their removal.  Steven slid them gently down to her knees.  Her moistness combined with the fresh air on her and a special scent enveloped them, increasing the passion of the two, if it were possible.  

Steven stood and eased the panties past her knees and feet and set them aside.  He used the opportunity to remove his own briefs.  His erection sprang free.  Steven’s hand went directly to Jennifer’s moist center.  He gently probed it and found the special places that pleasured her.

Jennifer, still lying on her stomach with her nightie hiked up around her waist surrendered to Steven’s expert manipulation.  She was writhing and panting.  She welcomed the new sensations and regretted only having waited so long to enjoy them.   Steven probed and caressed her, and she learned that her own movements that could enhance the pleasure.

“Just drink it all in, Jennifer.  This is your night.”  Steven reassured her.  Jennifer felt a surging inside her pelvis that was foreign to her.  It started faintly, but then built up until it threatened to overtake her.  Her first instinct was to fight it off, but then she realized that she could not and did not want to. 

“Just relax and let it come.” A knowing Steven advised her.  She did so, and it did come and she came.  It was a wave that consumed and then released her.  The pleasure was indescribable.  She had been told not to expect a climax her first time, but she had one, and Steven had not even entered her.

She lay still, recovering.  Steven withdrew his hand, happy for her, and leaned in to kiss her.  He tasted a salty tear that had escaped, but he knew that it need not worry him.  After a minute or two, Jennifer turned over on her back and smiled up at him.

“Thank you, Steven.” She whispered.

Steven kissed her lips and asked gently, “Are you ready?”  Jennifer smiled softly and nodded her assent.

Steven grasped the bottom hem of the negligee and Jennifer sat up and raised her arms so that he could lift it from her.  As he did so, her beauty was again confirmed.  Her perfect breasts were sized to match to her frame.  They were exquisite in their firmness.  The brown tissue in the center was small, about the diameter of a quarter.  Her nipples were stiffened and invited Steven’s lips.

He leaned over and took one, then the other in his mouth.  The sensation ignited Jennifer anew.  Steven eased her down onto her back.  He climbed onto the bed and hovered over her, his legs straddling her.  Steven kissed her on the mouth.  She kissed back.  Tongues probed.  Jennifer’s breasts pressed up grazing Steve’s chest.  She felt Steven’s hardened penis pressing into her belly.  She knew that soon it would be inside her.  She wanted it to be soon.  She no longer cared if there would be pain.  The couple quickly reheated.  

Steven rose up.  He spread her legs apart and placed himself between the soft thighs.  He gently bent her knees.  She accepted the hint and hooked her feet around the backs of his thighs.  He caressed her breasts briefly then eased down to kiss her.  As he did, she felt his penis contact the outer lips of her vulva.  Leaning on one arm, he reached with the freed hand and deftly parted them.  He placed his crown just inside the lips at her gate.  He felt the warmth and moistness.  Steven gazed into her eyes for a long second.  She gazed back.  He pushed forward firmly and he was inside her.    

Steven looked down at Jennifer searching for wincing or signs of pain finding none.  

“Are you alright?” he asked.

“Yes” she whispered back.  “It didn’t hurt at all, just a little full.  Give me a minute to get used to it.”

“Just push back when you’re ready.” He answered.  He was about half way into her. He was pleased that the entry had been so easy.  As he waited for her, the memory of her earlier trepidation played back to him.  Had it been his preparation of her, or his patience with her that had relaxed her?  Perhaps in part, but more than that, the ultimate decision for the union had been Jennifer’s.  She had seized her own destiny; Steven had earned her trust with his kindness.

Jennifer tentatively thrust her pelvis back at Steven’s.  She felt him slowly slide into her to his full length.  Steven withdrew part way and thrust in again.  Jennifer felt his reserve draining away.  As the thrusting-withdrawal process reenacted, Steven’s groans of pleasure became more urgent.  Jennifer found that if she wrapped her legs around him more tightly, and tilted her own pelvis a certain way, the rubbing of Steven’s penis past her opening on each thrust would multiply her pleasure.

They continued that way for some minutes.  The pleasure intensified at each pass.  Jennifer felt the onset of what she felt at her first orgasm at Steven’s hands.  This time she welcomed the coming.  She thrust up harder to meet him.  She climaxed again, only more intensely than the first as she gave herself completely over to it.  She let out a high-pitched sigh as she released.  The clenching of her inner muscles around his penis initiated Steven’s own orgasm.  He pulsed and Jennifer felt his fluid pour into her.

***************  

It was now complete.  Jennifer felt no regrets at her initiation, nor did Steven.  It was an act agreed to and enjoyed by both of them.

Eventually, they relaxed and uncoupled.  They lay together in each other’s arms, waiting for arousal to return.  They made love again before falling to sleep, and again in the morning as they woke together.  Steven stayed in Jennifer’s room the next night.   

The event changed the lives of the three people.  Jennifer and Steven had bonded together in the three days of passion.  They knew, however, that neither belonged to the other.  Steven was rethinking his relationship with Tracy.  Although Tracy’s plan had worked for the benefit of all, he resented her manipulation.  Steven knew that he would never be satisfied with only the memory of Jennifer as a one-time lover.  He would have to pursue her.  He would miss Tracy, her bedroom talents were supreme.  Jennifer, though less experienced, carried feeling with her when she made love, and she was beautiful besides.  Steven was now ready to cut and polish each facet of her, given an opportunity.

In their weekend affair, Jennifer had developed feelings for Steven, and hoped that she could win him.  Yet, she pondered the possibility of other lovers.  She found that with her elevation to womanhood her social ineptness flew away.  Many young men started to notice her, and she enjoyed their attention.

In the end, it was found that Tracy’s plan had not been as altruistic as she had pretended.  The emergency visit to her family’s home had been a ruse.  Her weekend was spent not five minutes away from campus in the trailer of a grad student.  Steven had been nice enough for a while, but it was time to sample other entrees on the menu.  

There is a time and place for everything, and this was a moment for changes.
THE END
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