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I’ve been planning this for weeks. Every detail is carefully orchestrated for tonight. This is the weekend I finally make my move on my dad’s best friend. It’s Jake’s birthday, and he’s visiting so my dad and him can go fishing tomorrow. I’m going to give the birthday boy a very special gift. 

My hands tremble slightly as I apply a touch of lip gloss. The nightgown I’ve chosen is perfect. It’s thin enough to hint at what’s underneath but modest enough that I could claim innocence if things go south. I practice my expressions in the mirror, going from innocent, then flirtatious, then seductive. God, I hope this works.

I’ve had a crush on Jake since the summer before I left for college. He came over for a barbeque, and I caught him looking at me for the first time. His eyes had traveled down my body, lingering just a moment too long before he caught himself. I’d never thought about him sexually before that, but my reaction to him in that single moment has fueled my fantasies for two years. 

But lately it’s morphed into something more...intense. Something that keeps me up at night, my hand between my legs, imagining his touch. I’ve never gone all the way with anyone. I’ve been waiting for him. Is it crazy to want your first time to be with a man twice your age? Probably. But every time I think about Jake being my first—his experienced hands guiding me—I feel myself growing wet.

I hear my parents’ bedroom door click shut. Finally. I take a deep breath, smoothing my hands down my nightgown. Underneath, I’m completely bare. I’m ready to toss myself at Jake and see if he wants me. This is going to be so damn awkward if he doesn’t. 

My heart races as I creep into the living room, my bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. Jake’s still watching TV, sprawled out on our couch like he belongs there. Which, I guess, he kind of does. He’s been Dad’s best friend since college.

God, why does he have to be so damn sexy? Those broad shoulders stretching his t-shirt, that chiseled jaw with just the right amount of stubble, those strong hands that I’ve watched fix engines and build furniture in our garage. At forty-two, he’s in his prime. He’s mature but still vibrant, with just a hint of silver at his temples that makes him look distinguished rather than old.

He realizes he’s not alone and glances up, his deep blue eyes widening a fraction as he takes in my legs, exposed by the short nightgown. I catch the flicker of appreciation before he masks it.

“Hey kiddo,” he says, his voice a low rumble that sends a flush warming through me. “What’re you doing up so late?”

I shrug, trying to play it cool. “Couldn’t sleep. Figured I’d come wish you a happy birthday.” I plop down on the couch next to him, our thighs brushing. He smells like soap and something spicy that makes my head swim.

“Thanks,” he says, shifting almost imperceptibly to put a bit more space between us. “Your dad really went all out with the dinner tonight, huh?”

“Yeah, he always does for you.” I tuck my legs underneath me, angling my body toward him. “So, big plans tomorrow? Dad said you guys are going fishing?”

Jake nods, his eyes carefully staying on my face. “Early start. Your dad’s convinced the bass are biting at dawn.”

“Is that why you’re still up? Nervous excitement about...fish?” I tease, leaning a bit closer.

He chuckles, and I catch his eyes dropping briefly to my chest before snapping back up. “Nah, just not tired yet. This movie’s pretty good.”

“What’s it about?” I ask, even though I couldn’t care less.

“Oh, you know, car chases, explosions, bad guys getting what they deserve.” He smiles, and my stomach does a little flip.

“Sounds riveting,” I deadpan, and he laughs.

“Hey, don’t knock it till you’ve tried it. How’s college going? Your dad said you’re killing it in your classes.”

I smile, pleased he’s been asking about me. “It’s good. Busy. Marketing is kicking my ass, but I’m managing.”

“You always were smart,” he says, a genuine warmth in his voice that makes me feel both special and frustrated. The problem is he still sees me as his best friend’s kid.

Time to change that.

I try to make my voice a sexy purr. “So I came down here to wish you happy birthday and give you your present.”

“Oh yeah?” He smirks and reaches out to ruffle my hair as if I’m a kid. “And what did you get me this year? Another one of those homemade coupons you used to make me?”
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