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I can’t believe what I’m about to do. My heart’s pounding so hard I swear it’s trying to break free from my chest. I stand before the full-length mirror in my room, taking in every detail of my outfit. The sequined black bra catches the light and shimmers. My daringly high cut shorts barely cover anything, leaving my long legs exposed. A delicate mask conceals my identity, giving me an air of mystery.

The scent of my favorite perfume – a mix of vanilla and jasmine – fills my nostrils, and I take a deep breath to calm my nerves. My long brown hair cascades around my shoulders in soft waves, just begging to be touched. The dark, smoky, makeup accentuates my blue eyes behind the mask, making them pop. And those black stiletto heels? They’re not just shoes – they’re weapons of seduction, elongating my legs and giving me a confidence boost I desperately need right now.

The transformation in the mirror fascinates me. I tug at the hem of my shorts and hesitate. Is this too much? But as I stare at my reflection, something shifts inside me. No, I can do this. It’s time to embrace this bold, sexy version of myself. Gone is the shy, awkward girl I’ve always been. I’m now a sensual goddess, ready to take what I want.

And what I want is my brother’s best friend, Brandon. I’ve got it bad for him. Brandon and my brother have been thick as thieves since elementary school, but then Brandon went off to college two states away. He worked in another state for a while and only recently moved close by. The moment I laid eyes on the grown-up version of Brandon, I was smitten. Those boyish good looks have matured into a rugged handsomeness that makes my knees weak.

Here’s the kicker – I’ve never had sex with anyone before. Yeah, I know, I’m 20 and still a virgin. But I’ve decided Brandon’s going to be my first. The way he moves, talks, even smells – it all drives me wild. I want him to be the one to show me what I’ve been missing.

The only catch? He still sees me as his best friend’s little sister, not the grown woman I’ve become. But that’s about to change. My brother is getting married in two days, and it’s time for Brandon to see the new me.

I know it’s wrong to want him. He’s my brother’s best friend, for crying out loud. But I can’t deny how I feel. Every time I see him as part of the wedding planning, it’s like my body goes into overdrive. He’s 29, tall, with broad shoulders and muscles that make me want to run my hands up his stomach. And don’t even get me started on that dominant male energy of his – it makes my mind turn to mush.

I overheard Mom and Dad joking about my brother’s low-key bachelor party – just a bunch of friends hanging out, playing pool downstairs in our childhood home. That’s when a flash of inspiration hit me. I’m going to pose as a stripper and seduce Brandon. It’s crazy, I know. But sometimes, you’ve got to take risks to get what you want.

Mom and Dad are gone for the night–reasonably assuming they wouldn’t want to be home for whatever the boys had planned–leaving me free to concoct my outrageous plan. The bachelor party started hours ago, and I can hear the muffled sounds of laughter and music from the basement. It’s time for the “entertainment” to arrive. My palms are sweaty as I shove a couple of condoms into the pocket of my shorts. Hmm... a couple - is two enough? Maybe I should take more. Five? Ten? Oh god, what if he sees them all and laughs at me? Oh well, my pockets aren’t big enough for more than two anyway
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