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I shift against the silky guestroom bedsheets and try to calm my racing heart. I’ve been here three days, and Christian hasn’t touched me.

It’s definitely not for lack of trying on my part.

I showed up on his doorstep with my duffel bag and my best smile, playing the role of the grateful college student whose parents abandoned her for a tropical vacation. “We couldn’t leave you in the dorms over Christmas, sweetie,” Mom said on the phone, as if she was doing me a favor. She doesn’t know how much of a favor this really is. I’ve been waiting for this opportunity for months.

Christian is my dad’s best friend from college. I’ve known him my whole life, but it wasn’t until the summer after high school that I realized how sexy he was. He was at my parents’ house for a barbecue and I noticed the way his shoulders filled out his shirts and how large his hands were as they wrapped around a beer bottle. A shiver runs through me. God, those hands.

But it was more than that. He’s distinguished. Mature. The salt and pepper threading through his dark hair at the temples show he’s lived enough life to know what he wanted and how to please a woman. The lines at the corners of his eyes when he smiled made my body buzz with desire. And his forearms. Holy shit, they’re tanned and muscular with a dusting of dark hair.

I spent the afternoon pretending to read by the pool while watching him over the top of my book like a creepy stalker. He caught me looking once, and I nearly died. But he just smiled—a slow, knowing smile that made heat gather between my thighs.

That was the moment I knew I wanted him to be my first.

That was two years ago. Two years of daydreaming about what he could teach me. Two years of touching myself and thinking about him. I’m tired of wishing and hoping. I want those hands on me. I want to know what it feels like when a real man—not some inexperienced college boy—touches me.

Now I’m staying in his house. I’ve been walking around in tiny pajama shorts and tank tops that leave nothing to the imagination. He’s noticed. I know he has. I caught him staring at my ass yesterday when I bent over to pick up my phone. His jaw tightened when I licked whipped cream off my fingers after hot chocolate last night. His eyes heated when I asked him to help me reach something on the top shelf and pressed my body against his.

But he hasn’t made a move, and I’m done waiting.

The problem is I’ve never had sex. I was too busy wishing he’d be my first to waste my time with anyone else. I don’t know what I’m doing. I’ve been practicing flirting in my head, but I’m not sure how it’s going to sound if I try it out on him. This might be awkward. What if I’m terrible at seduction? What if he laughs at me? What if he tells my parents their daughter is a horny little—

No. I can’t think that way. This has to work.

I glance at the clock. 11:47 p.m. My body is thrumming with need and I can’t sleep. I’ve been lying here for an hour, my skin feeling too tight, my pussy aching. I need him. And if he won’t come to me, I’ll go to him.

My hands are unsteady as I get up and grab my duffel bag. I dig through it until I find what I’m looking for, my sexiest black skirt that barely covers my ass. I shimmy into it and leave my white tank top on.

Should I wear a bra? Nah.

Panties? Also no. I want easy access. Jesus, I’m really doing this.

Ugh, is this a terrible idea? Maybe I should just go back to bed and—

No, stop it. That’s quitter talk. I’m doing this.

I slip out of the guest room into the dark hallway. His bedroom door is closed, and I pause outside it, listening. Nothing. Is he already asleep? That would be my luck. I finally work up the courage to throw myself at him, and he’s passed out.

A soft thud from downstairs interrupts my thoughts, followed by the creak of a cabinet. He’s awake.

My pulse quickens as I creep towards the stairs in my bare feet. I hear soft holiday music playing, and I smell something sweet. Caramelized sugar? Is he baking at midnight?

I pause at the bottom of the stairs. My hands shake and I press my thighs together because the ache between them is unbearable. I’m slick, ready, and so turned on I can barely think.

Okay. I can do this. I’m a strong, independent woman. Just don’t think about how much older he is. Don’t think about the fact that he’s your dad’s best friend. Don’t think about how this could damage their twenty-year friendship if it goes wrong.

Just go for it.

I peek into the kitchen. Oh. My. God.
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