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I pull into my parents' driveway, my old Civic coughing to a stop. It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’m in the middle of my sophomore year of college. I'm excited to be back home for the first time in weeks. The highlight of my visit? Aaron, my brother’s best friend, is moving back after years abroad. He’s staying with my parents temporarily while the escrow closes on the house he bought, and I can’t wait to catch up with him after all this time. It’s been probably seven or eight years since I last saw him.

When I enter the house, it smells like simmering tomatoes and garlic. Dad's at it again with his Valentine's Day cooking. I smile, recalling all the celebrations filled with laughter while my dad prepared special meals for my mom to show his love. Many times, Aaron was part of those moments—he always seemed to be around—although he’s 13 years older than me. Back then, he was the quintessential smart kid, more focused on science fair projects and comic books than on anything else. I had fun pestering him and my brother. By the time I hit middle school, he was busy living his own life.

I drop my bag in the living room and head straight to the kitchen. As I round the corner, I freeze. There's a guy at the stove, stirring a pot, his back to me. He's tall, with brown hair, broad, muscular shoulders that stretch his fitted shirt. His well-defined arms flex as he stirs, and his jeans hug his ass and highlight his toned legs. My mouth goes dry. Who is this hottie, and why is he in my parents' kitchen? Ooooh, maybe they're trying to set me up with some sexy neighbor for Valentine's Day.

The guy turns around, and holy shit. It's Aaron. The geeky charm is gone, replaced by a raw masculinity that makes my pulse skyrocket. His jaw is scruffy, and those green eyes pierce right through me, igniting a fire I've never felt before. My entire body zings alive and all thoughts drain from my head.

"Elizabeth?" His deep voice sends shivers down my spine. My nipples harden, and I'm suddenly very aware of the silky red top and short black skirt I put on for Valentine's Day.

"Aaron," I breathe. "You're...you're back."

Oh fuck, he's so hot he's fried my brain and I'm saying stupid things.

He looks me over from head to toe. “And you’ve grown up.”

Normally, I might be offended by the way he's checking me out, but the wetness between my thighs says otherwise. This is Aaron—the guy I shouldn't be drooling over, yet he’s making me feel utterly desirable. I’m a woman ready to unleash every filthy thought racing through my mind.

"You look wonderful, Lizzy," he says, his voice soft. "I can't take my eyes off you."

I feel warmth spread across my cheeks. Wow. Is this real? He's flirting with me! "You're not so bad yourself," I tease, biting my lip.

"Please," he grins. "I rolled out of bed looking like this. You, though..." He stops himself from finishing the thought. "Your parents will be out here any second. Catch me up on everything I've missed."

Right...my parents. I perch on the island barstool, and he takes the one next to me. We chat about college, but my focus drifts–every slight movement of his makes me ache to touch him. I notice the stubble on his jaw, and I wonder what it would feel like grazing my skin. Why am I reacting this way? I need to distract myself.

"So you're really back for good?" I ask, trying to pretend the answer doesn’t matter to me.

"Yeah," he replies, and purposely bumps shoulders with me as if he’s teasing me. “Couldn’t stay away.” The closeness sends waves of electricity through me. "Just finished a stint in South America. The landscapes were incredible." He gets up and stirs the sauce again. "I missed being around my friends and family. Moments like this. I even missed your brattiness."

Oh yeah, he's flirting with me. "Really? You missed me?"

"Of course I did," he replies, his playful tone replaced with something more serious. "Are you still a brat? Older brats get spanked, if they ask for it."

My stomach flips at the thought of being across his lap, and a thrill runs through me. This is so messed up, yet so enticing.

Mom interrupts the moment as she sails into the kitchen. "Hey, Lizzy's here! You're just in time! Your Dad's famous spaghetti sauce is almost ready!"

My dad walks in, thanking Aaron for stirring the sauce. We help finish making dinner and then join my parents in the dining room. I sit next to Aaron while we eat. His leg brushes mine under the table, sending sparks through me. My heart pounds as he shares stories of his travels. Each tale is an adventure, his gestures while he talks only amplifying how irresistibly magnetic he is. His laugh is deep, and I can't help but wonder what it would sound like in bed, whispered softly in my ear or rumbling through his chest as he holds me close.

After dinner, my parents suggest board games. I roll my eyes at the cheesy family tradition, but I feel giddy when Aaron and I team up. As we play, I feel him watching me constantly. His gaze ignites a fire inside me. 

I notice his hands as he rolls the dice, his fingers strong and sure. I can't help but imagine what those hands could do to me. I know I should ignore this pull, but the longer I’m around him, the more I desire him. My non-existent experience with guys makes me wonder if he wants me too. What would happen if I threw myself at him? Would he take what I was offering? I really have no idea what I'm doing around him since I’ve never even had a boyfriend yet, but he's making me feel reckless and bold.

During a break, my parents head to the kitchen for drinks.

"You're really good at this game," Aaron says, with a warm smile that makes butterflies flutter in my stomach.

"Thanks...but I think I just got lucky." 

If I was braver, I’d make a joke about how he could be the lucky one, but just the thought of saying something like that makes my tongue tied. 

When his knee touches mine again, my breath catches, and my chest tightens with longing. Would it be so wrong for him to take my virginity? I wasn't really saving it for any reason, I just hadn't met anyone who made me want to jump into bed with them before now.

I bet he'd make sure I enjoy it.

"You have a real talent for it," he says, leaning closer. Our faces are inches apart.

Oh god, I think he's going to kiss me. Every part of me screams to close the gap, but he pulls back suddenly.

Ugh. Does he not want me, or is he just trying to be a gentleman? Shit, why does that make me even more needy? I should get away from him before I do something stupid like beg him to kiss me.

I stand up abruptly. "I'm, uh, really tired. I think I might hit the hay early.”

Aaron's brows furrow, confusion flickering in his eyes. "You sure?" I can hear the disappointment in his tone.

"Yeah, just a long day of driving and...you know," I mumble, trying to shake the desire to find out what he'll do if I push him. I'd die of embarrassment if he rejects me.

I tell my parents I'm exhausted and going to bed. They're understanding, and I retreat to my room.

As I head upstairs, frustration and lust flood through me. Part of me screams to go back, to stop being stupid—he's just a friend. But as I close the door, I'm overwhelmed by feelings I can't understand. I don't know why my body is going haywire around him, and all I can think about is sex.

The familiarity of my bedroom doesn't soothe me. I'm still buzzing from the interaction with Aaron, my mind stuck on the thought that I want him to be my first.

This is going to be a long weekend.
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I slip into my blush-colored silk nightgown with matching panties. I'm not sure why I bought it, but now I’m glad I did. The fabric whispers against my skin, and the short, lacy design makes my pulse race. I try to distract myself by picking up a book, but my mind drifts back to Aaron. The writing on the page blurs as I daydream about all the filthy things I’d want him to say to me if he was in my bedroom right now. Since he’s older, he probably has experience with dirty talk, and something about him makes me crave hearing him call me a little slut. 

Before I know it, hours have passed, and the clock reads late. I can’t shake off the need for one more moment with Aaron. I briefly consider putting on a robe, but nah...this nightgown is perfect.

The sound of the shower reaches me from the nearby bathroom. Aaron. It has to be him since my parent’s bedroom is downstairs. My brain kicks into overdrive, picturing him naked, water sluicing down his body. I feel a rush of warmth between my legs and resist the urge to touch myself. When the water stops, I step into the hallway, determined to see him—or be seen.

He emerges from the bathroom, droplets clinging to his sculpted chest. His towel hangs low on his hips, revealing chiseled abs and muscular thighs. I catch my breath.

"Whoa," he says, stopping
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