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It's only the second week of the fall semester, and I'm already in a bind. A pipe burst in my dorm, flooding the whole building and they were having problems finding housing for everyone. My parents, bless their hearts, arranged for me to stay with my dad’s friend Patrick, who lives near campus. I haven't seen him in a couple of years, so I'm not sure what to expect, but I'm not exactly in a position to be picky.

Patrick's place is nice—a cozy two-story with a welcoming wrap-around porch in front. I could easily imagine sitting on the porch swing during warm summer nights. It looks like Patrick isn't doing too bad for himself. He left a key under the mat for me, and when I let myself in, I'm greeted by a comfortable living room with a plush sofa and a fireplace that promises warmth in the winter months. It's a far cry from the sterile dorm rooms I've been living in.

I lug my two suitcases upstairs, picking the guest room closest to the bathroom. It's simple but pleasant, with a lush, queen-sized bed and a large window that lets in a generous amount of natural light. I unpack my stuff, trying to make this unfamiliar space feel like home. God knows how long I'm going to end up staying here. The school said to expect the dorm to be closed for the entire semester.

Once I'm done unpacking, I realize just how gross I am from the move. I need a shower, stat. I strip off my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and wrap myself in a big, fluffy towel. The bathroom is just across the hall, and I pad over, enjoying the feel of the plush carpet beneath my bare feet. This house is pretty swanky in an understated way. I’m going to enjoy living here.

The shower is heavenly, with a strong, steady stream of hot water that massages my tired muscles. I close my eyes and let out a sigh of relief. As I soap up, my mind drifts to Patrick. He was always a bit of a loner, and my dad had to convince him to come to celebrations. He's a couple of years younger than my dad, and I've always found him intriguing, if a little mysterious. I hope he’s not an asshole landlord. But for this nice shower? I might put up with an asshole. 

After my shower, I feel refreshed and revitalized. I step out, wrapping the towel around myself once more. I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the awkwardness of meeting Patrick after so long. I'll get dressed, and as soon as he gets home, I'll say hello and disappear into my room again. This doesn't have to be weird. 

I open the bathroom door and step out into the hallway, only to come face-to-face with the man himself. The sight of him startles me, and I feel a sudden jolt of electricity run through my body. He's lean and muscular, with a dark, brooding look in his eyes that makes my heart race.

He pauses when he sees me. "Oh, hey, Charlotte," he says, his voice deep and commanding. "Glad you're making yourself at home."

His gaze lingers on me, and I blush, suddenly very aware of the fact that I'm wearing nothing but a towel. "Um, yeah. The shower was great, thanks. Sorry I'm not dressed..." 

Shit, I feel awkward, and my body's response to him isn't helping. The hairs along my body closest to him stand at attention, and I can feel wetness between my legs... and it’s not from the shower. What is wrong with my body? It's super uncomfortable that I'm attracted to him. 

Patrick smiles, his dark eyes appraising me in a way that makes my heart beat even faster. "No worries. I had some errands to run. Did you find everything okay?"

As he talks, I can't help but notice the way his gaze sweeps down my body all the way to my toes, and my mouth goes dry. His broad shoulders and toned arms fill out his t-shirt nicely, and his dark hair is just long enough to curl around the edges of his ears. Suddenly, I wonder what his cock looks like. I bet it's amazing, just like he is. Why does he have to be so freaking hot? Was he always this attractive?

Wait, shit. What did he ask? Oh right...

"I did," I manage to say, my voice sounding breathier than I intend. "Thank you for letting me stay here. I really appreciate it."

Patrick's eyes seem to darken, and for a moment, I think he's going to say something else. But instead, he simply nods and clears his throat. "Of course. I'm glad I could help. I'll let you get dressed. My room is at the end of the hall if you need anything."

He turns and walks away, leaving me standing there, my towel clutched tightly around me. As I watch him go, I feel an odd sense of disappointment...and then I giggle at myself. What was I expecting? That my father’s friend was going to be so overwhelmed with lust by seeing me in a towel that he was going to grab me and ravish me? I don't think so, and it's fucked up that my body is even reacting this way. Still, I can't shake the unmistakable desire coursing through me. This might be a long semester if I continue to get turned on around him. 

Back in my room, my mind races with thoughts of Patrick. My body is still buzzing with desire. It's making me think crazy things. I broke up with my high school boyfriend right before I left for college because he was waiting for marriage to have sex, and I didn't want to. Hell, I don't want to wait even one more day. Just the way Patrick looked at me made me want to sink to my knees and beg him to take his cock out so I could admire it.

I can't sleep with him though...or can I? No one would have to know. I've never responded to any guy like this before, and don't I want my first time to be amazing?

The more I think about it, the more it makes sense. Yep, I'm going to seduce him before I go back to campus. I bet he'd be gentle with me for a first time. It's not like he was a huge part of my life, so it shouldn’t be weird. He was around whenever my dad got him to come over, but he was just there... I didn’t spend much time with him. It's a bold plan, but the buzzing between my legs makes me not care about the consequences. I've never been this turned on by anyone. I'm going to just go for it, no matter how wrong it is. This is my life, and I'm going to live without fear.

Hmm, I hope he doesn't tell me to move out if I toss myself at him. I bite my lip and sigh. Okay, not much fear. I'm sure the worst thing he'll do is just say no, and I can hide in my room until it’s time to move back into the dorm. It's a plan.
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As I get ready for dinner, I take extra care with my appearance. I want to look irresistible for Patrick. I slip into a loose floral blue sundress that drapes along my curves and shows off my cleavage. I don’t want to look like I’m trying too hard, so I use minimal makeup. I want to be comfortable, but I need him to notice I’m all grown up and a woman.

Descending the stairs, I'm greeted by the mouthwatering aroma of garlic and tomatoes. Patrick is in the kitchen, his back to me, stirring something on the stove. His fitted green shirt clings to his muscular frame, and my pulse speeds up. I swear he’s gotten more attractive since I saw him in the hallway. Is that even possible?

"Something smells incredible in here," I say, trying to sound casual as I saunter into the kitchen.

Patrick turns, and his eyes fill with an unmistakable desire. "Thanks. I hope you're hungry. I made spaghetti.”

I feel my nipples tighten, and I give him my most seductive smile. “Oh yes, I’m definitely hungry for something.”

He stares at me for a heartbeat longer than necessary, and I flush under his gaze. I don’t know why I’m acting like such a slut around him, but I can’t help myself. He focuses on dishing up the food and doesn’t respond. Is he going to pretend he didn’t hear me?

As we sit down to eat, the sexual tension is almost tangible. Every time he says something to me, I try to flirt and twirl my blonde hair around my finger, laughing at his jokes. But he's determined to keep things innocent. It's frustrating but also thrilling.

When dinner is finished and the conversation winds down, he pushes his plate away and stares at me long enough that it makes me fidget and blush.

"You look stunning tonight," Patrick says, his voice low and husky.

Butterflies take flight in my stomach, and I bat my eyelashes at him. "Why, thank you. You're not looking too shabby yourself."

Patrick chuckles, shaking his head, but I see his gaze flicker down to my cleavage. Hmm, someone isn’t immune to me. I’m going to take a risk. Leaning in, I give him an unobstructed view of my cleavage. "Now that dinner is finished, do I get your cock for dessert?”

Patrick's eyes widen like he’s surprised, and then they sharpen, and he stares at my lips before answering. "Charlotte, you're a beautiful woman, but you know we can’t do that."

He’s wrong. I don’t know that. His words only fuel my determination, and I change tactics. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make things awkward. How about we watch a movie together and just relax?"

Patrick agrees, and he gets up to clean the kitchen. I have a plan, so I don't help him. I move to the living room and
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