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I can’t sleep. It’s Christmas Eve, and the house is silent except for the soft whir of the heater. My mind’s racing, filled with thoughts of the gingerbread cookies downstairs and...Sebastian. Ugh, Sebastian. My brother’s best friend, ten years older than me, and the bane of my existence for the next two weeks, since my parents invited him to stay here while he’s apartment hunting. He’s also the star of way too many of my secret fantasies, which is ridiculous because I’ve never even kissed a guy, let alone done anything else.

I saw him earlier today when he arrived, and god, he’s still as sexy as I remembered. Maybe even more so. His brown hair was slightly messy from the drive, and that crooked smile of his made my heart skip a beat. It’s not fair for someone to look that good in just jeans and a t-shirt.

I roll over, burying my face in my pillow. I just want to enjoy my winter break from college. Why did he have to show up now? It’s been two years since I last saw him—the summer before freshman year—when he was so undeniably hot that it made my heart race every time he smiled. I remember how I started crushing on him, imagining what it would be like to be with someone so charming and confident. I was hoping for a peaceful holiday, free from distractions. Now, all I can think about is how much I want him to see me as a woman, to be the one to finally show me what it’s like to be with someone.

Sebastian’s always been this unattainable fantasy, the older guy who never saw me as anything more than his best friend’s little sister. But these past two years at college, I’ve changed. I’ve grown up, and now that he’s here, all those buried feelings are surfacing again, stronger than ever.

Can I change my entire persona and become a confident, sexual goddess and seduce him in two weeks? Probably not. I’m the good girl who always colors within the lines, and having a holiday fling with an older guy is definitely not something I’d normally consider. But god, I want him. I want to. And lately, my fantasies have taken a naughtier turn than just vanilla sex. I can’t help but imagine him scolding me for being bad, his hand coming down on my...No. I shouldn’t think about that. It’s too embarrassing.

My stomach grumbles loudly. Those cookies are calling my name. Maybe a midnight snack will help me sleep and distract me from my hopeless crush. I slide out of bed, still wearing my pajama pants and shirt. I tiptoe down the hallway, guided by the glow of the nightlight. The hardwood floor is cold beneath my feet, and I wish I had remembered to put on socks. Oh well, I’ll bring the cookies back upstairs and eat them in bed.

I’m almost to the kitchen when I hear it—a soft rustle, then a muted click. Is someone else awake? I freeze, straining my ears. Another click. It’s coming from the living room.

Curiosity has me inching towards the sound. I peek around the corner and there’s Sebastian, in front of the Christmas tree. He’s wearing nothing but a Santa hat, his phone held out in front of him. Click. Another naked selfie. The twinkling tree lights highlight every muscle, every curve of his body. I’m not able to hold in my gasp.

Sebastian’s head snaps in my direction. When he sees me, he gives me an impish grin. “Well hello, Ava. Do you like what you see?”

I blush, and my heart pounds so hard I’m sure he can hear it. I open my mouth, but no words come out. My inexperience feels like a gaping void, and I’m overwhelmed by how much I want to touch him, to learn everything about being with a man.

Why isn’t he covering up? And more importantly, who the hell is he taking those pictures for? A wave of jealousy hits me, mixing with a longing to be the one he’s trying to impress.

I know I should look away, but I can’t. I’m transfixed on his exposed skin and his cock...oh god, it’s massive. It’s thick and fully erect, with a slight curve. Fuck, he’s hot. Seeing him naked makes my mind whirl with illicit thoughts–but even if I wanted to seduce him, I’d have no idea how to do it.

When he can tell I’m not going to answer, he lowers the phone but makes no move to cover himself. “Were you spying on me, little cookie?”

His velvety rumble when he says ‘little cookie’ makes my insides melt a little. A twisted part of me enjoys him giving me a nickname. It makes me feel special.

His gaze lingers on my lips, then travels down my body. Oh god, why do I feel like I’m the one who’s naked? He’s looking at me like I really am a cookie that he can’t wait to devour. His expression makes my knees weak. My secret crush on him is incredibly inconvenient.

“I...I was just...going to the kitchen,” I stammer. “I...I was hungry.”

It’s not a lie, but it feels like one now. My need for food has been replaced by a different kind of craving. Part of me wants him to call me ‘little cookie’ again for the thrill.

He chuckles, stepping closer. As the distance between us shrinks, I can feel the heat radiating off his body. “Hungry, huh? Tell me something, little cookie. Have you been naughty or have you been nice this year?”

My mind races with conflicting emotions. The good girl in me is screaming to leave, to forget this ever happened, but this is my chance to be honest, to finally admit what I’ve been feeling. I’ve been nice all my life, but NOT anymore.

I straighten my posture, gathering every ounce of courage I can muster. “I’ve been...” The words stick in my throat. “I’ve been naughty,” I finally blurt out.

As his smile takes on a dangerous edge, I feel an unexpected surge of longing in my gut. His voice is seductive. “Really? And what makes you say that?”

I shrug, my cheeks flaming. “I haven’t done anything with a guy before, but I’ve thought about it. A lot...with you.” I whisper the last part, feeling a mix of shame and exhilaration.

The words hang in the air between us. He raises an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “You’re a virgin?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Hmm, now what should I do with an innocent little thing like you?”

A surge of heat pulses through me, igniting every cell in my body. Is this really happening? Can I ask for what I want? I look up at him through my lashes. “M-maybe...you could teach me a lesson?”

“Oh?” He smirks, clearly enjoying this. “And what kind of lesson did you have in mind?”

I bite my lip and try to avoid looking at his cock. The fantasies I’ve been having flash through my mind, making me blush even harder. “I...I’ve been naughty thinking about you. Maybe I need to be...punished?”

“Punished?” A devilish spark ignites in his eyes. “Are you sure that’s what you want, little cookie?”

I nod eagerly, my whole body tingling with anticipation. “Yes, please. I want you to spank me.” The words come out in a rush, and I can hardly believe I’m saying them.

Sebastian takes a step closer, his presence overwhelming me. The air between us feels electric. “Well, you were being very naughty.”

My head spins as his fingers graze my arm. Oh my god, is he actually going to do something? I sway towards him, hoping he’ll continue.

“Yep, you were the little slut checking out my cock.” He scoops me up and I squeak in surprise as he hauls me to the couch. He sits down and flips me over his lap. “Time for the slut to get spanked.”

He yanks my pajama pants and panties down to my knees. I squeal and kick my legs. I didn’t think beyond asking him to spank me, and excitement bubbles up inside me. “Oh my god, what’re you doing?”

His hand rests on my exposed skin, and the firmness of his palm makes me shiver. “I’m teaching you the lesson you asked for.”

There’s a moment of suspense, and then his hand comes down with a sharp smack. I yelp, more startled than hurt. He raises it again and I tense up before the next spank. I squeak from the pain and wiggle around, but Sebastian holds me down with his other hand so I can’t move very far. Each time his hand connects with my ass, the sting is sharp, and it’s followed by a pleasurable warmth. I can’t wrap my head around what’s happening. I just know I don’t want him to stop and I’m mere seconds away from begging him to fuck me.

Sebastian’s hand comes down harder, and I gasp, “Ow, that hurts!” But even as the words leave my mouth, I feel a wetness growing between my legs. Being spanked is new and confusing, and I don’t know what to make of it. My body’s acting all weird, reacting to his touch in ways I never thought possible. I’m lost in a whirlwind of sensations. Each smack is painful but also makes me feel all tingly inside.

“It’s supposed to hurt. And you’re a little slut who likes it, don’t you?”

When I stay silent, he chuckles. “Yeah, you asked for this, and your body gives you away.”

He slips his hand down to my pussy and his fingers brush against my wetness. I gasp, feeling my face flush with embarrassment. Ooooh god, he’s so right. This is amazing, and I want him to fuck me so damn bad.

He rubs his fingers against my clit, and the delight
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