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I get out of the cab, and my stomach flutters from nerves. It’s been a year since I last saw Adam, and I’m hoping I don’t do or say something stupid as soon as he opens the door. Why in the hell am I here again?

Oh yeah, because I just wrapped up two years at community college and haven’t decided where I want to go next. I plan to have fun during this gap year I’m taking, but I’m also using it as an opportunity to tour universities. The ones I’m most interested in are all three states from where my parents live, so my brother thought it would be perfect if I stayed with his best friend instead of spending money on a hotel. Plus, as he put it, “Adam can make sure you’re safe.” 

My brother is a bit overprotective sometimes.

The last time I saw Adam was on my 19th birthday, when he was visiting my brother for a few days. I’d met Adam when I was younger, but I couldn’t remember him. It felt like I was meeting him for the first time, and I was shocked at how attractive he was. People talk about instant lust, but I had never experienced it before that day. When I saw him, my entire body lit up and I became breathless. 

Since then, he’s been the star of my fantasies when I’m alone. I assumed I’d never see him again. The universe decided otherwise. 

As the cab pulls away, I run my hands down my sundress, smoothing out the wrinkles from the long ride. My eyes drift up to take in the large brick house before me–my home for the next few weeks. I pick up my bags and walk up the path in my wedge sandals, my heart beating faster with each step. Saving money on a hotel sounded great originally, and Adam’s house is in a convenient location. But now I’m not so sure this is a good idea. 

I really hope he’s not as attractive as I remember. Adam is 13 years older than I am, and he’s basically my dream guy. I had plenty of opportunities to fuck guys in the last year, but every time I kissed someone, all I could think about was how I wished the guy was Adam. So it’s kind of Adam’s fault I’m still a virgin.

I’ve got issues.

When I reach the door, it opens before I even knock, and there he is. Adam. Tall, broad shouldered, with a chiseled jaw sporting just the right amount of stubble. His dark hair is slightly tousled, giving him a rugged yet polished look. A crisp, white button-up shirt stretches tight across his muscular chest, the top two buttons undone to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of tanned skin.

My breath catches as his piercing hazel eyes meet mine. They’re a mesmerizing swirl of green and gold, framed by long lashes any woman would envy. Oh fuck, he’s even hotter than I remember. My heart pounds, and I can feel a flush creeping up my neck.

“Jessica,” he says, his voice deep and smooth like aged whiskey. A hint of a smile plays at the corners of his full lips. “Welcome. Come on in.”

My tongue feels like it’s tied in knots. I almost trip over my words, but I manage to croak out, “Thanks for letting me stay here. I really appreciate it.”

I tell myself to get a grip as I step across the threshold. Adam’s intoxicating scent–a mix of sandalwood and something uniquely him–envelops me as I pass. It takes every ounce of willpower not to lean in closer and breathe him in more deeply. The door closes behind me, and we’re alone.

He smiles. “It’s no problem. I’m glad to help.”

I’m about to tease him about my brother harassing him into agreeing, but his eyes travel the length of my body. I fall silent, the weight of his glance like a physical caress. Lust simmers in my core and my nipples harden. Is he really checking me out? No, this is just wishful thinking. I’m imagining it.

Fuck. What is wrong with me? I’ve been around plenty of attractive guys my own age before, so what makes Adam different? Why is my body responding to him like this? Is it because he’s older than I am? I don’t know, but lusting after my brother’s best friend seems wrong on so many levels. This is going to be one torturous visit.

“Let me help you with those,” he offers, and when he reaches to take my bags, his fingers brush mine. 

I feel a shock at his touch, and my panties grow damp. Yeah, I might as well just accept I want him. The sooner I accept it, the quicker I can move on from this crush. There’s no way he is going to look at me like a woman. 

He leads me to the guest room, his muscles flexing under his shirt as he carries my bags. I barely hear him over the pounding of my heart when he speaks.

“I’ll let you get settled in. I’m cooking dinner if you’re hungry. Join me when you’re ready.”

The door closes, and I let out a shaky breath. Shit. I’m in way over my head. I’m in a daze as I unpack. Tomorrow is the Fourth of July, and I’m consumed with a daydream of Adam bending me over the kitchen table and fucking me hard while fireworks explode outside the window. What could be better than losing your virginity while fireworks are exploding? Nothing, that’s right.
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By the time I make it to the kitchen, my body is a burning ember of desire. The smell of bacon hits me as I step through the doorway. Adam is at the stove, sleeves rolled up.

He looks over his shoulder and grins at me. “Hope you’re hungry.”

I shiver at his words. Oh, you have no idea what I’m hungry for.

We joke as he makes us burgers with all the fixings, and he keeps stealing glances at me. When his eyes land on the low-cut neckline of my sundress for the second time, I try to tell myself I’m imagining things. Adam is crazy hot, so he can’t be hard up for women to sleep with. There’s no way he’s actually responding to me. Even as I tell myself this, I swear I can feel the sexual tension in the room.

Dinner is a breeze. We talk and laugh, sharing stories of idiotic things we did as teenagers and games we played at parties. The longer we talk, the more reckless I feel. What would happen if I tried to get him to fuck me? 

“Truth or dare,” I say without thinking.

Oh god, what am I doing? 

“Aren’t we a bit old for that?” Adam raises an eyebrow and my stomach tenses. 

Shit, I might as well go for it now. He didn’t say no. I give him my best flirty tone. “Chicken?”

His eyes harden. “Dare.”

I pretend to think even though I know exactly what I want. “I dare you to...take off your shirt.”

He laughs and starts to unbutton it. My heart races as I watch his fingers work their way down, revealing more skin with each passing second. A warm flush creeps up my neck, and I struggle to keep my breathing steady. Part of me wants to look away, to compose myself, but I can’t tear my eyes from him.

I watch, mesmerized, as he reveals his tanned chest and chiseled abs. My mouth goes dry, and I have to resist the urge to reach out and touch him. The air between us feels charged, electric.

“Truth or dare, Jessica?” he says in a husky voice.

“Dare,” I say immediately. I don’t even have to mentally debate my choice.

“I dare you to come closer.”

I walk to him on shaky legs until I’m almost touching him. I can feel the warmth of his body, and the tiny hairs along my arms stand up.

“Truth or dare?” I whisper.

“Truth.”

I gather my courage, pulse thundering. “Do you want to fuck me as badly as I want you to?”

His eyes blaze, jaw clenching. He reaches out, brushing a thumb across my lower lip. “Babygirl,” he growls. “You have no idea.”

I’m not prepared when he stands up. He’s so much taller than I am, and I have to tilt my head backward to maintain eye contact. He’s like a coiled panther, waiting to attack, when he growls, “If you don’t want this, now’s your chance to leave the room.” 

What? Is he crazy? I’m not leaving. I want him so badly I’m ready to combust. When I don’t move, he bends down and captures my mouth, pressing his lips to mine, rough and demanding.

An immediate zing of lust ripples down my back and I moan as I open my lips to his seeking tongue. I sway against him and he wraps his arms around me. This, right here, is what I wanted. I can’t believe he’s kissing me. 

The kiss consumes me, and he cups my ass, pulling me against the length of him. I can feel his hardness against my stomach, and a pleasurable throb deep inside me makes me gasp.

I want him to do whatever he wants to me. Finger me, fuck me, spank me, I don’t care. I just need his hands on me.

When he palms my breast and plays with a nipple through the fabric of my dress, I moan against his mouth. “Fuck me, please?”

With a growl, he breaks off the kiss and lifts the hem of my dress up over my head. I’m braless, so all I have on are my panties and my wedge sandals. He steps back and admires me, and I blush under his gaze. I want to cover my breasts with my
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