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I can’t believe what I’m about to do. My heart’s pounding so hard I swear it’s trying to break free from my chest. I stand before the full-length mirror in my room, taking in every detail of my outfit. The sequined black bra catches the light and shimmers. My daringly high cut shorts barely cover anything, leaving my long legs exposed. A delicate mask conceals my identity, giving me an air of mystery.

The scent of my favorite perfume – a mix of vanilla and jasmine – fills my nostrils, and I take a deep breath to calm my nerves. My long brown hair cascades around my shoulders in soft waves, just begging to be touched. The dark, smoky, makeup accentuates my blue eyes behind the mask, making them pop. And those black stiletto heels? They’re not just shoes – they’re weapons of seduction, elongating my legs and giving me a confidence boost I desperately need right now.

The transformation in the mirror fascinates me. I tug at the hem of my shorts and hesitate. Is this too much? But as I stare at my reflection, something shifts inside me. No, I can do this. It’s time to embrace this bold, sexy version of myself. Gone is the shy, awkward girl I’ve always been. I’m now a sensual goddess, ready to take what I want.

And what I want is my brother’s best friend, Brandon. I’ve got it bad for him. Brandon and my brother have been thick as thieves since elementary school, but then Brandon went off to college two states away. He worked in another state for a while and only recently moved close by. The moment I laid eyes on the grown-up version of Brandon, I was smitten. Those boyish good looks have matured into a rugged handsomeness that makes my knees weak.

Here’s the kicker – I’ve never had sex with anyone before. Yeah, I know, I’m 20 and still a virgin. But I’ve decided Brandon’s going to be my first. The way he moves, talks, even smells – it all drives me wild. I want him to be the one to show me what I’ve been missing.

The only catch? He still sees me as his best friend’s little sister, not the grown woman I’ve become. But that’s about to change. My brother is getting married in two days, and it’s time for Brandon to see the new me.

I know it’s wrong to want him. He’s my brother’s best friend, for crying out loud. But I can’t deny how I feel. Every time I see him as part of the wedding planning, it’s like my body goes into overdrive. He’s 29, tall, with broad shoulders and muscles that make me want to run my hands up his stomach. And don’t even get me started on that dominant male energy of his – it makes my mind turn to mush.

I overheard Mom and Dad joking about my brother’s low-key bachelor party – just a bunch of friends hanging out, playing pool downstairs in our childhood home. That’s when a flash of inspiration hit me. I’m going to pose as a stripper and seduce Brandon. It’s crazy, I know. But sometimes, you’ve got to take risks to get what you want.

Mom and Dad are gone for the night–reasonably assuming they wouldn’t want to be home for whatever the boys had planned–leaving me free to concoct my outrageous plan. The bachelor party started hours ago, and I can hear the muffled sounds of laughter and music from the basement. It’s time for the “entertainment” to arrive. My palms are sweaty as I shove a couple of condoms into the pocket of my shorts. Hmm... a couple - is two enough? Maybe I should take more. Five? Ten? Oh god, what if he sees them all and laughs at me? Oh well, my pockets aren’t big enough for more than two anyway

I grab the portable speakers and make sure I have my phone with me. I created a playlist earlier. It’s a mix of songs that’ll set the perfect mood. As I head out the front door to go around back, the night air is cool, sending a shiver down my spine. There’s a separate entrance to the basement, which is perfect for my grand entrance.

My pulse quickens as I approach the basement. But something strange is happening. There’s an electricity coursing through my veins, making me feel more alive than ever before. I pause at the door. This is it. No turning back now. I’m about to change everything – and I can’t wait.
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I knock on the door, and wait. The butterflies in my stomach are doing somersaults, but I try to ignore them. One of my brother’s friends answers, his eyes widening as he takes me in.

“Hi, is this the bachelor party?” I ask, my voice a sultry purr that surprises even me. “I’m the stripper.”

He looks me over, focusing on my boobs. For a moment, he seems dumbstruck. “Uh, we didn’t hire anyone.”

I smile seductively, channeling every ounce of sexiness I can muster. “Well, someone did. I’m supposed to dance for everyone.”

Suddenly, he grins as if he realizes he’s being stupid to question anything. “Come in. Join the party.”

I step into my parent’s dimly-lit basement. A group of guys are gathered around the pool table, chuckling and having a good time. My brother is nowhere to be seen—thank god. I scan the room and I spot Brandon, seated on the couch with a pensive look on his face. I wonder what’s up with him? Dangit, I need him to be happy and turned on. 

As I enter, his gaze lifts to meet mine, and I can tell he doesn’t recognize me behind the mask. Oh yeah, I can do this.

Setting the speakers down, I bend over to turn them on, making sure to jiggle my ass in Brandon’s direction. The fabric of my tiny shorts stretches tight across my derriere. When I stand up and face the room, I can feel the power shift. 

The music starts, and I love the way the guys seem enthralled by me. “So, who wants a lap dance?” Before anyone other than Brandon can say anything, I zero in on him. “You look like you could use some cheering up.”

Brandon coughs, and one of the other guys laughs. “Yeah, Brandon needs a little stress relief. He’s bumming us out.”

Oooh, perfect. But god, I hope I don’t fall flat on my face. I took dance classes up until high school, so I’ve got some moves, but I’ve only been practicing for two days in these heels. The floor feels slippery under my feet, and I take a deep breath to steady myself.

I saunter over to him, channeling all of the women in the stripper movies I watched to prepare for tonight. “Well, hello, handsome. Why don’t you move to a chair so you can appreciate my dancing more?”

Brandon’s demeanor brightens and he grins, his eyes twinkling with interest. “Sure. Did Cindy set this up?”

Cindy is my brother’s fiancée, and I shrug. “Maybe. I’m not sure who it was since it was done online.”

He better not ask too many questions, but he doesn’t really seem to care anyway, as he pulls a kitchen chair to the middle of the room and sits in it. The other guys gather around, eager for the show. Their excitement is palpable, and it fuels my confidence. I’m a woman on a mission.

“Hey, boys,” I say, my voice still husky. “Are you ready for a little fun?”

The guys cheer, and their enthusiasm is flattering. I press play for the music on my phone and set it on a nearby table. The beat pulses like a heartbeat, and I feel a pull deep in my core. I start to move, each sway feeling natural and exhilarating.

I still don’t know where my brother went off to, but I don’t care. I keep my eyes focused on Brandon, the interest in his gaze igniting something within me. The room fades away, leaving just the two of us in this moment. I feel powerful, like the sexual goddess I envisioned.

As I dance around him, I slowly skim my fingers across his shoulder, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. I gently caress his neck, noticing how he gets goosebumps at my touch. As I trail my fingers down his arms, I can feel the tension in his muscles. I make sure to bend over in front of him, giving him a prolonged, up-close view of my ass in these tiny shorts. I’m very aware of how little I’m wearing, and it makes me feel deliciously naughty. 

For the first song, I keep my movements suggestive, rolling my hips in time with the music. I make eye contact with Brandon, biting my lip in
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