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I stand in front of the mirror, fussing with the white fabric draped around my body. The Halloween costume I've poured all my effort into for weeks is finally coming together. As an art student, I'm used to getting lost in my work, but this? This feels different. Like everything's riding on it.

"Aphrodite, goddess of love," I whisper, running my hands over the soft material. "Don't fail me now."

Is it time yet? God, I can't wait. I've got plans tonight. Big plans. Specifically for Brian, my enigmatic neighbor. My heart's already pounding like it has every time I’ve seen him over the past year. Brian is a 35-year-old graphic designer with soulful eyes. They're so deep. And that quiet strength? It makes my knees go weak. I can't stop thinking about him, and about what I'm going to do. Halloween is perfect for this.

For months—no, a whole year—I've watched him from afar, stealing glances as he waters his plants or grabs his mail. Each time, my attraction grew stronger, my fantasies more vivid. Today, that all changes. It has to.

I fasten the golden belt around my waist, slip on the gleaming bracelets, and place the crown of flowers on my head. My reflection stares back at me, a swirl of determination and nervousness in her eyes. At 20, I'm so tired of being the inexperienced one, the last of my friends to lose their virginity. Tonight, I'm taking matters into my own hands.

I can do this... I can. The butterflies in my stomach feel more like a hive of agitated bees. What if Brian rejects me? No, I can't think that way. I'm a goddess tonight, and people don't reject goddesses. Right?

My parents' words echo in my mind, their constant worry a familiar weight. They'd freak out if they knew what I was planning. Sure, they like Brian as a neighbor, but as the guy who takes their little girl's virginity? That's a whole different story. They'd probably think he was taking advantage of me, not realizing I'm the one with the master plan.

I giggle, picturing myself as some sort of seductress who forces him to breed me... wait, ‘breed’? Where did that thought come from? I feel my cheeks flush, as I mutter to myself, "Okay, maybe I'll ease up on the shifter romances."

Taking a deep breath, I smooth down my costume one last time. This is my chance—my only chance. Mom and Dad are gone for the weekend, and who knows when I'll get an opportunity like this again? This is it. Everything I've dreamed about for the past year comes down to this moment.

Tonight, I'm not just Eve, the virgin art student. I'm Aphrodite, goddess of love, and I'm about to make Brian mine.

I just hope I don't mess it up.
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It's almost time for trick-or-treating. A loud crack of thunder makes me jump, and I peek out my bedroom window again. Clouds loom overhead, and I silently curse myself for not checking the weather. While I'm looking out, my heart skips a beat as Brian's porch light flickers on to show he's accepting visitors. It’s my moment to shine.

My reflection in the mirror makes me giddy. I really do feel like a goddess. I smooth down my flowing white dress and adjust the golden crown one last time before heading downstairs. The house is quiet and I silently thank the universe that my parents are gone so I don't have to dodge them and lie about where I'm going.

Right as I step outside, the sky opens up. Fat raindrops pelt my skin, quickly soaking through my thin costume. The white fabric turns translucent, clinging to my body like a second skin. I should feel embarrassed, but instead, a rush of pleasure runs through me. I feel sexy, daring, alive.

I sprint to Brian's house in sandals, my feet splashing through quickly forming puddles. By the time I reach his porch, I'm drenched, my golden accessories glinting in the porch light.

My hand trembles as I ring the doorbell. It swings open as my pulse races, and there he is. He looks incredible in jeans and a simple black t-shirt, the fabric stretched taut over his broad shoulders and muscular arms.

His brow furrows. "Eve?" he says, concern written on his face. "You're soaked."

"Trick or treat, Brian," I say, my voice surprisingly steady despite the hornet's nest in my stomach.

He hesitates for a moment, studying me with a serious expression. "Come in before you get sick," he finally says, stepping aside.

I squeeze past him as I enter, not caring if I get him wet. If I get him wet enough, maybe he’ll have to just take his clothes off? His house is warm and inviting, smelling faintly of cinnamon and something uniquely Brian.

He grabs a fluffy towel from a nearby closet and hands it to me. "Here, dry off," he insists, his authoritative tone pulling at something deep in my core.

I take the towel but ignore his order to use it as water drips onto his floor. "You look great, Brian," I murmur, stepping closer.

I can feel the heat radiating from him, or maybe it's just my body responding to his closeness. My free hand reaches out, fingers trailing along his forearm. I feel his muscles quiver under my touch, sending a thrill through me, but he pulls away slightly.

"You shouldn't be here like this," he says, his voice edged with restraint. That tone... it makes me want to drop to my knees and offer to be his good girl, to give him whatever he wants.

Despite the flutter in my chest, I respond boldly. "But I want to be.”

His eyes flick down to my breasts, where the wet fabric clings, clearly showing I'm not wearing a bra. When he looks up, there's a fierce resolve etched on his face. "You're cold. You need to dry off," he replies firmly. "I'll find you something clean to wear and an umbrella. Then you’re going home."

His resistance is turning me on even more, and I feel a corresponding pull deep in my belly. There's no way I'm going home now. I'm trembling as the electricity crackling between us making my skin tingle. How he’s making me feel strengthens my determination.

"I'm not cold," I say with confidence to show him I mean business. "I want you." His gaze darkens, and it gives me the courage to continue. "You don't have to be gentle with me. I can handle it."

A primal look crosses his face, and he steps closer. "You have no idea what you're asking for."

My head spins from being this close to him, and I whisper, "Show me. Teach me."

He pauses for three long heartbeats as I silently pray to all the gods. Please, don't let him reject me.
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After what feels like an eternity, his hand wraps around my throat lightly, his thumb tracing my jaw. His touch makes my nipples harden, and I can feel the ache in my core growing.

"You want me to treat you like a little slut, is that it?" he murmurs.

I nod and fight the urge to rub my thighs together in anticipation. "Yes, please."

He leans in, his lips grazing my ear, sending a jolt of lust through me. "You want me to bend you over and fuck you like the dirty little girl you are?"

His words delight me, and I can feel myself getting wetter. "God, yes," I whisper. "Do it."

He stares at me for a moment. "But you have to understand, this isn't a game. If you want me to stop at any point, you say 'red.’ Understand?"

"I understand," I nod, appreciating his concern even as it makes me even more desperate for him.

His hand tightens around my throat, just enough to make my pulse speed up.  "Good girl," he murmurs, and I feel a buzz of pleasure. "Now, let's get you out of these wet clothes."

He releases me, stepping back and flipping the dimmer switch to turn his porch light off. When he starts to undress me, his fingers caress my skin, and I tremble. He takes his time, peeling the wet fabric from my body inch by inch. Each movement is slow, deliberate, and it's driving me crazy. My dress makes a wet plop on the floor. I step out of my sandals as he drags my panties down my legs. 

To help him, I slip my bracelets off and toss them onto the pile of clothes. The last thing he removes is the golden crown, and I stand before him, naked and exposed. But I don't feel vulnerable—not with the way he's looking at me. His eyes are dark with lust, yes, but there's something more there. Something that makes me feel powerful, desired.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," he growls. It's like he can't help but say it, like the words are torn from him. And I believe him. I feel gorgeous. He clenches his fists briefly before opening them. 

"Now," he says, his voice steadier this time, as if he's regained some control. "Get on your knees."

This is what I want. I obey, lowering myself to the floor. He unzips his jeans, pulling out his cock, and I inhale sharply at the sight of it. It's thick and hard, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. A vein pulses along the length, making my mouth water. I look up at him, waiting for his command.

He smirks down at me, his hand fisting in my hair. "Open your mouth, little slut. It's time for your first lesson."

My heart races as I part my lips, feeling a gush of wetness hit my panties. I can't believe I'm already on my knees. This is the craziest thing I've ever done
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