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Even though the frat Halloween party was three weeks earlier than Halloween, it pulsed with the kind of energy that made my skin hum. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, spilled beer, and the cloying sweetness of cheap perfume. Red and orange lights flickered across the walls, casting long shadows that twisted and writhed like living things. I adjusted the hem of my skirt—if you could even call it that—tugging it down an inch, though it barely covered the curve of my ass. The corset dug into my ribs, pushing my tits up until they threatened to spill over the lace trim, the cool air teasing my nipples into tight, aching points. I’d gone all out with the costume: fishnet stockings, thigh-high boots with stiletto heels that made my calves burn, and blood-red lipstick that left smudges on every glass I sipped from. The fangs I’d glued to my canines pricked the inside of my lower lip when I smiled, a sharp little reminder that tonight wasn’t about being me. Tonight, I could be whoever—or whatever—I wanted.

And right now, what I wanted was him.

My gaze locked onto Tyrese before I even realized I was looking. He leaned against the far wall, one broad shoulder pressed into the drywall, his vampire costume clinging to every ridge of muscle like it had been painted on. The black fabric stretched tight over his chest, the deep V of the collar dipping just low enough to hint at the hard planes beneath. His arms were crossed, biceps bulging, the veins tracing dark paths beneath his deep brown skin. The red contact lenses he wore should’ve looked cheesy, but on him? They just made him look dangerous. Like a predator who’d already picked his prey and was just biding his time.

My throat went dry.

I’d seen him around campus before—how could I not? He was built like a linebacker, all thick thighs and a torso that tapered into a narrow waist, his height making him tower over most guys in our year. But it wasn’t just his body. It was the way he moved, slow and deliberate, like he owned every inch of space he occupied. The way his voice rumbled when he laughed, deep and rich, sending vibrations straight between my legs. I’d fantasized about him more times than I’d admit, late at night with my fingers buried between my thighs, imagining what it’d be like to have those big hands on me, that mouth—

“Earth to Allison.”

I blinked, jerking my attention away from Tyrese to find my best friend, Jamie, grinning at me. She’d dressed as a zombie cheerleader, her usually sleek blonde hair teased into a wild mess, her makeup smeared artfully to look like rotting flesh. The torn pleated skirt barely covered her ass, and the cropped top showed off the piercing in her navel. She nudged me with her elbow, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

“You’ve been staring at him for, like, ten minutes,” she said, her voice low but laced with laughter. “Either go talk to him or let me, because damn, Allie. That man is fine.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Oh, please.” Jamie rolled her eyes, taking a sip of her solo cup. The liquid inside sloshed, the sharp scent of vodka and cranberry hitting my nose. “You’ve got that look. The one you get when you’re thinking.”

I bit my lip, the fangs digging in again. She wasn’t wrong. I had been thinking. About Tyrese. About the way his hands would look wrapped around my throat. About how it’d feel to have him press me against a wall, his body pinning mine, his cock—

Stop.

I forced myself to take a breath, the corset squeezing my lungs. “It’s not that simple,” I muttered.

Jamie scoffed. “Since when do you care about simple? You’re the one who told me you wanted to ‘live a little’ before we graduated. Remember? ‘College is about experiences, Jamie. I don’t want to look back and realize I played it safe the whole time.’” She mimicked my voice, high and mock-serious, before sobering. “So what’s the problem? He’s hot. You’re hot. Go talk to him.”

I exhaled sharply through my nose. She made it sound so easy. But it wasn’t. It never was.

My parents would lose their shit if they knew the kind of thoughts I had about men like Tyrese. My mom had made it very clear what she expected from me: a nice, respectable boyfriend. Preferably Korean. Definitely not Black. “Allison-ah,” she’d say, her voice sharp with disapproval, “you think like that, people talk. They say you’re easy. They say you’re—”

—a whore.

The word hung in my mind, unspoken but heavy. I’d heard it before, whispered behind cupped hands at family gatherings when some cousin or other had dared to date outside our culture. The judgment. The shame.

But Jamie was right. I was tired of playing it safe.

I downed the rest of my drink, the burn of the alcohol steadying my nerves. “Fine,” I said, squaring my shoulders. “I’ll talk to him.”

Jamie whooped, clapping her hands together. “That’s my girl! Go get ‘im, tiger.”

I shot her a look, but the corners of my mouth twitched. Before I could second-guess myself, I turned and made my way across the room, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The music throbbed around me, the bass vibrating up through my soles, matching the erratic rhythm of my heartbeat.

Tyrese hadn’t moved. He stood there, watching the party with those dark, unreadable eyes, a solo cup dangling from his fingers. As I approached, his gaze flicked to me, and something shifted in his expression—interest, maybe. Hunger.

My pulse spiked.

“Hey,” I said, stopping a few feet away. My voice came out steadier than I expected, though my hands trembled slightly at my sides. “I, uh. I love your costume.”

A slow smile spread across his face, his white teeth flashing against his dark skin. “Thanks,” he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down my spine. “Yours is...” His eyes dragged over me, lingering on my tits, my waist, the way my skirt rode up when I shifted my weight. “Pretty hot.”

Heat pooled between my thighs. Pretty hot. Like I was something to look at. Something to want.

“I try,” I said, grinning. I gestured to his cup. “What’re you drinking?”

“Rum and Coke.” He held it out to me. “Want a sip?”

I should’ve said no. Should’ve played it cool. But the way he was looking at me—like he was already imagining peeling this costume off me—made my mouth water. I took the cup from him, our fingers brushing. His skin was warm, rough in places, calloused. A basketball player’s hands.

I brought the cup to my lips, tilting it back. The liquid burned my throat, sweet and sharp, the ice cubes clinking against my teeth. When I handed it back, our eyes met, and something electric passed between us. A challenge. A promise.

“You come here often?” I asked, wincing internally at the cliché. Smooth, Allison.

Tyrese chuckled, shaking his head. “Nah. Not really my scene. But my boys dragged me out.” He jerked his chin toward a group of guys near the keg, all dressed in various states of undress—some in costumes, some just in jeans and hoodies. “You?”

“I’m here with my friend.” I glanced back at Jamie, who was now grinding against some guy dressed as a werewolf, her hands tangled in his fake fur. “She’s... occupied.”

Tyrese’s laugh was rich, deep. “Looks like it.”

Silence stretched between us, but it wasn’t awkward. It was charged. Heavy. I could feel the heat rolling off him, the way his body angled toward mine like a magnet.

“So,” he said, taking a sip of his drink. “Allison, right?”

My eyebrows shot up. “You know my name?”

He smirked. “I pay attention.”

A thrill ran through me. He’s noticed me before.

“Tyrese,” I said, testing the weight of his name on my tongue. It felt good. Right. “I’ve seen you around. Biology major?”

“Yeah.” He nodded. “You’re nursing, right?”

I blinked. “You do pay attention.”

His grin turned wicked. “Like I said.”

The air between us crackled. I could’ve stood there all night, just drinking in the way he looked at me, the way his voice wrapped around my name. But the alcohol was warming my veins, loosening the tight knot of anxiety in my chest.

“Can I ask you something?” I said, leaning in slightly. The scent of his cologne hit me—something woodsy and spicy, like cedar and clove. It made my head spin.

“Shoot.”

I hesitated, then plunged. “Do you... ever feel like there are things you want, but you’re not supposed to?”

Tyrese’s expression darkened for a second, his brows furrowing. Then he exhaled, slow and measured. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “All the time.”

Relief flooded me. He gets it.

“I’ve always been...” I swallowed, searching for the words. “Attracted to Black guys. But my parents—” I cut myself off, shaking my head. “They’ve got this whole idea of who I’m supposed to be with. Someone appropriate.” The word tasted bitter. “Someone who looks like me.”

Tyrese’s jaw tightened. “That’s fucked up.”

“I know.” I laughed, but it came out hollow. “But it’s not just them. It’s... the whole community. The looks. The whispers. Like I’m betraying something just by wanting what I want.”

He was quiet for a long moment, his thumb tracing the rim of his cup. Then he met my eyes, his gaze intense. “I get it more than you think,” he said. “I’ve always been into Asian women. But it’s... complicated. There’s all this baggage, you know? Fetishization, stereotypes. I don’t want to be that guy. The one who’s just checking off a box.”

My chest ached. Because I knew. I knew what it was like to be reduced to a fantasy. To be wanted for the wrong reasons.

But this—this—felt different.

“I don’t think you are,” I said softly. “I think... we’re just two people who happen to like each other.” I reached out, my fingers brushing his wrist. His skin was so warm. “And that’s okay.”

Tyrese’s breath hitched. For a second, I thought he might pull away. But then his hand turned, his fingers curling around mine, his grip firm. “Yeah,” he murmured. “Yeah, it is.”

The music swelled around us, the bass thrumming in my bones. I stepped closer, my body pressing against his. I could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of my costume, the hard planes of his chest, the way his thighs bracketed mine.

“Wanna get out of here?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “Somewhere quieter?”

Tyrese’s eyes darkened, his pupils blowing wide. He didn’t answer with words. He just nodded, his hand tightening around mine as he led me toward the hallway.

The party faded behind us, the noise dulling to a muffled roar as we slipped into the dimly lit corridor. The walls were lined with framed photos of past fraternity brothers, their grins frozen in time. Tyrese moved with purpose, his long strides eating up the distance, until we reached a door slightly ajar. He pushed it open with his shoulder, and we stepped inside.

The room was empty, the bed unmade, the sheets tangled at the foot. A single lamp cast a golden glow over the space, highlighting the dust motes floating in the air. The door clicked shut behind us, the sound final. Intimate.

I turned to face Tyrese, my back pressing against the wood. He was so big, his body blocking out the light, his shadow swallowing me whole. My heart hammered against my ribs, my breath coming fast.

“You’re amazing,” he said, his voice rough. He reached out, his knuckles brushing my cheek. “You know that?”

I shivered. “Show me.”

A growl rumbled in his chest. Then his mouth was on mine, hot and demanding. His lips parted mine, his tongue sweeping in, tasting of rum and something darker, something him. I moaned into the kiss, my hands flying to his shoulders, my nails digging into the fabric of his costume. He was everywhere—his hands in my hair, his body pinning me to the door, his cock already hard against my stomach.
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