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[image: ]




The bass thumps so hard I feel it in my teeth. Or maybe that’s just my nerves. My best friend Mia’s basement is packed with swaying bodies that are dripping sweat. I’ve never been to a college party before, but when Mia invited me, I knew I had to say yes. I’m nineteen, a college freshman, and have still embarrassingly, stupidly never done anything with a guy yet. Mia claimed I’d never change that unless I loosened up and put myself out there, and she’s probably right. So here I am, heart hammering louder than the music, because this is what “putting myself out there” looks like.

I’m on the sidelines with my back against the cool concrete wall, clutching my water bottle because I don’t drink. My blue dress suddenly feels too tight and short. I tug at the hem, acutely aware of how out of place I am. Everyone else seems older and experienced. Like they know exactly what they’re doing. I just feel awkward.

That’s when I see him: Mark. Mia’s older brother. He’s leaning against the doorframe leading to the rec room with his arms crossed over his broad chest. He’s just watching like a dark and dangerous sentinel. My body buzzes with excitement. He’s always been... too much. Too tall, too broad-shouldered, too intense. His brown hair is messy, falling over his forehead, and his eyes—sharp and grey like storm clouds—scan the crowd with authority. He’s thirty-three, which seems ancient compared to the frat boys, but I’ve always found him sexy. He works construction, and his muscular body shows it as his black t-shirt strains across his shoulders and his jeans cling to his powerful thighs. My skin prickles with awareness. Fuck. Why does he have to be so attractive? I can’t be lusting after my friend’s brother. That’s just wrong somehow. 

A guy bumps into me and sloshes beer on my arm. “Whoops, sorry, babe,” he slurs, and his eyes rake down my body, lingering on my chest. Disgust curls in my stomach as I shrink back.

“Problem?” A low voice cuts through the noise. It’s Mark. He came over without me noticing, and he’s now standing between me and the drunk guy. He just looks at the guy, but his presence is commanding. 

The guy pales and stammers, “N-nah, man. Just an accident.” He practically flees.

Mark’s gaze sweeps over me, but it’s not leering like the drunk guy. He’s assessing me. My pulse kicks up, and I wish I was invisible. 

“You okay, Amy?” His voice is gravelly, and I feel a pull from deep in my core.

I nod and my throat is suddenly dry. I have to swallow before I can answer. “Yeah. Fine. Thanks.” My voice comes out squeaky. God, I’m pathetic.

He grunts, and his eyes linger on my face for a second longer than necessary. There’s a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes before he shifts his gaze back to the crowd. “Stick close if it gets too wild. Mia said you might need watching.” 

He says it casually, and my cheeks flame. Watching? Annoyance wars with the stupid, traitorous warmth spreading low in my belly. He’s here to babysit? Great.

That’s when Mark’s best friend Isaac emerges from the throng near the keg and claps Mark on the shoulder. He’s different from Mark with his sandy blond hair and a grin that seems permanently etched onto his handsome face. But despite his happy-go-lucky appearance, there’s an edge to him and a sharpness in his blue eyes as they sweep the room. He’s taller and leaner, but still powerfully built. He’s wearing a blue shirt that makes his eyes pop. 

He catches me looking at him and winks. My stomach does a little flip-flop. Double fuck. It’s been about a year since I last saw Issac. He was at a dinner at Mia and Mark’s house. He’s known me for years because he used to hang out with Mark back in high school. Mia and I were just kids, and he always called me ‘Mia’s shy little friend’. I’m still shy, but now I’m also staring at him like an idiot.

“Amy,” Isaac’s voice is a smooth rumble. “It’s been a while. You’re looking good. College treating you well?” 

His gaze travels down my body, and heat floods my face. There’s a distinct throb between my legs. I shouldn’t like him checking me out, but somehow it doesn’t feel creepy. The appreciation in his gaze flatters me. Huh, I wonder if I could get Issac to fuck me. That would solve my virginity problem. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





