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  Chapter one
The Brewing Storm


The kitchen light flickered overhead, buzzing like a bug on its last legs, splashing ugly yellow over the battered counters and the battlefield of red solo cups scattered everywhere. Wyatt Calder stood at the sink, scrubbing the last sticky streaks of bottom-shelf vodka from a bottle, the cold water biting at his fingers. His pulse thudded in his throat, too fast, the same way it always did when he tried to fool himself into thinking he was in charge of anything in this dump. 
Lorne Vask lounged against the fridge, arms folded over the thick slab of his chest, black tank top clinging to pecs and shoulders that looked like they belonged on a porn set. His pale-green eyes followed Wyatt’s every move, lazy and smug, the same look he gave when he watched Wyatt pick up after his messes, or when he left his gym bag open so the whole house reeked of sweat and balls for hours.
“You really think this is gonna be the night you grow a spine?” Lorne drawled, voice low and rough from too many late nights and not enough sleep. “Stringing fairy lights like we’re hosting a fucking quinceañera?”
Wyatt forced his shoulders to relax. “People like atmosphere, Lorne. Not everything has to be a frat-bro circle-jerk.”
Lorne’s laugh was short, dark. “Sure. Atmosphere.” He pushed off the fridge and stepped closer, close enough that Wyatt could smell the clean cedar of his body wash mixed with the faint musk underneath. “You invited her, right? Sable?”
Wyatt’s gut clenched at the way Lorne said her name, slow and thick, like he was rolling it around in his mouth before swallowing. “Of course I did. She’s my girlfriend.”
“Right.” Lorne’s mouth curved, not quite a smile. “Your girlfriend.”
The doorbell rang before Wyatt could answer. He moved to get it, but Lorne was already there, long strides eating the distance, swinging the door open with a booming, “Welcome to the shitshow, ladies and gentlemen!”
A wave of bodies poured in—classmates, friends-of-friends, randoms who’d seen the story on social media. The house filled fast. The living room turned into a pulsing mass of limbs and laughter, bass from the speaker vibrating up through the soles of Wyatt’s sneakers. The air thickened with spilled beer, weed drifting in from the back porch, the sharp tang of sweat as people started dancing.
Sable arrived twenty-three minutes later.
She slid through the door like she owned the place, auburn hair loose and catching the fairy lights, hazel eyes shining with that look she got when she knew she’d end the night with Wyatt’s face buried between her legs. Her black top hugged the heavy curve of her tits, the V cut so low the lace of her bra peeked out, and her skirt swished with every step, flashing smooth thigh and promising more.
Wyatt felt the air leave his lungs.
She found him immediately, crossed the room, wrapped her arms around his neck. Her body pressed flush against his—soft curves, warm skin, the faint floral bite of her perfume cutting through the party stink. “Hey, babe,” she murmured against his ear, voice husky. “Missed you.”
He kissed her hard, hands gripping her waist, fingers digging in to feel the soft give of her body. She tasted like cherry ChapStick and the promise of getting his cock wet later. His dick twitched against her stomach, already thickening just from having her pressed up against him.
They broke apart only when someone wolf-whistled. Sable laughed—bright, easy—and tugged him toward the kitchen to help with drinks.
They were setting up a makeshift bar when Lorne sauntered in.
He didn’t say a word at first. Just leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes crawling down Sable’s body, slow and hungry. She straightened up, cheeks going pink under his stare, but she didn’t look away. If anything, she seemed to like it.
“Looking dangerous tonight, Sable,” Lorne finally said, his voice rough and low. He reached past her for the tequila, his thick forearm brushing right up against her tit. She sucked in a breath, and Wyatt watched her nipples stiffen under the thin top, two hard points begging for attention.
“Thanks,” she managed, voice a little breathier than before.
Wyatt’s jaw clenched. He dumped too much vodka into a cup, spilling it everywhere like a fucking amateur.
Lorne didn’t back off. He stayed right there, looming over both of them, heat rolling off his skin. “Truth or dare’s starting upstairs in twenty,” he said, eyes glued to Sable’s face. “You coming?”
Sable cocked her head, lips curling into a slow, dirty smile. “Maybe. Sounds… fun.”
Wyatt’s stomach dropped like a stone.
He knew Lorne’s games. They always started out tame—stupid truths about who you fucked, dares to chug a beer—but they always ended up filthy. People flushed, clothes half-off, lines crossed and nobody pretending they cared.
He slipped his arm around Sable’s waist, pulling her against his side. “We’re dancing first,” he said, voice tighter than he meant it to be.
She melted against him, soft and willing, but her eyes kept darting back to Lorne, hungry and curious, like she wanted a taste.
The three of them ended up on the makeshift dance floor anyway.
The bass pounded through the floor. Bodies mashed together. Wyatt kept Sable in front of him, hands locked on her hips, steering her. She rolled her ass against his crotch, grinding slow and dirty, making his cock swell so hard it hurt. He pressed his mouth to her neck, teeth scraping her skin, and growled, “You’re mine tonight.”
She shivered, reached back to thread her fingers in his hair. “I know.”
But Lorne was there too, moving in close, smooth and predatory. He bumped into Sable, not even pretending it was an accident, his hand sliding up her arm, thumb stroking slow up to her shoulder. She laughed, breathless and a little too eager.
Wyatt’s grip tightened. Jealousy burned in his gut, hot and ugly. He fucking hated how easy it was for Lorne. Hated how Sable’s body reacted—leaning into him, breathing faster every time Lorne spoke, nipples still hard from his touch.
A spilled drink turned into a mock scuffle. People cheered. Wyatt got pulled away to break it up, shouting over the noise, “Chill the fuck out!”
When he turned around, Sable had vanished.
He scanned the room—kitchen, back porch, hallway. Nothing.
A girl brushed past him, giggling, “Upstairs is fucking wild. Truth or dare’s already out of control.”
Wyatt’s pulse slammed in his ears.
He took the stairs two at a time, music fading behind him. The hallway was dark, every door shut except the one at the end. Laughter, bottles clinking, the sound of bodies shifting on the carpet—he knew exactly what kind of shit was going down.
He approached slowly. Hand on the knob.
Through the crack he saw them: fairy lights throwing shadows, empty bottles everywhere, Sable sitting cross-legged on the floor, her skirt bunched up high on her thighs, cheeks flushed, eyes shining like she was already halfway to cumming.
Lorne sat directly across from her.
His gaze was locked on her face, mouth curved in that slow, dangerous smile.
The game had already started.
Wyatt’s breath hitched. His cock jerked against his thigh, traitorous and hungry.
He couldn’t move.
Downstairs someone yelled his name—another spill, another fight.
He stepped back, heart pounding, brain full of filthy images: Sable laughing, Lorne’s hand gripping her waist, her nipples poking through her top after he’d brushed against her in the kitchen.
He turned to go downstairs.
But his feet felt glued to the floor, like they knew he wanted to watch, even if he’d never say it out loud.
The door stayed cracked.
The voices inside taunted him, daring him to watch.
And Wyatt’s hand hovered, trembling, inches from the knob again.






  
  Chapter two
First Dare


The upstairs bedroom smelled like spilled beer, warm bodies, and the faint sweet burn of vanilla body spray that clung to Sable’s skin. Fairy lights someone had thumb-tacked along the headboard cast a soft amber glow over the circle of seven people sprawled across the carpet and the unmade bed. Empty bottles rolled lazily when anyone shifted. The music from downstairs thumped through the floorboards like a second heartbeat, muted but insistent. 
Wyatt pushed the door open all the way this time. The hinges gave a low whine. Heads turned; eyes glinted in the low light. He felt every gaze like fingers dragging down his spine.
Sable looked up first. Her hazel eyes caught the light, wide and bright with something between excitement and guilt. Her skirt had ridden higher on her thighs where she sat cross-legged; the soft inner curve of one leg glowed pale against the dark denim. She smiled at him—small, quick, almost apologetic—and patted the empty spot beside her.
“Come sit, babe,” she said. Her voice was a little huskier than usual, thickened by two shots and the heat of the room. “We were just getting started.”
Lorne didn’t move from his spot directly across the circle. He leaned back on his palms, long legs stretched out, bare feet planted wide. The tight black T-shirt he’d changed into hugged the slabs of his chest and the hard ridges of his abdomen. His pale-green eyes locked on Wyatt the second he stepped inside, and the corner of his mouth curled—not quite a smile, more like acknowledgment of prey that had finally wandered into the trap.
“About time,” Lorne drawled. “Thought you were gonna stand out there jerking the doorknob all night.”
A couple of the others laughed, the sound low and mean. Wyatt’s face went red, burning with humiliation. He picked his way across the room, careful not to trip over outstretched legs or empty bottles, and dropped down next to Sable. Her hip pressed against his, hot and soft. She reeked of vanilla body spray and cheap tequila. He wanted to drag her into his lap, shove his face into her neck, make it clear to everyone that she was his. Instead, all he managed was to rest his hand on her knee, thumb tracing slow, desperate circles over her skin, trying to pretend he was in control.
The game had already progressed past the safe, silly questions. A girl named Maris had just finished confessing she’d once gotten off in the campus library stacks while pretending to study. The air felt heavier now, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks.
Lorne picked up an empty beer bottle, gave it a lazy spin. It wobbled, slowed, and pointed straight at Sable.
She inhaled sharply. Wyatt felt the tiny jerk of her thigh under his palm.
“Truth or dare, sweetheart,” Lorne said. His voice was low, almost gentle, but the word sweetheart landed like a hand around the throat.
Sable licked her bottom lip. “Dare.”
A ripple of approving murmurs went around the circle.
Lorne didn’t hesitate. “Sit on my lap for the next three turns. No getting up. No squirming away. Just sit.”
Wyatt’s stomach twisted. His hand clamped down on her knee, squeezing so hard she flinched. He let go, shame burning up his neck and into his ears. He felt like everyone in the room could see exactly how pathetic he was.
Sable glanced at him. Her pupils were blown wide; her cheeks flushed deep rose. She searched his face for a long second—waiting for him to protest, maybe, or to laugh it off, or to drag her out of the room. He didn’t. He couldn’t. The words stuck in his throat, thick and useless.
She exhaled, slow and shaky, then rose to her feet. The motion made her skirt ride even higher for a heartbeat, flashing the lace edge of her panties before she tugged it back down. She crossed the small circle, hips swaying just enough to draw every eye, and stopped in front of Lorne.
He patted one thick thigh once, twice—commanding, casual. “Right here.”
Sable lowered herself carefully. The moment her ass settled against him, Lorne’s big hands slid to her waist, fingers splaying wide, thumbs brushing the bare skin where her top had ridden up. She let out a small, involuntary sound—not quite a moan, more like air punched out of her
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