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I’m rooted in the doorway in shock. I can't believe what I'm seeing right now. My boyfriend, Drew, sucking face with some blonde bimbo, right in the middle of the party. That two-timing asshole!

I think I’m going to be sick.

I duck my head and push through the crowd, hot tears blurring my vision as I shove the front door open and stumble outside into the cool night air. My lungs burn. My heart pounds. The hem of my soft green dress brushes against my thighs as I move—one I picked out just for him tonight. Flowy. Floral. Sweet with just enough cleavage to make him want me. He said he loved this color on me.

And now he’s inside, all over some other girl like I never mattered at all.

I hug my arms around myself and rush down the sidewalk to get away from Drew and the woman. I didn’t drive here. I didn’t even think I needed to—I figured Drew would take me home, kiss me in the car, maybe finally be the guy I thought he was.

God, I’m such an idiot.

My fingers move of their own accord, hitting speed dial. It’s ringing. Crap, who did I call? I glance at the screen. Oh, thank god; it’s my best friend.

“Hey Shana, I thought you were going to a party tonight?” Jenny’s voice is bubbly and sounding way too happy for how much pain I’m in right now.

“I need help,” I sob. “Can you come get me?”

There’s a beat of silence on the other end of the line, then a sharp inhale. “What happened?”

I scrub at my face with the heel of my hand, swiping at tears that won’t stop coming. “I don’t want to talk about it. I just—I need to get out of here. Please.”

“Oh, no, I’m so sorry.” Jenny’s voice softens immediately, all that bubbly energy draining into real concern. “Where are you?”

I rattle off the address, my voice wobbling, and it feels like my legs are about to give out.

“I wish I could come get you, I swear,” she says, urgency rising in her voice, “but I’m three hours away at my grandparents’ anniversary party. I’m literally trapped in the middle of nowhere with my parents.”

My heart sinks. Of course she’s not in town. Because tonight couldn’t possibly get any worse.

“Don’t worry,” she rushes on, before I can spiral. “I’ll fix this. I’ll send someone.”

“Who?” I ask, hating how desperate I sound.

“My brother,” she says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. “David’s home this weekend. He’s not doing anything important. I’ll call him right now and make him come get you.”

My stomach flips for reasons that have nothing to do with the cold night air or the miserable lump forming in my throat.

David.

Jenny’s older brother.

The guy I had the world’s biggest, most embarrassing crush on through high school—until I left for college and realized that a 14-year age gap meant there was no way he was ever going to be interested in me. 

Still, the idea of David seeing me like this—wrecked, humiliated, and heartbroken—makes my stomach knot even more tightly.

But I don’t have a choice. I’m stranded, and right now, pride is a luxury I can’t afford.

“Okay,” I whisper. “Just...tell him to hurry?”

“Already texted him. He says he’s on his way. Stay where you are, okay?”

I end the call and wrap my arms around myself, blinking up at the dark sky. Tonight’s not over yet.

And somehow, I have the sinking feeling it’s about to get even more complicated.
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I stand on the sidewalk, and the longer I wait, the more pissed I become. Drew's been pressuring me to have sex for months, and tonight, I finally felt ready. I was going to sneak him into my college dorm room and lose my virginity to him. I can't believe I almost gave it to an asshole who doesn't deserve it. Worse yet, I've been thinking about it all day, and I've been so damn turned on. Now it's all for nothing. I even shaved my pussy for that bastard. 

Well, fuck him. A recklessness grips me. I don't need him to lose my virginity. I can find a guy to fuck me whenever I want. 

I hear tires on the street, and a black sedan pulls up, blinding me with its headlights. The window rolls down, and David calls out, “Hop in and tell me whose legs I need to break.”

I laugh as I slide into the leather seat. I peek at him, and he’s looking at me—holy shit, he’s even hotter than I remember. All the times I’ve seen David before, he was cleaned up and presentable, but tonight, he's wearing sweatpants and a T-shirt. His arm muscles bulge, and I can see tattoos peeking out from beneath the short sleeves. Has he always had those?

I’m suddenly crushing on him again—his tousled brown hair, chiseled jaw, large hands on the wheel...my body lights on fire as if it's trying to remind me how turned on I've been all day. I can feel myself blushing. No, I can't be getting hot for David again—no matter how gorgeous he is with those tattoos and crystal blue eyes...I fidget in the seat, trying to ignore the tingling sensation that runs through my body.

What the hell is wrong with me? I just saw my boyfriend making out with another girl. I shouldn’t be hot for another guy already, no matter how attractive he is. I look away quickly, hoping he can't see my face in the dark. I need to get a hold of myself. But damn, this older version of David really does it for me.

David starts driving, and I'm glad to be getting out of here. 

“Thank you for helping me. I didn't know what I was going to do.”

“No problem. I’m always available for a friend in need.”

Friends...not that we ever were really friends. I was just the tongue-twisted friend of his much younger sister. 

We fall into a comfortable silence, the hum of the engine filling the air. I can't help but notice how different he is from Drew. Even when driving, he seems confident, sure of himself, and so damn sexy. I've clearly been dating boys, and he's all man. I bet he's got all the older women panting over him.

I wonder if he has a large cock. 

No sooner than I have that thought, I hear myself say, “How can I repay you for this? I’m sure you had better things to do tonight than rescue me.”

He glances at me sideways. “You don’t owe me anything. I’m just giving you a ride.”

“I know, but...” My voice is too soft. I swallow, trying to hold on to the thread of whatever boldness made me open my mouth in the first place. “It just feels like I should thank you somehow.”

David doesn’t respond right away. His jaw ticks slightly, but he keeps his eyes on the road.

“I mean,” I add, too quickly, “I’d totally blow you or something.”

Oh God. Did I just say that? I freeze, my whole face going hot.

He finally looks at me, one eyebrow raised.

“I didn’t mean—” I blurt. “I mean, obviously I’m not like—I’ve never even—”

“Shana.” His voice is low. Steady. The kind of tone that makes my thighs press together without meaning to.

“Yeah?”

“You’re not giving me a blowjob.”

It’s not a question. It’s not even a refusal. It’s a command.

I bite my lip. “Why not?”

“Because I’m not interested in being your rebound,” he says, like it’s obvious.

But it’s not. Not to me. Something inside me tightens, sharp and needy. I don’t know what’s worse—the humiliation of offering myself up like some pathetic little groupie, or the fact that him turning me down is making me want him more.

“You don’t find me attractive?”

“Don’t do that.” His voice is still calm. But it’s lower now. Rougher. Like maybe he’s not as unaffected as he sounds.

“Do what?”

“Fish for compliments. Act like you don’t know exactly what you look like in that dress.”

I blink. My lips part.

“I saw the way the guys on the lawn were looking at you when I pulled up. Don’t play dumb.”

Guys were checking me out and I didn’t notice? A thrill runs through me, and suddenly I feel like a sexual goddess who can get whatever she wants tonight. “So you do think I’m attractive.”

He exhales through his nose, like he’s trying not to engage. And now I can’t stop myself.

“What if I wanted to do more than thank you?” I ask, heart pounding. “What if I wanted you to take what he didn’t get?”

David’s knuckles flex around the wheel. Just for a second. But I see it.

“What are you talking about?”

I shift in the seat, the leftover burn of embarrassment mixing with something sharp and electric in my blood. “My boyfriend and I were supposed to go home together tonight.”

He doesn’t say anything. Just keeps driving, jaw clenched.

“I was going to let him...you know.” I wave vaguely, like the words are too mortifying to say out loud. “I shaved everything. I even
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