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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. 

“Uh, yeah. It’s... good,” I manage, gripping my water bottle tighter. Why do I sound like a moron? 

Mark nudges Isaac’s arm. “Don’t scare her off.”

Isaac just chuckles and takes a swig from the soda he’s holding. “Me? Never.” His eyes stay on me, playful but intense. “I’m just making sure the freshman survives her first Mia-level rager.” His voice lowers. “Between you and me, she’s outdone herself this time. This place is crawling with guys who’d love to get you alone.” 

Wait, what does Mia have planned? A shiver runs through me, part fear, part... something else entirely. Something hot and forbidden.

I watch them as they talk over my head about keeping things under control. Mark with his brooding intensity and Isaac’s sunshine masking steel. Hell, I’d fuck either one of them for my first time, but I’m not brave enough to flirt with them. But when I imagine them hooking up with someone else at the party, I feel a weird jolt of possessiveness. 

Mine. 

Uh, where did that come from? They’re Mia’s brother and his friend. Way out of my league. Older. Experienced. Dangerous. But watching the way Mark’s jaw clenches when another guy looks my way too long, and seeing the way Isaac subtly positions himself to block my view of a particularly lewd grinding session nearby... it makes my nipples tighten painfully. Oh God. This is bad. Really bad.

I try to distract myself and leave them. I mingle awkwardly, dance badly with Mia for a song, but my eyes keep drifting back to them. Mark’s leaning against the wall, radiating silent power. Isaac is laughing with a group of guys, but his gaze keeps flitting back to me and he has a knowing little smirk. Every time our eyes meet, a bolt of electricity zaps straight to my clit. My panties are soaked. This is insane. I’ve never even kissed a guy properly, and here I am, dripping for two older guys who probably just think of me as Mia’s annoying best friend.

I should probably leave. It’s not like I’m going to flirt with someone while Mark and Isaac are around. Tonight is a bust. 

But then Mia climbs onto the coffee table. “Okay, degenerates! It’s time for the main event!” she shouts and grins wildly. 

The music cuts off abruptly, and people cheer. Someone dims the lights. My stomach clenches. Oh no. I’m not sure what to expect, but Isaac said she outdid herself so it must be something crazy. 

The massive flat-screen TV mounted above the fireplace flickers to life. Explicit, high-definition porn fills the screen. There’s a collective gasp that turns to laughter, and then wolf-whistles fill the room. My cheeks burn. I’ve seen porn, sure, hidden in my room late at night. But not with fifty other people watching.

On the screen a woman with massive breasts moans loudly as a man fucks her doggy style. Another man stands near her head, his thick cock bobbing. He grabs her hair, pulling her head back, and shoves his cock in her mouth. She gags, then moans around him, her eyes rolling back. A jolt of pure, unadulterated lust slams through me. My knees feel weak. My pussy clenches, empty and suddenly, desperately needy. This is crude. Obscene. And I can’t look away.

“All right, you animals!” Mia yells over the moans from the TV. “Who’s brave enough to reenact this cinematic masterpiece in front of everyone? Volunteers? We need one woman and two men. Don’t be shy!” She scans the crowd with a manic grin. 

The scene on the TV changes. Now the woman is on her back with her legs spread. One man is fucking her pussy while the other fucks her mouth. Her hands are pinned above her head. She looks... wrecked. Used. Blissful. A dangerous thought blooms in my foggy brain, fueled by years of pent-up frustration and the intense, confusing attraction I feel for the two men watching me. What if...?

Before fear or reason can catch up, my hand shoots into the air. “I’ll do it!” 

The room falls silent for a heartbeat. Then erupts in cheer. Mia beams. “Fuck yeah, Amy!” 

Triumph surges through me, hot and bright. Finally, I’m doing something wild! No more virgin Amy.

But then a large hand clamps down on my shoulder, spinning me around. I’m face-to-face with Mark, and the look in his eyes makes my stomach drop straight to my feet.

“The hell you will,” he growls. 

My pulse jumps. “It’s just a game, Mark.”

“Not for you.” His grip tightens on my shoulder. “You’re not doing this.”

Anger flares through me. Who the fuck does he think he is? “You don’t get to tell me what to do.”

“Try me.” He steps closer, and I catch his scent—cologne and something warm that makes me want to lean into him. Which is exactly the wrong reaction to have right now since I’m supposed to be angry.

I lift my chin, meeting his glare with one of my own. “What are you gonna do? Spank me?”

Something dark flickers in his eyes. “Don’t tempt me, little girl.”

The endearment should piss me off. Instead, it sends heat spiraling through my belly. Little girl. Like I’m something to be protected. Something precious. But I’m not ready to give in easily. 

“I’m nineteen years old. I
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