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  Chapter one
The Brewing Storm


Wyatt stood in the cramped kitchen of the college house, the flickering fluorescent light making everything look even shittier than usual. The counter was a disaster—red solo cups, cheap vodka, chips ground into the floor. He wiped his sweaty palms on his jeans, trying to steady himself. William, his roommate, leaned against the fridge, arms bulging out of his tank top, that cocky smirk on his face. Wyatt hated that smirk. It made his stomach knot up with a mix of jealousy and something uglier. William was the kind of guy who got whatever he wanted—girls, attention, the best room. Wyatt was just the guy who got stuck cleaning up after him. 
"Man, you really think this is gonna work?" William drawled, his sharp green eyes scanning the haphazard decorations Wyatt had strung up—fairy lights dangling from the ceiling, a playlist of thumping bass-heavy tracks queued on the old speaker system. "Looks like a middle school dance. Where's the punch bowl with the floating fruit? Or are we keeping it classy with just beer pong?"
Wyatt tried to laugh, but it sounded weak, even to him. "It's fine, Will. People just want to get drunk and fuck around. Not everything has to be a circus." He hated how William made him feel like a loser, like nothing he did was ever good enough. Two years of living with the guy, and William still managed to take up all the space—bigger room, bigger muscles, bigger everything. Wyatt looked like a scrawny kid next to him, all messy hair and old band shirts, while William strutted around in his tank top and shorts, showing off his body like he owned the place. It pissed Wyatt off, but he couldn't do anything about it.
Tonight was supposed to be different. Wyatt had pushed for this party, hoping to prove he wasn't just William's sidekick. Kit was coming—his girlfriend, the only thing in his life that made him feel like he mattered. Just thinking about her made his cock twitch. He remembered her body pressed against him, her tits spilling out of her top, auburn hair everywhere, her mouth on his neck. He shifted, trying to hide the bulge in his jeans. Maybe tonight he'd finally show everyone, especially William, that Kit was his. Not just some girl for William to ogle and flirt with.
The doorbell rang, snapping him out of his reverie. Wyatt moved to answer it, but William beat him there, swinging the door open with a booming "Welcome to the bash of the semester!" A group of classmates poured in, laughing and carrying cases of beer. The house, a rundown two-story rental on the edge of campus, quickly filled with bodies. The living room, with its sagging couches and mismatched rugs, became a sea of movement. Music blared from the speakers, the bass vibrating through the walls, making the floor thrum under Wyatt's feet. The air grew thick with the scent of spilled beer, cheap cologne, and the faint tang of sweat as people started dancing, bodies grinding in the dim light.
Kit showed up twenty minutes late, but when she walked in, Wyatt forgot about everything else. Her top hugged her tits, her skirt barely covered her ass, and every guy in the room stared. Her hair was a mess of auburn waves, her eyes bright as she found him. "Hey, babe," she said, wrapping herself around him, pressing her tits into his chest. Wyatt breathed her in—vanilla and something sweet—and felt his cock stiffen. He grabbed her waist, holding her tight, not caring if anyone saw how much he wanted her.
"You look amazing," he murmured into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. She shivered slightly, a soft hum escaping her lips that sent a jolt straight to his groin. They kissed, slow and lingering, her lips parting under his, tongues brushing in a way that promised more later. But the party was ramping up, and Kit pulled back with a grin. "Help me with the drinks? I brought some mixers."
They squeezed through the crowd, Kit's ass brushing against him, making it hard to focus. With her next to him, Wyatt almost felt like he belonged. Then William swaggered over, eyes glued to Kit's tits. "Kit, looking hot as always," he said, voice dripping with that smug confidence. He reached past her, his arm grazing her chest, and Wyatt saw her cheeks go pink. The party hadn't even started, and already William was making his move.
"Thanks, Will," Kit replied, her voice light, but Wyatt caught the way her eyes flicked to his roommate's broad shoulders. Was it admiration? Or just politeness? He pushed the thought down, focusing on pouring drinks. The party swelled, more people arriving—friends from classes, random invites from social media, even some strangers who heard about the free booze. The living room turned into a dance floor, bodies swaying to the rhythm, laughter echoing off the walls. The smell of weed drifted in from the back porch, mixing with the sharp bite of liquor.
Wyatt tried to act normal, talking to some guys about exams, but he couldn't stop staring at Kit. She was laughing, hips swaying, every guy in the room watching her. He wanted to rip her top off right there, fuck her in front of everyone, just to prove she was his. Then William slid up next to her, handed her a shot, and winked. "Truth or dare upstairs soon. You in?" William's voice was loud, cocky, like he already knew the answer.
Kit grinned, biting her lip. "Maybe. Sounds fun." Wyatt's gut twisted. He knew what William's games were like—always about showing off, always about making Wyatt look weak. He pushed through the crowd, grabbed Kit by the waist, and pulled her against him. "Let's dance first," he said, trying to sound in control. She melted into him, but her eyes kept flicking to William, hungry for whatever came next.
The three of them ended up together on the dance floor, music pounding. Wyatt clung to Kit, hands gripping her hips, trying to keep her close. She ground her ass into his crotch, making him hard, but there were too many people to do anything about it. William danced right next to them, bumping into Kit on purpose, his hand sliding down her arm, making her laugh. Wyatt wanted to punch him, but Kit just giggled, loving the attention.
Wyatt burned with jealousy. Why did William always have to be in the middle of everything? And why did Kit eat it up? She laughed, leaning into William's touch like she wanted more. Wyatt yanked her closer, lips on her neck. "You're mine tonight," he growled, voice thick. She kissed him, tongue deep in his mouth, making his cock ache. For a second, he almost believed it.
Then chaos broke out—a drink spilled, two drunk idiots started wrestling, and Wyatt got dragged in to play babysitter. "Knock it off," he shouted, trying to sound like he was in charge. By the time he got free, Kit had vanished. His heart hammered. Where the fuck was she? He searched the crowd, sweat sticking his shirt to his back.
He pushed through, checking the kitchen—empty except for a couple making out against the counter. The back porch—smokers huddled in the cold night air. No Kit. A whisper caught his ear from a passing girl: "Upstairs game's getting wild." Upstairs? Wyatt's mind flashed to William's earlier comment. Truth or dare. His feet moved before he could think, climbing the creaky stairs, the music muffling behind him.
The hallway was dimly lit, doors closed except one at the end, where giggles and low voices spilled out. Wyatt's pulse raced, a mix of worry and something darker—curiosity? Dread? He approached slowly, hand hovering on the knob. What if she was in there with William? Images flooded his mind: Kit's flushed face, William's commanding touch. His cock twitched traitorously at the thought, shame mixing with arousal. He shouldn't think like that. But the heat building in his veins wouldn't listen.
Pushing the door open just a crack, he peered in. A small group sat in a circle, bottles scattered, fairy lights casting shadows. Kit was there, laughing, her skirt riding up slightly as she shifted. William sat across from her, his eyes locked on hers with that smirk. The game had begun.
Wyatt's breath caught, his hand trembling on the door. He couldn't turn away.
Downstairs, the party was still wild, but up here, everything felt heavy, like something was about to happen. Someone yelled for him from below—another mess to clean up. He forced himself to go, but his mind stayed upstairs, picturing Kit and William, wondering what they were doing. Jealousy and sick excitement twisted in his gut, making him sweat.
By the time he returned to the stairs, the door was closed, muffled voices teasing him. His hand reached for the knob again, pulse thundering in his ears.






  
  Chapter two
Whispers in the Dark


Wyatt’s hand shook on the doorknob, sweat slicking his palm. The metal felt cold against the fever of his skin. Laughter leaked from the bedroom—sharp, cruel, slicing through the muffled bass thumping from the party below. He shouldn’t be here, lurking like some pathetic voyeur, but jealousy and a sick curiosity had twisted deep in his gut, forcing his breath shallow and fast. Kit was in there. With William. The others barely registered. It was William’s voice—deep, bossy, barking the next dare—that pulled him forward. Wyatt pictured Kit’s eyes, heavy-lidded, her tits straining against her top, her body yielding to someone else’s hands. His cock twitched, useless and needy, shame flooding him even as he cracked the door and slipped inside. 
The room was dim, cluttered with shadows and the cheap glow of fairy lights that only made everything look dirtier. The air hung thick with sweat, spilled booze, and the sour musk of too many bodies pressed close. Bottles lay scattered across the floor, sticky patches glistening where drinks had fallen. Eight or nine people sprawled in a lazy circle, legs tangled, clothes already wrinkled and half-undone. Wyatt barely saw them. His gaze locked on Kit.
She sat wedged between two girls, skirt rucked high on her thighs, skin flushed the way he knew so well. Her auburn hair was wild, her top stretched tight across her breasts as she leaned forward, laughing at something William said. Wyatt’s stomach knotted. He hated how fucking good she looked.
William owned the center of the circle, legs spread wide in loose shorts, tank top riding up to show a hard sliver of abs. His short blond hair caught the flickering light, green eyes gleaming with lazy predation. “Alright, next up,” he announced, voice rolling low and commanding through the chatter. “Truth or dare, Kit? Don’t hold back now—we’re just getting started.”
Kit’s gaze found Wyatt in the doorway. Surprise flashed, then melted into a wide, mischievous grin. “Wyatt! Get over here,” she called, slapping the carpet beside her. Her voice carried the soft slur of liquor, bright and happy, yet something darker hummed beneath it—something that made his cock jerk again. He stepped forward, shutting the door behind him, sealing the rest of the world away. The carpet squished under his shoes, damp with spilled drinks. He dropped down next to her. Her thigh burned against his, skin fever-hot, flushed deep pink. Her scent hit him—vanilla, sweat, and the faint, filthy sweetness of her arousal already rising. His hand settled on her knee, fingers digging in, claiming.
“Saved you a spot,” she whispered, leaning close, breath scorching his ear. The contact sent his pulse racing, memories of the dance floor flashing—her hips grinding against his, body soft and demanding. He wanted to haul her out of here, drag her back to his room, strip her bare and fuck her until she forgot anyone else existed
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