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      Off limits, forbidden, twenty years my junior…

      And in way over her head.

      She needs saving. I need to keep away.

      But one taste of those sweet, innocent lips, and I’ll fight like hell to keep her safe.

      

      I had no business looking at her like that. No business wanting her, craving her—the caveman in me roaring to claim and take.

      Of course, that was before I realized who the girl in the mask grinding on my lap was.

      Her name is Brynn Henley. She’s eighteen—barely—and one of my students at the private high school where I’m the Principal. She’s out-of-bounds, but then, she’s also out of time and out of choices.

      Some bad, bad people want her for themselves. They want to take her from me, and hurt her, all to settle a debt to the mob her father owes.

      …They’re going to have to come through me first.

      I have no business with a girl like her. Too innocent, too untouched, too barely legal. But I’ve had a taste, and now, I’ll have the rest.

      This forbidden heat could engulf and burn us both. But the mob made a mistake. They came after what’s mine.

      …And nothing is going to take her away from me.

      

      Each of the Winchester Academy books are completely standalone stories, with no cliffhangers.

      As with all my books, this one is safe, with no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed. 
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        Colton

      

    
    
      She looks like heaven and moves like sin. Soft, sultry music pulses like a lover’s touch over the club’s sound system, and under the sensual blue and pink lights, and through a fog of fake smoke, her hips sway as her hands slide up to grip the pole tightly.

      And there’s something about her that has all of my attention.

      Yes, you could assume it’s that she’s wearing next to nothing—just this sky-blue, lacy, basically see-through bra and thong panties that hug every single part of her perfectly sculpted body like they were painted on. You could say it’s that she’s grinding her hips and sliding her hands over her body in a way that’s designed to get a guy like me hard.

      But it’s… it’s hard to explain, but it’s more than that.

      For one, she’s no pro, that’s pretty easy to see. In fact, I’d almost say she looks nervous, even though there’s not really a ton of people in here tonight, and even though she’s wearing a black masquerade mask that totally obscures who she is. Her moves aren’t practiced, either. It’s like she just got done watching a how-to video of “dancing sexy,” and this is her first time trying to remember how to do it.

      Secondly, strip clubs are not my scene. Not by a fucking mile. Maybe it’s that I just see through the bullshit that they are? There are guys who walk into a strip club and swallow that fantasy pill whole. The girl is “totally into them,” and she “totally just gave them her real name. No, really, bro.”

      You know the type. But me? Nah, I’m not that type. I see through the illusion. Or maybe it’s just that a woman hasn’t turned my head—stripper or otherwise—in years.

      Several, several years.

      But in any case, with both of the reasons there, here I am just fucking staring at her. Mesmerized, hooked. Like the animal inside of me that I’ve kept chained up finally has the scent of prey hitting its nostrils for the first time in far too long. And now it’s fucking starving.

      There’s the taste of overpriced mid-level whiskey on my tongue, the faint scent of cigar smoke wafting through the air. And around me, Dan and the rest of my “buddies” are cavorting around, knocking back shots, cat-calling girls, and generally doing exactly what you’d expect of a bachelor party of thirty-to-forty-year-old guys to be doing in a strip club.

      But not me. I just watch, my pulse thumping in my neck and my muscles clenching and unclenching as my eyes follow her every move.

      “Bro!”

      I’m startled from my thoughts by two sweaty palms slapping my shoulders from behind. And that’s saying something, because I never startle. I glance over my shoulder at the man of the hour, Dan, my old college roommate from what feels like a lifetime ago. A life before war. Before I met death and chaos. A life before the Special Forces.

      My old life.

      “Hey, man,” I force a smile. “Having a good time?”

      “I’m having a fucking awesome time, man!”

      Hey, it’s not my jam, but to each his own, I suppose.

      “Great, buddy. Listen, thanks for the invite. I know it’s been a wh—”

      “Bro, have you checked out the tits on that Asian chick over there?”

      I’ve changed a lot in twenty years. Dan has not.

      “Must have missed that,” I growl, rolling my eyes as I look away and take another sip of the twenty-dollar pour of Maker’s Mark in my glass.

      Dan chuckles. “Guess you were distracted.”

      “Hmm?”

      He grins and nods at the stage I’ve been staring at, and there she is, still dancing. Still utterly captivating me.

      “Dude, she is so fuckable.”

      My jaw clenches tight. Very, very tight. About as tight as my fist on the glass of whiskey, which feels like it might shatter any second. I understand the place I’m in. And I understand what her job is. But the idea of anyone—of any man at all—looking at her like that, or thinking of her like that, has my blood boiling.

      “Take it easy,” I growl, instead of smashing my glass over his head or throwing him across the room.

      Dan just laughs. “Hey, it’s cool man, it’s cool. You saw her first, huh?”

      He grins, and in the spirit of where I am, and allowing that Dan is wasted, and further allowing that in all likelihood, the wedding next month will be the last time I ever see Dan, I force a smile back.

      “Sure.”

      He smiles. “Well, shit man, go get a dance.”

      “I’m not really into—”

      “Nope! Not taking no for an answer, bro! It’s my bachelor party, and if you want her, she’s yours, man.”

      The growl rumbles in my throat, but he can’t hear it over the music. The music suddenly switches songs, and when I glance back at the stage, she’s walking off of it.

      Fuck.

      My eyes scan the room, but she’s gone, and I shake my head. The fuck was I thinking anyways?

      Instead, I knock back the rest of my drink and head to the bar to pay bottle price for one drink again. I thank the bartender, and I’m bringing the glass to my lips when suddenly, hands grab both my arms, yanking them back.

      …And instinct kicks in.

      I whirl, wrenching my hands free, grabbing one of them by the collar of his t-shirt. My fist raises, and it’s only then that I’m aware of Dan’s voice.

      “Whoa! Whoa! Fuckin’ chill, man!”

      I blink, and when the adrenaline cools, and my eyes focus, I realize I’m holding Dan’s best man in my hands.

      Shit.

      “Sorry,” I growl, letting his shirt go. The guy is white-faced and looks like he’s about to piss himself.

      “S’cool,” he mumbles, swallowing as he glances at the other guys in the bachelor party nervously. Actually, all of them are looking at me like that.

      Dan’s chuckling laugh breaks the silence.

      “Fuck, Colton!” he whistles.

      “Thought you were a high school principal,” the best man mumbles, eyeing me.

      “Naw, headmaster,” Dan crows.

      “It’s just principal.” That’s what I am in life these days. The Principal of Winchester Academy, this absurdly expensive, exclusive private boarding high school a few towns away from here.

      I clear my throat and nod at the guy I almost just killed. “And sorry. I—” I frown. “I’m not good with being surprised from behind like that.”

      Dan nods. “True that, bro. He was in the Marines,” he says somberly to his other friends.

      “Special Forces.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I said.”

      I don’t bother correcting him.

      “Anyways, Colton, man, we just wanted to surprise you.”

      “Mission accomplished,” I growl, reaching for my drink.

      He grins. “No, buddy. I mean we surprised you with a little private room action.”

      I frown.

      What.

      One of the other guys grins and steps forward. “Yeah, bro. Dan here wanted to hook you up with a little champagne room, huh?”

      His smile widens as all of the guys make catcalls and whooping sounds.

      “Dan, that’s… I’m not really into—”

      “Well I already paid man, so, c’mon!”

      I frown.

      “Bro, it’s my bachelor party, and I want you to go have fun!”

      Fuck it.

      It’s not that I want to, it’s that I don’t want to keep standing here having this discussion. And hell, if nothing else, I’m pretty sure the private room is private. I can tell the stripper to take a break and keep the money, and I can get some peace and quiet for ten minutes.

      “Sure, man,” I smile thinly. “Sounds good.”

      “Ay! Atta boy!” Dan crows. He nods at a purple neon lit doorway. “Through there, second door on the left!”

      I take a drink as I walk away, ignoring the cheers from the bachelor party as I step through into a dark hallway that smells like cheap perfume. I find the door, and step into a world of blue neon and faux crystal. There’s a big—and I do mean big—guy waiting for me to tell me to keep my hands to my damn self and to take a seat and wait for my girl.

      Great.

      I sit, drinking my whiskey and wondering how soon I can get the fuck out of here, when the door opens.

      …And my jaw tightens.

      It’s her. Fuck, of course it’s her. Blonde hair, black mask, sky-blue lacy lingerie, and fuck-me stilettos. The door closes behind her, and when our eyes lock, I see her instantly stiffen. Actually, she flat out shivers, and I watch as her teeth rake nervously over her bottom lip.

      Well, this is off to a great start.

      “Listen,” I growl, leaning forward. “I’m good, really. My buddies paid for the room, so if you want to go take a break or… I don’t know, do whatever, that’s fine.”

      She swallows, her chest rising and falling, and God help me, my eyes drop right to those fucking perfect tits before I drag my eyes back to hers. Fuck, she’s young—younger than I thought she was on stage. And with all due respect to women who take their clothes off for a living, and I do have some serious respect for them, this girl ain’t it. She just doesn’t have that look.

      “I’m serious,” I mutter. “Honestly, go take a break. I’m just gonna sit here and—”

      “I have to.”

      Her voice is like silk and lace, but I frown.

      “No, you really—”

      “Yes, I do.”

      She nods subtly up at a little glass bubble on the ceiling, and when I see it, my jaw tightens. It’s a security camera.

      “But I don’t want the dance.”

      “I’ll…” she frowns, looking down.

      “What.”

      “I’ll get in trouble if I don’t,” she says softly.

      My scowl deepens.

      “Are you in trouble?”

      She quickly shakes her head.

      “You can tell me if you are.”

      “I—” she opens her mouth and then snaps it shut, her eyes darting to that camera again.

      “They paid for two songs.”

      “Darlin—”

      But she steps right toward me, and when more sultry music comes on, suddenly, she starts to move. And just like before, I can’t look away.

      She sways her hips, and there’s more confidence this time than she had on stage as she starts to dance. She sways towards me, reaching back and pausing for one second, and shivering, before I see her undo her bra. She holds it in place over her tits as she moves closer, and when she steps up onto the banquet seat I’m sitting in, I growl.

      Fuck, why am I hard?

      I don’t do strip clubs. This is not my scene, and this is nothing I want. But she, on the other hand, is everything I want, and when she slides into my lap, something fierce burns through me. She grinds on me, and fuck if my cock doesn’t start to respond. Swelling, thickening, bulging against her. Her breath catches, and she swallows again, her cheeks pink even in the neon blue lighting as she sways and moves.

      She pulls the bra away, and I groan as my eyes drop to her perfect—fucking perfect—breasts. Full, and soft, and perky, with these hard little rosy, puffy nipples capping them. My cock pulses even harder, and I know damn well she can feel it when she gasps quietly. She moves on me, a little awkwardly, but the room is still pulsing with this sexual energy as she gets up, turns, and then settles back down on me. I growl as I feel my cock nestle against her tight little ass, and when she starts to rub and grind, my jaw clenches tightly.

      One song ends, and as the second one starts, she leans back, swaying against me and letting her arm raise. Her fingers thread into my hair, and my pulse races.

      Goddamnit, maybe I am one of those guys. Maybe it’s not that she’s this innocent little broken doll I’m obsessed with because she seems too innocent for a place like this. Maybe it’s just that she’s that good.

      She spins again on my lap, straddling me and looking me dead in the eye as she grinds faster and harder. My cock pulses, my balls swelling with cum as the gorgeous, nubile little tease on my lap drags me into her world. I’m falling in headfirst, and I’m lost in those eyes. But as she leans in close and lets her hand slide up her body and into her hair, suddenly, the string on the mask pops, and it drops away. And my whole world goes upside-fucking-down.

      …Because I know her.

      Actually, it’s about ten thousand times worse than just knowing her. It’s how I know her. It’s the fact that it’s not a stripper sitting on my rock-hard cock in sexy lacy panties with her tits about six inches from my face. It’s that I see her almost every day, wearing a white blouse, a plaid skirt, knee-socks, and flats.

      …It’s that her name is Brynn Henley, and she’s a fucking student at Winchester Academy.

      She’s eighteen. She’s a senior. Her family is beyond loaded. And yet here she is, giving me a topless lap dance in a strip club champagne room.

      Our eyes lock, her face white and mortified looking before suddenly, it’s like she’s been electrified. She bolts off of my lap, grabbing her bra and gasping as she backs away from me.

      “Brynn?” I say quietly, my eyes locked with hers.

      “Please… don’t… I mean, this isn’t what you…”

      She swallows, her face paling.

      “Please, Principal Kane.”

      And just like that, she whirls, and she’s out the door, leaving me lost, shocked, and trying to figure out what the fuck just happened.

      Oh, and hard. She leaves me achingly, confusingly, damningly, sinfully hard.
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        Brynn

      

    
    
      If life were a movie, this would be funny. It’d be one of the scenes they picked for the trailer, probably. The guy would be someone cute but harmless like Paul Rudd or Seth Rogen or something, and I’d be… I don’t know. Someone quirky and fun? My mask would drop, the music would record-scratch, and one of us would say some sort of hilarious catch phrase like “I did not see that coming!” And the whole thing would be hilarious to a movie theater full of viewers.

      …This, however, is not the movies. There is no catch phrase in real life, no perfectly timed music pauses or funny pop song in the background. There’s only the horrible, cold, heart-clenching moment of clarity and shame.

      I mean, it’s not every day you walk into the champagne room of a strip club to give your first ever lap dance, only to find your Principal sitting there looking like pure sex in a white dress shirt and dark jeans.

      …Thank God.

      My face burns, and I cringe as I stumble into the backroom that doubles as a changing room for the girls. The door slams shut behind me as I stumble over to the disgusting sofa in one corner, slumping down on it and burying my face in my hands. And it’s only then that the full weight of what’s just happened really sinks in, and the tears start to brim my eyes.

      No one was supposed to know. No one was ever supposed to know what I’m doing. I cringe as I sink into the crummy sofa, tears pooling in the corners of my eyes as my gut twists. And for the millionth time since I walked into this club tonight, I try and piece together how the hell I got here. How my life turned into this.

      Thanks, dad.

      Some people’s parents get them a car when they turn eighteen. Okay, it might be a beater if you don’t come from the kind of money mine comes from, but a car’s a car. Some people get an investment in their future—maybe money for college, or a fund set up in their name for way later in life when they want to buy a house or something. And if nothing else, most people with parents or even a parent who loves them get a smile, or a hug, or even just a song and a birthday candle to blow out.

      My parents, though? On my eighteenth birthday, four weeks ago, my parents got me a divorce and federal corruption and racketeering charges.

      Happy birthday to me.

      Not everyone really gets what their parents do for a living. Like, there are plenty of kids who go to Winchester with me who’s moms or dads “work in finance” or “work in politics.” But the specifics are vague. That was my dad to me. Frequently gone on business or locked in his office on a call of some kind. Not necessarily absent, but not exactly available, if that makes sense? And my stepmom? Well, my mom’s a whole story by herself.

      But you tend to overlook your parents being gone on business in China or shopping excursions in Paris when your father brings home an annual income that rivals the GDP of some countries. When you don’t just have a horse stabled at the country club, you own the stable. When your first car at sixteen wasn’t a hand-me-down Toyota, but custom-painted Ferrari. When vacations mean private jets, and watches, and whole floors of luxury hotels in exotic locations.

      You overlook a lot when your silence and blindness is paid for from an early age. Maybe that’s why I ignored all the warning lights and sirens. Maybe that’s why I was blindsides when my father was pulled away from the dinner table while I was home for my birthday four weeks ago, in handcuffs by Federal Agents who’d just busted our front door in.

      But hindsight is twenty-twenty. And now, it all makes complete sense to me.

      I always knew my dad worked in investing. He was a money manager of some kind, I guess. Except you don’t get hauled away by the FBI for managing people’s money. You get hauled away for mis-managing it.

      Or stealing it.

      You hear the words “Ponzi scheme” a lot, but when you hear it in the context of charges being levied at your dad, it takes on a whole new gravity. And in the span of twenty-four hours, my entire world changed.

      First, Geraldine, my stepmom, bailed. And she bailed fast. She emptied as much as she could from their joint accounts, took one of my dad’s planes, and flew off to the Mediterranean to one of his yachts moored at Mykonos to start ramrodding through a divorce on the grounds of “mental distress and financial abuse.” Whatever the fuck that means.

      Then, right after he posted his fifty-million-dollar bail, dad bounced, too. And to where is the great mystery that I, Geraldine’s lawyers, his own lawyers, and the United States Government would love to know the answer to.

      But absent or not, dad hired some amazing lawyers who managed to bring gag orders down on the entire thing until he can be found. So, it’s not in the news. No one at school knows that my father is behind one of the largest Ponzi schemes ever, or that possibly even some of their own parents are affected.

      No one knows that one of my father’s lawyers finally reached out to me to let me know that “my father and them” had agreed that the best place for me was to just stay at school until they could “resolve the misunderstanding.”

      Right, “misunderstanding.” Like someone got their facts mixed up about my dad embezzling billions from the fund he ran.

      So, stay at school. Keep my head down. Keep smiling and pretend everything’s fine? Well, that sucks, but it’s doable. Or, it was doable, until the other shoe dropped. Because you know what happens when you’re wanted for fraud, embezzlement, and securities crimes and you skip out on bail?”

      …They freeze your accounts. All of them. And all of a sudden, you start to realize how meaningless those little plastic cards in your purse are with nothing behind them.

      I got one call from one of his lawyers telling me what was happening. But his only advice was to “keep my head down” until they reached out. A week after that though, I sort of stopped hearing from them. No one answers my calls. No one returns emails. Nothing.

      I know, poor little rich girl, right? But when your entire life is credit cards and shopping accounts, it can fall apart real quick, let me tell you. I wasn’t in immediate danger. I mean, I was at boarding school, which has a Michelin-chef-run dining hall. So, it’s not like I was going to have to sleep on a park bench or go hungry. But, that’s only good through the end of the semester. And after that, I’m not exactly sure how I’m supposed to pay the fifty grand for the second half of the school year at Winchester.

      Oh, and if that wasn’t enough to worry about? Well, it turns out it wasn’t just rich country-club types my dad stole from. He also, in his infinite wisdom, decided to steal money from—

      “Well well well! Look who we got here!”

      I cringe, shivering as I look up at the sound of Lorenzo’s voice. The greasy, scruffy, portly Italian man in the ill-fitting suit with a cigar hanging out of his lips, eyes me in a way that makes my skin crawl. It’s that look that makes me want to wrap a shapeless blanket around myself or take a shower.

      “Is it break time already?”

      I swallow thickly, my hands twisting in my lap as I look at him.

      “I—I just—”

      He smiles wickedly. “You just… what, decided to renege on our deal? You want to pay up the other way we discussed?”

      I want to throw up, and he sees the disgust on my face and starts to laugh.

      “No? You sure?”

      “Sorry, I was just—”

      “You were fucking off is what you were doing!” he snaps, the grin vaporizing as he glares at me. He’s got two of his goons with him, lurking over his shoulder, and the two of them eye with me with about as much subtlety as Lorenzo.

      Lorenzo as in Lorenzo Tonelli. As in, top of the food chain in the Tonelli crime family. As in, the mob.

      As in, my dad stole money from the fucking mob. And now that he’s hiding out God knows where, and now that my mother is off in Greece, and now that all of our accounts are frozen?

      …Well guess who’s come to me to collect on what my family owes him.

      So, that’s where I’m at. I’m broke, my father and stepmother have completely abandoned me, I’ve got the mob breathing down my neck, literally, and I just gave my first ever lap dance in a fucking strip club to my fucking high school Principal.

      Shoot me, please.

      “Listen sweetheart,” Lorenzo hisses, glaring at me. “We had a deal.”

      “Lorenzo—”

      “Mr. Tonelli!” One of the goons barks, making me tremble.

      “Mr. Tonelli,” I say quietly. “I don’t know where my dad is, but I know when he comes back, he’ll—”

      “When he comes back, it’ll be in fucking leg irons,” Lorenzo sneers. “And you know who they’re going to make him pay back first? It’ll be the IRS, then the other rich country club assholes. Then the lawyers. You see who’s missing from that list?”

      I swallow. “You?”

      “Smart girl!” he chirps, glaring at me. “So, like I said before, there are two ways here. You work that debt off shaking that nice little jailbait ass up on that stage and in those private rooms. Or?”

      He grins lecherously, and my stomach turns. He’s already made it abundantly clear how else I can pay off the debt.

      “This might be your first fucking night, but you damn well better know by now that walking out on a private show is a no-no,” he snaps.

      “He paid for two songs, and they were ov—”

      “Uh-uh,” he mutters. “Almost over isn’t ‘over.’ You stopping at ‘almost over’ means complaints, and guys getting pissed about cheap whores like you stealing their money.”

      My jaw tightens, fire sparking behind my eyes, and Lorenzo spots it. He grins widely, wagging a finger at me.

      “Oh, there it is! There’s that fire! You mad, sweetheart? Not used to being talked to like that, huh? Rich girls don’t get called cheap whores, do they?”

      He moves closer to me, and I stand, shivering as he steps right up to me. The sour smell of body odor and cheap cigars wafts over me, and my stomach tightens as he grins lecherously.

      “You know, maybe dancing just ain’t for you. Maybe you don’t want to perform for all those guys out there. And hey, sweetheart,” he smiles a sickly smile. “I get it, really. So how about we go with our other deal, huh? No more dancing for all those other guys. No endless private rooms. Instead?”

      He winks, and I almost throw up.

      “Instead, you just be my personal fucking whore until the debt is settled.”

      I gag, and he grins.

      “So how about this,” he growls, breathing on me. “You lose the panties right here and right now, bend over, and you give Lorenzo a little taste of that sweet little rich girl pussy, huh?”

      “I—” the room spins, and it feels like I’m chained to the floor—like I can’t move at all. Like I’m shutting down.

      “I’ll just keep dancing,” I whisper, shivering.

      “Yeah well maybe I’ve changed my mind,” he growls. “Maybe I don’t want you dancing no more. Maybe I just want you with your mouth open and your legs spread for me any fucking time I want for the next, say, six months.”

      The goons chuckle, and I can feel the tears brimming my eyes.

      “Please, I—I don’t know where my dad is, but the money—you’ll get it back. I’ll pay you back.”

      “I know you will, sweetheart,” Lorenzo grins an oily, horrible smile as he reaches out for me. “I know you—”

      The door to the backroom smashes open, half splintering off the hinges, and my jaw drops. Because barging right through and grabbing the first goon that rushes him, twisting the guy’s wrist until there’s a snapping sound, is Principal Kane.

      The first guy falls to the floor crying in agony, and when the second bodyguard rushes my Principal, he sweeps the guy’s legs and shoves him, sending him head over heels into the wall with a crunch. Lorenzo swears, jabbing his hand into his jacket pocket. But Principal Kane is faster. He rushes the tubby mob boss and snarls, yanking his out and away, wrenching the little revolver out of his grip, and tossing it across the room. He shoves Lorenzo hard, knocking him over before he whirls, his eyes blazing with searing fire as they land right on me.

      I swallow, panting, my skin tingling and my pulse racing as Principal Kane marches over to me. And just then, the room starts to get wobbly, and my legs start to give out.

      He catches me, powerful, muscles arms cradling me as he lifts me effortlessly.

      “The fuck is—”

      “I’m taking her.”

      The words rumble out of his mouth, thundering from his barreled chest as he snarls at Lorenzo on the ground. The mob boss scowls.

      “The fuck you are. You can’t just come in here and grab my girls, dickwad! I’m calling the cop—”

      “Be my guest,” Principal Kane snarls, his face a mask of fury. “You know how old she is?”

      Lorenzo scowls. “Eighteen.”

      “Try again.”

      The mob bosses face falls, paling. “She—she told me. Her ID say’s eighteen!”

      “Let’s call the cops then. I’m sure they’ll figure it out for us all, hmm?”

      The room is silent, and Principal Kane nods. “We’re leaving. Now.”

      He whirls, arms still cradling me and my pulse still racing as the room spins.

      “My—my stuff,” I murmur.

      He stops, and I manage to nod at a purse and a trench coat hanging on one of the hooks on the walls. He grabs them both, draping the coat over me before he storms for the door. One of the goons starts to get up, but Principal Kane kicks him hard in the ribs, making him grunt and collapse back to the floor.

      “You son of a bitch,” Lorenzo hisses. “You’re not gonna get away with—”

      “Yes, I am,” he growls savagely, making my pulse skip. “And I see you following me, it’ll be the last thing you do. Understand?”

      Lorenzo just glares at him.

      “Let’s go,” Principal Kane growls quietly to me, holding me tight as he strides out the door. He heads further down the dark, blue-lit hallway until we hit the back door. He kicks it open and we stride through, marching across the mostly empty parking lot towards a black SUV.

      The whole world in spinning, and I can’t quite catch a breath with how utterly surreal this whole thing is. My eyes swivel up to look at his, and I’m opening my mouth to say, well, something, when suddenly everything starts to go black.

      “Principal Kane…” I murmur, my eyelids too heavy to lift. “I—”

      “I’ve got you, Brynn,” his voice purrs close to my ear, his powerful arms gripping me so possessively and tightly, making me feel so safe.

      “I’ve got you.”

      He holds me tight, the warmth of his body tingles against my bare skin, and that’s the last thing I remember before it all fades away.
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        Colton

      

    
    
      What the fuck are you doing.

      What the FUCK are you doing?

      I’m standing in my living room, arms crossed, jaw tight, and eyes blazing as I look down at the gorgeous creature laid out across my couch. She’s still got that coat of hers draped over her, but the way it’s barely covering a quarter of her thighs and barely covering her top, actually makes it worse. It makes it look like she’s naked.

      I groan, my eyes drinking her in. She shifts, her brow furrowing in her sleep as she turns. The coat pulls up, giving me a glimpse of that perfect, tight little ass and the lacy edge of her sky-blue thong, and I growl.

      Fuck. I need to get my shit together.

      I scowl as I reach for the throw blanket on the back of the couch and pull it over her, covering her up before I stand back and assess.

      This is not good.

      I’m a grown man. I’m allowed to go to strip clubs. I’m certainly allowed to bring women back to my house, and if the one I bring home happens to be passed out from shock after I took her away from the creeps who were about to do God knows what to her? Well, so be it.

      Except, we have a problem here. And the problem is that she’s not just “some woman.” Not to me. Just like I’m not just “some guy” to her. No, it’s way worse. Because no matter the circumstances that brought us here, right now, I’m the Principal of a private high school with one of his eighteen-year-old students lying passed out and basically naked on his living room sofa.

      I repeat: what the fuck am I doing?

      But also, what the fuck was she doing? I mean, Winchester Academy is full of rich kids, but Brynn Henley might just be at the very top. The Henley’s are the kind of family that redefine your idea of what wealth is. And I get that rich kids want to act out sometimes—I mean, trust me, I get it. But acting out means getting drunk at a party, or taking drugs, or getting regrettable tattoos, or, fuck, whatever teenagers do to act out.

      …It doesn’t mean stripping at a skeezy strip club.

      I rake my fingers over the scruff on my jaw. I need to figure out what the hell she was doing there. And really, I need to call her fucking parents.

      Brynn starts to stir, and I snap out of my thoughts as my eyes focus on her. She frowns, shifting under the blanket before suddenly her eyes snap open. Her face pales, and she jerks like she’s about to lunge from the couch and run, when I stop her with a calming hand on her shoulder as I stoop low.

      “Hey, hey,” I growl, squeezing her shoulder reassuringly. “Just relax, Brynn. It’s Colto—it’s Principal Kane, and you’re safe, okay?”

      She nods, blinking quickly before her eyes focus on me, and her face burns crimson.

      “Oh, God,” she groans, burying her face in her hands as she sinks under the blanket.

      “Brynn—”

      “Please, Principal Kane,” she suddenly sobs, tears streaming from her eyes. “Please! Just don’t tell—”

      “Hey, hey, c’mere,” I growl, wrapping my arms around her as she collapses into me, sobbing and clinging to my shirt as I wrap her in the blanket and my arms—my mind doing everything it can to forget the way she was grinding on my lap less than an hour ago.

      “Byrnn, you’re safe, alright? Do you want to tell me what the fuck you were doing there?”

      She shakes her head, still pressing her face into my chest as I gently rub her back.

      “Okay, that’s fine,” I say gently. “Look, we should call your parents though—”

      “No.”

      I frown. “What?”

      “No,” she says softly. “We can’t.”

      My frown deepens. “Brynn, I’m not going to—look, whatever you were doing there tonight, I’m not judging and I’m not going to say a thing to them.”

      I shake my head, my jaw clenching.

      “What the hell were you doing—”

      She starts to cry, and I hold her tighter.

      “Look, I’m not telling your parents, Brynn. That’s a promise. But let’s just call them so they can—”

      “You can’t call—”

      “Brynn—”

      “No, I mean you literally can’t,” she sobs.

      I frown, pulling back. “What do you mean?”

      “My dad, he…” she frowns, looking down. “He’s in a lot of trouble. He stole a bunch of money from a lot of people. He got arrested and then skipped out on bail, and I don’t know where he is.”

      My jaw grinds tight. What the fuck?

      “And your mom?”

      “Stepmom,” she whispers. “And Greece, I think. She’s divorcing my dad and she’s gone off the radar until it’s all settled.”

      I blink. Jesus Christ, what. I look at her, suddenly so small and so frail seeming.

      “Hang on, who’s taking care of you?”

      She swallows, looking down. “I don’t know. I mean, I’m fine. I’m at school, so… you know, a roof and food,” she mumbles.

      My jaw clenches tighter. “What about money?”

      She doesn’t answer, and suddenly, it starts to click.

      Holy fuck.

      “Brynn, were you dancing there because you need the money?”

      She nods quietly, and my heart breaks as I pull her tight to me, feeling her cry into my chest again as I hold her close.

      “Look, I need the money, okay? For tuition next semester? I mean where else am I going to get that kind of money, Principal Kane?” she sobs. “Starbucks?”

      “Jesus Christ, Brynn,” I growl.

      “The guy…” she cringes, looking away. “The guy in the suit from the club, he… I owe him money.”

      “What?!” I snarl.

      “Well, my dad does, so I do now, seeing as he’s missing.” She looks up at me plaintively, biting her lower lip.

      “That’s why I was…” she sobs again as she collapses into me, and I stiffen as I pull her tight to me again.

      “I’ve got you,” I growl softly, holding her tight. “No one is going to touch you, Brynn. I promise you that.”

      And the second I say it, with her so frail and vulnerable in my arms, I know it’s true. I know I’ll fight heaven and hell to keep her safe. I know having her here like this is a terrible idea. She’s a student, I’m her Principal, and twenty years older than her. And circumstances aside, she’s lying here half naked in sexy lingerie. And something tells me, if this got out, any claims of just wanting to help her might go out the window seeing as I just got a fucking lap dance from her at a strip club.

      …Altruism also sorta goes out the window when you are half hard hugging the damsel in distress.

      I tell myself to put that aside. I tell myself to ignore the base, caveman instinct to crave her, and take her, and make her mine. But the harder I try, the harder it is to ignore, and the harder it is to forget the way she moved on me, or the way her breath caught. Or the way she gasped as her tight little ass pressed against my cock.

      I groan, holding her tight and stroking her back. The blanket falls away, and my fingers brush bare skin. I freeze for a second, conflicted, but when my hand moves back against her skin, she sinks a little tighter into me.

      “Principal Kane—”

      “I’ve got you,” I murmur as she breathes and holds me tight. “I’ve got you.”

      I’ve got her alright. And no one is going to touch her or harm her. Not a fucking chance. Because now she’s mine to protect.

      …I’ll just try and ignore the fact that my damsel in distress in wearing lacy, see-through lingerie and is making my cock rock hard.
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        Brynn

      

    
    
      “C’mere, I’ve got you.”

      I know I should be freaking out about this. And, okay, I am. But I’m freaking out about the fact that a mob boss just almost assaulted me, and the fact that my high school Principal just saw me stripping, giving him a freaking lap dance.

      What I’m not freaking out about is this—the fact that he’s cradling me in his arms, in his house, wrapping me in a blanket as he stands. No, I’m not freaking out at all. In fact, the feeling of warmth, and protection, and safety is unlike anything I’ve felt in a long, long time. But then, there’s another part to all of this. It’s the part that had me step into that room back at the club instead of asking another girl to cover. It’s the reason being in Principal Kane’s arms isn’t making me freak out. It’s the reason it’s making me warm.

      Because Principal Kane—Colton Kane—isn’t what you might picture when you think of high school principal. Principals are supposed to be staunch, stuffy. Maybe a little shabby looking. Maybe smelling like stale coffee. But Principal Kane is none of those things. To start with, he’s freaking gorgeous, and I do mean jaw-droppingly, heart-stoppingly, fashion-model gorgeous. Strong, chiseled jaw covered with a scruff of five o’clock shadow, haunting bright blue eyes, dark hair, tall, broad shoulders, and muscled arms and chest. He’s the kind of hot that makes your knees weak and your pulse beat a little faster.

      Needless to say, I’ve been daydreaming and fantasizing about Principal Kane for far longer than I’ll say out loud.

      And right now, I’m in those big, strong, muscled arms. I’m curled up against that broad, strong chest, and I can tell you, there’s nothing staunch, stuffy or shabby about him. And he smells wonderful. Like man. Like his cologne or aftershave or whatever that is he’s wearing was scientifically designed to make me go weak in his arms.

      Oh, right, and an hour ago, I was grinding on his lap, my pulse racing and my eyes wild behind my mask, knowing it was Colton Kane I was grinding on. Knowing it was his bulge I felt throbbing between my legs. His very large, very thick, very making-me-wetter-than-I-should-be bulge.

      I shiver at the memory, swallowing and feeling my face go red as he strides through his huge old Tudor-style home. The Principal’s residence is actually on Winchester’s campus, and it matches the older brick and ivy aesthetic of the rest of the school. But I’ve never been inside here, and my eyes go wide as he effortlessly carries me through the gorgeous mansion. We climb a flight of stairs to the second floor, and my pulse beats quicker as he steps into a huge and modern looking marble, white tile, and chrome bathroom.

      “Do you want to get cleaned up?”

      I nod, not able to or still not trusting myself to say words as he gently sets me down and pulls the blanket tighter around me. He opens the big glass and iron shower and reaches in to turn the water on. I watch as he takes a big fluffy white towel down from a shelf and hangs it on a hook by the door.

      “Sit tight.”

      I just nod as he ducks out of the bathroom, coming back a minute later with some neatly folded clothes which he sets down on the vanity.

      “These are going to be enormous on you, but…” he clears his throat before he unfolds a fuzzy pink, definitely girl-styled robe with red hearts and a princess from a Disney movie on the back of it.

      He shrugs. “I, uh, I bought it the other day for my cousin’s daughter’s birthday. She’s obviously younger than you, but I think it might fit.” He smiles. “Well, better than my clothes.”

      I smile a small, tight smile, blushing. “Thank you, Principal Kane,” I say softly. “For… I mean… for all of it.”

      He just nods, his eyes locking with mine and making my breath catch.

      “How about we keep ‘Principal Kane’ for school and you can just call me Colton.”

      I smile, heat teasing through my cheeks. “Colton. Thank you.”

      “Of course. Take all the time you need. I’ll be downstairs when you’re done. And then we can figure this shit—” he clears his throat. “We’ll figure this out.”

      I nod, and when he steps out and closes the door, I realize I’ve been holding my breath. I let it out in a rush, shivering and feeling a heat creep through me. I turn, looking at myself in the mirror and cringing at the smudged eyeshadow and smeared makeup.

      Wow, great. I get rescued by the super-hot, super growly older guy I’ve been crushing on for forever, and I look like a hot mess. Perfect.

      I drop the blanket and blush at the sight of the lingerie. I quickly peel it off, and when I open the door to the shower, hot steam billows out and over me. The water is hot enough to make me gasp and then melt under it, closing my eyes and letting the heat sink into my skin and muscles, erasing the night I just had.

      I reach for the body wash, which slips out of my hands to the shower floor. I swear, and I bend down for it, when suddenly, that feeling of faintness from before washes over me. I gasp, black spots dotting my vision, and before I know it, I’m flailing as the ground comes up to whack me in the head.

      I groan, blinking as stars flash through my vision. The door to the bathroom slams open, and I gasp as Colton comes rushing in.

      “Brynn!”

      I curl up, wrapping my arms around myself as he swings the shower door open. His eyes slide over me, and something wild burns in them as he takes one half second to drink me in before he tears his eyes away. He grabs the towel from the hook and covers me with it, stepping under the spray of water himself to pick me up and wrap me tighter in the towel.

      “I—I don’t know what happened,” I murmur, frowning and rubbing the bump on the back of my head. “I think I just lost my balance.”

      “You’ve had a wild night,” he says gently. “Could be shock or adrenaline.”

      He pulls back, his eyes blazing into me full of concern and tenderness, and I swallow thickly as heat teases over my skin.

      “You…” I shake my head. “Colton, you don’t have to do any of thi—”

      “Yes, I do,” he growls.

      The bathroom goes quiet but for the sound of the water pelting down over us, his eyes burning into mine as he towers above me, holding the towel around me. His white dress shirt clings to him transparently, molding itself over every single inch of his muscled body and giving me a glimpse of tattoos on his chest and shoulders that I’d never have imagined he had. Water pours down both of us, standing barely a foot apart—his shirt and jeans clinging wetly to him, my towel sopping wet around me.

      The moment hangs, both of us just looking at each other in silence, my heart racing and heat teasing through me before he eventually clears his throat.

      “I’ll be outside.”

      I nod, swallowing as I force a smile to my lips. Colton steps out of the shower, dripping wet as he reaches for another towel to hang on the hook outside the shower door. He glances at me, those blue eyes flashing, before he steps out and closes the bathroom door.

      My breath comes out in a whoosh, and my skin tingles with heat from more than just the water. I close my eyes, my heart racing at, well, everything that’s happened tonight. But mostly, what’s happened with him. For a second, I allow myself another fantasy. I allow myself to image he didn’t just leave the shower. And when I slide the sopping wet towel from around myself and drape it over a hook in the shower, I imagine it’s him peeling it away from me and letting his eyes drink all of me in.

      My principal saw my tits tonight.

      I blush at the memory, but at the same time, there’s this naughty, illicit thrill that teases through me. I bite my lip, feeling a pulse of heat pool between my thighs before abruptly, I stop. I frown, opening my eyes and shaking my head.

      Get your shit together.

      I wash off quickly, ignoring the thoughts that try and force their way to the front of my mind as I rinse off and turn the water off. I step out and dry off with the super cozy towel before I pull on the clothes he left for me. I look in the steam-proof mirror and giggle at how ridiculous I look. The t-shirt is so baggy it might as well be a sleeping bag, and the shorts look like they’re more like boxers, with the legs so wide I could probably fit both of mine in one of them.

      I tuck the shirt into the shorts though, trying to make them look at least somewhat flattering before I catch myself.

      Great, now I’m preening and primping for my super-hot, twenty-years-older-than-me Principal. I blush, almost wishing I had makeup with me, but that’s downstairs in my purse. Instead, I pull my hair back as much as I can with a hair tie I’ve had around my wrist. I glance in the mirror again, blushing when I see how obvious my nipples are through the shirt. I pick up the pink princess robe and slip it on, and it actually does fit great, so I tie it around myself, take a breath, and step out of the bathroom.

      I head back down the staircase he carried me up, back through the house, and into a huge, modern kitchen.

      “How’s your head?”

      I smile wryly at the sight of him standing there with a mug of something hot in his hands, now wearing slightly baggy grey sweatpants and a perfectly fitting white t-shirt.

      …And good lord do they look good on him.

      “It’s good, thanks,” I smile, before I blush. “Sorry for, uh… you know.”

      He raises a brow, and I bite my lip.

      “Flashing you.”

      He grins, chuckling lowly. “Hey, nothing I haven’t seen before.”

      He freezes the instant he says it, like he’s just realized the implications.

      “I…” he frowns. “I didn’t mean you, Brynn, I just mean…” his frown deepens, and I grin.

      “You just mean it’s not the first time you’ve seen boobs.”

      He grins. “Something like that.”

      He gestures at the kettle sitting steaming on the big Wolf Range stove behind him.

      “You want some tea or anything?”

      “Tea sounds good,” I say quietly.

      He nods, turning to pour me a mug before he steps over and passes it my way.

      “Thank you.”

      “No problem.”

      We sip in silence for a second before he clears his throat.

      “We need to get the police involved in this, Brynn. What that man was doing was exploitation and blackmail. Both are illegal, and—”

      “No,” I say quickly, shaking my head. “No, no police.”

      He scowls. “Brynn, this isn’t a game. Those guys meant serious business back there.”

      “I know that,” I whisper. “But if I go to the police, what does that do for my dad?”

      His scowl deepens, his arms folding over his chest.

      “Pardon?”

      “No, I just mean, my dad’s already in a ton of shit. But if I bring up the fact that he’s tied to mob guys too?” I shake my head, aware of how stupid this sounds. “Look, my dad did bad things, but he’s still my dad, you know? I don’t know why he ran, but I want to give him a chance to make this right before I throw him under another bus.”

      I make a face. “That sound ridiculous, given what’s going on with him, doesn’t it?”

      But Colton just shakes his head. “No, I get it. I don’t like it, but I get it.”

      He takes a deep breath. “So those guys back there were mob?”

      I nod. “I’m so sorry. I never wanted anyone else to get caught up in—”

      “It’s fine, Brynn.”

      “They’re dangerous.”

      “I can handle myself,” he growls quietly. “But I’m assuming they know you’re a student here?”

      I nod, and he swears under his breath.

      “You think they’d come after you?”

      My face pales, a shiver rattling through me. I want to say no, but I know that’s not true. Not when there’s this kind of money owed to a guy like Lorenzo Tonelli. Slowly, I nod.

      “I’m… I’m not sure.”

      He nods, a growl rumbling in his chest as his eyes burn into me.

      “Fuck it,” he finally mutters. “You’re staying here.”

      I blink, my heart jumping into my throat. “What?”

      “You can’t go back to the dorms. At least not tonight, and not until we figure this out. So, you’re staying here.”

      “With you?” my voice breaks, and I cringe, but he just smiles.

      “I mean, I have a guest room, Brynn.”

      I blush furiously as I nod, our eyes meeting.

      “Principal—Colton, I—I don’t want to get you—”

      “I’m a big boy, Brynn,” he growls quietly.  “I can take care of myself. And you.” He nods. “You’re staying here, at least for the tonight.”

      I nod, a hot shiver teasing through my core as I rake my teeth over my bottom lip.

      “I really don’t want to put you—”

      “You’re not,” he growls. “And that’s final. You’re staying here, Brynn. You’re staying with me.”

      …I probably shouldn’t be as warm or as excited as I am when he says that.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        

        
          5

        

        Colton

      

    
    
      The gun is cold and heavy, and I scowl as I turn it over in my hands. Surprisingly, given my background and my career before I moved into education, I only keep one gun in my house. It’s typically always locked in the safe hidden in my office, but tonight, it’s out. Tonight, I’m giving it a once-over, and checking my ammunition while Brynn is back in my kitchen having a bite to eat.

      I’m not scared, but maybe call it “on edge.” After all, I just beat the shit out of two mob guys, and threatened a third who seems like he might be pretty far up the ranks. None of them know who the hell I am, but it doesn’t hurt to be careful. And besides, they do know who she is, and I meant what I said before. She’s staying here, and she’s mine to protect. And I will protect her.

      For a minute, as I check the chamber of the Desert Eagle, I’m back in Mosul. For a second, the study fades away, and I’m back with my unit getting ready for a night raid on a Taliban compound on the outskirts of the city. I blink, the memory fading as I finish checking the handgun and set it down on my desk.

      I don’t have many flashbacks or memories these days of my Special Forces days. And it’s not something many people even know about. In fact, no one at Winchester does, that’s for sure. And that’s how I’d prefer to keep it. The past is the past, and the demons and darkness from that time in my life can stay there.

      There’s a knock at the door to my study, and I swiftly re-wrap the gun in its cloth and place it back in the lock box.

      “Come in.”

      I lock up the box as the door opens, and Brynn steps in sheepishly as I smile and turn to place the box back in the safe. I swing the door shut and turn back to see her looking away.

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude on anything.”

      I smile, shrugging. “You aren’t. How was the sandwich?”

      She grins. “So good. I haven’t had peanut butter and jelly in forever.”

      “Hey, all part of the five-star service here.”

      She giggles, and fuck does the sound of it get my pulse racing before I catch myself.

      Stop that. I can’t go there, even in my fucking head, with her. Not with how old she is, or how old I am. Or the fact that she’s a student, or…

      Well, the list of reasons not to flirt with or be anything but an authority figure to Brynn Henley is extensive, to say the least.

      “Well, the service at hotel Kane is exquisite so far,” she beams. “I’ll be leaving a stellar Yelp review.”

      I chuckle. “Thanks.” I nod at the fireplace on the other side of the room. “You want to talk about what’s going on?”

      She nods quietly, and I pick up the remote from my desk and turn on the gas flames. Brynn’s got her tea still in her hands, that pink robe wrapped tight around her and her hair still wet, and I’m helpless to stop my eyes from following her hips as she steps across the room. I swallow back the thoughts in my head as I pour a splash of whiskey into a glass from the bar cart and follow her over, sitting in the chair across from her, the fireplace between us.

      “What’s going on with your father?”

      Her face darkens, her teeth raking her lip as she nods.

      “He had this investment fund, but it turns out it’s not really an investment.”

      I frown, and she smiles wryly. “Investments have returns.

      “Ahh,” I nod. “Shit.”

      “Yeah, shit.”

      “How bad?”

      She snorts, shaking her head and taking a sip of tea. “Really, really bad. I was visiting home a few weeks ago for my birthday—”

      “Happy birthday, Brynn.”

      She smiles shyly. “Thanks, Colton.”

      Our eyes lock, and she blushes as she looks back at her tea.

      “The FBI kicked down our door during dinner and took him away in handcuffs. So, that kind of bad.”

      I swear lowly. “Shit, Brynn. And now he’s gone?”

      “Yeah. Posted bail instantly and then apparently left the country.”

      I frown. “Why isn’t this in the news?”

      She laughs bitterly. “Because my father is a scumbag and hires really good scumbag lawyers. They gag ordered the whole thing. Plus, I think the Feds are embarrassed to talk about this big case if the guy responsible left them in the lurch.”

      “And your stepmom is in Greece? Can you call her and explain—”

      “We’re not close.” She frowns. “Actually ‘not close’ would be an improvement. She hates me for being a reminder of my mom, and I hate her because she’s a horrible, cold bitch.”

      I smile wryly, nodding. “Well, fuck.”

      “Yeah,” she sighs, looking down. “I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do.”

      “Hey,” I growl quietly, bringing her eyes back up to mine. “We’re going to figure this out, I promise. Tonight though, you’re staying here.”

      “No, I couldn’t—”

      “You can, and you definitely are,” I growl, smiling. “There’s a guest room down the hall from the bathroom upstairs. It’s yours for the night. I’ll get you some clean sheets.”

      She smiles sadly, taking a breath as she brings her knees up to her chest. “Thanks, Colton.”

      Except, I barely hear her, because suddenly, every single ounce of my attention is being yanked somewhere else. And something roars inside of me.

      Because with her knees raised like that, I can see all of Brynn.

      …All of her.

      The robe is draped over her knees, and the giant pair of boxers of mine she’s wearing have fallen open and wide, and I can clearly see the soft, pink, glistening lips of her tight little pussy.

      Fuck.

      And just like that, the savage inside of me breaks free. The beast shatters the bars of its cage, and the fire inside of me roars.

      She’s still talking, and there’s a faint voice in my head telling me to look away—that this is wrong, and perverse, and that she’s been through way too much recently for me to be staring up the leg of her shorts at her naked pussy like a creep. But fuck if I can stop myself. Not with the way she captivated me back at the club before I knew who she was—captivated me like no woman has in years. Not with the way she slid into that private room and into my lap. Not with the memory of her gorgeous, tight, soft body grinding on my thick cock, her breath catching and the heat between her thighs pulsing against me. Not with having seen her in the shower earlier.

      And certainly, not with what I’m looking at now. My cock thickens, pulsing and throbbing between my legs as my jaw clenches.

      “Colton?”

      I blink, and slowly, my eyes raise to hers. Our gazes lock, and she gasps quietly at the intensity of my gaze, before suddenly, her eyes drop, and realization spreads over her face.

      “Oh God,” she whispers softly, her face going red. But she doesn’t yank her legs down, or curse at me, or run screaming from the room. She just blushes intensely, slowly lowering her legs and smoothing her robe down as she chews at her bottom lip.

      “I—I guess I’ll just...”

      She swallows, her face red as she raises her eyes to mine. And there’s pure, blue, fire in those eyes as they lock with mine.

      “I’ll just go to bed now.”

      I nod, my jaw still clenched, my mouth dry as she stands.

      “I—” she blushes. “Goodnight, Colton.”

      “Goodnight, Brynn,” I growl quietly. “We’ll figure this out in the morning.”

      She nods, her eyes flashing one last spark of heat my way before she turns and scurries from the room. The door mostly shuts behind her, and I groan, the air whooshing out of my lips and my muscles clenching as my hand drops to the throbbing bulge in my sweats. I growl, my hand wrapping around my fat cock through the material and giving myself a stroke as my mind replays the sight of her bare, pink pussy on fucking repeat.

      My pulse surges, and I grunt as I shove my sweats and boxers down until my cock springs free to slap against my abs. My hand wraps around the pulsing shaft, and I hiss in pleasure as I let my mind go to all of the places I’ve been telling it not to go all night where Brynn Henley is concerned. I imagine her dancing on that stage. I remember her grinding her panty-covered little pussy on my lap, her tits in my face and the need to have her roaring in my ears. I remember the glimpse of her in the bathroom earlier, and then just now—the image of her absolutely gorgeous little cunt on display for me.

      I freeze, my eyes squeezing shut as one last burst of morality grips me.

      Stop this. You need to stop this.

      I start to let my hand drop, but instant, I cave, and it goes right back to stroking my throbbing cock. Because I can’t stop this. Not when it’s her in my head. Not with the way she’s somehow drawing me into her like a moth to flame. How she’s captivating me in ways no woman has for a very long time.

      Not with how much I fucking want her.

      And so, I stroke. And I keep on stroking, images of Brynn bouncing on my cock melting through my thoughts as my pulse races and my balls swell with cum.
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      He didn’t see.

      …Right?

      My face burns as I climb the staircase, my mind whirling and my core tightening as I think about the look of hunger on his face when his eyes dropped low like that. I mean, maybe he did, but… maybe he didn’t? I’m wearing shorts, after all. Maybe he was just thinking of something else and his eyes just happened to look there?

      …Maybe I’ve spent way too long fantasizing about my gorgeous, way older school principal and now my mind it totally corrupted when it comes to him.

      I feel my face flush, and I pause halfway up the stairs as I frown.

      Crap, my tea.

      My lips twist, my mind weighing the pros and cons of going back to that office for the mug of tea I left on the table next to my chair.

      C’mon, there’s no way he saw anything…

      I say it to myself again as I turn and start to pad back down the stairs. It’s just my imagination. My filthy, wicked imagination when it comes to Colton Kane. That’s all.

      Besides, it’s not like he hasn’t practically seen all of you already tonight.

      My face burns hot, but I shake it off as I head back down the stairs and then down the darkened hall to his office. I’m making this up in my head—creating some sort of saucy fantasy that isn’t real. After all, Colton is a principal. He’s not “into me,” and I sincerely doubt he’s daydreaming about awkward little virgin seniors. After all, he didn’t know it was me in that private room, and it wasn’t even him who bought the private dance anyways.

      I roll my eyes at myself, shaking my head. No, Colton is not lusting after me like I am for him, and that’s fine. I shake my head as I get to his office door, and I’m reaching for the knob and about to step inside, when suddenly, my eyes glance through the crack in the door, and my jaw drops.

      My jaw drops, my eyes go wide, and my pulse skips. Because right there, sitting in the chair where he was when I left him, is Colton, with his hand wrapped tight around his big, pulsing, rock-hard cock.

      My thighs squeeze tighter, and something sizzling tingles over my skin. I can feel my nipples hardening, my breath catching as heat pools between my thighs. He groans, his forearm rippling and is head dropping back against the back of the wingback chair as his hand slides up and down that enormous dick. And my eyes are just locked on the sight of it, my tongue wetting my lips and my body shivering in heat as I watch him.

      He growls, his jaw tightening as his hand shuttles up and down that throbbing shaft. And the more I squeeze my thighs together, the more impossible it becomes to ignore the aching need between them. And in another few seconds, I give in and stop trying to fight it. My pulse races as my robe falls open, and when my hand pushes inside and slips along the waist of my—his—boxers, my breath catches as it slips underneath.

      With no panties on, my fingers tease down bare skin, my pulse racing faster and faster until my fingertips brush over my slick, wet lips. I gasp quietly, my core tightening as I slide my finger through my pussy, teasing over my clit as fierce, forbidden heat explodes through me. I stand there, just watching him—my twenty-years-older, gorgeous, growly, and sexy as fuck high school principal jerk his big cock while I play with my aching little pussy, the heat blazing hotter and hotter through me.

      Colton growls, hissing his pleasure as his cock swells even bigger, and I bite down on my lip to stop the moan as I sink a finger deep inside of me. His hand moves faster, stroking up and down, glistening, milky-white liquid beading at his swollen crown to trickle down his shaft. He grunts, gripping tighter, his muscles bulging as I finger my pussy faster and faster in time with him.

      I’m already close, and when I see his jaw tighten even more, and hear his low growl get deeper and rougher, I think he might be too. My thumb rolls over my clit, and my finger curls deep against my g-spot inside, when suddenly, he opens his mouth, and growls out words that send me absolutely reeling.

      “Show me that pussy, baby girl. Show daddy that pretty little pussy, Brynn.”

      Oh fuck.

      I can’t even pretend to hold back after that. I turn my head, biting my own shoulder as I go crashing over the edge, coming hard. My pussy floods my fingers with my sticky arousal, and I moan deeply into my own arm as I come hard.

      And Colton is right there too. He grunts, his head dropping back as his cock swells up so fucking big, before suddenly, with a groan, he explodes. Thick, white jets of his cum spurt from his big dick, pumping in high arches in the air before they come splattering down across his abs, his hand, his forearm, and his cock. He growls, stroking more and more cum from his cock, and my fingers just keep going as I tumble right into another gasping orgasm.

      And suddenly, Colton freezes. His eyes snap to the partially open door, and I know by the way he’s looking that he doesn’t “see” me, but my heart still jumps into my throat. I yank my hand from my shorts, backing away from the door with my heart racing before I whirl and run as silently as I can back through the house, up the stairs, and into the guest room. And my breath is held the whole time until the door shuts behind me and I sink against it.

      Okay, what the hell just happened?

      

      When my eyes open the next morning, my face instantly flushes with heat as it all comes rushing back—the lap dance, the bathroom, the robe… watching him cum and coming right along with him. I groan, sinking under the sheets and taking a deep breath before I remind myself that he didn’t see me perving on him.

      He didn’t.

      I know he didn’t.

      I swallow as I take another few minutes, before I glance at my phone. Shit, I’ve got school. And I’m not sure “I slept over at my principal’s house last night” is as sweet of an excuse for being late to class as I want to think it is.

      I slip from the bed, when I suddenly remember one other little detail.

      Right, I have no clothes. Which means I need to actually leave like now to get back to the dorms and get dressed for class in my uniform. And somehow, I need to do this creeping back in wearing a trench coat and stilettos. Yeah, not suspicious or scandalizing at all.

      I groan as I walk to the door in my shorts and t-shirt Colton leant me, holding my coat, shoes, and purse. But when I open the door, I stop short. There, folded on the floor, is a pair of Winchester Academy girls running shorts, a Winchester hoodie, and even a pair of flip flops. Slowly, I smile.

      I head downstairs holding everything, my stomach growling at the scent of bacon and eggs coming from the kitchen.

      “Morning.”

      Any thought I had at playing it cool goes right out the window the second he looks at me. And I blush hard, stammering as I smile awkwardly.

      “Um, morning,” I say quietly before I glance down at the clothes in my hand.

      Colton chuckles. “I figured walking back across campus in a trench coat and heels might look a little…” he arches his brows, and I groan.

      “Slutty?”

      He laughs. “I was going to say you looked like a spy, actually.”

      “Yeah, a hooker spy.”

      He grins. “Well, the campus store is open early.”

      A smile teases my lips. “You got all of this for me?”

      “I don’t think those shorts will fit me, but I could give it a shot.”

      I giggle, blushing as I look down, and then back at him.

      “Thank you, Colton,” I say quietly.

      “No problem. You want some breakfast?”

      My stomach gurgles, but when I glance at the clock, I make a face. “I need to get going so I can get ready before class.”

      He nods. “Fair enough. Coffee?”

      “Fuck yes.” My eyes go wide as I catch myself, but he just chuckles and passes me a mug.

      “Cream and sugar are on the counter there.”

      Don’t think about his cock. Don’t think about his cock. Don’t think about his cock.

      My face burns hot.

      And don’t think about him moaning your name when he CAME.

      I swallow thickly, blinking as I realize he’s looking at me funny, still holding the coffee.

      “Uh, thanks.”

      I take the mug and stir in one sugar before bringing it to my lips.

      “So, you’re not going back to that club.”

      I look up to see him looking at me with stern eyes. I shrug.

      “I don’t know what else to do. I mean, they say I owe that money my dad stole.”

      “Yeah, well, you’re still not going back there,” he growls.

      I look down into my coffee. “I don’t know what to do.”

      “We’re going to figure that out.”

      I shake my head. “And next semester? What am I going to do instead? Go get a job as a barista or something? I mean how much is tuition at Winchester again?”

      Colton’s face darkens.

      “A hundred thousand a year.”

      I bark out a bitter laugh as my face pales. “Fuck. Yeah, I’m not sure I’m going to pull that off working at fucking Starbucks.”

      His jaw tightens as he shakes his head. “I’ll talk to the school board. I know they can make exceptions for economic hardship.”

      I snort. “At Winchester?”

      Colton smiles wryly. “It’s rare, but I’ll make them push it through. You’ve got great grades, and you’ve been doing fantastic on the swim team this year.”

      I nod, looking at him, and my thoughts, in spite of my best efforts, going right back to last night, and the image of him stroking his big dick as he growled my name.

      “Brynn?”

      I blink, blushing furiously as I focus on him again.

      “You okay?”

      “Hmm?” I swallow, my face hot as I quickly nod. “Oh, yeah, I’m just…” I trial off, looking for words.

      “It’s been a long twenty-four hours,” he growls, stepping around to my side of the kitchen island and smiling kindly at me.

      “Thank you,” I whisper, sighing. “For everything. I honestly don’t even know how to repay—”

      “You don’t,” he growls, shrugging.

      “But really, thank you.”

      “My pleasure, Brynn.”

      Baby girl, I think inside, remembering his words from last night.

      He clears his throat, looking away before he suddenly swears.

      “Fuck it,” he growls.

      “Colton?”

      “You can stay here, you know.”

      I blink. “What?”

      “I mean, look, the dorms are totally safe. There’s a security guard at the entrance, and we’ve got well trained security all over the grounds at night. But, if you don’t feel safe there, you can stay here,” he growls.

      Heat teases through me, and I shiver.

      “With you?”

      He nods.

      “I…” I blush. “I couldn’t.”

      “You can. Well,” he frowns. “I think we both know it wouldn’t exactly be good to spread that around, seeing as… well, for obvious reasons.”

      I grin. “Oh, the scandal.”

      But the second I say it, my dirty mind goes to all sorts of “scandalous” situations involving Colton and I, and my face burns hot.

      He clears his throat. “Think about it. The guest room is yours for as long as it takes to figure all of this out. And I mean that.”

      I bite my lip, our eyes locking. “I don’t know how to thank you, Principal Kane,” I whisper, wincing as I catch myself. “Colton.”

      He smiles, shrugging before he glances at the clock. “Shit, you should get back so you’re not late for first period.” He chuckles. “Wouldn’t want to get sent to the principal’s office, would you?”

      Yes, I would.

      But I just smile as I nod and finish the last of my coffee before I head into the bathroom to change into the clothing he got me. Three minutes later, at his backdoor, he smiles at me again, those piercing blue eyes burning into me.

      “Just think about it today and let me know, alright?”

      I nod. “I will.”

      Oh, will I. About that and so many more things I most certainly should not be thinking about where my Principal is concerned…
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        Brynn

      

    
    
      “Hello? Earth to Brynn?”

      I blink whirling my head around as my eyes focus on Waverly.

      “Hey, sorry,” I stammer, blushing.

      She frowns. “You okay?”

      “Yeah? Why?”

      She shrugs, her eyes searching mine. “I dunno, you’ve been a little distant the last few weeks is all. Everything’s okay, though?”

      Oh sure. Except my father is the new Bernie Madoff, my stepmom has fled the country probably with half my trust fund, and there’s a mob creep who wants me to strip at his fucking club or maybe fuck him in order to pay off the money my dad owes him. Right, and I spent the night at Principal Kane’s house and watched him jerk off his huge dick.

      …Yeah, everything’s just peachy.

      “I’m good,” I lie, smiling. “Really.”

      She frowns slightly, like she’s not quite buying it, but letting me have it.

      “Alright, but you know I’m here if you need me.”

      “I know,” I smile before I flip the whole thing and peer at her.

      Waverly’s brow furrows as I grin at her. “What?”

      “Oh nothing, I’m just not the only one who’s been distracted lately.”

      She blushes but swallows it back. “What do you mean?”

      “Um, besides the fact that you’re actually doing your hair in more than a bun these days? Or the constant smiling? The hint of, say, hickeys under the concealer on your neck?”

      “They are not—”

      “Or maybe just the general bouncy attitude you’ve got going recently? Hmmm?” I grin at her, wagging my brows. I know my friend, and she is definitely hiding something. And from the feel of it, it’s a boy. Her hiding it is weird though, extra weird since our friend Sasha has been giving her extra grief about her lack of a love life recently.

      Waverly rolls her eyes, but there’s no hiding the pink on her cheeks.

      “It’s nothing, weirdo. I’m just excited for regionals.”

      To be fair, so am I. Waverly, Sasha, and I are on the Winchester swim team, and under the new coach, Coach Kirby, it looks like we’ve got a really good chance of dominating at regionals. Well, the girls team at least. Maybe it’s the added motivation of Camden Kirby being crazy hot. Believe me, the jealousy on the girls’ team is real about all the time Waverly gets to spend with him as the star swimmer of the team.

      “Regionals give you those hickeys?”

      She sticks her tongue out. “It’s probably just bruising from all the training I’ve been doing.”

      “Uh-huh,” I say dryly.

      She blushes, her teeth raking over her bottom lip as she glances around the semi-crowded school hallway. And then suddenly, she leans in close, conspiratorially.

      “Okay, there is this… this thing.”

      “I knew it!”

      She rolls her eyes. “I’m not telling you now, but just be patient.”

      “What! That’s bullshit! Tell me now!”

      She grins widely, and I can really see the enamored, silly look in her eyes. Whoever this guy is, she’s smitten.

      “After regionals, okay?”

      “Uuugh,” I groan. “So lame.”

      “It’ll be motivation. If we do well, I’ll tell you.”

      I snort. “Motivation like spending all that extra training time with Coach Hotness, you mean?”

      Her face goes crimson, and I’m about to keep teasing her, when suddenly, my eyes catch something past her shoulder, and I freeze. Heat sizzles through me, and my breath catches as my eyes just stare at the sight of Principal Kane striding down the hallway towards us. My heart races, my skin tingles, and my breath catches as I drink him in. He’s wearing a white button up dress shirt, the sleeves rolled halfway up his rippling forearms, and perfectly fitting navy-blue dress pants. And he looks fucking gorgeous.

      The throngs of students crowding the hallway seem to part for him, like people can feel is presence before he even has to say, “excuse me” and move preemptively. I shiver as he strides closer, and when his eyes find me, and our gazes lock, I see this spark of something wild in those eyes.

      Waverly frowns. “Um, hello?” She turns just as Colton steps close to us, startling her as she looks up at him.

      “Principal Kane!”

      He smiles. “Waverly, Miss Henley,” he growls, his eyes flashing at me before he turns back to Waverly.

      “How’s your mom doing?”

      A few weeks ago, Waverly’s mom was the Vice Principal at Winchester. But she’s just moved to New York to start her new job as Dean of Admissions for NYU, which is a pretty swank job if you ask me.

      “She’s good,” Waverly shrugs. “She loves her apartment and living in the city, and I think we found some renters for our house here.”

      Colton nods. “And you? Dorm life treating you okay?”

      Right, that’s the other part of it. Since her mom has now moved to New York, she’s put their house here in Southworth up for rent, and so Waverly’s living in the dorms now for the first time ever. Which, seeing as she’s on my and Sasha’s floor, is pretty great, I have to say.

      “It’s really good, actually,” she smiles, turning to wink at me. “I’ve got a great guide to navigating the showers and dining hall at peak hours.”

      Colton smiles this perfect, panty-melting smile, and I just shiver as I drink it in.

      “Well,” he smiles again. “Better get to class. Ladies.” He nods at each of us stiffly, his eyes lingering on mine a bit longer than normal and that fire behind them sparking before he turns and strides away down the hall.

      “You know, I know people think he’s a big tight-assed grump, but he’s a really nice guy,” Waverly shrugs. “He was great with my mom putting her notice in and everything.”

      “Uh-huh,” I answer without really hearing her, my eyes locked onto him. And I’m not listening to Waverly, because all I can think of is last night, I saw him with his cock out—his huge cock—stroking it until he came with my name on his lips.

      “Alright, I do need to get to class,” she sighs. “See you at practice later?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      She laughs, rolling her eyes as I break out of my trance and glance at her.

      “Dude, you need some coffee or something today.”

      I blush. “Yeah… yeah, maybe.”

      She grins. “Or some hot action with a cute boy?”

      I roll my eyes, my cheeks burning fiercely.

      “Right, I’ll get right on that.”

      She takes off for class, leaving me standing there stewing in my thoughts. The thing is, she’s right. It is about a boy, and yeah do I want something with him. Except, it’s not a “boy” at all.

      It’s a man. A very tempting, very dominant, very off-limits man.

      

      It’s getting dark this time of year by the time swim practice is over. And of course, Waverly has to stay late for extra conditioning since she’s the golden girl of the team. I roll my eyes at myself though the second I think it. I know it comes off as jealousy, but it really isn’t. I mean I love swimming, and I’m pretty good, but Waverly is something else entirely. She’s what you’d call “natural talent,” and if she doesn’t go to like, the Olympics or something at some point, I’ll be shocked.

      As I step out of the gym, I take a breath of the crisp fall air, and the gears in my head start to turn. I’ve been avoiding thinking about it all night, but now it’s sort of the do-or-do-not moment. On the one hand, there’s Colton’s offer of staying at his place. And as very tempting as that is, I know it’s a terrible idea, because I know I’m just going to end up embarrassing myself. I’m going accidentally let it out how crazy I am for him, when he’s really just being nice. Or I’m going to get caught spying on him or something creepy like that.

      I groan, blushing as I start to head back across the darkening campus to my dorm. My thoughts tease back to last night, and what I saw… and heard.

      He said my name

      Heat tingles through me, and I swallow thickly at the memory of Colton stroking his big, big cock, and moaning my name as he did.

      I shiver.

      Yeah, there is no way I can got stay at that house with him. I’d have to be insane to do that at this point. But then, what’s my other option? The dorms? I mean, Colton’s right—Winchester is a pretty secure, safe campus. But I know I’m going to be jumping at every single shadow and bump in the night wondering if—or more likely when—I’m going to hear from Lorenzo again. I mean, as far as I know, I’m supposed to be his disgusting club tonight.

      The thought sours in me, and I make a face as I walk faster. Pretty soon, I’m going to have to make a choice. Either I head left for Marshall Hall, my dorm, or I take a right at some point and walk to the other side of campus and Colton’s house.

      My thoughts are still spinning as I duck down a shortcut behind the Life Sciences building. And I’ve just about made up my mind to just stop being a baby and go back to the dorms, when suddenly, hands grab me.

      Hard.

      I scream, but another hand muffles my mouth, making my entire body stiffen as someone strong yanks me off the path and behind a dumpster alcove. My heart hammers in my ears, my eyes stinging with tears, and fear slicing through me before suddenly, the hands spin me around, and I come face-to-face with Lorenzo.

      Oh fuck.

      Lorenzo and two of his goons, actually.

      “Well well well,” he sneers, eying me with a sickly smile. “Where you running off to so fast, sweetheart?”

      I swallow, my pulse still racing and my body tense.

      “M—my dorm,” I croak out.

      Lorenzo smiles. “Oh yeah? See, that’s funny, because I thought I had you scheduled to take your fucking clothes off and shake that ass up on my goddamn stage tonight. In half an hour, actually.”

      “I… I mean…” I’m frozen, fear just cutting me in half as his goons hold me tight and he leers at me.

      “You don’t want to shake that ass? You don’t wanna dance for my spot? That it?”

      I bite my lip, and slowly, I shake my head.

      “No.”

      Instantly, he’s laughing. “Yeah, I don’t actually give a shit. But, for argument’s sake, sure—let’s say you’re done dancing. But just so we’re clear, you owe, and you’re gonna make a shitload less serving food, or making coffee, or working at a fuckin’ grocery store or some shit, but you do you, girl.”

      He chuckles, shaking his head as he grins at me.

      “See, you still owe me three-hundred-thousand-dollars.”

      “My dad owes you—”

      “You know where he is?” Lorenzo snaps, his eyes darkening.

      I shake my head, trembling.

      “Yeah, didn’t fucking think so. So, in that case, yeah, sweetheart, you owe me that money.”

      His eyes drop to my necklace, this simple Tiffany’s thing I got for a birthday or something a few years ago.

      “Maybe start selling off some of that rich-girl jewelry.”

      I nod, eagerly reaching up and taking off the necklace that has zero emotional attachment for me, especially since I think my dad got it for me instead of actually being there for the birthday.

      “Here!” I choke out. “Take this!”

      Lorenzo snickers, rolling his eyes as he snatches it from my hand and peers at it.

      “What is this shit even worth? Is this Tiffany’s?”

      I nod. “Yeah! And five thousand, I think.”

      He grins at his two goons before he starts to crack up.

      “Oh, wow, a whole five-grand? Damn, girl!” He chuckles. “You got sixty more of those somewhere?’

      I swallow and shake my head.

      “You know,” Lorenzo suddenly says, his eyes sliding over me as he licks his lips.

      “I do take all kinds of payment.”

      I freeze, something cold piercing into me as he suddenly steps even closer to me. My stomach twists, and bile rises in my throat.

      “Fuck do you have a pretty mouth,” Lorenzo hisses, making me feel sick.

      “I bet you drive the boys crazy with those lips.” He chuckles. “Shit, girl, those are prime DSLs right there.” He grins and leans in close. “That’s ‘dick sucking lips,’ if you didn’t know.

      I say nothing, the nausea building inside of me as I look away from him, my pulse thundering in my ears.

      “I would just love to feel those things wrapped around my dick, sweetheart.”

      I want to throw up, and I think I actually might.

      “I mean,” Lorenzo shrugs. “That’d be worth, what, a couple hundred bucks?” He snickers at his guys. “Let’s be generous and say three-hundred.”

      He grins. “And you owe three-hundred-grand? Shit, I’d take a thousand blowjobs with those lips.”

      All three of them crack up, and when he moves in closer and reaches up to cup my cheek with his disgusting hand, I shrivel back.

      “Leave me alone!” I manage to shriek before one of the goons clamps a hand over my mouth.

      Lorenzo laughs, shaking his head.

      “Aww, Brynn. I’m just fuckin’ with you, rich-girl.” He’s grinning at me, but it slowly fades as a shadow creeps over his face.

      “But I will get what I’m owed. You don’t want to dance? Fuck it, fine. But that money is coming back to me one way or another. We’ll be in touch.”

      He nods at his guys, who let go of my arms. I’m shaking, my stomach wrapped around itself as I stand there trying not to cry or scream. Lorenzo grins at me as they turn and walk away into the night. I stand there behind the dumpster, my skin crawling and my whole body trembling as I watch them walk all the way to a parked car and get in. And it’s not until it drives away that I turn, and I run.

      And I don’t stop running until I get to the big Tudor house. The tears come as I start to pound on the door, and by the time Colton yanks it open, I’m sobbing. His eyes blaze as he lunges for me, scooping me into his arms and pulling me tight to his chest as I cry into him.

      “I’ve got you,” he growls quietly, stroking my back as I bury my face in his chest.

      “I’ve got you, Brynn.”

      His voice and his hands sooth me, and I cling to him as he picks me up and carries me inside, shutting the door behind us. He cradles me in his arms, saying nothing and asking no questions as he carries me into his study and sits on one of his comfy, wing-backed chairs. I cling to him, pushing my face back against his chest again and trying to collect myself as he strokes my back and one of my arms. He leans down, and when I feel him kiss the top of my head tenderly, my pulse quickens.

      And slowly, the tears fade as the heat rises inside.

      I’m still clutching him as I pull back to look up into his face.

      “Brynn—”

      “Here,” I whisper fiercely. “I want to stay here.”

      He nods, his jaw tight and his eyes piercing into mine until I’m lost in them.

      So lost, in fact, that with those eyes, the heat of him, and the way his big, strong arms are cradling me so tight and protectively, I lose myself entirely. It’s like the world falls away around us until it’s just him and I. And when I lean close, and when he growls and holds me tighter, I know I’m about to fall.

      “Brynn—”

      I close the gap between us, and when my lips sear hotly to his, I just explode as the kiss brings us crashing together.

      Oh shit.
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      The fire roars through me as my lips sear to hers, and I groan as my hands slide over her hips to hold her tight to me, like she belongs right here on my lap, with her lips seared to mine.

      She moans into me, and fuck if the savage inside of me doesn’t surge to meet that passion. I groan, kissing her harder, and deeper. Her mouth tastes like candy, her lips so fucking pillow soft and her tight little body grinding against me. My blood burns like diesel through my veins, my cock throbbing hard beneath her, and I’m about to just keep on kissing her until, well, forever, when a voice suddenly pipes inside of me.

      She’s a fucking student.

      I freeze, my heart racing.

      The fuck am I doing?

      This is fucked. This is very, very fucked, and suddenly, I’m pulling away, my face hard and my eyes blazing into hers. She meets my gaze, her cheeks burning, and her lips swollen from the kiss. And when she lets her tongue dart out to wet them, I groan.

      “Brynn—”

      “I’m so sorry!” she gushes, her eyes looking like they’re about to start crying again. “I—I don’t know what I…” She cringes, looking down, and something melts inside of me as I take a deep breath and reach up to touch her chin with one of my fingers.

      “You’re scared.”

      She swallows, nodding but not saying a word or looking at me.

      “Brynn.”

      “Principal Kane, I’m so, so fucking sorry I—”

      “Just look at me, beautiful.”

      She stiffens at my use of the word, but when she looks up at me, I can see the smile hiding in the blush on her face.

      “What happened,” I say quietly, still holding her there on my lap. She frowns, looking down.

      “They…” she swallows. “They came to talk to me.”

      The fire roars inside of me, my jaw clenching tight as my arms flex.

      “What?” I hiss through grinding teeth. “Where? Here?”

      She nods. “They were waiting for me on campus after swim practice.”

      I swear viciously, snarling as my eyes narrow. And I make a note to ream the fuck out of the campus security office about unknown people prowling our fucking campus after dark.

      “The guys from the club?”

      She nods, and I growl lowly. “What’d he say to you?”

      “Just that…” she shivers. “I owe them a lot of money, Colton.”

      “The hell you do,” I snarl. “Your father does.”

      “Yeah, well,” she says softly, shaking her head.

      “Well, you’re staying here.” I say without even a sliver of question behind it. “And we need to call the police, now.”

      “No, we—”

      “Brynn, we have—”

      “Please, Principal Kane,” she says quietly, pleadingly, her hands moving to my shirt and gripping it tight. “Please. I know how messed up this is, but I’d never forgive myself if this led to my dad getting in deeper trouble than he already is.”

      She smiles wryly.

      “Look, I know it looks like he’s this—” she shakes her head. “Okay, he is a big scumbag, but he’s still my dad.”

      I suck on my teeth, my brow furrowing. I don’t like it. Not one fucking bit. But I know it’s not my place to move on this. Not when she’s asking me like this. And so, against my better judgement, I nod.

      “Fine,” I growl quietly. “But you’re staying here. No fucking questions.”

      She smiles quietly, her eyes sparking as she nods.

      “Okay,” she says quietly, and I can’t even try to stop the grin that spreads over my jaw.

      “C’mon,” I help her stand and follow suit, towering above her small frame and looking down into her eyes. “I’ll grab some fresh sheets for the guest room and get you set up.”

      “Oh, you don’t have to do that. I mean I just slept in them last night.”

      “Nah, it’s no problem.”

      Upstairs, she starts to help, but I just grin and shrug her off, nodding at the big chair by the window. “Sit. Relax. I got this.”

      I strip the sheets, very aware of her eyes on me, and her lip catching between her teeth as she does.

      I just kissed her.

      Well, maybe she technically just kissed me, but I sure as shit wasn’t an unwilling participant. We’re not saying anything, and we’re not talking about it, and it’s definitely this giant elephant in the room, but I just let it hang there. Because as fucked up as it is, and as fucking wrong as it was?

      Kissing Brynn Henley felt fucking good.

      Kissing her felt like a breath of air—the first one I’ve had in years. Kissing her sparked something inside of me I was pretty sure was cold and dead forever after the shit I saw in war. After the people I lost and the hell I fought my way through. Teaching brought me back to humanity a little, but that kiss?

      …That kiss is the first taste of a real life I’ve had since I went to war. And now, God help me, I want more.

      I finish making the guest room bed, and when I turn, I grin as I bust her quickly looking away from staring at me.

      “Okay,” I growl. “You’re good.”

      She swallows as she stands, smiling quietly at me as her eyes dart over my face.

      “Thank you,” she says softly. “I don’t know how to repay—”

      “You don’t. Now stop saying that,” I shake my head, flashing a small smile. “Look, I’m going to go downstairs and start some dinner. Feel free to stay in here, come down and join me… whatever you want. You’re gonna be safe here though, okay?”

      She wets her lips as she nods.

      “Okay.”

      I smile, and I go to move past her for the door to the room when I brush against her. And suddenly, her hand darts out and catches mine, and when our fingers lace together, I freeze, my pulse racing.

      “Brynn,” I growl lowly, not trusting myself to turn back to look at her as my pulse thunders and my muscles clench tight.

      “Colton…” she breathes, and my name on her lips crumbles my defenses as I turn to let my eyes blaze into hers.

      “Thank you,” she whispers.

      “Brynn,” I growl quietly, shaking my head. “You don’t owe me for—”

      “Is that what you…” She frowns, dropping my hand. “Do you think downstairs I was, like, paying you back?”

      No. I don’t for a second, but I also know some very, very cold, hard facts. She’s eighteen. I’m thirty-fucking-eight. She’s a fucking student, and I’m her principal. And that is all this can be. It doesn’t matter what the hunger inside of me demands or wants. It doesn’t matter that all I want to do is pull her into me again and crush my lips to hers and kiss her until we can’t breathe anymore.

      It doesn’t matter because there is no fucking away this can be a thing, and there’s no goddamn way I can kiss her again.

      “Weren’t you?”

      And there I go, torpedoing this whole thing before it blows up in our faces. Before she temps me into doing something she’ll regret. Before I do something to ruin my career.

      Her face darkens when I say it, her eyes narrowing and her sweet, soft, candy lips pursing together.

      “No, actually,” she hisses out, her cheeks reddening. “I wasn’t.” She shakes her head, her mouth twisting.

      “Jesus, who do you think I am?”

      My jaw tightens.

      “My student,” I growl. “That’s who I think you are, Brynn.”

      She glares at me, her eyes still wild and her cheeks still red before she looks away.

      “I’m making scallops and—”

      “I’m not hungry.”

      This isn’t the road I want to walk down, but I know damn well it’s the only path we have. It’s the only road that isn’t littered with landmines and bear traps.

      “Well, if you’re hungry—”

      “I’m not.”

      I turn, pissed at myself and hating that I’m not scooping her into my arms again and kissing her with every fucking fiber of my being.

      …But that can’t happen. It just can’t.

      “Goodnight, Brynn.”

      She says nothing as I close the door and head downstairs to pour myself a heavy drink.

      

      Hours later, after my drink, and dinner, and then another drink or two, I’m back in my room trying to sleep. And it is not happening. I growl, tossing and turning, my mind whirling and my every damn thought dwelling on the gorgeous, scared, tempting little tease sleeping right down the hall. I groan, and before I can stop myself, I start to wonder things I should not be wondering about.

      Things like “what does she sleep in.”

      Or worse, what doesn’t she sleep in.

      I groan at the image of Brynn curled up naked in that guest bed, and I swear as I sit up and swing my legs out of bed.

      Fuck. Sleep is not coming.

      I stand and pad out of my room in my boxers and t-shirt. I glance at her doorway down the hall, but it’s closed, the light off under it. I shake my head, growling to myself a I head downstairs to the kitchen. I stare at the kettle, a frown of frustration on my face as I watch the water boil before I pour myself a cup of something calming and decaf. I sit on one of the kitchen stools and take a sip, sighing heavily before I glare at the tea.

      …If I’m going to actually sleep tonight, this needs some Irish in it.

      The whiskey’s in my office on the bar cart, and I stand with my mug and whirl to go grab it. I stride from the kitchen, and I make it all of one step into the dark hallway before suddenly, I go crashing into something.

      …Something that shrieks as hot tea goes splashing all over it and me. Or rather, her and me.

      I hiss, the mug shattering to the ground as we both jump back from each other. My hands yank at my t-shirt, wincing as I whip it and the scalding hot tea soaking into it from my body and tossing it aside. Brynn hisses, and when I glance up, in the pale light of the moonlight coming in through the window, I see her doing the same thing.

      And suddenly, we freeze, both of us looking up at each other—both of us shirtless, both of us panting, both of us wild-eyed.

      …And both of us knowing there’s no power on Earth that’s going to stop this right now.

      I growl as I close the distance between us, and she moans as I pull her into my arms and against my bare chest. My lips crush to hers, she moans into my mouth, and when I scoop her up and slam her into the wall behind her, and kiss her with everything I have and everything I am, I know things like “thinking clearly” and “making good decisions” have officially left the building.

      And I know something else too: that she’s mine, and I’m not letting anyone hurt her or take her away from me.

      …I’m pretty sure that makes me fucked, and I don’t care.
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        Brynn

      

    
    
      I gasp, sparks exploding through my head and my heart thundering out of my freaking chest as I cling to him. My lips sear to his, opening eagerly for his tongue as my skin ripples with this electric buzz that has me aching for more.

      He growls into me, pinning me to the wall, his body pressed tight to mine with his big, strong hands sliding all over me. My nipples graze against the rock-hard muscles of his chest, the stinging burn of the hot water gone entirely as I melt into him. His fingers dig into my skin, making me whimper in pleasure before suddenly, he whirls us, making me gasp and cling to him as he strides into the kitchen. My ass slams against the side of the kitchen island, my legs spreading eagerly around his grooved, muscled hips as our mouths crash together again.

      My swim team t-shirt I was sleeping in already gone, the only thing between us the small pair of pink panties clinging wetly to my lips. And I can feel him good God can I feel him—so fucking hard, and so big inside of his boxers, throbbing against my pussy. I whimper, my hips instinctively grinding against him, and when I feel him pulse and groan, a whimper falls from my lips. His fingers tease up the backs of my thighs, hooking into my panties, and when he tugs, I let him.

      I let him pull them all the way down, moaning as he growls savagely, his fierce eyes sweeping over me. I moan as he crashes back into me, his hands sliding down over my bare ass and making me moan as he scoops me up into him again. I kiss him wildly, my bare pussy right against his throbbing cock before he suddenly lifts me and sets my ass down on the marble countertop.

      I moan as he kisses me deeply, his tongue swirling with mine before he starts to drop lower. His kisses trail down my jaw, to my neck, and then down to this insanely sensitive spot on my collarbone. I cry out, clinging to him as his lips tease down over the slope of my breast.

      “Brynn,” he groans, panting as he pauses with his lips hovering above my aching nipple, his eyes squeezing shut.

      “We can’t do this,” he groans. “We have to stop.”

      His lips press to my nipple, sucking it between them and making me gasp eagerly as the pleasure shivers through me.

      “Then stop,” I gasp.

      “You first.”

      His words rumble through me, but his lips and his hands just keep going. He grips my thighs, tugging them apart and spreading my legs lewdly for him. I whimper, throwing my head back as he sucks my nipple and teases it with his tongue. His hand slides between my legs, and when his fingers suddenly brush over my lips, I moan deeply as the illicit pleasure teases through me.

      “I—I can’t,” I moan. “I can’t sto—oh fuck!”

      His fingers brush over my clit, rolling the little bud under the pad of his thumb, and I fucking melt for him. Forbidden heat explodes through me, and I can feel my arousal dripping all over his fingers as he just keeps moving lower.

      And lower. And lower.

      My stomach caves as his lips brush over it, and when he just keeps going, I know what’s coming next. And my body aches for it.

      He groans as he drops down, his eyes level with my pink, dripping wet, spread pussy.

      “Christ is this a pretty little pussy,” he groans, and the filthiness of my Principal growling those words has me trembling as he moves closer. He grabs my ankles, pushing my knees up until my feet are on the edge of the countertop. I whimper, knowing I’m so spread open for him, letting him see all of me. And the heat that sizzles through me reminds me how much I fucking want this.

      …How much I want him.

      He moves in, my breath catches, and when his eyes drag up my body to pierce right into me, I tremble in anticipation.

      “You want me to taste this pretty little pussy, baby girl?” He growls.

      …I swear I could come right now, just from that gaze and those growled words from this man.

      I nod, panting, barely able to even think let alone speak words, and when a flicker of heat teases over his gaze as he leans in, I bite my lip, just staring at him as he moves in. And then, his tongue drags right over my lips, and my entire world shatters to pieces.

      Oh God…

      I cry out as Colton growls into me, his tongue dragging so slow and wet through my lips until it bumps over my throbbing clit. I gasp, a choked moan tumbling from my lips as he grunts and swipes that tongue up and down my pussy. He teases it against my opening, and when he starts to push inside, I hiss in pleasure, falling back across the counter, resting on my elbows.

      I’ve never been touched like this. And I’ve certainly never had a boy—no, man—put his mouth on my pussy. But holy shit does Colton’s tongue feel like heaven. I cry out, my mouth slack as he grunts into me, dragging his tongue slowly up and down my slit. He teases it over my clit, swirling it around the little bud before he moves it lower to push inside of me. I moan deeply as he drives his tongue in and out of me, like he’s fucking me with his mouth as I start to fall to pieces for him.

      “Colton,” I gasp, panting as he sucks my clit between his lips and starts to swirl his tongue around it.

      His big hands slide up and down my thighs, grabbing my ass as he groans savagely into me. His shoulder muscles ripple, his eyes drag up to pierce into me, and the whole world catches on fire around me as I just lose myself with him.

      This is so fucking wrong and we both know it. But I know there’s not a power on Earth that could stop this right now.

      The fire blazes inside of me, the pressure mounting as my hips begin to rock with a mind of their own. I buck shameless against his wicked mouth, the knowledge that this is my Principal licking my pussy—my twenty years older than me Principal—has me clawing at the marble under me as I start to tumble towards something fierce and wild.

      He just keeps going, alternating between plunging his tongue in and out of my eager pussy and swirling it over my throbbing clit. My pulse races, my breath catches, and suddenly, it’s like everything just explodes.

      Suddenly, I’m coming for him.

      I scream in pleasure, my hips grinding hard against his mouth as he sucks my clit and grips my ass tight in his powerful hands. I cry out again and again, my vision blurring at the edges as I come hard against his mouth.

      Colton’s tongue slows, teasing me through my aftershocks as I gasp for air, my entire body trembling. He growls as he stands, the front of his boxers tented huge and obscenely as he drags me into his arms and sears his lips to mine. I whimper, tasting the slickness of my own pussy on his mouth. But instead of throwing me off, it only stokes the fire hotter, and I kiss him eagerly as he pulls me off the counter, into his arms, and whirls.

      He storms through the house, barely looking where he’s going as he kisses me deeply. We crash through the doors of his study, half falling over each other as we stagger to the couch and fall into it. He groans, spreading my legs and kissing me as he grinds that fat erection against my pussy. He kisses me deeply, and I feel him reach down with one hand and tug his boxers down. I whimper, and when I feel his hot, hard, thick, throbbing cock brush against my thighs, I know there’s nothing I want more in this world.

      I’ve never done this. I’ve never even come close to going this far before. But I know without a second’s hesitation that I want it. I know I want him. Right now, right here, and until I’m his.

      He pulls back, and when my eyes drop down his abs and then lower, my jaw drops.

      “Holy shit,” I gasp, my cheeks going red as my gaze locks on his cock. His huge, thick, enormous cock. It hangs heavy in the air between us—throbbing and dripping glistening precum down his shaft. He groans as he moves into me, kissing me slow and deep and making me whimper as he takes hold of his cock and strokes the swollen crown against my lips.

      I know I should tell him. But I don’t want him to stop, and part of me knows he will if I blurt out that I’m a virgin. I know he will, actually. We’re both already totally aware of how wrong and how fucked up this is. But I know that throwing “virgin” into the mix will push this from “we shouldn’t” to “we won’t.”

      I spread my legs, and he groans as he kisses me deeper as he nudges the thick head of his cock right against my opening. I stiffen, my breath catching as I wait for him to push inside to take me, when suddenly, he freezes.

      My eyes swivel up to his, worry on my face.

      “What—what’s wrong?”

      His brow furrows, his eyes darting over mine before he slowly opens his mouth.

      “You’ve done this before, haven’t you?”

      I swallow, nodding quickly. “Yep.”

      He brow darkens, and his eyes lock on mine.

      “Brynn.”

      “Lots of time,” I blurt out.

      He just looks at me, his eyes piercing into me so intensely that instantly, I know he can see the truth. And I know he knows I’m lying.

      “Are you a virgin?” he breathes, concern on his face.

      No. No, no, no. I can feel him pulling back, the savage lust in him waning as he frowns.

      “No, I—I mean, I’ve… uh…”

      He pulls away from me, his eyes blazing as he shakes his head slowly.

      “Fuck me,” he breathes, looking away as he shoves a hand through his hair.

      “Wait, Colton—”

      He stands, tugging his boxers back up over his big dick as he turns away from me. And something crumbles inside of me.

      “Wait, please,” I breathe. “Colton, I want this.”

      “Brynn, this is fucked,” he growls, turning, his eyes blazing wildly. “This is already fucked and wrong and makes me feel like I’m a monster—”

      “You’re not!” I whimper. “Colton, I want this!”

      “You don’t know what you want!” he grunts, whirling and striding across the room to the bar cart. His shoulders heave as he grabs a bottle and pours himself a drink, slugging it back and growling.

      “Yes,” I say flatly. “And I want you.”

      “For your first fucking time?” he hisses, shaking his head, his back to me as he pours other splash of booze into his glass.

      I stand, my heart racing as I move towards him.

      “I know you think you want this, angel,” he says quietly. “But you’re confused.”

      “No, I’m not.”

      “Then you’re making a mistake.”

      “No,” I murmur, moving right into him until I mold my body to his muscled back. He groans, his muscles tightening as I press my soft lips to his skin.

      “No, I’m not.”

      He shakes his head. “I won’t do this, Brynn. I won’t let myself take that from you.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because this still feels like you think you owe me,” he growls quietly. “For my help. For me letting you stay here.”

      I shrug. “Then I’ll go back to the dorms right now, and we owe each other nothing. Problem solved.”

      He growls lowly, shaking his head. “With those assholes looking for you? Hell no.”

      “Then I’m staying,” I say quietly. My pulse thunders as I press my lips to his back, kissing him gently as I feel him groan and stiffen. My pulse quickens, and my hands slide to his waist. Colton growls quietly, and when I push one hand down over his grooved hip until my fingertips brush the front waistband of his boxers, his muscles tighten.

      “What are you doing, Brynn,” he breathes.

      “This.”

      I slide my hand into his boxers, my heart about jumping into my throat a I push lower. And when my fingers find his thick, big cock, I gasp quietly into his back. My hand curls around him, my fingers not even close to touching around his girth. And slowly, I start to stroke.

      “Fuck, baby,” he groans, hissing in pleasure as I start to jerk his big dick.

      “Brynn—”

      “Let me,” I gasp, suddenly pulling my hand away and turning him. He groans, his jaw tight, and when I lean up to press my lips to his, he kisses me fiercely before I suddenly pull back. And before he can say a word, I’ve dropped to my knees in front of him, my pulse racing.

      “Oh fuck,” he groans, his eyes piercing into me as I reach for his boxers and tug them down. His big cock springs free, making me whimper and making my thighs clench tighter. I reach for him, curling my fingers around his fat cock and stroking. I look up, our eyes locking and my pulse racing as I lean in, open my mouth, and slowly suck the swollen head of him into my mouth.

      Colton growls.

      “Fucking hell, Brynn,” he grunts. “Oh fuck, baby, that feels so fucking good.”

      I whimper, spurred on by his words as I suck him wetly, slurping obscenely on him as heat pools between my thighs. My tongue swirls around his crown, my hands stroking his shaft and teasing my nails over his heavy balls. Colton groans, his fingers tangling in my hair, sending a thrill through me as I moan around his cock and take him as deep as I can.

      His muscles clench, and he growls as he leans against the bar cart, just staring at me with lust all over this face as I slurp on his big dick. I tongue at his underside, whimpering as I stroke his shaft and look up into his eyes. Our gazes lock, and when I watch the pleasure melt over his face, his jaw tightening and his abs clenching, this sensual power explodes through me.

      I take him deep in my mouth, whimpering and humming around him as he growls in pleasure. Colton hisses, his eyes blazing as his hand tightens in my hair, sending a thrill through me.

      “Fuck, Brynn,” he groans. “Your mouth feels so fucking good, baby.”

      “You like my mouth on your big dick?” I whimper coyly, looking up at him. “You like my mouth on your cock, Principal Kane?”

      He hisses in pleasure, his cock swelling.

      “We shouldn’t be fucking doing this,” he groans.

      “You want me to stop,” I purr, pulling away, grinning wickedly at him. He grunts, fire blazing in his eyes.

      “No,” he growls. “No, Brynn, I don’t. In fact, all I want to do is fuck your wet little mouth until I fill it with my cum.”

      Oh, fuck yes.

      I moan deeply, my hand dropping between my thighs, gasping as I start to roll my fingers over my aching clit. I’ve never even heard words as filthy as his, and it’s tugging at something dark and hidden inside of me. It’s setting me on fucking fire. And suddenly, I don’t just want him. I want him to take me. I want his control. I want him to do whatever the fuck he wants to me and make me his.

      “Then do it,” I moan, swirling my tongue over his fat, swollen cock head as I look up into his eyes.

      “Fuck my mouth, Principal Kane.”

      Something blazes and explodes behind his eyes, and suddenly, I gasp as his hands slide into my hair and tighten. He grunts, this savage look on his face as he rolls his hips away and then right back into me, pushing his huge cock deep into my eager mouth. I moan deeply, this thrilling sensation exploding through me as I hollow my cheeks and suck, hard. My tongue teases over his cock, and he just groans as he starts to thrust, fucking my mouth as my fingers blur over my clit.

      I’m moaning, and Colton is hissing in pleasure, our eyes locked in this savage, animalistic, heated gaze as his cock plunges in and out of my mouth. I can feel him getting bigger and bigger, swelling up between my pouty lips as he roars in pleasure.

      “Oh fuck, Brynn…”

      I moan deeply, whimpering as my fingers on my clit push me right to the fucking edge. I slurp wetly on him, my tongue dancing along the underside of him as he claims my mouth, until suddenly, his face crumbles.

      “Baby, I’m gonna—”

      I just moan, and when I start to suck him even harder, he loses it completely.

      “Fuck!” he roars. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me come, baby girl. You’re gonna make me fill that bad girl mouth with every fucking drop of my cum.”

      My body tenses, my thighs clamp tight around my teasing fingers, and when he gasps in pleasure, suddenly, I’m losing it. His cock throbs, and when the first thick, sticky jet of his hot cum spurts over my tongue, I come apart.

      The orgasm crashes over me as Colton grunts, his cock throbbing over and over as more and more of his cum fills my mouth. I moan eagerly as I swallow it down, feeling so fucking naughty and feeling this rush of erotic heat explode through me at the powerful feeling. The climax melts through me as he groans, his cock pumping one last thick spurt of cum down my throat before I pull away with a gasp, my face flushed and my whole body tingling.

      And suddenly, he’s scooping me up, lifting me right off the ground and into his arms, and his lips are crushing to mine. I moan into him, clinging to him and kissing him slow and fiercely, losing myself into him entirely a he strides from the room.

      “Where—”

      “To clean you up,” he murmurs, his eyes piercing into mine as he leans in and kisses me. “Because I’m not even fucking close to being done with you, baby girl.”
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        Colton

      

    
    
      We both groan, gasping in pleasure as we sink into the steaming hot water. The huge tub in my master bathroom is my own addition to the house, and damn am I glad it’s there right now. I settle in, and when she sinks back against me, I wrap my arms around her and pull her tight.

      And for maybe the millionth time, the thought hits me again if this is so fucking wrong, why the hell does it feel so right. And I do mean “right,” not just “good.” Of course, she feels good. She’s gorgeous, and young, and sexy as fuck. But it doesn’t just “feel good,” it feels like this is a part of me I’ve been missing. Being with her feels like two pieces fitting together that’ve been looking for each other for far too long.

      I’m over the line, and I know it. But instead of freaking out about what just happened with one of my students—that I tasted her sweet, soft little pussy before she told me to fuck her mouth and swallowed my cum—I just feel at peace. More at peace than I’ve felt maybe my whole life, actually.

      “This tub is amazing,” she purrs, nestling back into me as I lean down and kiss her hair.

      “You haven’t seen anything yet,” I chuckle, reaching over and pressing a button. The jets come on, and she yelps in surprise before she purrs at the sensation, easing back into me.

      “This is actually heaven,” she moans softly, turning her head to look up at me. Our eyes lock, and slowly, I’m leaning in, our lips searing together as she whimpers into my mouth. My hands slide over her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her pert little nipples as she moans happily into my lips. I pull back, and she pouts before she sees me reaching for the shampoo.

      “What are you—?”

      “Just close your eyes and relax,” I growl quietly.

      She blushes, biting her lip before she nods, closing her eyes and sinking back against my chest. I use one of the extendable spray nozzles to douse her long blonde hair in warm water, making her gasp as I run my fingers through it. Then comes the shampoo, and my fingers massaging her scalp and making her coo happily as she moans and melts against me.

      “Holy shit does that feel freaking amazing,” she says softly. I just grin, washing her hair and then washing the suds free with the nozzle again. And when I’m all done, she’s practically panting.

      “Do you…” she bites her lip and blushes as she glances back at me.

      “You don’t have a razor handy, do you?”

      “For?”

      Her blush deepens.

      “I—uh, for swimming, I…”

      My cock pulses when I realize she’s talking about that tight little cunt between her legs. And suddenly, a wicked, hungry thought teases through my head.

      “Sit here,” I purr, patting the wide edge of the tub.

      Her blush blooms deeper, her brows shooting up.

      “Wait—”

      “Right here, baby girl,” I growl deeply, my balls swelling with cum as she bites at her bottom lip.

      “Okay,” she breathes, swallowing. She slowly stands, and I groan at the sight of her gorgeous body dripping wet with the sudsy bath water. She turns away from me, and I can’t even stop myself from sliding my hands over her hip and pulling her ass back towards me. Her breath catches a I tug her back, her waist bending, and when I let my lips tease down one drum-tight globe of her ass towards her center, she trembles, whimpering.

      My pulse roars, and when I grip her ass and spread her lewdly open for me, my cock throbs rock hard. My eyes sweep over her glistening, pink little pussy nestled between her thighs, before sliding higher to her tight, forbidden, puckered little asshole. I lean in, my blood thundering, and when I drag my tongue over that tight little ring, Brynn moans in pleasure.

      “Oh my God,” she chokes out, her breath catching and a shiver of pleasure rippling through her. She moans, trembling, and when her hips subtly push back against me, I grunt as I tongue her naughty little ass until she’s squealing.

      But she’s not getting it that easy.

      She groans in protest as I turn her around and sit her on the edge of the tub, and when our eyes lock, she blushes fiercely.

      “That was…” She rakes her teeth over her bottom lip. “That felt really good.”

      “Yeah?” I growl, leaning in close. “You like getting your naughty little ass licked like a bad girl?”

      She moans, nodding. But again, I’m not letting her off that easy, and when I arch a brow sternly, she blushes as she nods again.

      “Yes,” she breathes. “I liked it when you…” her blush deepens as she wets her lips. “I liked it when you licked my ass like that, Principal Kane.”

      I groan, and we come crashing together in a fierce kiss before I pull back.

      “Spread your legs, baby girl,” I purr. She does, blushing wildly. I grab the can of shaving cream and my razor from the counter near the edge of the tub and spray some foam into my hands. I lather them together and then reach for her, my cock lurching as I start to rub the slick cream over her pussy. I rub it gently into her skin, teasing her lips as she gasps in pleasure before I pull away.  I get the razor nice and warm in the tub before I lean in close and bring it to her skin as her breath catches.

      “Do you trust me, baby girl?”

      She nods eagerly, her face pink and her eyes wild.

      “I trust you,” she breathes.

      And then, I start.

      I go slow, and my hands don’t shake at all as I slowly clean the shaving cream from her sweet little pussy stroke by stroke. She’s just got a little patch of light blonde fuzz above her lips, and I leave that as I clean the rest of it away from her lips and the crease of her thighs. She’s breathing heavy, her eyes wild and her chest rising and falling heavily by the time I’m done, and when I bring the spray nozzle out again, she gasps as I let the hot spray of water tease over her pussy.

      I wash the hair and cream away until she’s glistening, pink, and smooth as silk under my fingers. I put the nozzle away and lean in, and when I slowly drag my tongue over her soft, bare lips, Brynn goes wild. I keep licking, swirling my tongue over her clit and then teasing it up and down her freshly shaved lips as her hips buck and her breath catches. I move back to her clit, sucking and tonguing her little bud before suddenly, she’s melting against me as she comes.

      She moans, panting and whimpering as she presses her pussy against my mouth, her honey dripping all over my tongue. And I just keep teasing her until she moans and giggles, shivering as she gently pushes my head away.

      “Oh fuck,” she gasps, her hands going to my face and grabbing me as she tugs my mouth to hers. I growl, kissing her deeply and letting her taste herself again before I stand. Water drips down my body as I pull her into my arms, stepping from the tub and striding into the master suite.

      I move us to the bed, setting her on the edge before abruptly, I step back, my pulse racing.

      You can’t.

      I’ve already stepped over so many fucking lines that they’re blurred together. But this? Taking her to my bed and, well, taking her?

      My jaw tenses.

      No. That I can’t do. That somehow just feels like a step too far over that line. Brynn looks at me, her gaze heated and fierce, and slowly, I can see that she sees what’s going on here inside my head.

      “Please, Colton,” she whispers as she slides to the edge of the bed.

      “Brynn—”

      “I’m eighteen, Colton, and—”

      “Trust that I haven’t forgotten that part,” I growl.

      She bites her lip, her eyes hooded with lust.

      “I’m eighteen, and I know what I want.”

      “No, Brynn, you—”

      “Yes, I fucking do,” she hisses as her eyes lock onto mine.

      “And I want you.”

      “I know you think you—”

      She stands, striding right for me, and before I can say a word, she’s melting into me, wrapping one leg around mine, sliding her hand up my jaw, and stepping up on her tiptoe to sear her lips to mine. Her tongue parts my lips, teasing against mine as my pulse roars and my cock swells rock hard against her.

      “I want you,” she groans heatedly. “I want you, Principal Kane, and I want you right now.”

      Somehow, this girl a solid foot shorter than me spins us and pushes me back until I tumble back on the bed. I chuckle, but when she stalks towards me with this look of pure lust on her face, my laughter turns into a growl. She climbs onto the bed, crawling over me until her nipples drag over my chest and her eyes lock with mine.

      “Fuck, Brynn—”

      “I—” she swallows. “I’ve wanted you for longer than you know,” she moans softly. “And I want this. I want it to be you.”

      “Baby, I can’t be the one who—”

      “Yes, you can.”

      Her lips press to mine, and I groan as I feel her settle down over me. Her legs spread to either side of mine, and when I feel her soft fingers curl around my thick cock, I growl into her lips. She strokes me, panting into the kiss as she eases back until her soft, slick, velvety lips brush over my swollen crown.

      “Brynn, honey…”

      “I want you to fuck me, Colton,” she breathes. “Please? Please make me yours?”

      Our eyes lock, her pussy lips tease over my head, and suddenly, I know I’ve already lost this fight.

      …And it’s one I’m so very willing to lose.

      My hands slide to her ass, grabbing it tight as she gasps. My muscles clench, and when I push my hips up and let my head ease just inside, her breath catches as she moans eagerly.

      “You want me to take you, baby girl?” I hiss.

      She nods, panting as she moans and kisses me hungrily.

      “Then let me feel you slide this tight little pussy down every inch of my big cock, beautiful,” I groan. “Let me feel you take all of this cock.”

      She gasps, and when she pushes back, my breath catches at the heavenly feel of her pretty pussy slowly stretching open around me. She moans, and she keeps pushing, her breath becoming staggered and heavy as she starts to sink down. I moan, inch after thick inch of my cock pushing into her impossibly tight, slick little pink pussy. She feels like pure heaven melting down over me, and her moans turn to wild cries of pure pleasure as she bruises her mouth to mine.

      My muscles clench as I thrust, not hard, but I just keep pushing to meet her, sinking my thick cock deep in that tight little schoolgirl pussy until she’s moaning wildly and my heavy, cum-filled balls are pressed against her.

      And just like that, I’m all the way in. Just like that, she’s mine.

      I keep kissing her as I grab her hips and slowly slide out of her before I ease right back inside. My grip tightens on her, my pulse racing as we both start to move, grinding into each other. Brynn moans eagerly, kissing me so fiercely as her little pussy grips and milks my cock. Her hands go to my chest, her nails raking over my skin as she slowly moves to sit up on me, straddling my hips. Her face caves in pleasure, her eyes half-closing, and she moans as she slowly slides up and then back down, her tight little cunt taking every damn inch of me.

      “Oh God,” she breathes, her eyes close as she starts to ride me. “Oh fuck, Colton, you feel so fucking good.”

      I groan, leaning up to wrap my lips around one pink nipple. She cries out, squeezing my cock tight with her walls as she rides me up and down. My hands grip her hips tight, one sliding back to cup her tight ass, spurring her on as she moans and grinds on me. My other hand slides up and down her back, teasing her skin as she whimpers in pleasure, rocking faster on me.

      My hand tangles in her hair, and when I tug her head back hard, she squeals in pleasure, her pussy clenching tight on me and making me roar as I bring my mouth to her neck. I tease the sensitive skin there, sucking and biting her collarbone and neck as she goes wild. Her hips rise and fall, her body undulating as she starts to move faster, fucking my cock deeper and harder until she’s bouncing up and down on my cock crying out in pleasure.

      My mouth drops to her breast, sucking and licking and teasing as she starts to fall apart, grinding against me and losing herself as we both start to move faster. My hand draws back, coming down with a sharp spank on her ass that has her screaming in pleasure.

      “More!” she gasps, and when I spank her again, I swear she almost comes. I hiss in pleasure, spanking her again, and again, all while plunging my big, fat cock deep in her pretty schoolgirl cunt. My heavy balls slap her ass, the cum boiling inside of me as my willpower starts to crumble.

      She rides me faster and harder, her cries turning to these sexy as fuck little gasped whimpers. Her walls squeeze me, hands clawing at my chest, and when she crushes her lips to mine, I know we’re both about to fall.

      “I—oh God, Colton—”

      “Come for me, Brynn,” I groan into her mouth. “Make that tight little pussy come for my cock. Come for me, baby. Let me feel you come on a big dick for the first time. Give me that sweet baby girl come all over my big fucking cock.”

      She stiffens, her mouth falls open, and when I plunge my cock balls-deep inside of her and bring my hand down with s sharp spank on her tight little ass, suddenly, she explodes.

      Brynn crushes her lips to mine, her whole body shuddering and thrashing as the orgasm thunders through her. Her walls grip and clench down on me, rippling up and down every inch of my cock before she pulls her lips from mine, throws her head back and moans out her climax.

      And it’s the last I can take.

      I roar, plunging my cock deep inside of her tight little velvety heaven as I just let go. My balls twitch, my cock swelling harder than it’s ever been before suddenly, I start to come. Hot, thick ropes of my sticky cum blast into her, deep against her womb as we both cry out.

      She clings to me, gasping and sucking in air as we both come back to earth. My mouth finds hers, our lips crush together, and I know without question, without hesitation, and without a single drop of regret that my world is never going to be the same.

      “Brynn—”

      “Perfect,” she moans softly, kissing me slow and deep. “Colton, that was perfect.”

      I growl, melting against her.

      “Baby girl,” I purr, kissing her softly. “I’m only getting started with you.”
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      I’m up with the sun, like I’ve been ever since the service. Even with a damn angel in my arms, snuggled naked against me in my bed, and even having spent the better part of the night until at least two in the morning claiming her again and again, at first light, I’m awake. Bleary-eyed, sore all over, but fucking grinning as I let my eyes sweep over Brynn curled up against me.

      And as little as I slept, it still feels like there’s this energy exploding through me. I feel calm. I feel serene. Hell, I feel like I just had the best sleep I’ve had since before I went off to war.

      I watch her sleep for another hour—literally just watching her sleep and holding her like I never want to let her go until she slowly blinks awake. Her eyes open, and when she takes me in, a grin spreads over her face along with this cute little pink blush on her cheeks.

      “Hi,” she says quietly. Okay, there’s that moment of awkwardness from that first time waking up with each other. But it lasts all of three seconds before I lean in and press my lips to hers. She moans, kissing me slowly and softly, her body curling tighter against me as her hands slide over my chest.

      “So, how was your night?”

      I chuckle as she grins at me.

      “You know,” I shrug. “Stayed in, took a bath, slept with the most incredible girl I’ve ever met. You?”

      She blushes as she shrugs right back. “Oh, nothing special. Spilled some tea on myself, got cleaned up, and then lost my virginity to my Principal before losing track of how many orgasms I had. You know, basic weekday night.”

      I laugh, pulling her close and kissing her slow and deep as we melt together.

      “Brynn, last night—”

      “Last night was amazing,” she breathes quietly, biting her lip as she looks up into my eyes.

      “Took the words out of my mouth,” I groan, leaning in and kissing her all over again. We just stay like that, our kisses growing longer and deeper until suddenly, I’m rolling her onto her back and sliding between her legs. She moans, opening them willingly for me, and when I slide inside, she’s so fucking wet as she cries out and holds me close.

      This time, we make love. We go slow, and we drag it out, keeping each other on the bleeding edge of release until finally, there’s no holding back. I roar when I finally come, her nails raking down my back and her cries of pleasure drowning in my ears as I blast my cum deep in her perfect little pussy.

      We’re panting as we roll apart, laughing as I pull her into my arms and kiss her fiercely. My eyes dart to the alarm clock on my bedside table, I groan as I pull away.

      “Shit, we’re going to be late.”

      Brynn swears, jumping from the bed and making me groan as my eyes sweep over her perfect body.

      “Crap, and I need to get back to the dorms and change!”

      She darts out of my room, and I’m climbing out of bed when she comes dashing back in buttoning up her blouse from the night before.

      “Hey, tonight,” I growl, pulling her into me and kissing her slowly. “Why don’t you bring some more clothes over.”

      She bites her lip, her eyes locking with mine.

      “Moving right in, huh?”

      “Yeah,” I growl. “You are.”

      She blushes, and slowly, she nods as a grin spreads over her face.

      “Okay,” she breathes.

      “Look, at least until we figure this all out with your father and that mob creep.”

      She nods.

      “So, tonight?”

      Brynn grins. “Yeah, I’ve got swim practice, but after that?” She blushes as she sinks into me. “Maybe I could come over and you could spill hot tea on me again?”

      I laugh deeply, pulling her close as I kiss her deeply.

      After she leaves, I head into my office and open my safe. I heft the gun in my hands, my jaw tightening as I nod quietly. Nobody is going to hurt her while I’m around. And if they try?

      God help them.

      

      In my office back in the Winchester admin building, I close the door and then sink into my chair. My eyes skim over my to-do list, and I groan.

      Fuck.

      I’ve got a shitload to do. First, there’s still the matter of filling the Vice Principal position after Natasha Owens put in her notice to go take over as Dean of Admissions for NYU. Which is a great job, and I’m happy for her. But now here I am trying to find a third fucking Vice Principal in the span of one school year. Not exactly a great look for the school. And on top of that, Coach Kirby, our incredible swim coach, is leaving too, right after regionals are over, in order to pursue swimming for Team USA in the Olympics. Also, a great opportunity, but again, an amazing staff member it’s now my unhappy job to replace.

      I scowl, glaring at the list of shit to do on my desk before I sink back in my chair. My mind wanders, and I groan as I feel my cock start to harden.

      Shit.

      All I want is her. All I want. I grumble, scanning down the list of other day-to-day admin stuff that needs doing before I take one last little replay of the night before of her moaning so sweetly for me and coming all over my cock, before I clear my mind.

      Time to work.

      …Maybe.

      

      “Sir?”

      My intercom buzzes and then squawks with the sound of my secretary’s voice.

      “Hey, Loraine. What’s up?”

      “There’s someone here to see you.”

      I frown, glancing at my day planner and seeing a blank space I’ve booked out to look over VP resumes.

      “Who?”

      “A Ms. Henley?”

      My jaw tightens, and there’s not a power on earth that would stop my cock from thickening in my pants in this moment.

      “She’s apparently been sent to see you for misbehaving in class?”

      I arch a brow. Brynn Henley, aside from recent events involving stripping for the mob, is categorically a good girl. A model student. And I’m having a pretty hard time imaging her doing something to get her sent to the fucking Principal’s office.

      “What did she do?”

      Loraine clears her throat. “She says she lost the note from her professor, but that she does need to report to you immediately. If you’re busy, I can reschedule her for later in the day—”

      “Send her in.”

      The words growl from my throat, heavy with lust, and I quickly shake the heat from my head and try it again.

      “I mean, no, Loraine, I can make time. Could you send her in?”

      “Of course.”

      “Oh, and Loraine? Feel free to take a lunch. I’m good for a while.”

      “Are you sure?”

      Absofuckinglutely.

      “Positive. Thanks. Hey if you go, let me know how that new Vietnamese place downtown we’ve been talking about is.”

      “Well that sounds great! I think I’ll try them out, actually!”

      I smile. Good.

      “Sending Ms. Henley in now.”

      “Thanks, Loraine.”

      The doorknob turns, and when it opens, there she is.

      Fuck is the gorgeous.

      Brynn grins wickedly as she steps in and closes the door, turning to lock it.

      “Your secretary was pretty excited about that Vietnamese place.”

      “Yeah? Good,” I growl. “It’s on the other side of town and the service is insanely slow.”

      She giggles as she crosses the room, her eyes wild and hungry.

      “So,” I purr, eying her as I lean back in my chair, looking as “Principal-ish” as I can as I steeple my hands.

      “What did you do?”

      She grins. “Oh, that?”

      “Yeah, that. Who sent you to the principal’s office?”

      Brynn’s smile grows wider, a mischievous look in her eyes.

      “No one. I’ve got a free study period right now.”

      I grin widely, making a tsking sound as she blushes and slowly walks around to my side of the desk.

      “But, Principal Kane, I have been bad.”

      “Oh?”

      “Mhmm,” she nods, swallowing.

      “How bad.”

      She bites her lip. “Well, I fucked a much older man last night,” she purrs.

      The growl catches in my throat.

      “Four times, actually,” she whispers.

      “That does sound pretty bad,” I groan.

      “But that’s not all.”

      My jaw tightens as she steps closer, her eyes locked on mine.

      “I also sucked his big cock,” she moans quietly. “And I swallowed his cum. And I let him put his mouth all over me,” she whimpers, stepping right into me. She puts her hands on the arms of my chair and leans in close, her lips brushing my ear.

      “Even my ass, Principal Kane.”

      Fuck.

      I groan, and I’m about to yank her right into my lap when she skips back, grinning wickedly at me as I groan in protest.

      “And that’s not all, Principal Kane,” she purrs. She’s still wearing her bag over one shoulder, and she slips a hand inside, pulling something out and hiding it behind her back before she sets the bag down on the corner of my desk.

      “Let’s hear it,” I growl. “Bad girl.”

      She moans, blushing.

      “I also forgot to wear these today.”

      She brings her hand out from behind her back and suddenly tosses something on my lap. And it takes me a second to realize it’s a lacy white thong.

      Fuck.

      There’s no more teasing. No more holding back. I just groan as I grab her, swallowing her moans as I crush my lips to hers. Brynn cries out into my lips, gasping as she opens her mouth for me and tumbles into my lap. I can feel the heat of her bare cunt against my cock through my slacks, and I growl as my hands slide under her skirt to grip her pert little ass.

      She squirms on me, moaning and grinding against my bulge before suddenly, I stand, making her gasp as I pull away and spin her around. She coos eagerly as I push her against my big wooden desk, bending her right over it. And before she can say a thing, I’ve yanked her skirt up, pulled my hand back, and let it come down on her ass with a sharp little smack.

      Brynn squeals in pleasure, her mouth falling open as she rests her cheek on my desk. Her toes curl, and I watch her shiver heatedly as I bring my hand back and spank her again.

      “You’ve been a bad, bad girl,” I hiss, my cock aching hard and my balls swelling with hot cum as I grip her ass, pull my hand back, and spank her again.

      “Letting an older man touch you like that, make your little pussy all messy. Did you like getting fucked like a naughty, cock-hungry little bad girl? Taking his big cock deep in your tight little pussy until you came all over it and made a fucking mess of your pussy?”

      Brynn buries her moans in the crook of her arm, and I swear it looks like she’s about to come just from my filthy words and spanks on her ass.

      …But I want that sweet honey of hers on my fucking tongue.

      I groan as I squat behind her, gripping her ass and spreading her wide as I move in. She cries out as my tongue drags over her slick, pink, sticky lips, and I can only hope that Loraine is already out to lunch, because there’s no way I’m stopping this now. I growl into Brynn, pushing my tongue deep into her little pussy and plunging it in and out, fucking her with my tongue as she moans and gasps and squirms for me. I swirl my tongue around her clit, sucking it between my lips and groaning, the vibrations driving her wild as I tongue her little bud.

      She moans my name, pushing back against my mouth and clawing at my desk as I drive her up the fucking walls with my tongue on her. I tease back, dragging over her lips and teasing her opening before I drag my tongue even further back, and higher, and when I swirl it gently over her tight little asshole, Brynn starts to tremble. Her legs shake, her breath becomes staggered and heaving, and when I bring a hand up to rub her clit with my thumb, her sticky arousal drips all over my fingers.

      I groan as I lick her ass, teasing her and pushing my tongue against her tight little ring. She squeals and gasps for me, her whole body trembling and shivering as I just keep teasing her, driving her wild as my cock throbs and drips precum into my boxers. I yank at my belt, tearing my zipper down and pulling my aching cock free. I growl into her a I stroke myself, tonguing her asshole relentlessly as I roll her clit under my thumb.

      “So dirty,” she gasps, moaning and panting as I lick her naughty ass. “Oh fuck, Principal Kane, your tongue… oh fuck!”

      I groan deeper, and my tongue just keeps swirling, my thumb keeps rubbing, and her whole body starts to tremble and shake. And then suddenly, my tongue pushes into her ass, and as my thumb rubs over her throbbing clit, she shatters for me. Brynn screams into her arm, her whole body arching and shoving back into me as her orgasm tumbles through her. I moan, teasing her right through it, letting her come so hard against my face. I can feel her pussy dripping cream all over my fingers, and her ass squeezes and clenches against my tongue as she gasps in pleasure and collapses onto the desk.

      Oh, but I’m just getting started.

      I’m seeing red—like a fucking savage—as I stand and shove my slacks and boxers down. I kick them way as I undo my dress shirt and lose my tie, and when I step into her and grab her hips, Brynn hisses in pleasure as she feels my throbbing cock brush against her thigh.

      “Please, Principal Kane,” she moans. “Please fuck m—oh God!”

      I plunge into her in one fucking stroke—every goddamn inch of my fat, swollen cock stretching her tight little cunt wide as I drive balls-deep. She squeals in pleasure, her slick, velvety walls squeezing wildly, rippling up and down my length as I grit my teeth and groan at the exquisite pleasure. I slide out and then plunge right back in, loving the way she moans so eagerly and thrusts back to meet me. My fingers dig into her hips possessively, grabbing her tight as I plunge in and out of her. My jaw clenches, and my pulse roars like a diesel engine in my ears as I just start to fuck my tight, gorgeous, barely legal student.

      My hand comes down on her ass again with a spank, making her cry out in pleasure, her pussy gripping me so tight.

      “Oh God, yes!” she moans, her hair wild as she looks back at me over her shoulder. “Oh, please keep fucking me, Principal Kane!”

      I groan. Fuck, this “Principal Kane” stuff makes my balls ache for release. It’s like it pulls at this filthy, fucked up part inside of me. And all it does is spur me on, making me growl and my muscles clench as I start to just fuck her.

      “Oh, fuck yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!” she squeals, her body trembling as her moans fill my office. I hope to God Loraine is long gone, and that there’s no one outside by her desk, because if they are, I’m going to have the fucking cops breaking down my office door any second now. And the worst part is?

      …I do not fucking care.

      I don’t care if the National fucking Guard breaks down my door right now. No one is taking her from me.

      I plunge into her, fucking her tight little cunt with everything I have. My heavy balls slap her clit, my hand comes down with another spank on her ass—first on one cheek and then the other—back and forth until her cream is literally dripping from my balls. I reach up, grabbing her hair into a fist and tugging, and when I feel her squeeze down on me, I know she’s close.

      And I want that sweet, sweet come of hers all over my swollen cock.

      “Come for me, dirty girl,” I growl. “Make that naughty pussy come for my big cock. Let me feel you come, Brynn. Let me feel that pussy drip all fucking over me.”

      I thrust deep, my hand comes down with another spank, and suddenly, I feel her let go. She squeals in pleasure into her arm, her whole body tensing and rippling. Her pussy squeezing me like a velvety vice as she erupts for me. The orgasm slams into her, and I push deep, holding myself there as she comes over and over, all over my cock until she’s gasping for air on my desk.

      I growl as I lean over her, kissing her skin between her shoulder blades. She whimpers, moaning softly as she gasps for air, and when her pussy starts to squeeze me again, I growl lowly.

      “You didn’t come yet,” she murmurs softly, looking back at me with lust-hooded eyes.

      I groan, my hands tightening on her hips as I start to slide out. I leave just my fat head inside of her, stretching her pink pussy lips obscenely, and I’m about to push back inside when she suddenly pulls away. I groan as my cock slips free of her, bobbing slick and glistening and rock-hard in the air between us.

      “Fuck, Brynn…”

      She giggles as she glances at me over her shoulder, her eyes still hooded and full of lust.

      “I want you to come, Principal Kane,” she purrs.

      Our eyes lock, and I groan as I ease my cock back against her tight little pink heaven. But Brynn moans softly as she pulls back, shaking her head and then giggling at the groan that falls from my mouth.

      “Not there,” she whispers. I freeze, my jaw tightening as she swallows thickly, her eyes burning into mine.

      “I want something else, Principal Kane…” she purrs.

      My muscles clench, and my jaw tightens as my eyes pierce into hers.

      “Tell me,” I growl. She blushes fiercely, biting her lip.

      “You know,” she whispers. “Something else?”

      I know what she wants. And I’m all too ready to give it to her, and to claim every damn part of her for myself. But I want to hear her say it.

      “Tell me,” I growl again, and she whimpers, blushing wildly.

      “I—please, Colton,” she gasps. “I want to try it, and I want…” She bites her lip. “I want you to have all of me.”

      I groan, reaching out and taking one of her hands. I pull it back and up to my mouth, and she gasps quietly as I suck two of her fingers into my mouth. I suck, swirling my tongue around her fingers until she’s gasping, before I pull them free. My eyes burn into hers as I tug her hand down over her ass.

      “Show me, baby girl,” I growl. “Show me what you want.”

      I bring her slick fingers right down to her tight little puckered ass, and when I brush them over her little ring, she whimpers so sweetly.

      “Fuck,” she gasps, moaning softly.

      I rub her fingers in slow circles around her asshole until she’s gasping and shivering in forbidden pleasure. And when I start to push them against her ring, she groans deeply.

      “Here,” she pants out, her breath catching. I groan as I watch her slowly ease one finger into her impossibly tight little ass. Her eyes close, and her mouth falls open. And her breath starts to become staggered and heavy as I slowly begin to ease my cock in and out of her little pussy. I fuck her slow and deep, watching like a man possessed as she teases her ass until there’s no holding back anymore.

      I slide free of her, and when I gently tug her fingers away, she moans deeply as I press the swollen head of my fat cock against her asshole. She looks back at me, and when our eyes blaze and lock, she slowly nods.

      “I’m yours,” she breathes.

      I start to push, and instantly, the pleasure washes over me. She’s so fucking tight, but she’s slick from my tongue and her wetted finger. And my cock is glistening with her arousal. I grunt in pleasure, gripping her ass tightly with my one hand and my cock in the other, easing myself gently against her. Her breath catches, her body trembles, and as I just keep adding more and more pressure, suddenly, my swollen head just pops through.

      “Fuck!” Brynn gasps, tensing for a second before slowly, she starts to moan.

      “Oh God, Colton!”

      Pleasure melts through me as I start to push, feeling her impossibly tight, hot little ass slowly—ever so slowly—sink back against my thick cock. I keep pushing, feeding inch after inch of my big thickness deep into her eager little virgin asshole. And I just keep going, easing more and more of my big dick up her tight little ass, her moans filling my ears and the heat of her enveloping me. And then, finally, my balls press to her pussy, and the both of us finally exhale.

      “Holy fuck,” she gasps, panting as she looks back at me with this dark, lusty look on her face. “You feel so fucking big in my ass!”

      “Too much?”

      She swallows, shaking her head. “N-no. Just, go slow, okay?”

      I grin as I lean over her, cupping her jaw and moving into kiss her slowly. We both groan as the move sinks my cock somehow even deeper into her.

      “I’m not going to hurt you, baby girl,” I purr softly, my cock throbbing inside the tight, hot confines of her asshole.

      “But I am going to make you mine.”

      She whimpers as I slowly ease halfway out, only to grab her hips tight, clench my jaw, and push right back inside. She moans, hissing in forbidden pleasure as I sink my cock back into her tight, clenching little asshole. I push in until my abs are tight against her ass, my balls against her pussy, and I lean over, my teeth and lips teasing her earlobe as she gasps sharply.

      “Such a naughty girl,” I growl, making her moan as my cock throbs deep inside. “Your tight little ass feels so fucking good wrapped around my big cock, baby girl.”

      She shivers, gasping and moaning, and when I slide my hand down over her hip between her and the desk, and when my fingers tease over her slippery little pussy, she cries out, nodding eagerly.

      “Colton…”

      I groan as I slide out, this time until just my thick head is inside the tight ring of her ass before I slowly push back in, burying inch after inch of my swollen cock deep in her perfect little ass. I ease out and then right back in, both of us groaning in pleasure as my fingers roll over her clit. My other hand grips her ass tight, pulling back to give her a spank as she squeals and suddenly shoves back to swallow my cock with her ass. I grunt, muscles clenching and rippling as I thrust back.

      We start to move faster, Brynn’s toes curling and her nails raking my desk, knocking papers and folders to the floor as I grunt and fuck her tight little asshole with my thick cock over and over again. The desk squeaks and rocks across the floor, my hips crash into hers, and her pussy drips her arousal all fucking over my fingers. My big cock plunges into her sweet little ass over and over, my balls swelling with cum and the last of my control slowly shredding to pieces.

      “Fuck me!” She squeals. “Fuck my ass, Principal Kane!”

      I grunt, thrusting harder and faster, giving her every thick fucking inch with every thrust. She cries out, and I can feel her coming as her pussy leaks all over my fingers and her asshole clenches so tight around my shaft. I throw my head back, gasping for air, and I know I’m about to follow her right over that cliff.

      “I’m coming! I’m coming! I’m coming!”

      And Brynn’s gasping, sweet moans are the last I can take. I roar savagely, thrusting my pulsing, glistening cock deep into her tight little butt as I just let go. I groan as my balls pulse and twitch, and when my cum jets into her ass in hot, thick spurts, she cries out, squeezing me so tightly as she writhes and shudders against the desk. I growl, just holding myself there as I empty every single drop of my cum deep in her ass, until the both of us are gasping for air and about to fall the hell over.

      I scoop her up into my arms, pulling her into me until her back is to my chest, my cock still buried in her ass. I wrap my arms around her, and when she turns and cups my face and sears her lips to mine, I realize that life couldn’t actually get more perfect than this moment.

      Not with her in my arms, my pulse racing, and my heart beating with hers.

      Except—and I should know this—that’s when life comes at you from the side. It’s when you’re happy, and blind, and never see it coming.

      …That’s when the shit hits the fan.
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      It doesn’t happen right away. That’s the thing about life when it wants to sneak up on you to fuck you over. First, it lulls you into blindness. And that’s exactly what the next few days are like. For the next few days, I just drop into a fucking dreamland with Brynn. It’s absolutely lunacy, and I’m fully aware of the thousand different ways I’d be fucked if it ever got out. But I can’t—literally can’t—stop. I won’t stop. Not with her.

      So for the next few days, we’re in our own little world. She basically moves in, and it’s not to the guest room, it’s to my room. For the next few days, she shares my bed, wrapped in my arms. She shares my shower, too. And the hot tub, and the living room floor, and the couch, and against the inside of the front door. And in the backseat of my car. And on top of my car, in the garage.

      And we’re barely less wild at school. Suddenly, Brynn Henley finds herself getting sent to the Principal’s office left and right. She gets herself detention, with me, on the night I need to stay late to finish up some administrative stuff. Of course, I barely get it done since I’m too busy groaning in my chair as Brynn swallows my cock. I’m too busy spreading her out across my desk and fucking her slow and deep, just letting it build and build and build until she comes so fucking hard for me.

      It’s wild, it’s untamed, and it’s fucking reckless as hell, and I do not care. I can’t. Not when being near her, or kissing her, or just touching her pulls me into this fantasy land that I never want to leave.

      But a few days later, I get pulled out of that fantasy world, ready or not.

      I’m done for the day, and Brynn’s got a late practice with the swim team. And as much as I’d like to drop by the practice and watch her prancing around in a skin-tight bathing suit, I’m not that far into the deep end to not realize what a shit idea that is. Brynn’s already mentioned that two friends of hers from swim, Waverly Owens and Sasha VanCortland, have noticed her, well, not sleeping in the dorms. She’s brushed them off with excuses like having to study late and practice early. But somehow, I get the impression that me showing up to practice and just fucking devouring her with my eyes, or her fucking up because she’s making eyes with me might just be a terrible idea.

      So instead, I head across campus and take the short walk into downtown Southworth for a drink. I take deep breath of crisp fall air, smiling and feeling like I’m walking in a goddamn fantasy world as I step into The Walrus and take a stool. The bartender knows me and slides me a scotch on the rocks, and I thank him and take a sip, when the voice comes at me from behind.

      “Evening, headmaster.”

      I freeze. There’s a familiarity to the voice, and even if not, it’s not a nice greeting. It’s a voice laced with poison and malice. I turn, my jaw tight and my hand closing into a fist, and when my eyes finally take him in, I growl.

      Fuck.

      It does take me quarter second to place him, but when I do, the hairs on my neck stand up.

      “Remember me?”

      Yeah, now I do. The greasy little weasel of a man grinning at me is Lorenzo Tonelli, the mob guy that thought he could lay hands on Brynn or make her fucking work for him at that goddamn club because of her father’s debt. The man I almost beat the shit out of when I yanked her out of there. And it seems he’s fully aware of who I am now, which is not good, for a number of reasons.

      “I do,” I growl. I reach for my glass, taking a slow, measured sip as my eyes move over the rest of the room. Yep, there they are—four of them, trying to blend in like they’re not there with Lorenzo but failing miserably. For one, two of them are the two goons I smacked the shit out of that night, and they’re still nursing those bruises. One even catches my eyes and glares before he quickly looks away, remembering that he’s supposed to be “secret” backup for Lorenzo or whatever. I roll my eyes, swallowing my scotch.

      “So, listen, Headmaster—”

      “It’s just Principal.”

      “Huh?”

      Lorenzo scowls, and I shrug.

      “It’s Principal, not headmaster.”

      His eyes narrow. “Whatever. Listen, I’m not here to start any shirt.”

      “No?” I nod at the guys around the room. “Sure looks like it.”

      He shrugs. “Listen, pal, you want to tell me why you’re protecting the girl?”

      My eyes lock onto his, unblinking.

      “Not really.”

      He grins this sickly smile that makes my jaw clench.

      “Hey, listen, Principal, I get it! No, I do. I mean, that is one hot little bitch, huh?”

      My lips pull back in a snarl.

      “Careful.”

      He chuckles. “Buddy, I’m on your team here! I get it! That’s a tight little ass on that cutie! Shit, if I were in your shoes, I’d be protecting her like a treasure too!”

      I grip my glass tight, but I don’t respond to the clear provocation. He wants me to react, so that his guys can dog pile me.

      Lorenzo wags his brows, peering at me for a response and then frowning when he doesn’t get it.

      “You gettin’ your dick wet, headmaster?”

      “Principal.”

      He snorts a laugh, shaking his head. “This fuckin’ guy.” he sighs. “She’s staying with you, yeah?”

      I don’t say a word, and he rolls his eyes.

      “I know she is, pal. And I get it. But whatever, we won’t go there. We’ll just pretend that guys like you and me are perfect gentleman, huh?”

      He grins as my face hardens.

      “But brass tacks, let’s talk. How much?”

      I frown. “Pardon?”

      “How much, Colton,” he says thinly, using my first name in a way that chills me.

      “Look, I can come back with a bunch of fellas and break down your fucking door and take her, or you just make some dough and be on your way. I know teachers get paid shit in this country.” He sighs. “I mean there’s the real crime, am I righ—”

      “Winchester is a nice gig,” I growl quietly. “I’m fine with money.”

      He glares at me. “I’m sure. But how much.”

      “You realize I could call the cops right now, don’t you?”

      He chuckles, shaking his head. “Yeah, maybe. But we both know you ain’t going to.”

      “No?”

      He laughs. “Fuck no, Colton. You would have already, and I know why you haven’t. We both do.”

      “You need to stay away from her.”

      “You need to get your fat nose out of other people’s business,” he snaps back. “Her daddy is a way bigger crook than me, you fuckin’ white knight prick. And he stole a lot of money from me.”

      “That’s between you and him.”

      “And her.”

      “No,” I growl thinly, putting my drink down and standing. I glare down at him, towering over him as I clench my jaw. I see his goons around the room begin to walk over, but he waves his hand, keeping them back.

      “No, Lorenzo, we’re done here. And you’re done with her. You want what you’re owed? Take it up with her father. But if you come sniffing around for her again? You come onto my fucking campus and try and scare her? Or fucking touch her?”

      I snarl, the sound sudden and savage enough to startle him.

      “You come near her, or me, again, and I’ll break you in half.”

      Lorenzo swallows, his beady eyes flashing at me before he clears his throat and glares at me.

      “Not smart, pal.”

      “Walk away, right now.”

      He eyes me, slowly nodding.

      “Last chance. How much.”

      “Fuck off.”

      He snorts, shaking his head. “You’re a fucking idiot, pal.”

      “And you’re not hearing me.”

      “Just give me a fucking dollar amount,” he sneers. “And you can wash your hands of this whole little mess you’ve managed to step—”

      “If you’re not gone in five seconds, I’ll break both your hands, and then put every one of your guys skulking around the room here in the hospital. Do we understand each other?”

      He rolls his eyes, and he starts to open his mouth when I stop him.

      “Look at me,” I growl. “Look at me and tell me I’m fucking bluffing.”

      He glares at me, chewing on it before he snorts and shakes his head.

      “This ain’t over, Principal Kane.”

      “Yes, it is.”

      “If you say so.”

      “I do.”

      He chuckles as he pulls a wad of cash out of his pocket and tosses a hundred-dollar bill onto the bar.

      “Drinks on me.”

      “No thanks.”

      “Jesus, fuckin’ boy scouts, man!” he snaps, glaring at me. “Then fucking burn it, fuck, I don’t care. But you will be seeing me again.”

      “Better bring more guys next time then.”

      He smiles thinly, shaking his head as he turns and starts to walk away.

      “Maybe I will, shithead,” he throws over his shoulder. “Enjoy your whore—I mean your drink.”

      My jaw clenches, and I glare at his four guys as they all glare at me before following Lorenzo out.

      Well, this just got more interesting.
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      “You’re sure you’re okay?”

      I blink, looking up from my study notes across the table at Waverly.

      “Huh?

      “Look,” she sighs. “I don’t want to be a nag, you just seem… you know, off? You have for a few weeks now, and I’m just worried about you. I’m not trying to pry, I just—”

      “Okay,” I swallow, sighing. “Okay, I’m going to tell you.”

      She frowns. “Brynn, I’m seriously not trying to—”

      “No, no it’s fine,” I sigh, pushing a strand of hair out of my face. “You’re going to hear about it soon anyways,” I mumble.

      No, I’m not telling her about Colton. I mean, not right now at least. With as crazy about him as I am, and as wild as it is, and as much as I want to scream it from the roof of Winchester, I know what the stakes are. I know even if Waverly would, of course, keep it a secret, it’s just one more possible way for it to leak, even accidentally. And the story of us leaking could destroy everything. His career, for one, not to mention making life hell for me for the rest of senior year.

      So, no, I can’t tell her. Yet. I will, someday, but it’s not today. But I know I can get some of the weight off my chest, and if anyone will be able to not judge about all the shit with my dad, it’s Waverly.

      And so, I tell her.

      I tell her about the fraud, and the fleeing the country, and Geraldine disappearing, and that the government might be taking basically everything we own. I leave out Colton, and all the stuff with Lorenzo, but when I’m done, I’m near tears, and Waverly’s running around the table to grab me into a hug.

      “I’m so fucking sorry, Brynn,” she gasps, holding me tight as I sniff away tears. “Holy fuck, that’s a lot! You should have told me!”

      “I know,” I mumble quietly. “I just…” I shake my head.

      I was just too caught up in falling head over heels for our gorgeous, hunky principal.

      “I was just trying to process it all. And I guess I thought if I didn’t talk about it, it would just… I don’t know.”

      She smiles wryly. “Go away?”

      I nod, and she smiles again as she hugs me close.

      “Yeah, been there.”

      I snort. “Right.”

      “I’m serious!”

      I smile at my friend. “Waverly, all due respect, you’re breaking state records in swim, your mom just got a sweet new job, you got to move into a really nice single room in the dorms, and you’re all glowy all the time, which makes me pretty sure there’s a guy you’re not telling me about.”

      She blushes scarlet, and I grin.

      Knew it.

      Waverly has been all glowy recently, I just haven’t given her a hard time about it because I know she’ll tell me when she’s ready. But it’s been going on for weeks now, and now I’m just really freaking curious about who this mystery boy is that has her all peppy and smiling all the time.

      “It’s no one,” she blurts out. “It must be the chlorine.”

      I snort, rolling my eyes. “Right. I’m sure.”

      She bites her lip, eying me. “Look, it’s, uh…” she shrugs. “It’s complicated?”

      “More complicated than Ramona Weiss dating her stepbrother?”

      Waverly giggles, and I grin.

      “I mean, you want to talk scandals…”

      “Yeah, but that’s just a scandal because people are ridiculous and gossipy. They’re not related, and they had that whole history before his dad married her mom. And besides, Jamison and Ramona are—”

      “Fucking adorable, I know,” I groan. And it’s true. Despite being one of the “big events” of the school year so far, most people have stopped really giving a shit about Ramona and Jamison. Because at the end of the day, they’re just two people in love, and they’re stupid-cute about it.

      Waverly sighs. “Anyways, yes, it’s more complicated than that.”

      My brows arch. “Go on.”

      She laughs. “Nope. Later. Maybe.” She smirks. “Maybe I’ll tell you when you tell me about whatever secret you’re keeping.”

      Doubt it.

      “We’ll see,” I say quietly. She smiles, giving me another squeeze before she sits in the chair next to me.

      “I’m sorry about your dad, and your stepmom.”

      “Thanks,” I say quietly.

      “Look, no one here is going to—”

      “Probably half the students at Winchester have parents who bought into my dad’s bullshit, Waverly,” I mumble. “Trust me, when it comes out, they’re going to care.”

      She smiles wryly, squeezing my hand. “I’m here, you know. So is Sasha.”

      I snort. “I thought Sasha was holed up with Charlie getting laid eight ways to Sunday all week.”

      Our friend Sasha has been with the same guy—Charlie—since they were really young. He goes to another private boarding school in Connecticut, but whenever he visits, Sasha fully utilizes having a single room to basically disappear for the week. Which is fine, even if honestly, Charlie seems like kind of a tool.

      Waverly makes a face. “I haven’t talked to her, and please do not say anything, but…” she shrugs. “I’m not sure everything is sunshiny in paradise.”

      “Shit, really?”

      She nods.

      “What makes you think that?”

      Waverly grins. “Her room has been quiet.”

      I laugh. Waverly’s room is across the hall from Sasha’s. Charlie’s already visited once since she moved into the dorms, and Waverly basically spent the week in my room on the other side of the building to get away from the constant and loud sex sounds.

      “It’s quiet?”

      “Yeah, and I even saw Sasha going to class, which is usually not even close to a thing when Charlie’s visiting.”

      “Hope they’re okay.”

      Waverly grins mischievously. “I mean, do you?”

      I laugh. We’re on the same page about Charlie being kind of a dud for our bubbly, cool friend.

      “Aright, I gotta get to training.”

      I frown. “Now? We don’t have swim practice today?”

      I mean, granted, Waverly is the golden goddess of the swim team, and may very well swim in the Olympics someday, but still.

      She blushes as she quickly scoops up her stuff.

      “Yeah, it’s… last minute stuff. Camden wants me to work on my hundred-meter breaststroke.”

      I arch a brow. “Oh Camden, is it?”

      She blushes fiercely.

      “Not ‘Coach Kirby’?”

      “We’ve just been working together a lot, that’s all. For training.”

      I grin, eyeing her. “Sure, for training. Is he showing you the best way to breaststroke?”

      Her blush turns downright scarlet, and I laugh. I love how flustered she gets sometimes. I mean, you’d almost think from her reaction that there was something going on with her and our coach, but I’m positive there isn’t. Not with “always driven, always training, dedication is everything and I don’t have time for boys” Waverly Owens. The blush is, I’m sure, mostly just because Coach Kirby is freaking gorgeous. I mean there’s not a girl on the team who wouldn’t want a one-on-one lesson on “breast stroking.”

      “Oh, go swim, dork. Then maybe you can take out your hormones of being wet and half naked in a pool with Coach Kirby on this new mystery guy of yours.”

      She blushes again, nodding quickly.

      “See you later?”

      I nod. “Yep.”

      She scampers off, and I shake my head, going back to the studying. But after another half an hour, I’m burnt out anyways. I pack my stuff up and head out of the library, crossing campus in the direction of the Principal’s manor, my heart beating faster with every step. I’ve become a pro at this the last few days. There’s a hedge and iron fence around Colton’s back garden, and a path that leads behind that to some faculty parking lot. But the path itself is heavily wooded with weeping willow trees, and I’ve learned pretty fast that you can duck under the branches and sneak to the back fence, and if someone’s left the gate open—like Colton always does—you can slip right in without a single person seeing you.

      My pulse skips as I grin to myself, hugging my hoodie tighter against the autumn wind as I half skip towards his place.

      “Ms. Henley?”

      I whirl, the scream catching on my throat and my face going white before my eyes focus on who I’m actually looking at.

      A woman. Not Lorenzo or any of his goons. She looks to be in her mid-twenties, and pretty if not severe looking in a sharp business suit and her dark hair pulled back almost painfully.

      “I’m so sorry,” she smiles wryly. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

      “Do I know you?”

      She shakes her head. “No, I’m afraid you don’t.” She frowns, looking down at a pile of manila file envelopes in her hands. “Ms. Henley, I work with your father at his organization.”

      My mouth dries, my lips tightening.

      “I see.”

      “Oh, no. No, I…” she frowns again, stammering. “Can I call you Brynn?”

      “Who are you?”

      “Sorry,” she stammers. “My name is Olivia Simpter.”

      “And you work with my dad?”

      “I did.”

      She frowns. “Brynn, it’s been brought to my attention—well, to a few of us who worked at the…” her frown deepens. “Well, the fraud, it appears.”

      “What has?”

      “That you’re holding back on talking to the authorities or giving any testimony against your father.”

      I eye her. “He’s my dad.”

      “I realize that, and I know that makes this so much harder, but…” she shakes her head. “You need to hear this.”

      “Ms. Simpter, I’m very aware of what my father did—”

      “No, you aren’t,” she says quietly. “Not even half of it.”

      I swallow. “What?”

      “Defrauding his investors? That was just the tip of the iceberg. I think he planned to keep it going for as long as he could, but realized the authorities were on to him for… well, other things.”

      A cold shiver teases through me.

      “Excuse me?”

      “Do you maybe want to go somewhere and—”

      “I don’t know you, Ms. Simpter. Right here is fine.”

      She smiles. “Of course.”

      “So? What else do you think he—”

      “You can call me Olivia, Brynn. And I don’t ‘think’ anything.” She bites her lip before she sighs. “It might be best for you to see for yourself.”

      She nods at one of the campus benches near us on the walkways, and I nod as I follow her over and sit. Olivia hands the stack of files over to me and when I take them, I shiver. I open the top one, and I’m ready to ask her again who the hell she is and why she’s here at my school to talk about my dad, when suddenly, my heart stops.

      Oh God.

      The paper is titled “Project Gemstone,” and when my eyes scan lower, my heart starts to sink. It’s a mining corporation that my father apparently owns somewhere in West Africa near the Congo, and as I start to read, my stomach starts to turn. Phrases like “acceptable mortality rate” and “disciplinary motivational techniques” jump off the page. I turn it, and instantly, my hand flies to my mouth, tears in my eyes and a choking cry on my lips.

      Pictures. It’s pictures of what can only be descried as hell. Horrible little shanty huts with starving looking children and their parents looking even hungrier—most missing limbs. And there on the dirty work overalls and on the walls of some of the buildings is the same logo from the top of the “Project Gemstone” sheet and the name “Congo-Atlantic Mining Corporation.” My eyes scan lower to a row of numbers—statistics—and when I realize what they are, the tears start to flow.

      They’re death tolls.

      “What—” I choke, shaking my head, and Olivia puts her hand on my arm. “Acceptable mortality rate!?” I hiss. “This says fifty-percent of the workforce died.”

      She nods, her face white. “I’m so sorry, Brynn. But this is just one of these, well, the ‘types’ of operations your father was running.”

      “And you worked with him?”

      She shakes her head. “Not on this shit, no. I’m an analyst. None of us who are now digging this stuff out new about it. It was all coded and hidden as bylines in other corporate spending.”

      I feel cold, numb. And slowly, I look up at her.

      “And there’s more?”

      She nods quietly. “Brynn, there’s…”

      “Tell me,” I whisper.

      “There’s a lot more.”

      Oh, and there is. File after file, my heart starts to break, until I’m just crying as I read about the monster that my father really is. Chemical plants hidden on wilderness protection land in India where the entire workforce and surrounding population all got lung cancer from lack of any sort of control on chemical fumes. Poaching operations in Africa and China. I glance at one page until I realize it’s about trafficking women—young, young women—for sex in Eastern Europe, and I look away before I throw up.

      “My father…” I whisper, shaking my head as I push the files back into her hands. “My father is a monster.”

      Olivia swallows, her hand moving back to my arm. “I’m so sorry to be the one to show you all of this, honey,” she says quietly. “But you needed to see it. All of us in the analytics department who discovered this thought you should. We can go to the authorities with it, but the contracts and non-disclosures we all signed could tie this up for years. Your dad could even spin it long enough for his lawyers and his fixers to bury everything.”

      I swallow. “So, you want me to bring it to the authorities.”

      She nods slowly. “I know it’s a lot… God, Brynn, I know it’s so much, but I honestly don’t know if any of this will see the light of day otherwise.”

      “Olivia—”

      “Just think about it? Okay?” She looks at me plaintively. “Please, Brynn. Just consider it.”

      I nod slowly, numbly, and she stands and takes the files from me.

      “I’m going to put these somewhere where your father can’t touch them. But it’s your testimony that could make or break this. I’m sorry, Brynn.”

      I nod, not able to even do much more than glance up at her as she smiles sadly.

      “I’ll be in touch soon, okay?”

      “Yeah… yeah,” I say quietly. She gives me one last small smile before she turns and walks away into the night, leaving me spiraling and grasping for a lifeline. But then, I stand, I turn, and I start to run for the only lifeline I know.
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      “Whoa, whoa!”

      I growl, catching her in my arms as she comes exploding through the backdoor I’ve just opened at her knock. She hugs me fiercely, and when the sobbing comes against my chest, I growl as I hug her fiercely and protectively.

      “Tell me, baby girl,” I growl gently, holding her tight.

      “My dad!” she sobs, crying into my chest. “He’s… he’s a monster.”

      My scowl deepens as I hold her tight and carry her back through the house. I brush past the dinner I’ve been making us, through the house, up the staircase, and right down the hallway to my bedroom. I pull back the covers and slip her under them, pulling the bankers up tight around her and holding her close as she shakes and sobs. And I just hold her like that, neither of us saying a word until finally, her crying slows.

      “Colton,” she whispers hoarsely.

      “What happened, Brynn?”

      And then, she tells me.

      Holy fuck does she tell me. She tells me about Olivia, and of all the hidden shit in her dad’s business operations. The chemical leaks, the sex trafficking, the blood money, the sick kids, all of it. My bile rises and my jaw clenches, and I just hold her to me as she lets it all out in a rush. And when she’s done, I just keep on holding her tight until her breathing comes back to normal.

      I lean down, kissing the top of her head before I start to slide out of bed.

      “I’ll be right back, beautiful. Okay?”

      She nods, her face white like she’s in shock. I kiss her forehead and then head downstairs, putting on some water for tea and then making a call to a number I haven’t called in forever to a voice I haven’t heard in close to ten years. I speak for about ten minutes, telling him everything, and then thanking him before I hang up. I get the tea and bring it up to her, sliding into bed next to her as she whispers a thanks and brings it to her lips.

      “We’re going to figure this out, Brynn,” I say quietly, leaning in to kiss her head again. “And I just spoke to someone who might be able to help.”

      She freezes, her eyes darting up to mine. “Who?”

      “A lawyer friend of mine.”

      She frowns. “Colton, I don’t know who I can trust—”

      “You can trust him,” I growl quietly. “I do. With my life. Literally.”

      She looks at me curiously, and I slide an arm around her. “Baby, I have to tell you something.”

      “Anything,” she whispers, nodding slowly.

      “Before teaching, and before I was a principal, I had another life.”

      She smiles quietly. “I didn’t think most high school principals knew how to fight like you fought those guys in the club.”

      I shake my head grimly. “I was in the service, Brynn. Special Forces.”

      Her eyes go wide, and I close mine as I pull her tight.

      “It was my whole life—or at least I thought it was, until I got tired of the death, and the bloodshed. I got tired of…” I’m about to say “killing,” but I hold back on that for now.

      “I got tired of being a weapon,” I say softly. “There’s enough destruction in the world, and when I knew I was done, I decided I was going to build and make things better, not help tear the world apart.”

      “So, you went into teaching?”

      I nod, smiling thinly. “It was that or heading off into the country to be a farmer.”

      She giggles. “I think I might like you in denim overalls and a straw hat.”

      I chuckle. “Well, it appears I like dress shirts and slacks better.”

      “Me too,” she smiles, her hand sliding over my chest and gripping my button up.

      “Sam was in my squad back then. Now he’s a lawyer, and a good one.”

      Brynn shakes her head. “My dad should be in jail,” she says quietly. “Tomorrow, I’m going to the police.”

      I nod grimly. “Sam can help facilitate that.”

      “He’s really that good? I mean my dad’s legal team is—”

      “Sam’s a head prosecutor with the Southern District of New York.”

      Her brow shoots up. “Holy shit. And he’s really going to help?”

      “He’s going to go over options about legally shielding you from your dad, so you don’t get pulled into any of this shit. You’ll be totally separated from him.”

      “Him and my trust fund,” she mumbles.

      “I’ve got money, baby.”

      Brynn smiles, looking up at me. “Not what I meant. I just meant leaving my dad is going be… well, a change in lifestyle.” She frowns. “But I think I just read that the lifestyle I know was paid for in blood money.” Her face darkens as she shakes her head. “And I don’t want any part of that.”

      She turns, looking up at me as she leans in and kisses me slowly and softly. It’s not heated or erotic or anything this time, it’s just this deep, emotionally connecting kiss. She pulls back, blushing a little as she bites her lip.

      “I wasn’t looking for you, you know.”

      I smile. “I wasn’t looking for you, beautiful. And this goes against everything I am as a principal and an educator.”

      “So why—”

      “Because I can’t stop with you,” I growl fiercely, making her gasp as I pull her close. “Because I don’t ever want to stop with you.”

      Our lips come together again, but this time, the fire catches. She moans softly, pulling me into her as she sinks down onto the bed, and when I move on top of her, she gasps as one leg slides around my waist. And suddenly, we’re moving like liquid together.

      She’s still wearing her school uniform, and I start to peel it off piece-by-piece. Her blouse falls open, and she shrugs it off her shoulders, kissing me hungrily as her hands feverishly open my shirt. I toss mine away as she does the same to hers, her bra soon following before we sink back other. The plaid skirt unzips and falls away, and soon enough, I’m kicking my slacks and boxers away too. She moans as my fat cock pulses against her little white panties, and when she pulls them to the side, we both groan as my thickness drags over her slippery lips.

      Neither of us need or want foreplay, we’re both just so fucking eager to be where we belong, with me inside of her. My swollen head easily pushes though her slick, hungry lips, and when I slide inside, she moans as her legs wrap around me. I plunge in, and Brynn cries out in pleasure, her nails raking down my back as I bury every inch of my cock inside of her tight little cunt.

      I slide out and back in, moving slow but deliberately as we start to rock together, only coming apart once so she can slip her panties down her legs and kick them free. And when I plunge back inside, I know there’s no stopping until we both explode. I kiss her fiercely and possessively, kissing her with every part of me as we rock together. Her moans tease through my ears, driving me wild and urging me on.

      “Faster,” she moans. “Harder.”

      And who am I to deny this goddess what she wants?

      I thrust deep into her, grunting as my muscles bunch and her tight little pink pussy stretches around my big cock. I can feel her knee-high socks tease my sides—this last little vestige of her uniform and a filthy reminder that I’m balls deep in an eighteen-year-old schoolgirl. I plunge deep, the slick, wet sounds of us coming together mixing with my groans and her whimpers of pleasure, until I swear, I could come just from the sounds alone.

      Her ankles tighten around my waist, and when she reaches down to cup my heavy, cum-filled balls, I roar as my eyes roll back in my head.

      “Will you come in me, Colton?” she whimpers, panting as her pussy ripples up and down the length of me.

      “You want my cum, baby girl?” I growl into her lips, plunging deep as she squeals in pleasure. I grip her ass tight, grinding into her as her nipples drag over my chest and her tight little body begins to tense and ripple under me.

      “You want me to fill this pretty pussy up with my sticky cum until it drips down your thighs?”

      She moans wildly, nodding eagerly as she throws her head back, clinging to my neck.

      “You want me to make a fucking mess of this naughty little cunt? Spray it full of my seed, pull out, and cover it with my cum?”

      She screams in pleasure, her back arching as her walls clamp down tight on me.

      “Colton!” She moans, panting as she rocks hard against my deep thrusts. “Colton, I—you’re gonna make me…”

      “Come,” I snarl into her lips savagely as I rut into her, plunging my cock deep inside of her as her nails drag over my balls and her clit grinds against my shaft. “Come for me, beautiful.”

      I sink my cock to the hilt in her tight little pussy, and suddenly, we’re both exploding together. I roar, crushing my lips to hers as my balls draw up and the cum spurts from my swollen head deep inside of her. Brynn moans, her climax shattering through her as her pussy squeezes me so tight, milking more and more cum from me as she falls over the edge.

      I grunt, pulling out of her and grabbing my cock. I stroke, gasping as hot spurts of my pearly white cum land in thick ropes across her tummy, and her pussy, dripping down her thights until I push my head against her clit and rub. I growl, more come spurting over her clit as I tease her right into another orgasm, before the two of us literally just collapse into the sheets.

      On my back with this angel curled up against me, one leg over my waist and one arm across my chest, I know one thing: she’s mine.

      She’s mine, and no matter what’s coming our way, I’m going to protect her with everything I have and everything I am, damn the consequences.

      I’m going to be held to that a lot sooner than I think…
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      Something’s wrong.

      I wake up with a growl in my ear and Colton’s arms tightening around me. My pulse skips, and as I blink awake, I’m aware that he’s already very awake.

      “Colt—”

      “Shh, baby,” he whispers quietly but fiercely. His muscles tense, and when I look up at him sitting up in bed, I can see his eyes sharp and piercing as they scan the bedroom.

      And suddenly, there it is again. At first, I think it’s some knocking at the front door, which is insane considering it’s the middle of the night. I reach for my phone before I remember that it’s downstairs in my bag from when I first came stumbling in last night. The knocking comes again, but suddenly, there’s a wrenching, splintering sound, and my heart jumps into my throat.

      “Colton!”

      “Let’s move!” he hisses, jumping from the bed and scooping me naked into his arms. I cling to him, panting, my pulse racing as he storms out of the bedroom.

      “What’s happening?!”

      He doesn’t say anything, but his jaw clenches as he swiftly carries me down the hall towards the guest room—the guest room that happens to have a small balcony off of it overlooking the garden. My blood chills.

      “Is—is it Lorenzo?”

      His eyes dart to mine, and he doesn’t even have to say anything for me to know.

      “Oh God—”

      “Nothing is going to happen to you, baby,” he growls lowly, opening the guest room door. “I swear to you.”

      He shuts the door behind him, locking it before he strides to the closet. He yanks out the same robe he gave me that first night and helps me put it on to cover my nudity. He’s still naked himself, but when we hear the sound of men’s voices and footsteps rumbling up the stairs, he tenses and whirls. Colton growls, striding to the balcony door and opening it. He carries me out, shutting the French doors and striding to the edge. We both glance over, my heart pounding.

      “Can you climb?” he growls.

      I swallow, panting, my head swimming as I glance down at the ivy-covered trellis going down the side of the house. It’s not far, maybe twelve feet down, and I nod.

      “Yeah.”

      “Good girl,” he grunts, setting me down and pulling me to him. He kisses me fiercely, my pulse still ringing in my ears as the moonlight bathes us in white.

      “I need you to climb down and run. Don’t look back, just fucking run right to the campus safety office by the main gates. Tell them to call the—”

      “Wait, you’re coming with me!”

      His face hardens as he shakes his head. “I’m going to stall them he—”

      “No!” I gasp, my face turning white. “No, you’re fucking coming with—”

      “In here!!”

      The yell comes from inside the guest room, and suddenly, the light inside flicks on.

      “Brynn, go!” Colton roars, physically yanking me up and swinging me out into empty space. I scream as he swings me down into the ivy, my fingers clawing at the vines and trellis as I start to scramble down. There’s a crashing sound and a roar, and I look up to see Colton yelling as a man in black half shoves him over the edge.

      “Colton!”

      Colton snarls, wrenching away from the man and shoving an elbow into his nose. The man screams, clutching his bloodied, shattered nose when Colton suddenly bellows, picks him up, and tosses him over the side of the railing. The man shrieks, falling past me and hitting the ground with this horrible crunching sound. My stomach turns, and I quickly scramble the rest of the way to the ground. The guy on the grass isn’t moving—at all, but when there’s another yell, I look up and scream.

      “COLTON!”

      He’s scrabbling with two other guys, fighting both of them at once as they try and either pin him to the ground or throw him over the damn edge.

      “RUN!” he bellows, glancing down at me. “Brynn, run!”

      The adrenaline roars through me like fire, when suddenly, the kicked-in back door to the house falls off its hinges as two other guys come charging out, right for me. I scream, turning and booking it for the gate, but when two hands snag me, the scream curdled from my lips as they yank me back.

      “BRYNN!”

      There’s a roar, and then the sound of men screaming. I’m yanked around just in time to see the figures of two men in black hit the ground with a thud, and suddenly, like a savage, naked Tarzan or something, Colton leaps right over the edge of the balcony and lands in the grass with a snarl. His eyes are fierce, and his muscles are bulging and rippling as he shouts and charges, barreling right into the two guys holding me and slamming them to the ground. A shot rings out, and he winces, jumping away from the tuft of grass that kicks into the air. He whirls and charges the guy standing at the back door, slamming him into the wall and wrenching the gun away.

      Hands grab me and I shriek as they yank me around until I’m face to face with him.

      Lorenzo.

      “You little bitch,” he snarls. “No one fucking walks out on a debt they owe me! Let’s go!”

      He nods at the two guys, and they start to drag me to the gate, when suddenly, one of them slumps to the ground. And it takes me a second to realize the bang I just heard was a gunshot as I glance down to see him lying motionless in a pool of something dark.

      Holy fuck.

      “Brynn!”

      Colton smashes into us like a fucking lion, throwing me away from Lorenzo and his other goon into the grass before he slams the goon into the fence.

      “Colton! Behind you!!”

      He whirls without even thinking, ducking on instinct as Lorenzo’s pistol shot goes over his head. And suddenly, I’m not watching Colton Kane the high school Principal. I’m watching Colton Kane the trained soldier. The Special Forces trained machine. He lunges, muscles rippling as he slams into Lorenzo, slamming him into the ground, whirling, and bringing his gun up in one smooth motion. The goon holding a shotgun aimed right at him grunts and drops the gun, tumbling to the ground before suddenly, it’s quiet.

      Well, almost.

      Lorenzo is screaming bloody murder, but Colton silences him with a fist to the face, turning his screams into muffled, blubbering cries. Colton looks up at me, his face hard and his eyes piercing into me.

      “Are you okay?”

      I blink, my mouth opening and closing.

      “Brynn.”

      “Yeah,” I nod slowly, still numb. “Yeah, I’m okay.”

      “Can you get my phone from the kitchen?”

      I nod. “Yeah.”

      I run through the house and grab his phone, and when I get back out, Colton’s growling as he ties Lorenzo to the back porch with a garden hose. He takes the phone from my hand and glances at me.

      “I’m calling the cops, Brynn.”

      I pale. “Colton, if they come, and I’m here—”

      “This ends now, baby,” he says quietly. “We’re past playing it safe. You could’ve been hurt tonight, or fucking killed—”

      “I’m not letting you lose your career for me!”

      “You are my everything,” he groans, moving into me and scooping me into his chest. “Brynn, the rest of it doesn’t matter. All that matters is you being safe.”

      I bite my lip as my mind whirls, until suddenly I freeze as I look up at him.

      “You protected me tonight.”

      He frowns. “Of course, I—”

      “The police don’t have to know it was me, do they?”

      He arches a brow. “I think our shithead friend here might—”

      “What, contradict the word of the esteemed principal of a very wealthy, prestigious private school?” I glare at Lorenzo, who’s holing his bleeding face.

      Slowly, Colton starts to grin. “I’ve mentioned how incredible you are, right?”

      I smile as he pulls me close, and when he kisses me slowly, I melt against him.

      “Go, angel,” he murmurs. “I gotta call this in before a neighbor or someone else does after hearing those shots.”

      I freeze. Shots.

      “Colton—”

      “Self-defense, baby,” he says quietly. “I’m going to be fine here. But you need to go, now, and get back to your dorm without anyone seeing you. Think you can manage?”

      “There’s a lot of campus safety officers out there,” I say, my mouth twisting.

      Colton shrugs, grabs the gun off the ground where he’s left it, points it at the back fence and fires off the rest of the shots in clip. I cling to him, covering my ears until it’s over.

      “Well, now every campus safety officer and cop in a three-mile radius is on their way here,” he growls, a half smile on his face.

      “Colton, I can’t let you just tackle this yourself.”

      “You can, baby,” he growls. “Now go, now!”

      He kisses me fiercely, and I gasp into his lips before he pulls back.

      “Brynn.”

      I raise a brow, and he smiles.

      “I love you.”

      I blink, my heart swelling up before I slam into him, hugging him fiercely. “I love you too.”

      “Now go, baby. Please. Go so I can make this right and end this shit with this asshole.”

      I nod, backing away from him, squeezing his hand.

      “Hey Colton?”

      He raises a brow and I giggle.

      “Maybe put some pants on.”

      I kiss him once more before I turn and run. And I just keep running, all the way back to the dorms.
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      “Jesus Christ, Colton.”

      Jerry Halter, the Southworth Chief of Police, whistles lowly as he glances around the backyard. The place is swarming with four other cops and about five of the Winchester campus cops. People are taking photos, and putting little flags where the bullet holes are, and of course, marking the bodies.

      Yeah, bodies.

      Lorenzo brought six guys with him when they broke into my house for Brynn.

      …They should have brought more.

      Two of them are in rough shape. One might not walk again. The other three are dead. And I have zero regrets. None. You might say it’s that I’ve been numbed by wars, or programmed not to feel by the Special Forces, but really, it’s a lot simpler than that: they came for the girl I love, and I put them down.

      Simple as that.

      Of course, the Principal of Winchester killing three mafia thugs and putting three more in the hospital in his own backyard is… well, something to discuss.

      “Mind if we go over some of the details?”

      I nod. “Sure, Jerry.” I gesture inside, and he nods, following me through the broken back door, through the house, and into my study. I’ve already given a statement about how I was ambushed by guys breaking into my house for unknown reasons to a deputy, but I know Jerry’s going to have deeper questions. And rightfully so. It’s not like this shit is common for a place like Southworth.

      “So, you don’t know these guys?”

      I shake my head. “No. I was at a bachelor party a little while ago and saw two of them and that guy I tied up outside who I think is their boss. But all I saw was them roughing up a stripper. I told them to knock it off and that was it.”

      He nods. “Any idea why they came for you?”

      I shrug. “Could be the big bar tab I paid for, could be the Rolex I was wearing that night. Maybe they figured out who I was and thought this place would be full of antiques or something. I mean it’s a historic home.”

      Jerry nods. “Look, Colton, I’m going to level with you. I’m inclined to just take your word on this, but that asshole you tied up is claiming you had a student here with you?” He frowns. “I mean with you, if you catch what I mean.”

      I snort. “You realize that sounds absurd, right?”

      Jerry chuckles. “I do, but, I gotta ask, Colton. He and the two who are actually talking say there was a girl here.”

      I take a measured breath, nodding. This is all part of my plan.

      “I did have someone over,” I say quietly.

      Jerry’s brows shoot up.

      “And this person is…?”

      “I don’t know her.”

      He frowns. “Colton—”

      “Look, we met at a bar, and she’s married, okay? We had some drinks, one thing led to another…” I shrug. “I don’t even have her number, and I’m guessing she’s never going to come forward if you put the call out.”

      Jerry sighs heavily, pinching his nose.

      “Well, fuck, Colton.”

      “She freaked out when they came charging in and just took off. I think one of them grabbed her, but she shook him off and booked it out the back gate.” I chuckle quietly. “I did promise her a wild night, but this might have been more than she bargained for.”

      Jerry chuckles, shaking his head.

      “So you have no way of contacting this woman?”

      I shake my head.

      “A name?”

      I make a big show of frowning. “Laura? No, maybe Lindsey.”

      I smile sheepishly. “Look, Jerry, I work pretty fucking hard, and when I get one night to blow off steam…” I shrug. “You’re single, you get it, right?”

      Jerry snorts and pats his sizable stomach.

      “Oh, sure, sure, Colton. You and me, we’re basically the same guy.”

      I chuckle and he grins.

      “I’m not exactly pulling married ladies these days, but, sure, I get it.”

      He frowns. “Look I’m going to level with you, legally, this mystery girl seems pretty suspicious. I mean a little convenient, isn’t it?”

      I chuckle. “Not really. I’d call it shitty. I was having a great night before these assholes showed up.”

      He smiles, shaking his head before he frowns. “You need to talk to anyone about… you know. What happened tonight?”

      “I’m good.”

      He nods. “I figured.” He shrugs. “I pulled your background earlier. Special Forces, huh?”

      I frown. “I don’t really like to talk about it.”

      “Nope, I get it,” he growls, clearing his throat. “I’m Marines, you know.”

      “No shit?”

      He nods. “Two tours in Kuwait back in the say.”

      I smile, nodding as he sighs.

      “So you did not have a student at your house tonight?”

      Yes, I did.

      “No, Jerry,” I chuckle. “I did not—”

      “Woah! Woah! That’s enough chatting!”

      I whip my head around and grin at the sight of Sam, my Ranger buddy turned kick-ass lawyer, striding into my study.

      “Chief Halter?” He growls. “You understand that my client needs his attorney present before he—”

      “Sam, Sam,” I chuckle. “It’s fine. Jerry’s a friend.”

      “Yeah, well this friend says that friend needs to leave so we can discuss tonight properly.”

      “Colton’s not being charged with anything, you know,” Jerry frowns.

      “Goddamn right he’s not.”

      I roll my eyes at Sam and turn to Jerry. “Listen, can we follow up tomorrow? I’ll come down and make another statement.” I shrug. “I’ll bring coffee.”

      Jerry grins. “Throw in some glazed donuts and I’m out of here.”

      I laugh as I shake his hand. “Thanks for your help tonight.”

      “No problem. The morgue boys should have the, uh…” he frowns. “The other ones out of your yard in an hour or so.”

      I thank him again, and Sam closes the door to my study behind him.

      “Fuck, Colton. C’mon! You don’t talk to the fucking cops before I—”

      “It’s fine, Sam,” I chuckle. “Jerry’s a friend.”

      He growls, striding to my bar cart and pouring two huge glasses of scotch.

      “Here, cheers,” he growls.

      “Cheers.”

      He winks. “It’s great to see you, buddy. By the way.”

      “Same, man. Been way too long.”

      He sighs. “Okay, so, no bullshit. I’m putting my attorney hat on, and this is all client privilege.” He eyes me. “That girl you called me about. The student.”

      My jaw tenses.

      “That was her here tonight, wasn’t it?”

      I’m silent, and Sam swears.

      “Jesus, Colton.”

      “It’s not like that,” I growl.

      “You’re fucking a student,” he mutters.

      “I’m not just fucking her,” I spit back. “And watch your mouth with her.”

      He glares at me. “C’mon, man. What are you, in love with her?”

      My look hardens, and Sam’s brows go up.

      “You can’t be serious. Fuck, are you serious?”

      “And if I am?”

      He groans. “Then we’re in much bigger trouble here.” He sighs. “Colton, as your lawyer, walk away. From her, from this shit with her dad. I’m serious man, just leave it.”

      I shake my head. “I’m not doing that.”

      He growls.

      “You’re a stubborn asshole, you know that, right?”

      “So I’ve been told.” I smile thinly. “Probably by you.”

      “Yeah but when I said it, you had two of your fingers plugging a bullet hole in my side.”

      “And where would you be now without this stubborn asshole?”

      He rolls his eyes, growling as he knocks back the rest of his drink.

      “Look, I’ll quit, alright? Winchester, I mean.”

      Sam gives me a look.

      “Colton, you love being in education. And believe me, you quit, and this shit gets out, you’re never working in this industry again. Period.”

      I chew on that, my brow furrowed. He’s right, I do love working in education. A lot, actually.

      “She could drop out?”

      This time it’s my turn to shoot him a look.

      “Not a chance. She’s smart, her grades are amazing, her extracurriculars are perfect. No. Flat out no.”

      Sam sighs, blowing air out through his lips. “Well, this what we in my biz call an impasse then, Colton.”

      Fuck.

      Now what.

      

      Two hours later, after Sam’s left for the night, I call her.

      “Hey,” she says eagerly. “Jesus, Colton, I—is everything… What did Chief Halter—”

      I laugh, and I can almost hear her frowning when I do.

      “Brynn,” I growl, smiling as I shake my head. “One question at a time?”

      She snorts. “Sorry. First question. Can I come over?”

      I groan. “Aside from the four police officers guarding my house and the entire campus wondering what the fuck is going on over here? Definitely.”

      She groans. “Well, crap.”

      “Tell me about it,” I groan. “You over here right now is literally the only thing I want right now.”

      “Colton… tonight…”

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah,” she says quietly. “I mean, I’m scared, and tonight was terrifying, but… yeah, I’m okay.”

      “I’m sorry, baby,” I growl. “I didn’t…” I close my eyes. “You didn’t need to see that.”

      “You were protecting me.”

      I nod.

      “Colton?”

      “Yeah, baby?”

      I hear the hesitation in her voice.

      “You—you’re not going to jail or anything, are you?”

      I smile. “No, I’m not. Even Chief Halter is writing it up as self-defense. I mean it’s not over, but no, I’m not going to jail.”

      “Good,” she mutters fiercely, making me grin.

      Suddenly, my phone buzzes with a number I don’t recognize. I glare at it, dismissing it before I keep talking to Brynn.

      “Listen, we’re going to be fine, okay?”

      “What about if Lorenzo tells them I was there?”

      I smile. “I may have mentioned that I was in the middle of a tawdry affair with a married woman who fled when trouble went down.”

      Brynn snorts. “How scandalous.”

      “Seriously.”

      “Almost as bad as fucking your eighteen-year-old student.”

      I grin, and goddamn if my cock doesn’t swell.

      Suddenly, Brynn swears.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah… shit, do you mind if I get this call?”

      “Sure?”

      She makes a tsking sound. “I actually think this might be Geraldine?”

      “Stepmom Geraldine?”

      “I know, fitting for this night, isn’t it?”

      I shake my head. “Sounds about right. Yeah, go ahead.”

      “I’ll call you right after.”

      “Sounds good.”

      “Hey Colton?”

      I smile. “Yeah?”

      “I really love you; you know.”

      The grin spreads wide over my face, and my heart skips.

      “I love you too, baby girl,” I growl quietly before I hang up the phone.

      I sigh, standing and heading back to my bar cart to pour a drink. Fuck, Sam’s right. What we’re in right now is an impasse. I scowl as I bring the scotch to my lips, when suddenly, my phone goes off again. I answer without looking.

      “Well that was fast.”

      There’s a pause, and I frown.

      “Mr. Kane?”

      I yank the phone from my ear and glance at the caller ID, and my scowl deepens as I vaguely recognize the number as the one that just called me a minute or two ago.

      “Who is this?”

      There’s a beat before the woman’s voice replies.

      “Mr. Kane, this is Geraldine Henley.”

      I freeze. Brynn’s stepmother?

      “What can I do for you Mrs. Henley,” I growl, my jaw tightening. This is the woman who fucking ran off when things went bad with Brynn’s father, and with some of Brynn’s money, apparently. The fuck does think she’s doing, calling me?

      …And how the fuck does she even have my cell number?

      “Actually, you know what?” I spit. “I’m pretty sure I’m hanging up right now. Your stepdaughter is going through a lot right now, and blood or not, running off like that and abandoning her is pretty fucking low if you ask—”

      “Can I answer your first question before you go on with your tirade?”

      I scowl. “Pardon?”

      “You asked me what you could do for me.”

      “It was rhetorical,” I spit.

      “Well what you can do is listen, Mr. Kane,” she says back tightly. “Please.”

      My eyes narrow. “You have a minute.”

      “What’s the story back there, hmm? That I ran off? Stole money? And where am I, exactly? Switzerland? Thailand? Russia?”

      “Greece, I’ve been told,” I growl.

      She barks a laugh. “Ah, well, Mykonos does sound lovely right now, especially after the last month I’ve had.”

      “Thirty seconds, Mrs. Hen—”

      “I’m not in Greece, Mr. Kane. Or Russia, or Thailand, or anywhere else you’ve heard. And trust me, I haven’t stolen any money from Brynn.”

      “And you expect me to believe that… why?”

      “Because,” she snaps. “For the last four weeks, I’ve been a fucking prisoner.”

      I frown. “Excuse me?”

      Brynn’s stepmom sighs. “Clint, that’s Brynn’s father, got wind that I was going to be leaving him. Well, that and that I’d snuck into his office at night looking for tax records for my attorney, and stumbled on his other, shall we say, less than legal, morally reprehensible business ventures. I believe a Ms. Simpter made contact with Brynn to tell her about all of that?”

      I nod, my jaw clenching.

      “Well, Clint found out, and had some of his goons lock me up on one of his yachts. I’ve been in stuck, mostly locked beneath deck off the coast of Miami for the last month, Mr. Kane.”

      Holy shit.

      I whistle lowly, standing and running my fingers through my hair.

      “And you’re free now, I assume?”

      “About an hour ago, yes,” she says tersely. “Some of my own staff finally got wind of it and called in the coast guard.”

      “Jesus, Mrs. Henley—”

      “Let’s leave it at Geri, please?” She laughs bitterly. “Trust me, I’ll be dropping Henley as fast as I fucking can.” She sighs. “So, there’s the big story, Mr. Kane.”

      “Colton works.”

      “Fair enough. Colton, I’m not a great mother, I’ll admit that. But I’m not a bad person, and I’d never run out on Brynn like that.”

      I sigh slowly. “Well, Geri, I’m glad you’re okay, and I’m sorry to hear about…” I whistle lowly. “Well, all the shit you’ve had to deal with. And I’m glad you’re free of Brynn’s father.”

      “Yes, yes…” she trails off, and there’s a moment of silence before she clears her throat. “Colton, I’m actually calling for a specific reason. A request, you could see. Or maybe an offer. Either way, I think you’ll be interested in this.”

      My brow furrows. “I’m listening.”

      “Terry—that’s my new man, who I was leaving Clint for. Terry Desplaté…” she trials off like I should know who the hell this is, but I don’t.

      “Well, anyways,” she barrels along. “He’s a bit of an entrepreneur, and one of his ventures is primary ownership of a private school in the south of France. Lycée Montange D’or?”

      I frown. That I actually have heard of.

      “That’s a fantastic school, Geri. I’ve heard a lot about them.”

      “Ahh, well, wonderful. Have you ever been?”

      “No—look, I’m sorry Geri, but what is it you wanted to ask—”

      “They’re looking for a new headmaster.”

      I blink, my pulse skipping. “Really.”

      “Really,” she parrots back. “And listen, I was thinking it might be nice for Brynn to get out of the U.S. for a while… you know, get away from the media shit show when all of this stuff with her father goes public soon. So…”

      She trials off, and I frown.

      “What exactly are you saying, Geri?”

      She laughs. “Colton, you’re a smart man, what does it sound like? I put your name through Terry for consideration, and as it happens, they love you.”

      I blink, my jaw dropping.

      Hold up… what?

      “You’re serious?”

      “Entirely, yes. Colton, they’re offering you a job at four times your current pay.”

      I whirl, my head spinning.

      “And if I’m happy in Southworth? At Winchester?”

      She laughs quietly.

      “Colton, I have my own people, and they’ve been keeping tabs on my stepdaughter.” She clears her throat. “Close tabs.”

      My jaw clenches. Shit.

      “Look, I’m not mad or anything,” she laughs. “No, the opposite. You’re a good man, and you’ve protected her from all of it—her father, those thugs he did business with. All of it.”

      “What you said about Brynn getting out of the States for a while…”

      “I think she should go to Lycée Montange D’or to finish out her senior year, along with you as its new headmaster. And this school is, shall we say, freer with students’ activities on campus? And curfews? And, shall we say, dating choices?”

      My mind goes blank, and I blink.

      “Geri, precisely what are you saying.”

      She laughs. “Jesus, Colton, I’m handing this to you on a silver fucking platter. I’m saying I have a very well-paying job for you, that Brynn can come too, and that for what it’s worth, you have my blessing with her, if you treat her well.”

      She pauses.

      “And you will treat her well?”

      “Of course,” I growl fiercely. “Always, and forever.”

      She laughs. “Well then, I’m not sure why we’re still having this conversation.”

      I chuckle, when suddenly, I hear a knock at my front door.

      “Geri, would excuse me for a second, there’s someone—”

      “At your door, right?”

      I frown.

      “Are your people still watching me?”

      Geri laughs heartily. “No, Colton, but I called Brynn right before I called you and told her what I was going to offer you.” She snorts. “I’m amazed it took her longer than a minute to get to you. Oh, and I’ve pulled some strings, and the cops outside your place are gone.”

      I blink, trying to find words but coming up short.

      “Geri—”

      “You’re welcome, Colton,” she says quietly. “And thank you, for looking after Brynn.”

      “You never have to thank me for that.”

      I can hear her smile.

      “Go to her, Colton. And think about the offer—”

      “Yeah, I don’t need to do that,” I growl. “I accept.”

      She laughs. “Yes?”

      “Absolutely. You could tell me the job was garbage, and on fucking Mars, and if Brynn was going, I’d be there.”

      Geri laughs again. “Well, I can promise you that southern France is a touch better than Mars. I’ll have Terry send over the paperwork.”

      “Perfect.”

      “Colton?”

      I pause as I storm through the house for the front door.

      “Yeah?”

      “Be nice to my stepdaughter. She deserves nice.”

      “She deserves the world,” I growl. “Nice to meet you, Geri.”

      “Nice to meet you too, Colton.”

      I hang up, I take a deep breath, and I swing the front door open. And instantly, a little blonde rocket slams into me, knocking the wind out of me and just about bowling me over. I laugh, wrapping my arms tight around her and holding her close as we stagger back into the house. I kick the door shut, swinging her in my arms as she peppers my face and neck with kisses.

      “Are you—! I mean, did Geri?!”

      I grin. “She did.”

      “And are you going too?!”

      My eyes lock with hers, and my grin widens.

      “What do you think?”

      She frowns. “I mean, I know you love it here at Winchester, but I really think you could—”

      I laugh, pulling her close and kissing her softly and deeply.

      “I said yes, Brynn,” I growl. “Of course, I said yes.”

      Her jaw drops, her eyes going wide as saucers as she stares at me.

      “Yes?!”

      “Want to move to France?”

      She squeals, hugging me fiercely as our lips crash back together.

      “This is nuts!”

      “I know!” I laugh. “But, baby girl, I only want nuts with you.”

      She beams, kissing me again before I laugh once more.

      “Shit, guess I should probably brush up on my French.”

      She shrugs. “Oh, I can teach you.”

      “Oh really?”

      “Oui,” she purrs, and fuck if it isn’t the absolute sexiest French word I’ve ever heard.

      “As in ‘oui, oui, monsieur, emmène-moi au lit?”

      I eye her, the smile teasing my lips.

      “Which means…

      “Yes sir,” she purrs into my ear, leaning close and letting her lips brush my neck.

      “Please take me to bed?”

      I growl, my hands tightening on her as I whirl, making her shriek and giggle as I storm for the stairs.

      “Gladly,” I groan into her lips, kissing her fiercely as I take the stairs two at a time, all the way to bed.

      All the way to the rest of our lives, too.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Brynn

      

    
    
      In the end, good triumphed, and the bad guys paid. I mean, how’s that for working out? My dad did go to jail, and even though he’s blood, and even though part of me is saddened that he’ll be in there for a very long time, I know he deserves to be there. I mean, it’s white collar bullshit jail, but it’s still jail. And it means his horrible business operations are shut down for good. And if that means a little less evil in the world, and a little more justice, so be it.

      Geraldine was right, she really wasn’t a great mom figure, but as it turns out, she was looking out for me a lot more than I ever knew. So maybe she was more of a big sister or friend figure. I guess sometimes you just don’t see people for who they are.

      A lot of my father’s money was confiscated by the government, but Geraldine had some slick lawyers, and managed to snag a big chunk of it. First, she made sure I had a cushion to fall back on. It wasn’t ever going to be the kind of money I’d had waiting for me before, but then, that was blood money, and neither of us wanted anything to do with that. Actually, we did one better. Geri and I set up a trust using a lot of the money she wrestled away from my dad in court. We used it to set up hospitals and care centers in places he’d poisoned. We used it to help victims, and replant forests, and save villages. It’s not everything, and it doesn’t change the awful thing that he did for money, but it’s a start.

      As for Lycée Montange D’or? Well, needless to say, hell yes, I moved to southern France to be with the love of my life. Because obviously, Colton took the job. And as for my new setting? Honestly, I’m loving it. Yes, I miss my friends terribly, but we stay in touch. And besides, Waverly and Sasha have their own things going on—Waverly with that whole very scandalous thing with Coach Kirby which she finally told me about, and of course her swimming getting even more intense since she’s probably going to go for the Olympics soon. And then Sasha had the whole debacle with Charlie, who she finally ditched. Of course, it was what came after Charlie that’d really turn your head, but that’s a story for another day.

      In any case, they do end up visiting quite a lot, which is great.

      Okay, Lycée Montange D’or isn’t quite as laissez-faire as Geri might have said it was, especially concerning, shall we say, “unusual relationships.” I mean, it’s not like they were cool with me being involved with the new headmaster, but at the same time, it wasn’t expressly forbidden either. We did tone things down on campus, of course, including a self-made rule about not hooking up in Colton’s office anymore.

      …Okay that’s totally a lie. We absolutely still hooked up in his office, we just didn’t do as much as we could have.

      Dating and living with Colton has been interesting socially. It’s like there’s a split mindset when it comes to it. It’s made me a pariah to half the girls at the school, and a rock star to the other half, so, whatever. Either way, I didn’t care. All that matters is that we have each other. And honestly, the girls who clutch their pearls about it are most likely just jealous. I mean, let’s be real… my hunky older boyfriend is crazy hot.

      The tricky part is coming in a month, after graduation, when I head off to college. Well, for the summer at least, I’m obviously staying with Colton. We’re going to travel around the French Riviera and just live for a few months. But after that, I’ve got college, and he’s got another semester at Lycée Montange D’or. Not exactly ideal, but we’re going to make it work. Geri says I’ll have full use of Terry’s private jet whenever I feel like visiting for a weekend, so, there’s that. I’m also thinking about giving it a semester and then transferring to the Sorbonne, in Paris. I mean, a scenic train ride away from the love of my life?

      I’ll take that.

      Lorenzo, obviously, went to jail, along with most of his operation. It turns out, the guy Colton put in the hospital with a broken back flipped real fast when the prosecution offered him cutting edge surgery and rehab in exchange for names. The entire Tonelli family folded like a house of cards when that guy chose walking and freedom over paralyzation and jail time.

      Through the whole trial, Lorenzo screamed about Colton having a relationship with a student, which annoyingly caused more pause than we would have liked. In the end though, Geri pulled some more strings and found a friend of a friend of a friend—a married woman, too—who’d been in the general area of Winchester that night. A hefty donation later, and this lady was happy to sit in court and talk about the wild night of extramarital passion she’d had with Colton before a bunch of mob guys had broken in. I know, lying in a court is shitty, but screw Lorenzo. None of us were about to let a creep and a criminal like that tear Colton and I apart.

      And nothing will. I know it’s not the postcard relationship, and yes, we turn plenty of heads, even in France, with being the ages we are. But really, it doesn’t matter what other people think. Other people don’t dictate your own happiness, you get out there and you find your happiness. You find it, you grab it, and you don’t let go for anything.

      I wasn’t looking for Colton, and he wasn’t looking for me. But the world threw us together in this mad, wild, explosive way. And now? Well, and now there’s nothing that could take that away from us.

      Oh, and I do still give Colton the occasional lap dance. I’d like to think I’ve gotten much better. Plus, not having that pesky “no hands” rule makes things much more fun.

      Trust me on that.

      

      The End.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        

        
          Extra Goodies

        

      

    
    
      Thanks for reading, and I hope you’ve enjoyed Barely and the rest of the Winchester Academy series!

      If you’re just not quite ready to stop reading, or you’re thirsty for more dominant alpha professors though, you’re in luck!

      Feel free to scroll on for a sneak peek of two other books of mine. And since we’re on the subject of “growly sexy professors”, we’ll keep in theme with Professor, and His Little Bad Girl, book 1 in the Innocence Claimed series of totally standalone taboo books.

      Thanks for reading, and thanks so much for your support!

    

  

  
    
      
        
        

        
          Sneak Peek - Professor
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      She’s supposed to be untouchable. But I’ve had a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now I just want more...

      She’s the girl from my freshman lecture - my perfect, straight-A pupil and the one I shouldn’t even be looking at much less having these kind of thoughts about. No woman has ever made me feel this way, like I’m going out of my mind with raw need for her. I know the rules, and I know she’s half my age, but I don’t give a f*ck.

      Because I’m going claim her. I’m gonna be her first, and I’m going to take her until everyone knows she’s MINE.

      

      
        Chapter 1

        Liam

      

      I’m a bad man.

      Well, no, I’m a good man, but I’m about to do something bad. Because I’m staring down at this perfect little picture of innocence and temptation sprawled out beneath me, and I know I’m never going to be able to resist her.

      She’s perfect; strawberry blonde hair cascading around her angelic face with those deep blue eyes looking up at me. Her cheeks flushed pink; pink like the soft pink nipples peaking her heavenly tits. Fuck me, I could bury my face for days in the soft, creamy skin of those breasts and the way they defy fucking gravity sitting so high and perky on her chest despite being so big.

      And she’s so fucking wet for me that I can see it glistening in the low light of her dorm room. I can see how ready and willing that tight little pussy is, ready for me as I hover above her about to plunge my cock balls deep into that impossibly tight channel.

      Jesus, her dorm room.

      Yeah, this girl is perfect, but she’s also so fucking wrong. She’s legal, but she’s a student; my student for God’s sake. She’s my perfect, straight-A student that sits front and center in my freshman English literature class at Hardham College. The one I lose my damn words over when I get sucked into watching her. The one I lose my place in my readings over when I watch her chewing on the end of her pen, her eyes lost in the book in front of her. Or when she crosses and uncrosses her legs. She’s not trying to be sexy, but that’s exactly what gets me hard as a fucking rock for her.

      I doubt the University would be happy to know about my lusting over a student, but I know they’d be more than pissed if they could see me now, with the head of my cock brushing against her silken, pouty pussy.

      Her fingernails drag up my back, her hips undulating as if begging me with her body to plunge into her. I’m all too willing to oblige.

      She whimpers when I enter her, sliding my thick tool deep inside of her and practically choking on my breath at how impossibly tight and wet she is.

      Of course she is, she’s only done this once before.

      Once before, with me, when I popped her cherry and took her innocence. When I had her writhing on my cock, bucking against me and coming like a damn train going off the rails. When she begged me to fill her, and when I finally let go and pumped every drop of cum deep inside her young, unprotected pussy.

      It’s barely been twenty-four hours since, but I can’t even believe I’ve lasted this long without another taste. That honey between her legs is like my goddamn drug, and I know I’m hopelessly addicted to it.

      She rocks her hips up off the bed, moaning as the extra leverage grinds my cock even deeper inside of her; so deep that there’s no way I could possible fill her small body any further. It’s almost obscene the way her pink pussy lips stretch around my thick shaft, or how small and delicate she looks under my much older, muscled body.

      Obscene like a man my age fucking a girl her age. Obscene like taking a college freshman’s cherry on top of my desk in the English department building. Obscene like how wrong it is on every level for me to be looking at this girl, much less plunging my cock in and out of her clenching, willing pussy.

      I’d had the door locked and the shade drawn yesterday, when I tasted that young body for the first time and when I pushed through her innocence and claimed her as mine. We’re in her dorm room now, though, and the door’s not locked. Her damn roommate could walk in at any time and see us like this, and God knows what sort of shit would hit the fan then.

      Fuck, I can hear other students partying down the hall - other students I probably teach, come to think of it. And none of them can possibly know that I’m balls deep in one of their peers right now. None of them would guess in a million years that the goody-two-shoes teacher’s pet that sits at the front of the class and aces every test, and does every extra-credit assignment with flying colors is moaning under me and clawing at my back while her pussy milks me for all that I’m worth.

      None of them would ever guess that the girl with the black-rimmed glasses, and the hair pulled back in a ponytail, and the normally conservative dress for a college girl her age is now spread-eagle under her professor without a stitch of clothing save a pair of knee-high socks; the glasses to the side, and the normally contained hair wild and free across the sheets beneath her.

      She’s so fucking tight and so wet, like a silken glove around my bare cock.

      Oh, right, as if this needed anything else to be more obscene. Not only am I fucking a student half my age, but I’m bare and totally unprotected inside of her. And just like yesterday, I don’t give a fuck. Just like yesterday, I have a single, primal urge to fill this girl with my seed and make her mine.

      Mine, more than she already is.

      She’s moaning and whimpering beneath me, making these little cooing sounds that have my cock surging inside of her. She wraps her legs around me, pumping up to meet my thrusts as I start to fuck her harder and deeper, as if urging me on. And any fear I have of hurting her, or breaking her somehow - as small as she is and as big as my cock is inside of her - goes right out the window. Because I know she wants as much as I can give her, and damn am I going to give it to her.

      She gasps as I grab her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck as I bite at the skin there. “You want me to fill you up again, don’t you,” I growl, sliding my cock deep and feeling my heavy balls slap against her tight little ass. “You want to feel my come inside this tight little pussy, don’t you?”

      “Oh, God! Yes!” She moans. “Yes, Professor Martin, I want it!”

      I groan, hearing her say my professional name like that again, like she did yesterday. It makes the whole thing even dirtier, and even more lewd to hear her call me “professor” like that, and I can feel the cum start boil inside my balls.

      She’s whimpering and moaning, her hands clawing at my back and her hips urging me on as I feel her near-virginal pussy start to clench around me. I know she’s close, and I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before. I know no other man, and no other boy has ever touched her - a thought that gets me harder than steel. But I want to make her come like she’s never even conceived of coming before. I want to sear the memory of my cock buried so deep inside of her, and my voice in her ear, and my cum filling her up until it dribbles down her legs so vividly across her mind that she never forgets this moment.

      I start to roll my hips, rocking my cock in and out of her as I reach down and start to roll her clit in circles. She goes into overdrive beneath me, her breath coming in gasping hitches and her tits rocking back and forth like soft, perfect tear-drops as I fuck her hard and deep. I can feel her start to clench around me, her impossibly tight pussy starting to milk me as I feel myself start to lose all sense of control.

      “I want you to come for me, Ellie,” I growl in her ear. “I want to feel that pussy come all over my big cock and I want to feel your juices run down my balls as they empty every fucking drop inside of you.”

      “Please, fill me up!” She whimpers, gasping in short staccato breaths. “Please fill me with your cum, professor!”

      “Then you better milk it right out of me, baby. You better use that pussy to milk every drop of my cum out until it fills that tiny little pussy so much that it spills out.”

      And like a shot, she’s coming. I can feel her whole body tremble and shake under me, her eyes squeezed shut and her head thrown back. I muffle her scream with my lips, letting her moan into my mouth as she explodes beneath me. Her pussy shudders and quivers around me, milking the length of my cock to the point of boiling, and it’s more than I can take. I roar into her lips as I feel my cock explode deep within her, my balls blasting rope after rope of cum deep into her fertile, perfect, barely legal pussy.

      “You’re mine,” I growl, as we start to come back to Earth, gasping and feeling our hearts race against each other’s chests. “You’re all mine.”

      “I’m all yours,” she whispers, kissing my neck as she catches her breath.

      It’s still risky for me to be here, and I know her roommate could walk in at any second, but it doesn’t stop me from rolling over and wrapping my arms around her as she rests her head on my chest.

      And it’s perfect. Totally wrong, and utterly obscene, but perfectly so. This perfect little angel, this apple of temptation is perfect.

      Now how the fuck did I get here?
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      She's mine, she just doesn’t know it yet.

      Her name is Tempest Kensington.

      She’s eighteen years old. 

      She’s my student, and I want to know how sweet she tastes when she’s claimed for the first time.

      I’m her headmaster. I’m twenty years older than her. But damn the implications. Screw the consequences. I know I’m blurring the lines, but I. Do. Not. Care.

      Tempest Kensington is a grade-A brat. And she’s about to get a very thick, very firm dose of my discipline – over my knee and on hers.

      Barely legal. Entirely off-limits. My temptation, my addiction, my obsession. My ruin, in a plaid skirt and knee-high socks.

      It’s time for this little tease to learn exactly what happens to bad girls who look for trouble.

      

      Sweet, filthy, and oh-so-wrong in the best kind of way. If you’re looking for something extra hot and wildly over-the-top, this one’s for you! Utterly obsessed alpha hero, sassy, untouched heroine, and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to make you beg for more.

      As with all my books, this standalone novella is safe, with no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed. 

      

      
        Chapter 1

        Christian

      

      What a little fucking brat.

      My jaw tenses as I digest the shit-storm that’s just been dumped on me by my assistant principal concerning a very particular problem student.

      Suspended twice senior year — once for ditching school and smashing the shit out of a professor’s car, and the other for being caught drinking during fifth period.

      This student, Jesus Christ.

      I wasn’t expecting to take over as Headmaster of Thornbull Academy until this fall, but here I am barely two months into the job — a full summer earlier than expected, I might add — and I’m going to have to deal with this shit. Wonderful.

      Academia is hardly the career path most guys who get out of the SEALs in one piece choose, but for me, it was a calling. After all, my dad may have been a military man, and that's the path I took young, but it was my mom who was the reader and the studious one. She taught preschool. Maybe it was a combo of both of them that’s led me from squad sergeant in Afghanistan, kicking down insurgent doors and dodging bullets, to be the firm hand of control and discipline at one of the richest, most academically focused private schools in the country. The studiousness from my mother, the discipline from my dad. The courage and firmness to carry through from the SEALs.

      But like I said, I wasn’t supposed to start until fall. That was before ancient Doctor Lindon, my predecessor, passed away two months before the end of the school year and his retirement day. Not a bad way to go — quietly in your sleep next to your wife — I’ll grant him that after some of the shit I’ve seen in the Middle East. But still, it sort of put a damper on my plans to settle into the affluent seaside town of West Haven.

      On top of that, Thornbull Academy is so academically prestigious, and it’s students so insanely driven, that it offers a post-senior-year, pre-college “summer semester.” For some schools, summer school is a last chance for the fuck-ups — a hail Mary for the slackers to get their shit together and graduate.

      Not at Thornbull, let me tell you. At this place, it’s a way to add even more pages to a resume before you start in at Yale, or Harvard, or Cornell, or wherever. It’s a way for go-getter students to pack in as many college-level freshman credit classes as they can, so all these little valedictorians and salutatorians can hit the ground running at Ivy League schools. I mean hell, apparently last year, three guys used their summer program to build a stock-trading algorithm, and before they started college in the fall, they cashed out for a cool billion dollars.

      Fuck, right? These kids are eighteen, rich, connected, and have their whole lives taken care. I mean they should be out chasing tail and drinking beers on the beach, not cramming more shit into their trust fund brains.

      Not exactly the best mindset maybe for the new Headmaster, but fuck it, those are my thoughts on the matter.

      I tap the desk in front of me before stretching my arms up and straining my muscles, feeling them pull against the still not-quite-familiar feel of a dress shirt and tie.

      Whatever my feelings on this summer school thing though, it's my new duty to oversee it and all the students attending, all while prepping for a very big jump into the deep end come fall. Let’s just say Dr. Lindon left some big damn shoes to fill, and as progressively liberal and forward thinking as this town likes to think it is, I’ve seen the way most people around here look at my physique, or my combat record, and hell, at the tattoos that even a full suit won’t hide, and wonder just how the fuck I got a job as Headmaster.

      And I’ll tell you how: because I’m a goddamn smart motherfucker.

      That’s not just a boastful brag either. Stanford undergrad, top of my class and an MBA from Wharton that I worked my ass off for in-between tours. Yeah, papa may have raised a good little soldier, but mama didn’t raise no fool, that’s for damn sure.

      But, this fool has a long damn summer ahead of him. Because on top of everything else, there’s this — the file on my desk.

      This student.

      Most of the kids in this summer program are goody-two-shoes, straight-as-an-arrow go-getters. This one is here because not taking the two classes necessary means no graduation. And seriously, this file is bad. Back-talking. Swearing at teachers. Drinking in an empty lecture hall at twelve in the afternoon. As a recently “graduated” senior, this student should be out of my hair already. Except, here we are.

      I glance through the reports, and the police write-ups for the vandalism to Professor Hershman’s car last year. I mean Jesus fucking Christ, breaking the windshield was one thing, but pissing on the steering wheel afterwards?

      I shake my head and drop the thick file on the desk. Yeah, this will need dealing with. Immediately.

      Something catches my eye, and I frown as I turn to glance out the large windows behind my desk. There are three of them — two boys and a girl, all summer semester students. The bell’s already rung, but there they go, off behind the gymnasium, glancing around nervously.

      My jaw tightens.

      My blood roars.

      Because right there in the mix, is my problem student.

      So cavalierly bad news, leading these other two off to do God knows what behind the gym. Showing a total disregard for the rules, and moreover, my authority. Because this damn student thinks that just because they’re eighteen, and “technically” graduated, and probably from money and privilege, that they don’t need to obey my rules.

      I stand, my muscles tensing, the blood running hot in my veins.

      Yeah, there goes my problem student alright — flagrantly waltzing past my damn office, knowing I can see them skipping. Blatantly breaking the rules, with a goddamn smirk on their face when they do it.

      …And showing a bit too much fucking thigh under that uniform skirt, I’ll say that.

      That. Little. Fucking. Tease.

      Oh sorry, you thought I was talking about one of the guys, didn’t you? Nope. Wrong. Neither of those two are my problem student. You see, my problem student is a she. My problem student is five foot three, one-hundred-and-five pounds of pure, tantalizing, teasing, inappropriate, irresistible, trouble. Capital fucking T.

      My problem presented herself on my first day of school, two buttons undone up top, three inches rolled up below, in my office for telling Ms. Bernard, her French professor, to go to hell before storming out of the classroom.

      She did it in French, at least.

      But there she was, sitting in my damn office waiting for me looking every inch the Nabokov tease. Knee-high socks, blonde hair up in pigtails, and her soft, pink, pouty lips wrapped around a fingernail. Those big blue eyes had drawn up from my shoes, up my legs, up my abdomen, over my chest and up to my “tough” face — the one I used to give grunts in the desert who were hungry, tired, and out of line.

      And she’d grinned. Those teasing, too perfect, too pouty, too tantalizing, and just this side of wrong lips had pulled back in a sultry little smirk.

      …And I’ve been fucking hooked ever since.

      Consumed. Obsessed. Addicted. One damn look and she managed to bring out every fucking alpha caveman desire to the surface. She brought out the raw masculine need in me — to claim her, to corrupt her, to make her mine. She brought out the depraved pervert in me — the part of me that wants to wrap those pigtails in my fists and use them to pull those soft little lips down over my throbbing cock. The part of me that wants to spread those long, lithe legs, grab that pert little ass, and drive every inch of my dick into her tight, sweet little pussy until I’m sure she’s ruined for any other man.

      Forget easing into my new job. Hell, forget getting a damn minute of work done or even being able to fucking sleep at night. My waking thoughts are filled with her doing all sorts of dirty things to me, and in my dreams, I’m doing every single one of them back to her.

      Her name is Tempest Kensington.

      She’s eighteen years old.

      She’s my student.

      And I want to know what sounds she makes when she comes. I want to know how tight she’d feel as I emptied every drop of my sticky cum deep inside her fertile young womb.

      She’s off to Harvard this fall, but until then, over the summer, she and her track record are my problem. My very big, very tempting, very off-limits problem.

      I don’t realize I’m gripping my hand in a fist until I feel the pencil in my fingers snap in two places. I blink out of my filthy daydreams, dropping the pencil into the trash by my desk and turning to watch her walk off behind the gym with those two shit-heads.

      I feel my blood burn to a boil.

      I could be reading the situation wrong, but I don’t care. And I’m probably not. Teenage guys are pieces of shit, and pieces of shit smell trouble like Tempest Kensington a mile away. A million scenarios run through my head, all of them involving those assholes putting their hands on her — on what's mine.

      Because she is mine. She just doesn’t know it yet. She will bend to my authority. And I will taste that sweet fucking candy pussy of hers.

      Barely legal. Entirely inappropriate. My temptation, my addiction, my need. My ruin, in a plaid skirt and knee-high socks.

      I whirl on my heel, slamming her file shut on my desk and storming for the door. Time to start this summer semester off right.

      I’m claiming what’s mine.
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