
        
            
                
            
        

    


My Secret Harem






MILF's Wild Daughter






Cole Cross





Copyright & Publishing Info








Copyright © 2025 Cole Cross. All rights reserved.





Kindle Edition.



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.



All brand names, product names, and trademarks mentioned herein remain the property of their respective owners. They are used solely for identification and descriptive purposes without intent to infringe or imply endorsement.



No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission, except for brief quotations in reviews.












Content-Warning & Compliance Statement








This novella contains explicit sexual content intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are eighteen (18) years of age or older, are not blood-related, and engage in fully consensual activities. Reader discretion is advised.





Untitled










Chapter 1: The Receipt




The world had shattered. Tilted on its jagged edge. Or maybe that was just me, still spinning, my mind a haze of raw, pulsing need.

Lucy Greene. Naked. In my bed. In my cramped, over-the-garage studio that now felt like a fucking palace of sin.

Her pink hair splayed across my cheap pillow, a wild, rebellious halo framing the pale, flawless skin of her shoulders. Those small, perfect tits—perky, pink nipples taut in the dim light—were a goddamn revelation. For weeks, I’d stolen glances, my cock twitching at the mere thought of them. Now? They were bare, an offering, a challenge I couldn’t refuse.

My t-shirt, the one she’d teased me in, lay crumpled on the floor, a white flag of surrender. Hers? Mine? Fuck, it didn’t matter. We were both lost.


Christ, Parker. Pull it together.


But control was a distant memory, slipping away as my eyes devoured the curve of her hip, the soft dip of her waist, and the innocent yet wicked glint in her blue, wide eyes. Those same eyes that had sparkled with mischief just minutes ago when she’d purred, “Mom’s out showing houses. I’m cashing in my down-payment.”

Then she’d lifted the hem, and my world fucking detonated.

My cock strained against my boxers, a steel rod throbbing with desperate, aching need. Pre-cum already dampened the fabric, a testament to how close I was to losing it completely.

Lucy’s giggle sliced through the haze, low and throaty, vibrating straight to my balls. “You’re staring, Alex.”

“Fuck yeah, I am.” My voice came out rough, scraped raw with lust, like I’d gargled gravel.

“Mmhmm.” She stretched, slow and deliberate, a feline arch that made her perky tits jiggle just enough to make my mouth water. Her skin glowed under the faint streetlamp filtering through the window, a wild, pink-haired siren in my bed. A very naked, very tempting siren.

“Can you blame me?” I growled, my gaze raking down her body, hungry and unapologetic. The soft swell of her stomach, the smooth, bare skin between her thighs—fuck, my thighs, since she was damn near straddling me. My hands itched to grab her, to feel that silky skin under my calloused palms.

Her smile widened, a flash of white teeth in the shadows, pure temptation. “Nope. Not at all.”

Then, before I could string another coherent thought together, she moved.

One second, she was lounging, a vision of playful innocence. The next, she was a blur of motion, sliding down my body with a grace that stole my breath. Her pink hair cascaded over my chest, tickling my overheated skin. Her warm breath ghosted across my abs, a teasing whisper of what was coming.

My hands shot out, gripping her shoulders, half to stop her, half to urge her on. “Lucy, wait…”

Wait for what? A fucking permission slip? My sanity to return? Fat chance.

She looked up at me, eyes sparkling with excitement and a fierce, determined heat that made my cock twitch harder. “No waiting, Alex. Down-payment, remember?”

And then she was there. Her lips—soft, warm, and wet—closed around the head of my cock through my boxers, teasing the fabric with a maddening suck.




A shockwave ripped through me. My back arched off the bed, a guttural groan tearing from my chest.

 

Holy fucking hell.





This wasn’t like anything I’d imagined, not even close to the slow, reverent touches I’d shared with Veronica. This was raw, unfiltered hunger. Lucy’s mouth was a furnace, her tongue darting out to lick through the thin barrier, tasting the pre-cum soaking through, sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure straight to my brain. My hands slid into her soft, pink hair, fingers clenching, not to stop her, but to anchor myself before I fucking floated away.


This is real. Lucy Greene is sucking me off. Right fucking now.


The thought alone was almost as intoxicating as the sensation, a drug I couldn’t quit.

She hummed, a low, satisfied purr that vibrated against my shaft, making my hips jerk. Her head bobbed, faster, bolder, peeling my boxers down just enough to free me fully. Her lips created a tight, perfect seal, sucking with a greedy rhythm that had me seeing stars. Her tongue swirled, flicked, teased the sensitive underside, and I felt the faint graze of her teeth—just enough to remind me this wasn’t a dream.

My hips moved on their own, a primal thrust, chasing that heat, that friction. The studio, my shitty bed, the fact that her mom was my boss and her twin sister probably wanted to skin me alive—it all melted away. There was only Lucy. Her mouth. The mind-bending, soul-shaking suction.

Pressure coiled tight in my balls, building too fast, too fucking soon. I was a goner, helpless against the tide. My body was a runaway train, hurtling toward the edge.

“Lucy…” I gasped, voice shredded, barely audible. “I’m… fuck, I’m gonna…”

She didn’t stop. If anything, she doubled down, sucking harder, frantic, demanding. Her free hand snaked down, cupping my balls, fingers squeezing with just the right pressure, and that was the end of me.

The world fucking exploded.

My vision blanked to white. A raw, animal roar ripped from my chest as I came, hot and hard, spilling into her mouth. My body spasmed, bucking against her, fingers tight in her hair as wave after wave of blinding bliss crashed through me.

It felt like forever, each pulse draining me, leaving me wrecked. When it finally ebbed, I collapsed against the pillows, gasping, limbs trembling, mind a blank slate.

Vaguely, I heard Lucy moving, a soft, wet sound cutting through the silence. I forced my eyes open, chest heaving. Lucy was kneeling beside me, face flushed a gorgeous pink, lips swollen and glistening with my cum. A streak of it smeared across her chin, stark against her heated skin. Her eyes, though, burned triumphant, a wicked, satisfied gleam.

And then she fucking blindsided me.

She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, fingers steady despite everything. A quick tap, and she angled it at me, a mischievous grin curling her lips.


Click.


The camera shutter snapped like a gunshot in the quiet.

“What the…?” I started, struggling to sit up, brain still a puddle.

Lucy’s grin was pure, cat-got-the-cream smugness. She flipped the phone, showing me the screen. It was me, sprawled out, eyes half-lidded, hair a fucked-up mess, looking like I’d just been through a goddamn hurricane. A man thoroughly, completely ruined.

“My receipt,” she declared, voice dripping with smug delight. She wiggled her eyebrows, playful as hell. “Proof of services rendered. And enjoyed.” Her gaze dropped to my spent cock, then flicked back to my face, teasing. “Very, very much enjoyed.”

I stared, a storm of shit swirling in my head. Shock. Confusion. A weird, hot spike of violation. And, fuck me, a fresh wave of arousal. Even with my cum on her face, looking like she’d just gone to town on a glazed donut, she was stupidly, unfairly hot.

“You took a picture?” I croaked, still shaky. “Of me? Like this?”

“Just five seconds of your… afterglow.” She leaned closer, voice a conspiratorial whisper, her breath warm on my cheek. “Don’t worry, it’s for my private stash.” Her eyes danced with heat, raking over me again. “Unless you try to deny this ever happened.”

Deny it? Babe, this was branded into my soul. I’d be jerking off to this memory until I was ninety.

“I wouldn’t dream of denying it,” I said, voice still rough but steadier now. I reached for her, intent on pulling her down, on diving into round two. Longer. Deeper. Inside her, this time. “But how ‘bout we… make more evidence? For that stash of yours?”

I tugged her arm, expecting her to melt into me, to let me claim her in full.

But Lucy didn’t collapse into me.

Instead, she twisted away with a sudden, fierce strength, her lithe body slipping from my grasp like water. She slid off the bed, landing with a soft thud on her bare feet, putting a torturous few inches between us. My hand, still reaching for her arm, clawed at empty air, my fingers aching for her warmth.

“Whoa there, cowboy,” she teased, her voice still dripping with playfulness, but now laced with a nervous tremor that hadn’t been there before. She took another step back, her blue eyes darting to the door, then snapping back to me, wide and flickering. “Easy now.”

I propped myself up on an elbow, my brow furrowing, confusion warring with the lingering heat in my veins. “Easy? Lucy, you just…” I gestured vaguely toward my groin, then to her face, still glistening with the evidence of what she’d done. “And now you’re… bailing?”

A faint blush crept up her neck, blooming across her cheeks, a shade deeper than her wild pink hair. “Not bailing,” she corrected, though her stance screamed she might bolt any second. “Just… pacing myself.” She hugged herself, arms crossing over her bare, perky tits, shielding those perfect pink nipples from my hungry gaze. Suddenly, she looked less like the brazen seductress who’d just rocked my world and more like a skittish fawn, caught in headlights.


What the actual fuck?


This wasn’t the script I’d envisioned. After a performance like that—her hot, wet mouth owning me, draining me—I’d figured round two was a lock. A no-brainer. Especially since she’d stormed in here like she owned my cock, my bed, my entire damn soul.




“Pacing yourself?” I echoed, voice flat, edged with irritation. “After

 

that


 
?” Confusion churned in my gut, mixed with a sharp sting of rejection and, fuck me, a relentless throb of arousal that refused to quit. My cock twitched, still half-hard, still craving her. It was a messy, maddening storm of emotions.




She nibbled her lower lip, the gesture so damn sexy yet so painfully vulnerable it twisted something in my chest. “Look, Alex,” she started, her gaze dropping to the floor, avoiding the heat in my stare. “That was… incredible. Seriously. The best I’ve ever…” A shy, fleeting smile ghosted across her swollen lips. “Well, you know.” Her voice softened, almost a whisper. “But…”

“But?” I pressed, patience fraying at the edges, my body still buzzing with unmet need.




“But I’m not… I mean, we can’t…” She sucked in a shaky breath, then lifted her eyes to mine, wide and raw with earnestness. “I don’t want to…

 

do it


 
do it. Not yet.”







My brain fucking stalled.

 

Do it do it?


 
Was she seriously drawing the line at penetration? After sucking me off like a goddamn pro, snapping a photo of my wrecked face for her “private stash,” she was slamming on the brakes now?




“You’re shitting me, right?” The words slipped out, sharp and incredulous, before I could rein them in.

Her blush deepened, painting her face a delicious crimson. “No. I’m not shitting you.” She gestured vaguely toward her lower body, the smooth, bare skin between her thighs still visible, still taunting me. “I’m… I told you. Technically.”




Technically a virgin. Yeah, Helen had spilled that little bombshell once. I’d half-forgotten it in the heat of the moment. But how the hell did that square with

 

this


 
? The mind-blowing oral, the smug photo, and now this sudden, gut-punch retreat?




“So, you can wrap those perfect lips around my cock, suck me dry like it’s your damn job, snap a pic of the aftermath for your ‘collection,’ but actually fucking is off the table?” I tried to keep the disbelief from my tone, but it bled through, raw and jagged.

Lucy winced, the flicker of hurt in her eyes stabbing at me. “When you put it like that, it sounds… awful.”

“It sounds fucking confusing, Lucy. That’s what it sounds like.” I sat up fully, swinging my legs over the bed’s edge. The cool air bit at my overheated, still-sensitive skin, sending a shiver down my spine. I needed a shower. And answers. My cock ached, half-hard and protesting. “What’s going on here?”

She sighed, raking a hand through her messy pink hair, the strands catching the dim streetlight like spun candy. “It’s… complicated.”

“Try me.” My voice softened, curiosity edging out some of the frustration. I wanted to understand her, even if my body was screaming for more.

She hesitated, her gaze skittering around the tiny studio, landing everywhere but on me. For a heartbeat, I thought she’d bolt, vanish through that door and leave me with blue balls and a head full of questions. But then, resolve hardened in her expression. She padded over to my desk chair, snatched my discarded hoodie, and slipped it on. It swallowed her frame, sleeves dangling past her delicate hands, the hem brushing her mid-thighs. With her bare, toned legs peeking out beneath, she looked like a lost, sexy runaway—vulnerable, yet still so fucking tempting.

She perched on the chair’s edge, pulling her knees to her chest, wrapping her arms around them like a shield. “It’s just… I’ve never… with anyone.” Her voice was small, a fragile whisper that hit me like a punch. “And I want it to be… right. Special. Not just some… rushed thing after a… a down-payment.”




I stared, trying to reconcile this shy, trembling girl with the confident vixen who’d just blown my mind—and my load—minutes ago. It was like watching two souls clash in one body, each fighting for control. My irritation softened, replaced by a reluctant ache in my chest.

 

Fuck, she’s serious.





“So, that blowjob was… what? A teaser?” Sarcasm crept back in, a defense against the weird tenderness stirring in me. My brain felt like a scrambled mess, lust and empathy at war.

She flinched, and guilt sliced through me. Shit, I was being a dick. She was clearly wrestling with something real, something raw.

“No,” she murmured, voice soft as a caress. “It was… me. Being me. I love… that. I love making you feel good. I love… seeing you lose it.” A faint, wicked smile touched her lips, a flicker of the old Lucy. “Your face… when you came… it was everything.” She giggled, light and teasing, the sound warming my gut despite everything. “Hence the receipt.”





Control?


 
That word stuck. I hadn’t felt like she was the one in control when my soul was damn near leaving my body through my cock. But maybe that was her game—driving me wild, watching me unravel, holding the reins even as she knelt before me.




“And the picture?” I asked, my tone gentler now, searching her face for clues.

“Insurance,” she said simply, her eyes locking with mine, bold again. “And a reminder.”

“A reminder of what?” My curiosity burned, needing to peel back her layers.




“That you loved it.” Her gaze was piercing, a challenge wrapped in heat. “That

 

I


 
made you love it. That I can make you feel things no one else can.” Her voice dropped, laced with a possessive, desperate edge that sent a shiver down my spine.




There it was—a raw, fierce need beneath her teasing. This wasn’t just a hookup, not some casual game. This was deeper, heavier. A craving to be wanted, to mark me as hers, even if she wasn’t ready to give everything.

I leaned back against the wall, head spinning like I’d been hit by a freight train. Lucy Greene was a fucking puzzle. One second, playful innocence; the next, a sexual storm; and now, a bundle of nerves and hidden depths. Under it all, a current of need—for control, for validation, for something real. My cock still ached, my body humming with her touch, but my mind raced with questions.

“So, what now?” I asked, genuinely curious, frustration giving way to intrigue. “You’ve got your receipt. You’ve proven you can wreck me like no one else. Where does that leave us?”

She chewed her lip, eyes thoughtful, a flicker of heat still dancing there. “It leaves us… here.” She gestured around the studio, her voice soft but loaded. “You. Me. And a hell of a lot of… potential.”

“Potential for what?” I pressed, leaning forward, drawn in despite myself. “More mind-blowing head followed by strategic retreats?”




A real laugh burst from her, bright and clear, cutting through the tension like sunlight. “Maybe.” Her eyes twinkled with mischief, a promise lurking there. “Or maybe… something more.” She unwrapped her arms, letting the hoodie slip open just enough to reveal the curve of her bare hip, the hint of her bare skin teasing me. My gaze snapped to it, hunger flaring anew. “But you’ll have to earn it, Alex. The

 

real


 
payment. Not just the down-payment.”




Earn it. Just like Veronica had hinted. Was this some Greene family code? A test woven into their blood?

“And how do I do that?” I asked, a strange thrill bubbling up through the confusion. This wasn’t just about sex anymore. It was a game, a gauntlet thrown down. And fuck if I wasn’t already hooked, ready to play.

Lucy’s smile was slow, mysterious, and so damn captivating it stole my breath. “You’ll figure it out.” She stood, the hoodie swirling around her thighs, a tantalizing glimpse of what I couldn’t have—yet. “I should go. Before Mom gets back.”

She moved to the door, hand on the knob, then paused. She glanced back, her expression unreadable, a mix of heat and hesitation that seared into me. “Don’t think this means you’ve won, Alex Parker.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I shot back, and for the first time tonight, I meant every word.

She gave me one last, lingering look, her eyes burning with unspoken promises, then slipped out, the door clicking shut with a soft finality.

I sat there, the silence of the studio pressing in, heavy and thick. My cock still throbbed, a dull ache of unmet need, my body still wired from her touch. But my mind was a fucking battlefield. Lucy Greene was a contradiction wrapped in a mystery—bratty tease with a tender core, sexual adventurer still guarding her innocence. She pushed me away while hinting at more, craved control yet begged to be wanted on her terms.

It was maddening. It was infuriating.

And, damn it, it was the most intriguing thing I’d ever stumbled into.

Life in the Greene household was about to get a hell of a lot more complicated. And, if I was honest, a hell of a lot more addictive.

One thing was crystal clear: this was nowhere near over. It was just the fucking start.

And Lucy’s “receipt”? That little snapshot might be the least of my worries—or the key to unlocking everything.



Chapter 2: Remote Control




The next morning, I woke up feeling like I’d been pummeled by a heavyweight champ and then steamrolled by a tiny, pink, infuriatingly sexy truck. My muscles throbbed in places I didn’t know could hurt, and my brain was a foggy mess, stuffed with raw, aching memories.

Lucy.

Her name pulsed in my skull, a relentless, seductive drumbeat. The memory of last night—her hot, wet mouth owning me, her silken skin under my hands, that fucking camera flash—burned behind my closed lids. Every blink brought her back, face flushed with triumph, my cum glistening on her chin like a badge of honor.


My receipt.


I groaned, rolling out of bed, my body protesting with every stiff move. A quick glance at my phone showed it was Saturday. No classes. No work bullshit from Veronica, at least none she’d mentioned. Just a wide-open day stretching ahead, loaded with dangerous possibilities and ticking landmines, all wrapped in pink hair and blue, teasing eyes.

A shower blasted away some of the haze, hot water pounding my skin, but it did fuck-all to erase the lingering scent of Lucy’s perfume—a sweet, cloying mix of strawberry gloss and raw temptation that clung to every inch of my tiny studio. Or maybe that was just my horny-ass imagination, replaying her every move on a torturous loop.

I was halfway through a bowl of stale cereal, still half-hard just thinking about her, when my phone buzzed. A text. From Lucy.


‘Outlet mall. Ten minutes. Don’t be late. XOXO’


No context. No sweet-talk. Just a command, wrapped in a digital kiss that made my cock twitch. Classic fucking Lucy.

Part of me wanted to ghost it. Play hard to get. Make her squirm after that cocktease retreat last night. But the bigger, dumber part of me—the part still aching for her touch—was already yanking on jeans, my pulse kicking up like a junkie needing a fix.


Curiosity’s gonna fuck you over, Parker. And probably your sanity too.


Ten minutes later, I was at the curb, heart thudding as Veronica’s sleek black Porsche convertible rolled up, purring like a predator. Lucy sat in the driver’s seat, oversized sunglasses perched on her nose, pink hair whipping wild in the morning breeze. She looked like a goddamn rock star—a pint-sized, mischievous goddess of chaos.

“Hop in, sleepyhead,” she chirped, flashing a smile so dazzling it damn near blinded me. “We’re going shopping.”

I slid into the passenger seat, the cool leather a shock against my overheated skin. “Shopping for what?” I asked, aiming for casual, like this pink-haired tornado hadn’t just flipped my entire world upside down.

“Surprises,” she purred, eyes glinting behind those dark lenses with a promise that made my balls tighten. She gunned the engine, and we peeled off, leaving a trail of gawking neighbors in the dust.

The outlet mall was a sprawling maze of pastel buildings, already crawling with shoppers despite the early hour. Lucy navigated the lot with a reckless flair that somehow avoided mass casualties, snagging a spot near a main entrance with a smug little smirk.

“Okay,” she said, turning to me, her face suddenly sharp with intent, though a flicker of nerves danced in her eyes. “Operation: Distraction is a go.”

“Operation: Distraction?” I echoed, brow furrowing, completely lost. “Distraction from what?”




“From… you know.” She waved a hand, vague and flustered, her cheeks tinting pink. “Last night. The… weirdness. The… chance Mom finds out.” She shuddered, dramatic as hell, but real fear flashed in her gaze. “Trust me, you do

 

not


 
want her sniffing out the receipt.”




She wasn’t wrong. Veronica Greene, with all her warm smiles and flirty glances, had a steel core that could crush fools—or guys with illicit photos of her daughter’s conquests—without breaking a sweat.

“So, your genius plan to dodge awkwardness is… dragging me to an outlet mall on a Saturday morning?” I cocked an eyebrow, skepticism dripping. “Bold move, Cotton. Let’s see if it pays off.”

Lucy giggled, swatting my arm, her touch a fleeting spark that jolted straight to my cock. “Oh, ye of little faith. Just trust me, Alex. This is gonna be fun.”

With that, she hopped out, leaving me to stumble after her, already hooked despite myself.

For the next hour, Lucy hauled me through a dizzying gauntlet of stores. Clothing boutiques where she modeled outfits that were either stupidly pricey or sinfully skimpy—sometimes both—each one hugging her perky tits or tight ass in ways that made my mouth dry. Shoe stores where she fawned over stilettos that looked like weapons, her toned legs flexing as she strutted for me. A weird-ass shop selling nothing but novelty socks, where she dangled a pair with tiny dicks printed on them, laughing at my flustered scowl. It was a whirlwind of glaring lights, pounding music, and the synthetic tang of cheap fabric, all underscored by her electric presence.

I trudged behind, a begrudging pack mule weighed down by her growing pile of bags. My initial confusion morphed into a reluctant awe at her sheer, wild energy. The girl tackled shopping like it was a blood sport, gunning for the championship.




And through it all, she kept up a nonstop stream of chatter—her classes, her friends, the latest campus drama. She grilled me on swimming, my future, even my favorite pizza topping. Surface-level fluff, light as air, but… fuck, it was nice. Normal. A sharp contrast to the raw, charged heat of last night. Every laugh, every teasing glance, made my chest tighten with something more than lust. I wanted her body, yeah, but I wanted

 

her


 
too.




Maybe her “Operation: Distraction” was working better than I’d thought.

Then, just as I started to think I might survive this retail hell with my sanity—and wallet—intact, she froze in front of a store I hadn’t clocked before.

It was tucked into a shadowy corner of the mall, windows tinted dark, the sign a sleek, elegant script: “Whispers.”

My internal alarms blared like fucking sirens. This wasn’t a sock shop.

Lucy turned to me, her face a storm of excitement, nerves, and something hotter, deeper, that made my pulse spike. “Okay,” she breathed, voice trembling with anticipation, her lips parting just enough to draw my gaze. “This is it.”

“This is what?” I asked, eyes narrowing, suspicion warring with a growing, hungry curiosity.

“The main event,” she said, her eyes sparkling with a wicked promise that sent heat flooding through me. She grabbed my hand, her fingers small but fierce, sending a jolt up my arm as she tugged me toward the door. “Come on. You’re gonna love this.”





Bullshit,


 
I thought, even as my feet followed her into the dimly lit depths of “Whispers,” my heart pounding like a drum.




The air inside was cool, hushed, laced with a faint whiff of lavender and something muskier, something primal and forbidden. The walls were lined with shelves, but instead of clothes or trinkets, they held… objects. Strange, colorful, unmistakably adult toys and tools, gleaming under soft lights like forbidden treasures.

My brain caught up, and heat rushed to my face. This wasn’t just any store. It was a sex shop. A fancy, boutique sex shop, sure, but a goddamn sex shop all the same.

Lucy, though, seemed unfazed, her nervous energy morphing into focused curiosity. She browsed the shelves with intent, occasionally lifting an item, studying it with a tilt of her head, then setting it back with a thoughtful hum. She lingered at a display of vibrators, brow furrowed, lips pursed in a way that made me ache to kiss her—or see those lips somewhere else.

I stood there, feeling like the world’s biggest, most awkward dumbass. My face burned, sweat prickling my neck, as I tried to play it cool, like I wandered into places like this daily. But the bored saleswoman behind the counter, eyeing us with faint amusement, wasn’t buying my act for a second.

“Find anything interesting?” I rasped, voice coming out as a strangled mess, my throat tight with embarrassment and a growing, undeniable arousal.

Lucy spun to me, a small, sleek silver object clutched in her delicate hand. It looked like a futuristic lipstick—or a tiny, phallic rocket, curved just right for… fuck, I knew exactly what it was for. Her eyes flicked up to mine, shy but burning with a heat that matched the fire in my gut.

“I think so,” she said, voice shaky, a tremor of vulnerability under her bravado. She held it out, her fingers brushing mine as I took in the toy’s smooth lines. “What do you think of this one?”

I stared at the silver object in her delicate hand, its sleek, modern curves screaming intimacy. My mind, still reeling from the surreal shock of standing in a sex shop with Lucy Greene, scrambled for a single fucking coherent thought.

“I… uh…” Real smooth, Parker. A goddamn poet.

Lucy’s cheeks flushed a soft, delectable pink, a stark contrast to her wild, vibrant hair. “It’s… it’s just for, you know… outside stuff,” she stammered, her gaze dropping to the floor, shy and vulnerable in a way that made my chest tighten. “Clit-only. The saleslady said it’s perfect for beginners.”

Beginners. Right. That’s what we were—two fumbling idiots navigating sex toys in a store that reeked of lavender and forbidden thrills. My cock twitched at the thought, half-hard already, despite the awkwardness.

“Beginners at what, exactly?” I asked, voice still rough, shaky with a mix of nerves and raw, simmering arousal.

She lifted her blue eyes to mine, wide and so damn vulnerable it hit me like a punch to the gut. “I’ve… I’ve never really… used anything,” she whispered, barely audible, her breath hitching. “Inside, I mean.” She gestured vaguely toward her lower body, the smooth, bare skin I’d glimpsed last night flashing in my mind, taunting me. “I told you. Technically.”

That virginity confession again. Here, in this den of adult pleasure, it landed heavier, rawer. It made her earlier boldness—her confident, cock-sucking bravado—feel even more fucking bewildering. Or maybe, just maybe, insanely brave. My heart thudded, torn between lust and a weird, protective ache.

“So, this is… research?” I ventured, tossing in a smirk to lighten the tension, though my voice betrayed the heat pooling in my gut.

A small, trembling smile curved her lips, sexy as hell despite her nerves. “Something like that.” She turned the silver toy over in her hand, her expression thoughtful, fingers tracing its smooth edge in a way that made me ache to feel them on me instead. “I just… I want to know what it feels like. To… you know.” Her blush deepened, spreading like wildfire. “To come. Properly.”

My own face burned, probably matching hers, as the reality of this moment sank in. We were having a raw, unfiltered talk about her orgasms in the middle of a goddamn sex shop. My life had officially veered into some erotic fever dream, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to wake up.

“And you think this… lipstick spaceship… is the key?” I asked, nodding at the vibrator, trying to keep my tone light even as my cock strained against my jeans.

Lucy giggled, the sound a sweet, nervous trill that eased the tightness in her shoulders. “Maybe.” Her blue eyes sparkled with a flicker of her usual mischief, locking onto mine with a heat that made my breath catch. “Wanna help me find out?”

Before I could answer, before my brain could even unpack the electric implications of that question, she spun on her heel and marched to the counter, the silver vibrator gripped like a fucking trophy in her small hand.

The bored saleswoman arched a brow as Lucy slapped the toy down, her smirk knowing. “Just this today?” she asked, voice flat but eyes glinting with amusement.

“Yep,” Lucy chirped, fishing a credit card from her tiny purse with a confidence that belied her earlier shyness. “Unless you’ve got any… recommendations?”

The saleswoman’s lips twitched, a smirk breaking through. “For you, dear? Or for him?” Her gaze flicked to me, sharp and teasing, pinning me like a bug under glass.

My face was a fucking inferno. I wanted the earth to swallow me whole, to escape this mortifying hellscape.

Lucy, though, didn’t flinch. “For me, mostly,” she said, tossing a wink at the woman, bold as brass. “He’s just… moral support.”





Moral support?


 
My morals had fucked off to another continent the second we stepped in here, replaced by a throbbing need to see where this was going.




The transaction wrapped up with surprising speed, no fanfare, just a quick swipe and a receipt. Lucy tucked the small, discreet bag into her purse, a triumphant grin lighting her face, making her look like a conqueror who’d just claimed new territory. “Success,” she declared, grabbing my hand, her touch a live wire as she yanked me back into the blinding chaos of the outlet mall.

The shift from the hushed, intimate gloom of “Whispers” to the harsh sunlight and noisy crowds jarred me. I blinked, disoriented, my mind still tangled in lavender musk and the image of that silver toy in her hand.

“So,” I said, scraping together some composure, though my voice still carried a rough edge of arousal. “What now? We gonna… conduct some experiments?” The words felt dirty, thrilling, rolling off my tongue with a weight I couldn’t ignore.

Lucy’s grin stretched wider, a wicked promise that made my cock ache. “Patience, grasshopper.” She tugged me toward the food court, her fingers still laced with mine, sending sparks up my arm. “First, sustenance. Then, science.”

We landed at a retro-themed ice cream café, all chrome and pastel vinyl, a bubble of nostalgia amid the mall’s madness. Lucy ordered a monstrous chocolate sundae, dripping with syrup and whipped cream, while I grabbed a black coffee, something bitter to ground my spiraling thoughts.

We slid into a booth by the window, shopping bags piled beside us like trophies of our weird-ass morning. Conversation flowed easy, just like before—Lucy rattling on about her semester plans, her influencer dreams (her term, not mine), and her playful rivalry with her goth twin, Helen. It was… sweet. Normal as fuck. Almost like a real date. If you ignored the state-of-the-art clit vibrator chilling in her purse, a silent bomb waiting to detonate.

Then, just as I started to relax, just as I fooled myself into thinking shit might actually be okay, Lucy reached into her purse.

My heart fucking stopped. Was she gonna…? Here? Now?

She pulled out the discreet bag from “Whispers,” her blue eyes meeting mine, a mischievous glint burning in their depths, hot enough to sear. “Ready for some… science?” she whispered, voice dripping with anticipation, a sultry edge that made my balls tighten.

I swallowed hard, throat dry as sandpaper. “Here?” I croaked, barely audible over the café’s cheerful buzz, my pulse hammering in my ears.

Lucy’s smile was pure, unfiltered wickedness, a siren’s call I couldn’t resist. “Why not?” She glanced around, a dramatic sweep for prying eyes, her lips twitching with suppressed excitement. “No one’s watching.”

She slipped her hand under the table, the faint rustle of fabric and the soft click of the bag opening sending my imagination into overdrive. What the fuck was she doing? Was she really…?

A moment later, her hand reappeared, empty. But her blue eyes… fuck, her blue eyes glowed with a new, feral intensity, pupils blown wide with heat.

“Okay,” she breathed, voice trembling, a mix of nerves and raw need. She reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine, soft and electric, as she pressed something small, cool, and metallic into my palm.

It was a remote. Sleek, silver, matching the toy—a tiny device with a single, subtle button, pulsing with potential under my thumb.

My eyes widened, shock and arousal slamming into me. “Lucy…”

“Shhh,” she hushed, gaze flicking to her lap, then back to my face, a flush creeping up her neck, painting her skin a delicious pink. “Just… try it.”

I stared at the remote, then at Lucy. Her blue eyes locked on mine, pupils dilated, chest rising and falling fast, breath shallow and ragged. She looked… expectant. Hungry. And, fuck me, a little scared, vulnerability flickering beneath her bravado. It made me want to protect her—and ruin her—all at once.

This was batshit insane. We were in public, surrounded by people—kids whining, couples chatting, teens giggling over milkshakes. And Lucy Greene wanted me to… what? Make her cum under the table of a goddamn ice cream café?

My rational brain, the one begging me to bail since “Whispers,” was officially fucking dead. Buried under a tidal wave of reckless, primal need.

But the other part of me—the wild, impulsive beast Lucy kept unleashing—was more than intrigued. It was fucking ravenous. The thought of her, sitting there, face a mix of nerves and anticipation, while I controlled her pleasure with a flick of my thumb… it was hot. Insanely, intoxicatingly hot. My cock hardened fully, straining painfully against my jeans.

I glanced at the remote. Then at Lucy.

Her gaze burned into mine, a silent plea shimmering there—part dare, part desperation. She gave a tiny, barely-there nod, her lips parting on a shaky breath.


Fuck it.


My thumb hovered over the button, heart slamming against my ribs like a caged animal. This was either the dumbest shit I’d ever done or the hottest. Probably both. Sweat beaded on my neck, anticipation a live wire in my veins.

I pressed the button.

Lucy’s breath hitched, a sharp, tiny gasp. Her blue eyes fluttered shut for a split second, then snapped open, wider now, raw shock painting her face. Her fingers clenched around her sundae spoon, knuckles whitening, a tremor running through her.

I pressed again, holding it longer this time, a slow, deliberate push.

A small, stifled whimper slipped from her lips, barely audible but enough to make my cock throb. Her body tensed, back arching just slightly against the vinyl booth, her blush exploding across her cheeks, down her neck, vanishing into her tight t-shirt where her nipples strained against the fabric. Fuck, she was gorgeous—unraveling right in front of me.




This was… unreal. The power, the control, the raw, electric thrill of it. Watching Lucy, her face a canvas of barely contained pleasure, knowing

 

I


 
was doing this to her—it was a high I’d never known, a rush that surged through me, hardening me to the point of pain. I wanted to drag her under the table, taste her, feel her cum on my tongue, but this… this was its own kind of addiction.




I toyed with the button—short, teasing presses, then long, lingering ones—tormenting her, watching her composure fray, deliciously slow. Her breaths turned ragged, eyes glazing over, lips parted as silent moans caught in her throat. She bit her lower lip, hard, fighting the sounds begging to escape, her thighs shifting under the table, likely clenching around that buzzing toy buried against her clit.

The café—its bright lights, cheerful noise—melted away. There was only Lucy, face flushed a deep, desperate pink, body trembling, blue eyes locked on mine with a silent, burning plea. More. Stop. Something. I couldn’t tell, but I couldn’t stop either.

Then, I saw it—the shift. Her blue eyes unfocused, body going slack, fingers loosening their death grip on the spoon as a subtle shudder rippled through her. Her lips parted wider, a silent gasp, as her gaze turned hazy, lost.

She’d cum. Quietly. Publicly. Right fucking there, in the middle of a crowded ice cream café, with families and strangers oblivious around us.

A slow, predatory grin spread across my face, satisfaction roaring in my chest. I released the button, my own body buzzing with triumph and a fierce, unmet arousal that had my cock leaking pre-cum in my jeans.

Lucy’s blue eyes refocused, slow and dazed, her expression a mix of shock and afterglow, a question lingering in their depths as she stared at me.

I just winked, cocky as hell, heart still racing.

Operation: Distraction? Mission fucking accomplished.

And then some.



Chapter 3: Glow-Rave Gone Too Far




The campus Glow Pool-Rave was a fucking explosion of chaos and color. Or, at least, it had been.

Now, it was a disjointed mess of confused, sweaty students, flickering neon lights, and a silence so thick it damn near choked me. The massive speakers, which just minutes ago had been blasting bass so heavy it rattled my teeth, stood ominously mute, a graveyard of sound.

“Well, this fucking sucks,” a familiar voice grumbled beside me, laced with bratty irritation.

I tilted my head to see Lucy, perched precariously on my shoulders, her neon-pink microkini glowing like a damn beacon under the strobing blacklights. The scraps of fabric barely covered her perky tits and tight ass, every curve of her lithe body pressed against me, driving me half-mad with heat despite the crowd. Her phone was still gripped in her hand, no doubt live-streaming to her horde of thirsty online followers. Or, it had been. Now, she was probably just broadcasting a very awkward, very silent pool party.

“Understatement of the goddamn year,” I grunted, shifting her weight on my shoulders. She was light as a feather, but after an hour of being her personal throne, my muscles burned, a dull ache mixing with the persistent throb in my jeans from her bare thighs brushing my neck.

The Glow Pool-Rave. It had sounded like a blast when Lucy pitched it—a classic end-of-summer college rager, complete with a DJ, a pool of sketchy-ass murky water, and enough blacklights to make everyone look like they’d been dipped in radioactive paint. Lucy had been buzzing with excitement, practically vibrating as she dragged me toward the campus rec center, her energy a live wire I couldn’t resist.




“This is gonna be epic!” she’d squealed, already half-stripped into her neon bikini before we’d even parked the Porsche, her toned body a tantalizing flash in the dim car interior. “My followers are gonna

 

lose it


 
over this.”




Her followers. Yeah, I’d almost forgotten about them. Lucy, in her relentless chase for internet stardom, had built a surprisingly huge online crowd. They ate up her bubbly charm, her wild outfits, and, I’d bet my left nut, the occasional “accidental” skin slip. Tonight was clearly prime content fuel for her.

The party had kicked off hot and heavy. The music pounded, the energy electric, and Lucy, reigning from my shoulders like a tiny, pink-haired goddess, soaked up every ounce of attention. She danced, hips grinding against my neck in a way that made my cock ache, her shrieks of laughter piercing the noise as she waved to her fans—both the digital creeps and the drunk college kids gawking poolside. Her body was a blur of neon and raw enthusiasm, every move a tease that had me gritting my teeth to keep control.

I’d even started to unwind, caught up in the spectacle, the thumping bass vibrating through my chest, the crowd’s wild vibe almost drowning out the tangled mess of my life. For a fleeting second, I’d pushed aside the fucked-up web of emotions and unspoken rules that clung to the Greene family like a second skin.

And then, the music fucking died.

One second, the speakers were pumping a beat that could jumpstart a corpse. The next, nothing. A confused murmur rolled through the crowd, swelling into boos and pissed-off shouts. The DJ, some scrawny kid with a deer-in-headlights look, was frantically fucking with his gear, but it was useless. The party was dead in the water—literally, given the murky-ass pool.

“What the hell happened?” Lucy yelled down at me, her voice tight with frustration, her thighs clenching around my shoulders in a way that sent a jolt straight to my groin. “This is a disaster! My stream’s gonna tank!”

“Looks like a power fuck-up,” I said, scanning the setup through the dim haze. The DJ’s console was still lit, but the massive amps tied to the speakers were dark as shit. “Probably blew a fuse. Or tripped a breaker.”

A collective groan erupted as the DJ threw his hands up, defeated. People started peeling off, their neon glow sticks casting pathetic, fading streaks on the concrete, the vibe officially slaughtered.

“No, no, no,” Lucy muttered, her fingers flying across her phone screen, probably scrambling to salvage her trainwreck of a live stream. “This can’t be happening.”

A sharp pang of sympathy hit me, cutting through my irritation. For all her bratty flair and cocktease games, she genuinely gave a shit about her online persona, her “followers.” This wasn’t just a party to her; it was a fucking stage. And the curtain had just crashed down, hard.

“Maybe they can fix it,” I offered, forcing optimism into my tone, though I knew it was bullshit.

Campus maintenance wasn’t exactly known for speed, especially not on a Saturday night. This rager was toast.

Unless…

A reckless, probably dumb-as-hell idea sparked in my brain, adrenaline spiking. But fuck, most of my moves with Lucy lately had been reckless and dumb as hell. Why stop now?

“Hang on,” I said, carefully lowering her from my shoulders, her bare skin sliding against mine, a torturous friction that made my cock twitch even as I focused. She hit the pool deck with a surprised “Oof!”, her tiny frame bouncing slightly.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her blue eyes wide as I started shoving through the thinning crowd toward the DJ booth, determination hardening in my gut.

“Just a hunch,” I called back over my shoulder, her curious gaze burning into my back.

The DJ glanced up as I rolled in, his face a mix of despair and annoyance, sweat beading on his brow. “Don’t bother, man,” he sighed, slumping against his console like a kicked puppy. “It’s dead. Finito. Kaput.”

“Mind if I take a look?” I asked, already eyeballing the rat’s nest of wires and cables snaking from his setup to the silent amps, my fingers itching to dig in.

He shrugged, defeated. “Knock yourself out. But unless you’re a miracle worker, this party’s fucked.”

I wasn’t a miracle worker. But I’d spent a summer busting my ass for my uncle’s electrical company, learning the gritty ins and outs of circuit boards and wiring. More importantly, I had my trusty multitool in my pocket—the same one that saved my ass during Helen’s sabotage at Veronica’s cliffside listing. Maybe it could pull off another goddamn miracle.

I traced the power cables from the amps back to a junction box near the pool deck’s edge. It was an ancient, beat-to-shit relic, probably installed when this college was still using fucking abacuses. I flipped the cover open, the rusty hinges squealing.

Bingo.

A thick, industrial-grade fuse sat there, blackened and blown to hell, scorch marks fanning out like a bad omen. Worse, it had taken a chunk of wiring with it, a charred mess of melted insulation.

This wasn’t a quick fuse swap. This needed some creative-as-fuck rewiring—the kind that’d give any legit electrician, my uncle included, a goddamn heart attack.

But desperate times call for desperate, probably idiotic measures, right?

I pulled out my multitool, its familiar weight grounding me, the small screwdriver attachment glinting under the flickering neon like a tiny blade of hope.

“What are you doing?” Lucy’s voice, breathless and edged with worry, cut through from behind. She’d trailed me, phone still in hand, though now it pointed at me instead of her face, capturing my every move like I was the fucking star of her stream.

“Performing a miracle,” I said, flashing her a cocky grin, adrenaline buzzing in my veins. “Or possibly electrocuting myself. Either way, it’s gotta be good content, right?”

Her blue eyes widened, but a small, intrigued smile tugged at her lips, heat flickering there despite her concern. “Just… try not to die, okay? It’d be really bad for my brand.”

“Duly noted, princess.”

I got to work, fingers steady despite the electric thrill coursing through me. The damaged wiring was a fucking disaster, but with careful stripping and splicing, I bypassed the fried section, rigging a new, janky-ass connection. It wasn’t pretty. It sure as hell wasn’t safe. And it definitely wasn’t up to any code known to man. But if my half-assed calculations were right, it just might fucking work.

I took a deep breath, the acrid tang of burnt wiring stinging my nose, then carefully—fucking carefully—wedged the metal shaft of my screwdriver into the gap where the fuse had been, bridging the connection. A small spark hissed, ozone biting the air, and my heart slammed against my ribs.

For a gut-wrenching second, nothing happened.

Then, with a sudden, earth-shaking roar, the speakers fucking crackled back to life.

The bass dropped, a visceral fucking punch to the chest, and the crowd detonated.

A tidal wave of cheers, whistles, and raw, ecstatic roars crashed over the pool deck. The DJ, who’d been slumped over his console like a broken man, shot upright, eyes bugging out in disbelief. He gawked at me, then at his suddenly alive equipment, then back at me, awe breaking across his sweaty face like dawn.

“Dude!” he bellowed over the resurrected music, voice raw and ragged. “How the fuck did you…?”

I just grinned, yanking my screwdriver from the still-smoking junction box—probably smart not to leave that death trap there. “Just a little percussive maintenance,” I shot back, cocky as hell, adrenaline buzzing through me like a live wire.

Lucy was screaming, not in panic, but in pure, unfiltered joy, the sound piercing even the pounding beat. She launched herself at me, arms wrapping tight around my neck, her neon-clad body slamming into mine, all heat and curves and barely-there fabric. Her perky tits pressed hard against my chest, the thin microkini doing fuck-all to hide her stiff nipples, and my cock twitched instantly, straining against my jeans. “Alex, you’re a fucking genius! A hero! My followers are gonna lose their goddamn minds!”




Her phone, still clutched in her hand, was definitely live-streaming now, capturing my moment of triumph for every horny internet creep to see. I could already picture the comments flooding in:

 

‘OMG, he fixed it!’ ‘Marry me, hot sound guy!’ ‘Lucy, lock that man down!’





The crowd surged around us, a sweaty, glowing sea of bodies, hands slapping my back, voices yelling thanks, chanting my name like I was a goddamn rockstar. “Alex! Alex! Alex!” The sound rolled over me, feeding my ego, pumping it up to dangerous levels.

It was… fucking surreal. One minute, I’m a broke-ass college kid, fumbling through the minefield of a potential harem mess. The next, I’m the hero of the Glow Pool-Rave, the savior of Saturday night, the goddamn king of the campus sound system. My chest swelled, ego soaking in the upgrade like a greedy bastard.

Lucy, swept up in the raw adrenaline, the sheer, chaotic energy of it all, did something even more reckless, even more batshit than usual—and that’s saying something.

She scrambled back onto my shoulders, quick and nimble, her bare thighs clamping around my neck again, heat radiating through me as her weight settled. But this time, she wasn’t just hitching a ride for a better view. This time, she was the fucking show.

With a wild, uninhibited whoop that made my blood race, she reached behind her back, fingers fumbling with the clasp of her neon-pink microkini top, her movements jerky with excitement.

My blue eyes widened, heart slamming against my ribs. “Lucy, what the fuck are you…?”

Too late.

The tiny scrap of fabric popped free, fluttering down into the writhing mass of dancing bodies below. And Lucy Greene, all five-foot-whatever of untamed chaos, was topless. On my shoulders. In the middle of a packed-ass pool party. Live-streaming to the entire fucking internet.

The crowd lost its goddamn mind.

The cheers hit a fever pitch, a deafening roar that drowned out even the bass. Phones shot up everywhere, capturing the insanity, flashes popping like gunfire. Whistles sliced through the air. Some asshole even set off a party popper, confetti raining down like we’d just won the Super Bowl of bad decisions.

Lucy, either oblivious or straight-up reveling in the pandemonium, threw her head back and laughed, a wild, carefree sound that vibrated through me. Her small, perfect tits bounced with every movement, pink nipples hard in the cool night air, a sight that seared into my brain and sent a fierce surge straight to my cock. She spread her arms wide, a tiny, pink-haired, topless goddess owning her adoring, screaming worshippers.

I, on the other hand, was having a full-blown fucking panic attack.


This is bad. This is very, very fucking bad.


My mind raced, spinning through the fallout like a goddamn disaster reel. Campus admin. Coach Garrido. Veronica. Helen. Fuck, Helen was gonna skin me alive, and I wouldn’t even blame her. My hands gripped Lucy’s thighs on instinct, steadying her, but also because I needed something to anchor me while my world tilted off its axis. Her skin was hot, slick with sweat, and the feel of her bare flesh under my fingers only made my cock harder, even as dread clawed my gut.

There was nothing I could do. I was trapped, a human fucking pedestal for Lucy’s impulsive exhibitionist stunt. All I could manage was standing there, a dumbass grin plastered on my face to hide the internal screaming, praying this didn’t blow up in our faces.

Spoiler: It fucking exploded.

The footage went viral overnight. By Sunday morning, “Topless Pool Girl” and “Mystery Shoulder Man” were trending on every goddamn social media platform known to humanity. My face, clear as day in half the clips, was plastered everywhere. Lucy’s, even more so, her pink hair and bare tits a neon beacon for every perv online.

Campus was a fucking zoo. I couldn’t walk ten feet without someone pointing, whispering, or tossing me a sleazy, congratulatory wink. I was both a campus legend and the star of a brewing shitstorm, the duality hitting me like whiplash.

The first official sign of trouble slammed down Monday morning with a summons to Coach Garrido’s office. He was not fucking amused.

“Parker,” he barked, face a stone wall of disapproval, his voice a low growl that made my balls shrink. “What in the Sam Hill were you thinking?”

I mumbled some half-assed excuse about faulty wiring and youthful stupidity, sweat beading on my neck. He didn’t buy it for a second.

The warning was sharp and brutal. One more fuck-up, one more lapse in judgment, one more viral clip of my dumb ass next to a topless Greene twin, and I was off the swim team. Scholarship, torched. Future, flushed down the shitter. His glare burned into me, promising pain if I tested him.

The message was crystal: Keep my head down. Stay out of trouble. And, for the love of fuck, stay away from Lucy Greene when she’s anywhere near a camera and a flimsy bikini top.

Easier fucking said than done.

Because Lucy, despite the ass-chewing she must’ve gotten from Veronica, seemed completely unbothered by the chaos. If anything, she was thriving on her newfound infamy. Her social media followers had skyrocketed overnight. She was, in her own giddy words, “internet famous,” prancing around with a smug little grin that made me want to both kiss her and throttle her.

And me? I was her unwilling sidekick. Her partner in crime. Her… mystery shoulder man, tied to her reckless orbit whether I liked it or not.

The next few days blurred into a haze of awkward apologies to Veronica—who, to her credit, handled it with a grace that didn’t match the steel warning in her hazel eyes, promising swift, brutal consequences if this shit repeated. Helen’s icy glares were a whole other beast; I was pretty damn sure she was actively plotting my murder, her dark stare cutting through me like a blade every time we crossed paths. I spent every waking moment dodging Lucy and her ever-present phone, desperation mounting with every near-miss.

It was exhausting. It was stressful as fuck. And, if I was being brutally honest with myself, it was also… kind of exhilarating. The rush of it, the danger, the way Lucy’s wild energy kept pulling me in—it lit something primal in me, even as I cursed myself for it.

Life with the Greene family was a lot of things. Boring wasn’t fucking one of them.

But as I lay in my bed in the over-garage studio, staring at the cracked ceiling, Coach’s warning looping in my head like a broken record, I knew shit had to change. I couldn’t keep balancing on this razor-thin tightrope. Sooner or later, I was gonna fall—hard.

And when I did, it wasn’t just my spot on the swim team at stake. It was… everything. My shaky-ass life, the fragile stability I’d clawed together, and this tentative, confusing, utterly intoxicating tie to the three women who’d flipped my world on its head in record time.

Yeah. This was definitely fucking bad.



Chapter 4 – Master Bedroom




“Alex, could you give me a hand with something upstairs?”

Veronica’s voice, warm and laced with that familiar honeyed tone, floated down the hallway. It was a few evenings after the Glow-Rave mess, and I’d been keeping my head down, fixing odds and ends around the house, trying to stay out of trouble. But trouble, it seemed, had a way of finding me—especially when it came wrapped in Veronica Greene’s sultry timbre.

“Sure, Veronica,” I called back, setting down the screwdriver I’d been using to tighten a loose cabinet hinge. “What’s the job?”

“Just a bit of heavy lifting,” she replied, appearing at the end of the hallway with a faint, playful smile tugging at her full lips. She was dressed in a sleek silk blouse and tailored slacks, her chestnut hair swept into a loose knot at the nape of her neck. Every inch the polished realtor, and every inch the woman who’d already burned herself into my memory—her taste, her touch, that night at Sandpiper Lane still vivid as hell.

“My toolbelt’s in the studio,” I said, already moving towards the garage. “I’ll grab it quick.”

“No need for the toolbelt, Alex,” she countered, her smile deepening with a glint of mischief in her honey-colored eyes. “Just bring those muscles of yours. They’ve proven… quite useful before.”

I couldn’t help the smirk that tugged at my lips. Useful, huh? That was one way to put it. My life had taken a wild turn since moving into the Greene’s over-garage studio, and Veronica had a way of making every task feel like a loaded invitation. After everything we’d shared, I knew better than to think this was just about lifting something heavy.

I followed her up the sweeping staircase to the second floor, my eyes inevitably drawn to the sway of her hips in those slacks, a reminder of how her curves felt pressed against me. The Greene family home was a damn palace, a Mediterranean-style villa that dwarfed my little studio into a broom closet by comparison. We moved down a long, carpeted hallway, stopping at a pair of ornate double doors I hadn’t crossed before.

“The master bedroom,” Veronica announced, pushing one of the doors open with a graceful gesture.

I stepped inside, taking in the sheer size of the space. A massive four-poster bed dominated the room, draped in crisp, white linens that looked too inviting for my own good. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a panoramic view of the backyard, moonlight spilling over the landscaped gardens. This wasn’t just a bedroom; it was a sanctuary. Her sanctuary. And being here, in her personal space, hit different than the staged master suite at Sandpiper Lane where we’d first crossed that line.

My gaze landed on a large, antique mirror propped against one wall. Ornate, heavy, with a carved wooden frame that screamed old money. I had a hunch this was my “heavy lifting” target.

“You want me to help hang this?” I asked, already sizing up the weight, the logistics. My mind was half on the task, half on the memory of her lips around me, the way she’d looked up at me that night, hazel eyes burning with hunger.

“If you wouldn’t mind,” Veronica said, her voice soft but carrying that undercurrent of warmth I’d come to crave. She gestured to the wall above the headboard. “I thought it would look perfect there.”




It would. And it’d also reflect every damn thing happening on that bed. My brain didn’t hesitate to supply a flood of images—her beneath me, over me, the mirror catching every angle of her lush body as we moved together. I shook the thought off, barely.

 

Focus, Parker. Keep it professional. For now.





“No problem,” I said, aiming for casual, like I hung priceless mirrors in personal bedrooms every day. “It’s heavy, though. We’ll need to make sure it’s secure on the studs, check the hardware…”

Veronica waved a hand with a knowing smile. “All taken care of.” She pointed to a small toolbox tucked in a corner. “I’ve got everything we need.”

Of course, she did. Veronica Greene didn’t do half-measures, whether it was real estate or… other pursuits.

We got to work, maneuvering the mirror into position. It was an awkward, close-quarters dance, our bodies brushing against each other in the tight space behind the bed. Her hip grazed mine as we adjusted the angle, her hand steadied on my arm for balance, sending a wave of heat through me. Every touch, every shared glance, carried the weight of what we’d already done together, a silent acknowledgment of the fire we’d ignited. The air thickened, not with tension, but with a charged, familiar heat that had my pulse kicking up a notch.

“Careful now,” she murmured, her breath warm against my ear as we lifted the mirror onto the hooks she’d prepped. Her tone was teasing, almost a purr, reminding me of how she’d whispered to me before, right before taking me apart with her mouth.

“Always am,” I shot back, my voice rougher than I meant, catching her eye with a smirk. Her lips twitched, a flicker of amusement and something hotter passing through her gaze.

Finally, with a shared grunt of effort, the mirror locked into place. We stepped back, still close, admiring the result. It looked damn good, reflecting the opulent room, the moonlit garden beyond, and us—standing shoulder to shoulder, a little too close, our reflections charged with an energy I couldn’t ignore.

“Perfect,” Veronica breathed, her voice carrying a satisfied lilt, but her hazel eyes were on me more than the mirror, shining with something that made my chest tighten. “Thank you, Alex. I knew I could count on you… again.”

“Anytime,” I replied, my tone low, loaded with the memory of every “anytime” we’d already shared. I should’ve stepped away, made some excuse to head back to my studio, kept things from spiraling. But with her looking at me like that, all honeyed heat and unspoken promises, I didn’t move an inch. Neither did she.

The silence stretched, not awkward, but heavy, electric, broken only by the faint tick of a clock somewhere down the hall. Veronica’s gaze held mine, a slow burn that had my heart pounding, my hands itching to pull her close, to feel her again.

“Wine?” she offered, her voice a soft whisper, cutting through the charged quiet with a hint of a smile.

My sensible side didn’t stand a chance. Not with her. Not after everything.

“Wine sounds… damn good,” I admitted, a grin tugging at my lips, my throat already dry with anticipation.

Her smile widened, beautiful and edged with danger, a look I’d seen before and knew meant trouble—the best kind. “I thought you’d say that.”

She moved to a small wet bar in an alcove, pouring two glasses of deep ruby-red wine with that effortless grace of hers. She handed one to me, her fingers brushing mine, a deliberate, lingering touch that sent a familiar surge straight through me, waking every nerve that remembered her.

We clinked glasses, the sound a quiet chime in the still room. “To another job well done,” Veronica said, her hazel eyes sparkling with more than just the wine, a toast that felt like it carried weight beyond the mirror.

“To another job well done,” I echoed, taking a sip, the rich flavor hitting my tongue, though it did nothing to cool the heat building in me. Her gaze, her nearness—it was all I could focus on.

She gestured to the bed, those crisp white linens looking more tempting by the second. “Why don’t we sit? My feet are aching after today, and I’d rather enjoy this with you… comfortably.”

My body moved before my brain caught up, following her lead as we settled on the edge of the massive bed, closer than necessary, her thigh warm against mine. She sipped her wine, hazel eyes never leaving mine, a slow, appreciative look that had my pulse racing, memories of her on her knees flashing through my mind.

“You know, Alex,” she started, voice soft, intimate, curling around me like a caress, “this room… it’s always felt a little empty. But with you here, it’s different. Warmer. Like it’s finally… ours to share.”

I swallowed hard, the weight of her words, the implication, hitting deep. “Ours, huh?” I managed, voice rough, caught in the pull of her gaze.

She leaned closer, her scent—vanilla and musk, pure Veronica—filling my senses, intoxicating. “Ours,” she confirmed, a whisper, her lips so close I could almost taste the wine on them. “Just like every moment we’ve stolen together.”

This was it. No turning back. Not that I wanted to. With her, I never did.

I closed the distance, my lips crashing into hers, the wine forgotten as need took over, a hunger built on every touch, every memory we’d already made.

The kiss exploded between us, a collision of raw hunger and pent-up need, built on every stolen moment we’d already claimed. Veronica’s lips were soft, warm, tasting of rich wine and that intoxicating essence that was purely her. My hands found her hips, pulling her closer on the edge of that massive bed, her lush curves pressing into me—those heavy breasts, the soft swell of her belly, the firm line of her thighs. It was a rush, a fucking inferno, every nerve remembering how she felt, how she’d already taken me apart and put me back together.

Her arms looped around my neck, deepening the kiss, her tongue tangling with mine in a slow, sensual dance that sent heat roaring down my spine. This wasn’t tentative or new; it was Veronica unleashed, raw and hungry, matching the fire I’d felt that night at Sandpiper Lane, and again in her office after the big sale. Her body molded to mine, a perfect fit I craved more of, my cock already straining against my jeans, aching to be buried in her again.

“Alex,” she breathed against my lips, voice thick with desire, a sound that hit me like a punch to the gut. “I’ve been craving this… us… all day.”




Her words, dripping with heat, fueled the fire already raging in me. Craving

 

us


 
. Not a first time, but a continuation, a need to take what we’d started even further. I growled low in my throat, hands sliding up her back, fingers digging into the silk of her blouse as I kissed her harder, tasting her need, her want, matching mine.




Her hands moved, deft and sure, tugging at my shirt, fingers fumbling with the buttons in her haste. I helped, shrugging it off, letting it hit the floor somewhere near the forgotten wine glasses, her gaze raking over my bare chest with a hunger that made my blood pound. “Still so damn gorgeous,” she purred, fingers tracing my abs, a path of fire that had me twitching, remembering how her touch felt everywhere else.

“Veronica…” I rasped, voice rough with need, mind spinning as her hands kept exploring, stoking the ache I couldn’t ignore.

“Shh, sweetie,” she whispered, lips brushing mine, a teasing caress laced with that nurturing edge I’d come to love. “Let’s savor this. We’ve earned it.”

And fuck, we had. Every late night, every heated glance, every time we’d pushed each other to the edge—it all led here. Her hands slid lower, unbuckling my belt, unzipping my jeans with a confidence that made my breath hitch. She freed my cock, already hard and leaking, her fingers wrapping around me with a firm, familiar grip that drew a groan from deep in my chest.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice a mix of awe and filthy intent, stroking me slow, her thumb brushing the tip, spreading pre-cum, making my hips buck into her touch. “Always ready for me.”

“Always,” I gritted out, hands roaming her curves, tugging at her blouse until it joined my shirt on the floor, revealing lace-trimmed lingerie that hugged her massive tits, a sight that never failed to wreck me. Our clothes vanished in a blur, skin meeting skin, warm and electric, a collision I’d been starving for.

She pushed me back against the pillows, straddling my hips, her body a vision above me—chestnut hair slipping from its knot, framing her face, hazel eyes blazing with desire. I slid inside her, her pussy hot and slick, welcoming me like we’d never been apart, a shared gasp escaping us as I filled her. We moved together, a rhythm we’d already mastered, slow at first, then building, her hips rocking with mine, her moans soft but growing, a sound that drove me wild.

“God, Alex,” she gasped, body arching, hands braced on my chest as she rode me, her tits bouncing with each thrust, a sight the mirror above the headboard captured perfectly. I couldn’t resist, hands cupping them, thumbs teasing her nipples through the lace until she shuddered, her pace quickening, chasing that edge we both knew so well.

But I wanted more. Wanted to push us further, to claim a part of her I hadn’t yet. My eyes flicked to the small bottle of lube on her nightstand, a silent question forming, fueled by the heat of the moment, the need to make every inch of her mine.

She caught my glance, a flicker of excitement passing through her gaze, lips curving into a wicked, eager smile. “I’ve been thinking about it, Alex,” she whispered, voice husky, leaning down to kiss me, slow and deep, her body still moving on mine. “I want to feel you there. My first… with you. Let’s make it ours.”

Her words, the trust, the raw desire in them, hit hard. Not fear, not hesitation—just pure, shared want. I nodded, kissing her back, hands sliding to her hips as I murmured against her lips, “I’ve got you, Veronica. Let’s do this together.”

I reached for the lube, coating my fingers, my touch gentle but deliberate as I prepped her, sliding between her cheeks, teasing her tight ring with slow, careful circles. Her breath hitched, but it was a sound of anticipation, her body relaxing into my touch, hips still rocking lightly on my cock, keeping us connected. “Feels… good,” she breathed, hazel eyes locked on mine, a flush spreading across her chest, excitement replacing any trace of doubt.

I took my time, easing her into it, one finger, then two, stretching her slow, watching her face for every reaction, her moans deepening, body trembling with a mix of pleasure and thrill. “You’re doing amazing,” I growled, voice thick, cock throbbing inside her as I felt her adjust, her trust in me a fucking aphrodisiac.

When she was ready, she shifted, guiding me with a look of pure, heated determination, her voice a ragged whisper. “Now, Alex. I want it now.” I slicked myself with more lube, positioning at her tight entrance, easing in inch by inch, her breath catching, then turning to a low, throaty moan as I breached her, filling her in a way that was new, raw, ours.

“Fuck, Veronica,” I groaned, holding still, letting her adjust, her body tight and hot around me, a sensation that nearly undid me on the spot. Her nails dug into my shoulders, not in pain, but in need, her hips shifting, urging me deeper, a silent plea for more.

“Move, sweetie,” she gasped, voice trembling with pleasure, hazel eyes half-lidded but burning into mine. “I want to feel all of you.”

I did, slow at first, then building, her moans growing louder, deeper, a sound of pure ecstasy as she took me, her body arching, tits bouncing in the mirror’s reflection, a sight that seared itself into my brain. Her climax hit hard, a shuddering cry tearing from her, nails carving into my skin, body convulsing around me as she gasped, “Alex! Oh, fuck, Alex… you’re my first… my only…”

Her words, the raw passion in them, pushed me over the edge, my own release slamming through me, a guttural groan escaping as I spilled into her, body shaking, vision blurring with the intensity of it. We collapsed together, tangled in the white linens, her body trembling against mine, breath ragged, hearts pounding in sync.

We lay there, moonlight streaming through the windows, the mirror reflecting our intertwined limbs, a quiet settling over us. But it wasn’t just the afterglow. It was more. Deeper. Her head rested on my chest, fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin, a soft laugh escaping her lips, warm and real.

“We’re in this together now, aren’t we?” she murmured, voice soft, a tenderness there that wrapped around me, tighter than any physical hold.

“Yeah,” I replied, hand threading through her hair, pulling her closer, feeling the shift, the truth of it. “We are. No going back.”

And as I held her, her warmth seeping into me, I knew it wasn’t just about the heat, the thrill. It was us. Lovers, finally, fully. And whatever came next, we’d face it as one.



Chapter 5 – Breakfast and Black Lipstick




Sunlight, sharp and unwelcome, sliced through the gap in the heavy curtains, dragging me from a deep, exhausted sleep. I blinked, disoriented, my body stiff and aching in ways that were both familiar and entirely new.

Veronica.

The memories of the night before flooded back, a warm, intoxicating rush. Her taste, her scent, the feel of her skin against mine. Her whispered confessions, her raw vulnerability, her earth-shattering orgasms. The mirror, reflecting our tangled limbs in the moonlight.


Holy shit.


I turned my head, expecting to see her beside me, her chestnut hair spread across the pillow, her face soft in sleep. But the space was empty. The crisp, white linens were cool, undisturbed.

A knot of anxiety tightened in my stomach. Had she regretted it? Had the morning light brought a wave of remorse, a realization of the monumental clusterfuck we’d just created?

I sat up, my muscles protesting, and swung my legs over the side of the bed. My clothes were still in a heap on the floor, a silent testament to the night’s passionate abandon. The fallen wine glass lay beside them, the dark stain on the plush carpet a small, almost insignificant casualty of our encounter.

The room was silent, save for the distant chirping of birds outside. No sign of Veronica. No note. Nothing.

My heart sank. This was it. The awkward morning after. The part where she told me it was a mistake, a one-time thing, a lapse in judgment fueled by wine and loneliness. The part where my already complicated life became infinitely more so.

I was halfway into my jeans, my mind racing with a dozen different worst-case scenarios, when the door to the master bedroom creaked open.

My head snapped up, my heart leaping into my throat.

But it wasn’t Veronica.

It was Helen.

She stood in the doorway, a dark, gothic silhouette against the harsh morning light. Her jet-black hair gleamed, framing her pale, flawless face, her makeup sharp and unyielding. Her expression was a mask, unreadable, yet piercing. She wore a short, black silk robe, untied, slipping off one shoulder to reveal a sheer lace camisole clinging to her curves. Thigh-high stockings, black as midnight, hugged her slender legs, the lace tops teasing the edge of her pale thighs. And her lips—painted a matte, startling black—curved with a dangerous promise.

She looked like a vampire queen claiming her prey. And damn, I was ready to be devoured.

“Well, well, well,” she purred, her voice a low, sultry drawl that sent a shockwave straight to my cock. “Look what the cat dragged in. Or, more accurately, look what Mom dragged in.”

Her dark eyes raked over me, lingering on my bare chest, tracing the lines of muscle with a heat that made my skin burn. Then they flicked to the rumpled, empty space beside me on the bed. A faint smirk curled those black lips, and my heart slammed against my ribs.

Fuck, this was awkward. Caught half-naked in her mother’s bed by the one person who seemed to loathe my existence. But beneath the embarrassment, a raw, hungry pulse stirred. Her gaze—it wasn’t just judgment. There was something else there, something that made my blood race.

“Helen,” I croaked, my voice rough with sleep and something darker. “I… uh… good morning?”

“Is it?” she murmured, stepping into the room. Her movements were slow, deliberate, each sway of her hips a silent taunt. My eyes couldn’t help but follow the way that silk robe shifted, teasing glimpses of lace and skin. “I suppose that depends on your definition of ‘good.’”

She prowled closer, her gaze sweeping over the discarded clothes, the fallen wine glass, the undeniable evidence of last night’s chaos. That smirk widened, sharp and knowing.




“Looks like someone had a

 

very


 
good night,” she drawled, her voice dripping with sarcasm, but laced with a heat that made my cock twitch. Damn, even her disdain was sexy.







I opened my mouth to say something, anything, to defend myself, to explain, to apologize. But what could I possibly say?

 

‘Sorry for fucking your mother in her own bed, Helen. My bad.’


 
Yeah, that probably wouldn’t go over too well.




Before I could formulate a coherent (or even incoherent) response, the door creaked open again.

This time, it was Lucy.

But not the Lucy I was used to. Not the bubbly, pink-haired tornado in cutoff shorts and a braless crop top. This Lucy was… different.

She was wearing a skimpy, baby-pink satin cami set. The kind of thing you saw in lingerie ads, not on actual human beings. The crop-top straps were slipping precariously off her shoulders, revealing the smooth, pale skin underneath. The matching tap shorts hugged her hips, leaving very little to the imagination. Her pink hair was tousled, her blue eyes wide and bright, and she was carrying a silver tray laden with croissants, a small pot of coffee, and a single, perfect red rose in a crystal vase.

She looked like a pin-up model who’d accidentally wandered into a family drama.

She froze in the doorway, her blue eyes widening as they drank in the scene. Me, half-naked, my body still marked by last night’s heat, looking like I’d been through a storm. Helen, a gothic avenging angel, all dark allure and sharp edges. And the heavy, unspoken weight of what had happened here.

“Oops,” Lucy breathed, her voice soft and airy, tinged with a tremor that made my chest tighten. “Did I interrupt something?”

Helen turned, her black-lipsticked lips curling into a slow, dangerous smile. “Not at all, little sister. You’re just in time for the… post-mortem.”

Lucy’s blue gaze darted between me and Helen, then lingered on the empty space beside me on the bed. A flicker of something crossed her face—surprise, curiosity, and… was that jealousy? Her pink lips parted slightly, and I felt a surge of heat at the thought. Did she want to be there, tangled in those sheets with me?

“So,” she said, her voice carefully neutral, but with an undercurrent of something raw as she stepped into the room, placing the tray on the nightstand. Her movements made the satin shift against her skin, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that had my cock stirring again. “Mom finally… cashed in her chips, huh?”

My jaw dropped. Cashed in her chips? Was that how she saw this? Like some kind of sexual poker game? But beneath the shock, her words lit a fire in me. I wanted to know what she felt, what she craved.

Helen chuckled, the sound dark and knowing, but my eyes were on Lucy. The way her fingers lingered on the tray, the way her gaze flicked to me, searching. I smirked, leaning back slightly, letting her see the hunger in my eyes.

“Guess she did,” I said, my voice low, cocky, but laced with a warmth I couldn’t hide. “But there’s plenty of chips left to play, Lucy.”

Helen’s chuckle was a low, dark sound, like silk tearing. “Eloquent as ever, dear sister. Though I believe the term you’re searching for is ‘consummated the transaction.’”

Lucy ignored her, her eyes fixed on me. “Well? Did she? Is the… uh… property officially off the market?”

Before I could even attempt to answer that loaded question, a new voice joined the fray. A voice that was calm, warm, and held an unmistakable note of amusement.

“Good morning, everyone.”

Veronica.

She stood in the doorway, a vision in a cream-colored silk robe that shimmered in the morning light. Her chestnut hair was loose, cascading over her shoulders, and her face, though devoid of makeup, glowed with a soft, post-coital radiance. She looked… happy. Relaxed. Utterly, breathtakingly beautiful.

And completely unfazed by the sight of her two daughters and her half-naked lover gathered in her master bedroom.

My heart did a weird little flip-flop thing in my chest. Relief? Terror? A potent combination of both?

“Mom!” Lucy chirped, her earlier bravado returning. She gestured towards the tray of croissants. “Breakfast in bed?”

Veronica smiled, a genuine, warm smile that reached her hazel eyes. “How thoughtful, darling.” She walked into the room, her movements fluid and graceful, and perched on the edge of the bed beside me. Her thigh brushed mine, a casual, intimate contact that sent a current of electricity through my system. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Sleep well?”

My face was on fire. My brain was short-circuiting. This was surreal. Utterly, completely surreal.

“Uh… yeah,” I managed, my voice a strangled squeak. “Like a… a very tired… log.”

Veronica chuckled, a low, throaty sound that vibrated through me. She turned her attention to her daughters, her expression a mixture of amusement and maternal authority.

“Well, this is a cozy little gathering,” she observed, her hazel eyes twinkling. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

Lucy, never one to miss an opportunity, piped up immediately. “So,” she said, her voice laced with a teasing innocence that didn’t fool anyone. She gestured towards me, then Veronica, then back to herself and Helen. “Mom’s realtor empire, Helen’s goth intel, and my… exhibitionist skills.” She winked at me, a quick, conspiratorial flash. “Are we your secret harem now, Alex?”

The words hung in the air, heavy and loaded. The room went silent. Even Helen seemed momentarily stunned, her black-lipsticked lips parted in surprise.




My mind raced. A harem? Was that what this was? Was that what

 

I


 
wanted? The thought was both terrifying and, if I was being completely honest with myself, undeniably, intoxicatingly appealing.




And then, Veronica laughed.

It wasn’t a polite, restrained chuckle. It was a full-bodied, joyous laugh that filled the room, chasing away the tension, the awkwardness, the unspoken questions. It was the laugh of a woman who was confident, in control, and utterly, completely, unashamedly happy.

“Oh, Lucy,” she said, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye. “You always did have a flair for the dramatic.” She looked at me, her hazel eyes sparkling with amusement. “A harem, Alex? Is that what you think this is?”




I opened my mouth, then closed it again. What could I possibly say?

 

‘Yes, please, sign me up for the harem package, Veronica. Does it come with dental?’





Before I could make a complete fool of myself, Helen spoke, her voice cutting through the lingering amusement like a shard of ice.

“As amusing as this little… domestic tableau is,” she said, her dark gaze sweeping over the three of us with a mixture of disdain and something else I couldn’t quite decipher. “We have a more pressing issue to discuss.”

Veronica’s smile faded, her expression turning serious. “The video,” she said, her voice quiet.

The Glow-Rave video. The topless Lucy. The mystery shoulder man. Right. That little PR nightmare. I’d almost forgotten about it in the… aftermath… of last night.

“Precisely,” Helen said, her black-painted lips curling into a thin, predatory smile. “It’s already trending. And if we don’t act fast, it’s going to torpedo all of us.” She looked pointedly at Veronica. “Your reputation. Your business.” Then at Lucy. “Your… burgeoning career as an internet exhibitionist.” And finally, at me. “And your already precarious position in this household. Not to mention your spot on the swim team.”

The reminder of Coach Garrido’s warning sent a fresh wave of anxiety through me. She was right. This wasn’t just some harmless college prank. This had real, serious consequences.

“So, what do we do?” I asked, my voice tight.

Helen’s smile widened. “That, my dear Alex, is where I come in.” She paced the room, her silk robe swirling around her like a dark cloud. “We need containment. Damage control. And a healthy dose of… misdirection.”

She stopped in front of the window, her silhouette framed against the bright morning light. “First, takedowns. Greene and Lockhart still have a few corporate lawyers on retainer who owe Dad favors. I’ll have them issue DMCA notices, cease and desist letters, the whole nine yards. We’ll scrub that video from every corner of the internet if it’s the last thing I do.”

Veronica nodded, her expression grim. “Good. That’s a start.”

“But it’s not enough,” Helen continued, her voice sharp. “The internet never forgets. We need to give them something else to talk about. Something juicier. Something… more scandalous.”

Lucy’s eyes widened. “Like what?”

Helen’s gaze flickered towards her sister, a predatory glint in her dark eyes. “Like, for example, the unfortunate incident involving the fraternity treasurer and the missing party funds. A little bird told me that story is about to break. And I might just… help it along.”

My jaw dropped. She was going to… leak another scandal to cover up our scandal? That was… diabolical. And, if I was being honest, kind of brilliant.

“And finally,” Helen said, her gaze settling on Lucy. “You, little sister, are going on a live-stream hiatus. Effective immediately. No more impromptu topless performances. No more ‘content creation’ that involves public nudity. Understood?”

Lucy pouted, her lower lip trembling. “But… my followers…”

“Will still be there when this blows over,” Helen said, her voice firm, uncompromising. “If it blows over. Which it will. If you listen to me.”

There was a moment of silence, broken only by the distant chirping of birds. Veronica looked at Helen, a new respect dawning in her hazel eyes. Lucy looked like a kid who’d just had her favorite toy taken away. And I… I was just trying to keep up.

“Okay,” Veronica said finally, her voice quiet but firm. “Okay, Helen. We’ll do it your way.” She looked at me, a silent question in her hazel eyes. I nodded my agreement. This was way above my pay grade.

Lucy sighed, a dramatic, put-upon sound. “Fine,” she muttered, crossing her arms over her chest. Then, she shot me a quick, mischievous wink, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that only I could hear. “Harem has a nice ring to it, though, doesn’t it?”

Before I could respond, before my brain could even process the implications of that statement, Helen’s head snapped around, her dark eyes narrowed. She’d heard. Of course, she’d heard. The girl had ears like a damn bat.

Her black silk robe, which had been artfully draped, slipped slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of black lace at her hip. A deliberate move? Or an accident? With Helen, it was impossible to tell.

A slow, dangerous smirk touched her black-painted lips. “Focus now, little sister,” she purred, her voice a silken threat. “Play later.”

The air in the room crackled with a new, unspoken tension. Rivalry. Alliance. And something else. Something… hotter.

My life, I realized with a sinking feeling, was never going to be simple again.

And maybe, just maybe, I didn’t want it to be.



Chapter 6 – Curtain Call




The campus talent show rehearsal was in full, chaotic swing. Or, more accurately, it was a cacophony of off-key singing, fumbled dance moves, and the screech of a violin being tortured by someone who clearly had a vendetta against classical music.

I winced, my ears protesting the assault. Why, exactly, had I agreed to this?

Oh, right. Lucy.

She’d been a bundle of pent-up energy ever since Helen had put her on live-stream lockdown. Denied her usual outlet for exhibitionism and attention-seeking, she’d channeled all that restless energy into her talent show act – a surprisingly complex and, if I was being honest, rather impressive contemporary dance routine.

And, of course, she’d insisted that I be there. For “moral support.” And, I suspected, to provide an audience of one for the performance she was no longer allowed to broadcast to the world.

So here I was, lurking in the shadowy wings of the campus auditorium, trying to look inconspicuous while a guy in a sequined leotard attempted to juggle flaming torches. (Spoiler alert: it wasn’t going well.)

Lucy was up next. I could see her pacing in the opposite wings, a small, tense figure in a simple black leotard and tights. Her pink hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and her face, usually so expressive, was a mask of focused concentration. She looked… different. Serious. Almost vulnerable.

It was a side of Lucy I hadn’t seen before, and it tugged at something unexpected in my chest.

The flaming torch juggler finally, mercifully, finished his act (with only minor singeing to the stage curtains), and the stage manager, a harassed-looking theater student with a clipboard, called Lucy’s name.

She took a deep breath, then walked onto the stage, her small figure dwarfed by the vast, empty space. The lights dimmed, a single spotlight illuminating her in the center of the stage. The music started, a haunting, melancholic piano piece.

And then, Lucy danced.

And it was… breathtaking.

She moved with a grace, a fluidity, an emotional intensity that I hadn’t known she possessed. Every line of her body, every gesture, every expression, told a story. A story of longing, of frustration, of a fierce, untamed spirit struggling to break free.

I found myself holding my breath, completely captivated. This wasn’t the bubbly, attention-seeking Lucy I knew. This was an artist. A performer. A young woman with a depth and a passion that she usually kept hidden beneath layers of playful bravado.

The music swelled, and Lucy’s movements became more frantic, more desperate. She leaped, she spun, she collapsed to the stage in a heap of raw, unadulterated emotion. It was powerful. It was moving. It was… incredible.

And then, just as quickly as it had begun, it was over. The music faded, the spotlight dimmed, and Lucy was left standing in the center of the stage, her chest heaving, her body trembling, her face streaked with tears.

For a moment, there was silence. And then, a smattering of applause from the handful of other students and faculty members scattered throughout the auditorium. It wasn’t the roar of an adoring crowd, but it was genuine. Appreciative.

Lucy stood there for a moment, her head bowed, then slowly, she turned and walked off the stage, disappearing into the wings.

I found her a few minutes later, huddled in a dark corner backstage, her shoulders shaking. She was crying. Not the dramatic, attention-seeking tears I might have expected, but quiet, heartbroken sobs.

My heart ached for her. I didn’t know what to say, what to do. So, I just sat down beside her, my shoulder brushing hers, offering a silent, awkward comfort.

She leaned into me, her small body trembling, her tears soaking into my t-shirt. I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer, my hand gently stroking her hair.

“Hey,” I said softly. “You were amazing.”

She looked up at me, her blue eyes red-rimmed, her face blotchy. “You… you really think so?” Her voice was small, fragile.

“I know so,” I said, my voice firm. “That was… incredible, Lucy. Seriously. I had no idea you could… do that.”

A watery smile touched her lips. “I… I love to dance,” she whispered. “It’s the only time I feel… free.”

Free. The word hung in the air, heavy with unspoken meaning. Free from what? From her mother’s expectations? From Helen’s sarcasm? From the pressure to be a bubbly, pink-haired internet sensation?

Or maybe, just maybe, free from herself.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, the distant sounds of the rehearsal a muted backdrop to our quiet intimacy. Lucy’s sobs gradually subsided, replaced by soft, hiccuping breaths. She snuggled closer, her head resting on my shoulder, her hand clutching mine.

It was… nice. Comfortable. A world away from the usual chaos and drama that seemed to follow Lucy Greene wherever she went.

And then, of course, she had to go and ruin it.

She lifted her head from my shoulder, her tear-streaked face suddenly alight with a familiar, mischievous glint. “Alex,” she whispered, her voice husky, conspiratorial. “I’m still… tense.”

My internal alarm bells, which had been momentarily silenced by her vulnerability, started clanging like a five-alarm fire. “Tense?” I repeated, my voice wary. “Lucy, you just poured your heart out on that stage. You should be exhausted. Catharted. Not… tense.”

“But I am,” she insisted, her blue eyes sparkling. She shifted, her body pressing closer to mine. Too close. “All that… emotion. It’s got me… worked up.” She wriggled against me, a subtle, suggestive movement that sent a current of unwelcome electricity through my system. “And you know what helps me relax…”

Oh, I had a pretty good idea. And it usually involved me, her, and some form of public or semi-public sexual activity.

“Lucy,” I started, trying to inject a note of stern disapproval into my voice. It wasn’t easy when her thigh was currently pressed against my groin, and her hand was creeping dangerously close to my zipper. “We’re backstage. At a talent show rehearsal. There are people everywhere.”

“Not back here,” she purred, her blue eyes darting around the shadowy, cluttered space behind the heavy velvet curtains. “It’s dark. It’s private. No one will see.”

Her fingers found my zipper. My breath hitched. This was insane. This was reckless. This was… classic Lucy.

“Besides,” she continued, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper, her hot breath ghosting against my ear. “You owe me. For the Glow-Rave. For almost getting me expelled. For… everything.”




Owe her? I was pretty sure

 

she


 
was the one who owed

 

me


 
a lifetime supply of therapy after that little stunt. But arguing with Lucy when she was in this mood was like trying to reason with a hurricane. A very small, very pink, very determined hurricane.




“Make me forget, Alex,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my earlobe. She tugged at my zipper, a silent, insistent demand. “Make me forget all the stress. All the drama. Just… make me feel good.”

Her hand, small and surprisingly strong, wrapped around my already hardening cock. My sensible brain, the one that had been screaming at me to run for the hills, finally threw in the towel. It was clearly no match for Lucy Greene and her relentless, single-minded pursuit of… whatever the hell this was.

“Here?” I managed, my voice a strangled squeak. “Now?”

Her answer was to hike up the skirt of her simple black leotard, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of smooth, pale skin and the smooth, bare skin nestled between her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Of course, she wasn’t. Why was I even surprised?

“Here,” she confirmed, her blue eyes blazing with a fierce, almost desperate hunger. “Now.”

And then, she pushed me back against a stack of dusty stage props, her body pressing against mine, her mouth finding mine in a bruising, demanding kiss.

It was a kiss of pure, unadulterated frustration. Of pent-up energy. Of a desperate need for release. Her tongue plundered my mouth, her teeth nipped at my lips, her hands roamed my body, urgent and possessive.

I should have stopped her. I should have pushed her away. I should have remembered Coach Garrido’s warning, Helen’s icy glares, Veronica’s quiet disappointment.

But I didn’t.

Because, damn it all, a part of me, a reckless, stupid, undeniably horny part of me, wanted this too. Wanted her. Wanted the chaos, the drama, the sheer, unadulterated thrill of it all.

My hands found their way under her leotard, my fingers splaying across the warm, soft skin of her back. I pulled her closer, deepening the kiss, my own hunger rising to meet hers.

The sounds of the talent show rehearsal – the off-key singing, the fumbled lines, the screech of the tortured violin – faded into a distant, irrelevant hum. There was only Lucy, her body pressed against mine, her mouth devouring mine, her scent, a mixture of sweat, perfume, and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Lucy, filling my senses.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her eyes wild. “Down,” she panted, her voice hoarse. “On your knees, Alex. Now.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a command. And, to my eternal shame, I obeyed.

I dropped to my knees on the dusty backstage floor, my eyes level with her bare, trembling thighs. She spread her legs slightly, a silent invitation, her gaze fixed on mine, a mixture of triumph and vulnerability in her blue depths.

“Make me forget,” she whispered again, her voice thick with need.

And I did.

I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue finding her, tasting her, devouring her. She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, her hips bucking against my mouth.

She tasted of salt, and sweat, and a sweet, musky femininity that drove me insane. I licked, I sucked, I teased, my tongue exploring every inch of her, learning her, memorizing her.

Her moans, no longer soft and breathy, became deep, guttural sounds of pure, unadulterated pleasure. She writhed against me, her body on fire, her fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer, harder.

I could feel her orgasm building, a tight, coiling knot of pleasure that threatened to consume us both. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body trembling, her nails digging into my scalp.

And then, just as she was on the verge, just as she was about to shatter, a voice, sharp and authoritative, cut through the haze of our passion.

“Is anyone back there?”

We froze.

Lucy’s blue eyes snapped open, wide with panic. My head shot up, my heart pounding in my chest like a trapped bird.

It was one of the faculty members, the stern-faced drama professor who was overseeing the rehearsal. And she was heading our way.

“Shit,” Lucy hissed, her voice a terrified whisper. She scrambled back, pulling her leotard down, her face pale.

I lurched to my feet, my mind racing. We were trapped. Cornered. Busted.

The heavy velvet curtain rustled, and the drama professor’s face appeared, her eyes narrowed suspiciously. “What’s going on back here?” she demanded, her gaze sweeping over the cluttered, shadowy space.

For a heart-stopping moment, I thought she’d seen us. I thought we were done for.

But then, Lucy, bless her quick-thinking, exhibitionist heart, did something completely unexpected.

She sneezed.

A loud, dramatic, perfectly timed sneeze.

“Achoo!” she exclaimed, her voice thick with fake congestion. “Oh, excuse me. Just… allergies. This place is so dusty.” She sniffled pathetically, batting her eyelashes at the professor.

The professor’s expression softened slightly. “Well, try to keep it down. Some of us are trying to rehearse.” She gave us one last, suspicious look, then disappeared back into the auditorium.

We stood there for a moment, frozen in disbelief, our hearts still pounding.

“That,” I said, my voice shaky, “was way too close.”

Lucy just grinned, a shaky, adrenaline-fueled grin. “See?” she said, her voice a little breathless. “I told you it would be fun.”

Fun was not exactly the word I would have used. Terrifying, reckless, and potentially life-ruining, maybe. But definitely not fun.

We managed to slip out of the auditorium a few minutes later, unnoticed, our escape aided by a particularly enthusiastic (and distracting) tap-dancing routine.

But the close call had shaken me. More than shaken me. It had terrified me.

This couldn’t keep happening. This reckless, impulsive, thrill-seeking behavior. Sooner or later, our luck was going to run out. And when it did, the consequences were going to be… catastrophic.

The next morning, a crisp white envelope was slipped under my studio door. It was an official-looking document from the Dean’s office. A written disciplinary warning. For “inappropriate behavior” and “misuse of campus facilities.”

It didn’t mention Lucy by name. It didn’t mention the talent show rehearsal. But the message was clear.

I was on thin ice. Very, very thin ice.

And Lucy Greene, with her insatiable appetite for drama and her reckless disregard for consequences, was holding a goddamn blowtorch.



Chapter 7 – Rooftop Goth




The invitation arrived on a Tuesday, tucked into an expensive-looking black envelope, sealed with a silver wax stamp. My name, ‘Alex Parker,’ was written across the front in elegant, spidery calligraphy.

I stared at it, a knot of unease tightening in my stomach. Black envelopes and silver wax seals usually meant one of two things: a wedding invitation from a distant, wealthy relative I’d never met, or bad news. Given my recent track record, I was betting on the latter.

With a sigh, I tore it open.

Inside, nestled on a bed of black tissue paper, was a thick, cream-colored card. Engraved in silver lettering were the words:


‘The Pleasure of Your Company is Requested at the Annual Alumni Gothic Gala’


Followed by the date, time, and location – the university’s grand ballroom. And, at the bottom, a small, handwritten note:


‘Alex, be my guest? Consider it… research. H.’


H. Helen.

My blood ran cold. Helen Greene wanted me to be her guest at a black-tie gothic gala? This had to be a joke. Or a trap. Or possibly both.

The Alumni Gothic Gala was a legendary campus event, a bizarre tradition dating back to the university’s eccentric founder, who apparently had a penchant for Poe and Victorian mourning attire. It was a night of elaborate costumes, spooky decorations, and, if the campus rumors were to be believed, a fair amount of drunken debauchery.




And Helen Greene, the queen of all things dark and gothic, wanted

 

me


 
to accompany her? The guy she still clearly suspected of being a gold-digging, opportunistic perv?




This made no sense.

Unless… unless this was some kind of elaborate test. A way to humiliate me in front of the entire campus. Or maybe she was planning to sacrifice me to a pagan deity under the light of the full moon. With Helen, anything was possible.

I was still staring at the invitation, my mind racing, when my studio door creaked open. Speak of the devil.

Helen stood in the doorway, a vision in black, as usual. Today, it was a tight black turtleneck, black skinny jeans, and knee-high black leather boots. Her jet-black hair was sleek and straight, her makeup flawless, her expression unreadable.

“Well?” she said, her voice a low, purring drawl. “Did you get my invitation?”

I held up the card. “Yeah. I got it.” I tried to sound casual, like I received invitations to gothic galas from sarcastic, potentially homicidal goth girls every day. “I’m… surprised.”

A faint smile touched her black-painted lips. “Are you, Alex? Or are you… intrigued?”

“A little of both,” I admitted. “Mostly confused. Why me, Helen? I thought you hated my guts.”

She walked into the studio, her movements slow, deliberate, like a panther stalking its prey. She perched on the edge of my rickety desk, her long, black-clad legs crossed, her dark eyes fixed on mine.

“Hate is a strong word, Alex,” she said, her voice soft, almost gentle. It was a tone I hadn’t heard from her before, and it was deeply unsettling. “Let’s just say I find you… perplexing.”

“Perplexing?” I echoed. “That’s a new one.”

“You’re not what I expected,” she continued, her gaze unwavering. “You’re… more resourceful. More resilient. And, dare I say it, more… interesting.”

Interesting? Helen Greene found me interesting? The world had officially gone mad.

“So, this gala invitation,” I said, trying to steer the conversation back to safer, less existentially terrifying territory. “Is this some kind of… olive branch?”

Her smile widened, a slow, dangerous curve of her black-painted lips. “Perhaps. Or perhaps I just need a date. And you, my dear Alex, are… available.”

Available. Right. That’s me. Alex Parker. Available for all your gothic gala, potential human sacrifice needs.

“And what if I say no?” I asked, testing the waters.

Her eyes narrowed, a flicker of something cold and hard in their depths. “Then you’d be missing out on a very… unique experience.” Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “And you’d be disappointing me. And trust me, Alex. You don’t want to disappoint me.”

The unspoken threat hung in the air, heavy and ominous. Yeah, disappointing Helen Greene was probably right up there with juggling chainsaws and wrestling alligators on my list of things to avoid.

“So, what’s the catch?” I asked, my voice wary. “Because with you, Helen, there’s always a catch.”

She chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent shivers down my spine. “No catch, Alex. Just… an opportunity. For both of us.” She leaned closer, her scent, a strange, intoxicating blend of sandalwood and something else, something uniquely, dangerously Helen, filling my senses. “An opportunity to see each other in a… different light.”

A different light. Right. Probably a very dim, very spooky, blacklight-infused light, knowing Helen.

“And what kind of ‘research’ are we talking about here?” I asked, quoting her handwritten note.

Her smile was pure, unadulterated wickedness. “The best kind, Alex. The kind that involves black velvet, moonlit balconies, and… possibilities.”

Possibilities. That word again. It seemed to be a recurring theme in the Greene household.

I looked at the invitation in my hand, then at Helen, her dark eyes sparkling with a mixture of amusement, challenge, and something else I couldn’t quite decipher.

My sensible brain, the one that had been on life support for weeks, was now officially flatlining.

“Okay, Helen,” I said, a strange sense of reckless abandon washing over me. “You win. I’ll be your gothic gala date.”

Her smile widened, a flash of white teeth against her black-painted lips. “Excellent.” She stood up, her movements fluid and graceful. “Be ready by eight on Saturday. And Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Try to look… presentable.” Her gaze swept over me, lingering for a moment on my faded t-shirt and ripped jeans, a faint, almost imperceptible sneer wrinkling her nose. “This isn’t a pool party, you know.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of my studio, leaving me standing there, dazed, confused, and with a sinking feeling that I’d just made a very, very interesting mistake.

Saturday night arrived with an unnerving swiftness. My one decent suit, rescued from the depths of my closet and hastily de-wrinkled with a travel steamer, felt stiff and unfamiliar. I’d even attempted to tame my perpetually unruly hair with a generous dollop of Veronica’s expensive styling gel. The result was… less ‘James Bond’ and more ‘electrocuted scarecrow.’


Presentable. Right.


At precisely eight o’clock, a sleek black town car, the kind usually reserved for visiting dignitaries or mafia bosses, purred to a stop outside the Greene mansion. The driver, a stoic, granite-jawed man who looked like he’d wrestled bears for a living, opened the rear door with a silent, almost reverent gesture.

And then, Helen emerged.

And my breath caught in my throat.

She was… stunning. Not in the bubbly, pink-haired way of her sister, or the warm, maternal way of her mother. Helen’s beauty was a darker, sharper, more dangerous thing.

Her dress was a masterpiece of black velvet, clinging to her slender curves in all the right places, flaring out slightly at the ankles. A simple velvet choker, adorned with a small, antique silver cross, encircled her pale throat. Silver rings glinted on her long, slender fingers, which were encased in delicate black lace gloves. Her jet-black hair was swept up in an elaborate, gothic-inspired updo, revealing the elegant line of her neck and shoulders. And her makeup… her makeup was a work of art. Smoky, kohl-rimmed eyes, pale, powdered skin, and those infamous black-painted lips, which, tonight, held a hint of a dangerous, predatory smile.

She looked like a fallen angel. A vampire queen. A character straight out of a particularly steamy gothic romance novel.

And she was, apparently, my date.

“Alex,” she said, her voice a low, purring drawl that sent shivers down my spine. She extended a lace-gloved hand. “You clean up surprisingly well.”

“You too,” I managed, my voice a little shaky. I took her hand, the delicate lace surprisingly soft against my skin. “I mean… you look… amazing.”

A faint blush, barely visible beneath her pale powder, touched her cheeks. “Thank you, Alex.” Her eyes, dark and assessing, swept over me, lingering for a moment on my slightly-too-stiff suit and my gel-abused hair. “You’ll do.”

High praise indeed.

The ride to the university was silent, charged with an unspoken tension. Helen sat beside me, her posture ramrod straight, her gaze fixed on the passing city lights. I, on the other hand, was a bundle of nerves, my palms sweating, my heart pounding in my chest like a trapped bird.

What was she playing at? What was the purpose of this elaborate charade? Was this really just a date? Or was I walking into some kind of… gothic ambush?

The grand ballroom was even more ostentatious than I’d imagined. Black and silver streamers draped from the vaulted ceiling, casting long, dancing shadows in the flickering candlelight. Cobwebs, artfully arranged, adorned the ornate chandeliers. A string quartet in the corner was playing a surprisingly upbeat rendition of a funeral march. And the guests… the guests were a sight to behold. A sea of black velvet, lace, and leather. Men in top hats and capes, women in corsets and veils. It was like a Halloween party for very wealthy, very eccentric vampires.

Helen, of course, fit right in. She moved through the crowd with an air of quiet confidence, a dark, elegant queen surveying her subjects. I trailed in her wake, feeling like a particularly awkward, out-of-place scarecrow.

We found a quiet corner near a massive, gargoyle-adorned fireplace. Helen accepted a glass of blood-red wine from a passing waiter, her eyes scanning the room with a mixture of amusement and disdain.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” she said, her voice laced with her usual sarcasm. “The annual gathering of the university’s undead.”

“It’s… something,” I admitted, taking a fortifying gulp of my own wine. It tasted suspiciously like fruit punch. Probably for the best.

We stood there for a while, observing the gothic spectacle, making snarky comments about the more outrageous costumes. It was… surprisingly normal. Almost like a real date. If you ignored the fact that my date was dressed like Morticia Addams and probably knew at least three different ways to kill me with a hairpin.

Then, Helen turned to me, her dark eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint. “Come with me,” she said, her voice a low, conspiratorial whisper. “There’s something I want to show you.”

She took my hand, her lace-gloved fingers surprisingly warm, and led me through a pair of ornate French doors onto a deserted rooftop balcony.

The air outside was cool, crisp, carrying the faint scent of rain and damp earth. The moon, full and silver, hung in the inky black sky, casting an ethereal glow over the sprawling campus below.

It was… beautiful. And, in a strange, gothic way, incredibly romantic.

Helen walked over to the stone balustrade, her black velvet dress swirling around her like a dark cloud. She leaned against it, her gaze fixed on the moonlit landscape.

“This is my favorite spot on campus,” she said, her voice soft, almost wistful. It was a tone I hadn’t heard from her before, and it tugged at something unexpected in my chest. “It’s… quiet. Peaceful. A world away from all the… noise.”

She turned to me, her eyes dark and luminous in the moonlight. “Thank you for coming with me tonight, Alex.”

“My pleasure,” I said, and for the first time, I actually meant it.

She smiled, a genuine, unguarded smile that transformed her face, softening the sharp angles, warming the icy depths of her eyes. In that moment, she wasn’t Helen Greene, the sarcastic, intimidating goth queen. She was just… Helen. A beautiful, complex, surprisingly vulnerable young woman.

And then, she did something that completely blindsided me.

She reached for my hand, her lace-gloved fingers lacing through mine. She pulled me closer, until we were standing toe-to-toe, our bodies almost touching.

“Alex,” she whispered, her voice thick with an emotion I couldn’t quite decipher. Her gaze dropped to my lips, then back up to my eyes. “I…”

Her free hand came up, her fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw. Her touch was feather-light, but it sent shivers down my spine. She leaned closer, her scent, that intoxicating blend of sandalwood and danger, filling my senses.

My heart was hammering against my ribs, my palms were sweating, and my cock, predictably, was staging a full-scale rebellion in my pants.

This was it. The moment of truth. The culmination of… whatever the hell this was.

Her hand slid from my jaw, down my chest, her fingers splaying against my rapidly beating heart. And then, lower. Down, down, until her hand was resting on my thigh, dangerously close to my groin.

My breath hitched. My mind went blank.

Her fingers, light as a whisper, brushed against my straining erection through the fabric of my suit pants. A strangled groan escaped my lips.




She looked up at me, her eyes dark and blazing in the moonlight. “You want this, don’t you, Alex?” she whispered, her voice a silken caress. “You want

 

me


 
.”




It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. A fact. And, damn it all, she was right.

I leaned in, my lips finding hers.

The kiss was… explosive. A collision of hunger, and curiosity, and a strange, undeniable connection. Her lips were soft, surprisingly warm, tasting of wine and black lipstick and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Helen. Her body pressed against mine, slender and strong, her curves fitting against me like they were made for it.

Her hand, still resting on my thigh, moved higher, bolder, her fingers closing around my erection, squeezing gently. I moaned into her mouth, my own hands tangling in her elaborate updo, pulling her closer, deepening the kiss.

It was messy. It was desperate. It was… incredible.

And then, just as quickly as it had begun, she broke the kiss.

She pulled back, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her chest heaving. Her black lipstick was smeared across her pale face, giving her a wild, debauched look that was incredibly, undeniably, hot. Her eyes, dark and luminous, were fixed on mine, a strange mixture of triumph and… something else. Regret? Fear?

“Not tonight, Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. Her hand, which had been so boldly exploring my anatomy, retreated, leaving me aching and confused. “You haven’t earned that yet.”

Earned it. That goddamn word again.

Before I could say anything, before I could even process what had just happened, she turned and walked back towards the French doors, her black velvet dress swirling around her like a dark, enigmatic promise.

She paused in the doorway, looking back at me, a slow, mysterious smile playing on her black-painted lips. “But soon, Alex,” she purred, her voice a silken caress. “Very soon.”

And then, she was gone, disappearing back into the gothic chaos of the gala, leaving me standing alone on the moonlit balcony, my body aching, my mind reeling, and my heart pounding with a strange, exhilarating mixture of frustration and anticipation.

Helen Greene. She was a goddamn enigma. A puzzle I was becoming increasingly desperate to solve.

And I had a feeling that the game, whatever it was, had only just begun.



Chapter 8 – Detonation




The fragile peace, the tentative truce I thought I’d brokered with Helen on that moonlit balcony, shattered spectacularly a few days later.




It started with a notification on my phone. A link, sent anonymously, to a sleazy tabloid website called

 

CampusExposé


 
. The headline screamed:

 

‘Glow-Rave Gone Wild! Local College Girl Bares All! (UNCENSORED PICS INSIDE!)’





My blood ran cold.

I clicked the link, my hand trembling, a sick feeling already coiling in my stomach. And there it was. The topless clip from the Glow Pool-Rave. Not just a grainy screenshot this time, but the full, unedited, high-definition footage. Lucy, on my shoulders, her small breasts bare for all the world to see. My face, grinning like an idiot, clearly visible beneath her.

The article itself was a masterpiece of salacious gossip and thinly veiled innuendo. It painted Lucy as a reckless exhibitionist, a “party girl out of control.” It hinted at drug use, underage drinking (even though we were all legal), and a general atmosphere of debauchery. And me? I was cast as the “mystery man,” the “older enabler,” the shadowy figure who’d “facilitated” her scandalous display.

It was a character assassination, pure and simple. And it was devastating.

The fallout was immediate and brutal.

My phone started blowing up with calls and texts. Friends, classmates, even distant relatives I hadn’t spoken to in years, all wanting to know if it was true, if I was the “mystery shoulder man,” if I was really involved with that “crazy topless girl.”

The campus was a warzone of whispers and stares. Every time I walked across the quad, I felt like I was running a gauntlet of judgment. Some people looked at me with a mixture of awe and envy. Others, with open disgust.

Coach Garrido, true to his word, hauled me into his office for another tongue-lashing. This time, there were no second chances. I was suspended from the swim team, indefinitely. My scholarship, my future, hung in the balance.

Lucy, predictably, was a wreck. The bubbly, confident facade had crumbled, replaced by a pale, tear-streaked terror. She locked herself in her room, refusing to talk to anyone, her dreams of internet fame turning into a very public, very humiliating nightmare.

Veronica was blindsided. The article had hit her like a physical blow, threatening not just her daughters’ reputations, but her own. Her carefully cultivated image as a successful, respectable businesswoman, a pillar of the Bright Cove community, was in jeopardy. Rumors started to circulate. Whispers about her parenting skills, her judgment, even her real estate license. The carefully constructed world she’d built for herself and her daughters was threatening to come crashing down around her.

The Greene household, usually a place of warmth and (mostly) friendly chaos, became a fortress of tension and recrimination. Doors slammed. Voices were raised. Tears were shed. The fragile alliance we’d forged in the aftermath of the Glow-Rave seemed to be fracturing under the relentless pressure.

And Helen… Helen was a storm cloud of icy fury.

She cornered me in my studio late one night, her dark eyes blazing with a cold, controlled rage that was far more terrifying than any outburst. There was no sarcasm this time, no witty barbs, no playful teasing. Just a chilling, laser-like focus.

“This,” she hissed, her voice low and dangerous, “is a disaster.” She paced the small room like a caged panther, her black silk robe swirling around her. “A complete and utter fucking disaster.”

I opened my mouth to say something, to apologize, to explain, to offer some kind of defense. But what could I say? She was right. This was a disaster. And, whether I liked it or not, I was at the center of it.

“I know,” I said finally, my voice hoarse. “I’m sorry, Helen. I… I don’t know what happened. How that site got the footage…”

“It doesn’t matter how they got it,” she snapped, her eyes flashing. “What matters is that it’s out there. And it’s destroying us.” She stopped pacing, her gaze fixed on mine, her expression unreadable. “My mother is on the verge of a nervous breakdown. My sister is a basket case. And you… you’re about to lose everything.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. She wasn’t wrong. My scholarship, my spot on the team, my reputation… it was all hanging by a thread.

“So, what do we do?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper. I felt helpless, adrift in a sea of scandal and recrimination.

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched Helen’s black-painted lips. “We fight back,” she said, her voice soft, but with an undercurrent of steel.

She walked over to my desk, her movements fluid and graceful. She pulled out the chair, sat down, and looked at me, her dark eyes gleaming with a strange, almost predatory light.

“My father,” she began, her voice carefully neutral, “may be a manipulative, emotionally unavailable asshole.” This was news to me. I hadn’t even known Martin Greene was still in the picture, let alone that he was a manipulative, emotionally unavailable asshole. “But,” she continued, a hint of pride in her voice, “he’s also a very powerful, very well-connected corporate lawyer. And, despite our… complicated relationship, I still have limited access to his network.”

My eyes widened. I had a feeling I knew where this was going.

“Greene and Lockhart LLP,” Helen said, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face. “One of the most feared, most ruthless, most effective law firms on the West Coast. And, as it happens, they owe my father a few… favors.”

She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Here’s the plan, Alex. And you’re going to help me execute it.”

For the next hour, Helen laid out her strategy. It was audacious. It was ruthless. It was… brilliant.




Phase one: Legal Armageddon. Helen would contact her father’s old cronies at Greene and Lockhart. They would unleash a barrage of DMCA takedown notices, cease and desist letters, and threats of seven-figure lawsuits for “non-consensual distribution of private images.” The goal was to terrify

 

CampusExposé


 
and any other site hosting the video into immediate compliance.




Phase two: The Diversion. While the lawyers were carpet-bombing the internet, Helen would orchestrate a counter-narrative. She’d already hinted at it – the fraternity treasurer and the embezzled party funds. Apparently, she had more than just a hint. She had names, dates, bank records. Enough to create a scandal so juicy, so salacious, that it would make the topless pool girl story look like a minor footnote.

Phase three: The Silencing. This was where I came in. Or, more accurately, where my (now suspended) status as a campus athlete came in. Helen’s plan was to leverage my (rapidly diminishing) reputation, my (supposedly) clean record, and my (utterly fabricated) distress at being an unwitting participant in Lucy’s “moment of youthful exuberance.” We would paint me as a victim, a pawn, an innocent bystander caught in the crossfire of Lucy’s reckless bid for internet fame. It was a long shot, but if we could convince the Dean, Coach Garrido, and the campus disciplinary board that I was more sinned against than sinning, I might just salvage my scholarship. And, more importantly, my future.

It was a crazy plan. A desperate plan. A plan with a million things that could go wrong.

But it was also the only plan we had.

“So,” Helen said, her dark eyes fixed on mine, her expression a mixture of challenge and something else I couldn’t quite decipher. “Are you in, Alex? Or are you going to let them destroy us?”

I looked at her, at this strange, complex, infuriating, and undeniably brilliant young woman. She was offering me a lifeline. A chance to fight back. A chance to… win.

And, damn it all, I wanted to win.

“I’m in,” I said, my voice firm, my resolve hardening. “What do I need to do?”

A slow, dangerous smile spread across Helen’s face. “Good,” she purred. “I knew I could count on you.”

The next twenty-four hours were a blur of frantic activity. Helen, true to her word, was a force of nature, a whirlwind of icy efficiency and ruthless determination.

She spent hours on the phone, her voice a low, dangerous purr as she cajoled, threatened, and manipulated her father’s old legal contacts. I didn’t understand half of what she was saying – a bewildering barrage of legalese, corporate jargon, and thinly veiled blackmail – but the results were undeniable.




By dawn, the DMCA takedown notices were flying. Forty-seven of them, to be exact, each one bearing the imposing letterhead of Greene and Lockhart LLP, each one threatening seven-figure damages for “non-consensual distribution of private images.”

 

CampusExposé


 
, faced with the prospect of financial ruin, caved almost immediately. The article, the photos, the video – it all vanished from their website as if it had never existed. Other, smaller sites followed suit, a digital domino effect of fear and compliance.




While the legal eagles were carpet-bombing the internet, Helen turned her attention to phase two: the diversion. She worked her contacts in the campus gossip network, a shadowy web of anonymous bloggers, disgruntled student journalists, and social media influencers. With surgical precision, she leaked the details of the fraternity treasurer’s embezzlement scandal – names, dates, bank records, even a few incriminating photos she’d somehow managed to acquire.

The effect was instantaneous. The campus, which had been buzzing with talk of the “topless pool girl,” suddenly had a new, juicier scandal to obsess over. The fraternity treasurer, a smarmy, entitled rich kid named Chad (of course his name was Chad), became public enemy number one. The topless Glow-Rave incident, by comparison, seemed almost quaint.

Phase three, the silencing, was more delicate. It required a carefully orchestrated performance, a convincing portrayal of innocence and victimhood. And I, apparently, was the star of the show.

Helen prepped me for my meeting with the Dean and Coach Garrido like a lawyer prepping a witness for a hostile cross-examination. She drilled me on my story, coached me on my body language, even helped me pick out an outfit that screamed “earnest, remorseful, and slightly traumatized.” (A cable-knit sweater and corduroy pants, in case you were wondering. Apparently, that’s the official uniform of wronged innocence.)

The meeting itself was a blur of carefully chosen words, downcast eyes, and heartfelt (and mostly fabricated) apologies. I played the part of the unwitting pawn, the naive college student caught in the crossfire of Lucy’s reckless bid for internet fame. I expressed my profound regret, my deep disappointment in Lucy’s actions, and my unwavering commitment to upholding the university’s standards of conduct.

It was, without a doubt, the performance of a lifetime. And, to my utter astonishment, it worked.

The Dean, a stern-faced woman with a surprisingly soft heart, seemed to buy it. Coach Garrido, though still clearly skeptical, grudgingly admitted that perhaps I wasn’t entirely to blame. The threat of suspension was lifted. My scholarship, for now, was safe.

By the time the sun set on that chaotic, exhausting day, the crisis had been averted. The topless clip was scrubbed from the internet. The campus was buzzing about Chad the embezzling frat boy. And I, Alex Parker, mystery shoulder man and unwitting porn star, was somehow, miraculously, still a student in good standing at Bright Cove University.

Veronica, who had been a wreck of anxiety and despair, was visibly relieved. The color returned to her cheeks, the sparkle to her hazel eyes. The threat to her reputation, her business, her carefully constructed life, had passed.

Lucy, emerging from her self-imposed exile, was a strange mixture of gratitude and awe. She looked at Helen, her usual bubbly effervescence replaced by a quiet, almost reverent respect. “You… you saved us,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

Helen, never one for sentimentality, just shrugged, a faint, almost imperceptible smile playing on her black-painted lips. “Someone had to,” she said, her voice carefully neutral. But I saw the flicker of pride in her dark eyes, the subtle softening of her usually harsh features.

Later that night, after the dust had settled, after Veronica had retreated to her room with a bottle of very expensive wine and a promise to “sleep for a week,” after Lucy had finally, mercifully, put her phone away and curled up on the sofa with a trashy romance novel, Helen found me in the kitchen.

I was making myself a sandwich, my hands still trembling slightly from the adrenaline of the day. She stood in the doorway, watching me, her expression unreadable.

“You did good, Alex,” she said, her voice soft. It was the closest thing to a compliment I’d ever received from her, and it hit me with surprising force.

“We did good,” I corrected, meeting her gaze. “You were… amazing, Helen. Seriously. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

A faint blush, barely visible in the dim kitchen light, touched her cheeks. “I had… good motivation.”

We stood there for a moment, the silence stretching between us, comfortable now, charged with a new, unspoken understanding. The battle we’d just fought, the crisis we’d just averted, had forged a strange, unexpected bond between us. We were no longer adversaries, or reluctant allies. We were… something else. Something more.

“So,” I said finally, breaking the silence. “Does this mean you don’t think I’m a gold-digging, opportunistic perv anymore?”

A slow, dangerous smile spread across Helen’s face. “Let’s just say… the jury’s still out on that one, Parker.” She pushed herself off the doorframe, her movements fluid and graceful. “But,” she added, her voice dropping to a low, purring drawl, “you’re definitely… interesting.”

She walked past me, her hip brushing mine, a deliberate, tantalizing contact. She paused at the refrigerator, pulling out a bottle of water. As she turned, her black silk robe, the one she’d been wearing when she’d first confronted me about the video, gaped open slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of black lace. The same black lace she’d flashed at Lucy in Veronica’s bedroom.

My breath hitched. My cock, which had been mercifully dormant for the past twenty-four hours, gave a sudden, insistent throb.

Helen’s eyes met mine, a knowing, predatory glint in their dark depths. She took a long, slow sip of her water, her gaze never leaving my face.

“Don’t get any ideas, Alex,” she purred, her voice a silken threat

And with that, she turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me standing there, dazed, confused, and with a sinking feeling that my life in the Greene household was about to get a whole lot more… interesting.

The alliance, forged in the crucible of scandal and desperation, was holding. For now.

But the rivalry, the tension, the unspoken, undeniable attraction that simmered beneath the surface… that was just getting started.

And I had a feeling that the next battle, whenever and wherever it came, was going to be a hell of a lot more personal. And a hell of a lot more dangerous.



Chapter 9 – The Lighthouse First




The Porsche’s engine was a low, throaty purr in the pre-dawn stillness. Lucy sat beside me, her usual vibrant energy subdued, replaced by a quiet, almost nervous anticipation. She hadn’t said much since she’d appeared at my studio door an hour ago, her blue eyes wide and serious, and uttered the three words that had sent a wave of both excitement and trepidation through me: “Lighthouse. Now. No phone.”

No phone. That was a new one for Lucy. Her phone was practically an extension of her arm, her lifeline to her followers, her constant companion. Leaving it behind? That signaled something… different. Something important.

We drove in silence, the only sounds the hum of the tires on the asphalt and the distant crash of waves. The sky was beginning to lighten, a pale, pearly gray replacing the inky black of night. The air was cool, crisp, carrying the salty tang of the ocean.

The lighthouse stood on a rocky promontory at the edge of Bright Cove, a solitary sentinel against the vast expanse of the sea. It was an old, weathered structure, its whitewashed walls stained by years of salt and wind. It had a wild, romantic, almost melancholic beauty, especially in the soft, ethereal light of dawn.

Lucy parked the Porsche on a deserted stretch of road overlooking the beach. We got out, the silence broken only by the cry of a lone seagull and the rhythmic sigh of the waves.

The beach was a narrow strip of sand littered with driftwood and smooth, gray stones. The tide was out, revealing a wide expanse of wet, glistening sand, pocked with tide pools and strewn with seaweed. It felt… remote. Untouched. A world away from the manicured lawns and bustling streets of Bright Cove.

Lucy led the way, her small hand surprisingly strong as it gripped mine. She didn’t speak, her gaze fixed on the distant horizon, where the first hint of sunrise was painting the sky in shades of pink and gold.

We walked for what felt like a long time, the sand cool beneath our bare feet, the salty air whipping our hair around our faces. The silence between us was no longer awkward, but comfortable, charged with an unspoken anticipation.

Finally, we reached a secluded cove, sheltered by a jagged outcrop of rocks. A weathered driftwood log lay half-buried in the sand, a natural bench overlooking the restless sea.

Lucy stopped, turning to face me. Her pink hair was a wild tangle around her face, her blue eyes dark and luminous in the pre-dawn light. She looked… different. Softer. More vulnerable. The usual playful bravado was gone, replaced by a raw, almost painful honesty.

“Alex,” she began, her voice barely a whisper above the sound of the waves. “I… I need to tell you something.”

I waited, my heart pounding in my chest, a strange mixture of hope and fear coiling in my stomach.

“I’m scared,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “I’m scared of… of losing you.”

The words hung in the air, simple, direct, and utterly devastating.

Losing me? To whom? To what?

“Losing me to who, Lucy?” I asked, my voice gentle.

Her gaze dropped to the sand, her fingers tracing invisible patterns. “To Mom,” she whispered, her voice so low I could barely hear her. “Or Helen. Or… or just… losing you.”

My heart ached for her. For the insecurity, the fear, the vulnerability that lay hidden beneath her bright, bubbly facade.

“You’re not going to lose me, Lucy,” I said, my voice firm. I reached out, my hand cupping her cheek, my thumb gently brushing away a stray tear. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She looked up at me, her blue eyes wide and searching. “Promise?”

“Promise.”

A fragile smile touched her lips. “Good.” She took a deep, shuddering breath, then seemed to come to a decision. “Because… because I’m ready, Alex.”

Ready? Ready for what?

My mind raced, trying to decipher the unspoken meaning behind her words. Ready for… us? Ready for… more?

“Ready for what, Lucy?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Her smile widened, a slow, tremulous curve of her lips. She reached for my hand, her fingers lacing through mine. “For this,” she said, her voice soft, but with an undercurrent of fierce, undeniable determination.

And then, she pulled me down onto the weathered driftwood log, her body pressing against mine, her mouth finding mine in a kiss that was both tentative and desperate, both innocent and achingly, exquisitely, profane.

It was a kiss that tasted of salt, and tears, and a longing so profound it stole my breath away. It was a kiss that spoke of fear, and hope, and a fragile, burgeoning love. It was a kiss that changed everything.

The sun was beginning to peek over the horizon, painting the sky in fiery shades of orange and gold. The waves crashed against the shore, a rhythmic, primal heartbeat. And in that secluded cove, on that deserted beach, with the salty air whipping around us and the taste of Lucy on my lips, I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones, that my life would never be the same.

This wasn’t just about sex anymore. This wasn’t just about a complicated, confusing, and undeniably hot entanglement with three very different, very captivating women.

This was about Lucy. About her vulnerability, her strength, her fierce, untamed spirit. About the unexpected, undeniable connection that had sparked between us, a connection that transcended lust, transcended drama, transcended everything but the raw, honest truth of our feelings for each other.

And as I held her close, her small body trembling in my arms, her lips soft and yielding beneath mine, I knew, with a clarity that was both terrifying and exhilarating, that I was falling. Falling hard. Falling for Lucy Greene.

And maybe, just maybe, she was falling for me too.

The kiss deepened, a slow, languid exploration that spoke volumes. Her lips were soft, pliant, tasting of salt and the faint, sweet hint of the lip gloss she always wore. Her small hands crept up my chest, her fingers tangling in the fabric of my t-shirt, pulling me closer, as if she couldn’t get enough.

And I couldn’t. Not of her. Not of this.

The world narrowed to this small, secluded cove, to the sound of the waves, the scent of the sea, the feel of Lucy’s body pressed against mine. My own hands roamed her back, her sides, marveling at the delicate curve of her spine, the surprising strength in her small frame.

When the kiss finally broke, we were both breathless, our chests heaving, our eyes locked in a silent, profound understanding. The sun was higher now, its golden rays bathing the beach in a warm, inviting glow.

“Alex,” Lucy whispered, her voice thick with emotion. Her blue eyes, those incredible, expressive eyes, were shining with a mixture of fear, and hope, and a raw, undeniable desire. “I… I want you. All of you.”

The words, so simple, so direct, hit me with the force of a physical blow. All of me. Not just my body, not just my attention, not just the thrill of a forbidden conquest. All of me.

And in that moment, I knew, with a certainty that resonated deep in my soul, that I wanted all of her too.

“Lucy,” I started, my voice hoarse, my heart pounding in my chest like a trapped bird. “I…”

But she didn’t let me finish. She pressed her fingers to my lips, silencing me. “Don’t talk,” she whispered, her blue eyes blazing with a fierce, almost desperate intensity. “Just… show me.”

And so, I did.

There, on that deserted beach, with the sun rising over the endless expanse of the sea, I made love to Lucy Greene.

It wasn’t like anything I’d ever experienced before. It wasn’t the practiced, almost reverent worship of Veronica, or the dark, dangerous dance with Helen. This was… different. This was raw. This was real. This was… us.

Our clothes disappeared, discarded in a heap on the cool, damp sand. Skin met skin, warm and soft and electric. Her body, so small, so delicate, yet so surprisingly strong, moved against mine with an eagerness, a desperation, that mirrored my own.

Her hands explored my body, tentative at first, then bolder, more confident, as if she were memorizing every line, every curve, every scar. My own hands roamed her curves, marveling at the softness of her skin, the fullness of her small, perfect breasts, the intoxicating swell of her hips.

She was… breathtaking. A tiny, pink-haired goddess, her skin glowing in the golden light of dawn, her blue eyes dark and luminous with a mixture of fear, and trust, and an all-consuming passion.

When I finally entered her, it was with a gentleness, a reverence, that surprised even myself. She gasped, her body tensing for a moment, her blue eyes wide with a mixture of pain and pleasure. I held her close, whispering reassurances, my lips brushing against her hair, her temple, her tear-streaked cheek.

And then, slowly, miraculously, she began to relax. Her body softened, yielded, molded itself to mine. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps, her fingers digging into my shoulders, her hips beginning to move in a slow, tentative rhythm.




It was… her first time. Her

 

real


 
first time. And she was giving it to me. Here. Now. In this wild, beautiful, unforgettable place.




The realization hit me with a force that stole my breath away. The trust, the vulnerability, the sheer, unadulterated gift of it… it was overwhelming. Humbling.

And it filled me with a fierce, protective tenderness, a desperate desire to make this perfect for her. To make it everything she’d ever dreamed it would be.

We moved together, a slow, sensual dance, our bodies learning each other, our breaths mingling, our hearts beating as one. The waves crashed against the shore, a rhythmic, primal counterpoint to our own rising passion. The sun climbed higher in the sky, its golden rays warming our skin, bathing us in a soft, ethereal glow.

Her moans, no longer soft and breathy, became deep, guttural sounds of pure, unadulterated pleasure. She writhed against me, her body on fire, her fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer, harder. She clung to my back as if she were drowning, her nails leaving faint, crescent-shaped marks on my skin, a testament to the intensity of her release.

And when she finally climaxed, it was with a shuddering, convulsive cry that seemed to echo the roar of the ocean itself. Her body arched against mine, her blue eyes squeezed shut, her face a mask of pure, unadulterated bliss.

I held her close, my own release building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to consume me. And as I poured myself into her, as our bodies, our souls, our very beings, seemed to merge into one, I knew, with a certainty that transcended thought, that transcended reason, that this was it.

This was love.

Raw, and messy, and complicated, and terrifying, and utterly, breathtakingly, beautiful.

We lay there for a long time, tangled together on the cool, damp sand, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. The sun was high in the sky now, its warmth beating down on us, but we didn’t move. We couldn’t. We were bound together, not just by the physical act of love, but by something deeper, something stronger, something… unbreakable.

Eventually, Lucy stirred, her head nestled in the crook of my shoulder, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest.

“Alex?” she whispered, her voice soft, sleepy.

“Hmm?” I murmured, my lips brushing against her hair.

“That was…” she started, then paused, searching for the right words. “That was… everything.”

I smiled, my heart swelling with a love so fierce, so profound, it almost hurt. “Yeah,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “Yeah, it was.”

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while longer, watching the waves, listening to the cry of the seagulls, basking in the warm glow of the morning sun and the even warmer glow of our newfound love.

It was perfect. Utterly, completely, impossibly perfect.

And, of course, it couldn’t last.



Chapter 10 – The Return




The idyllic bubble of our lighthouse morning, that perfect, sun-drenched pocket of peace and passion, lasted precisely six hours. Six blissful, stolen hours where the world outside, with its scandals and its complications, ceased to exist. There was only Lucy, and me, and the sea, and a love so new, so fragile, it felt like a dream.

But dreams, as I was rapidly learning, had a nasty habit of colliding with reality. And reality, in my case, often wore an expensive suit and a predatory smile.

We drove back to the Greene mansion in a comfortable, contented silence, Lucy’s head resting on my shoulder, her fingers laced through mine. The Porsche purred along the coastal highway, the late morning sun warm on our faces. For a fleeting, foolish moment, I allowed myself to imagine that this could be our life. Simple. Easy. Just… us.

Then we turned onto the long, winding driveway leading to the house.

And the dream shattered.

He was standing on the porch, a dark, imposing figure against the bright white stucco of the villa. Martin Greene. Veronica’s ex-husband. Lucy and Helen’s father. And, according to Helen, a manipulative, emotionally unavailable asshole.

He looked every inch the part. Designer suit, crisp and immaculate despite the late August heat. Perfectly coiffed silver hair. A smile that didn’t quite reach his cold, calculating eyes. And in his hand, a thick manila folder. A folder that radiated an almost palpable aura of menace.

My stomach clenched. This was not good. This was very, very not good.

Lucy stiffened beside me, her hand tightening on mine. “Dad?” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “What’s he doing here?”

I didn’t have an answer. But I had a sinking feeling I was about to find out.

I parked the Porsche, the sound of the gravel crunching under the tires unnaturally loud in the sudden, tense silence. We got out, Lucy clinging to my arm, her earlier confidence replaced by a childlike fear.

Martin Greene watched us approach, his smile widening, his eyes glinting with something that looked suspiciously like triumph.

“Well, well, well,” he said, his voice a low, silken drawl that sent shivers down my spine. “Look what the tide dragged in.” His gaze flickered over me, dismissive, contemptuous, then settled on Lucy. “Rough night, darling? You look… flushed.”

Lucy flushed an even deeper shade of red, her blue eyes darting nervously between her father and me. “Dad,” she stammered. “What… what are you doing here?”

“Just visiting my family,” Martin said, his voice dripping with false sincerity. “Is that so surprising?” He gestured towards the manila folder in his hand. “And, as it happens, conducting a little… business.”

He tapped the folder, a slow, deliberate movement. “It seems there’s been some rather… unorthodox activity on the Greene and Lockhart servers lately. Forty-seven emergency DMCA takedowns. Numerous cease and desist letters. All issued under the firm’s letterhead. All related to a rather… salacious video involving a certain topless pool party.”

My blood ran cold. He knew. Of course, he knew. Helen’s brilliant, audacious plan… it had a fatal flaw. A flaw named Martin Greene.




“Did you really think,” he continued, his voice soft, almost gentle, but with an undercurrent of steel, “that you could weaponize my firm,

 

my


 
resources, without me noticing?” He chuckled, a low, humorless sound. “Oh, Helen. So clever. So ruthless. Just like her old man.”




His gaze shifted, locking onto me, his eyes narrowed, predatory. “And you, Mr. Parker. The… mystery shoulder man, I believe they’re calling you? Quite the little hero, aren’t you? Fixing sound systems. Befriending vulnerable young women. Worming your way into my family.”

“Dad, stop it!” Lucy cried, her voice trembling. “Alex didn’t do anything wrong!”

Martin’s smile didn’t falter. “Didn’t he, darling? Or was he just… an accessory? A willing participant in your little sister’s… ill-advised bid for internet fame?” He paused, letting the words hang in the air, heavy and poisonous. “And, I wonder, what other… services… has he been rendering?”

His gaze flickered towards the upstairs windows, towards Veronica’s master bedroom, and my stomach twisted into a tight, painful knot. He knew. He knew about Veronica too. How? Had he been watching us? Investigating us? The thought was terrifying.

“That’s enough, Martin.”

Veronica’s voice, calm and cold as ice, cut through the tense silence. She appeared in the doorway, her face pale but resolute, her hazel eyes blazing with a fierce, protective anger. She looked like a queen defending her castle. And her children.

“This has nothing to do with Alex,” she said, her voice unwavering. “This is between you and me.”

Martin’s smile widened, a slow, cruel curve of his lips. “Oh, I think it has everything to do with Alex, my dear Veronica. And with Lucy. And with Helen.” He opened the manila folder, revealing a sheaf of papers – printouts, PI photos, screenshots. Evidence. Damning, irrefutable evidence. “You see, I’ve been doing a little… research of my own.”

He fanned the papers out, a visual representation of our every mistake, our every indiscretion. The topless pool party. The late-night visits. The hushed whispers, the stolen glances, the secret rendezvous. It was all there, laid bare for him to see, to use, to destroy us with.

“Misuse of corporate resources,” he said, his voice soft, almost regretful. “That’s a serious offense, Veronica. Grounds for… disciplinary action. Perhaps even… disbarment.” He paused, letting the threat sink in. “And then there’s the matter of the twins.” His gaze softened, a flicker of something almost paternal in his cold, calculating eyes. “They need stability, Veronica. Guidance. A… moral compass.” He looked pointedly at me, then back at Veronica. “Something that seems to be sorely lacking in this household.”

He closed the folder, a sharp, decisive sound. “I’m filing for full custody, Veronica. And I’m petitioning the court to freeze your assets, pending an investigation into your… misuse of corporate funds.” He smiled, a chilling, triumphant smile. “It seems your little… harem… is about to come crashing down around you.”




The words hit me like a physical blow. Custody. Frozen assets. Harem. He was going to destroy them. Destroy

 

us


 
.




Lucy gasped, her hand flying to her mouth, her blue eyes wide with terror. Veronica stood frozen, her face pale, her expression a mixture of disbelief and dawning horror.

And I… I just felt a cold, hard rage begin to build in the pit of my stomach. A rage directed at this man, this cruel, manipulative bastard who was threatening to tear apart the lives of the three women I…

The three women I loved.

The realization, so sudden, so unexpected, hit me with the force of a revelation. I loved them. All of them. Veronica, with her warmth, her strength, her vulnerability. Helen, with her sarcasm, her intelligence, her fierce, protective loyalty. And Lucy… Lucy, with her bubbly energy, her reckless spirit, her surprisingly tender heart.

It was insane. It was impossible. It was… true.

And I wasn’t going to let this asshole destroy them.

I stepped forward, placing myself between Martin Greene and the three women who had, in a remarkably short period of time, become my entire world.

“You’ll have to go through me first,” I said, my voice level, calm, but loaded with a promise. A promise of a fight. A promise of a war.

Martin Greene’s smile widened, his eyes glinting with a cold, predatory amusement. “That’s precisely what I intend, Mr. Parker.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over the three women standing behind me, a look of smug satisfaction on his face. “Precisely what I intend.”



TO BE CONTINUED IN BOOK 3...
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