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Chapter One

Sidonie was right about one thing.

No one hung out at the arcade under the student commons.

Despite it being the busiest time of day at Stillwell University—the lunch hour—the downstairs section of the commons was as quiet as a tomb. Other than a pair of students lounging on a sofa near a turned-off flatscreen, the three of us had the whole place to ourselves. The decor looked twenty years out of date, and the temperature had to be twenty degrees colder down here than it was back upstairs. It didn’t feel friendly.

I didn’t like the place very much. Evidently, Samantha felt differently.

“Oh, wow,” the coed purred, taking a look around the mostly empty lounge. “I can’t believe it took us so long to come down here, Daddy. This place would have been a perfect base of operations!”

I was already shaking my head. Even if the downstairs didn’t look too depressing for me to want to keep my girls down here for any length of time, this space reminded me of Trevor Baines. I’d never seen him down here personally, but I’d heard from a few of his former associates that he’d treated this lounge like his own little fiefdom, particularly the arcade.

Of course he wouldn’t be doing that anymore. But his presence still lingered like a bad scent.

The kids on the sofa took one look at our group, grabbed their laptops and left. Samantha and Marcie watched them go, confusion written across their features.

“That’s strange,” Samantha said once we were alone. “What was that all about?”

“Maybe they had somewhere to be?” Marcie suggested.

“Fat chance,” I said, glancing at the corners of the room. “There’s something off here. Let’s keep our eyes open.”

Both Samantha and Marcie pushed in closer. “You don’t think it’s some kind of trap, do you, Daddy?” Samantha asked.

I hadn’t—until I watched those kids hightail it upstairs like I was radioactive. “I guess we’ll see.”

The arcade was in the very back of the lounge, past a row of wall-mounted TVs that had probably shown 24-hour news stations back when there were still people hanging out down here. Our reflections traveled in silhouette across the darkness of the screens: Samantha’s blonde locks practically bouncing with every step, my movements beside her steady and sure. A step behind us, Marcie kept glancing around like she expected Trevor Baines to jump out from around any corner, her pulse racing as she laced her fingers through mine.

I turned to her with a smile, cutting through the tension. “You know he’s in Virginia, right, babygirl?”

Marcie relaxed a fraction. “I know. I just think of that night at the frat house…”

I gave her hand a squeeze, reassuring her with my presence. “I’ll never let anything like that happen to you again, babygirl.” My hand went to her chin, gently cupping it. “You have my word. I’m always going to be there to protect you.”

Slowly, the fear faded from Marcie’s face. “I know,” she said, practically beaming from the attention. “Just like I know Trevor’s gone for good.” A shudder traveled through her. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t sometimes still get grossed out thinking about what he almost did to me.”

What happened to me when I thought about that little twerp went far beyond grossed out. Both him and his mother were lucky they’d decided to no longer interfere in our lives. Every time I thought about what might have happened to Marcie that night if I hadn’t intervened, I thanked God all over again that I got butt dialed and alerted to the danger before things could spiral out of control.

But that was my old foe.

Apparently, I had a new one to worry about.

The arcade actually looked a bit better than the lounge. Most of the games on display were on the older side, but these days that just made them ‘retro’. I spotted a couple pinball machines, an old Mortal Kombat cabinet that looked like every incoming freshman had set their beer on it at least once, and a scuffed-up DDR board with the pixels on one half of the screen gone green-tinted. Music played from a half-dozen different sources, none of them terribly loud.

Stepping inside, I understood instinctively how a low life like Trevor could choose this place to be his base of operations. Half the lights in the arcade had either burnt out or been removed by kids looking for a quiet place to make out or smoke weed, and so the whole space had this dim, twilight feel to it. If you had a stash in here and someone showed up to try and bust you, you had an abundance of places to hide it.

Towards the back, the only light came from the CRT glow of the arcade screens. I could tell that neither of them wanted to show it, but both of my women looked a little nervous as we stepped into the darkness, and each of them drew a little closer to me.

Just as Marcie started to say something, a figure stepped out from behind a machine, a shadow covering their face.

In the instant before my eyes focused, I saw Trevor standing in front of me. I let Marcie’s hand go and balled my own into fists, but the vision had already begun to dissolve. It was Sidonie.

She didn’t look terribly happy to see me.

“Mr. Avery,” she said, her gaze sliding from me to my companions. “I didn’t realize you were bringing… friends to this meeting.”

Samantha chuckled at the word. “Sidonie Weaver,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “I should have known the department chairs would dump this assignment on you!”

Suddenly I understood. Sidonie wasn’t frowning at me.

She was doing it to Samantha.

“You two know each other?” I asked.

A sly smile tugged at the corner of Samantha’s mouth. “Sidonie pledged Delta Rho two years ago,” she explained, clearly relishing the words. “She got in, but she didn’t even stay a whole semester. She bailed on the whole sisterhood three weeks before summer break!”

Sidonie flinched. “I had my reasons,” she said.

“That’s what all the flakes say,” Samantha shot back.

I glanced over at the coed. For a moment it was almost like the last few months had fallen away and I was looking at the Samantha Lowry I’d met that first night at Stillwell: a queen bee who made the rest of the hive buzz to her tune. Clearly, she and Sidonie had some kind of unfinished business.

I wish I’d known that before I brought her and Marcie down here with me, I thought.

It didn’t help that Samantha had decided she needed to change into one of her more revealing outfits before this meeting—a short plaid skirt and tight white button-up shirt that made her look like someone’s naughty schoolgirl Halloween costume. Only the pigtails were missing, and I sensed that Samantha gladly would have put her hair up that way if I’d asked her to do it. The glances Sidonie kept casting in her direction weren’t jealous, exactly, but she certainly looked more than a little intimidated.

“It’s ancient history,” Sidonie said, trying to wave away the question. She ran a hand through her short, red hair as if mentally comparing it to Samantha’s lustrous locks, then caught herself and frowned. “I thought you were coming alone, Mr. Avery.”

I shrugged. “You know how it is. I’d have to beat the poor sorority girls with sticks to keep them away.”

Sidonie gave Samantha and Marcie an uneasy look. But from the expressions on both of my women’s faces, they wouldn’t have minded the stick at all—or anything else I wanted to spank them with.

“Anyway, what’s with all this cloak and dagger stuff?” I asked Sidonie. “Why are we meeting down here instead of in the ethics department chair’s office? I feel like I’m skulking around the middle of a spy novel.”

Sidonie laughed at that. “Sometimes I feel like I’m living in a spy novel,” she countered. “You wouldn’t believe how much of this job involves helping one half of the administration keep secrets from the other.” The bitterness in her voice must have surprised her, because she blanched. “Sorry. I’ve been putting out fires ever since our last meeting. It’s stressing me out.”

“I don’t see you leaving them high and dry, though,” Samantha said.

Sidonie gave the blonde coed a look that could peel paint. “Miss Lowry, I’m the only thing standing between the national leadership of your sorority and you right now. A word from me, and they’ll annihilate you. You really want your name stricken from the Book of Rho that badly?”

Samantha arched an eyebrow. “First of all, nothing the national leadership can do will take my name out of that book. That book is fucking sacred, which you would know if you’d actually paid attention during any of our initiation rituals. Secondly, you’re the one who owes Jack, not the other way around. Don’t get it twisted—”

“Ladies!” I stepped between them, holding up my hands. “We’re all on the same side here. Truce? For the next few minutes, at least?”

For a second, I didn’t think either of them would go for it. Samantha stared evenly at the red-haired coed, her gaze that of a sorority president about to lay down the law. Sidonie matched her with what authority she could muster, trying to intimidate Sam right back, but it wasn’t working.

Finally, Sidonie’s nostrils flared. Maybe under normal circumstances she would have held her ground against the sorority president, but she’d already been bent plenty over the last few days. What was a little more humiliation?

She bit back a sigh and shook her head. “Whatever. The reason I asked to meet you here instead of my office, Mr. Avery, is because the walls at Stillwell above ground have ears. Half the faculty still think it’s a miscarriage of justice that you slipped out of your ethics complaint, and the other half want your bloody autograph.

Bloody? Interesting choice of swear. “My autograph?”

A smirk rose to her lips. “For turning Delta Rho into… well, into whatever it is those sorority girls are right now.” She gave Samantha a knowing look as the words left her lips, as if to say, checkmate, slut.

Marcie spoke to Sidonie for the first time. “We’re not whatever,” she whispered. “We belong to Jack.” She held up a hand, showing Sidonie her engagement ring. “See?”

Sidonie saw.

And then she saw the diamond ring on Samantha’s finger, as well.

For a moment, she was speechless. She gave me a look like she couldn’t figure out if I was a madman or the most self-confident guy who’d ever lived.

“You’re...marrying them?” Sidonie asked.

I nodded. “It’s nobody’s business but ours, but yes,” I confirmed.

Sidonie swallowed hard. “All five of them?”

I remembered the boast I’d made before the ethics board—that I’d hooked up with five different women since starting my semester at Stillwell—and chuckled. “Just three,” I said. “Samantha, Marcie and Yukiko.”

“Miss Tanaka,” she said. "I remember Kiki from my semester in Delta Rho."

"She's a hard girl to forget," I said. "All four of us are planning to tie the knot shortly after my graduation, but it's Miss Tanaka who's going to officially become Mrs. Jackson Avery."

"Assuming you get us over the finish line, of course," Samantha added.

Sidonie was staring at us all like we’d just announced we were aliens from some far-flung planet in a distant solar system. “One guy with three brides,” she muttered, rubbing the back of her neck. “What a world.”

Indeed. A wonderful world, as far as I was concerned.

“I think we’d better get down to business,” I said, glancing over as the attract screen on an old Captain Skyhawk cabinet flipped over to the high score list. The top three spots were all filled by someone who’d used the initials ASS. “Why did you need to see me, Sidonie?”

“What’s the problem?” Marcie added.

Sidonie hesitated. “When I messaged you last night, there was one problem standing in the way of smooth sailing between you and national leadership,” she began. “As of this morning, there’s two.”

I felt like I could guess the second. “Would Marcie’s father happen to be involved?”

Her expression told me I’d gotten it in one. “From what I understand, Mr. Ramsey contacted Delta Rho’s national executive directly last night,” she explained. “I’m told Miss Fawkes didn’t exactly appreciate having her evening disturbed, but she was quite interested in hearing what a pillar of the local business community like Mr. Ramsey had to say.”

I bit back a swear. “Wonderful. He didn’t just get into a fist fight with me. He’s trying to destroy my life, too.”

That caught Sidonie off-guard. “You… had a fist fight with Marcie’s father?”

“Wasn’t really much to speak about,” I said, brushing off her concerns. “By the way, Miss Fawkes is…?”

Samantha spoke up before Sidonie could. “Jessamyn Fawkes,” she said, her voice filled with both terror and reverence at the words. “Delta Rho’s national president. The alpha female of the whole organization.”

“The queen bee of queen bees,” Marcie added.

Something in Samantha’s expression told me there was more. “You know her?” I asked.

The blonde coed blanched. “Only by reputation, Daddy,” she lied, ignoring the way Sidonie flinched at the D-word. Later I’d get her for that fib, but she was just protecting our business from outsiders. “I will say, though—from what I’ve heard, she’s definitely not someone you want to have on your bad side.”

I could imagine. Plenty of coeds had managed to get themselves on Samantha Lowry’s bad side over the years, and not a one of them had enjoyed it. As nice and submissive as she was in our group, it was easy to forget what a tiger she could become when her or her kingdom were threatened.

Hell, that was half the reason we were fighting so fiercely against national leadership. Delta Rho was Samantha’s: she’d built it from the ground up.

She wouldn’t give it up without a fight. And none of us would want her to.

“You let me handle Daniel,” I told Sidonie. “He’s mad enough to spit right now, but he’ll come around. This is just him throwing a temper tantrum, trying to get me to change my mind.”

At least I hoped that was the case. My mentor couldn’t really hold a grudge, could he?

Sidonie nodded as if she understood. “If you don’t mind me asking, Mr. Avery, what is he trying to get you to change your mind about?”

“The most important decision of my life,” I told her. “One that I’m definitely not about to let some other man make for me.”

“I… see.” Sidonie looked more interested than before. “To be honest with you, Mr. Avery, I might already know what it is he’s so upset about.” Her gaze focused on Marcie. “You have three women walking around Stillwell calling themselves your future bride, but only one of them can be on the dotted line. Only one gets to be the CEO’s wife. Do I have that right?”

She’d struck right to the heart of it. I felt my lips peeling back over my teeth—I didn’t want to say anything rude to this woman, but if she was about to tell me how to handle my business…

“Dad wants me to marry Jack,” Marcie whispered. “I mean, officially.”

Sidonie gave me a baleful glance. “In that case, Mr. Avery, why not just indulge him?”

All three of us froze.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

The tone in my voice had stopped braver women, but Sidonie pushed on without a second thought. “It doesn’t make any sense to me,” she said, frowning. “You love all of these women equally, yes? Then what does it matter which one of them gets to legally take your last name? Because believe me, Mr. Avery, I’ve heard the voicemails your employer left on Miss Fawkes’s answering machine last night. I don’t believe he’s going to back down from this—not unless you do, first. And I’m not sure you realize how much damage he could cause in these proceedings.”

My mouth worked soundlessly for a long moment. I could barely believe what I was hearing. On one level, I was almost impressed by Sidonie’s boldness. But for someone who barely knew us to pass judgement on the harem in such a blunt way?

It shocked me. It made me want to snap back.

Fortunately for me, Samantha got there first.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” the coed laughed.

Sidonie stood up a little straighter, like she’d heard that tone come from Samantha back when she was a pledge and hadn’t liked it then, either. “Samantha, I’m just saying—”

“You don’t understand a goddamned thing,” Samantha said, shaking her head. “Of course it matters! How the hell could it not matter!?”

My brows shot to my hairline.

“Babygirl?”

Samantha nibbled her bottom lip, suddenly almost bashful. “Look, let’s be honest with ourselves about all this,” she said, her gaze encompassing me and Marcie both. “I know you love me, Daddy. I know you love Marcie. You fully, completely intend to make both of us your wives in every way that matters, and there’s no doubt in my mind that you’re going to take care of both of us for the rest of our lives. That is bedrock. That’s the core of this relationship.”

“I’m glad you agree, babygirl,” I said. “I—”

Samantha held up a hand, stopping me. “But it’s not the same. All three of us know it. The person who gets to be your actual, legal wife—who helps you run Ramsey Engineering, who shows up in all the pictures of the CEO’s family on the company website and at all the photo-ops—will not be like the other two. Or any of the other ones who come along after. It is a special position, no matter how much we all want to insist it isn’t so.”

I wasn’t sure what surprised me more—Samantha’s frankness in talking about this in front of strangers, or the fact that she’d just implied me having more than three wives in the future might be a distinct possibility.

“Babygirl,” I said, “you know I don’t love you any less than I do Kiki…”

Samantha was already nodding. “I know that,” she said, her tone letting me know she meant it. “But it is different, Daddy.” She shook her head, running her fingers through her long blonde hair. “I mean, could you imagine me in my sluttiest black dress, trying to look serious next to you on the cover of Forbes?” She laughed at the thought. “It’s not my world. It’s not my life.”

“I think you’d be a lot better at that sort of thing than you give yourself credit for, babygirl,” I insisted.

Samantha smiled. “Maybe. But I don’t want it—not like Yukiko does. I want her to have it.”

“So do I,” Marcie agreed.

“And that’s why we won’t let you give in to Marcie’s dad,” Samantha said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “It’s not right. It’s not fair. There’s only one woman who deserves to be sitting next to you in the boardroom when you go back to Boston and conquer the world.”

“But Samantha and I will be right behind you,” Marcie added.

“In the bedroom, mostly,” Samantha added with a giggle. “But you like that, Daddy.”

Sidonie had been watching all of this with gradually widening eyes. Now she cleared her throat, desperate to get us back onto the straight and narrow. “So, negotiations aren’t an option, then,” she said. “Duly noted.”

Marcie glanced over at me, then back at Sidonie. “Wait, you said we have two problems?” she asked. “If my Dad’s the second one, then what’s the first?”

Sidonie let out a sigh. “Stillwell’s administration has a few friends who are high up in Delta Rho’s organizational structure,” she explained, sounding weary. “I sent out a few feelers to see what we could do to make this issue with Miss Lowry go away quietly. With the original letter sent to leadership discredited, I expected things to be smooth sailing.”

Her expression told me they’d been anything but.

“What happened?” I asked, already dreading the answer.

Sidonie cleared her throat once more. “We hit an unexpected snag,” she said. “There’s actually a second complainant—someone who can corroborate Elizabeth Baines’s accusations. Someone who, unfortunately, has a record that more or less puts them beyond reproach.”

The three of us shared a look. Who the hell could that be? ‘Beyond reproach’ meant it wasn’t Trevor or one of his goons. But who else could want to see Samantha removed as sorority president? Who could want to ruin what we’d built that badly?

“No one is beyond reproach,” Samantha said doubtfully. “Give me their name, and my girls will dig up something we can use to sink them. No one in Stillwell’s completely clean.”

“They’re as clean as it gets,” Sidonie countered. “Mr. Avery, I really wish you’d come to this meeting alone—”

A sinking feeling filled my gut. Something told me there was a very good reason Sidonie didn’t want to have to say this person’s name aloud in front of Samantha and Marcie.

“Give me the name,” I said, leaning forward. “Now.”

Sidonie couldn’t meet my eye.

“Delta Rho’s surprise witness,” she groaned, “is Lakshmi Majumdar.”


Chapter Two

Lakshmi!?

Samantha was up and out of her seat in an instant. Both of the coed’s hands came down on the nearest arcade machine, slapping the controls so hard the little spaceship shooting at the aliens glitched and disappeared. Sidonie swore in the way that only someone who sees and approves the repair invoices for property around Stillwell University could swear. “Hey, watch that—"

“It’s bullshit!” Samantha roared. “Whoever your source is, they’re wrong. They’re lying to you! Lakshmi, really!?”

Marcie was aghast. “That can’t be right,” she said, her jaw hanging open. “Laks? She’s our friend. There’s no way she’d betray us…”

I found it hard to believe as well. “That doesn’t make any sense,” I protested.

“That’s because it’s fake,” Samantha said. She leaned forward, one hand still on the arcade machine, and stared Sidonie down. “This is some kind of a trick. I don’t know if you want money, or you just want to make things difficult for me because of what happened to you in Delta Rho. But Lakshmi Majumdar is not a fucking traitor!”

Sidonie met her former president’s eye. Slowly, she held up her left hand and extended her fingers. “I have this from three different sources,” she said, silently counting off on the digits. “Apparently, right after your old nemesis carpet bombed the entire campus with that awful letter, Delta Rho’s national leadership reached out to several members of the sorority to try and verify its contents. They interviewed a number of office holders, along with a few recent pledges and newer members—”

Samantha cut her off. “I know all about this,” she snapped, sounding irritated. “They came sniffing around for dirt on Jack. And they didn’t get any, because Kiki and Laks and I made sure everyone in the sorority was on the same page! All the sisters said that nothing untoward was going on. We gave them nothing!”

I remembered that. “It was a whole team effort,” I added. As awful as Elizabeth Baines’ assault on my reputation had been at the time, it had been a comfort to know the entire Delta Rho sorority stood behind me.

They had, hadn’t they?

“Lakshmi gave them something,” Sidonie said gravely. “She’s been working with them ever since the word went out.” Her gaze traveled to me. “She’s ready to testify that Mr. Jackson Avery has been taking indecent liberties with the coeds of Stillwell University.”

“Bull-fucking-shit,” Samantha repeated. Yet most of the heat had gone out of her voice.

“Indecent liberties?” My head swam. “Sidonie, Lakshmi sat across from me at my kitchen table just the other day and gushed with Marcie and Yukiko about my upcoming wedding. She didn’t seem to think anything indecent was going on. I believe I even remember her making a reference or two to similar practices in her own home culture.”

“Yeah, Lakshmi was so excited!” Marcie pounced on my evidence. “There’s no way she could be mad at us about what we’re doing with Jack!”

“And there was the other thing,” I rumbled.

Both Samantha and Marcie stopped what they were doing.

“Other thing?” Samantha asked, cocking an eyebrow.

I let out a little laugh. “This is probably TMI for present company,” I said, gesturing at Sidonie, “but the other night when Lakshmi crashed on the couch, Yukiko and I came home from that dinner with her parents while Laks was asleep in the living room. Yukiko was feeling a little frisky, and we ended up in the bathroom together.”

“You dog,” Samantha said, sounding pleased. “You didn’t wake Marcie and me up?”

“It was kind of a spur of the moment thing,” I explained. “So spur of the moment that Lakshmi caught us in the act.”

The room went silent.

“Like… right in the middle of it?” Marcie squeaked.

“Well, it was dark,” I said. “She didn’t see us at first. We managed to hide all the… well, we were mostly decent by the time she realized we were there. Mostly.”

“I can’t believe Kiki didn’t tell me,” Samantha chuckled.

Probably because it was a one-on-one thing, I thought. Yukiko had wanted me all to herself that night—my bride-to-be had this thing about wanting to already be pregnant with my child when she walked down the aisle. Yukiko wanted my babies and wasn’t shy about it, and since we were about to tie the knot anyway, she had no qualms about getting a head start on the grandkids she’d use to secure her empire and get herself back into the Tanaka clan’s good graces.

So, she hadn’t wanted to share. She wanted every drop of my seed buried in her womb where it belonged. Where it had been about to go when Lakshmi walked in on us.

“Was she upset or something?” Marcie ventured. “Is that why she turned on us?”

I was already shaking my head. “From what Sidonie’s telling us, she turned on us a while ago,” I said. “And no, she wasn’t angry.” I rubbed the back of my neck, letting out an awkward laugh. “Honestly, I thought she kind of looked tempted to join in…”

Yukiko had thought so, too. That girl was looking for an excuse to stay in this bathroom, she’d told me, right before we’d finished what we’d started before passing out together. At the time, I’d thought she might be exaggerating. But after seeing Lakshmi so interested in my harem during breakfast the next morning, I’d begun to wonder.

Now, though, I didn’t know what to believe.

Samantha appeared to be pondering the same thing. “I don’t know,” she muttered, still processing the news. “I mean, Lakshmi comes from a pretty conservative background. Her parents make Kiki’s look like hippies by comparison. Even if that was something Laks was toying with the idea of doing, I don’t think she’d risk pissing off her folks like that…”

I shrugged. “Yukiko did. Why would Lakshmi be any different?”

Samantha scoffed. “Look, all of this is ridiculous,” she blurted, leaning back against the machine with a pout. “There’s no way Lakshmi’s turned on me. She’s my lieutenant, for God’s sake! Her name’s right under mine in the Book of Rho, even closer than Kiki’s. She’s my right-hand girl. She’s practically my second in command...”

My expression hardened. “Is she your second in command?”

Samantha froze. “What?”

“I mean, would she be considered the vice-president of the sorority? I always assumed that was Yukiko, but you’re telling me a different story.” I ran a thumb over the stubble on my cheek. “If, God forbid, we weren’t able to get you out of this trouble with nationals, who exactly would take over the chapter after you leave?”

“It…” Samantha trailed off, her mouth snapping shut. “It would be Lakshmi.”

Slowly, I nodded. “That might be what’s going on,” I suggested.

Marcie looked stunned. “Jack, you can’t be serious. Lakshmi isn’t like that!”

“I don’t really know,” I admitted, my gaze still on Samantha. “As much as you girls have become my heart, I still don’t know all that much about the way Delta Rho operates. Before I came to Stillwell, did you and Lakshmi ever have any friction? A fight? Anything that might make you think she was gunning to take over the number one spot from her boss?”

It sounded absurd if you didn’t know Stillwell the way I did. Someone getting stabbed in the back and having their company taken over was the kind of thing you’d think happened in my world, not in a sleepy college town—but the women of these sororities could be every bit as vicious as the corporate raiders I’d watched Daniel deal with over the years.

I couldn’t let how much these girls loved me distract me from the fact that Delta Rho was still one hell of a cutthroat organization. Most of the girls at Stillwell would gladly do terrible things to get into their ultra-exclusive membership books.

Across the desk, Sidonie looked like she’d already found her answer. “A power play over the president’s chair,” she murmured, lost in thought. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

“No, it doesn’t!” Samantha insisted. Then she hesitated. “Does it?”

“I really can’t be sure,” I said. “I’ll say this: I don’t believe that the Lakshmi I met the night I showed up at the Delta Rho house could betray her sisters like this. But then, how do I know if that’s the real Lakshmi?”

Samantha had reacted to the idea with horror, but I could tell that the more she thought about it, the more convinced she became. She was nodding now, standing across from Sidonie with a look on her face like someone had just kicked a puppy in front of her. Without a word she reached over and took my hand, squeezing it in a way that told me she needed the moral support.

“Laks,” the queen bee of Delta Rho whispered. “You bitch. How could you…?”

Only Marcie remained unconvinced. “It has to be a mistake,” she insisted, her tone firm. “There’s just no way. Lakshmi is not a bad person! She’s on our side!”

“I know, Marcie,” Samantha whispered. “I know. Look… we don’t really know anything yet, okay? This could still be all some big misunderstanding. Laks and us will laugh about all this once the national leadership lets me off the hook.”

So she said. But I could tell that even as Samantha hoped for the best, she was already beginning to plan for the worst. The wheels turned behind her eyes as she began to plot what she—and the rest of Delta Rho—would do with this new information.

As for me, I had my own ideas. “We need to confront Lakshmi directly,” I told the group. “Bring our suspicions to her and see what she says. If she confesses, we figure out where to go from there. If she insists she’s innocent, we look for an alternate explanation…”

Sidonie was already shaking her head. “That’s not the play, Mr. Avery,” she said.

I wasn’t used to being corrected by strangers. “Pardon?”

“I didn’t bring this information to you so you could squander it,” the redhead said. “Right now, the only advantage you have against the people who want to make sure Samantha Lowry never sees the inside of the Delta Rho sorority house again is the element of surprise. You know who the traitor is, and they think you have no idea. If you go blowing that up before the meeting, Miss Lowry will lose her case for sure.”

Sidonie sounded pretty sure of herself. Her certainty went a long way towards convincing me she knew what she was talking about.

“Alright,” I grunted, sharing glances with Samantha and Marcie. “What’s your suggestion, Sidonie?”

Instead of the three fingers she’d held up before, this time the redhead made a ‘V’ with her middle and index. “Two-pronged defense,” she said, as if she’d rehearsed it before our arrival. “First, you need to get Mr. Ramsey off your back. He’s adamant about hurting you in any way he can—”

“He wants there to be nothing holding me to Stillwell,” I said, realizing the truth as the words came out of my mouth. “Because if Samantha gets kicked out of the sorority, there’s no reason for Marcie to be here next semester. Which means there’s no reason for me not to pack up stakes, hit the road and move back to Boston to marry his daughter.”

“He doesn’t get it,” Samantha said through gritted teeth. “Does he?”

“He does not,” I said. “But I can handle Daniel. Leave him to me.”

He’d have already cooled down some by now, I knew. Last night he’d been roaring drunk, his adrenaline spiked from the fight we’d had in the parking lot of my condo. He’d probably both said and done some things he now regretted.

At least I sure hoped so.

Sidonie gave me a curt nod, considering the matter settled. “That leaves the other half of the equation: Miss Majumdar. I don’t suppose any of you have physical evidence that catches her in a lie, do you?”

All three of us shook our heads.

“I thought so,” Sidonie muttered. “In that case, you’re going to have to succeed at what I failed to do.”

“Which is?”

A faint smile tugged at the corner of Sidonie’s mouth. “Dig up some dirt on Miss Squeaky Clean. Find something that discredits Lakshmi’s testimony—or discover something she’s trying to hide. Something you can threaten her with revealing to keep her quiet.”

I couldn’t stop my gasp. “Are you suggesting I blackmail a college student!?”

Sidonie’s gaze slid to Samantha. “It’s not a suggestion. If you want your… babygirl to stay in the saddle with the Stillwell chapter of Delta Rho, you’re going to need to knock Miss Majumdar off her pedestal. Otherwise, Miss Lowry had might as well start drafting her resignation letter now.”

There was no chance I’d let that happen. “Alright,” I said, sliding back my chair. “Thank you for the information.”

Sidonie looked relieved. “We’ve really done the best we can possibly do, Mr. Avery,” the coed said, practically falling all over herself to reassure me. “I know this wasn’t totally the resolution you were hoping for, but at least now you have the tools you need to escape the national leadership’s trap. If there’s anything else you need, at all, I’m at your disposal.”

With any other coed, that would have been an open invitation to ask her out. With Sidonie, it was just good business. She hadn’t forgotten the whole reason she was doing this—namely, that I’d threatened the school with a lawsuit so big and splashy it would inevitably end up splattered across the pages of the Boston Globe. Her apologies and her buttering me up were just part and parcel of trying to avoid my wrath.

In her case, it happened to be working. “How do I contact you if I need to reach you?”

“The phone number I used to contact you,” Sidonie answered, gesturing vaguely in the direction of my pocket. “You can get in touch with me via that if you need.”

I hadn’t added Sidonie to my list of contacts—I did so now. “Thanks. You’ll probably be hearing from me in the next day or so.”

“I’m at your disposal,” Sidonie said with a nod. “I mean, that, Mr. Avery. Anything I can do to help smooth this problem over, I will.”

I nodded. If there was an offer in the coed’s tone, I must have missed it. All I could think about at the moment was how the hell we were going to deal with Lakshmi.

Lakshmi, of all people? A traitor in our midst, a viper in Delta Rho’s bosom?

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t want to believe it.

And yet Sidonie sounded so certain of her information.

I had to give it one more try, though. “Those three sources of yours,” I began, noting the way Sidonie’s brows rose. “No, I’m not asking you to name them. The last thing I want is for you to throw some of your trusted associates under the bus. But do they have physical proof that Lakshmi is the one who’s been feeding this Fawkes woman our information?”

Samantha and Marcie’s gazes sharpened.

Sidonie didn’t look flustered. “I trust my sources,” she said, shaking her head sadly. “I know you’re looking for an out on this, Mr. Avery. God knows I’d be doing the same thing if I were in your shoes. But Lakshmi Majumdar is talking to Jessamyn Fawkes.”

Yeah, I thought. But what’s she saying?

I guess that was for us to find out.

Sidonie cleared her throat, glancing around the dusty arcade. “Unless you’d like to play a round or two of Street Fighter, I think our business is done here,” she said, rubbing the back of her neck. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes once I leave? I’d like to avoid the appearance of impropriety…”

The irony wasn’t lost on me. I’d walked down here with two gorgeous coeds on my arm; by Stillwell’s standards, I was about the most improper guy on campus. Yet I didn’t have to worry about things like that, while Sidonie did. Blame the campus administration, I guess.

“Go on ahead,” I said. “I’ll text you if I find out something.”

She nodded once. “See that you do,” she said. “Be safe, Jack.”

All three of us watched her go. The glass door shut behind her, sealing us in the dingy arcade once more. A half-dozen electronic jingles quietly played over top of each other from the machines, while the screens cast baleful shadows on the walls.

Once we were certain she was gone, Samantha leaned over and punched the side of the nearest arcade cabinet. She realized what a stupid thing she’d done immediately; the impact rippled through her arm, and she let out a yelp as she stuck her swollen knuckles into her mouth. She looked about as angry as I felt.

“That… that bitch,” Samantha growled.

“Do you mean Sidonie?” Marcie asked. “Or Lakshmi?”

The blonde coed’s frown deepened. “Hell, I don’t know,” she said, wincing as she rubbed the back of her hand on her skirt. “Both of them, probably. If that girl really has betrayed us, I’m going to make her regret it so freaking hard…”

“You and me both,” I grunted. “I let that woman into my home, babygirl. I gave her my damned bed while Yukiko and I slept on the couch. And all the while, she was colluding with the people who want to get you fired?”

“It can’t be true,” Marcie insisted. “It’s got to be some kind of misunderstanding.”

I didn’t know about that. “We’ll see, I guess,” I said. “Anybody think we should tell Sidonie to pound sand and confront Lakshmi with all this anyway?”

It sounded like a decent enough idea to me, but Samantha was already shaking her head. “No, that’s the one thing she is right about, Daddy,” the coed said, taking my hand. “If we snap the trap on Lakshmi now, the only thing we’re doing is making sure those people at the national meeting will know what we’re up to when we get on that Zoom call.”

“The element of surprise,” Marcie added. “We can’t lose that.”

“I don’t think Sidonie realizes what a tall order she just gave us,” Samantha said with a scoff. She aimed an angry glance at the arcade machine next to her, as if it had reached out and struck her knuckles instead of the other way around. “Dig up dirt on Laks? It would be easier to put together blackmail material against Kiki. Or you, Marcie.” She shook her head. “Oh God, this is really hopeless…”

As if triggered by her thought, Marcie blanched. “And we’ve got my Dad to worry about,” she added. “From what Sidonie says, it sounds like he’s on the warpath.”

“You girls let me handle that,” I said, meaning it. “I’ll talk to Daniel. Man to man. We’ll work something out.”

As angry as I knew my mentor was with my life choices, I couldn’t imagine he’d stay mad at me forever. As awful as that fistfight in the parking lot of my condo had been, he’d managed to cool off a bit just over the course of that single encounter. Part of me still insisted that Daniel was acting rashly with this Delta Rho stuff—that he’d quickly feel ashamed of what he’d done and seek to make it right.

Maybe I thought that because that’s what I would have done in his shoes. But men—even good men—were rarely rational where their daughters were concerned.

The three of us stood among the arcade cabinets, each lost in our own thoughts. After a while I glanced down at my wristwatch to check the time. A phantom pang of lust shot down my spine as I remembered using it as a timer for the game Marcie, Samantha and I played during our threesome. I was probably going to think of that every time I looked down at that old Tag Heuer from now on.

I couldn’t help but grin. That’s sentimental value, all right, I thought.

Finally, Samantha spoke up. “Well, I don’t know how we’re going to get out of this mess, Daddy. But I do know the first thing I’m going to do.”

“Hmm?” The news that Samantha already had a plan piqued my interest.

The coed grinned. “I’m going to talk to Kiki about this,” she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “Put my head together with the one lieutenant I can trust. If anybody can help me figure out a way to stop Jessamyn Fawkes from ruining my life, it’s her.” Her grin widened. “And that is exactly why she deserves to be the girl who takes your last name, Daddy.”

She said it so simply, with such conviction, that no one who heard could believe it was anything other than the truth.

I pulled Samantha to me, an unexpected surge of tenderness welling up within me. My free hand went to her ass, while the other took the back of her head and stroked it gently, letting her press her face into the hollow of my shoulder.

“You are a marvel, Samantha Lowry,” I told her. “Don’t you ever forget it. I love you.”

She batted her lashes up at me. “I love you too, Daddy,” she giggled. “Don’t worry—I didn’t want to be the boring CEO’s wife anyway. I’d rather be your red-hot mistress.”

I leaned down and kissed her. The way her lips opened beneath mine as her hands roamed over my body was all the proof she needed of her intentions.

“Let’s get out of here,” Samantha said as she broke the kiss. “I’m starving all of a sudden. And I don’t want to spend another minute down here in the darkness.” She glanced around, a faint shudder traveling through her supple frame. “This place gives me the creeps.”

“Me too,” Marcie agreed. “It reminds me of… you know…”

Him, I thought.

“He’s never going to hurt you again,” I promised Marcie.

She nodded. “I know. I still don’t like hanging out in his old stomping grounds, though.”

Neither did I. And I figured we’d waited long enough for Sidonie’s sake.

“Come on,” I told the girls. “Let’s go get a bite to eat. We’ve got some planning to do.”

And we wouldn’t have to do it alone.


Chapter Three

“You’re kidding me,” Yukiko gasped, her eyes as wide as saucers. “It’s Lakshmi?”

My fiancée’s boba tea sat untouched on the table beside her. Despite the peak of the lunch rush being an hour or more behind us, the Copenhagen Deli was still practically standing room only. A long line of grumbling patrons waited for their fancy drinks and deli sandwiches: outside on the pavement, people flittered around the café tables, swapping local gossip and taking selfies to post on their social media later.

A few people eyed our table, but we weren’t going anywhere. This was an emergency conference. And we had more than enough drinks and snacks to prove we belonged here.

“I didn’t want to believe it, either,” Samantha said. “But it looks accurate, Kiki.”

The blonde coed had just gotten finished relaying the details of our meeting with Sidonie with the other girls. Besides Yukiko and Marcie, we’d also invited Maria Alvarez and two of the Delta Rho coeds who’d been closest with Lakshmi over the course of the semester: Heather and Eva, the two blondes who looked so similar they could have been sisters. Officer Davis—Tasha—was on patrol, otherwise she’d have been there, too.

Lakshmi herself wasn’t invited, of course.

It wouldn’t have made any sense for her to be there when the whole meeting was about her in the first place.

Yukiko held her head in her hands. I’d seen my beautiful girlfriend in states of distress before—like the night she’d helped me drag Marcie out of that sorority bedroom, or the terrible moment in the parking lot when Daniel knocked her to the pavement and I thought she was going to break down crying in front of him.

But I’d never seen her like this before. She looked like someone had just driven a kitchen knife into her stomach and twisted it.

“She’s helped me so many times,” Yukiko said, her thousand-yard stare aimed not at but through the wall of the deli. “She carried Marcie back to her dorm with me the night we met you. She slept in my bed!” Her head snapped up, her dark eyes flashing. “She saw me on my knees in front of you, Jack!”

Heather and Eva grinned at that last one, but the rest of the coeds looked stricken. I reached over and placed my hand on top of Yukiko’s, threading my fingers through hers as I gave her a squeeze.

“Hey,” I said, leaning in. “I’m right here.”

Yukiko closed her eyes and nodded. When she opened them again, most of her composure had returned. “I don’t want to believe this is true,” she said, looking around the table. “But if it is… I’m going to ruin her.”

A chill went through the collective group. Yukiko might have been one of the kindest women I’d ever met, but kindness didn’t mean she lacked a backbone. When she spoke, all of us heard a little echo of the woman she planned to become—the empress who’d help lead my company to glory, and who’d put down any enemies who stood between our family and achieving our dreams.

There was a little bit of her mom in her whether she liked it or not.

Personally, I liked it.

Samantha let out a low whistle. “Get in line,” she said, her voice low and menacing. “It’s my life Lakshmi’s trying to ruin. If she’s really the one giving Jessamyn fucking Fawkes the information she needs to get me kicked out of Delta Rho, she’s going to count herself lucky if expulsion from the chapter is her only punishment.”

Marcie gasped. “You wouldn’t hurt her, would you?”

Samantha’s expression was unreadable. “I’d do what needs to be done.”

On the other side of the table, Maria Alvarez set down her cortado and made a show of stretching in a way that thrust out her cleavage. “She seems like a good girl,” the realtor said, running a manicured nail around the rim of her mug. “But sometimes the ones who look the most innocent are the ones you need to watch your back around the most.”

No one would have accused Heather and Eva of being innocent. The pair apparently hadn’t gotten the memo about this being a business meeting for the sorority—they’d come to the Copenhagen Deli in their cheerleading outfits, like they’d driven there directly from a practice. Only I knew there weren’t any today.

That wasn’t the point. The point was for me to look at them. To want them.

Most of the coeds in Delta Rho hadn’t been shy about approaching me for a date. But in our few interactions up to this point, Heather and Eva had been almost comically brazen about their intentions. The two of them knew how close they resembled sisters, or even twins, and from what Yukiko and Samantha had told me about them, they didn’t mind leveraging that fantasy to the hilt to get what they wanted.

I still wasn’t sure if we should have brought them into our confidence. But they knew Lakshmi even better than the other lieutenants in Delta Rho. Apparently, they’d shared a dorm with Lakshmi for most of her time at Stillwell, and they could still get in touch with the coed in a hurry if the need arose.

Now the two blondes shared a naughty look. “What are we going to do with her?” Heather asked, looking eager to hear a few suggestions. “Should we abduct her? Tie her up?”

“Torture her for a few hours,” Eva added. The glance she gave me left little doubt to what kinds of activities the ‘torture’ would include. “We’ll make that little bitch whimper for you, Jack. Two hours in a room with us and she’ll be begging to tell you everything she knows—”

“No one’s getting tied up,” I grunted.

I couldn’t help but note the way most of the women at the table looked just the slightest bit disappointed at hearing that.

I leaned forward, resting an elbow on the table. “We’re not going to hurt Lakshmi. For Christ’s sake, we don’t even if know if she’s really guilty yet. For all we know, this could be some kind of trick. Some attempt to drive a wedge through Delta Rho’s leadership, right when we all need to be coming together to get Samantha out of this mess.”

Coming from my lips, it sounded disturbingly plausible. I watched doubt flicker on both Samantha and Yukiko’s faces. Could this be some kind of power play?

Could Liz Baines be behind it somehow? Or her son, pulling strings from Virginia?

Before we could take action against Lakshmi, we needed to be certain.

Beyond a shadow of a doubt.

“How do you prove it without confronting her, though?” Maria asked. “It’s not like she’s going to volunteer the information, Jack. You thinking of going to this Fawkes woman directly? Seeing if she gives the game away?”

To be honest, I had. But as soon as Maria made the suggestion, I caught Samantha shuddering out of the corner of my eye.

“No,” the president of Delta Rho insisted. “You talk to Jessamyn as little as possible, Daddy. If I could get away with you never meeting her, I would.”

Hmm? “It sounds like you and her have some kind of history, babygirl.”

Samantha snorted. “She wishes. I hate that skank. She…”

Next to her, Yukiko stiffened.

Samantha let out a little noise like she’d choked on a drink. Her eyes went wide for a moment, the color draining from her face, then she mastered herself with an effort.

“Well, she’s awful,” the coed finished. “Promise me you won’t do anything with that bitch, Daddy. Even if she tries to throw her panties at you through the screen. Which, knowing her, she’s probably shameless enough to try and do!”

What the hell? I’d never seen Samantha jump from one extreme to another like this before. For a second, talking about Jessamyn, I felt certain she was about to cry.

There’s definitely a history there, I thought. The two of them couldn’t have been…?

It sounded crazy when you put it like that. But both of them were power players in the overall structure of Delta Rho. And Samantha was openly bisexual, even before she met me and agreed to be a member of this whole crazy harem thing I’d put together in Stillwell. I doubted Marcie or Yukiko were the first girl she’d ever taken to bed with her.

From the looks on Heather and Eva’s face, they were thinking the same thing. So was Maria Alvarez, who kept shooting Samantha little glances over her coffee cup like she wanted to be the next Sapphic hookup the gorgeous blonde brought into our bedroom.

But when I looked at Yukiko, I saw something different.

My fiancée met my eye. Then she gave me a shake of her head, so slight as to be almost imperceptible.

So she’s not Samantha’s ex? I wondered. But there’s definitely something personal there. Some reason she hates the chief executive of Delta Rho so much…

I wondered what it was. Clearly, Samantha had confided in Yukiko about it.

But just as clearly, I knew Kiki wouldn’t tell me. As much as she loved me, she was loyal to the other members of our group. And she’d never betray Samantha by spilling her secrets behind her back. I’d have to get the answer from Sam herself.

Shit, now I was thinking about betrayal again. Which brought me back to Lakshmi.

In the present moment, Samantha was still staring at me. “I’m serious,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t want to be the kind of girl who tells her man what to do. But you know how Yukiko would kill you if Miss Tanaka made a pass at you and you were receptive to it?”

That brought a wave of good-natured chuckling from the table. Some of the tension in the room deflated, and Yukiko covered her smile with the heel of her hand. She had been pretty adamant about the whole ‘stay away from my Mom’ thing.

“I’m aware of it, yes,” I said, smiling. “I’m assuming this Jessamyn is on the same list?”

Samantha nodded. “Absolutely. I’ll never ask you to stay away from anybody else, Daddy. I promise. Just her.”

I nodded back to show I understood. “You want to tell me why?” I asked.

That choked look came back to Samantha’s face. “Not… not right now,” she said, unable to meet my eye. “Maybe not ever. Just trust me, okay? You don’t want any part of what Jessamyn Fawkes has to offer you.”

Well, that made things easy. “Babygirl, I would never do anything to hurt you,” I said, reaching across the table to take Samantha’s shoulder. “I don’t care if this Jessamyn girl’s offering me free blowjobs and ribeye steak. I wouldn’t touch her.” I glanced around the table, my smile turning into a smirk. “Besides, I have more than enough women to keep me busy.”

“I know how to cook ribeye steak,” Heather said with a coy smile.

“And I know how to do the other thing,” Eva added, sticking her tongue in her cheek. “I’m really good at it.”

Maria rolled her eyes so hard I swore I could feel a breeze across the table. “Dios mio, you two. Now is not the time.”

Heather leaned forward, her cleavage straining against her low-cut cheerleading top. “It’s always the right time to blow a man’s mind,” she said, nibbling her bottom lip as she stretched a leg beneath the table to caress my thigh. “Besides, you bitches got to stake your claim to Jack early. We didn’t get to compete.”

“We were frozen out,” Eva said, pouting spectacularly. “We didn’t a tour of the apartment or an initiation to the charity gala.”

“You didn’t even call us until you needed us,” Heather added, finishing her friend’s thought as easily as a twin. “We’ve been so hurt! Eva and I have been dying for a proper invitation, Jack. Like, literally dying.”

Eva leaned in, dropping her voice to a whisper still perfectly calculated for my whole harem to hear. “We’ve been practicing. You know, together. Just in case you changed your mind and let us audition.”

The way she said ‘audition’ made my cock jerk in my slacks even more than the pressure of her foot did. I won’t lie, the thought of the two of them getting each other ready for me had a definite appeal. I shifted in my seat, tucking what was between my legs into a more comfortable position.

Both of them saw it, their grins going feral.

“We’re a package deal, though,” Heather added. “Eva and I share everything.”

Most of the girls rolled their eyes. Marcie looked positively scandalized, her cheeks turning as red and ruddy as apples.

“We’re trying to discuss whether there’s a traitor in the sorority,” she whispered, her brows shooting to her hairline. “God, you two are shameless!”

“Shameless and flexible,” Heather said, unperturbed. “Cheerleaders, remember?”

Samantha chuckled at that. “Down girls, both of you. Daddy’s figuring out how to get us out of this mess.” She smiled at them both. “Work now, play later.”

It was about as close to an open invitation as the cheerleader twins were likely to get. Both of them leaned back, sharing a look that made me wonder if they didn’t have some kind of low-level telepathy thing going on.

I didn’t believe in stuff like that before coming to Stillwell. But after seeing the Book of Rho and diving in that special pool in the mountains, I was starting to believe in magic just a little bit.

The kind of magic that could transform a middle-aged workhorse into the head of a harem of sorority babes, anyway.

I cleared my throat, doing my best to drag my brain out of the gutter and back to the matter at hand. “Lakshmi. We have to find a way to be sure she’s turned on us. And if she has, then we need to neutralize the threat.” I left that last part open-ended for Samantha and Yukiko’s sake. “So how do we do that?”

Yukiko had her laptop out. She squared her shoulders, tapping away at the keyboard as she went into focused mode. “I have an idea,” she said, her voice crisp. “Something that might work.”

“You sound like a businesswoman already,” Samantha said with pride. “What’s the play, Kiki?”

She glanced up from the laptop and noticed her boba for the first time. After taking a sip, she turned to me, a knowing smile on her face. “We feed Lakshmi poison,” she said.

Marcie’s face paled. “I thought we weren’t going to hurt her?”

“Not physical poison,” Yukiko said, taking out her phone. “A poison pill—information that’s wrong, but that is so juicy that Lakshmi won’t be able to resist it. Something she’ll run straight to Jessamyn Fawkes with—something that, when we hear it come out of the executive’s mouth, will tell us for sure that Lakshmi is the traitor.”

Maria leaned forward, intrigued. “That’s brilliant, chica. It’s the kind of trap a deceptive little slut wouldn’t notice until she’s already fallen into it!”

I wasn’t all that comfortable with my girls throwing around deprecatory terms for a woman who might still be innocent, but I wasn’t going to stop it. They clearly needed to blow off some steam—and if we were wrong, they could all apologize to Lakshmi later.

“What do we tell her?” That was Samantha. “And who gives her the info?”

“The second one’s obvious,” Yukiko said, glancing across the table. “If it comes from someone who’s engaged to Jack, she might suspect subterfuge. It has to be someone she knows from Delta Rho, but also someone she believes is just passing the poison pill along as juicy gossip.”

She was looking right at Heather and Eva.

The two cheerleaders shared a look. “We can do that,” Heather said with a smirk.

“Lakshmi won’t suspect a thing,” Eva added. “We promise.”

The unspoken assumption that they’d get their audition in exchange hung in the air.

Slowly, I nodded. “Good. You girls do that for me, and I’ll be grateful.”

They flashed identical grins. “Does that mean we can start calling you Daddy?”

“You might need to come up with something else,” Samantha drawled. “Marcie and I kind of have a lock on that term.”

“No worries,” Heather said, giving me a wink. “I can think of plenty of things Jack might like a couple of girls like us to call him.”

No doubt she could. But if I went down that road, this meeting would take a very different sort of turn. It was like Samantha said: work now, play later.

“Okay, we’ve got the delivery method,” Marcie said, drumming her fingers on the table. “So what’s the message? What will get Lakshmi so fired up that she’ll go running to Jessamyn Fawkes with the news?”

The idea hit me, so simple it was almost funny.

“Tell her I’ve been fired,” I said.

All heads turned toward me.

“Fired?” Yukiko asked.

I nodded. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made. “I’m representing Samantha during this call, right? Have someone tell Lakshmi that Daniel’s already lost his head and given me a pink slip. That he kicked me to the curb, and he’s sending goons to make sure Marcie goes back with him to Boston.” Something else occurred to me, so funny that I almost laughed. “And tell her that Samantha and Yukiko are both freaking out about it. Because I’m not as rich as everyone thinks I am, and they’re worried I might not be able to take care of them both if I don’t get the big chair over at Ramsey Engineering after I get my diploma.”

Both Samantha and Yukiko stared at me, their jaws dropping open.

“That’s… that’s ludicrous!” Yukiko shouted. “Jack, you know I’m not with you for your money—”

“I don’t give a fuck if you get the CEO job or not!” Samantha said in a rush, her voice overlapping the Asian coed’s. “You’re my Daddy, and I’m your babygirl, and I’m not going anywhere—”

I held up my hands to silence them both. “I know that. You know that. But does Lakshmi know that?”

I watched the realization dawn on both of their faces.

“When we were sitting around the kitchen table, she told us harems weren’t completely unheard of where she comes from,” Yukiko said, her eyes going all doe-like. “But that they’re almost exclusively the province of rich, powerful men.”

“And if Jack loses that job, he’d no longer fit the bill,” Samantha added. “Not from where Lakshmi’s sitting, at least.”

Slowly, everyone sitting around the table began to nod. It made sense. Not that my women would ever actually leave me if I lost my job—for one thing, I had more than enough savings to take care of Yukiko, Samantha and Marcie no matter what happened, and if Daniel ever did cut me loose Kiki would have a business plan to form a rival firm before I even got my last paycheck in the mail. We would be okay, even if the worst happened.

But Lakshmi didn’t know that. She knew Samantha as the lioness, the domineering leader of Delta Rho, and Yukiko as her meek but uncompromising lieutenant. Could Lakshmi see them walking out on me if things got difficult?

I knew she could. I was almost sure of it.

“It doesn’t prove Lakshmi is innocent if she doesn’t bite,” Yukiko whispered, worrying the inside of her cheek with her tongue. “But it would go a hell of a long way toward assuaging my concerns about her.”

“Mine, too,” Samantha said. When I glanced over, I saw she’d taken Yukiko’s hand underneath of the table. “I know you don’t want to believe this, Kiki. I don’t want to believe it, either.”

But we needed to plan for it, all the same.

“That is a work of evil genius,” Maria said, chuckling like we’d just come up with a plan to freeze a competing real estate agency out of her territory. “I should have known Jack would have some bad bitches in his corner. There’s just one problem.”

Problem?

“Tiger,” Maria whispered, her voice lusty, “you have to wager everything on this. If Lakshmi jumps for the bait when we lay it out, you won’t know about it until this Fawkes woman brings it up at the Zoom meeting. Until the second she uses it to try and win the argument and kick Samantha out of her chapter of Delta Rho.”

She was right. We couldn’t be sure Lakshmi had betrayed us until we heard the words we’d planted come from the lips of the mysterious Jessamyn Fawkes. Until then, we’d have to plan as if Lakshmi were the traitor—all while knowing she might not be.

It was a difficult tightrope to walk. But if anyone could do it, it was these girls—

Samantha cleared her throat. “That’s not entirely true,” she said.

Yukiko turned, a stricken look on her face. “Sam, you don’t have to—”

“Yeah, I do.” She let out a sigh, but her resolve was firm. “It’s the only way we’re going to be sure before the meeting. The only way we’ll know.” She gave me a look like she’d just swallowed a bug whole. “Heather and Eva drop the poison pill, and we give Lakshmi twelve hours to see if she carries it to Jessamyn or not. And then… then, I call her.”

“Call her?”

“If Lakshmi tells her, there’s no way she’ll be able to hold back,” Samantha said grimly. “She’ll want to rub my face in it. That I bet my life savings on a slow horse only to end up holding the bag? That’s, like, Christmas morning for her. I’ll know in the first sixty seconds if Lakshmi snitched on us or not.”

The air in the room grew thick. There was something here—a story I really, really wanted to know about, and something I sensed Samantha wouldn’t be able to make it all the way through without shedding at least a few tears. But now wasn’t the time to ask for it. Not with all these people here. Maybe not even with just Yukiko.

This might be something Samantha could only tell me while curled up in my arms after some good sex. I made a mental note to give her some as soon as possible.

“I understand,” Yukiko told the coed, giving me a glance that told me not to ask questions just yet. “But Samantha, if you really don’t think you can…”

“I’m going to have to face her one way or another, aren’t I?” Samantha laughed bitterly. “I mean, she’s going to be at the meeting. Even if she’s just on the other side of a screen.” She waved a hand in the air, batting away her own emotions. “Fuck it. Jack will be there. As long as I have my Daddy beside me, I can do this.”

Yukiko nodded. “Alright. In the meantime, I’ll be brainstorming ways to discredit Lakshmi if she does turn out to be the mole. If it’s the entire rest of the sorority against her, then her testimony starts to look pretty shaky.”

Marcie swallowed hard. “We still need to worry about my Dad,” she whispered. “What’s he gonna do to Jack?”

From the looks on the faces of the women around me, I could tell they were concerned about that part as well. They’d all heard by now about me coming to blows with my mentor in the parking lot of my condo complex.

And they knew about Daniel’s threat: that the only way to keep my job at Ramsey Engineering was to set Yukiko to the side and make Marcie the official Mrs. Jackson Avery.

Which was never going to happen, for plenty of reasons.

“You all let me worry about that,” I said. I had a plan for that, though I hadn’t yet let any of my women in on it. There was something I needed to do first—someone I needed to feel out, to see whether or not they were willing to help me. It was a longshot, but I thought she just might.

Heather and Eva rose, the latter bending over so far that her tits nearly spilled out of her top. A patron at a nearby table caught sight of her skirt riding up over her ass and nearly spit out her latte.

“Sounds like we should adjourn,” the cheerleader chuckled. “How about we move this meeting across the street? Your condo’s right over there.” She jerked a thumb in the direction of the building, which was indeed across a single thoroughfare. “I’d love to see your penthouse. I bet it’s got a wonderful view of the city.”

“Bet we could make it even prettier,” Eva growled.

Without an ounce of shame, she laced an arm around the nearly-identical blonde cheerleader’s waist and pulled her in for a long, lingering kiss. The woman who’d nearly dropped her latte rose, red-faced, and stalked out of the café before anyone could stop her.

When Maria spoke, she sounded like she was on the verge of laughter. “Jack, I think you’d better do something about these two,” she purred, pointing a finger at the pair. “If you don’t give them what they want soon, I’m afraid they’re gonna tie you up and take it…”

“Oh no,” Heather insisted. “We don’t want to tie Jack up.”

“We’d rather be tied up,” Eva giggled. “You think Officer Davis could swing by with some of those handcuffs—”

Before Eva could get another word out, I was there.

I slid my hand so far up the blonde’s skirt that she squealed. If there’d been any doubt in my mind that she didn’t have a stitch on underneath of that tight little cheerleading skirt, it was banished the moment I felt the smooth valley between her inner thighs.

Even Eva hadn’t expected me to be so bold. “Oh fuck!” she whimpered.

Heather looked like she couldn’t wait for me to do the same thing to her. When I glanced back at the table, my harem’s reaction was split. Marcie looked like she was afraid I was going to get us kicked out of the deli, while Maria and Samantha both looked amused as hell.

Yukiko kept her cool, but the poor girl was practically vibrating with lust. More than any of the other women who shared my heart, Kiki got off on sharing me with other girls—and on watching me add them to the group. I knew she’d want to be there when I did take Heather and Eva: if not participating, then at least watching and rubbing herself stupid.

Thank God for gorgeous Japanese bisexuals, I thought, giving Yukiko a wink.

With that done, I leaned in close to both women. “You two,” I growled, “are going to be good girls for me. Aren’t you?”

It was the kind of commanding, ‘Daddy’s home’ tone I’d learned could get pretty much any girl in Delta Rho to drop her panties. When they heard it, both Heather and Eva looked at me like they’d just won the lottery.

“Uh haaah,” Eva groaned, still riding the high from my touch.

“Abso-fucking-lutely,” Heather giggled. “Your wish is our command, sir.”

“Good.” My hand left the cheerleader. “Because when I get done with what I’m about to do, I’m going to want you waiting for me at the door. On your knees, mouths open, begging to make Daddy feel better.”

It was exactly what they wanted to hear. Eva’s knees actually buckled when I said it, like she wanted to drop right there in the middle of the Copenhagen and get started.

And yet…

“Waiting?” Heather murmured. “For what?”

“I have something to take care of,” I told the group. “I’ll do it in the downstairs apartment, then come up to the penthouse. I’m not looking forward to it, so I’m sure I’ll be in a rotten mood when I’m done…”

Smiles rose to the faces of the women around the table.

“We can handle that,” Samantha purred. “We’ll be waiting for you with bells on, Daddy.”

“I’ll call Tasha,” Yukiko said, her eyes still burning as she no doubt imagined me as the meat in a cheerleader sandwich. “She won’t want to be the only one who misses this.”

I felt certain she wouldn’t.

I gave Kiki a goodbye kiss, then Samantha and Marcie. A few of the patrons stared, but I no longer cared—if I ever had.

Six sets of eyes followed me as I made my way across the street. Kiki and the others were packing up the meeting, but I’d meet them up at the penthouse once I finally got this unpleasant task over with. I was looking forward to it.

Because between now and then, I needed to call the one person who could possibly hand me my own boss’s head on a silver platter.

That woman is a shark, I remembered Daniel telling me once. She’s half the reason I sleep so well at night.

She was. And hopefully she’d be the whole reason I no longer needed to fear Daniel.

Because otherwise, I was about to give Mona Isringhausen the very rope she’d need to hang me.


Chapter Four

The apartment was empty when I arrived.

Someone—probably Marcie—had come around and cleaned the place up after Daniel trashed it, but small traces remained. A bit of soap scum on the bathroom counter from where he’d shaved after sleeping off his bender, the smell of leftovers wafting from the garbage disposal. Nothing that took me more than two or three minutes to handle, but it still left me somewhat distressed. I didn’t like thinking of how close Daniel had been to the heart of my life—and how deep the rift between us had grown since that night in the parking lot.

The knowledge that a whole harem of hot sorority babes (along with at least one realtor and probably a police officer) were waiting for me a few floors up did little to improve my mood. Not when I had something like this on my docket.

I thought about it as I tidied up the place. I couldn’t help but wonder how Heather and Eva were getting along with the other girls: whether the ice between them and the rest of the harem had cracked, or if things were still frosty. If nothing else, I knew Kiki was looking forward to watching me fuck them.

Part of me was even tempted to call upstairs and see how they were getting along. I kind of wanted to talk to Samantha about what happened during the meeting, too, even though I doubted she’d give me the whole story over the phone. But if there was some pre-existing relationship between her and Jessamyn Fawkes, I needed to know about it before I sat down across from her on that Zoom call.

Speaking of Zoom calls…

Eventually, there was nothing left to keep me from doing what needed to be done. I sighed, poured myself a drink, then closed the curtains and hooked my laptop up. A picture of my three wives-to-be greeted me, taken at a recent Delta Rho mixer: Marcie and Samantha in nearly identical little black dresses, their arms laced through each other’s and their tongues out while Yukiko gave the camera a knowing look next to them.

My women, I thought, taking a sip of the vodka and ginger beer I’d made. God, I’m so proud of them.

Alright, enough stalling. Time to get down to business.

I opened up Zoom and made the call. A little spinning hourglass let me know the connection was good, and that the person I’d invited to this meeting would be arriving soon. As I waited, I sighed and stretched, glancing around to make sure nothing in the background of the room looked amiss.

The call connected.

And I found myself staring for the second time at my company’s head of HR, Miss Mona Isringhausen.

She’d readied herself for me, I could tell. She wasn’t at Ramsey Engineering; she must have taken this call from her apartment, and she’d clearly turned her office into a kind of war room just for occasions like these. Her hair was pulled back in a severe-looking ponytail, and while she’d slipped on a professional-looking shirt and a blazer for this call, I sensed that beneath the view of the camera, she was probably wearing sweatpants.

Business books filled the shelves behind her, along with some of the more famous self-help books and treatises on stoicism. I caught a glimpse of the familiar red-and-blue of The 48 Laws of Power just over her right shoulder as her laptop camera focused in.

Something told me Mona Isringhausen knew all forty-eight of them the way most people knew the episodes of their favorite TV show.

“Mr. Avery,” Mona said. Her voice carried not a trace of warmth—she was as businesslike as a judge sitting behind a bench. “Good afternoon. I have to say, I was surprised you wanted to speak to me.”

“I don’t think you’re that surprised,” I said, giving her my most winning smirk. “You impressed upon me as a formidable woman, Miss Isringhausen. It’s not beyond the pale that I would want someone like you in my corner.”

Her expression told me she appreciated the flattery, but she wasn’t about to do me any favors because of it. Her smile faded as she caught sight of me for the first time, then she leaned forward, squinting.

“You look like you’ve been in a brawl,” she said, touching the side of her face. “Do I want to know how you got that, Mr. Avery?”

Damn. I’d almost forgotten about the shiner Daniel gave me. It had faded considerably from the other night, but must have still been visible enough for Mona to notice it. I made a mental note to find a Zoom filter that would hide it during the meeting with nationals.

“I had a bit of an altercation,” I admitted. “A parking lot brawl, if you believe it.”

Mona cleared her throat. “Was our CEO involved in this altercation, Mr. Avery?”

I smiled. “I think you’re starting to understand why I called you, Miss Isringhausen.”

No one could smile in a way that failed to touch her eyes quite like our company’s director of HR. She did so now, giving me a look that was outwardly sympathetic but inwardly completely cold.

“Mr. Ramsey has made his displeasure with you known,” Mona said, making no effort to conceal her smirk. “Obviously I’m not privy to the reasons for this change of heart, but I understand that your role within the company could possibly be affected.”

And don’t you just look thrilled about that? I thought.

I took a sip of my drink. The liquor burned slow, spreading from my breastbone down into my stomach, soothing away a little of my anxiety. Time to go to work.

“I’ll tell you exactly why Daniel is angry with me,” I said, meeting the HR rep’s gaze. “I’m in a relationship with his daughter.”

Mona’s eyes widened, but not enough. She knew this—or at least, she’d heard a version of it. “As Miss Ramsey is not an employee, Mr. Avery, this doesn’t concern the human resources department,” she said quickly. “On a personal note, I know you and Miss Ramsey have been quite close. I don’t understand why Mr. Ramsey would be so upset about this—”

“Oh, I think you know why he’s pissed,” I snapped. “Let’s not sugarcoat it. I’m marrying three women, Mona. And Marcie’s not the one who’s going to be taking my last name.”

Mona leaned back, making a show of folding her hands. “I heard it was five.”

Of course she had. “It’s three,” I said. “There’s a couple of other women involved. But as for rings and lifelong commitments, there’s only three of those. Yukiko, Samantha, and Marcie.”

“I see.” Mona’s lips twisted. “In that case, Mr. Avery, I completely understand why our boss wants to rip your head from your body.”

Colorful language. Great.

“He’s in town,” I said, keeping my voice smooth. “You know that?”

From the look on her face, I gathered that was one thing Mona Isringhausen did not know. “That is peculiar,” she admitted, glancing to the side of her screen like she’d just opened a messaging app. Probably she had, and was double checking with an underling that I was telling the truth. “I suppose that’s an occupational hazard when you play with fire the way you do, Mr. Avery. I’ll report this situation to our legal department, and I appreciate you giving us a head’s up. If things escalate further, do let me know—”

“You’re going to a lot more than that,” I growled.

Mona fell silent.

I took another sip of my drink, then set it aside on the coffee table. I met Mona’s eyes.

“I want you to call off the dogs,” I said. “You need to rein Daniel in.”

To her credit, she didn’t laugh. Hell, Mona didn’t even blink. She just stared.

“Mr. Avery,” the woman said, affecting a tut-tut expression. “Not only do I not have the faintest idea how I would ‘rein in’ the CEO of this company, why on Earth would I stick my neck out like that? My own head would be right after yours on the chopping block!”

“You’d better figure it out,” I told her. “Because you’ve got one hell of a public relations nightmare on your hands.”

There were few phrases that could get Mona Isringhausen to sit up and listen. That was one of them. She leaned forward, her eyes narrowing, and I knew she’d forgotten all about whatever messaging app she’d opened in the corner of her screen. I had her full attention now.

“Explain,” she said.

I let out a laugh. “The public face of this company is risking his good name by getting involved in the politics of his daughter’s sorority,” I rumbled. “That doesn’t smell like a storm on the horizon to you?”

Mona’s head tilted slightly to the side. “You said this was about a wedding.”

“It is,” I said breezily. “Marcie is a member of the Delta Rho sorority. Her mentor—the president of her chapter—is also in a relationship with me. And Daniel is trying to have her removed from her post by the national leadership over it.”

The words hung in the air for a long moment. Mona’s lips thinned, then disappeared completely. I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes, decades of training in how to clean up Ramsey Engineering’s messes without causing a fuss unfurling as she mapped out a mental plan to deal with all this.

“I’m still not seeing why the company needs to get involved,” she said after a few seconds. “Frankly, this all sounds radioactive to me. I wouldn’t touch a polyamory situation with a ten-foot pole, Mr. Avery.”

“This isn’t polyamory,” I grunted. The word harem didn’t leave my lips: I felt certain that if it did, Mona would laugh. “Listen—I can handle the wedding stuff. I’m not asking for your help with the Marcie thing. I’m well aware that my personal relationships are my own personal business. Daniel and I will talk about that man to man.”

Mona’s expression told me she wished she could be a fly on the wall when I did that. “In that case, Mr. Avery, I struggle to see my part in all this.”

“Because Daniel is about to make an idiot out of himself,” I snapped. “If you don’t care about anything else, ma’am, I hope you’re good enough at your job to care about that.”

The barb hit home. Mona held her poker face well—I’ve had hated to sit across the table from her at the charity gala poker tournament, for starters—but I saw the flicker that crossed her face.

“An idiot how?”

“Samantha’s trial is in two days,” I told Mona. “That’s not what they’re calling it, but that’s what it is. It’s going to be a Zoom call: me, Samantha and the other leaders of the local Delta Rho chapter on one end, the national leadership on the other.” I paused. “And Daniel is going to be the executive board’s star witness against Samantha.”

That was a bit of a white lie. They also had Lakshmi.

But Mona Isringhausen didn’t need to know that.

Her lips pursed in thought. For a second, I thought she was going to bend. I could already see the two of us working together on a plan to calm Daniel back down.

Then she smirked at me. “And?”

I sputtered. “And? Your boss is pursuing a personal vendetta against a woman half his age. Barely a third of his age. You don’t think the optics of that look bad for the company?”

Something in Mona relaxed a fraction. “Of course it does,” she said, giving the smallest bit. “But I fail to see how the optics will be an issue. This is a private matter between a local sorority and its national leadership board. And as you’ve said, in forty-eight hours the crisis will be over.”

I was aghast. “You can’t be serious.”

Mona shrugged. “Our CEO is doing something silly and childish,” she said, as if the matter were out of her hands. “He’s throwing the middle-aged man’s version of a temper tantrum, but he’s not the first, and he certainly won’t be the last. That’s not national news, Mr. Avery. Our ordinary PR channels will have no trouble coordinating messaging on this issue.”

Her words hit me like a thunderclap. It’s an open and shut case, I thought, at least where she’s concerned. This whole thing might end up being a black eye for Ramsey Engineering, but it’s a black eye no one’s likely to ever see.

I rubbed the side of my face. Unlike mine.

“I do thank you for letting me know about all of this, though,” Mona said. Unlike her little jibes from earlier, I could tell she actually meant that. “I’ll keep an eye on the issue, Jack. And I’ll make sure nothing Daniel does blows back on the company as a whole. Like I always do.”

Damn it. She was getting ready to end the call, I could tell. If she did that, I was really up a creek. She’d probably make every excuse to avoid me until Daniel either decided to forgive me or cut me loose. I couldn’t let that happen.

“If there’s nothing else you need…” Mona began.

I perked up. “Actually, I do have one other question. Kind of a personal one—not entirely related to our present discussion.”

If Mona sensed something was up, she gave no sign. She looked mildly intrigued at the prospect of fielding another question, rather than irritated. Maybe she was looking forward to sharing a few details of this meeting as gossip with her peers later.

If she was, she was about to be severely disappointed.

“Of course, Mr. Avery,” she said. “Your question?”

I leaned forward, putting both elbows on the table, and gave her a big smile.

“How long do my benefits continue to pay out after putting in my two-week’s notice?”

Even through the screen, I could see the atmosphere in Mona’s room shift. Comprehension dawned slowly on her face; I thought I saw her cheeks pale the slightest bit, but I could have been imagining that in my glee at finally getting one over on her.

She paused, clearing her throat. When she finally spoke, there was an edge to her voice that hadn’t been there before. “Why would you need that information, Mr. Avery?”

My smile didn’t waver. “Because once that forty-eight hours you mentioned is over, I’ll be handing in my resignation. Daniel won’t have to fire me. I’ll quit.”

Her mouth moved soundlessly. “You’re threatening to leave, Jack?”

“Not threatening. Just stating a fact.”

I could see those wheels behind her eyes spinning into a whole new gear. Mona weighed my value the way the ancient Egyptian gods were said to weigh the souls of mortals—except she used a complicated cost-benefit analysis instead of a feather. I could feel her figuring out how much trouble it was worth to try and keep me, especially with Daniel already so angry with me. With my future in jeopardy.

Even now, I hoped she might come down on the right side of that equation.

But Mona must have been more afraid of what Daniel would say.

“Well,” the HR rep said, folding her hands. “I will be sorry to see you go, Mr. Avery.”

I snorted. “You’re goddamned right you will. You have no idea of the shitstorm that’s coming your way, Miss Isringhausen.”

Her eyes widened. “Pardon?”

“Not Daniel’s way, either,” I said, dropping my voice. “Yours. Specifically. After all, you’re the one who cleans up the company’s messes, right?”

If she’d been standing, Mona would have rocked back on her heels. My words took the wind out of her for a second—she needed to visibly regroup.

“Now that does sound like a threat, Mr. Avery,” she hissed.

I was already shaking my head. “How long have I been working for Daniel, Mona?”

I saw her count the years in her head. “It’ll be seventeen in a few months.”

I nodded. “I’ve been his point man almost this entire time,” I said, cracking my knuckles. “Not just his heir. His fixer. The guy he goes to when he has a problem you can’t solve. You know what he told me once? He said that you’re half the reason he can sleep easily at night, Miss Isringhausen. And that I’m the other half.”

I remembered what Maria Alvarez told me when I first came to Stillwell. She’d assumed I was some kind of corporate bad boy, a master of skullduggery Daniel had deployed in order to keep his daughter out of trouble during college.

At the time, I’d laughed. But now, sitting on the other side of a screen from Mona, I realized just how valuable it could be to cultivate that kind of image.

“I’m not following,” Mona said.

“You’ve been cleaning up Daniel’s messes for a long time,” I said, making a face. “So have I. I figure you’re half the reason he sleeps well, so you probably know where about half the bodies are buried.” I grinned. “I handled the other half. Some of my fingerprints are still on the fucking shovels.”

It was a bluff. I stayed out of the nitty-gritty stuff, keeping myself above the dirtier tactics corporations sometimes resorted to in the gladiatorial combat of the market. I’d never helped Daniel break the law—and I’d certainly never buried bodies for him, metaphorically or otherwise.

But I was willing to bet Mona had.

Which meant she would think I had, too.

When the color drained from her face, I knew I’d struck pay dirt. “You’d burn the company? Just like that?”

I felt the hook slipping into her mouth. “Why not? Daniel’s burning me.” I leaned back in my chair, crossing one leg over the other. “Don’t get me wrong, I like the place, Mona. There was a time I considered Daniel Ramsey my family. But those women are my family now. And Daniel is trying to ruin them. Would you let him fuck up the life of someone you loved and just sit there and take it?”

I could see from her face that she wouldn’t.

“I’ve been thinking about leaving anyway,” I said.

This part, shockingly enough, wasn’t a bluff. I hadn’t talked it over with Yukiko yet, but I’d felt the subtle signs she’d been giving me over the last few weeks. As much as my fiancée wanted to join me at the top of Ramsey Engineering’s org chart, I could tell she believed I could do even better than that. And a part of me wanted to prove her right.

To make her proud.

To build something that would last.

“I’ve had plenty of offers over the years,” I said, drumming my fingers casually on the top of my desk. “I’m sure you’ve intercepted plenty of them. Corporate raiders, poachers—guys with bags of money in one hand and a knife in the other, ready to give you the first if you stick the second in the back of the guys you used to work for. I always turned them down, of course. I loved Daniel.” I clucked my tongue. “And what did I get for my loyalty, Mona? Did it buy me one ounce of understanding when Marcie and I fell into each other’s arms? Did passing any of those tests give me ten extra seconds to try and explain myself to our boss before he tried to take a fucking swing at me?”

Before Mona could say anything, I leaned forward, my face filling the frame.

“But honestly, I don’t need to accept any offers,” I snapped. “I don’t even really need to air out all of Ramsey Engineering’s dirty laundry. All I need to do is step back and let you all fail. You really think one of Daniel’s golf buddies is going to run this company? That they’ll be able to do anything other than send the stock price of this place crashing like the fucking Hindenburg?” I laughed angrily. “Tell me you’ll still have a job in a year if I leave, Mona. Go ahead and try to say it with a straight face.”

She didn’t. I wasn’t sure which had hit her harder—the scandals I’d threatened to unleash on my way out the door, or my promise to do everything I could to take my old employer out of the industry for good. Thinking about it, it was probably the first. I didn’t really have any dirty deeds in my back pocket, but Mona did—and doubtless right now she was tallying them up in her mind, imagining what it would look like if her half of the company’s secrets came to light.

I saw her come to a decision. She sighed.

“What do you want, Jack?”

Only a very great effort of will kept the smile off my face. “I want Daniel to be a no-show at that Delta Rho meeting,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “Someone—someone who isn’t me, and who he’ll actually listen to—needs to make him understand he’s showing his whole ass with this. That he needs to back down before he exposes the company to ridicule. I’m not asking you for help with the Marcie thing—I can handle that myself. But this whole crusade he’s got against Samantha, he needs to drop it. It’s me he’s pissed at.”

“He certainly is,” Mona mused. “I… I think I might be able to do that, Jack.”

“Yeah?”

“Mr. Ramsey has a habit of taking my counsel during… delicate times,” Mona explained. I sensed any number of quasi-legal stories behind those two simple, euphemistic words. “He trusts me where legal and moral issues are concerned. He always has. If I tell him some variant of what you’ve told me, I feel certain he’ll abandon the Delta Rho connection.”

“Good,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “There’s something in it for you, too.”

Mona cocked an eyebrow. “Hmm?”

The corner of my mouth curled in a smirk. “If I stay—and if I get to take over for Daniel when he leaves the company—I’m giving you a promotion.”

It was about the last thing Mona Isringhausen had expected to hear.

“You… what?” she blurted.

“I was thinking a corner office for starters,” I said, lifting my glass and swirling the vodka around before taking a sip. “Seat on the board, too, probably. Does Daniel give you stock options? If he doesn’t, I will—and if he already does, I’ll double them.”

Mona looked poleaxed. “Why the hell would you do that? I… I nearly cost you your job a month ago! You hate me!”

“Hate you?” I asked. “That’s a strong word.”

Mona frowned. “I assumed that if you became CEO, giving me my marching papers would be near the top of your to-do list,” she said, giving me a look like she didn’t believe me about the promotion. “Why reward me?”

I shrugged. “Because Daniel’s right about you,” I said.

She gawked at me openly, speechless.

“You’re a shark,” I said, taking another sip of my drink. “And it’s our waters you swim in. You protect this company from threats while the rest of us pretend we’re too nice for that sort of thing.” I paused, letting her absorb my words. “Hell, I’ll probably need to bury a few more bodies myself once I’m CEO, Mona. I’m going to need someone talented to help me hold the shovel.”

If I’d suddenly sprouted a second head that started speaking Klingon, I don’t think I could have surprised Mona Isringhausen any more than I did. The HR rep put one hand to her forehead like she was checking herself for a fever, her jaw hanging open.

“Are you that person, Mona? Or should I start drafting that resignation letter now?”

She held up a hand. “Don’t,” she whispered. In her faraway gaze I could see her fantasizing about her new office, her seat on the board, and the yacht she was going to buy with her new salary and stock options. “I’m in, Mr. Avery. Jack. I’ll get Daniel to stand down.”

“Good,” I said, nodding slowly. “We have a deal.”

“Indeed we do,” Mona gasped. “Give me a second, Mr. Avery?”

I was just about to tell her she could call me Jack when she slipped off camera. She came back a few moments later with a bottle of wine and a glass, a slight dusting of frost covering both like she’d fished them out of the back of her fridge.

I caught sight of the label and whistled internally. That was some expensive stuff.

Saving it for a celebration, I thought.

Mona popped the cork, then filled her glass and held it up to the camera. “To new management,” she whispered, her voice practically shaking with excitement.

“And to new friends,” I said, holding up my mule.

Both of us drank.

Mona downed her glass, her eyes closing with obvious pleasure. Once all the liquid was down her throat she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, set the glass down on the desk and refilled it. As she did, she glanced over at me.

“You really think you can change Daniel’s mind?” she asked. “Get him to accept this insane three-woman marriage you’ve got planned with his daughter and two other coeds?”

It was the question I’d been pondering ever since the fistfight. I worked it over for a few more moments before giving Isringhausen my answer.

“No,” I said. “I don’t think he’ll ever accept it, Mona.”

Her brows rose.

“But I don’t need him to accept it,” I said, setting my drink to the side. “I just need him to get the hell out of my way. And that, I think I can do.”

She nodded. All at once, an impish look spread across her face.

“That one girl of yours, Miss Tanaka,” she said, taking another sip of her outrageously expensive wine. “Is it true that she presented Daniel with an entire business plan of how she intends to manage your relationships?”

I chuckled at the memory. “Yukiko’s a very practical woman,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “She also happens to be one of the craziest girls I’ve ever met. I’m pretty sure her spreadsheet has Ramsey Engineering’s growth plans for the next five years and a tentative schedule for all the kids she wants to start cranking out once we walk down the aisle.”

I didn’t tell Mona that Yukiko was already working on that second part. Or that she fully intended to already be pregnant—just not showing—by the time we tied the knot.

That would have just complicated things.

Mona whistled through her teeth, obviously impressed. “You should bring her to the company Christmas party,” she said, her lips curling in a smirk. “Anyone crazy enough to pull a stunt like that in front of Daniel Ramsey of all people is someone I want to meet.”

“I’ll make sure she RSVP’s,” I promised Mona.

“She sounds driven,” the HR rep murmured. “Marcie and this other girl, are they interested in running the business at all?”

Hmm? Mona sounded pretty damned interested. “They’re more hands-off about it,” I told Mona. “Marcie doesn’t really know what she wants to do with her life yet, other than spend it with me, and while Samantha’s great with people she doesn’t see herself sitting in a corporate boardroom. She’s got other plans.”

Mona didn’t ask what those were. “Interesting. This whole arrangement of yours is starting to sound less like a mid-life crisis than a sound business decision.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I protested.

Mona clearly would. “So it’ll be the two of you,” she murmured, those wheels turning behind her eyes. “Presenting a unified face to the world, with the other women in the background… yes. Yes, I can see where my skills would be useful…”

“Your skills?” I asked.

For the first time since I’d met her, Mona let out a laugh that sounded genuine. “Jack, my specialty is PR,” she said, as if I’d committed a hopeless faux pas. “If you bring this arrangement of yours to Ramsey Engineering, one of my main jobs will be massaging your relationships with the public. I’ll be in charge of making sure your legal wife is front-and-center in all the corporate events—and that the rest of the world knows as little as possible about your… extracurricular activities.”

Suddenly I understood.

I wasn’t the first man Mona had covered up a mistress for.

I was just the first man who’d married all the women I was involved with.

“I’ll hook you up with Kiki,” I told Mona, typing a quick note to myself. “I think the two of you putting your heads together could come up with some interesting ways to safeguard our relationship back in Boston…”

After that, the rest of the meeting was cake. Mona and I exchanged a few more pleasantries, she promised to do her best to convince Daniel that going toe to toe with Delta Rho’s Stillwell chapter was going to make him look stupid in the court of public opinion, and we both swapped some additional contact information so that we could get in touch with each other in case something crazy happened.

By the time I ended the call and closed my laptop, the strangest thing had happened.

I almost felt good about the whole thing.

Hell, I thought. I do feel good.

My meeting with Mona had gone just about as well as I could have hoped. I had an unexpected ally in Stillwell’s HR department, ready and willing to put her morally gray skills at my disposal. With Daniel out of the picture, all I needed to do to secure Samantha’s future was either prove Lakshmi’s innocence or expose the coed for the backstabber she truly was.

I downed the rest of my drink then headed upstairs, locking the apartment behind me as I left. A quick elevator ride took me to the top floor, where my harem would all be in the penthouse suite.

They were waiting for me.

All of them.

And I couldn’t wait to celebrate our victory together.


Chapter Five

The first thing I saw when I opened the door to the penthouse were two naked, ridiculously hot women on their knees.

In all the turmoil with Miss Isringhausen, I’d nearly forgotten the words I’d growled into Heather and Eva’s ears before I left them in the Copenhagen Deli, wet and desperate and gasping. I’d told them that I was going to be in a rotten mood after my call, and that I wanted both of them waiting for me at the door, their mouths open and their throats ready to make me feel better.

Evidently, Heather and Eva had taken that command as seriously as an oath.

The two of them had positioned themselves right in the middle of the doorway, so that you literally couldn’t miss them. As soon as I stepped inside both of them straightened up, thrusting their shoulders forward and arching their backs a bit as they crawled to me on their knees. Both of them had their mouths open, their eyes rolled back, mewling and whimpering like a pair of eager puppies.

“Welcome home, boss,” Heather purred, crossing her wrists behind her back. “I’m ready to make you feel better.”

Jesus, I thought, looking her up and down.

Both girls looked like the two halves of a walking wet dream, their long blonde hair cascading down their backs in shimmering waves and the valleys between their thighs wet with anticipation. Eva’s nipples were already as hard as diamonds, and Heather’s supple flesh had faint tan lines across her hips and bust from the last campus football game. Their makeup was thick and slutty, especially around the eyes, like both of them were planning to make it run down their cheeks as they gagged for me.

Fuck. That was exactly why they’d done it that way, wasn’t it?

Something else occurred to me. Boss?

Well, I’d told them Daddy was already taken. Maria Alvarez had a pretty strong claim on Papi, and the other girls in my harem swapped out Sir and Master like it was going out of style. The two cheerleaders wanted something to distinguish themselves; something we only used between us.

Honestly? I liked it. I was the boss—the man in charge. Whatever happened with Ramsey Engineering, that would never not be true where my relationship was concerned. And all my girls were along for the ride.

“We’ve stayed right here like good girls,” Eva purred, her thighs quivering. “We kept each other warm and ready for you, boss.”

“If you don’t believe her, just taste us and see,” Heather added with a wink.

Good God. I’d been in the penthouse for all of ten seconds and I was already so fucking hard I couldn’t stand it.

The sounds of light music and conversation filtered in from the other room. The rest of my harem was likely in the bedroom from the sounds of it, getting drunk and swapping gossip as they waited for me to come home and get the show on the road. I probably had all of a minute before they heard something and all came running, eager to get me in bed and please me.

But right now, the only thing in the universe was Heather and Eva.

Two perfect sets of perky breasts. Two warm, eager mouths, desperate to audition for a place in my harem.

I stepped forward, closing the door behind me as quietly as I could, and unbuckled my belt. The sound had a Pavlovian effect on both girls, making both of them drool as I slid the leather from the loops and wrapped the accessory around my knuckles. Their eyes traveled to the bulge in my pants as I let them drop, revealing the tent I was making in my boxers.

“Hands behind your backs,” I growled. “Both of you.”

The cheerleaders eagerly obeyed. They looked even more submissive with their elbows bent like that, which made me throb.

“You want to be good girls for your boss?” I asked.

In response, Heather scooted forward. She pressed her lips against the fabric of my boxers, her soft pink tongue protruding from her mouth. With a naughty gleam in her eye, she ran that tongue up and down my dick through my boxers, so eager to please that she didn’t even stop long enough to tug the fabric down with her teeth.

“Let me show you what a freak I am, boss,” Heather groaned. “I’ll do anything for you. Even really dirty stuff—stuff I’ve never done before.” She shared a naughty look with her virtual doppelgänger. “I only want to do it with you, boss. You’re in charge of me.”

“You get to tell us what to do,” Eva chimed in. “Nobody else.”

Heather pressed her face into my boxers, groaning with her open mouth against my member. “Please let us suck it, boss? Ngggh, I want it in my mouth so bad…!”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I tugged the waistband of my boxers down to my balls, savoring the identical little gasps that spilled from the lips of both coeds when they saw my full length for the first time. Heather squeezed her thighs together, juice dripping down them, while Eva’s eyes rolled back with only the whites showing, her tongue stuck out like an anime character.

Heather started to reach for me and I slapped her hand away. “No hands,” I growled, taking command. “Weren’t you listening? Keep those wrists behind your back, otherwise I’ll have Tasha slap cuffs on you. You get to use your mouth, nothing else.”

The coed obeyed instantly. “Yes, boss,” she said, whimpering as she rocked back on her heels. “Whatever you say, boss.”

I grinned. Fuck, I felt like a goddamned King.

“Good girl,” I grunted. “Come here…”

I’d already decided to take Heather first. Her mouth opened for me as I slid between her lips, thrusting past her tongue and all the way into the back of her throat.

Fuck. Oh fuck. Yeah, that felt fucking perfect…

The muscles of Heather’s throat tensed around me as she took me deep. She gagged once, looking so beautiful I wished I could paint the moment, then swallowed me even deeper, going down on me until her bottom lip pressed against my balls. Her eyes watered with devotion, and—just as she and her near-twin had planned it—tears began to run down her cheeks, smearing her mascara and giving her a trashy, porn star-worthy look.

“Oh wow,” Eva groaned, watching as I claimed her closest friend’s throat. “Thank you for letting her give you her throat, boss. I can tell she likes it. Can I show you something?”

I glanced over at Eva. Emboldened, the cheerleader turned around, going on all fours as she arched her back even harder and stuck her round ass in the air. I could see the wet slit of her pussy shining with juice, and next to it…

Oh fuck. Holy shit…

A tiny fur fox tail poked out of Eva’s tightest, most forbidden entrance.

The two cheerleaders hadn’t just planned to give me their mouths. They’d gotten themselves ready with plugs—sliding them into their backdoors both to prove they could take me and for the incredible visual image I got from looking at one girl’s ass while the other worshipped me with her mouth.

“You really are a freak,” I grunted, pulling Eva to me. “Look at you, taking that thing deep in your ass for me like a good girl.”

Eva shuddered with lust at the praise, her eyes feverish with devotion.

“Thank you, boss,” the blonde cheerleader groaned, her ass clenching around the plug as she watched her bestie get face fucked. “It’s a pleasure to serve you. It feels so dirty to have this thing stretching my backdoor while I taste you…”

Good God. How had I waited so long to make my move with these two?

As Heather gagged around my length, I grabbed Eva’s hip and pulled her to me. Over in the bedroom, one song ended and another began—I recognized the bassline of one of the Caroline Polachek songs Yukiko had been trying to get me into before the concert I’d bought us tickets for—but the sounds of giggling and gossip continued apace. It felt like a fucking miracle, but somehow I’d managed to come home without alerting anyone other than the cheerleaders that I’d arrived.

Part of me felt a little guilty to be enjoying Heather and Eva without them present to watch. But only a little.

Most of me was just enjoying the show.

Eva curled up against me, watching as her nearly identical bestie hollowed her cheeks around my shaft. She let out a moan as my hand slid from her hip to her ass, circling the base of that foxtail plug buried in her most intimate opening.

“Mmmh,” the coed murmured. “You like that, don’t you, boss?”

“Fuck yes I do,” I grunted. “Dirty girl…”

Eva grinned. “You have no idea how dirty. Heather and I wore these all day for you. Every time we sat down, we knew we were getting ourselves ready for you to fuck our tight little asses…”

My gasp caught in my throat. They’d been wearing them all day?

That meant…

That meant they’d had them in during our meeting at the deli.

I remembered the way Heather and Eva had shamelessly flirted with me, grinding their toes against my bulge and making all sorts of naughty promises in front of my other harem girls. It blew my mind to know that the whole time they’d been doing that, the muscles of their tightest and most forbidden entrances had been wrapped around these naughty little plugs.

If this was an audition, then Heather and Eva were clearly willing to do whatever was necessary to win their places in our group.

Heather pulled off of me with a gasp, a string of spittle stretching from the crown of my cock to the corner of her mouth. Spots of color burned on her pale cheeks; her blue eyes were filled with the kind of naked lust that made a porn star look like a schoolteacher.

“He got so fucking hard when you told him that,” she giggled, giving her bestie a high-five. “I felt him jerk against the back of my throat like he was gonna cum.”

I almost had.

“You want to see my plug, boss?” Heather had already begun to turn, arching her back as she stuck her big, round ass in the air. “We wanted to get different ones so you’d be able to tell us apart. We look so much alike that even some of the Delta Rho girls get us mixed up sometimes!”

As she spoke, she spread her legs and thrust her rear in my direction. Heather hadn’t been lying: while her bestie’s plug had a little fox tail dangling from it like some cosplay wet dream, Heather’s was longer, tan with darker stripes.

A tigress, I thought, my gaze traveling from her pucker to her face. Or my naughty little kitty cat…

Like a man in a trance, I reached out and wrapped my fingers around that tail. A gentle tug made Heather cry out, her eyes rolling back in her head and the walls of her pussy clenching around the nothing she dearly wished was my cock.

“It is tough to tell the two of you apart sometimes,” I growled, making the words sound almost cruel. “The two of you could be sisters. Twins…”

They shared a naughty glance. “That’s a pretty common thing for people to think,” Eva giggled, licking her lips. “Which would you prefer, boss? You’re in charge—we’ll be whatever you want us to be.”

“Sisters,” Heather purred, picking up the thread. “Or daughters?”

My mouth went dry. My heart felt like it was going to beat right out of my fucking ribcage. The kink level between these two was literally off the scale.

Heather batted her lashes up at me, looking impossibly innocent for someone with a plug in her ass and a line of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I promise that Mommy will never find out,” she whimpered, raising her voice to a coquettish octave that made my dick go harder than I’d ever felt before. “We can fuck you so much better than she can, Daddy. We’ll be such good girls for you…”

“Sitting across from Mom at the dinner table smiling like nothing’s changed,” Eva added, both of them knowing they’d just won their front-row seats to the Jackson Avery show. “And the whole time your cum is just dripping out of my tight little cunt from how hard you fucked me—”

I couldn’t take it anymore. For a second, with those two doppelgängers kneeling before me, I honestly can say I lost my fucking mind.

I grabbed Heather’s tail and tugged the plug out of her ass, tossing it to the floor. The blonde cheerleader let out a groan of triumph as I slammed myself inside of her, bottoming out in one hard, driving stroke as I filled her most forbidden opening with my rock-hard prick.

Her legs shook beneath me as my balls slapped against the backs of her thighs. Heather was a good enough girl that she didn’t dare slide a hand between her thighs, but I could still feel her pussy clenching with every thrust—her body getting off just from the shockwaves crashing through her hips with every hard, deep thrust into her asshole. I fucked her fast, less from the fear of being caught in the act then from the sheer primal, animal need coursing through my body.

The dirty fantasies the two cheerleaders put in my head had stuck and refused to fade. They’d stoked my inner fire to the boiling point, and now they were reaping the rewards.

It was hard and brutal, yes. But as Heather threw herself back on me, pressing her hot cheek against the cool floor as her eyes rolled back in her head, I knew it was exactly what the coed had been hoping for from the first time she’d dared to flirt with me.

“Oh my gawwwwd,” the coed groaned, sweat breaking out across her bare back and ass as she met me stroke for stroke. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum, Daddy! I’m not even touching myself and I’m gonna… oh my fucking God—!”

I clapped a hand over Heather’s mouth an instant before her orgasm came tearing through her slender frame. If she’d been allowed to scream as loud as she wanted, even an Electric Wizard album wouldn’t have been enough to shield the girls in the bedroom from the sound. As it was, I still heard her groan like she’d just been injected with the world’s most potent drug—but other than her near-twin beside her, no one else got the privilege.

I held her tight as she came, thrusting in and out of her with slow, steady strokes. Each of them prolonged the magic, causing Heather to kick out madly with her leg as spasms of bliss made every muscle in her body go taut. Eva watched her cumming her brains out with a grin, her fox tail wiggling from her pucker, grinning like she couldn’t wait for her turn.

A flashback hit me like a cinema scene: me in bed, surrounded by my harem girls, Yukiko’s mouth on me right after I'd finished pounding her backdoor like it owed me money. I’d never had anyone do that for me before—it was Yukiko proving to me that I got all of her, that she’d never hold anything back from the man she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.

With Kiki, it was an act of devotion.

With these two, it was just me wanting to see how dirty these girls could really be.

I pulled out of Heather and watched as Eva crawled to me. “Give me your throat,” I growled, crooking a finger in her direction. “Now.”

Eva didn’t even hesitate for an instant. She licked greedily at my shaft, tasting her best friend’s ass on me, then flicked her tongue across my balls as her bestie recovered from her toe-curling orgasm.

“We’re so dirty for you,” the coed groaned, getting off on her own debauchery. “Mommy never did anything like this for you, did she, Daddy? She’d never dare spread her ass for that big ol’ dick—she’s too scared. Fuck, you nearly tore Heather apart…”

In marked defiance of that statement, Heather was already crawling over to take her place next to her bestie. The two of them hadn’t abandoned the whole daddy-daughter thing—if anything, they wanted to turn up the heat even more.

Heather reached down and stroked Eva’s clit as she sucked me off, then slid two fingers into her cunt. Normally I might have told her to back up, growling something about saving that cheerleader for me—but when I felt how the pleasure turned Eva into an even sluttier cock sucking machine, I decided to let it slide.

Eva jerked like it was a vibrator between her legs instead of the fingers of the girl she was calling sister in order to get me to fuck them both harder, her eyes rolling in their sockets. Her moans went squeaky as she gagged around my length, her tits heaving as the bliss infiltrated her.

Heather wasn’t letting up. She gave her bestie a spank, the thwack of skin on skin so loud I thought we’d alerted the rest of the party for a second. Not satisfied, she grabbed a handful of the blonde’s hair and pulled her mouth away from my cock, grinning like she was the fox instead of her friend.

“Tell him something filthy,” she giggled, her eyes shining with lust and something even crazier. Had she always been this way, or had I knocked something loose in her brain from how hard I’d fucked her? “Tell him what you told me in the shower this morning, Eva. Fucking confess your sins for Daddy.”

My mouth went dry. “The two of you shower together?”

“We do everything together,” Heather said, nibbling her bottom lip.

Eva’s voice cracked as she spoke. “I told you we were going to do this tonight,” she groaned, looking like she wanted more than anything for her bestie to let her go so she could keep sucking my cock. “That we were going to dress up like little sluts and pretend both of us were sisters—that we were Daddy’s naughty cheerleader daughters!”

“That’s not all,” Heather taunted. The two of them might have looked practically identical, but she definitely had the more dominant nature of the two. “Tell him what you told me you wanted him to do.”

Eva practically vibrated with lust. When she spoke, she looked up at me, keeping perfect eye contact as every syllable spilled from her lips.

“I told you I wanted him to fuck me in the ass,” she said, her words as sweet as syrup. “That I wanted him to do it so hard I wouldn’t be able to sit down for a week—that everyone on the squad would see me wincing every time I did the splits during our next routine—”

It was as far as she got.

I grabbed Eva away from her fake sister and turned her around, shoving her against the door I’d entered through. She had just enough time to spread for me before I grabbed that naughty little foxtail hanging from her most intimate opening and pulled it free, grabbing it so roughly that she cried out with mingled pain and pleasure.

Then I was inside her, fucking her.

Trying to fuck her through the goddamn door.

I slammed in deeper, giving the girl her wish. Eva groaned like she was in danger of being broken in half, riding me back desperately as her tits flattened against the wood. Heather didn’t miss a beat, crawling under us and lapping at the coed’s pussy as I used her other hole in ways she’d been begging for from the second she used that plug to stretch out her backdoor. She used her fingers, her lips, her tongue, lapping at the cheerleader’s honey as she watched me claim her virtual twin.

“Boss! Daddy! Jack! Fuck!”

Eva had come completely unhinged. She couldn’t keep track of what she wanted to call me, so she babbled it all, her words a rapid-fire streak of feverish lust as I plumbed the depths of her asshole while Heather teased her clit into the stratosphere. The plugs I’d pulled from both of their asses rolled across the floor, glistening with lube, each a tiny memento of how badly they’d wanted this moment.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Eva’s tongue lolled from her mouth, her moans mixing with Heather’s slurps to form a soundtrack no man could ever get tired of. “I’m a bad girl, I’m a bad daughter bad sister bad little bitch giving you my ass like a fucking slut oh fuck oh fuck I’m gonna cum…!”

I thrust into her one more time like a battering ram, flattening her cheek against the door as she came. The wood muffled most of her cry, but nothing could hide the way her body shook like she’d been struck by lightning. Eva’s eyes rolled back in her head, her face flushing bright red as random syllables and swear words spilled from her lips.

She’s overheating, I thought dimly. Jesus, I hope I didn’t cook her brain.

Something about that thought made my cock twitch inside her. I could feel the familiar tingle rising within me, rising fast, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until I lost control and went over the edge.

I knew just how I wanted to do it.

“Both of you open up,” I growled, pulling out of Eva’s ass. “Gonna shoot…!”

Their eagerness would have been comical if it wasn’t so goddamned hot. Both of them scrambled to kneel before me, their makeup running in messy streaks down their faces along with their tears. They looked like they’d run a fucking marathon, and taking my load was the finish line they’d been praying for.

They pressed their faces together cheek to cheek, opening their mouths and sticking out their tongues like they’d practiced this a thousand times in front of the mirror. “Please cum for us, Daddy!” they begged, both sounding and looking like the end of the hottest porn movie ever made. “Give us your load—give us every last drop! We need it so fucking bad—!”

With a roar, I hit the point of no return and blew right through. Thick ropes of liquid lava spurted from my cock, painting them with my spunk—across tongues, cheeks, chins, dripping into their tits. They moaned like they were the ones getting off as I unloaded across them, sharing my load with messy, open-mouthed kisses as the last few jets of my seed spurted onto their tits and their taut little tummies.

Their little act didn’t end with my orgasm. The pair hugged like sisters as they peered up at me, their faces glossy with their rewards.

“I love your cream, Daddy,” Heather giggled, rubbing some of it into the skin of her cheek. “You think Mommy will taste it on me when she gives me a kiss goodnight?”

Jesus Christ, I thought, swaying on my feet. These girls…

Aftershocks still thundered through me, but hearing that made my cock jerk so hard I deposited a final half-spurt of cum on the welcome mat. For a second, I thought the cheerleaders might lean down and lick it off the floor.

After that, I wouldn’t have been surprised if they had.

Heather seemed to realize that, too. “If it’s too much for you, Jack, I can dial it back,” she whispered, her voice still smoke and sin despite her post-orgasm looseness. “I know that level of depravity isn’t for everyone—”

“You two are crazy,” I said, shaking my head. “But fuck… I kinda like it.”

Both girls grinned. Eva leaned over and planted a kiss on Heather’s cheek, right where she’d fantasized about a fictional ‘Mommy’ doing it.

“Then we’re so happy to be your dirty girls,” the coed giggled. “Does this mean we passed our audition, Daddy?”

From the other room, the music swelled. Miss Polachek had just finished welcoming the listener to her island—and informing them that if they didn’t like it, well, they weren’t leaving. Something told me neither Heather nor Eva harbored any thoughts of turning back now.

If this unconventional life I’d built was an island, these two had just planted their flags on it. And planted them deep.

“I definitely want to do this again,” I said, grinning down at the pair. “But don’t tell anybody about that fake-daughter stuff.”

“It’ll be our little secret,” Heather promised.

“Don’t worry, Mommy will never find out,” Eva added with a giggle.

Holy hell. What had I just gotten myself into?

“Jack?”

I turned. The door to the bedroom was open a crack; standing in the entranceway between the living room and the kitchen was Yukiko. She sized up the situation in an instant—two blonde coeds on their knees, faces covered in my load, their backdoor toys lying on the floor—and pursed her lips, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.

Which were bare.

Yukiko wore nothing but an open bathrobe and a small gold chain over her hip, the latter sporting a charm with the Delta Rho letters on it. Dimly, I wondered who’d given it to her.

“Well well well,” she purred, her lips twisting in a smirk. “I was just about to call you to make sure that the Zoom meeting didn’t go into overtime.”

“Everything’s good,” I told her. “It went great. I’ll give you the details later.”

“I’d rather you tell me all about what you three just did,” she said, the tip of her tongue protruding from the corner of her mouth. “I’m a little miffed you got started without me—you know I like to watch the fun.”

Eva looked up, my cum still glistening on her swollen lips, and winked. “Oh, the fun’s not over yet,” she giggled, sliding an arm around her bestie’s waist. “We were just getting him warmed up for the rest of you.”

Yukiko’s gaze flickered from the discarded plugs to the cheerleaders’ identical expressions of glazed satisfaction. She bit her lower lip, clearly turned on as hell by the sight—but also obviously wishing she’d been here to see it happen.

She walked to my side and went up on tiptoe. “You got the party started without me,” she said, her voice sweet but tight. “I’d better taste those bitches on you when I kiss you, Jack.”

Then she grabbed the back of my head and lifted herself into my arms. Her lips opened against mine, her tongue meeting my own as she moaned softly into my mouth. Oh yes. She definitely tasted both of those naughty girls.

The robe fell away, leaving Yukiko naked in my arms save for that small piece of jewelry. The chain sparkled against her skin, making her look more like a sultan’s harem girl than I’d ever seen her. I decided right then and there I liked it.

“I guess I can forgive you,” the coed chuckled, running a thumb along my lower lip. “But only if you agree to reenact all that for me sometime.”

“It’s a date,” I growled, my hand going to her lower back.

Yukiko grinned at the thought. Then she slid out of my arms, took my hand, and gestured for the cheerleaders to follow us.

It was only a few steps to the bedroom. As we reached it, Yukiko pushed the door open, pressing her body against mine. “Oh girls! Jack’s home…!”

They were all waiting for me.

The entire harem, spread out across that absurdly large bed that was half the reason I’d moved us into this penthouse in the first place. They had the lights down low, glasses of champagne in their hands, and all of them were dressed to the nines in slutty little outfits every bit as enticing as Yukiko’s harem girl accessory.

As the cheerleaders crawled in behind us, my women gestured for me to join them on the bed.

“Go have fun, babe,” Yukiko chuckled. “I’m right behind you.”

It really did look like an island. My island.

And as I dove onto the mattress and into the embrace of my harem, I knew from the bottom of my heart that I was never, ever going to leave.


Chapter Six

The morning of our meeting with Delta Rho’s national leadership, the Stillwell River froze over.

Flakes of snow greeted me as I opened the sliding glass door leading to the penthouse’s wraparound balcony. I shivered against the wind, a plume of steam rising from my coffee cup. Way out near the canal walk, students the size of ants skated across the top of the frozen ice, doing curlicues and figure-eights like they didn’t have a care in the world.

With the semester pretty much over, they probably didn’t.

I tried to find that relaxation inside of me as I watched from afar. It should have been easy—I’d gotten my final marks from all four of the classes Marcie and Uncle Daniel signed me up for back when they’d sprung this whole crazy Stillwell thing on me in the first place, and I’d passed them all with flying colors. With the official complaint against me dismissed, there was nothing keeping me from walking the stage in a few days. I was going to get my diploma. I’d graduate.

The problem was, did that still matter?

We’d fed Lakshmi a poison pill that I’d been fired from my job. Heather and Eva slipped it to her in ‘confidence’ two days ago, sharing it like a hot piece of gossip they’d just learned. It was bullshit, of course—but unless something changed between me and my mentor, it might not be that way forever.

Whatever might happen to us during the rest of this semester, I’d begun to face the possibility that I really might not have a job waiting for me back in Boston.

As I stood there pondering, the sliding door opened. Yukiko stepped out wearing one of my dress shirts and nothing else, the fabric ending at mid-thigh. A line of steam that looked twin to my own rose from her coffee as she joined me at the rail, her cheeks already pink with the cold.

She pressed her head against the hollow of my shoulder, closing her eyes and sighing. “Good morning, babe.”

“Morning.” I leaned over and kissed her. “What are you doing out here?”

She grinned. “I just remembered I hadn’t told you that I love you yet today.” She nuzzled my chest, then turned to watch the skaters on the frozen river. “I love you.”

“Love you, too,” I said.

For a long moment, both of us were quiet.

“I hope you’re not angry at me,” Yukiko whispered, glancing up at me. “I only did what I had to do.”

I shook my head. “I’m not mad at all,” I said, wrapping an arm around her waist. “Well, I am mad, actually, but not at you. Your plan worked beautifully, princess. We got what we needed.”

Yukiko’s expression turned bitter. “I wish we hadn’t. I really do.”

I couldn’t help but agree with that.

It should have been a perfect morning: me on the balcony with my soon-to-be wife by my side, the other women who wore my rings inside giggling together as they fixed breakfast. But all of us were feeling a little dark today. It wasn’t hard to see why.

Last night, we found out Lakshmi swallowed the poison pill.

I’d known it the second I watched the color drain from Samantha’s face during her call to Jessamyn Fawkes, the national president of Delta Rho. Even before she hung up the phone, tears brimming in her eyes, I knew what Jessamyn must have told her. She’d crowed to Samantha about my ‘recent termination’ from Ramsey Engineering, using nearly the exact same words that Heather and Eva said in Lakshmi’s hearing two days ago. Almost like a goddamned script.

In a way, it was funny. During the meeting where Yukiko originally outlined the plan, she’d spent most of it reminding us that it was still very unlikely we’d get hard evidence for or against the idea of Lakshmi being a traitor. And now we had exactly what we’d been searching for—and exactly what we didn’t want.

Cold, hard proof. Undeniable.

Nearly undeniable, anyway.

“I still can’t believe it,” Yukiko said, shaking her head. She pressed herself against me tighter, wincing at the cold. “I really didn’t expect it to work. I thought… I guess I thought Lakshmi would come to us, you know? Offer some words of support, or something like that.”

I’d thought the same thing. “It sucks,” I said flatly. “That girl… when we sat across from her at the breakfast table, I really thought…”

Yukiko leaned over and kissed the side of my neck, soft and slow. “I thought so, too,” she whispered. Despite the circumstances, a naughty smile rose to her face. “I thought so all the way back when she caught us in the bathroom.”

“Feels like another lifetime ago,” I muttered.

Yukiko glanced over her shoulder. “Come inside when you’re ready,” she said, as sympathetic as could be. “Breakfast is almost done. And your harem could use a little pep talk.”

I could hear them through the glass. Samantha was saying something that had Maria Alvarez laughing like she’d just heard a dirty joke, while Marcie and Tasha flipped pancakes and made bacon sizzle. On the other side of that door waited warmth and light, a marked contrast to the cold world outside.

My harem needs a pep talk, I thought, glancing down at Yukiko. Alright.

I couldn’t let myself brood. Whatever the future held, it was also going to hold these women. Because they were never, ever letting me go.

And as long as I had them by my side, nothing could stop me. Not betrayal. Not the leaders of Delta Rho. Not even my boss and surrogate father figure.

I drained the coffee, then let Yukiko pull me back inside. The penthouse almost felt too warm, the way room temperature always does for a bit when you’ve been out in the snow. The smell of breakfast made my mouth water, and the looks my women gave me as Yukiko led me into the kitchen made me feel like I was about ten feet tall.

No, today was not a day for sadness. Today was a day to fight.

“Morning, Daddy!” That was Samantha, who wore an apron with KISS THE COOK etched across the front and not much else as she plated eggs and sausage. “It’s cold as a witch’s tits outside, isn’t it?”

“Almost feels like Christmas,” Marcie said, biting her lip nervously as she watched me sit. “I used to love when you came over on Christmas, Jack. Who’d have thought that one day we’d be hanging up stockings by the fireplace together, huh?”

“It’s great,” I said, taking a refill from a pot of coffee held by Tasha Davis. “How’s everyone handling their morning?”

Tasha—Officer Davis, wearing her uniform since she’d be going on patrol later—snickered. “Never fun to find out someone I thought I was gonna have a threesome with turned out to be a snake in the grass,” she said, her growl thickening her accent. “You know I made that girl a damned Spotify playlist? She said she envied how you and I connect over music—she wanted some stuff from bands the two of us listen to, so she could get in on the fun.”

“You should change it all to Nickelback,” Samantha suggested.

“Ugh,” Tasha chuckled, wrinkling her nose. “I don’t hate her that much.”

Across the table from me, Heather and Eva quietly sipped their coffee. If you hadn’t seen what they’d been doing in my bedroom, you might have thought they’d both been out clubbing all night: they looked disheveled and a little bruised, and both of them hissed a little whenever they shifted their ass in their seat. They wore identical puffy bathrobes, but Eva also had on a pair of dark sunglasses.

I leaned forward, dropping my voice. “You two okay?”

Any doubt I had that they were having the time of their lives vanished when the pair grinned at me. “We’re wonderful, boss,” Eva giggled, glancing over the rim of her sunglasses. “Just a little ragged.”

“This guy we like keeps treating us like whores,” Heather chuckled. “Every night.”

“That’s because we are whores,” Eva said, elbowing her bestie.

“His whores,” Heather cooed.

“Those two look like they could use a spa day,” Maria noted wryly. “Lucky for them, I happen to have sold the woman with the top Yelp-reviewed spa in Stillwell the building she currently uses for her business.”

The twins shared a look. “Seriously?” Heather asked. “Fuck, that—”

“—would be awesome!” Eva finished.

“I’ll look into it,” Maria said, taking a sip of her drink. “Tash, hand me that pot. I’ll give everybody another round—you sit down and eat. You’ve got a long day ahead of you.”

“All of us do,” Yukiko said, taking her place at the seat to my right. “Today’s the big day. Zoom call with Jessamyn Fawkes. We get to plead our case for Sam.”

Samantha placed a steaming platter of pancakes in the center of the table and took a seat next to the twins, nearly directly across from me. “I can’t believe I have to talk to that bitch a second time,” she grumbled, letting Maria fill her Delta Rho logo mug as she took a helping of eggs. “I barely made it through that call last night without crying. She didn’t even try to be subtle.” She straightened up, her voice shifting into a stuffy parody of an authority figure. “Poor Samantha, what WILL you do now that your sugar daddy’s unemployed?”

Everyone hissed at that. “‘Sugar daddy,’” Marcie said with a scowl. “Bullshit!”

“Like I give a fuck about the money,” Samantha said, nibbling at a piece of bacon. “Like this was all some kind of get-rich-quick scheme, like I’m Anna Nicole Smith or some shit. She doesn’t understand the first thing about us—”

“And she doesn’t need to.” Yukiko’s steady voice calmed down the whole table. “We just need to keep the national leadership from removing you as sorority president, Samantha. After that, you don’t ever have to listen to her again.”

Samantha nodded. For a moment, I thought that was it—then her lips went tight and she spoke in a whisper.

“That wasn’t all she tried to talk about,” she said, her voice shaking.

Confused looks filled the faces of the harem, with one exception. Yukiko’s.

She leaned over and took Samantha’s hand in hers, her eyes brimming with sympathy. “I’m so sorry you had to deal with that,” she said, sounding like she’d just heard Samantha had crawled through ten yards of broken glass. “If you want to talk about it after the meeting, I’m here. You know I’m always here, no matter what.”

“I’m here, too,” I said, clearing my throat.

Samantha turned to me like a stag about to bolt. “I… I know, Daddy,” she said, her gaze traveling to the table. “I guess I have some explaining to do, huh?”

I wondered if she did, at that. She and Yukiko had been coy about Jessamyn Fawkes—Samantha had even implied the two of them didn’t know each other in front of Sidonie, which I now figured was a way of letting the former sister know it was none of her business—but I thought I’d pieced together most of the puzzle.

The two of them knew each other. Well.

There were only a couple of things that could mean. And when you threw in the fact that Samantha had been openly bisexual even before becoming Delta Rho’s president, well… that whittled the possibilities down to pretty much the one.

“Babygirl,” I said. “It’s really not that big of a deal to me…”

Something shifted in Samantha’s eyes.

“I want to tell you,” she said, a catch entering her tone. “I should have told you a long time ago—as soon as I realized what you and I were.”

Daddy and babygirl, in other words.

“You don’t have to be afraid,” I told her.

I nearly nudged Yukiko and added a bit about her not being the first girl in the harem to experiment with other women—which would have had fucking disastrous results. Later on, once I knew the full story, I would be so glad I hadn’t put my foot in my mouth during an extremely vulnerable moment for my babygirl.

But right now, I was just watching Samantha and trying to be supportive.

Her lips formed a tight little line. “Can we talk about it after the meeting?” she asked. “Just you and me—it’s a conversation we ought to have in private.”

Slowly, I nodded. “Anything you want, babygirl. You know I’m here for you whenever you need me.”

Her smile cut through her anxieties. “Thanks, Daddy. I know that—it’s one of the things I fucking love most about you.”

“You’re alright, boo,” Tasha said, clapping the coed’s shoulder. “You’ve got me wondering what’s up with you for sure—but you and Jack should have your privacy. Just do me a favor, okay?”

“What’s that?” Samantha asked.

Tasha grinned, flashing a mouth full of pearly white teeth. “If there’s someone who’s hurt you—hurt any of you—” she added with a glance at the group, “—then let me know about it. I’ll drag the son of a bitch through town in the back of my squad car.”

Tasha expected laughter, but her joke landed with a thud. The table was quiet for a long moment.

“Someone did hurt us,” Marcie whispered. “Lakshmi.”

“Still blows my mind,” Heather said, making a face as she shifted her weight in the chair. “You should have come up with some pretext to arrest her, Officer Davis. It might have kept her away from this fucking meeting.”

Yukiko grimaced. “We’ve done the best we can,” she said, pulling a file folder from a nearby counter. “Every active member of the chapter has already signed a witness statement, contradicting most of what Lakshmi has to say. In addition, I got the final results last night and I can officially say we’ve done a full confidence vote with the entire Stillwell chapter of Delta Rho. It’s unanimous. They all support keeping Samantha Lowry as chapter president.”

“She even tracked down most of the alumni,” Maria added with a grin. “Plus, what was it you told me? You got the freaking teachers involved?”

Yukiko couldn’t help but beam at the praise. “That was actually Professor Kovarsky’s idea—Jack’s instructor in that film class. She wanted to help.” She tapped the folder, which really did look awfully thick. “I’ve got references from professors, statements from the heads of other frats on campus—I even roped in the head of Stillwell University’s LGBTQ center. I am fucking prepared.”

“Lakshmi’s bullshit will not stand up to scrutiny,” Heather said firmly. “Jessamyn will have to drop the complaint against Samantha. It’ll be a total kangaroo court if she doesn’t.”

Marcie swallowed hard. “What about my Dad?” she asked.

All eyes turned to me.

My meeting with Mona Isringhausen flashed through my mind. In particular, that moment at the end when we’d raised our glasses and toasted to the future.

“He won’t be a problem,” I told the group. “It’s handled.”

“You’re sure, Daddy?” Samantha asked. She gripped the edge of the table so hard her knuckles went white. “He could crush us.”

“I’m sure,” I said. “Daniel’s letting his ass hang out if he shows up at that meeting. The Board doesn’t want to hear about the CEO of a major corporation throwing his weight around to intimidate his daughter’s sorority. He’ll back down.”

Mona Isringhausen would make sure of that.

“If Jack says it’s handled, it’s handled,” Yukiko said firmly. “We don’t have to worry about Daniel Ramsey’s testimony. Which means Lakshmi’s our only obstacle.” She patted the folder as if it were a protective talisman. “We’ll win. We have to. All the evidence is in our favor.”

We finished breakfast and got set up. One of the nice things about my new penthouse apartment was that it came with walk-in closets, with plenty of space for the wardrobe of every woman who shared my heart. Within a half-hour everyone was dressed to the nines, in conservative business-style clothing or decked out in Delta Rho gear from head to toe.

Samantha wore the same sorority sweatshirt I’d peeled off of her body the night she’d pulled me into that frat house bathroom and woke me up from fifteen years of sexless slumber, while Yukiko slipped into a professional blazer and pencil skirt that made her look like her mother getting ready to treat a therapy patient.

Not everyone was going to be on camera with me, but everyone was ready to if needed. Our plan was a show of overwhelming force; the documents along with the personal testimonies along with the support from the entire chapter would have to wash away whatever poison Lakshmi was spreading.

The only wild card was Jessamyn Fawkes herself. It was her who’d be holding Samantha’s sorority career in her hands.

Would she relent? Or smash it to pieces, despite the evidence?

I knew Samantha would be okay if she lost her place as leader of Delta Rho. Eventually. But it would hurt. Her status was a core part of her identity, and I’d be damned if she had to give it up because of rumors someone else spread about me.

We migrated to the living room, coffee sitting nearby and laptops open. The big TV hanging on the wall was connected directly to my ThinkPad: it showed the same desktop wallpaper of Yukiko, Samantha and Marcie I’d been admiring right before my call with Mona Isringhausen.

Let’s hope it brings me good luck, I thought. It’s time to put this behind us—

There was a knock on the door.

Yukiko and I shared a look. “Who’s that?” I asked. “Another supporter?”

“You called in more of the cavalry?” Samantha asked nervously.

Yukiko silently shook her head. “I have no idea who that is. Jack, you’d better go and get it…”

I could see the thought flashing behind her eyes, a twin of mine.

Was that Daniel!?

If he’d been chased away from the meeting by Mona Isringhausen, he might be pissed off that I’d outflanked him. He might show up at my place right when the meeting started, to throw a wrench into everything.

That didn’t sound like the Daniel Ramsey I knew.

But then again, I was romantically involved with his daughter. That couldn’t help but do strange things to a man.

“Everyone stay here,” I rumbled, rising from my seat. “I’ll take care of it.”

“The Zoom meeting is starting any minute,” Yukiko said in a tight voice. “We need to be ready.”

We would be.

The knock repeated as I reached the door. I threw it open without checking the peephole, my hands already balling into fists to defend myself against another one of Daniel’s drunken punches.

But I was wrong.

My mentor was not outside my penthouse two minutes before the meeting.

Standing in the hallway just outside my front door was Lakshmi Majumdar.


Chapter Seven

“I am so sorry to interrupt you,” Lakshmi said. “I should have called first!”

I couldn’t have been more shocked if I’d found a dragon on my doorstep. My jaw dropped open at the sight of her, the shock of finding her here of all places making my pulse thrum in my veins like a hummingbird’s wings.

“What…” I redoubled, swallowing. “What are you doing here?”

Lakshmi actually tried to push past me and enter the apartment. “I needed to speak with you,” she said, her voice tight. “Oh, are you having a party? There are so many people here…”

At the sound of her voice, everyone in the living room turned.

They all looked even more shocked than me.

Samantha recovered first, as I should have known she would. “You… you bitch!” she snarled, crossing the living room like a bull charging a matador. “How dare you show your fucking face in my presence…!”

Lakshmi’s eyes went as wide as saucers. “Sam!? What’s going on?”

The blonde coed barked out a laugh, still advancing. “Oh, as if you don’t know!”

Now the rest of the harem was on their feet. Marcie trembled with rage, pointing an accusing finger at her former friend. Yukiko looked like she might be sick. When I looked at Heather and Eva, I realized I probably needed to put myself between this crowd and Lakshmi—left to their own devices, they might actually rip her limb from limb.

“You traitor!” Marcie roared. “How could you, Lakshmi? You were my friend!”

“You’ve got a lot of nerve coming here, chica,” Maria growled.

“Wait—why are you here?” Yukiko shot out of her seat. “Aren’t you supposed to be at the Zoom meeting?”

Lakshmi blinked, clearly taken aback by the wave of anger in her direction. “What Zoom meeting?” she demanded, gripping her sari so hard her knuckles turned white. “What traitor? Why is everyone yelling at me!?”

I looked Lakshmi in the eyes. And something clicked inside my head.

She has no idea what’s going on, I realized.

The wave of relief that washed over me was even stronger than my confusion. Unless Lakshmi Majumdar was the best fucking actress in the world—and nothing I’d seen from her until a few days ago gave me the impression she was capable of that kind of deception—she really had no clue why the entire harem wanted to slap her silly. She didn’t know the meeting with Jessamyn Fawkes was supposed to happen barely sixty seconds from now, or that she was supposed to be the Delta Rho chief’s star witness.

Everyone was yelling now, the coeds hurling insults at Lakshmi while she gave as good as she got. I needed to stop this.

“Quiet!” I roared, using that commanding tone that came to me whenever I wanted Samantha to sink to her knees or Marcie to turn around so I could tie her wrists behind her back before entering her. I rarely used it on purpose—it was normally just there, either from surprise or lust.

This time, I played it to the fucking hilt.

And the entire room fell silent, arousal flushing in their cheeks.

I held a hand in the direction of the living room, as if it could hold back the entire group. “Give me a second,” I commanded. Then I turned to Lakshmi. “You don’t have the faintest idea what these girls are talking about, do you?”

The Indian coed sighed heavily. “I wish to God someone would tell me!”

“There’s been some very bad things happening lately,” I began.

Before I could go any further, Lakshmi nodded. “Your job, I know,” she said, as if that was the answer. “It’s awful what Daniel did to you, Jack. I wanted to ask—”

Samantha’s expression twisted. “Bitch, you sold us out!” she snapped, her brows shooting skyward. “Heather and Eva fed you bullshit about Jack getting fired, and you ran straight to Jessamyn Fawkes with it to tattle on him! Just like you’ve been feeding her lies about me so she can get me fired as president!”

“What!?” Lakshmi sounded angry now. “Sam, I would never—!”

Her mouth snapped shut like a guillotine. All the color drained from her face.

“Oh no,” Lakshmi murmured. “Oh no, no no no…”

Suddenly I knew what she was about to say. The answer hit me like a bolt of lightning.

“You didn’t tell Jessamyn Fawkes,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “But you did tell someone else about me getting fired, didn’t you?”

Lakshmi put a hand over her mouth. “Yes.”

“Someone you trust,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

Lakshmi’s face was ashen. “My… my parents,” she whispered, looking at Samantha like she’d just accidentally run over the coed’s cat with her BMW. “I have dinner with them, three times a week. They’re always asking me about the sorority—about Samantha, about Jack, about the unconventional relationship that’s happening in the chapter.” She looked like she might throw up. “They just treat it like a bloody soap opera, I swear! I tell them all about how you got yourselves out of your latest trouble and they hang off my words like it’s an episode of their favorite TV show…!”

From the look on her face, I could tell Yukiko had put it together, too. “We didn’t get all of the letters,” she said, clasping her hands together in front of her chest. “We thought we did, but we missed at least one. Because this happened.”

Samantha frowned. “What letters!? Jack, Kiki, what the fuck is going on?”

“Elizabeth Baines,” I said, dropping my hand. I no longer needed to protect Lakshmi from the wrath of my harem, not now. “All those letters she sent: the one to Stillwell making an ethics complaint, the one she shipped to Delta Rho’s nationals to try and have you removed as president, the one to Kiki’s parents to try and sabotage our relationship.” I placed a hand against my forehead, feeling like an idiot. “Of course she wouldn’t have stopped there.”

It clicked for Samantha. “She sent one to Lakshmi’s parents too, didn’t she?”

“She did. Even though Lakshmi wasn’t in a relationship with me at all. The fact that she was close to me was enough for Liz Baines to fuck with her.”

I could see it all now. Samantha told me Lakshmi’s parents were so conservative they made Yukiko’s look like free-spirited hippies: even though the kind of relationship I had with my wives-to-be wasn’t unheard of among their culture, I could imagine the alarm they’d feel at the thought of their daughter potentially becoming involved with a man like me.

And, it had to be said, there was probably a little bit of garden-variety sexism involved. A rich, powerful man drawing several women to his side was one thing: a woman endorsing that kind of lifestyle while in a position of authority over the whole sorority, though?

I was willing to bet that was the part they couldn’t accept.

Which was why Liz Baines had been able to convince them to pull this shit.

The revelation reverberated through my harem, bouncing like ball lightning from face to face as each of my women realized what this meant. “Lakshmi’s innocent,” Marcie said, the sheer relief in her voice so sweet it made me surge in my boxers. “It was her parents leaking information to Jessamyn!”

“Her parents?” Maria’s expression told me she understood the what, but still couldn’t fathom the how. “That’s absurd. This Fawkes woman would be an idiot to stake this whole meeting on that!”

“She doesn’t know,” Yukiko said, her tone hardening into a certainty. “I bet everything was done over e-mail. I bet that when ‘Lakshmi’ shows up in this meeting, it’ll be with no camera and no microphone.”

That sounded about right to me. “We have the real one right here,” I said, my heart jumping into my throat. “The real Lakshmi.”

Yukiko looked like you could have knocked her over with a feather.

“Oh my God,” she said, her face lighting up. “Jack, we’ve won!”

Samantha snapped to attention. “Tell me,” she said, so hopeful it hurt.

Yukiko turned to her bestie. “We let them present their case,” she said, running it through her head as the words left her lips. “And then we show them the  real Lakshmi’s been sitting here with us the whole time.”

“Busted,” Marcie whispered. “Fucking bogus!”

“She has no case,” Yukiko said, the light of triumph already in her eyes. “Samantha, you’re going to get out of this. Not even Jessamyn Fawkes would be shameless enough to remove you from the chapter after something like that—!”

“Um!” Heather was pointing at the TV, her eyes wide. “I think the call’s coming through…!”

Yukiko swore. “Jack, the laptop!”

We got ready in the nick of time. Two of us were connected to the meeting: my old ThinkPad and Samantha’s MacBook were both hooked in. Lakshmi sat down next to Samantha as the blonde switched her camera off, going audio-only. She glanced over and winked at me, a nervous smile filling her face.

“We’ve got this, don’t we?” she asked.

“I’ll handle it, babygirl,” I promised her. “You don’t even have to talk if you don’t want to. You just sit back and let me take care of this.”

Her smile widened. “Oh, hell no, Daddy,” she giggled. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world. I’m actually getting excited…!”

I was, too.

Yukiko climbed into my lap without asking, curling up in my arms like a cat as her gaze focused on the screen. Marcie perched on the couch, fingers crossed and eyes closed in a silent prayer, while Tasha and Maria leaned against the kitchen counter together in a show of mutual moral support. Heather and Eva flanked me on the floor, legs crossed like a pair of naughty bookends to Kiki and I’s harem adventures.

I shifted Yukiko in my lap as the call connected. The Zoom call expanded until it nearly filled the screen, unfurling as a series of boxes. Six of them—mine, Samantha’s, and four other members of Delta Rho’s national board—filled the bottom half, while the entire top half was given over to a single large box.

Jessamyn Fawkes, National President of the Delta Rho Sorority, peered at me from inside of that one.

I hadn’t been certain of what to expect from our first official meeting. The picture of her on the national website was the size of a postage stamp and several years old besides, giving me little idea of what the woman herself might look like. Other than her being blonde and presumably attractive, I hadn’t prepared myself for my first glimpse of the woman who was trying to ruin Samantha’s life.

So it shocked me how much she looked like she could have been Samantha Lowry’s older sister.

The same platinum blonde hair framed her face, and the Delta Rho sweatshirt she wore over her curves was a virtual doppelgänger of the one the coed to my right had on as she sat next to Lakshmi drumming her fingers on the table. As she smiled, I revised my initial impression: this woman looked less like Sam’s sister than like what Samantha herself would be in three or five years—an older but still gorgeous girl, with no sign that her thirties would be any less successful or wild than her twenties had been.

“Good morning,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a smirk. It took me a second to realize she was talking to the entire meeting, and not just me. “Anyone having audiovisual issues? Are we taking minutes?”

One of the squares at the bottom lit up. “I’m here, ma’am,” said the woman.

“Excellent. This meeting will now be called to order: I’m Jessamyn Fawkes, President of the National Delta Rho Organization. For record-keeping purposes, each participant in this disciplinary hearing should state their name and their reason for being here. Starting with my Vice President…”

The meeting was already rolling. I held Yukiko’s hip as the black squares at the bottom of the screen chimed in and read off a laundry list of their titles within the organization, then asserted they had the proper quorum to conduct a disciplinary hearing. I’d expected all that.

What I didn’t see was my boss. Or ‘Lakshmi Majumdar’.

Next it was Samantha’s turn. “My name is Samantha Lowry,” she said, her voice only slightly quavering. “I’m President of the Stillwell Chapter of Delta Rho, and I’ve been accused of some very awful things. I’m here to defend myself.”

Lakshmi almost spoke up before Samantha put her hand over the coed’s and made a zip the lip gesture. She caught herself and nodded instead. The import was clear—Laks would stay quiet until it was time for the big reveal.

My square lit up. “My name is Jackson Avery,” I said, my irritation at being forced into this meeting rising to my voice at long last. “Most of the accusations against Miss Lowry concern me, and so I’m here to dispel them. Also as moral support.”

Samantha blew me a kiss from across the room. Good thing her camera’s off, I thought.

If anyone on the other side of our meeting had been snickering about Kiki sitting in my lap, the smile fell off of their faces when she spoke. “I’m Yukiko Tanaka,” she said, sounding as serious as I’d ever heard from her. “I am the Stillwell chapter of Delta Rho’s Treasurer, Recording Secretary and unofficial Third-in-Command. That makes me Samantha’s Gamma.”

Gamma kn-i-i-i-fe, Tasha mouthed from across the room. I chuckled.

Kiki paused, letting that sink in. “I’m also her friend, and I’m here to both provide references to her character and expose these accusations against her for the slander they are.”

It was a damn good statement. I couldn’t see the other members of the board—their cameras were off—but their silence spoke volumes.

Unfortunately for us, Jessamyn Fawkes didn’t look moved.

“You’re a bit more than just her friend,” the woman said with obvious relish. “Isn’t that so, Miss Tanaka?”

Kiki didn’t miss a beat. “Are we on record now, Miss Fawkes? Is anything I say about people’s relationships right now going to be entered into the official sorority transcript?”

Jessamyn looked like she’d been slapped in the face. Across the room, Samantha blanched, the color draining from her cheeks. Any doubt I’d had about what the nature of the relationship between this woman and Samantha had once been vanished when I saw the way both of them reacted.

So that’s it, I told myself. The two of them were together—that’s the big secret. Sam and I will talk about it later, Daddy to babygirl, and she’ll shed a few tears over the whole fiasco.

I wasn’t mad. I just wished she’d told me earlier—I wouldn’t have judged her for having an experimental fling with an older woman in her past. She shouldn’t have needed to feel like she had to hide a thing like that from me.

I was wrong, of course. There was a good reason Samantha hadn’t told me about her previous dealings with Jessamyn, and it wasn’t what I thought. Not at all.

But I wouldn’t know that until later.

Back in the present moment, Jessamyn brought the meeting to order. “Let’s make this as quick as we can,” she said, her smile failing to reach her eyes. “We have a number of extremely serious accusations to confront today, all brought against the president of Stillwell University’s chapter of the Delta Rho sorority. Abuse of power, coercion… and that’s even before we get into the utter debauchery that’s said to be occurring on campus with her sanction and approval…”

“Before we begin, I have something to present,” Yukiko said, cutting Jessamyn off. “I’ve emailed the contents of this folder to all of you—it contains the full records of a confidence vote conducted among the sorority earlier this week. It was unanimous in support of keeping Samantha Lowry at her post.”

Jessamyn frowned. “That’s—”

“I also enclosed digitized copies of dozens of letters from current sisters, pledges and alumni who’ve had dealings with Miss Lowry, affirming she conducts business at the highest possible standard.” Kiki wasn’t about to let these people spout their bullshit without pushback. “When weighed against a single letter of complaint, the evidence is incontrovertible. These charges are spurious—”

“We’ve seen the documentation, Miss Tanaka,” a voice said. It was one of the black squares at the bottom—I think the same one who’d answered in the affirmative that they were taking meeting notes. “It’s… quite impressive.”

“Very thorough,” someone else chimed in.

Jessamyn’s smile curdled. “Be that as it may, these claims are not so easy to dismiss. If it were just a letter, of course we’d take the side of a devoted sister and chapter president. That’s clearly the work of a crank.”

Would you take her side? I wondered.

“But it’s not just a letter,” Jessamyn continued. “We have witnesses. One should be joining us momentarily.”

I tensed up, my heart skipping a beat. If Mona had failed me now…

“The father of one of this semester’s pledges contacted us with his concerns,” Jessamyn said, somehow managing to make it sound like she wasn’t enjoying this. “He has, unfortunately, seen a great deal of what has transcribed between Miss Lowry, Mr. Avery and Miss Tanaka this semester. He should be joining us—” she glanced at her watch, a Cartier Tank that probably cost more than a year of tuition at most colleges where Delta Rho had chapters, “—any minute now. I’ve been assured that Mr. Ramsey’s character is beyond reproach. He should be able to clear things up.”

The words hung in the air. All of us waited, Samantha’s future in the balance.

And waited.

When the notification came, I thought for a moment the sound originated from my speakers. But it was Jessamyn Fawkes who leaned forward, her gaze flickering to the side as she opened a window in a corner of her desktop that none of us could see.

Her eyes widened. “He…”

We did it, I thought. Thank you, Mona. I owe you one of hell of a Christmas bonus.

Jessamyn’s lips pulled together so tightly they disappeared. “Mr. Ramsey will unfortunately not be joining us this morning,” she said, just barely keeping the edge of rage out of her tone. “An emergency has developed at his company and his attendance is required. But he wishes us well.”

I knew damn well there was no emergency—if there was, I’d have already been called. Daniel had backed down. He was still holding my job and my future over my head if I refused to put Marcie over Yukiko, but he wasn’t about to stake his entire reputation on his ability to affect the workings of his daughter’s sorority.

Under the table, Yukiko gave my hand a squeeze. There were entire paragraphs of thanks in that squeeze.

“Is there no testimony against me, then?” Samantha asked. “It’s kind of difficult to justify removing an acting chapter president if no one’s willing to say anything mean about her.”

“Isn’t that the goddamned truth,” Yukiko whispered through her teeth.

The look Jessamyn gave me through the screen could have peeled paint. She wasn’t a dumb woman—she could put two and two together, she knew there was only one person in this Zoom call who could have made my boss cancel on this meeting at the last possible moment. She didn’t know how I’d outflanked her, exactly, but suddenly she was looking at me like someone with a hell of a lot of weight to throw around.

The national president cleared her throat. Despite the sedate background and her professional look, I thought I could see sweat breaking out on her forehead. “I believe we’re waiting on one more witness—"

But suddenly, we weren’t.

A new box appeared among the ones at the bottom.

L. Majumdar.

No camera. Her mic muted.

Just like we figured she’d be.

The look of relief on Jessamyn’s face would have been funny in almost any other context.  “There she is,” the woman said, her smile reasserting itself. “Miss Majumdar, it’s good to have you here. If you could just unmute and state your name and reason for being here, we can move directly to your testimony.”

There was a long pause. So long that the hair stood up on the back of my neck, and for a moment I was convinced whoever this was had noticed the trap and was going to bolt.

Then it passed, and they spoke.

“Lakshmi Majumdar,” the person said, their voice clipped and recognizably female. “Vice President of the Stillwell Chapter of the Delta Rho sorority. I’m here to testify.”

Samantha, Yukiko, me—all of us turned to look at the genuine article. The look on Lakshmi’s face defied description: for a moment, a shock shot through her like she’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. It faded, replaced by a look of hurt deeper than that of a wife who’d discovered her husband cheating on her.

Then came the anger.

And we all realized Lakshmi knew exactly who was pretending to be her.

“Thank you,” Jessamyn said, her voice the very picture of politeness. “Miss Majumdar and I spoke earlier, and to avoid the shame of having to voice these accusations openly she’s prepared a statement. I will read it aloud into the record, and then Miss Majumdar will simply vouchsafe its authenticity—”

Oh, I just bet, I thought.

Samantha leaned forward. “I object.”

Jessamyn chuckled. “I’m certain you’d like to,” she said, “but Miss Majumdar—”

“That’s not Lakshmi,” Samantha said. “You idiot.”

And she hit the button to share her camera.

I don’t know how she did it, but the moment her camera cut on, Samantha’s square became the large one taking up the entire top half of the Zoom call. It showed her sitting with the kitchen island behind her, a big pair of headphones strapped to her head like Minnie Mouse’s ears.

And sitting right next to her, clearly visible in frame, was Lakshmi.

“Lakshmi Majumdar is here with me,” Samantha said, the ghost of a smile spreading across her face. “So I don’t know who the fuck you’ve been talking to.”

Jessamyn Fawkes blinked. Once. Twice. Her mouth opened, the beginning of a syllable escaping her lips, then she slammed them shut again.

Does not compute, I thought with a snicker.

The color drained from the president’s face. For a second, I thought she might just topple over and go unconscious.

“Funny thing about e-mails and Zoom meetings,” I said into the shocked silence, lacing my fingers through Yukiko’s beneath the table. “They’re remarkably easy to fake, Jessamyn. Especially for a concerned parent with a letter from a malevolent stranger assuring her her daughter’s reputation is about to be ruined if she doesn’t do something.”

The little box labeled L. Majumdar winked out without an explanation.

We’d deal with that later. Or at least Lakshmi would. I’d help her, too, if that’s what she wanted. Now that we’d worked out our issues, I sensed me and Miss Majumdar might be spending quite a lot of time together sometime soon.

“You…” Jessamyn sputtered on air. “This is…”

It was an opportunity, and Yukiko seized it. “This is obviously fraud,” she said, providing the off-ramp the national board needed. “National leadership was taken in by a plausible-seeming charlatan. It’s not your fault that you were all deceived.”

Jessamyn still looked she wanted to argue. But her underlings, none of whom were quite as flummoxed as she, understood how the game was played.

“This is certainly the case,” said the woman who’d spoken earlier. “Miss Lowry, we sincerely apologize for the inconvenience. I move that we form an exploratory committee immediately to begin researching new methods to verify the authenticity of future accusations, so that this unfortunate situation does not occur in the future.” She paused. “All in favor?”

The other gray squares at the bottom of the screen all chorused aye. Jessamyn Fawkes didn’t say a word, but everyone took her silence for assent anyway.

It was only once they’d officially codified the resolution and moved to adjourn that the president of Delta Rho dared to speak. “Samantha.”

I saw the way my babygirl stiffened. Even here, in the midst of her greatest triumph, something about the way Miss Fawkes spoke her name was like a ghostly finger trailing down her spine.

Like cold water thrown in her face.

“Sam,” Jessamyn repeated, saying it with more familiarity than I thought she’d have dared. “I was never going to actually let them fire you. Your position was always safe. I just wanted you to speak to me—”

“I have nothing to say to you,” Sam hissed, her eyes watering. “Nothing. Ever.”

Jessamyn stared at her for a long moment, her face a mask.

Then she logged off without another word.

The rest of the black squares winked out one by one. A moment later the whole call disconnected, dumping us back to our desktop.

For a moment, all of us stared at each other, dumbfounded.

Then Samantha shot out of her seat like a Fourth of July firework and let out a cry so loud it rattled the windows.

“Fuck! Yes!” The blonde coed balled her fists up and made a rude gesture in the direction of the laptop, like a football player celebrating after a touchdown. “Fuck you, you fucking cunt! I’m President of Delta Rho for as long as I fucking wanna be!”

Cheers of joy filled the penthouse. Marcie burst into tears; Heather and Eva both climbed to their feet as one and embraced me from either side, whispering sweet and filthy promises into both mine and Yukiko’s ears. Maria and Tasha shared a high-five, and I heard the latter joke about making a ‘wellness check’ to Lakshmi’s parents’ house to pay them back for impersonating their daughter.

I knew we needed to debrief. Yukiko was already making noises in that direction; now that we’d gotten Samantha out of trouble, we had to make doubly sure the entire campus knew she was innocent. We needed to deal with whoever that person was who’d dared pretend to be Lakshmi, and find out if Elizabeth Baines had left us any other little presents we’d missed in our initial sweep.

But none of that mattered right now.

Because even as I saw Samantha—my babygirl—jumping up and down with excitement at having beaten national leadership, I couldn’t not see the tears in her eyes. Or the way her hands were shaking like she’d seen a ghost.

Besides, I thought I knew what the problem was. Surely it would have been easy to sort things out here and now, right?

Wrong-o, Jack.

I set Yukiko down and gave her a peck on the cheek. “I’m going to her,” I said.

She nodded. “Take her out of here,” she said, a strange look spreading across her face. “Somewhere the two of you can celebrate in private. She deserves that.”

I blinked. If Yukiko of all people was turning down a chance to watch me have sex with another woman, this had to be serious.

“Go,” she said, giving me a little pat on the ass. “She needs you right now.”

She did.

I crossed the room in three strides and lifted Samantha into my arms. She wrapped her legs around me, her mouth opening against mine as the other members of the harem laughed and joked and congratulated her on her continued reign over Delta Rho. But I don’t think she heard them.

“Come on, babygirl,” I grunted, putting my hands on her lower back. “I’m taking you downstairs. Just you and me.”

Her gaze darkened, but only for a moment. “Okay,” she said, planting a kiss on my cheek. Then she looked around. “I mean, if everyone’s okay with that…?”

Maria laughed first. “Querida, you’ve earned a little one-on-one time with the jefe,” she teased. “Go get banged, girl. Then come back to us and we’ll drink a few toasts to Jessamyn Fawkes having her plans blow up in her face!”

Samantha nodded. “Alright,” she giggled. “I think I can do that.”

I could do that, too.


Chapter Eight

We barely made it into my apartment in time.

Samantha was a live wire in my arms all the way from the front door of the penthouse to the apartment I was still renting on the lower floor. I’d never been more grateful for my ridiculous real estate arrangement than I was as the door slammed behind us, Samantha’s hands in my hair and mine underneath of her skirt.

I pushed her up against the nearest wall, hands sliding beneath her sweatshirt to grab her bare skin, my thumbs running over her stiff nipples. I growled against her like I didn’t just want to fuck but devour her—like our win over Jessamyn Fawkes set a fire within me that only she could put out.

“Oh fuck,” Samantha groaned, her voice shaky with desperation. “Daddy I need you so bad right now!”

I didn’t need her to tell me that—I could feel it. She arched her back as I held her tight, grinding herself against me like she might explode if I didn’t tear all of her clothes off and take her right then and there. She trembled like a leaf against me, the adrenaline high of her victory mixing with arousal to produce a truly irresistible cocktail.

I nibbled my way down Samantha’s neck, pressing the bulge in my slacks against that white-hot spot at the apex of her thighs. “I’m yours, babygirl,” I growled, savoring the way she melted against me at the word. “Daddy’s here. Daddy’s always here, you know that, right?”

Her hand stopped at my belt. “Yes. God yes. You’re my home, Daddy.”

I couldn’t help but grin at that. “You’re mine,” I told her. “The night I met you, babygirl, I was living in black-and-white. The first time you dragged me into the bathroom and kissed me, it was like The Wizard of Oz. Suddenly everything was in color…”

She kissed me just like that, hard. “I want everything to be Technicolor for us from now on, Daddy,” she agreed, tugging at my shirt. “Absolutely.”

“I just want you to know,” I growled, my hand going to her ass. “No matter what happens—no matter how many women sign up for this thing we’ve got going—you were the first, babygirl. You were the one who brought me back to life.”

Samantha nibbled her bottom lip. “You might have done that for me too, Daddy. A little more than you realized.”

What?

“I talked a big game that night,” Samantha gasped, groaning as my hand stroked the front of her panties. Fuck, she was soaked. “And yeah, I’m kind of a boss bitch. But maybe I wasn’t as much of a baddie as I made you think…”

I let out a chuckle as I smirked down at her. “Babygirl, you’re about the baddest alpha female I’ve ever met. If ever you’ve thought you needed to prove that to me, you’ve more than done so.” Unexpectedly, I felt a surge of tenderness. “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “And I especially love what you’re doing with your thumb right now…”

I did it a little harder, just for her. “Having two apartments is such a hassle, but I don’t think I can give this one up,” I told her. “Not when I’m thinking about what the two of us did on that balcony every time I look out that door.”

Samantha’s head turned, and I knew she was thinking about it, too. “That was so fucking hot,” she gasped, her eyes rolling back as my fingers tugged her panties to the side and started to stroke her where she liked it most. “Fucking me out there where everyone could see. Bouncing up and down in your lap while you fucked me like you already owned me—listening to me squeal and call you Daddy…”

“Want to relive old times?” I asked. “Once more with feeling?”

I could tell she wanted to, but her good sense wouldn’t let her. “Too cold,” she moaned, her hips bucking against my fingers. “I need something solid under me while you’re on top of me, Daddy. I want you to tuck me in like a good girl.”

I couldn’t fail to note the little lift in her voice at the end of that. “You taking a few notes from Heather and Eva?” I asked.

She giggled. “Maybe,” she purred. “We could all stand to be a little bit sluttier for you, couldn’t we, Daddy? Fuck, I want you on that bed. I want you deep. I need—”

Her words cut off in a groan of pleasure as my fingers slid inside her.

No matter how many times I did it, it never failed to blow my mind how well Samantha took them—or how tightly my babygirl’s walls gripped the digits. It really was like coming home. Like she never wanted to let me go.

With my fingers still inside her, I flipped her around and flattened her breasts against the wall. Samantha was still crying my name when I tugged up her skirt and brought my hand down on her ass, spanking it hard as my fingers pumped in and out of her.

She cried out, begging for more, honey dripping from her hot little hole.

“You’re mine,” I growled, leaning in close and delivering the words I knew she wanted to hear. “Even when Yukiko’s walking around calling herself Mrs. Avery and helping me take over the world, you’re still mine. My first. My babygirl.”

I punctuated each statement with hard slap on her ass. She groaned at each spike of pain, her pussy clenching around my fingers.

“Yes, Daddy,” she groaned, feverish with pleasure. “Fuck yes! Take me into the bedroom and fuck my tight little twat, please! Fuck me totally fucking stupid—!”

Her wish was my command.

Forgoing the balcony door (though not without a final, wistful look), I pushed into the bedroom and carried Samantha to the bed. As I did, a feeling of deja vu filled me, scenes unspooling like a film reel in my mind’s eye.

This was just what I’d done Samantha and I had sex for the first time—when we’d discovered we were as right for each other as people could be. I’d put her on the edge of the mattress then, and I’d…

I put her on the edge of the mattress now.

The second she realized what I was going to do, a groan like someone sinking into a hot bath after a long day escaped Samantha’s throat. “Daddy,” she whimpered, rolling the syllable until it rang. “Yes, fuck yes…”

I tore her skirt off, then pulled her panties down and tossed them in the same spot. She pulled her sweatshirt over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up—her tits were so perky she hadn’t needed a bra, not even when she was facing down a Zoom meeting. I buried my face between them, kissing and sucking, then stood back up and lifted her legs to my shoulders.

“You remember this, don’t you?” I teased, pressing the crown of my cock into her channel. With her legs up and her body on the edge of the bed, Samantha’s position left her as submissive as if I’d put her in a pair of handcuffs. And it gave me the perfect angle to thrust deep inside of her, grinding my cock against her clit on every stroke.

I’d watched her cum her brains out in this position. She’d lost track of her orgasms that first night as I fucked her madly, unleashing fifteen years of pent-up frustration on her tight college body. Today, I was doing it with the full knowledge of just how much I loved this girl.

“Is this how you want Daddy to fuck you when you win?” I asked. “Is this the reward you want for being my best fucking girl?”

“Yesss,” Samantha hissed, the sound like steam leaving a boiling kettle. “Please, please I need you inside me—”

She got her wish.

One hard, driving stroke put me all the way inside her, bottoming out against her back walls as she screamed my name. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, eyes spinning madly in their sockets as she lifted her hips to meet me.

I wrapped my free arm around her waist and clenched her thighs together, making everything between her legs even tighter and hotter. While I held her against the bed with that bicep, keeping her from sliding onto the floor, I leaned over her and grabbed a fistful of her long blonde hair with my other hand, tugging until her gorgeous blue eyes locked with mine.

I kept that eye contact as I buried myself inside of her, hard.

Again. And again. And again.

It only took a half-dozen of those before Samantha’s eyes rolled back in her head. Tears spilled down her cheeks, smearing her mascara in a way that reminded me of the cheerleader twins as the first of no doubt many orgasms crashed through her body. It washed over her so hard that she lost her words—a wordless cry escaped her as she shuddered and sobbed and begged me with her body for more.

There was so much more. I was nowhere close to done.

I shifted, spreading her legs wider and sliding them down until she encircled my waist with her hips. It put me just about as deep inside of her as it was possible to go, angling her waist so that every thrust into her slammed her down into the mattress like a hammer hitting a nail. Her ankles locked as I pushed into her, fucking her harder than I’d ever dared fuck her before.

Taking her. Claiming her. Reminding her who her Daddy was.

“Look at me,” I growled, cupping her chin. Two fingers slid into her mouth and I thrilled to see her sucking them greedily. “Now, babygirl.”

She did. “I just came again,” she whimpered, her tongue swirling around my digits. I believed it, too—I could feel the nub at the apex of her sex throbbing, could see the glassy, mesmerized way she stared up at me as we became one. “Daddy…”

“You were perfect,” I told her, praising her like a princess even as I treated her like my personal whore. “You did so fucking well today, babygirl. You fought for Delta Rho. For us.”

She cried out against me, stars swimming in her eyes as her walls clamped on me like a fist. Was she cumming again, or had the last one just never ended?

“This is how you get fucked when you’ve been my good girl, Samantha,” I panted, barely able to hold myself back from the brink. “This is what’s real between you and me. What we’ve got that no one else is ever going to have…”

She whimpered, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Fuck, Jack, I love you so fucking much!” she gasped. “I couldn’t have done it without you—I was so scared and trying not to show it! I need you—I fucking always need you…!”

“I’m gonna cum,” I growled. “I can’t hold back, babygirl. I’m going to unload inside of that pussy!”

Her thighs clenched around me. “Do it,” she begged, grinning up at me through her tears. “Cum in me, Daddy. Mark me. I’m yours—I’m so fucking yours…!”

The pleasure went blinding. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I hit the breaking point and sailed right over, my rhythm breaking as I pinned her to the mattress and filled her with strokes that weren’t just brutal but primal.

When I came, it was with her name on my lips—but it wasn’t Samantha I growled as the first hot jet of my seed sprayed against her walls. It wasn’t her birth name that I said as my fingers tangled in her hair, as I pressed every inch of my skin against hers as we came together with a closeness a couple who’d been married for fifty years could hardly match.

No. As climax hit, I grunted her true name.

“I’m cumming inside you, babygirl. I’m cumming…!”

I was. I was home.

Heaven didn’t feel that nice.

The next thing I knew, the two of us were in each other’s arms. Somehow we’d managed to shimmy to the headboard, tangled in each other beneath the blankets. Samantha still had her legs wrapped around me, and from the way she held on to my shoulders, she might never let go.

Not that I wanted her to.

She kissed me, slow and sweet, as we came down from our peaks. I was still inside of her when we finished, Samantha punctuating the smooch with a sharp little bite on my bottom lip.

“You think they heard that upstairs?” she asked.

“If they didn’t, they’re fucking deaf,” I grunted, rolling onto my back. “Who am I kidding? I bet they were all on the penthouse balcony leaning over the rail, trying to catch a glimpse of us.”

Samantha laughed at the mental image. Then she kissed me.

“Good. I want them to know who your babygirl is.” Her brow furrowed for a moment. “Those cheerleaders can borrow the word Daddy. Only because they make it really hot sometimes. But both of us know that I’m the one who really owns it.”

I chuckled against her neck. “Absolutely, babygirl.”

We laid together beneath the blankets for what felt like ages, but was probably only a few minutes. My sweat gradually cooled, and Samantha shivered a bit as she pressed her body against mine beneath the covers. She curled up next to me, her head on my shoulder and her nails gently raking my chest.

Neither of us really wanted to talk after a thing like that. But we needed to.

“So,” Samantha finally whispered. “I guess you’ve been dying to know what the deal is with me and Jessamyn Fawkes, huh?”

I was already shaking my head. “Honestly, babygirl, I think I already know,” I told her, holding gently onto her hip.

Samantha gave a start. “You do!?”

I let out a knowing laugh. “I might be a little older than you, but I’m still perceptive,” I told the coed, letting her nuzzle me. “I know a jilted lover when I see one. I saw the way Jessamyn reacted to you during that call.”

Samantha’s face was unreadable. “What?”

I should have noticed that. But I pressed on, heedless, buoyed by how fucking amazing the sex was between us.

“The two of you were together,” I guessed, holding her close. “It probably started no different than you and Marcie did—with a mentor and a little, and a crush that both of you tried to ignore. You and Marcie together was a minor scandal—you and the president of the whole damned national organization was probably ten times as scandalous.”

Samantha didn’t say anything, but her nails had stopped scratching my chest.

“I bet it didn’t end well, did it? I can tell she still wants you, babygirl. That she regrets whatever happened between the two of you—not that that makes it any better.”

“Daddy,” Samantha said seriously. “I…”

Another part of the puzzle clicked into place in my head. “That’s why you’re so distant with your parents,” I realized, the knowledge hitting me like a thunderclap. “Your folks might not be as conservative as Kiki’s or Lakshmi’s, but I bet they didn’t like the thought of their daughter putting rainbow flags all over her Instagram profile—”

“Daddy,” Samantha said firmly. “I love you. I love you so freaking much. But you’re completely wrong.”

What!?

“That’s… that’s not it at all,” she said, sitting up in bed. “And I’m not distant with my parents, Daddy. I’ve been no contact with them for almost three years now.”

Her words shook me to my core. I knew things weren’t good between Samantha and the rest of the Lowry’s—now that I thought about it, she’d called herself persona non grata back in the Copenhagen Deli while telling me about going to Europe as a kid—but no contact at all? That was the kind of thing you did when your folks were in a cult, or abusing you.

What the hell happened to her?

And what did Jessamyn Fawkes have to do with it?

“Babygirl,” I said. “I don’t understand…”

Samantha sighed, then took my hand. I could see her bracing herself.

“Daddy…”

I thought I was ready for anything that might come from her lips.

I was wrong.

“I didn’t fuck Jessamyn Fawkes,” Samantha said through clenched teeth. “My parents did.”

END OF PART TEN
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Tales of the Magic Glasses 


With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 

Cheat Code 

Cheat Code: Volume One 

Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 


Roommate Control 

Roommate Control: A Novel 

For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothing whenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 


Roommate Corruption 

Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 

Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 


The Demon Prince 

Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 


Free Use Bimbos 

Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes!
  


The Corrupter 

The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past to corrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page! 
  


About the Author 

Neil Bimbeau was born in Canada, and lives on the East Coast of the United States. 
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