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Chapter One









I watched as the crowd ran for their lives.








Terrified peasants climbed over each other as they descended the broad stairs, all social niceties ripped away in the pure struggle for survival. Behind them marched a row of soldiers carrying long guns, their faces like carved marble statues with no pity and no hesitation. The sound of drums filled my ears as the men raised their rifles to their eyes, fired into the crowd, and began to reload. A terrified mother carried her child in her arms, her eyes glassy with panic—








The scene froze. A band of static traveled across the projection screen.








“What you’re about to watch right now,” Professor Kovarsky said, thumbing a button on the remote in her hand, “is one of the most important scenes in cinema history.”








A wave of groans rolled through the classroom. We had fifteen minutes left on our first lecture of

 

Introduction to Film Techniques


 
, and Professor Kovarsky wasn’t going to let us off the hook a second before the bell rang. It didn’t help that she had the most monotone voice I’d ever heard on a woman—honestly, she made that teacher from Ferris Bueller sound animated—and seemed fixated on showing us nothing but black-and-white movies from before World War II.








“

 

Battleship Potemkin


 
,” Kovarsky said, gesturing at the screen. “Here, the silver screen saw its very first—and perhaps still finest—use of the technique known as the montage. Sergei Eisenstein did not have CGI or special effects: he was unable to film his actors being shot, or stabbed, or trampled. You’ll notice the use of clever cutaways to build tension—jumping from a shot of a screaming woman to a group of people lying on the ground, for example—”








“You said

 

Einstein


 
made this movie?” someone asked.








Students laughed. Next to me, Marcie snickered, caught herself, then looked over at me and shrugged. Sorry, she mouthed.








It was her fault that I was in this mess. I’d had to sign up for four classes when I came to Stillwell University to finish the college degree I’d neglected for the last twenty years, and Marcella Ramsey had been in charge of picking them all. I figured the only reason she’d signed me up for

 

Introduction to Film Techniques


 
was so she could have a friend to share in the misery.








Taking a college course next to my boss’s daughter was not where I’d expected to find myself a few weeks ago. A few weeks ago, I’d been preparing for my promotion—getting ready to take over the big chair, the CEO position held by my mentor, Daniel Ramsey. An old friend of my father’s, he’d helped put me back together after the accident fifteen years ago that robbed me of my wife Lauren and my reason for living. I’d worked my butt off for him, turning his engineering firm into a household name, and I’d been ready to reap the fruits of my labors.








Instead, we’d hit an unexpected snag.








Formally taking over Daniel's position required me to submit to about a dozen background checks. They’d found no criminal activity, nothing to make them sweat—but what they didn’t find was my college degree. I’d never finished it: I had one semester left when I lost Lauren, and after starting to work for ‘Uncle’ Ramsey, I just never bothered.








Hence why I was here, sitting next to Marcie.








Going back to college to finish my degree had sounded insane when Daniel pitched it to me. I’d tried to protest that it didn’t matter, or that I could just take online classes, but he’d insisted. Hanging unspoken between us was the real reason he’d insisted I spend a semester off clearing four courses at his daughter’s alma mater: he wanted me to get out more. To find a woman, a bride—to start a family. As much as he loved me and treated me like his own son, Daniel didn’t think a man without a family could run his company.








I didn’t know if I was going to come back to him with a family. But I sure as hell was coming back to him with a different perspective.








“

 

Eisenstein


 
,” Professor Kovarsky corrected, stressing the syllables. “The director, not the scientist. Hasn’t anyone heard of this film before?”








I had. But being about twice the age of every other student in the classroom. I was clearly in the extreme minority.








A couple of rows down, a student shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He had reason to be uncomfortable: I knew him, and I didn’t like him. He wasn’t wearing cargo pants today, like he had on back at the Delta Rho sorority house, but the torn-up black jeans he was wearing didn’t look much better.








Cargo Pants, as I’d learned from roll call, was a kid named Darryl. Thankfully, Marcie had no memory of him. The only thing she remembered about her first night at the Delta Rho sorority house was showing up and helping to get some of the decorations set up. After that, her memory of the night was a haze, ending with her puking back in her dorm room while two of Delta Rho’s sorority sisters—Yukiko and Lakshmi—made sure she was alright.








Darryl hadn’t been the one who spiked Marcie’s drink—that had been a cocky little shit by the name of Trevor. I doubted Darryl would have had the balls to do it on his own; he struck me as more of a henchman than a real villain. I’d put the fear of God into him, the same way I’d done to his buddy.








But I still had my eye on him.








As I watched Professor Kovarsky hopelessly try and explain Soviet-era cinema to a bunch of bored college students, my phone vibrated in my pocket. A quick glance confirmed I had several text messages waiting for me, though it was only the most recent that had caught my attention and got me to check. I thumbed through a couple of overly-friendly texts from my realtor Maria Alvarez asking when I was free to catch up with her, and found a brand-new message waiting for me. From someone I’d programmed into my phone simply as ‘S’:









I need to talk to you when you get a chance.









Interesting. She hadn’t called me Daddy, and there was no mention of her being my babygirl. Whatever she wanted, it had to be serious.








S, of course, was Samantha Lowry—the queen bee of Stillwell’s most exclusive sorority, Delta Rho. The last time we’d seen each other had been a few days ago, over mimosas at a local brunch spot called Gabrielle’s. But before that, the last time we’d been together was at my apartment off-campus. Where we’d done a hell of a lot more than just give each other ‘friendly introductions’.








Marcie glanced over at the phone, intrigued. “Everything okay?”








I moved the phone from one hand to the other, keeping the screen just outside of her view. Marcie had no idea that I was hooking up with Samantha, and I don’t think she’d have taken the truth very well. To her, Samantha was her friend and mentor—her ‘big’, the person Marcie would be looking to over the next few weeks to shepherd her through the process of becoming a full member of Delta Rho. To me…








To me, Samantha Lowry was the woman who brought me back to life.








I hadn’t realized how dead inside I’d become until I saw her standing in my living room wearing nothing but a blanket and a smile. In the fifteen years since I’d lost Lauren, I hadn’t dated—hell, it took me five of those years to stop wearing my wedding ring out in public. I threw myself into my work, into growing my mentor’s company, and let the long hours and late nights numb me to just how unhappy I was.








As much as I’d accomplished, I’d only really only been living half a life.








That was over now. That magical night with Samantha changed everything. Hearing her whimper and groan and call me

 

Daddy


 
while I took her on my balcony made me feel like a man for the first time in a very,

 

very


 
long time. It gave me the courage to accept that I deserved the good things in my life. It made me a better person.








It also meant I had one hell of a secret to keep from my boss’s daughter.








“Yeah,” I whispered, tucking the phone away. “Just stuff from the office.”








Marcie sighed and rolled her eyes. “My Dad? He

 

really


 
needs to let you be, Jack. He doesn’t get to have it both ways. He can’t tell you to take a sabbatical and finish up your degree, then come to you with questions every time something goes a little bit wrong back at the business…”








The bell rang. Professor Kovarsky trailed off in mid-sentence, frowning as the front rows of students abruptly began packing up their backpacks. “Remember, your first review and reaction essays are due next week! Twenty-five hundred words on the techniques of the film of your choice! I

 

will


 
be checking them for any sign of artificial intelligence, so every word had better be written by you and you alone!”








Marcie grinned at that. Several students winced at her words; probably they’d been counting on just that to make their assignments easier.









Lazy,


 
I thought, checking Cargo Pants to see if he’d been one of the wincers.

 

They didn’t have that stuff back in my day.









“I’ve got another class right after this one,” Marcie told me with a slightly sadder look. I could tell she wanted to hang out with me some more—and probably tease me about Professor Kovarsky’s teaching methods—but it would have to wait. “What do you have going on after this, Jack?”








Truthfully, just about nothing. One thing I’d learned since coming to Stillwell was just what a lucky man I’d been in my early 20’s. Having no responsibilities beyond four lectures a week and some occasional homework meant an almost unfathomable amount of free time. Especially for someone who used to consider a sixty-hour work week normal.








I almost opened my mouth to tell her that, then remembered the text Samantha sent me. I

 

did


 
have something to do, didn’t I?








“Couple of errands,” I told the coed. “Nothing major.”








Marcie gave me a smart nod. “Don’t work too hard, okay? If my Dad keeps bothering you with stuff, I can always talk to him—”








“No!” I said, a little too quickly. I covered it with a laugh. “I’m a grown man, Marcie. I can handle my business on my own. Got it?”








She paused. Maybe she was thinking of how I’d helped her with

 

her


 
business a few nights ago at that frat party. “Of course, Jack. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean anything by that.”








“No need to apologize.” I glanced towards the door, where Cargo Pants was watching the two of us with an uneasy look. I couldn’t tell if he was trying to work up the nerve to talk to me or just frozen in his tracks. “You go on and get to your next class, Marcie. I’ll catch up with you later.”








If she wondered why I was hanging back, she didn’t ask. “Sure! Talk to you later, Jack!”








Marcie walked right past Cargo Shorts without giving him a second look. “Excuse me!” she said brightly, missing the way his lips peeled back over his teeth in terror at the sight of her.

 

She really doesn’t remember anything,


 
I told myself. If she did, then Marcie was just about the greatest actress I’d ever met.








As soon as she was gone, I felt my expression darken. “You,” I said, pointing a finger at Cargo Pants. “Let’s talk.”








“Yeah.” He swallowed hard. “Yeah, okay. Sure.”








Together, we made our way to the rear of the lecture hall. Professor Kovarsky gave me a concerned look, but a gesture from me calmed her down. Once she was gone and I had the room to myself, I turned to Cargo Pants.








“Your name’s Darryl, right?” I asked.








He nodded.








“Darryl,” I repeated. “You’ve got a lot of nerve coming in here after last weekend.”








“Listen, man—I’m sorry, okay?” Darryl looked almost comically nervous, which would have been funny under other circumstances. “None of that shit was my idea, alright? Trev put me up to it. I’m gonna go ahead after today and drop this class, man, don’t worry—you won’t see me around your girl again—”








“My girl?”








Darryl’s mouth opened and closed like a fish. “Yeah, Marcie or whatever. You told Trevor if you ever saw us around one of those Delta Rho girls again, you’d put us in the hospital. Seeing what you did to him, I fuckin’ believe it…”








I shook my head. “Marcie’s not… look, forget it. You mean to tell me it was an

 

accident


 
that you showed up in this classroom today?”








From the look on his face, I could already tell that it was. “Look man, I went home from Delta Rho and tried to forget any of that shit ever happened! I didn’t exactly double-check my class schedule to make sure the old dude who beat the shit out of Trevor wasn’t sitting next to me in some shitty film lecture!”








I believed him. “Alright, alright. Calm the fuck down. I’m not about to kick your ass in the middle of the business building.”








He visibly relaxed. “Okay, cool.”








My frown silenced him before he could say more. “What I

 

ought


 
to do is turn you and your friend over to the campus police. The fact that you didn’t

 

actually


 
manage to hurt Marcie doesn’t mean anything to me. You were going to. And even if you didn’t, you left that poor girl mighty discombobulated on a night that was important to her.”








Trevor held up his hands in supplication. “I know that, man. Shit, I know, alright? I… I told Trevor it was a bad fucking idea, man. You don’t know how he is. When he gets an idea in his head like that, he just doesn’t listen to people…!”








“I don’t give a shit about your

 

interpersonal dynamics


 
,” I shot back, using a buzzword I’d heard human resources toss around the table a few times at Daniel’s company. “The only reason I’m not going to the cops is because it would be my word against yours.”








Actually, that wasn’t the reason. I let Darryl think it was, but the real story was more complicated. Delta Rho

 

itself


 
didn’t want to be dragged through the mud. It was why Lakshmi and Yukiko walked Marcie home that night instead of me—and why I’d settled for a beatdown on Trevor instead of a set of handcuffs. Seeing these two pipsqueaks get perp walked across the student commons would make me feel good, but it wasn’t

 

about


 
me. It was about Marcie, and the sorority she desperately wanted to be a part of.








So, for her sake, I’d keep the secret. But I was going to make

 

damn


 
sure that nothing like what had happened that night ever happened at Stillwell again.








Darryl nearly slumped over with relief. He looked like a man who’d just been led to the gallows, only to find out at the last second his hanging had been cancelled. “Thank you, sir. Really, thank you.” With each word he started talking faster, as if he were eager to end this conversation. “Like I said, I’ll drop the class. You won’t ever have to see me again, and I’ll stay the fuck away from Delta Rho from now on. From

 

all


 
the girls at Stillwell…”








I held up a hand. “You’re not dropping the class,” I said.








He gave a little start. “I’m not?”








“No.” I shook my head. “Because I want to keep an eye on you.”








His face fell. “Um… alright. Yeah man, I guess we can do it like that.”








Yeah, we could. It took a great effort not to snicker at how easy all of this was. Had I

 

always


 
had the power to exert my will like this, and I’d just been too timid to use it? Or had fifteen years of workaholic behavior whittled me down until the thought of doing good for the people around me was as foreign as the films Professor Kovarsky showed us?








Either way, that was over and done with. I felt like a new man—in more ways than one.








Woe betide anyone who tried to stop me.








“Speaking of your friend, where is he? Trevor?”








That was a loose end I still wanted to tie up. Right now, I felt pretty certain that Darryl wouldn’t give anyone at Stillwell anymore trouble. Hell, for the rest of the semester he’d probably be looking over his shoulder expecting to see me at every turn. His buddy was the one I was concerned might try an encore performance.








The color drained from Darryl’s face. “Listen, man,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You don’t want to fuck with Trevor, alright? You’re already kind of lucky you got away with what you did to him the other night—”








“I

 

got lucky!?


 
” I growled, raising my voice. “I’m not the lucky one. Your buddy’s lucky I didn’t put him in traction after what I saw him about to do to Marcie!”








“I don’t mean it like that,” Darryl said pathetically. “Trevor’s parents are, like,

 

loaded.


 
They’re rich and powerful, man. Nobody at Stillwell fucks with them.”








I snickered. “I don’t know if you realized this, Darryl, but

 

I’m


 
rich and powerful, too. Tell me where he hangs out and I’ll have a chat with him. I won’t tell him you ratted him out.”








An uneasy look spread across the young man’s face. “I don’t know, dude.”








I stared at him. Slowly, I allowed a portion of the anger I felt when I saw him and his buddy trying to get a drugged-up coed into bed to show on my face. A very,

 

very


 
small portion of it.








It was more than enough.








“The arcade!” Darryl blurted, shying away from me as if the sight of my face might burn him. “He’s always at the arcade between classes!”








Someone passing by out in the hall paused at Darryl’s outburst. They craned their neck to peer into the lecture hall, then saw me and thought better of interfering. Sweat beaded and dripped down Darryl’s forehead; the implication couldn’t have been clearer.








No one was going to help a guy like him.








“The arcade?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest.








“You’ve never been there?” Darryl looked surprised. “It’s under the student commons. There’s a lounge down there and a couple of meeting rooms, and past them there’s a little arcade.”








I couldn’t picture it. “Like… with video games?”








Darryl nodded like a bobblehead. “Mortal Kombat, DDR, stuff like that. He doesn’t play any of them; he just hangs out down there with his friends. Mostly they just vape and talk shit about girls.”









College kid behavior,


 
in other words. “Alright. Thanks. You can go now.”








Darryl glanced over at the door, then back at me. “Yeah. Okay…”








There was something else he wanted to say, I could tell. “Speak up,” I prompted. “I already told you; I don’t have any reason to hurt you. Unless you want to give me one?”








The young man thought over his words carefully. “Listen, I know you’re some kind of badass,” he said, giving me an almost rueful look of respect. “I don’t know if you were in the military before you came here and

 

that’s


 
why you’re only going to college now, but either way you must be a scary dude. Especially if Marcella Ramsey wants to fuck you.”








I let that last part pass without comment; I didn’t feel like dignifying it with a response. “And?”








“I think you’re underestimating Trevor,” he said, clearing his throat. “He’s

 

super


 
angry about what happened at the sorority mixer last week. He’s been ranting and raving about it like he’s gonna do something about it, too.”








Part of me wanted to reply with another pithy comeback. But then I stopped and thought about what Darryl was saying.








“Alright,” I said, nodding. “Thanks for the head’s up.”








“No problem, man.” Now that he knew he wasn’t going to get beaten up or arrested, Darryl was almost disgustingly eager to please. It didn’t take much imagination to picture him doing the same thing for Trevor—acting as his loyal toady, laughing at his jokes and keeping watch to ensure the coast stayed clear while he did something awful. “I’m just glad you know the score. I was getting a little worried, you know?”









I’m sure you were,


 
I thought. Something told me Darryl didn’t lose much sleep at night worrying about it.








“Go,” I grunted, gesturing with my chin. “Get out of my sight.”








He went.








I looked around the now-empty lecture hall. Apparently the class period immediately following Kovarsky’s

 

History of Film Techniques


 
had no one using this room, which I made a mental note of for later. It could potentially be useful.








My phone buzzed once more.

 

You okay?


 
Samantha had written.








The corner of my mouth curled in a smirk. I knew she still wasn’t quite sure how things stood between us. The last time I’d seen her, back at Gabrielle’s, I’d made a rather rude promise concerning her other sorority sisters…









Just leaving a class,


 
I wrote back.

 

Where are you?









The three dots appeared beneath my message almost immediately.

 

I’m at the sorority house,


 
she wrote.

 

Just got here. You remember where that is, right?









As if I could possibly forget.

 

I’ll head over there now,


 
I wrote back.








When no response materialized, I began to wonder if things were frostier between myself and Samantha than I realized. Then, just as I went to put my phone in my pocket, the three dots returned.








Samantha sent me a little icon of pursed lips. A kiss.









See you soon, Daddy,


 
she added.








I couldn’t help it. I grinned like a fool. That girl did things to me—things that fifteen years of workaholic behavior convinced me I’d never feel again.








I wondered what she needed me for, of course.








But more than that, I couldn’t wait to see Samantha again.













Chapter Two









When I arrived at the Delta Rho sorority house, I found one of the most surprising sights I’d ever seen.








Gorgeous women.

 

Cleaning.









Coeds moved across the hardwood floors on their hands and knees, thick towels attached to their wrists and shins as they buffed the boards. More carried bags of trash down from the upstairs bathrooms. On the far side of the living room, a pair of brunettes who’d stripped down to athletic shorts and sports bras were painting a wall, a plastic tarp stretched across the floor and a big pail of blue paint on top of it. The whole place buzzed with activity.








What in the world? What had I just walked into?








As I watched, one of the girls painting the wall slipped. She went down on one knee on the plastic, the paint-covered rolling slipping from her hand. Her friend grabbed it and kept it from hitting the floor, but got a big smear of navy blue across her tanned leg for her trouble.








“Shit!” The second girl helped the first one up, her face etched with worry. “Are you okay? Did you sprain something?”








The first girl shook it off. “It’s cool,” she insisted. “No need to get Yukiko involved. You know she’d just…”








She trailed off. At the mention of Yukiko, one of Samantha’s lieutenants in Delta Rho, the girl gave the first floor of the sorority house a cursory glance to make sure the coast was clear.








Which meant she saw me.








I’d just been spotted.








The brunette’s surprised cry made almost everyone stop what they were doing. The blondes with towels around their elbows stared up at me, their backs arching almost involuntarily as their mouths dropped open. One of the girls carrying a bag of trash down the stairs nearly dropped it.








The old me—the pre-Samantha me—probably wouldn’t even have noticed the effect I had on these women. But she’d opened my eyes, and now I understood why they were all staring at me. Why some of them were blushing, and why the room had just become as quiet as a church on Monday morning.








“Hey,” I said, holding up my hands.

 

No threat,


 
that was the way I liked it. “Sorry to interrupt your work, girls. I’m just looking for someone.”








Giggles filled the living room. The coeds didn’t look as if I’d upset them at all—if anything, they were happy for the interruption. The brunette with blue paint on her leg walked over to me, idly smearing the stain so it didn’t rub off on any of the furniture.








“Pledge mistress?” She cocked her head to the side, raising her voice. “There’s a man here to see you!”








“I wish he were here to see

 

me,


 
” one of the blondes chuckled.








Her friend elbowed her in the ribs with a dish towel, her blue eyes sparkling. “You and me both.”








I blinked. I understood enough to know now that a woman Samantha’s age might want to flirt with a guy like me, but for them to be so upfront about it still surprised me.

 

These girls are different from the ones I went to college with as a kid,


 
I thought.








Actually…








“I don’t recognize any of you girls,” I said, looking around the room. The brunette had mentioned Yukiko, so I figured she had to be upstairs, but none of the other women I’d spoken to during the party at Delta Rho the previous weekend appeared to be in attendance. “Did Delta Rho hire you to clean the place up?”








The girls giggled at that. “We’re

 

pledges


 
,” the brunette explained, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. Even in a sports bra, she had way more than a handful. “We’re cleaning up the sorority house, but we’re not being paid.”








“It’s all part of the process,” one of the blondes said. She made it sound like I really should have known that.








Huh. “This is the pledge class for Delta Rho this semester?”








Girls nodded. The brunette looked more confused than before. “Uh huh!”








“Then where’s Marcie?” I asked, glancing around. “Marcella Ramsey?”








There was a beat of silence where I watched the eyes of the brunette widen slightly. Then she started to laugh. A few moments later, the rest of the pledges joined in with her.








“Oh,

 

she


 
doesn’t have to be here,” the brunette purred. She sounded jealous, but also more than a little impressed. “She’s Samantha Lowry’s little. She gets

 

special


 
treatment. She’s getting fast-tracked through pledge week.”








“Are you her Dad?” someone asked.








“I had no idea her Dad was such a DILF,” another girl stage-whispered.








I was already shaking my head. “No, I’m just… a friend,” I said, trying to think of the right way to explain my relationship with Marcella Ramsey.








Evidently this was the wrong thing to say. The giggles redoubled, girls giving each other shocked glances as they pointed and nibbled their lips.








“A friend,” the brunette said, her hand on her hip. “Suuure.”









Great,


 
I thought, gritting my teeth.

 

These girls all think I’m Marcie’s sugar daddy. Wonderful. She’s going to be freaking mortified the next time she comes to the sorority house.









“It’s really not like that,” I insisted, my words coming out more gruffly than I’d intended. “I work with Marcie’s father. I need to speak with Samantha Lowry, actually. She ought to be here—”








“Jack?”








I turned, expecting to see Samantha on the stairs. The word

 

babygirl


 
bubbled in the back of my throat, despite the gaggle of young women surrounding me, and it might have passed my lips if it was her standing there waiting for me.








But it wasn’t her. It was Yukiko.








She took one at the frozen group of coed pledges around me and frowned. “What are you girls doing slacking off? You think the sorority house cleans itself?”








The brunette with the paint on her thigh did a double take. “He just walked in the front door,” she said, gesturing at me like my presence explained everything. “He knows Marcie, apparently?”








“I know who he is,” Yukiko said. “What I

 

don’t


 
understand is why one visitor means all the afternoon’s work gets stopped all of a sudden?”








Once again, I couldn’t help but be impressed by how quickly she shifted between personas. She’d been a quiet, demure student the first time I ran into her outside of Delta Rho’s sorority mixer—but the moment she’d found out Marcie was in trouble, she’d turned into a five-foot-nothing general in five-inch heels. The look she gave the pledges could have peeled paint.








The brunette inclined her head. “Yes, Pledge Mistress!” she said.








In the blink of an eye, the room returned to motion. The coeds took their bags of trash out to the street; the girls with the rags on their knees started buffing the hardwood floors like their lives depended on it. The brunettes rolled their eyes and went back to painting, though they were careful not to let Yukiko see their faces.








“That’s better,” Yukiko muttered. “It’s good to see you again, Jack. Thank you for making it over here on such short notice.”








It was good to see her again, too. “Better circumstances than last time,” I said, thinking about what had been going on upstairs at the sorority house the last time I’d been here. “Samantha texted me?”








Yukiko nodded. “Come upstairs with me?” she asked.








I followed her up the stairs. Yukiko–better known as

 

Kiki


 
among the high-ranking members of the Delta Rho sorority—wore flats today, instead of the stiletto heels she’d sported during the Delta Rho mixer, but other than that she looked almost exactly the same as she had on Saturday night. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips tightly, accentuating the swell of her pert ass, and she wore her big, puffy sweatshirt with the Greek letters on it like it was high fashion. She’d tied her hair back into a rather severe ponytail, which stretched almost all the way down to the hem of her skirt.








I shouldn’t have been thinking about Kiki in terms of her assets. The girl was half my age; until a few days ago, I’d never even entertained the notion that a college babe like her could possibly be interested in a hook-up with a man like me. Worse, it was crude.








But I’d been feeling a little crude lately.








Having Samantha bouncing up and down in my lap naked on my condo balcony would do that to a man.







I’d made Samantha a promise. She’d tried to hold Marcie’s admission to Delta Rho over my head, even if she’d taken it back barely a minute later. The fact that Marcie was getting fast-tracked into the sorority told me she’d probably never meant it in the first place; still, the damage was done. I’d told the gorgeous blonde that I was going to spend the rest of the semester seducing her fellow Delta Rho sisters.







Okay, it wasn’t my proudest moment. It wasn’t the kind of thing a ‘civilized’ man told a woman—especially one who’d given him the best sex he’d had in fifteen years. But it was Samantha who’d opened the door. Who’d helped me see these women as more than just Marcie’s friends, but as potential conquests.








From the way Yukiko blushed when I called Marcie ‘

 

babygirl’


 
last night, she didn’t dislike the attention at all.








Yukiko led me down the hall and into one of the bedrooms. To my relief, it wasn’t the same one Trevor and Cargo Pants dragged Marcie into during the party. That might have brought back unpleasant memories.








Not to mention that seeing the attached bathroom might have made me think of how Samantha Lowry had looked kneeling in it as she unzipped my slacks and took my cock into her mouth.








Yukiko closed the door behind us both and moved over to the dresser. She leaned up against it, her palms on the dresser’s wooden top. “Sorry about the pledges,” she said with a smirk. “They can be so lazy. Always looking for an excuse to slack…”








I figured it might have been a little more than that. But that wasn’t why I’d come here, anyway. I glanced around the room, craning my neck to peer into the bathroom. “It’s fine. Where’s Samantha?”








Yukiko’s poker face was pretty much non-existent. The girl might have been admirable in plenty of other ways, but she couldn’t keep a secret if her life depended on it. Her cheeks ignited at my question, turning as red and ruddy as apples.








“She’s not here,” the Asian student admitted. “She’s busy.”








What? I cleared my throat. “Pardon?”








“She’s got some things going on right now,” Yukiko said, waving away my shock. “Also, this is kind of how she operates. I know you were probably expecting to speak with her directly, and I’m sorry. It’s a rotten thing to do, especially considering how much we all owe you—”








I didn’t give a shit about that. Yukiko didn’t understand; she thought I was upset because her boss was doing a little power play with the new student. She had no idea that the relationship between myself and the leader of her sorority was a

 

lot


 
deeper than just what she’d seen the other night during the party.








“If she’s not here, then what the hell did she want?” I growled, making no secret of my irritation. Maybe this was just some very complicated foreplay—Sabrina

 

did


 
joke about getting ‘Daddy’ to punish her, after all—but I didn’t like it. I didn’t like her not being here. “She texted me like there was an emergency.”








Yukiko blanched. “There sort of is. Our president needs you to do the chapter a favor.”









Oh here we go,


 
I thought. I didn’t roll my eyes, but it was a close thing.

 

Remember, it’s not Kiki’s fault. This is Samantha being a brat, plain and simple.









I didn’t mind it when she did that in the bedroom.








Outside of it, it made me want to grit my teeth.








“What’s the favor, then?” I asked.








Yukiko composed herself. “A member of Delta Rho needs an escort.”








One of my brows shot skyward. “That’s it? If Samantha needed me to escort her somewhere, she could have just called me and asked me to be there—”








“It’s not for Samantha,” Yukiko whispered. The flush was back on her cheeks with a vengeance, even brighter than before. It told me who she must have been talking about a heartbeat before she said it. “It’s me.”








“You?” I looked into Yukiko’s eyes, realizing something with a start. She was nervous. No, more than nervous.

 

Worried.


 
Worried that I wouldn’t say yes? Or that I would? “You’d better tell me what’s going on, Kiki.”








I took a chance calling her by that nickname. It paid off—she relaxed a little when she heard it, as if remembering the budding friendship we’d formed the other night when we were both getting Marcie out of a bad situation.








“Sure,” she said, glancing down at the carpet. She gestured at the foot of the bed, then met my gaze with her deep brown orbs. “Would you mind if I sat down?”








I nodded. We switched positions; me with my elbows on the dresser, Yukiko sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs demurely crossed to keep me from seeing anything I shouldn’t.








“First, I guess you should know this is technically all my fault,” the coed said with a faint smile. “I asked Samantha for this. I didn’t know she was going to tap you of all people for it. If I had, I might have tried to find another solution rather than taking my problems up the chain—”








I held up a hand. I could sense Yukiko was about to spend an ungodly amount of time talking about Delta Rho’s internal politics, and as far I was concerned she could skip it. “I’m happy to do whatever needs doing,” I assured her. “I just want to know what’s going on, and what kind of trouble you’re in.”








This time, Yukiko’s blush came from something more than just awkwardness. “I’m not in

 

trouble


 
,” she whispered, reminding me of the way she’d gone to pieces when she heard me talking to Marcie after I got her away from Trevor and that other bastard. “I have a duty to perform, and I’m supposed to have an escort for it. A

 

male


 
escort. Which is a whole other thing and

 

totally


 
should be changed—I mean, God, it’s the twenty-first century—but bylaws are bylaws, and Stillwell is surprisingly conservative in a lot of ways—”








“Kiki!” I said, cutting her off. Poor thing; when she got going, she

 

really


 
got going. I would have laughed, except it almost certainly would have hurt her feelings. “Honey, it’s okay! Just get to the point.”








Yukiko nodded. “Last semester, I was elected Delta Rho’s official ambassador,” she explained. “Honestly, it was more of an appointment from Samantha directly, but I won’t go into all of it. I enjoy the work, and it frees Samantha up for other pursuits.”









Pursuits like me,


 
I thought but didn’t say. “Alright.”








“One of the responsibilities of my position is attendance at any inter-fraternity or sorority events,” she said, clasping her hands together. “And there’s a very big, important one coming up on Friday.”








Friday. That was two days away.








“What is it?” I asked, curious. I couldn’t help but remember something my realtor Maria said:

 

Stillwell College is the center of the town.


 
She’d implied the rest of the county basically couldn’t exist without it. “A golf tournament or something?”








“A casino night, actually,” Yukiko said, blanching. “Not

 

actual


 
gambling—it’s all for charity. It’s a joint gala, shared between Delta Rho and a dozen other student organizations in the area. There’s sororities from Pike’s Point that show up, along with representatives from local companies. It’s all going to help put a new wing on the McDowell County hospital.”








“Sounds like a good enough cause,” I said, nodding.








Yukiko’s lips formed a tight little line. “I was supposed to go with my Dad,” she said, looking supremely awkward at the admission. “He’s on the Board of Directors of one of the companies sponsoring the event, and we don’t get a lot of time to see each other these days. But… something came up.”








“Something came up?” I leaned forward. “I can’t imagine anything that would keep me from spending a night with my kid. Especially something this important.”








All of a sudden Yukiko couldn’t look up at me. “He’s cheating on my Mom,” she said in a rush, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “He had an affair, and they’re getting a divorce. She just found out yesterday.”








Oh.

 

Oh.









Yukiko crossed her arms beneath her breasts, shivering despite her oversized sweatshirt. She held herself together for a beat, for two—then came apart. She buried her face in her hands and started to cry.








“Oh Jesus,” I muttered, going to her.








“I’m sorry,” Yukiko sobbed, burying her face in my chest as I sat down beside her. “Shit, I’m so sorry! I know this is a lot, it’s all too much, I’m dumping this all over you—”








Somehow I knew exactly what to do.








Just like when I’d seen Marcie in trouble, watching Yukiko fall apart activated every one of my protective instincts at once. I pulled the slender girl to me and stroked the back of her head, shushing her gently as she sobbed into my shirt. It was going to be soaked, but I didn’t care.








“It’s okay,” I told her, rubbing the space between her shoulder blades with the heel of my hand. “I can’t imagine what you’re going through right now, Kiki. But it’s all gonna be okay…”








She sniffed hugely. “No it’s

 

not


 
,” she insisted. “Everyone at that stupid event is going to

 

know


 
why my Dad isn’t there! Half the sponsors are his friends! It’s going to be so fucking embarassing!” She shook her head, looking up at me helplessly. “I don’t know what to do. I went to Samantha, and she told me she’d take care of it, but all she did was message you and ask you to be there with me when I go! I don’t get it!”








I did. Or as least, I was starting to. These girls had more than one reason to consider Samantha Lowry their queen.








“I don’t know if you know this,” I told Yukiko as she began to calm down. “But there’s something Samantha hasn’t told you about me.”








The coed blinked away her tears. “What?”








I smiled. “I was raised by a family of degenerate gamblers.”








She stared at me in disbelief, her lip quivering. Then, all at once, she started to laugh. It was so loud that I had a whole new reason to be glad she’d closed the door. I wouldn’t have wanted the pledges to hear her break down like this.








“Really?” she asked, a single tear rolling down her cheek as she giggled madly. “

 

That’s


 
what you wanted to tell me?”








I shrugged. “I happen to be passingly talented at Blackjack and Texas Hold ‘Em,” I told the coed. I kneaded the space between her shoulders as I spoke, keeping my voice calm and soothing. “I bet if you bring me with you to that gala, I’ll kick so much ass at those table games that nobody’ll be able to think about anything else.”








Yukiko shook her head, but now she was smiling, too. “I don’t know about that,” she said. “But… if you

 

would


 
go with me, I’d really appreciate it. I don’t think I can handle it on my own.”








“It’s already done,” I said, surprising myself with how much I meant it. “Done deal. Friday night, right?”








Yukiko nodded. All at once she realized how long she’d been clinging to me—and how it might have looked to any of the pledges if they stepped into the bedroom—and slipped out of my grip. “That’s right. It’s just after six.”








“Give me the address, and I’ll meet you here,” I told her. “Or at your dorm, if you want.”








She chose the first. “Thank you

 

so


 
much for doing this, Jack,” she said, looking as if a massive weight had been lifted off of her chest in the last few minutes. “I know Samantha can throw her weight around a lot. I don’t even want to

 

know


 
what she threatened you with to get you to do the sorority a favor after the party the other night, but I want you to know how much I appreciate you.”








“It’s no trouble,” I told her. “And don’t worry about Miss Lowry. I’m not the kind of man who lets himself be threatened by a girl who weighs a hundred and ten pounds soaking wet.”









No, you’re the kind of man who throws that girl over your shoulder and carries her to your bed,


 
a little voice whispered in the back of my head.

 

And her weight has nothing to do with how soaking wet she is…









Yukiko started to rise from the bed. Then, before I could react, she threw herself into my arms.








The hug she gave me was still friendly, but only just. It definitely skirted the line, especially when I felt her surreptitiously rubbing my shoulders through my jacket. Did she think I used padding or something? She could come and see me at the condo’s gym if she thought that was the case.








“You’re the best, Jack,” she whispered, breaking the hug. Something strange entered her eyes, and I caught a flash of her pearly white teeth as they bit down on her bottom lip. “I hate that my Dad can’t be there, and it makes me so mad that he ruined this for me. But I’m glad I’ll still have an older man to act as my escort.”









Older man?


 
Under some circumstances, that could have been an insult.








But given the way Yukiko looked at me when she said it, I knew it wasn’t.








“These escorts,” I said, frowning. “They’re not

 

all


 
fathers, are they?”








“Not really,” Yukiko said, cocking her head to the side. “But it’s kind of, I don’t know. Traditional? It all has something to do with old New England rituals that got practiced in this area. I don’t know the details.”








“You don’t need to,” I told her. “I’ll see you Friday, alright?”








She promised me she’d be here nice and early. Yukiko even put her name into my phone so we could keep in touch—as

 

Kiki


 
, of course. Kind of strange, but then again I had Samantha Lowry as

 

S


 
in my contacts, so I could be a little mysterious.








On the way back downstairs, I caught the pledges giggling at me.

 

I must have spent too much time up there,


 
I chided myself as I walked back to the parking lot and my McLaren.

 

Now they’re all going to be gossiping about me and Kiki. Especially when they find out I’m taking her to that charity gala.









Not for the first time, I wondered what the hell Samantha was playing at. Sending me in the place of Kiki’s Dad was a no-brainer, but what eligible coed would want to set up a date between me and

 

another


 
one of her sorority sisters? It boggled the mind.








I almost texted Samantha about it, but decided not to. Flooding her with questions would only have made me seem insecure, or worse: needy. Whatever aim that gorgeous blonde bombshell had in mind, I could be certain in the knowledge that she knew what she was doing.








Besides, going out with Yukiko was bound to make her sweat. Maybe even make her think about that promise I made her on the back patio at Gabrielle’s…








Sure, nothing would probably happen between me and Yukiko. She was half my age, for God’s sake, and her parents were going through a divorce. But I could still be there for her. I could help her make this casino night a fun memory, rather than a mortifying one.








And if I could turn Samantha green with envy at the same time?








Well, that was just a bonus.













Chapter Three









Yukiko stayed on my mind the whole drive home.








I pulled into the parking lot of my condo and cut the engine. It was late afternoon, and a seagull shrieked off in the distance as I climbed out of the car and locked it behind me. Though it would be an hour or more before the proper dinner rush began, there was already a long line of people waiting to get into the delicatessen across the street. I made yet another mental note to check that place out as soon as I could as I headed inside.








The air conditioning made goosebumps rise on the back of my neck. Whoever was in charge of this building kept the lobby almost as cold as a meat locker, which I supposed made sense considering what amenities were nearby. Anyone lingering down here was either grabbing a cup of coffee from one of the fancy machines or working out at the attached gym. I glanced over at the latter through the glass, noticing how packed the place was. It made me glad I got my workouts done first thing in the morning.








“A cup of coffee would be nice right now,” I told myself.








I walked over to the cafe, inserted the cup and selected an americano. As the beans ground inside of the machine, making the whole thing vibrate gently, I fished my cell phone out of my pocket to check my messages.








A couple of spam ones greeted me, which I deleted immediately. After that, I had the notification about Yukiko being added as one of my contacts, along with a couple of friendly texts from Marcie sending me links to events around the campus. The thought of her trying to make sure her Dad’s friend got acclimated to her school made me smile.








Then I thought of Kiki, and the smile faded.








She was young. And she was going through a lot. I knew what that felt like.








I wasn’t saying the two situations were at

 

all


 
comparable. Having one parent cheat on the other and cause them to break up was totally different than what had happened with me and Lauren. Kiki’s parents were still around, for one thing. She could still talk to them, even if they weren’t together.








But it still hurt. Hurt deep.








I knew better than most how a huge change like that could mess a person up. Especially on the inside. Yukiko was doing an admirable job of holding herself together in front of Delta Rho, but the way she’d broken down in front of me told me she was in need of some guidance. Some trust.








Maybe a little more than that.








The smell of coffee filled my nostrils as the brew filled the cup. I hadn’t realized how much I needed the quick pick-me-up until it was almost ready. Just the smell invigorated me.









Maybe I’ll take this over to the deli,


 
I thought.

 

Sure, the line’s long, but it’s a nice afternoon and it’ll probably move fast. I could even take a walk around the neighborhood…









“Mr. Avery?”








I glanced up from the depths of the coffee cup. While I’d been pondering, one of the gym-goers had exited the workout room and made their way over to the cafe. To my surprise, I recognized her.








It was my realtor, Maria Alvarez.








“I thought that was you!” Maria’s smile was just a touch too wide, like a shark who’d just smelled blood in the water. “I’ve been meaning to catch up with you. Honestly, I’m a little surprised the two of us haven’t bumped into each other before now. How have you been enjoying your new apartment?”








It took a great, gentlemanly effort to keep my eyes on Maria’s face. The workout clothes she had on revealed even more of her body than what she’d been wearing when she gave me my original condo tour. Her top clung to her ample chest like it had been spray painted on, and her yoga pants were both skintight and sported a ‘V’ shape so deep in the front that I sincerely doubted she had a stitch of underwear on underneath them. Her skin glowed with a healthy sheen of sweat, like she’d just been going Beast Mode on the condo complex’s workout equipment.









Or like she just had some really great sex,


 
a little voice whispered in my head.








I dismissed that. Just like I dismissed Maria’s previous insistence that the rainforest shower in my condo was awesome and had great water pressure.








“It’s been fantastic,” I said, covering my surprise with a sip of my coffee. “This place has exceeded all of my expectations. Truly.” I glanced over her shoulder at the gym, where a dozen more hardbodies were all busy lifting weights and running on treadmills. “I didn’t know you came here for your workout. I thought you went to a different gym?”








The corner of Maria’s mouth curled in a smile. “I did! It’s actually sort of funny. You were so surprised during our condo tour that I didn’t use the on-site facilities that I got to thinking. Why

 

not


 
just use the gym on the property?” Her smile turned into a full on grin. “It’s super convenient, too. Good set of free weights.”








“You should try the captain’s chair,” I said, gesturing in the direction of the gym. “Fantastic core workout.”








“You think I need to work my core?” Maria teased, punching her midriff with a fist. She had a point; her stomach muscles were tight as a drum. “Hey, listen—between you and me, I’m

 

technically


 
not supposed to be using the gym facilities at the properties I show.”








“No?”








Maria smiled guiltily. “Not unless I have a showing that day, and even then, I’m just supposed to use the showers.”








Ah. So that was how she knew about the water pressure.








Surely it was nothing more than that.








“Don’t tell anyone, okay?” Maria leaned in, dropping her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “You wouldn’t want to get me in trouble, would you?”








Her enthusiasm was infectious. “It wouldn’t come from me,” I insisted, chuckling.








Both of us knew there was no way a woman as hot as Maria would ever get in trouble for being here. Hell, the people who owned this building would probably

 

pay


 
her to stick around. It was good for business.








“Good.” Maria moved around the counter, her hip brushing mine as she stepped into the attached cafe. “God, that coffee smells good. Mind if I make myself a cup?”








“It’s a free country,” I said, stepping back with a smile.








I couldn’t help but wonder what Maria wanted with me. Probably she just saw me and decided to check in, seeing as she’s my realtor and all. I had to assume that keeping the clients happy was a major part of her job—especially when the sums of money bandied around by my company were brought into the equation.








So it bowled me over a bit when the conversation switched over to me.








“I’ve been thinking about you since the other night,” the realtor confessed with a little smile. “Ever since you called me out of the blue with that question about the Delta Rho sorority house…?”








Oh.

 

Oh.









Maria was right. The night I’d rushed to the Delta Rho house to save Marcie, I’d had no idea where the sorority actually had their parties. Google Maps hadn’t been any help, and so I’d asked the one person who I knew would have the address: her.








Now that I thought about it, I’d

 

also


 
promised to tell her why I’d wanted that address from her in the first place. I swore we’d chat about the whole thing over a cup…









Of coffee,


 
I thought, smirking ruefully down at my brew.

 

How appropriate.









“So,” Maria said, fishing her own mug out from the machine and taking a sip. She must have ordered something fancy—the liquid in her cup was a rich, creamy brown, almost the same shade as her skin. “What was going on the other night that was such an emergency? Something to do with the Delta Rho house?”








I cleared my throat. At the time I made that promise to Maria, I’d had every intention of keeping it. But that was before I’d discovered what Trevor and his shitty minion had been about to do to Marcie.








And before I took Samantha Lowry home with me and fucked her six ways from Sunday.








Something told me my realtor wouldn’t like the sound of either of those things. Once again, I found myself wondering how much of my life to reveal to a stranger. I pursed my lips, editing my thoughts as I shaped the words.








But

 

was


 
Maria a stranger? Really? Hell, she seemed pretty friendly.








“There was… an issue at the sorority house,” I said, making it sound mysterious. “I was needed in a hurry.”








Maria took another sip of her brew and nodded. “An issue?”








I should have known she wouldn’t drop it. She wanted the details. How much of it ought I give to her, I wondered?








Enough of the truth to satisfy her, I decided. But not enough that she’d blow her stack. That was the last thing I needed—or Marcie.








“Remember how I told you my company is partnering with Stillwell University?” I asked. My gaze traveled over Maria’s shoulder, where more athletic ladies and jock guys were busy working up a sweat.








Maria nodded. “I don’t know all the details, but it must be important. Your firm paid some pretty exorbitant rates to house you here for the next five months.” She blushed gently, as if she’d just realized she’d said too much. “Not that it’s any of my business. And I’d hope any word about the price wouldn’t get back to your company…”








I couldn’t help but laugh. “Nah, they deserve to get gouged a little. Besides, you’re worth it.”








I figured that would relieve Maria—instead, her blush deepened even further. Was it something I’d said?








“We have a personal connection to the university,” I explained. “It’s more than just business.”








“Hmm?” Maria looked interested.








“My boss,” I said. “Our CEO, Daniel Ramsey—his daughter attends the college. Marcella Ramsey.” I paused, wondering how I ought to phrase this. “I needed to go over to the Delta Rho house to defuse a situation involving her. Since I’m new in town, I didn’t know the address, and I knew that you did. You were extremely helpful, by the way.”








Maria looked pleased. “A situation,” she said, her hand on her hip. Her eyes narrowed, but there was a hint of a smile on her face, too. “I think I get it.”








“You do?” An uneasy feeling spread through my stomach. If I’d said too much—if Maria figured out what those boys almost did to Marcie—it would be a massive scandal. Could I trust her not to blab—?








“Oh yes.” Maria’s grin widened as she stepped forward, so close that her coffee cup almost touched mine. Twin plumes of smoke rose toward the ceiling of the lobby. Her breasts heaved in her tight athletic top, and once again I had to exercise my chivalry to keep from ogling her. “Honestly, I’m shocked you didn’t tell me up front, Jack. You wouldn’t be the first, you know?”








What!?

 

The first?









What the hell did Maria mean?








My confusion must have shone on my face. “Stillwell has a reputation for being a college attended by the well-heeled,” the realtor explained. “Daughters of privilege come here to finish their education. Sometimes, their Dads decide to keep an eye on them.”








She punctuated it with a knowing sip of her espresso.








Understanding dawned on me.








“You think I’m Marcie’s

 

bodyguard,


 
” I said. I couldn’t tell whether I was more amused or offended by the notion.








“Am I wrong?” Maria sounded more sultry with each word, her hip pressed against mine like she’d just

 

happened


 
to do it without thinking. “I mean, look at you. You’re

 

jacked.


 
You’ve got that look that probably makes any guys trying to hit on the CEO’s daughter think twice about it.” She pursed her lips, smiling with her eyes. “I bet you’re the company’s fixer, right? The guy the CEO goes to when he’s gotten into a jam and it needs to be handled discreetly?”








I opened my mouth to protest that she was wrong. Then I thought about it.









Really


 
thought about it.








“I guess…” I trailed off, remembering all the times I’d done exactly that for Daniel. How many last-minute scrapes I’d managed to pull the company out of, how many sticky situations I’d defused with the firm’s resources.








Hell, I even had a pre-existing relationship with Marcie. She pretty much thought of me as Uncle Jack. Of

 

course


 
I’d be the first person Daniel would go to to keep his daughter safe.









But that’s not why I’m really here,


 
I told myself.

 

My boss wouldn’t spend all this money shipping me out here just to make sure Marcie didn’t get into trouble. I’m in Stillwell to finish my degree so I can get the big chair when Daniel retires.









I didn’t even think about the

 

other


 
reason he’d cited when sending out to the middle of nowhere, New England. The whole ‘finding a bride’ thing.








In all honesty,

 

that


 
might have been the main reason my boss did what he did.








“Yeah,” I said, chuckling. “I guess I am the company fixer, now that you mention it.”








Maria clinked her glass against my own. “Told you. You’re just starting to realize it, aren’t you?” She flashed an impish smile as she took a dainty sip from her mug. “Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m sure there’s an

 

official


 
reason you’ve been sent to Stillwell. But between you and me—it’s not very urgent, is it? Certainly not

 

really


 
the kind of thing one of your firm’s top guys needs to spend five months on location for?”








“Definitely not,” I agreed. It wasn’t even a lie. I could have handled these classes online, knocking them all out in a week. But that hadn’t factored into Daniel’s decision.








And honestly? It no longer factored into mine. I was having

 

fun


 
in Stillwell. I didn’t want that fun to end any time soon.








“So that’s why you needed my help,” Maria said, pursing her lips. One perfectly manicured nail, as white as china, tapped her chin. “I won’t ask what the

 

situation


 
was. It’s not my business, and I’m sure you wouldn’t tell me either way. Company confidentiality, right?”








I nodded. “Right.”








She leaned against the counter, sizing me up with her eyes. “In that case, all you owe me is the coffee.”








Hmm? I didn’t understand. I glanced down into the depths of my mug, wondering if I somehow had to pay for the free coffee in the lobby of the condo.








Maria giggled. “I don’t mean

 

this


 
coffee,

 

querido.


 
You promised to take me out, remember?”








My jaw dropped open. Was Maria trying to say she wanted to go out on a date?









There’s no way,


 
I thought.

 

She’s half my age, for Christ’s sake.









But wasn’t Samantha Lowry?








Hell, she was even

 

younger


 
than Maria. The sight of Miss Alvarez and I walking around town would probably cause a hell of a lot less commotion than me escorting one of Delta Rho’s sorority sisters.








Once again, Maria’s gaze raked my body. Later on, once I got to know her better, I’d understand that this was how she operated: even when she wasn’t being a realtor, she was still sort of being a realtor. Sales were always on her mind. Whether she was selling a house or her own heart didn’t make much of a difference to her.








Maria had identified me as a

 

hot commodity,


 
no different than a property located in the most desirable part of town, and she wasn’t above driving a hard bargain to get what she wanted.








When her eyes reached my wristwatch, they lit up. “That’s a Monaco, right?” she asked, giving me a knowing little bump with her hip.








Wow. I glanced down at the square dial of the timepiece. “Yeah, a Tag Heuer,” I said, holding it up a bit. “I’m surprised you noticed it. Most realtors are Rolex people, right?”








Maria scoffed and rolled her eyes. “Rolexes are for assholes,” she said with a snort. “Not that there’s a shortage of those in this town.” She grinned. “A Monaco on his wrist and a McLaren parked in front of his condo. Someone must have loved Steve McQueen growing up.”








My jaw dropped open. “You must really know your stuff, Miss Alvarez.”








“Hey,

 

The Great Escape’s


 
a hell of a movie,” she said, grinning. “And it’s

 

Maria,


 
Mr. Avery. Please.”








“Of course,” I said. “Jack is fine, too.”








She chuckled like she’d already known that. “So you’re into fast cars and racing watches. You like to drive fast, Jack? Really let ‘er rip on some back road in the middle of God’s nowhere?”








I sensed she was going somewhere with this. Somewhere

 

good.









“As a matter of fact, I do,” I said. “One of my only vices, in fact.”








Maria looked like she’d just found her new partner in crime. “Me too,” she said, batting her lashes up at me. “Though a little bud’s good from time to time, too.”








I didn’t tell her that the one time Lauren and I tried smoking pot back in college, we’d both gotten so sick we’d spent most of the night taking turns throwing up in the bathroom. I don’t know if we’d gotten a bad batch, but neither of us had ever tried a repeat performance.








Maria sidled up next to me, her coffee mug warm against my side. “Has anyone told you about Howard Mill Road?” she asked sweetly.








I’d never heard the words before, and told her so.








“They say

 

road,


 
but it’s more like a backwoods trail,” the Latina explained, a gleam in her eyes that I’d come to know like the back of my hand. Maria

 

always


 
enjoyed getting into a little trouble. “It’s about twenty miles north of here, right at the foot of the Berkshires. It’s got all these little twists and switchbacks, of course, but there’s this long strip before that’s as flat as a pancake. I’ve heard some of the college kids go out there and do amateur drag races sometimes.”








I blinked. That sounded like fun. I tried to picture my McLaren eating up the turns and caught myself grinning like a little kid. Sure, I’d probably wind up with a little mud on the tires. But what else was a sports car

 

for


 
?








“Why don’t you take me up there this weekend?” Maria asked. She looked so cute and innocent when she said it that it was a little hard to believe she’d practically been rubbing up against me like a cat just a few moments ago. “I can show you around, and

 

you


 
can show me what that car of yours can do.”








I tried to think of a reason why I couldn’t. There were classes, of course, and Marcie–Marcie who was in the middle of her pledging process at Delta Rho. If something else happened to her, I’d need to be nearby to help. Not to mention whatever demands Samantha Lowry might make of me…









Weren’t you just saying you wanted to make that girl sweat?


 
A little voice whispered in the back of my head.

 

What better way than taking one of the cutest, most eligible twenty-somethings in town out on a date when you’re supposed to be with her?









The more I thought about it, the more I liked it. Hell, Daniel

 

did


 
tell me to treat this like a vacation. And he’d told me to put myself out there more.








This was the new me. When I saw something I wanted, I wouldn’t hesitate any longer—instead, I’d go for it.








And Maria Alvarez wouldn’t hesitate either. I’d tried to convince myself I didn’t see it, but the young woman couldn’t have been more obvious if she’d painted the words DATE ME across her sports bra.








“That sounds fantastic,” I told her. Then I thought it over some more. “How about I pick you up for dinner first?”








I thought she’d jump at the idea, but Maria turned out to be even more clever than I figured. “Actually, why don’t you let me pack us something? If we find a cute spot out there in the woods, we can have ourselves a moonlight picnic.”








To say I was stunned would have been a major understatement. “I… I’d like that,” I told her, thinking it over.








“I bet you do!” Maria’s grin stretched her face. “I make a mean

 

carne asada.


 
Don’t worry, Jack, I won’t skimp. I promise you it’ll be better than anything you can get at one of the Spanish restaurants around here…”








I couldn’t believe it. Speeding down mountain roads with a Latina cutie on my arm,

 

and


 
homemade food? This was going to be one hell of a date.









A date.









I hadn’t had one of those in fifteen years. Sure, I’d finally broken the seal on my long-repressed sexuality, but you couldn’t rightly call what had happened between Samantha Lowry and myself earlier in the week a

 

date.


 
This felt different.








Just then, Maria’s watch buzzed. She glanced down at it to see a notification and swore. “Damn, I need to get going. I’ll text you, alright?” She glanced back up at me as if asking for permission, which struck me as so submissive that I felt some kind of way about it. “You’ve still got my card, right, Jack?”








“You’re already in my phone,” I reminded her. “Sounds like you won’t be leaving any time soon, Maria.”








She giggled at that. “I hope not. Hey, and I won’t wear the Apple Watch when I’m showing you the Mill Road. I’ll let you guess what I wear when I’m going somewhere fancy.”









Cartier Tank,


 
I thought, looking her up and down.

 

Or something equally as elegant.


 
A woman like her deserved to be properly adorned.








I felt a short, brief urge to buy her some expensive jewelry and suppressed it.

 

Way


 
too early for that. Not until I could see what she looked like naked in it.








With a wink, Maria threw her towel over her shoulder and headed out the door. I could have sworn she walked with just a touch more wiggle in her hips as she sashayed her way out to the parking lot. Her gaze lingered on my sports car as if she were already picturing the fun we were going to have this weekend.








“It’s a date,” I said wonderingly, shaking my head as I finished the last sip of my coffee. I glanced down at the cup, thought about it, then put it back in the machine and selected a second helping.








Maybe I’d check out that delicatessen after all.













Chapter Four









The next few days passed for me in a pleasant blur.








With Yukiko’s casino night on Friday, I texted Maria and set up a Saturday night date. I’d go pick her up at her place, gassed up and ready to go, then we’d drive down the backroads outside of Stillwell until we both found out just how fast my McLaren could go. I couldn’t wait to taste Maria’s delectable meat—and I told myself there was no double entendre in my head when I thought about it.








I ended up making a shopping trip to Pike’s Point the next day after classes. The town wasn’t much bigger than Stillwell, but they had a Wal-Mart and a Target. Both superstores sat on opposite sides of the highway, like gunfighters sizing each other up in a Western before the climactic shootout.








I bought some groceries and a few other things I needed for the condo. Towards the end of the trip, I slipped into the pharmacy and also bought a box of condoms. I told myself I was chivalrous, and that there was no guarantee Maria would want to hop into bed with me the way Samantha Lowry had. But just in case, I wanted to be ready. Not

 

every


 
girl in Stillwell had one of those arm implants, and I didn’t need any little Jack Jr’s running around.








Not until I found the right girl and put a ring on her finger, in any case.








Maria, as it turned out, hadn’t been lying about the dullness of my ‘assignment’. As much of a snooze as

 

Introduction to Film Techniques


 
was, the other three classes Marcie had signed me up for were even easier. They were supposed to be advanced, for people on the cusp of graduating and starting their careers, but as I’d been actually

 

living


 
my career for fifteen years, they held absolutely no challenge for me. Sitting in them made me feel like a concert pianist who’d been asked if he could play ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’ for a child’s birthday party.








Even my professors were a little intimidated by me. By the time we finished the introductions, they clearly saw me more as a peer than one of the students. I’d been called on a handful of times to give my opinion, but only when no one else in the class knew the answer—as if the teachers knew I could be counted on to solve the tricker questions.








It honestly made me feel a little bit like I was back at Daniel’s firm. It helped that of the three classes, they had about as many students in them all put together as in a single lecture of Kovarsky’s film class. None of them had more than a dozen students, and the same kids I saw in one subject usually showed up in another.








By Thursday, I’d become the most popular guy in Stillwell’s engineering program. The other nerds looked up to me, peppering me with questions about everything from quadratic equations to video games. I’d gotten tons of invites to parties, though they weren’t the kind that Delta Rho girls would deign to show up at.








But I might. Hell, I was having fun. And I’d found my people.








I’d

 

also


 
been given an open invitation to play Dungeons and Dragons with some kids from the engineering and business schools. That was shocking; I thought it had gone out of style somewhere in the 80’s. Apparently it was even more popular than ever, which amused the hell out of me.








Only one thing kept the week from being perfect. While I was making tons of new friends, and had even queued up an actual date over the weekend, I hadn’t heard from the one person I’d grown closest to since coming to campus.








Samantha Lowry.









Babygirl.









Just thinking about that word sent shivers through me. The more time passed since our incredible, searing night of passion, the more my mind tried to convince me it had been nothing but a dream. It felt insane that a gorgeous coed half my age could do a thing like that: could discard her morals along with her clothing and give me the kind of sex a guy my age usually had to pay a professional hundreds of dollars for.








Even crazier was the idea that she could

 

enjoy


 
it. But Samantha had. From the way she’d babbled in my arms as I brought her off again and again, she’d literally never felt a connection like the one we had before.








Neither had I.








Which made it even more of a bitch that she hadn’t texted me in days. No follow-up to her request to meet with Yukiko at the sorority house—hell, she hadn’t even sent me a

 

thank you.


 
What the hell was going on with that girl?








It couldn’t have just been a one-night stand. What Samantha and I had—it was more than that. It

 

felt


 
like more. I knew it, deep in my heart of hearts.








But she’d been as quiet as a mouse. And I didn’t want to be the first one to send a text, lest she think me weak or needy. So I kept my silence.








And waited for the weekend.








I glanced at the screen of my cell phone as I waited in line at the delicatessen across the street from my condo. The sign over the door marked it as the

 

Copenhagen Deli,


 
and the connection to the Old Country was probably why the place had some of the most delicious danishes and pastries I’d ever tasted. The whole building had a quaint, Scandinavian flair, like it had been ripped out of a theme park and placed along a quiet suburban street. I’d liked the place since I saw it, and I liked it even more after I’d eaten there a couple of times.








Four people stood ahead of me in line. The guy at the front was taking his sweet time figuring out what he planned to order, so I had a minute to stare. And to think.








The screen with Samantha’s texts lay open before me. Her last message—the one where she called me

 

Daddy


 
—sat at the bottom.








Back when I’d first received it, that message made me feel like a million bucks. Now it seemed almost to taunt me. Why no follow-up? Why no words of devotion? Why not even a dirty picture or a sext?









Maybe she’s waiting for me to do something,


 
I wondered.








I didn’t like that. The thing that attracted me so much to Samantha was how I

 

didn’t


 
have to play these kinds of games. I didn’t have to ask all these bullshit questions, the way I did back when I was in college and playing the whole ‘does she really like me?’ game. I was her

 

Daddy,


 
she was my

 

babygirl,


 
and the rest didn’t matter.








“If you want to lock me down,” I muttered, as if my words could travel through the phone, “then you’d better pick up the pace, Samantha. ‘Cause it turns out there’s plenty of women who are interested in a guy like me…”








Hell. Maybe it was the whole ‘promising to fuck her whole sorority’ that had freaked her out. I wasn’t even sure if I’d really meant that—at the time, I’d just wanted to get her goat. Throw her out of her comfort zone and show her what a little brat she was being. I got the impression it had been a long time since anyone had put Samantha Lowry in her place.








Maybe she never had been. Maybe I was the first guy to ever treat her like a conquest, instead of an untouchable goddess.








And maybe I ought to tell her that—








The phone vibrated in my hand. I was so shocked that I almost dropped it; the people ahead of me in line turned, frowning at the clumsy behavior. I closed the messenger app immediately and switched over to the call, fully expecting the caller to be the divine Miss

 

S.


 
That she’d been thinking of me at the same time I’d been thinking about her.








It wasn’t Samantha.








It was Marcie.








“Hello?” My heart jumped into my throat as I put the phone against my ear. “Marcie? Are you alright?”








As the call connected, it hit me in a rush that there was one loose end I hadn’t taken care of this week—Trevor. Had that little pipsqueak taken another crack at Marcie? If he’d touched her, then there was no sorority in the world that could help him. I’d put the asshole in the hospital, whether it hurt Delta Rho’s “reputation” or not.








“Jack?” Marcie didn’t sound upset, just confused. “Where the heck are you?”








Huh? It was about the last question I expected to hear. “What do you mean, honey?”








I could hear laughter in her tone. “I’m standing at the entrance to your building,” she said. “Your car’s here, but no one’s answering when I hit the buzzer…?”








Oh!








I turned to the woman ahead of me in line. “Can you hold my place for a second?”








She nodded, so I headed out the front door. “Over here!” I said, waving in Marcie’s direction. The coed was a small speck across the street, standing on the stoop in front of my building. I could see her zippy little electric Volkswagen—a birthday present from her father—parked a couple spaces away from my car.








She gave a little jump when she noticed me. Marcie double-timed it across the street, looking both ways as she crossed. In a flash, she was with me at the entrance of the delicatessen.








“I was wondering where you’d run off to!” Marcie said, giving me a quick hug before joining me in line. “I was worried someone had abducted you or something.” She paused, sniffing. “Wow, this place smells amazing!”








“It’s great,” I said.

 

I’m the one who worries about something bad happening to you,


 
I thought.

 

Not the other way around.


 
“Try the Reuben. It’s fantastic.”








“Oh, Reubens are fantastic

 

everywhere,


 
” Marcie said with a knowing smile. “Kind of like steak and eggs at Gabrielle’s, right, Jack?”








I did a double take. Gabrielle’s was the last place I’d seen Samantha Lowry in the flesh. Marcie’s big—and my

 

babygirl.


 
Had she said something to Marcie?








I tried to remember what went down during the rest of our brunch, after I finished promising Samantha I was going to declare open season on the rest of her sisterhood. Had there been any indications that Marcie knew what the two of us were up to? I felt fairly certain that there hadn’t been. I doubted she could even entertain the notion that her big and her father’s best friend could be screwing each other’s brains out.








“Yeah, something like that,” I said, turning back to the big menu board. The next customer had just finished up and had headed over to the pickup counter to await their order. We had one more to go, then it would be our turn. “Speaking of which, when’s the last time you saw your big?”








I could tell the question caught Marcie off-guard. “Huh?”








“You know, talked to her. Hung out with her. Something like that.” Ahead of us, the customer placed their order with a glacial slowness. “Since we all had brunch together.”








Marcie frowned. “We’ve had a couple of phone calls,” she said, crossing her arms underneath her breasts. “She’s really busy this time of year. Why do you ask?”








Shit. I heard suspicion in her tone.








“Just wondering,” I said, turning back to the order board. “Seems like a nice girl.”








Marcie’s brows rose. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with what happened at the sorority house on Tuesday, would it?” she asked.








Now it was

 

my


 
turn to be shocked. I hadn’t realized Marcie knew I’d been called to Delta Rho—the fact that she had probably meant nothing good.








“What would you know about that?” I shot back, a little harsher than I’d intended.








Marcie blanched. “I just know what the other girls say about me,” she whispered, looking stricken. “That I’m getting special treatment because Samantha is my big. That I don’t

 

deserve


 
to be a Delta Rho the way the other girls do, because I’m not on my hands and knees every day during pledge week getting the place ready for the next frat party—”








“Next?” The last customer finally stepped away, leaving us face to face with the barista. “What can I help you two with?”








We placed our orders: two Reubens with chips, everything on them. Marcie grabbed a lemonade as well, while I stuck with my coffee and a glass of water. I insisted on paying, of course.








The delicatessen had a number of tables and booths in the back. We took one. As I settled in, Marcie stared down at her sandwich, frowning.








“I shouldn’t have said anything about that,” she whispered once I’d settled in. “I’m sorry, Jack. I’m just stressed out.”








I put a hand over top of Marcie’s. “Sweetheart, there’s not a thing you need to apologize for,” I insisted. “Everybody knows you’ve earned your spot in that sorority. Sure, some of the other pledges might gripe about it. Who

 

wouldn’t,


 
knowing that you’re the new BFF of the Queen Bee of the whole organization?”








“BFFs!?” Marcie blushed. “I don’t know about all that, Jack. “Samantha Lowry is awesome, but she’s… distant, you know?” She took a sip of her lemonade and opened the bag of chips. “What am I saying, you probably

 

do


 
know. You dealt with her the other night during the frat party.”








My mind filled with images of the things Samantha Lowry and I had been

 

doing


 
during that night. “Uh, yeah,” I muttered. “Distant.”








Marcie’s lips formed a tight little line. “I don’t want people to think I’m getting special treatment because of what happened,” she said in a small voice. “I want to earn my way, like everyone else. It’s not my

 

fault


 
I almost got assaulted last week!”








“No. It is not.” Suddenly I was sitting up ramrod straight. “And don’t you ever,

 

ever


 
let yourself think that, sweetheart.” I took a bite of my Reuben and chewed, thinking. “You haven’t heard anything from that asshole, have you?”








Marcie shook her head. “Trevor? No, nothing.” A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “I think he’s scared of you, Jack.”








“Good. He should be.”








The sandwich was halfway to her mouth when Marcie heard me and paused. “You wouldn’t

 

really


 
have hurt those guys, would you? Jack?”








I cleared my throat. “Of course not, sweetheart. I just would have scared them a bit.”








It was probably better that she believed that. If Marcie knew how close I’d been to putting that asshole frat boy in traction, she might have had second thoughts about her ‘Uncle’ Jack.








With that, we tucked into our meals. The conversation lulled for a bit as we ate our sandwiches. A large bay window along one side of the delicatessen gave off an enviable view of the street and the surrounding area, and I caught myself doing a little people-watching as people came home from work.








Marcie’s voice snapped me back to reality.








“So…” she trailed off, staring down at the tabletop. “I heard you’re going to the Casino Night gala with Kiki?”








I coughed with surprise. “Wasn’t aware that was public knowledge,” I said, covering it with a sip of water.








“Yeah, the one on Friday,” Marcie said. “Samantha told me she asked you if you’d do it. Her, um, Dad was supposed to, but he…”








She trailed off. “I know,” I said.








Marcie made a face. “That shit’s awful,” she whispered. “I feel so bad for her. Balancing school

 

and


 
Delta Rho with all that going on in your personal life…”








“That’s why I agreed to do it,” I said, nodding. “I know it’s not the same thing, Marcie. But I know what it’s like to have your college experience thrown off-course. Out of nowhere.”








The coed’s eyes widened as my words sank in. “Shit,” she whispered, blinking. “I didn’t even think about that—”








Fifteen years meant that I could laugh. Just a bit. “I’ve been thinking about it enough for both of us,” I told her. “It’ll probably be awkward, me being there and being so much older than everybody else. But I

 

do


 
know how to play blackjack, and I promised Yukiko I would

 

at least


 
make a play for the charity jackpot.”








Marcie chuckled at the thought. “It really won’t be weird,” she insisted. “Most people will probably just assume you

 

are


 
Kiki’s dad. Japanese girls with White fathers are, like, totally a dime a dozen at Stillwell.”








Maybe. But I remembered what Yukiko told me about how many of the sponsors knew her father. Something told me it wouldn’t be as easy as all that.








“Listen, I didn’t come down here just to check out the local deli,” Marcie said, her voice turning serious. “There’s something I wanted to ask you.”








Hmm? The coed looked a little uneasy all of a sudden. My pulse quickened, and I did my best to keep a neutral expression.

 

Here we go,


 
I thought.

 

She’s figured it out.









I could see it now.

 

Jack, are you screwing my big? Did you pound her brains out on your balcony while half the pedestrians in Stillwell could see it happening? Are you


 
still

 

fucking her?









I cleared my throat, bracing myself. “Go ahead.”








Marcie licked her lips. “It’s about the casino night,” she admitted sheepishly.








I relaxed a fraction. “What about it?”








“Did…” Marcie looked to the side, chuckled at herself, then shook her head. “That’s a big ask, Jack. Escorting the ambassador of a sorority you don’t have anything to do with, after you did something they ought to owe you for for the rest of the semester. So, yeah. I’m just going to come out and ask.”








Shit. She knew.








“Was it because of me?” Marcie asked.








The question caught me completely flat-footed. I’d been expecting her to question me about Samantha Lowry—maybe even mention Yukiko in the bargain. Instead, this?








“What do you mean, sweetheart?” I asked. My mind raced as I tried to figure it out before Marcie could explain it to me.








“I mean, did you do it to help me?” Marcie asked. Lines appeared at the corners of her eyes, and one hand clenched the edge of the table tight enough to whiten her knuckles. “You know I’m pledging Delta Rho. And you know that the next two weeks are going to determine whether or not I successfully get into the sorority. So… did you agree to waste your whole weekend escorting Yukiko around to help me get in?”








It took a great deal of effort not to laugh. Because Marcie

 

was


 
right—just not in the way she thought. I was, in fact, doing all of this because of her.








But I was in it so much deeper than that now.








“Sweetheart,” I said, favoring Marcie with a smile. “I would be lying if I didn’t admit that your pledge week wasn’t on my mind a little bit when I got asked to sub in. But it’s not the only reason, and it’s not even the

 

main


 
reason.”








The tension in the room released. Marcie let out a huge sigh and relaxed against the booth, closing her eyes for a second. I hadn’t realized until that moment just how much it meant to her to not feel like I was handling all of this for her.








“Alright,” she said, opening her eyes. “So what’s the

 

main


 
reason?”









The main reason is that I want to fuck your big’s brains out,


 
I thought.

 

I want to force her to her knees and wrap that sweet little mouth of hers around my cock until she swallows every last drop of cum from my balls.









“Honestly, it was Yukiko,” I lied.








Marcie perked up. “Kiki?”








I nodded. The idea spilled out of me at the same time as the words, so that I was saying it at the same time that I put the idea together. “When she told me about her Dad and all that, I felt… sympathetic, you know? A man can’t hear a thing like that and not want to make it right. Especially when he’s been through a traumatic event himself.”








I saw it in Marcie’s eyes: she believed me. It made sense.








It wasn’t the whole truth. But it was enough of it to get me off of the hook.








“So you’re doing it for her,” Marcie said. “So she doesn’t have to deal with it all alone.”








“Right.” I could literally feel us moving to firmer ground. “Honestly, it’ll probably be a fun time. I’m looking forward to meeting some of the other fraternities, and the people sponsoring the thing.” I couldn’t help but grin. “And then fleecing them.”








Marcie laughed, then rolled her eyes. “You’re going to take them for everything they’ve got?”








I tilted my empty glass in her direction. “Remember when I taught you how to play seven-card stud during that ‘Take Your Daughter To Work’ day? We used paper clips instead of poker chips, but other than that, it was the same. I got the whole floor in on it by the end.”








Marcie remembered. “You had all the paper clips, too,” she said, chuckling at the memory. “Yeah, that was pretty fun. You let me win right up until you didn’t.”








That sounded like me, alright. “So just let me do this, okay?” I asked. “I won’t do Delta Rho any more favors if you’re worried it’s going to mess with your chances of making it through pledge week. But that girl… she’s been through a lot. She deserves a fun night out on the town.”








Marcie’s misgivings had completely melted away. “Alright,” she said, nodding. “But you’d better be a gentleman, mister. Have her back before curfew and all that!”








I made a motion over my chest. “Scout’s honor—”








“We

 

both


 
know you were never a Boy Scout,” Marcie laughed. “Seriously, you’ve got to retire that joke, Jack. Just like you’ve got to stop doing everything my Dad tells you to do.”









Oh Marcie,


 
I thought.

 

You have no idea how much I’ve begun to disobey your father.









As we were wrapping up, something occurred to me. “Oh, here,” I said, opening up my wallet. “You should have this.”








Marcie frowned, clearly expecting money. Instead, I pushed a plastic keycard into her hand. It was cream white, with a pair of orange lines running diagonally from the top left corner to the bottom right.








“What’s this?” she asked.








“That,” I said, “will get you into my condo the next time there’s nobody at the buzzer. Just use the little infrared reader and it’ll let you in.”








Marcie stared at the card like I’d just given her a gold doubloon. “Jack, are you sure—?”








“

 

Mi casa es su casa


 
,” I insisted. “If you need a place to stay in a hurry, or if you just want to drop by, use the card. And you can help yourself to anything that’s in the fridge if I’m not there, too.”








Marcie clutched the card to her chest, her eyes watering. Then she did something quite unexpected. She rose from her seat, came around the table and hugged me.








“Thanks, Jack,” she said. “And thanks for helping Yukiko out of a jam. Gosh, it’s been so great having you at Stillwell!”








“It’s been great to be here,” I told her. Surprisingly, I meant it.








And something told me this weekend was going to be even more fun.













Chapter Five









“Thank you again for doing this for me, Jack,” Yukiko said. “Great suit, by the way.”








“Me?” I glanced from myself to the coed standing beside me. “

 

You’re


 
the one who looks like a movie star. You make me look like something out of the Sears catalog.”








The two of us had just arrived at the Casino Night Gala, which was being held at the Stillwell Museum of Fine Art. I’d arrived ten minutes before our agreed-upon time to pick up Yukiko from her dorm and found her waiting for me, dressed to the nines and trying not to look like she was terrified to face all of her father’s friends.








I didn’t fully understand what she had to be nervous about until we reached the parking lot of the art museum and saw the cars. The row of luxury vehicles parked in front of the building made my McLaren look ordinary by comparison.








“The

 

what


 
catalog?” Yukiko asked.








I bit my tongue. “Sears,” I said. “Old big-box store. Kinda like Walmart before Walmart.”








Yukiko nodded. “Cool. Do me a favor, Jack. If I pass out, will you carry me out of here?”








I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “Remember,” I told Yukiko. “Just relax. This is for charity. Try and have fun.”








The coed clenched her teeth, clutching me the way a shipwreck survivor clutches a piece of driftwood. “I

 

am


 
trying,” she said.








The front atrium of the art museum had until recently functioned as the showroom for the paintings and sculptures of a famous Renaissance-era Italian artist. The paintings still hung on the walls, but the rest of the floor space had been divided up into multiple tables sporting casino games. An open bar had been set up at the back, along with places to sit and a small area for dancing.








I could immediately tell which people were here from the college and which were the sponsors. The college kids all looked starry-eyed and stunned, dressed to the nines in the finest dresses and suits they could scrounge up on short notice. The adults looked bored; either that, or they were eying up the open bar.








“I’m serious that you look great, by the way,” Yukiko said, peering up at me. Even in her heels, the top of her head barely came up to my chin. “I’m really glad you could get dressed up like that on, like,

 

no


 
notice.”








“I do own a suit,” I told her with a smirk. “Just the one, though.”








In reality I had several, but I’d only brought one with me to Stillwell. I’d debated whether to pack it or not, figuring I probably wouldn’t need it, but now I was glad I’d thrown it in my suitcase. My shoes were freshly shined, and I’d visited the florist a couple blocks away from my condo and bought a flower to put in the lapel, like Marlon Brando in

 

The Godfather.









Only I hoped people didn’t think I was

 

that


 
old.








“You look like a freaking Disney princess,” I whispered. “Seriously. How are you even real, Yukiko?”








With a lot of women I would have been accused of buttering them up. With Yukiko, it was just a stone-cold fact. Between the tight red bandage dress caressing her sleek curves and the pair of obsidian chopsticks keeping her hair in a high bun, there was more than a touch of her Japanese heritage in her fashion choices. If Mulan had decided to take fashion advice from Princess Jasmine, she might have ended up looking a little bit like Yukiko did at the gala—but only if she was willing to

 

really


 
show her body off.








We got more than a few stares as we made our way across the floor. Yukiko’s grip on my arm tightened as we navigated through the crowd, her nails digging slightly into the fabric of my suit jacket. I could feel her pulse racing where her wrist brushed against mine, and I gave her a reassuring squeeze.








“Remember, you’re the ambassador,” I murmured, leaning down so only she could hear. “You’ve got this..”








She let out a shaky laugh, her dark eyes scanning the room. “Easy for you to say. You’re not the one who has to deal with a room full of people who’ve known your dad since before you were born. Who know that he ran off on your mother to go screw his personal trainer—”








“Hey,” I snapped, pulling her attention to me. “

 

Hey.


 
”








Yukiko blinked. The way she looked up at me, waiting to be told what I thought, made me feel like more than just her chaperone. I cleared my throat, dismissing that idea. Surely not, right?








“None of that matters tonight,” I said, my voice firm but gentle. “You’re here for Delta Rho. And for the hospital. Plus, you’re here to have a good time.” My hand went to the small of her back, supporting her. “These assholes? They’re just set dressing. Background players.

 

You’re


 
the one who matters, Yukiko.”








Her lips parted, and for a moment, I thought she might try to argue with me. But then she nodded, her shoulders squaring as a little bit of the confident woman I remembered from the frat party came back to me. “Okay,” she whispered. “Thanks, Jack.”








“Besides,” I said, chuckling. “You’re on the arm of the hottest guy in Stillwell tonight. Everybody’s going to be too busy looking at me to give you any shit.”








Her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. “You jerk,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mirth. “I thought you told me I was a princess!”








I’d meant it as a joke, but with Yukiko’s reaction, I found myself leaning into it. “Of course you are,” I insisted, my gaze flickering from one table to the next like a hunter sizing up his prey. “And these are the kinds of guys who trade princesses as part of business deals.”








“Don’t I know it,” Yukiko said. She relaxed against me, some of her worry gone. “You’re right. They

 

are


 
assholes. I’ll try to remember that. And I won’t say it to their faces.”








I gave her a smile. “That’s my girl. Now, let’s find a table and show these folks how it’s done.”








We wove through the crowd, passing roulette wheels and poker tables buzzing with college kids and sponsors alike. Yukiko’s eyes darted nervously, but she kept her chin up, her red dress catching the light with every step. Back at the frat party, I’d thought of her as a soldier, and there was still a bit of a forced march about her as she passed tables where people glanced up and stared at her. But with me on her arm, she had something to keep her stable. She had a protector.








I liked that. As it turned out, I liked that a

 

lot.









“How about blackjack?” I asked, steering us toward a table near the center of the room. The dealer, a middle-aged woman with a bob that would have made her look like a Karen anywhere else, looked like she knew her stuff better than most of the volunteer dealers. She gave us both a professional nod as we approached.








“Want to try your luck?” I asked Yukiko, pulling out a chair for her.








She hesitated, spots of color rising to her cheeks. “I don’t know,” she said, biting her lip nervously. “I’m not exactly a card shark. Or is it card sharp?”








“I don’t think it matters,” I said. “It’s all for charity, anyway. Come on, let’s have fun.”








It was a disaster.








We exchanged some of our charity chips for a stack from the dealer. We had three neighbors at the table: two college kids from a neighboring frat on the opposite side, and a portly guy with a graying goatee in the center. I made sure Yukiko was on the edge with me as a buffer, just in case he decided to try and get handsy.








“I’ll just hang here for the first few hands if that’s okay,” I told the dealer. “She’s new—she needs someone to teach her the rules.”








In Vegas, that would have never flown. But this was a charity gala. “Suits me,” the dealer said, spreading the deck of cards out on the table before shuffling them. “Ante up!”








Yukiko soon confirmed my worst suspicions. Her first hand, she hit on a seventeen and busted, provoking groans from the college kids and a stern expression from the corporate guy. Even our dealer gave her a sympathetic look.








She fared no better in the next few hands. She pushed her luck when the odds were against her and stood on obvious opportunities to get a blackjack. I fought the urge to whisper what to do in her ear—as much as she would have liked me to be the Grima Wormtongue to her King Theodan, I knew it would only make her feel worse about her skill. Her pile of chips steadily dwindled, while her cheeks got warmer and warmer with embarrassment.








“I suck at this,” she whispered, waving off the ante on the next hand.








“You’re just learning,” I said. “It takes time.”








“I don’t even have beginner’s luck,” she said, looking around the room like she wanted an exit. “Everyone’s staring at me…”








They weren’t, but I understood. I could see the confidence draining from her body, sapping the enthusiasm I’d managed to bring out of her. I decided I needed to do something.








“Mind if I take the lead for a bit?” I asked, reaching for her few remaining chips. “Maybe we can stage a Hail Mary come back here.”








“Please,” she said, relief flooding her voice.








The dealer dealt us a new hand, going around the table. My first card was an ace, and Yukiko let out a little squeal. “That’s halfway to a blackjack!” she whispered.








The second card came around. Another ace. Her face fell.








“Shit,” she grunted, elbowing me in the ribs. “Now it’s a two…”








I tapped the cards, taking three more chips from Yukiko’s dwindling stack. “I’d like to split these,” I said. “And double down on both.”








Without a word, the dealer did just that. She separated the aces, putting two chips in front of each instead of one, and dealt a new card to each. A king landed on the first, giving me twenty-one: blackjack. The second, a nine, still made twenty. I smiled.








Yukiko sat up straighter. “You can

 

do


 
that?” she hissed, amazed. “Split the cards?”








“Only if they’re the same card,” I explained, ignoring the snickers of the corporate guy next to me. From the looks on the college kids’ faces, they hadn’t known about this, either. “Then you double down—essentially, you double your bet, but you can only get one more card. You can’t hit again.”








“You don’t

 

need


 
to hit,” Yukiko laughed. “Hell yes, Jack!”








The dealer had six showing. She flipped over her hole card to reveal a ten, meaning sixteen. Seventeen would have forced her to stand, but sixteen meant drawing another card.








I felt Yukiko tense against me as the dealer drew. Her hand grabbed mine beneath the table, squeezing it with an excitement that felt almost sexual.








A nine.








“Dealer busts,” the woman said, her lips twisting in a smirk. She paid out the chips to everyone, pushing across a much larger stack of chips than the one I’d given her at the beginning of the hand.








“Holy cow,” Yukiko said, her eyes wide as she stared at the pile. “You just won, like, five times as many chips!”








I chuckled, stacking them neatly into our pile. “Told you. Degenerate gamblers. You almost can’t

 

help


 
but clean house.”








“Well done,” the portly guy said. He turned to face us both, grinning, and even a blind man couldn’t have missed the way Yukiko tensed up when he turned the full force of his gaze on us. Instantly I knew she recognized this man—and wasn’t happy about the fact. “I’m glad someone’s around to show these youngsters how it’s done.”








“Somebody’s gotta do it,” I said, my hackles rising instinctively. “If you’ll excuse us—”








The man leaned forward, making a show of looking Yukiko up and down. “Is that you, Miss Tanaka? My, I haven’t seen you in ages!”








Yukiko swallowed hard.

 

Tanaka?


 
I thought. That must have been her last name.








“It’s a real shame your father couldn’t be with us tonight,” he said, casting a withering glance in my direction. “Some men, I suppose, just can’t help but bring disgrace upon their families.” He turned to Yukiko, his gaze growing even harder. “I suppose it must run in the genes—”








“You don’t know a damn thing about her

 

or


 
her family,” I snapped.








The man froze. Behind the table, the dealer’s eyes widened.








“And if I were you,” I growled, putting one foot on the floor, “I’d walk away and not say another goddamn word. The last thing this nice night needs is for one of the sponsors to end up in the hospital.”








The man’s face went as red as a stop sign. His mouth opened and closed, the beginnings of an argument flaring in his eyes. Maybe he wanted to insult me and my family. Maybe he wanted to heap more disdain on Yukiko and her parents. Maybe he was planning to call for security and demand I be thrown out of the gala.








Whatever it was, it died the second he saw the look in my eyes.








“Hmph!” the portly man rumbled, rising from his seat. He retreated without a word, so rattled that he left his stack of chips behind. I watched him go, my heart rate slowly returning to normal.









What the fuck was that?


 
I’d only felt like that once before in my life—when I walked into the bedroom at the Delta Rho sorority house and found those assholes about to do something awful to Marcie. What had been about to happen to Yukiko wasn’t that, yet I knew the man’s words would destroy her in a totally different way.








Once again, my protective instincts had kicked into overdrive.








When I came back to myself, I was vaguely aware of the fact that Yukiko was clinging to me. Her shoulders rose and fell rapidly, and something told me the spots on her cheeks had to do with something other than her embarrassment.








“Jack,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “You didn’t have to do that.”








I thought it over. “Yeah, I did,” I said, softening my tone. “Nobody gets to talk to you like that. Not while I’m here.”








She swallowed, her gaze lingering on me. The air between us shifted, charged with something new. Her hand brushed against mine on the table, her fingers lingering just a moment longer than necessary. “Thank you,” she said, her voice barely audible over the din of the gala. “Really.”








I felt a heat rising in my chest, a pull I hadn’t expected. Her eyes held mine, and for a moment, the rest of the room faded away. The curve of her lips, the way her dress hugged her body—it was impossible not to notice. Not to

 

want.









The dealer cleared her throat, breaking the spell. “Don’t worry,” she said, casually taking the man’s stack of chips and pulling them into a drawer. “If he tries getting security, I’ll tell them he was drunk and making a scene.”








Slowly, I nodded. “Thanks,” I said.








She grinned. “Don’t mention it. That was the most fun I’ve had all night.”








I rose fully from the chair, looking around the room. “Okay, maybe blackjack’s not our game. How about I teach you how to play craps…?”








When I turned, Yukiko was looking up at me like some kind of superhero.








“I… I don’t want to,” she said, pressing her body up against mine. “But maybe I could watch you? Be your good luck charm?”









Shit,


 
I thought, grinning like a schoolboy.

 

I like this girl.









“Deal,” I said, taking her hand. “Let’s go.”








Her smile widened. This time, it was her who put her hands on

 

my


 
back, squeezing me just within the bounds of propriety as we walked. A few patrons looked up as we passed, but most of them ignored us. Tonight, we were just a man and a woman, enjoying the charity function.








“Thanks again for handling that,” Yukiko panted once we were out of the dealer’s earshot. “I don’t know what I would have said to that guy if you weren’t here. I probably would have broken down crying and ran out of the building.”








“You don’t need to thank me,” I insisted. “What kind of man would I be if I let my date get yelled at by some company jerk?”








I meant the word in the platonic sense of the term. But when I said it, Yukiko lit up like a Christmas tree.








“This is a date, isn’t it?” she asked, her voice tinged with wonder. “Mr. Avery? Jack?”








My throat went dry. I’d have thought that after my encounter with Samantha Lowry, I’d be better at handling a member of the opposite sex throwing themselves at me. I guess some things need more than one night of practice.








“I mean…” I trailed off, my gaze traveling down her gown. “Yukiko, you’re a gorgeous girl. Any man would be lucky to have you on his arm at a place like this…”








With a grin, Yukiko leaned over and went arm-in-arm with me. “Tonight, that’s you,” she whispered, resting her head against my shoulder as we walked. “And you can call me Kiki if you want. All the Delta Rho girls do.”








“Kiki it is, then,” I said. I held her a little tighter. “You sure you want to go out on a date with an old guy like me?”








Her face told me everything I needed to know about that. “Jack, you’re not

 

old!


 
You’re just… experienced.” I caught a glimpse of her soft pink tongue peeking out of the corner of her mouth when she spoke. “You know, Marcie told us all about you once we got back to her dorm room. I wish she’d told us some things about you before you got here. Like how handsome you are.”








“Handsome, huh?” This was getting better and better all the time.








Kiki let out a happy sigh. “God, now I’m

 

really


 
glad my parents aren’t here,” she said, giving me a naughty look. “If they saw me with you right now, the way I’m clinging to you, they’d totally lose their shit.”








“They’re conservative, huh?”








She scoffed. “They want me to find a nice Japanese boy and get married,” she said. “Then stay home and raise our two and a half kids while he works as a doctor. Their idea of

 

compromise


 
is if he’s a lawyer, instead.”








I chuckled at that.








“God, it’s so hypocritical,” she said. “I mean, Mom works—thank

 

God


 
she does with what’s going on. She’s going to need a psychotherapist of her own to see in between sessions with her patients.”








“I take it your desires and those of your parents don't match up?”








Yukiko laughed. “Not at all. I just want to have

 

fun,


 
you know? My life’s been so buttoned down all the time—math drills, violin rehearsals, even

 

Delta Rho


 
was part of the plan.” She took the chopsticks out of her hair and shook her long bun out, letting the flowing dresses run down her back. “Maybe I want to get a little wild for once, Jack. Would you help me out with that?”








We’d just reached the craps table. I barely noticed; my world had shrunk to the gorgeous Asian cutie next to me. And to all the things she was saying.








Was I really going to do this? Give Yukiko the same night I’d given Samantha?









I did promise the Queen Bee I’d take all her lieutenants,


 
I thought.








But for once, I wasn’t thinking about Samantha or her promises. I wanted Yukiko for

 

Yukiko—


 
because she was one hell of a good girl. Because I liked her.








“Kiki,” I said, thinking of how quickly we could get back to my apartment. “Why don’t we—”








“Jack!?” A voice asked. “Is that you,

 

querido?


 
”








Yukiko and I both froze.








Standing at the craps table with a pair of dice in her hand was Maria Alvarez.













Chapter Six









“Maria!?” I did a double take. “I didn’t know you were invited to the charity gala.”








Maria stood at the craps table, the dice forgotten in her hand. She handed them over to another person at the table and turned away, grinning at me lasciviously as she looked me up and down. My heart skipped a beat when those big brown eyes locked on mine, and I felt like a man with his hand caught in the cookie jar.








Okay, in

 

two


 
cookie jars.








Yukiko’s arm stiffened against mine. “Oh, hi! Jack, is this a friend of yours?”








Maria smirked, showing a mouth full of even, white teeth. “I’m the head of the Stillwell Real Estate Association,” she explained. “And I just so

 

happen


 
to be a practicing realtor as well. One who rented a condominium to the gentleman standing next to you.” Her eyes darted back to Yukiko, sizing her up with the precision of a realtor assessing a prime piece of property. “And who is this lovely young woman, Jack?”









Shit.


 
I thought I had it made. Friday night, take Yukiko out to the charity ball. Saturday night, go driving around the back roads with Maria and taste her

 

carne asada


 
—in every way that phrase could be taken.








How was I supposed to know she’d be invited to this shindig, too?








“Jack is my escort tonight,” Yukiko said, forcing out a smile to mask the sudden tension in the room. “I’m the ambassador from the Delta Rho chapter of Stillwell University. Yukiko Tanaka.”








She leaned forward and clasped Maria’s hand in hers for a moment. Maria’s face lit up. “Delta Rho, huh? Yeah, Jack mentioned he had some business with them last week. Some kind of last-minute thing?”








Yukiko looked like she’d swallowed a bug. Her face paled, and her arm clung to mine tightly. “What?”








Maria chuckled. “Relax, honey,” she said, giving the coed an amused look. “I’m just surprised to see the two of you here. An escort, huh?”








The way she said it, I couldn’t help but think of the

 

other


 
connotation behind the word ‘escort’. It didn’t help that Maria’s dress was

 

far


 
more revealing than Yukiko’s—although to be fair, anyone with a body like hers would want to show it off. It was tiny and black, with a hem that ended at mid-thigh and a top section that looked like two pieces of fabric wrapped together beneath her breasts. The overall effect was to lift her bust and push it forward, presenting it like a platter.








I’d only seen Maria in tight workout gear before. In a sports bra and yoga pants she was a ten out of ten—here, like this, she was easily an eleven.








“Yeah, I was asked to,” I said, hating how defensive I sounded. “Just as a favor.”








Maria nodded knowingly. “Well, you sure know how to pick them,” she grinned. “That dress! I’m shocked the men in here don’t drop to their knees and start worshipping you when you walk by,

 

carino!


 
”








“You’re too kind,” Yukiko said, her tone polite but guarded. Her thigh brushed up against mine in a way that felt almost possessive. “You said you’re a realtor?”








“The best,” Maria said. “I’ve been helping your escort get

 

settled


 
in Stillwell.”








When she turned to the side, I saw the slender silver wristwatch she had on, wrapped around her forearm like a spiral.

 

A Serpenti,


 
I thought. I’d been wrong about the Cartier, but the watch matched the woman wearing it perfectly.








“We, uh, ran into each other at the condo gym the other day,” I said.








“Apparently Jack’s been all over town,” Maria said, leaning forward. She was teasing me a bit, but she clearly enjoyed it. “He must be making quite the impression if he’s taking out Delta Rho’s ambassador a week and half after getting here. Aren’t you,

 

querido?


 
”








Yukiko winced slightly at the pet name, but she didn’t comment. Instead, she tilted her head, letting the long locks she’d just freed from the confining chopsticks flow over my arm. “He’s been a lifesaver for the sorority,” she just said, her fingers lingering on my bicep. “And for me, tonight.”








“I can see that,” Maria said with a smirk. “Jack, why don’t you get your two lady friends a drink. I’d love an opportunity to get to know Yukiko a little better. Are you the one whose father Jack works with?”








“No, that’s Marcie,” I grunted. “Sure, I’ll be right back.”








Yukiko stiffened, but after a moment she let me go. Maria stepped in closer and started conversing with the coed while I went in search of the bar.








When I found it, I also found a surprise—the blackjack dealer was the one serving drinks. She glanced up with a smirk as I reached the counter, her gaze flickering over to Yukiko before coming back to me.








“Looks like you’ve found some trouble,” she murmured.








“I’m not going to turn around,” I told her. “Just tell me—are they at each other’s throats?”








The dealer-slash-bartender hummed to herself as she watched over my shoulder. “No,” she said after a second. “Actually, it looks like they’re getting along fine.” A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. “That feisty thing in the black dress is your girlfriend, I’m guessing?”








“No,” I said. “But I think she wants to be.”








“Oh, she

 

definitely


 
does,” the woman said, pouring three drinks. “You want some free advice, Mr…?”








“Avery,” I said, realizing I’d never introduced myself properly before. “Jackson Avery.”








“Melanie,” the woman said, handing me the drinks. “And if I were you, I wouldn’t try to get between those two women. Just follow their lead and see where the night takes you.”








If I’d had my drink in my mouth, I’d have coughed it up just then. “Excuse me?”








“I was young once,” she said, propping up an elbow on the bar. In truth, she was probably around the same age as me. “I’ve given a guy the kind of looks they’re giving you a time or two. All I’m saying is, don’t think you’ve blown this.”








My jaw dropped open. “You must be a

 

very


 
open-minded woman.”








She chuckled. “We’re pretty open-minded out here in Stillwell,” she said. “Now go. Give those ladies their drinks.”








Still stunned, I did just that. By the time I made it back with the cocktail glasses, Maria had Yukiko giggling like the two of them had been friends for years.








“Thanks!” The coed said, taking the drink from my hand. “God, that’s hilarious, Maria. I can’t believe someone would do that to a property they’re renting!”








“Some people are just

 

loco


 
,” Maria said, still grinning. “Not Jack, though. He doesn’t give me any trouble. And he’s even good at making a cup of coffee…”








“It’s easy when the machine does the work,” I said, picking up on her joke.








Maria took her drink and sipped it slowly, watching me through her lids. Something had changed in the short time I’d been away, but for the life of me I wasn’t sure what it was. At least the two of them seemed to be getting along okay. When I first ran into Maria, I’d been sure the two of them were going to end up in an old-school catfight.








“Nah, there’s an art to it,” the Latina insisted, clinking glasses with Yukiko. “I’ve made plenty of espressos in those machines that came out barely drinkable. You’ve got to handle them like a fine sports car.” She took another sip, her eyes lighting up. “Like your McLaren, Jack.”








“Oh my gosh, right?” Yukiko giggled, as eager to be friends with Maria as she’d been wary a few moments before. “That thing is a beast! Jack drove me here from the dorms, and I swear that engine was roaring like a lion the whole way there!”








Maria’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Your baby wants to do some

 

real


 
driving,” she said. Whether she meant the car or

 

her


 
was an open question. “I cannot wait for our drive tomorrow night.”








Yukiko blinked, doing a double take. “Drive?”








My stomach lurched. Why the hell would Maria bring that up now, of all times, when we were getting along so well?








“Yeah,” I said, keeping my tone light. “Maria told me about Howard Mill Road. Apparently the college kids do drag races out there. She’s been bugging me to go for a spin in the McLaren…”








The coed’s eyes lit up. “I’ve heard of it, yeah. It’s supposed to be in the mountains right?”








“It’s a blast,” Maria insisted. “That road’s got curves almost as good as mine.” She punctuated her statement with a playful nudge, her hand resting on my chest just long enough for me to forget all about the drink in my hand. “I can’t wait to see you let loose all over it. I bet you handle them like a pro.”








Again, she was purposefully conflating the car and her own body. I sensed she wanted me to

 

handle


 
both, and in the worst way. Considering how strong she’d come on the other day, I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised to have her proposition me so blatantly.








What

 

did


 
surprise me was Yukiko’s reaction.








“That sounds amazing,” she said. “I’d love to go!”








I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Even Maria looked a little surprised.








“You would?” I asked.








“Absolutely,” Yukiko said, her smile turning daring as she looked up at me. “What have I been telling you, Jack? I’m tired of living my life the way my parents want me to. I want to have some freaking

 

fun


 
for a change!” Her free hand slid down to mine, the fingers interlacing with my own. “I mean, if I’m not intruding or anything like that…”








Maria laughed. I saw her look of surprise melt away, replaced by something else entirely. “You? Intrude? Girl, you

 

belong


 
there. I’d love to have you there. I’m sure Jack would, too.”








Oh.

 

Oh.









Part of my brain whispered that this had to be some kind of a trap. Women didn’t behave like this—they didn’t do things like this, especially not with men they barely knew. I couldn’t possibly be this lucky…








I glanced over my shoulder. Melanie still stood behind the bar, slinging drinks, but when I looked at her she met my gaze with her own.








She winked.









Shit,


 
I thought.

 

I guess I am that lucky.









“Looks like you’ve got your hands full,

 

querido


 
,” Maria purred. Her voice was as lush and sultry as a summer night, and it made me want to ride her like my sports car. “I wonder how you’ll decide which one of us gets to ride shotgun?”








I swallowed hard, caught between the heat of Yukiko’s touch and the brazenness of Maria’s flirting. “I guess you’ll find out tomorrow night,” I said, clearing my throat.








Yukiko stiffened. “Tomorrow? Why not tonight?”








“Yeah,” Maria added, smirking. “Why

 

not


 
tonight?”








I opened my mouth and tried to think of a single reason I ought not to take these two beautiful women on a drive down some country roads tonight. And came up totally empty.








“I…” I said. “Well, I guess that would be alright.”








“It’s settled, then,” Yukiko purred. “Maria and I will grab a couple drinks for the road. Oh, but no more for you, Jack! You’re driving—you’ve got to have your wits about you!”








I probably could have had another drink or two without being properly drunk, but I was in no position to argue. Besides, I was going to need to stay sober for this. This was going to be delicate, it was going to take all my skill—”








As soon as Yukiko turned and started heading to the bar, Maria was all over me.








The Latina giggled as she wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her tits against my chest. Her dark lips went to my cheek, planting a kiss there before going to my ear.








“You like how I did that for you,

 

carino?


 
God, that girl’s

 

cute.


 
Like a little princess.” She pulled back a bit, smirking up at me. “You thought you were going to get lucky with her tonight, weren’t you?”








Was this woman for real? If she wasn’t clinging to me like a groupie, I wouldn’t have believed it. But she was here, and she was real. And she was so clearly turned on that it made my head spin.








“Something like that,” I admitted.








Maria giggled. “Well now you’ve got two gorgeous

 

chicas


 
to drive around tonight,” she purred, giving me a look that promised trouble in the best possible way. “This is going to be so much fun.”








I watched Yukiko’s retreating form as she walked over to where Melanie was serving drinks. “And you’re okay with this?” I said, unable to contain my disbelief. “With going out and

 

driving


 
with both of us?”








Maria gave me a throaty laugh. She knew I was talking about anything other than driving. “I happen to enjoy riding in the cars of women from time to time,” she purred, nibbling her bottom lip. “Though I prefer driving with men. Men in older, luxury models, who know exactly how to handle dangerous curves.”









Fuck.


 
That was so hot.








Just then, Yukiko came back with the drinks. “We ready to head out?” she asked, handing one to Maria.








“Now?” I asked with a start. “Are you sure? What about the gala…?”








Yukiko waved my protests away with a gesture. “It’s being handled. Besides, I can have one night of fun, right?” She frowned, looking up at me through her lashes. “Can’t I?”








Far be it for me to take away a young woman’s fun.








“Of course,” I said. “Let’s go.”








The race was on.













Chapter Seven









I was having the time of my fucking life.







The McLaren’s engine roared like a beast let out of its cage as we tore down Howard Mill Road. After so long navigating city streets and highways with posted speed limits, the feeling of freedom and excitement that coursed through me as I took each curve of the mountain road sent my pulse thrumming like the beat of a hummingbird’s wings. 







Maria couldn’t have been more right. This place clearly had seen some use as a drag racing strip in the past. The straightaways let me really cut loose with the engine, and the switchbacks at a slightly higher elevation provided enough challenge that the torque threw me from side to side with each turn.








In the passenger seat, Maria whooped like a woman seeing her favorite band in concert. “Faster, baby!” the Latina cried, her voice thick with tequila and exhilaration. “Holy shit, show us what this baby can

 

do!


 
”








The McLaren whizzed through the trees, moving so quickly that they blurred. I gripped the steering wheel tight as I took the next turn, going up on two wheels for a moment as we wound around the bank. Gravel flew from the side of the road, spilling down to the ground below.








This was fun. This was

 

awesome.


 
And having two gorgeous spectators along for the ride just made it even better.








Wedged in the backseat, Yukiko clung to the headrest of my seat the way she’d clung to me on the floor of the gala. “This is insane!” she laughed, her voice filled with excitement. “This is like a freaking movie! You should audition for

 

The Fast and the Furious!


 
”








No trace of the nervous energy she’d had back in town remained in her body. Every now and then I’d glance into the rearview mirror to make sure she was alright, but every time I saw her eager, grinning face and knew she was having just as much fun as I was.








I was no movie star. But I felt like one as I downshifted, nearly tossing the sports car off of the road as we reached a straighter section of road. The g-forces slammed me into the driver’s side door—and deposited Maria into my lap. The contact was electric.








“Fuck!” Maria gasped, looking up from my lap like the two of us had just finished an aggressive roll in the hay. “That was intense,

 

querido!


 
Are you alright?”








She was no doubt referring to the way I’d stiffened with her in my lap. In my defense, what red-blooded man could keep his wits about him with a gorgeous woman like Maria in his lap? I certainly couldn’t.








“Yeah, I’m good,” I said. “You?”








My heart rate slowed in time with the engine as I took us a bit down the flat road, the headlights cutting through the foggy night. Even in the gloom, I could see the remains of parties along the lane: beer cans, the skeletons of tents, makeshift campfires. Probably a few condom wrappers if you looked, though I wasn’t going to bother.








Maria grinned lasciviously, like she’d just realized where she’d landed. “I’m

 

great


 
,” my realtor purred, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “This is the most fun I’ve had in months!’








“This is the most fun I’ve had in my whole

 

life


 
!” Yukiko corrected. “My Mom would shit a brick right now if she saw those tricks you were doing, Jack!”








“I bet he can do all sorts of tricks,” Maria murmured. She’d had a few, and each drink loosened her up more than the last—bringing her true self to the fore. I couldn’t help but notice that more of her Spanish leaked out the drunker she got, too—the polished realtor persona she wore slipping away like the mask it truly was. “Shit, you are skilled,

 

papi.


 
That was almost better than sex!” Her grin widened, her dark eyes dancing in the light from the dashboard. “

 

Almost.


 
”








Yukiko giggled, but there was a catch in her voice now. Almost like she’d realized we were on the brink of something a lot more intimate than a nighttime drive. I caught her gaze in the rear view mirror and held it, trying to scan her face for some indication of which way the coed was leaning. Was she still cool with all this? Were we pushing too hard? Was this what she truly wanted?








Whether she did or not, Maria clearly wanted me. The Latina’s fingers slid up my thighs, reaching for my belt. The familiar sound of the leather being unlatched filled the car.








The tension in the room went up tenfold.








“Jack,” Maria murmured, her voice liquid sex, “I want you to know I have been thinking about this since the first time I saw you. Since the moment I gave you that tour around your new apartment.”









Fuck.


 
Oh God, this was hot. My cock stiffened to full mast in my boxers, my bulge pressing against Maria’s cleavage as she finished pulling off my belt. In the backseat, Yukiko let out a little

 

eep


 
as she realized what was happening.








“That first day, when I told you all about your rainforest shower?” Maria peered up at me as she tugged down my zipper, her expression filled with lust. “I wanted so badly for you to tell me to show it to you. I would have stripped off all my clothes and hopped in with you right then and there,

 

papi.


 
”








As Maria spoke, she took me out of my pants. Her fingers tugged the waistband of my boxers beneath my balls, and my cock sprang free—hard and throbbing and already dripping with a clear bead of precum. Maria moaned instinctively, her hand sliding between her thighs and beneath her dress.








“

 

Fuck


 
you’ve got a big dick,” she gasped, looking honestly surprised. “Holy shit…”








Yukiko’s gasp cut through the haze in my head. I felt her weight against the back of my seat, and saw her crane her neck towards the center console to watch what the gorgeous realtor was doing.








“Is she…wow, she’s really going for it!” Her voice was mingled shock and fascination, her jaw dropping open as Maria planted her pouty lips along the underside of my crown. “Holy shit!!”








I thought she’d look away, but she didn’t. Maria opened wide and winked at me as she wrapped her lips around my head, taking me into the warm wetness of her mouth. As she enveloped me I groaned, instinctively lifting my hips to push my dick into the back of her throat.








The sounds of wet slurping filled the car.








As the bliss coursed through me, I glanced over at Yukiko. An apology half-formed itself in the back of my throat that she had to see this, but the coed didn’t look upset in the slightest.








Before I could say a word, she leaned in and kissed me.








I’d had some adventures in college. Lauren had been a rather ‘open-minded’ girl herself, which meant this wasn’t my first time getting head in a car parked on a public road. We’d fooled around in the bathrooms of half the buildings in our college—but the one thing we

 

hadn’t


 
done was invited anyone else to play with us. Lauren was my soul mate, my girl, and I’d never pressured her to have a threesome.








So this was the first time in my life that I kissed one woman while another wrapped her mouth around my cock. Immediately, I cursed myself for never trying this before.








Yukiko’s kiss was fierce, urgent, like the world might end if she didn’t get her tongue in my mouth as quickly as possible. My hands went to her dress, pulling her into the space between the seats then reaching for the luscious orbs of her breasts as we made out hot and heavy. From my lap, Maria let out an approving groan and sucked me harder, her head bobbing up and down like a cork.








“Kiki,” I groaned, breaking the kiss. “I—”








She shushed me, grinning. “Don’t worry about a thing,” she whispered, sounding so much like I had when we first got to the gala that the words rang in my head. “This is what I want, Jack. I’m having a great time!”








“Kiki,” I groaned. My voice turned rough as Maria’s tongue swirled around my shaft, each motion of her skilled little mouth sending jolts of pleasure through me.

 

Fuck,


 
that woman knew how to worship a cock. “Babe…”








“Yes?” Yukiko kept sneaking glances at Maria. “You want to tell me how it feels, Jack? You want to talk dirty to me while Maria sucks you dry?”








I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I locked eyes with Yukiko, her face flushed, her lips still glistening from our kiss. “Are you sure about this?”








“I want it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire. She leaned closer, pushing her lips to me, the words hot against my ear. “Jack, I’ve wanted you since you walked into Delta Rho. Since the second you called Marcie your

 

babygirl.


 
”








Part of me knew that. Part of me had known it from the second I watched every woman in the room blush in unison when I lost control.








But I hadn’t really accepted it until now.








“The way you handled Trevor, the way you stood up for me tonight… God, I like you so much. I know it’s fucking

 

crazy


 
that there’s another woman here! I’ve never had a threesome before—”








“Neither have I,” I admitted with a laugh. “I know that might sound crazy, but my sex life was actually pretty normal until a week or two ago.”








Maria’s mouth popped off of me with a wet sound. “You’ve never had two girls at the same time?” she asked, sounding amazed.








I shook my head. “Nope.”








She grinned in the darkness. “I’m gonna make this even better for you, Jack. Gonna suck your

 

soul


 
out through this big dick…”








With that, Maria began sucking me with a vengeance. Maria’s mouth worked me harder, her moans vibrating against me as she took me deep, her throat tightening around my cock.








“Fuck!” I groaned. I was gripping the steering wheel so hard that my knuckles were turning white, which hadn’t even happened when we were driving down the backroads. “God damn, girl, you know how to treat a guy…”








Kiki pulled me close and kissed me again. “I told you I wanted to be wild,” she said, her eyes gleaming with the beginnings of love and devotion. “You make me feel this way, Jack. You know I was such a good girl before I met you?”








“You’re still good,” I gasped, groping her tits as Maria’s cheeks hollowed around my dick. I could feel her lips grazing my balls every time she took me all the way down her throat. “So fucking good.”








“Yeah?” A naughty look filled the coed’s face. “Why don’t you cum in Maria’s mouth, Jack? Look at the way she’s sucking you. She’s eager. She’s

 

greedy.


 
”








I glanced down. Maria hadn’t broken eye contact the entire time she blew me, yet somehow she’d managed to slide the straps of her little black dress down to show off her bare, brown tits. As I stared, Yukiko’s hand slid down my chest, her fingers brushing the base of my shaft where Maria’s lips met my balls. The combination pushed me right to the brink.








“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips bucking. “Maria, I’m—”








With any other woman I’d ever been with save for the one I’d loved the most, that would have been Maria’s cue to pull off and let me finish on her breasts. Instead, she kept right on sucking, working me

 

harder


 
with her lips and tongue. Her eyes gleamed with triumph as my cock swelled, then jerked, pushing against the back of her throat as the pleasure went blinding.








“Oh my God

 

yes


 
,” Yukiko groaned. “Do it, Jack. I want to watch you cum—!”








A moment later, she got her wish.








I thrust my hips upward into Maria’s mouth, bringing a greedy moan from the gorgeous Latina as she took me all the way down. Then I exploded in her mouth. The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, blinding me as the pleasure coursed through my veins like an expensive drug. Each rapid beat of my heart brought another pulse, another jerk—and another shot of thick, hot cum.








Maria swallowed it all. She sucked down my load like it was liquid gold, moaning and fingering herself as she savored her reward. I shot so much, so much

 

more


 
than I did when I was jerking off that I thought she’d have to cough it up, to choke, to gag. She didn’t. She took me like a pro.








Her swallowing turned to slurps as the pleasure passed its peak. As I came down, her tongue teased the sensitive spot on the underside of my crown. Finally, when I was completely dry, she gave my cock a gentle, almost loving kiss.








When she finally pulled back, she licked her lips, grinning like a cat who’d gotten the cream. “Mmm,

 

papi


 
, you taste so good,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. “I didn’t know the gala was serving

 

dessert


 
tonight along with the drinks.”








Yukiko stared at the older woman like she’d just watched the world’s most captivating lecture. Slowly she started to giggle, shaking her head in disbelief. “That was like a porn movie,” she said, her voice filled with awe. “I didn’t know girls could

 

actually


 
suck dick like that.”








Maria laughed, climbing out of my lap and back into the passenger seat. “You’ve got a lot to learn,

 

mi corazon


 
,” she purred, her Spanish in full bloom now. “In fact, I think this party’s just getting started.”








To my surprise, Maria kept right on moving. She opened the door of my McLaren, letting in a bit of the crisp night air, and stepped outside. In a blink she was in front of us, grinning in the illumination cast by the headlights.








“Come on, both of you,” she called, patting the hood. “Let’s have some fun.”








Yukiko hesitated, then glanced down at my lap. “Oh wow,” she whispered, her jaw dropping open. “You’re still…”








“Yep,” I chuckled. I was still hard, my body buzzing with need despite the release.








She bit her lip. “You think you’ll be able to stay hard for me?” she asked shyly.








In response, I took her by the chin and kissed her. “Honey, you could get a

 

dead man


 
to get hard for you,” I said, running a finger down the side of her face.








She giggled at that. “Weird,” she said. “But charming, too.”








I glanced out the windshield. “Last chance to back out,” I said. “If you’re not ready for this, I understand. You can just watch me and Maria.”








Kiki was already shaking her head. “I want this,” she whispered. “Fuck—promise we won’t tell Marcie?”








I was already keeping plenty of secrets from my boss’s daughter. “Absolutely.”








“Good.” Yukiko’s hand found mine. “Then I’m

 

more


 
than ready to do this.”








Together, we stepped out into the night.














Chapter Eight









It was colder outside than I expected. But the night promised to heat up very soon.








The McLaren’s engine idled, its low growl making me think of a lion at rest. There was no rest in me, though—not with Yukiko and Maria sitting on the hood of my sports car like two models from a magazine.








As I watched, Maria spread her legs, hiking her dress all the way up to her hips. My nostrils flared with surprise as the panties I expected her to be wearing failed to materialize. “Hot damn.”








“No panties,” she said with a smirk, spreading her thighs in invitation. “And no, that doesn’t mean I knew you were going to be at that party. When your dress is that tight, they get in the way even if they’re a thong.” She looked me up and down. “But I’m sure as hell glad I got myself ready for you.”








“Jesus,” I muttered, my cock throbbing at the sight. Maria wasn’t just naked—she was

 

ready


 
for me in a way I’d experienced only a few times in my life. Her swollen mound was completely bald, like she’d just shaved it an hour ago. Her slit glistened with juice.








I’d made her wet, I knew. Just sucking my cock had turned Maria Alvarez on so much she couldn’t contain it. Holy shit.








I tugged my pants down as I approached the hood, gravel crunching beneath my feet. Yukiko turned onto one hip, reaching across Maria’s body and kissing her hard as I took her thighs in my hands and spread them. Watching the two gorgeous women make out like that made my blood boil, and my cock swelled even harder than it had been during my blowjob.








Yukiko moaned into Maria’s mouth, her hands roaming the Latina’s curves. “How is

 

any


 
of this real?” she groaned, her voice tight with pleasure as Maria’s hands skillfully removed her dress. “Fuck, I don’t do things like this. I don’t

 

ever


 
do this—”








Maria cut her off with a kiss. “Yes you do, honey,” she chuckled, giving me the kind of look that men went to war for. “You do it for the right guy. And Mr. Avery is

 

definitely


 
the right guy.”








Slowly, Yukiko nodded. “Fuck yes.”








I didn’t need any further invitation. I just needed to know one thing.








“Who’s first?” I asked, looking from one girl to the other. “I wasn’t kidding when I said this was my first threesome. I’m not really down on all the etiquette.”








They shared a glance. Just the slightest touch of nervousness traveled through Yukiko, and I knew what she was going to say.








“You should take Maria first,” the coed whispered, her hands traveling between her legs. “I’ll get myself ready for you while I watch? Maybe I can, you know, play a little bit, too?”









She’s skittish, even now,


 
I thought.








“That’s totally cool,” I said. “Right, Maria?”








The Latina knew the score. “Absolutely,” she whispered. “You take your time, girlie. Jack’ll still be plenty hard for you when you’re ready…”








Fuck yes I was. I felt like I could go all night.








I pushed the crown of my cock between Maria’s thighs, pushing gently against the entrance to her channel. The car’s vibrations added to the intensity, and the way she lifted her hips to meet me made me feel like a wild animal. Even if someone was in the woods, watching us, I didn’t care. Nothing could stop me from claiming both of these gorgeous beauties as my own.








Yukiko’s hands moved to Maria’s breasts, pinching and teasing them as she stared down at the place where my cock met the older woman’s cunt.. “Fuck her hard, Jack,” Yukiko murmured, her voice dripping with lust. “She loves it. She

 

needs


 
it—”








It was all I needed to hear.








With a grunt I thrust myself forward, impaling Maria on my cock. She let out a cry of pure pleasure as I bottomed out inside of her, the crown of my manhood pressing right up against the entrance to her womb as my shaft stretched her walls.








“Oh fuck,

 

papi,


 
yes!” Maria arched her back and slammed herself down on me,

 

hard


 
. “Fuck me! Fuck me deep! Fuck me

 

proper!


 
”








Holy shit, she felt amazing. Maria was wet, tight, everything a man could ask for. She was twice as responsive as the McLaren as my hips slammed into her, her moans rising into the night loudly enough to echo through the trees as I thrust deep. Every thrust felt better than the one before, and each left my dick covered in more of her sweet, warm honey.








Maria’s hips bucked against me, her nails digging into the hood. “

 

Aye, papi, que rico!


 
” she cried, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Just like that, right there! Don’t fucking stop!”








Yukiko watched, amazed, her fingers deep in her pussy. As I kept on fucking her new best friend into the hood of my car, she discarded what was left of her dress and took off her panties. In a flash, she was naked save for her heels, splayed out on the hood and fingering her wet slit like a pinup girl.








Jesus, she looked amazing. Good enough to fucking eat.








“Fuck, I’m gonna

 

cum


 
,” Maria groaned, her voice dropping a full octave. “Cum inside me, Jack! Fucking bust that load deep in my pussy, fill it up the way you filled my mouth up!”








Dimly, the thought of the condoms in the glove box filtered through my mind. But it was far too late to go and grab those. Besides, I didn’t want to. Maria was probably safe—a professional woman like her was likely on some kind of birth control.








And if she wasn’t?








Fuck. The thought of it made my cock spasm inside of her. Maybe I was more ready to start a family than I thought.








I pounded her as hard as I could, trying to fuck her with so much force that the car rolled backward. The engine thrummed like a heartbeat, adding vibrations that made the Latina shiver with bliss, and I soon found a rhythm that matched the car’s pulse, adding more and more friction to the sex. Soon she was squealing on every thrust, her voice getting louder and louder.








“Yes, fuck, ohmi

 

gawd,


 
please!” Maria could barely form words, but she didn’t need to. She wrapped her legs around me, welcoming me deep into her pussy, and ground her pelvis tight enough to throw sparks. “Go deep,

 

papi!


 
Fuck, I’m gonna cum all over that cock!”








“Cum for him!” Yukiko groaned, her fingers swirling around her clit. “Do it!”








One more hard thrust and Maria was over the edge. The walls of her pussy clenched around me like a fist as she came, a flood of honey coating my cock. Huge, shuddering sobs shook her curvy frame as she rode out the pleasure, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. I lost track of the number of times she said my name, or how many Spanish swear words she injected into her babbling.








A moment later I was right there with her, spilling my seed inside of her pussy. My toes curled with the bliss, my eyes closing to slits in the brightness of the headlights. Even without Yukiko there, without any of the things that led up to this, this night would have been perfect.








And it was about to get even better.








As I came back to myself, I saw Yukiko flip onto all fours. She arched her back, facing the windshield, presenting her dripping slit as she wiggled her ass back and forth for me. Yukiko’s face was pretty and her tits were perky, but that ass was by

 

far


 
her best feature. Japanese girls shouldn’t have been capable of having that much cake, but Yukiko was going to have it and eat it, too.








“Please, Jack,” the coed whimpered, sticking her rear further in the air. “I’m ready for you. I

 

need


 
this. I need you inside me!”








No red-blooded man could turn down a request like that.








I pulled out of Maria, my cock still slick with her juices, and moved to Yukiko. She was even more ready than the realtor, her nether lips puffy and her mound bare save for a thin strip of wine-dark hair above her clit. She groaned as I pushed my cock against her from behind, picking the right angle to grab her hips and go deep.








“You’re so good, Jack,” the coed whimpered. Her voice was like steam leaving the kettle, and her body practically vibrated with arousal. “I like you so much! I mean I really,

 

really


 
like you—!”








Her words broke off into a

 

scream


 
of bliss as I entered her. My fingers dug into Yukiko’s hips as I bottomed out, using them as more leverage to go even deeper into her tight, wet channel. The car shuddered beneath us as I fucked her, the engine roaring in time with my thrusts like the McLaren was cheering me on.








After the fucking she’d got, I half-figured Maria would just lie there and enjoy the show. But she was anything other than idle. Her hands roamed Yukiko’s body as we fucked, sliding down to her swollen clit to tease her or squeezing her pert breasts together as her eyes rolled back in her head.








“Look at you, princess, taking him so good!” Maria’s voice was dark, teasing, a perfect complement to Yukiko’s youthful vitality. “You look so pretty with Jack’s cock inside of you, sweetheart. Does it feel good, rearranging your guts like that?”








“

 

Yes!


 
” Yukiko cried, loud enough that people probably heard her three towns over. “Fuck yes, Jack, don’t stop!”








Maria tangled her fingers in the coed’s hair, holding her cheek to cheek as I tried to fuck Yukiko’s throat from the other side. “He’s not going to stop,” she growled, her dirty talk driving me wild as I thrust into the coed. “He’s going to fuck you until you scream. Fuck you until you’re a whimpering, incoherent mess all over the hood of his expensive sports car…!”








Yukiko was most of the way there already. She threw herself back onto me with reckless abandon, wiggling her hips every few thrusts to really worship my cock. I fucked her madly, passionately, primally deep and hard as I gave myself over fully to my caveman instincts. Yukiko slid further and further up the hood with each thrust, until Maria crawled to the windshield and held the coed’s shoulders, pushing her back onto me as I fucked her.








When I looked up, Maria was staring at me like no woman ever had before.








“Fuck,

 

papi,


 
you’re a sex god!” the Latina groaned. “I can’t believe you tamed my pussy and started fucking this sweet little princess like nothing!”








I felt Yukiko’s walls clench around me, tightening as she approached her orgasm. She was about to go over the edge, and I was going to be right there with her. I couldn’t hold back any longer, even if I wanted to.








“Please,” Yukiko whimpered, burying her face in Maria’s tits as she went face down and ass up on the hood. “Please,

 

please


 
Jack! Fuck, I love it so much! I love

 

you


 
…!”








“He’s gonna cum in you,” Maria panted. “I can see it. He’s getting ready to shoot! Fuck, make that pussy ready for him,

 

chica,


 
get it night and tight for Daddy’s load…!”








A moment later and Yukiko was

 

there.









“Jack!

 

Fuck!


 
” the coed cried, tossing her head back as she came.








If Maria looked like a porn star when she came beneath me, Yukiko made me think of an angel ascending to the heavens. Moonlight glittered on her skin as she went weightless in my arms, crying out in utter bliss as the orgasm she’d been waiting for her whole life crashed through her body. Her walls gripped me like a fist, massaging my cock in a dozen different places as she clamped down on my member.








Orgasm made her tighter than a glove. The friction, the heat—it was too much.








“Yeah!” I roared, shoving Yukiko to the hood with a hard thrust. “I’m cumming!”








I put my hand on the back of the coed’s neck as I hit the peak. If I had thought my third orgasm of the night would be less intense than numbers one and two, I couldn’t have been more wrong. Maybe it was Yukiko’s tight, sorority girl pussy, or maybe it was the way she’d let the L-word slip out from between her lips before she came shuddering all over my cock. Maybe it was the way Maria watched me like a madame showing off her favorite hooker.








Hell. Maybe it was all three.








All I know is that when I shot inside her, I didn’t stop until I felt completely drained. By the time I finished with Yukiko Tanaka, my seed was dribbling down both of her thighs, drops of it hitting the hood of my sports car with a hot sizzle.








She kept me inside of her long past the point where I came back down. When I tried to pull out, she let out a whine, shaking her head. “Keep it there. It feels so good…”








The coed reached for Maria and kissed her, slow and sweet. At the sight of it, my cock gave a final jerk and spurted a jet of seed deep inside of Yukiko’s pussy.








Then I collapsed onto the hood of the McLaren between them, sweaty and satisfied.








Maria sprawled beside me, her black dress bunched around her hips and a satisfied grin on her face. Yukiko nestled against my other side, completely naked with one heel dropped to the gravel, her head resting on my shoulder. The stars above Howard Mill Road sparkled in the firmament, bearing silent witness to the incredible experience we’d just had. Dimly, I hoped no one had overheard us. But if they had, I wouldn’t have much cared.








“Goddamn,” Maria said, her voice husky as she sat up and began smoothing her hair. “That was one for the record books, Jack.”








“You’re telling me,” I said. “You really wanted me all the way back at the condo tour?”








She shot me a wink, her eyes gleaming with mirth. “Hell yes I did. Was that

 

really


 
your first threesome? Or were you just trying to get a better performance out of me?”








I shook my head. There was no point in lying to her. “That was the first time. As for better performances, you two set the bar pretty fucking high. I don’t think anybody’s going to top that.”








“Better not,” Maria agreed with a giggle. “Not unless I’m there,

 

carino.


 
”








Next to me, Yukiko giggled. She was soft and a little shy now that she’d cum, and her fingers traced lazy circles on my arm. “That was incredible,” she whispered, her big doe eyes blinking in the moonlight. “I’ve never… I mean, that was…” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as she met my gaze. “It was my first threesome, too.”








Maria grinned. “What’d you think?”








Yukiko sighed happily, leaning back on the hood and closing her eyes. “Fucking

 

amazing


 
.”








I chuckled, pulling her closer for a moment. Maria looked like she knew what she was doing, but someone like Yukiko would probably appreciate a little aftercare. I kissed her gently, stroking her hair as she held herself against me.








“You okay?” I asked. “Really?”








She rolled over, her breasts pushing into my chest. “I mean, what we just did is absolutely crazy,” she said. “They’d probably kick me out of Delta Rho if they knew. And I

 

know


 
my parents would go apeshit if they saw me like this. Probably cut off my tuition, too.”








“If that happened, I’d take care of it,” I said without thinking.








Both women started. I don’t think they’d realized I was

 

that


 
rich.








“But yeah,” Kiki said. “I’m good.

 

Really


 
good.”








“I’m glad you had fun,” Maria said, sliding off of the hood. She adjusted the straps on her dress and smoothed it down in the back until the parts of her I enjoyed most were all covered up. She still looked like she’d been partying, but if someone saw her they wouldn’t immediately assume she’d been rode hard and put away wet. “We’ll have to do this again sometime.” She gazed out into the woods. “We should probably head back now, though.”








Yukiko nodded, then grabbed her dress and discarded heel from the road. “Yeah, before some backwoods guy with a pickup catches us out here.”








Maria laughed, the sound rich and carefree, and sauntered to the passenger door. Yukiko followed, her steps slower, her eyes lingering on me with a softness that made my chest tighten.








After everything we’d been through that night, the drive back to Stillwell couldn’t help but be a bit of an anticlimax. The drive out of town had been filled with adventure and lust, and now we were all satiated. I kept to the speed limit as we hit the main road and started back to campus, paying attention to all the signs along the way. The

 

last


 
thing I needed was to get pulled over with these two in the car.








The McLaren purred like a happy kitten, its engine a low hum as the mountain road gave way to the lights of Stillwell. Maria lounged in the front seat, her legs up on the dashboard, casually checking the messages on her phone as we approached the art museum’s parking lot.








When we got there, she gave me a kiss. “Thank you for a wonderful time,

 

carino,


 
” she said, her tone light and breezy. “Do it again sometime soon?”








“We’ve still got that date tomorrow,” I reminded her. “If you’re still interested…”








She met my grin with one of her own. “I should be just about recovered by then,” she chuckled. “Kiki, you can come too if you’re up for it.”








“Maybe,” Yukiko whispered.








A knowing look flickered across my realtor’s face. “The next five months are going to be a lot of fun,” she said, leaning over and planting another kiss on my cheek. “It’s not every day you meet a gentleman who turns into a total beast when you take your panties off.” She glanced back at Yukiko, then at me, her smile pure sin. “Don’t be a stranger, right?”








I understood her perfectly. “Right,” I said, nodding.








As Maria sauntered back to her car, a little wobbly but utterly satisfied, I thought about the meaning behind her words. She’d chosen that

 

five months


 
bit intentionally. Her words were clear—she wanted me, but not long-term. For Maria, this was a fun, exciting fling with one of her clients. Hot and intense, but not long-term.









Fuckbuddies, they call it,


 
I thought. No strings, no feelings, just nights like this.

 

Hell. I’m alright with that. Keep it casual. Keep my options open.









“Hey.” Yukiko’s voice was quiet in the backseat. “Can I ride up front with you now?”








I patted the passenger seat. “Of course you can,” I said. “Maria was just keeping it warm for you.”








The coed climbed into the front and buckled up. She was quiet for most of the drive back to the dormitories, her gaze intense and faraway at the same time. Like she was thinking through a few things.








Finally, as we neared her building, she spoke. “Jack?”








I glanced over at her. “Yes, princess?”








She blushed.

 

Deep.









Oh, yes, Yukiko liked being called

 

princess.


 
Liked it the same way Samantha liked being called

 

babygirl,


 
I suspected.








“That was… really intense,” she said, struggling to find the right words. “But I liked it. I really,

 

really


 
liked it, actually.” She glanced out the window, her lips forming a tight little line. “And not because of Maria. Don’t get me wrong, she’s

 

scorching


 
hot, but…”








“But it was more me,” I said, finishing her thought. “Right.”








Yukiko hesitated, then leaned over, resting her head against my shoulder. Her hand took my free one and held it, squeezing as I pulled into the dorm’s parking lot.








“I think I could get used to this,” Yukiko said, peering up at me through her lashes. “To

 

you.


 
Being around you, doing things together… I mean, we can have fun like we did with Maria, don’t get me wrong! I just…I mean—”








She didn’t need to tell me. I could already read it on her face.








Maria wanted to be my hot little fuckbuddy. Yukiko wanted something else entirely.








She wasn’t just talking about hookups. She wanted something more. Hell, I could practically see hearts in her eyes when she looked at me. She might have said she wanted to be wild and untamed, but part of me already wondered if she was dreaming about white picket fences. Or at least having a toothbrush at my place.








Did I want that? From her? God, it was hard. She was such a good girl.








“Listen,” I said, trying to strike a balance. “I like you, too. A lot. All of this

 

is


 
pretty sudden, though, you know that?”








Yukiko nodded. “I get that,” she said. “You’re here for the rest of the semester, right?”








“Right.” Five months. Four and a half, more like it, but still quite a while.








“Let’s take it one night at a time, then,” the coed said. “We’ll see where this goes. You can give me that much, right? A chance to see if this turns into something deeper?”








I nodded. Yukiko was worth that much, at least. And a whole lot more.








She smiled from ear to ear. “Awesome. Who knows, maybe we’ll end up having your

 

second


 
threesome with some other girl. Maybe someone at Delta Rho.”








A spike of anxiety filled my gut at the thought Yukiko had figured me out, but I quickly pushed it down. “Maybe. You enjoyed that as much as I did?”








Yukiko cocked her head to the side. “I enjoyed watching you,” she said, musing on it. “Don’t get me wrong, Maria is gorgeous and having her there was a total blast. And I would

 

absolutely


 
be down to have another girl in bed with us if you wanted to do that again. But…”








“But what?” I asked.








Yukiko made a face. “I was kind of more into watching you with another woman than I was in fooling around with Maria,” she admitted. “I don’t know what that makes me. I’m still kind of figuring out this whole sexuality thing, and I’m not really sure if I like girls or just the idea of sharing a guy with another girl! God, it’s all so confusing…”








I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “I think that makes you

 

human


 
,” I said. “Not every sorority girl needs to be bisexual, Kiki. I’m certainly not going to hold it against you if you prefer men to other women.”








Yukiko nodded. “I know. But Jack…”








Suddenly her lips were against my ear.








“If I’m going to be your girlfriend, I want to be a

 

good


 
girlfriend, you know?” she asked. Her voice crackled with lust, so much so that even after three orgasms I felt it right down to the base of my cock. “And if that means kissing your cock with another campus cutie and swallowing your cum together, then I’m one hundred percent there.” She leaned back, smirking. “Just know that when we do it that

 

you’re


 
the one who’s making me wet, and not her.”








Holy shit. “I definitely don’t have a problem with that,” I told her.








Yukiko gave me a kiss, then slipped out of the McLaren. “Tonight was incredible,” she said, her voice soft. “I mean it, Jack. Call me, okay? Not just for… this.”








“I will,” I promised, squeezing her hand as she stepped out. “I can’t wait to see you again, Kiki.”








She smiled. “Me either.”








That smile lingered in my mind as she disappeared into the sorority house.








Once Yukiko was safely inside, I pulled out of the parking lot and drove back to my condo. The memory of the night I’d just had—the moans, the whimpers, the hot feeling of not one but two women’s pussies wrapped around my prick—stuck with me, and would for a long time. I couldn’t believe that had really just happened to me.








“My first threesome,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “Only took me forty-one years. You’ve really grown up, Jack.”








I rolled down the windows and turned on the radio as I drove across town. As if the universe were recognizing the sheer number of women who wanted something to do with me lately, that awful 90’s jam band song about the two princes started blaring from the speakers. For once, I let it run. By the time I reached the parking lot of my condo, I was even singing along with the chorus.








I made my way through the lobby and up the elevator. My body ached, but it was a pleasant ache, and I was already looking forward to a hot shower and a change of clothes. I checked the watch Maria had made such a big deal out of and noticed how surprisingly early it still was.

 

Huh,


 
I thought.

 

Maybe I can throw on a movie or something…









I opened the door of my apartment and froze.








The lights were all on. I’d cut them off before I left. The TV was on even though I’d turned it off, playing reruns of some trashy reality show from the early 2000’s.








And sitting on my couch like she’d been waiting for me a while was a familiar sight.








Samantha Lowry.








The Queen Bee of the Delta Rho sorority rose from the couch, a knowing smirk written across her face. “

 

Finally,


 
” giving me a grin that promised trouble and more. “I was beginning to think you were never going to show up, Daddy. Long night?”
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If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?









Augmenting: The Magic Glasses










The Magic Glasses











When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings!










Return of The Magic Glasses











When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control?










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 cheerleader



 

Casey 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!
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