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Chapter One









“Babygirl? What the hell are you doing here?”








Samantha Lowry stood in the middle of my living room, as relaxed and in control as if I’d invited her in for a drink. Behind her, the sliding glass door leading to my balcony lay open about six inches, letting in a gentle night breeze. Her purse lay on the coffee table; on the TV, some talking heads blathered about nothing at a volume too quiet for me to hear.








It was late, I was tired, and she was the last person I’d expected to see.








“I wanted to come and talk to you,” Samantha said, looking me up and down. “I dropped in a couple of hours ago. Honestly, I expected you to be home already. You and Kiki must have had a really late night.” She flashed a knowing smile. “How was the gala?”









Oh, hell,


 
I thought, realizing how much trouble I might be in.

 

Does she already know?


 

Did Miss Delta Rho have spies at the charity gala, watching Yukiko and me?









“It went well,” I told Samantha. “We didn’t end up staying too long.”








Samantha blinked. The look on her face told me she

 

hadn’t


 
known that, actually. “Really? Where did the two of you go—?”








“I’m asking the questions,” I growled, taking a step forward. I’d been stunned when I walked into my apartment to find Samantha Lowry waiting for me. So stunned, in fact, that I hadn’t been thinking clearly until now. “What the hell are you doing

 

here


 
, Samantha? In my apartment?”








Samantha shivered. All five-foot-nothing of her trembled in her high heels, her eyes going big and wide like a girl in a Renaissance painting. “What do you mean, Daddy?”









Daddy.


 
There was that word again.








I couldn’t lie. Over the last couple of weeks, it had become just about my favorite word in the world. I’d never realized how much I liked being called it until I’d heard it drip from Samantha Lowry’s lips in the bathroom of Delta Rho’s sorority house. When she purred it in my ear in bed, or whimpered it on the balcony of my condo as she bounced up and down on my lap, it made me feel like an animal who’d broken out of his cage. Like I was

 

alive


 
for the first time, after fifteen years of deadening my feelings with my career pursuits.








I owed Samantha Lowry a lot. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t a brat sometimes.








And tonight, she’d crossed a line.








“I don’t recall giving you a key to my apartment, babygirl,” I said, my tone firm. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy to see you. I’ve been looking for you all week. But if you

 

broke into


 
my condo, we’re going to have to have a serious talk about boundaries…”








Samantha’s face lit up as I spoke. “It was nothing like that, Daddy,” the blonde said, folding her hands between her thighs. It never failed to amaze me how the absolute

 

dirtiest


 
girls in the world could do that—could make themselves look so sweet and innocent that you almost couldn’t believe they’d ever thought of breaking a rule in their whole lives. “When I got here and saw you weren’t home, I buzzed the building’s superintendent. That didn’t work, and I was about to give up. Then I saw the big sales billboard out on the lawn for the company that owns the building.”








A horrible suspicion nagged at the back of my mind. “You did what?”








“The lady on the line was very nice,” Samantha said in a tone that was too innocent by half. “I told her that my

 

Daddy


 
lives in the building, and that I wanted to surprise him. She asked me a couple of questions, then gave me a code to get inside.” The coed smiled wide, showing her teeth. “She was

 

really


 
helpful. Super willing to help a young girl in need!”








The suspicion hardened into a certainty. “Babygirl, who did you talk to?”








Samantha nibbled her bottom lip, as brazen as a girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “Oh, I don’t know!” she said breezily. “She sounded really sweet. Kept saying words in Spanish every now and then…”









Fuck.


 
“Maria?” I asked, already knowing the answer. “Maria Alvarez?”








Samantha’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. “That’s it! Gosh, I’m surprised you remember her. Although she

 

did


 
sell you this condo, so she must have made quite an impression—”








I was already in motion.








I couldn’t control myself. Something about the smug look on Samantha’s face made me want to bend her over my knee and spank her until she begged for my forgiveness. The fact that she

 

wanted


 
it, that she’d been taunting me about Maria in the hopes that it would enrage me enough to take it out on her gorgeous twenty-something body, only made it all the sweeter.








In the blink of an eye Samantha was off her feet. I grabbed her by the hips and shoved her up against a nearby wall, so close that I could feel her body heat. For a moment shock filled her features—then she realized what I’d done and groaned, licking her lips.








“I must have struck a chord, Daddy,” the coed purred, sliding a leg between my thighs. “I didn’t expect you to go

 

this


 
unhinged, but I really like it—”








“Do you think this is a

 

GAME


 
?” I roared.








She fell silent. For a second, I didn’t sound like Jackson Avery, the hardworking engineer who’d come to Stillwell University to finish my long-neglected degree. I sounded like the man who’d found two frat boys about to do horrible things to my boss’s daughter and nearly put both of them in the hospital. I sounded like a wild animal.








Spots of color rose to Samantha’s cheeks. She melted against me, and I could practically see the hearts in her eyes. Why was it always

 

that


 
that turned these college girls into puddles of lust and need?








“You gave me the best night of my fucking life,” I growled, looking Samantha straight in the eye. “Then you ruined it by trying to

 

blackmail


 
me by keeping Marcie from pledging Delta Rho unless I became the errand boy for your sorority!”








“I didn’t mean that,” Samantha said quickly. All her teasing was gone: she spoke quickly and submissively, like she’d just realized she’d gone too far. “I’m sorry, Jack—”








I slammed my hand into the wall next to her head. Samantha let out a terrified

 

eep,


 
her thighs clenching together as something more primal than civilization itself boiled over inside of her core.








“Holy shit, Daddy!” the coed gasped. She gave me the same smile she’d had on her face that first night in the Delta Rho house—the one where she looked like she’d just won the fucking lottery. “I know, I’ve been bad.

 

So


 
bad. Please punish me, please? I need it like you wouldn’t believe—”








A growl of frustration filled the back of my throat. Part of me wanted to throw her over my shoulder, carry her to the bedroom and do exactly what she suggested. But it would have felt like giving in and letting her win, even if I was the one dominating her sexually. It would have felt like letting her off the hook.








No. She wasn’t going to wriggle out of the consequences that easily. Not yet.








“You bailed on me, babygirl,” I said, removing my hand from the wall. I put a little distance between myself and Samantha and heard her whine with frustration, her body as taut as a spring. I couldn’t lie—it felt good to know I had that kind of power over her. “All week, you’ve been as tough to find as a needle in a haystack. You rocked my world, and then you turned into a ghost.”








Samantha’s lips formed a tight little line. I don’t think she’d realized until that very moment how badly she’d fucked up by playing her little power games.








“I’m sorry,” she said, sounding contrite for the first time since she’d entered my apartment. “You’re absolutely right, Daddy. You’ve helped me out twice now and I’ve been nothing but rotten to you in return.” She let out a little laugh, unable to meet my eye. “I owe you. I owe you

 

big


 
, and I know that.”








I wondered if she’d phrased it that way on purpose. Samantha Lowry was Marcie’s ‘big’—her mentor at Stillwell, the person shepherding my boss’s daughter through the process of pledging Delta Rho. Marcie thought the world of her. Finding out that her idol and her father’s best friend were hooking up behind her back would probably destroy her.








I grimaced as I thought about it. Samantha saw it and misunderstood.








“I really am sorry,” she insisted, putting a hand on my chest. “I shouldn’t have ghosted you. And I

 

definitely


 
shouldn’t have shown up unannounced at your apartment after disappearing for a week.”








“Babygirl,” I grunted. “That might have been the one thing you

 

did


 
do right.”








The blonde nibbled her bottom lip, giving me a look like the two of us were about to get into some serious trouble. “Why don’t you and I go out on the balcony?” she asked, gesturing with her chin at the partially-open sliding glass door. “It’s a beautiful night outside. Maybe you could grab me a blanket?”








I frowned at that. If Samantha thought wrapping her naked body in a blanket and bouncing up and down in my lap was the fast track to forgiveness, then…well, she probably wasn’t

 

that


 
far from the mark. But I wasn’t going to forget this anytime soon.








“Maybe,” I told her, savoring the look of shock in her eyes when I didn’t immediately agree. “First, there’s a couple of things I need to know.”








Samantha recovered quickly. She batted her long eyelashes and stared up at me innocently, the very picture of feminine grace. “Of course, Daddy. For you, I’m an open book.”









I sincerely doubt that,


 
I thought.








“Why have you been running from me this last week?” I asked. “Why ask me to meet you at the Delta Rho house, then leave me with Yukiko instead?”








Samantha made a face. “Why? Um, I don’t know, Daddy. Maybe it had something to do with you promising to fuck all of my sorority sisters and parade them around in front of me?”








That wasn’t

 

exactly


 
what I’d promised. But it was true that I’d threatened Samantha with the notion of me ‘dating’ the other young women in Delta Rho. In my defense, I’d still been reeling from the realization that Samantha’s mentor was the same woman I’d taken back to my apartment after the frat party and unleashed fifteen years of pent-up sexual frustration on. I’d reacted poorly to her ‘jokes’ about her ability to decide whether or not Marcie made it into Delta Rho or not, and I’d lashed out. She

 

deserved


 
it, but that didn’t make it right.








I couldn’t help but think about the way things would be right now if she’d acted differently. If she’d tried to lock me down instead of toying with me. She could have had me as her

 

man,


 
instead of her rival.








But then I never would have had that incredible night with Yukiko and Maria. So maybe I was exactly where I was meant to be after all.








“That’s part of it,” I said, searching Samantha’s eyes. “But it’s not the whole story.”








My babygirl didn’t miss a beat. “Does there have to be some grand conspiracy behind it, Daddy? I had a lot of business to take care of with the sorority this week. I didn’t have

 

time


 
for fun.” I caught a glimpse of her soft pink tongue as she nibbled on her bottom lip. “I thought about you, though. Several times. And the stuff we did when we were right here a week ago…”








She stepped forward, recovering some of her boldness.








“Have you been thinking about it, too, Daddy?” she asked, her body radiating heat as she pressed it against me. “I know you have. You haven’t been able to get it out of your head, just like I haven’t. It was

 

so


 
good.”








My hands went to her waist. I nodded.








She grinned wickedly. “You know I did more than just

 

think,


 
right? My fingers aren’t anything like yours, Daddy—it was like eating health food when what you really need is a steak.” Her cheeks burned, her eyes taking on a glassy sheen as arousal coursed through her body. “I wanted to send you pictures. Videos. I wanted to drive you

 

crazy


 
, which scared the hell out of me because I’ve never felt like this with a guy before!”









Fuck.


 
I was trying to stay mad at her, but I was hard. I mean,

 

it


 
was hard.








“I mean it, Daddy.” Samantha was practically panting now, her fingers tracing swirls on my chest as she batted her eyelashes up at me. “Fuck it, the truth is

 

that’s


 
why I’ve been avoiding you this week. You’ve… it’s like you’ve unlocked something inside of me. Something I didn’t even know had a fucking padlock on it until you came around with the key.” Her hand strayed lower, towards the obvious bulge in my slacks. “I’m a powerful girl, Daddy. I don’t shy away from it—there’s no point in denying the obvious. I have all the students and most of the teachers at Stillwell wrapped around my finger. But you…”








“Tell me,” I growled. I knew what she was going to say, but I wanted to hear her say it. I wanted the words to come from those soft, pouty lips.








“You’ve got some kinda hold on me,” she admitted, laughing a little bit. “And I’m not used to that. I’m not used to letting a man take

 

control


 
of me the way you do.” Her lips formed a tight little line, and I knew that right now I was seeing the real her. “So maybe it took me a little time to adjust to that.”








My gaze traveled to the open crack of the sliding glass door onto the balcony. The breeze that blew through was pleasant, with just a hint of a chill: a good night to sit outside under the stars wrapped in a blanket. I glanced back at Samantha and smiled.








“If you’re obsessed with me, you’ve got a funny way of showing it,” I said, shaking my head with a chuckle. “You’re telling me you were scared I was going to take all your sorority sisters from you, babygirl, but you practically handed Yukiko to me on a silver platter. I really couldn’t believe you’d do that.”








Samantha smirked and rolled her eyes.  “Yukiko? Please. She’s such a little goody-two-shoes. Plus she’s going through all that stuff with her parents. I doubt she has much time for romance…”








She trailed off, seeing the look on my face. Slowly, her expression changed.








“

 

No,


 
” Samantha whispered. She sounded like she couldn’t decide whether to be proud or horrified. “No, Daddy, you didn’t!”








I didn’t say a word. I didn’t have to. My silence spoke volumes.








“But you only got home from the gala a few minutes ago,” Samantha blurted, her brain struggling to catch up to what she’d just realized. “You didn’t bring her back with you. You didn’t take her out on the balcony. You couldn’t have…”








I chuckled, fully aware of how awkward this had just become. “We, uh, went for a little drive after we left the casino night,” I explained.








Samantha’s jaw hung open. “You took Yukiko on a

 

drive


 
?”









No sense in sugarcoating it now,


 
I thought. “Her… and another woman, too.”








You could have knocked Samantha Lowry over with a feather. “What!?”








Slowly, I nodded.








Her hand went to her chest. If she could have gotten away with it, she would have swooned. “You’re joking,” she said, sounding as if she were trying to convince herself yet already knowing she was wrong. “I can’t believe it. Holy shit, Daddy, you’ve been a

 

bad


 
man…!”








I couldn’t help but smirk at that. “I did try and warn you, babygirl. I swear I wasn’t like this before I met you.”








Part of me felt tempted to remind her of the promise I’d made back at Gabrielle’s. But I kept my mouth shut. Surely Samantha already knew, and was probably kicking herself for not jumping all over me when she had the chance.








The blonde coed shook her head, looking confused. “Who the hell else did you hook up with?” she asked, flabbergasted. “I didn’t know any other Delta Rho’s were going to the charity gala.”








I weighed my desire for privacy against the urge to tell the truth and found the latter stronger than the former. “Yukiko and I ran into my realtor while we were at the gala,” I explained, the mental picture of Maria in her skintight dress filling my mind. “She decided to come on that drive with us.”








I watched the realization blossom on her face. A curious sort of horror filled Samantha’s features as it clicked. “Your… realtor? The lady I called to let me into this building?”








“Maria,” I said. “Maria Alvarez.”








One of Samantha’s hands went to her stomach, like the wind went out of her. “Then I guess the joke is on me, Daddy,” she said, taking a step backwards with her shoulders on the wall. “All this time, I thought you were pining for me, but you were out there screwing my lieutenant and anyone else who’d hop onto the hood of that car for you!”








I didn’t like that she’d so easily guessed how I’d taken Yukiko and Maria. But I supposed it was the obvious answer, and I shouldn’t have been surprised.








Even more than that, though, I didn’t like her tone. Who was she to judge me?








“Again, babygirl, I

 

did


 
warn you,” I said, spreading my hands. “You knew this was going to happen, and your response was to disappear on me for a week. You can’t blame me for playing the field when you were too afraid to

 

take


 
the damned field.”








I’d hoped she’d understand, but Samantha looked even more aghast than before. “So what are you saying?” she blurted, sounding like she was on the verge of tears. “That I was just some easy fucking lay you managed to pick up at Delta Rho? Did I really mean nothing to you, Daddy? Did that

 

night


 
mean nothing to you?”








My heart thundered against my breastbone. Samantha’s words sent blood rushing in my ears; they made me want to roar. Made me want to pin her up against the wall again and use my fingers on her until her pussy was wet instead of her eyes.








“Babygirl,” I said, the word coming out as a growl. “You have no fucking idea how much that night meant to me. I’m not sure you ever could.”








To my surprise, the coed’s expression softened. “Then explain it to me,” she whispered.








Hmm?








“I’m a

 

woman


 
, Jack,” she said with a laugh, using my name instead of the D-word for almost the first time since the two of us had met. “We live on compliments. Besides, you’ve already told me you’re screwing other coeds. It’s not like you’re going to upset me any worse than I already am.”








“You’re upset?” I asked.








Samantha blanched. “A little.” She shook herself, and the feeling vanished. “So tell me. Please.” She hesitated. “

 

Daddy


 
.”








So we were back to the D-word. Hearing it come from her lips after my little confession filled me with more relief than I cared to think about.








Now, what to say?








Instinct told me to refrain from showing any weakness. Samantha didn’t need to know about my past; hearing it would only have made things too serious, too ‘real’. Girls her age weren’t into that. They wanted to have

 

fun


 
, not to comfort some middle-aged guy about his past traumas.








So I kept Lauren’s name out of it. And reached for an easier explanation.








“Would you believe me,” I said with a rakish grin, “if I told you you were the first woman I took to bed with me in fifteen years?”








Somehow, this confession hit Samantha harder than all the others. She looked even more shocked than when I told her I’d nailed Yukiko and my realtor at the same time on the hood of my car; like the entire foundations of her world had just been rocked off their axes.








“You’re serious?” she asked.








I nodded. “Yes.”








“No girlfriends?” Samantha’s mouth moved soundlessly between sentences. “No one-night stands? No hookups?”








“Nothing like that,” I said, clearing my throat. God, it really did sound weird.








“I… I don’t know what to say,” Samantha replied. “I mean, I believe you, of course! I just… that’s crazy, Daddy!”








I agreed with her.








I don’t think I realized just

 

how


 
crazy it sounded until I said it out loud.








“I’m trying to make up for lost time,” I explained. “Maybe I’m going at it a little harder than a man my age should, but after fifteen years of being blind I’m not about to start living my life back in the slow lane.”








Samantha blinked. “What does that mean?” she asked. “You were blind?”








Crap. I’d never told her about any of this, had I? Part of me assumed Marcie had mentioned it when she told her big all about her father’s best employee.








“Not physically,” I said, wondering how much I ought to say. “Just emotionally. I… I went through some things, babygirl. I kept my head down and let my work become my whole life. I was so good at it that I stopped living and settled for just

 

existing.


 
”








Samantha nodded sagely. “I’ve heard of guys like that. Is that why you came to Stillwell in the first place? To snap out of it?”








I shook my head. “It was my boss’s idea,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Believe me, I wasn’t into the idea. But then, the night of the party, when Marcie was in trouble…”








I trailed off. Neither of us needed me to say the next part out loud.








Samantha stepped forward and took my hand. “You met me,” she whispered.








I nodded. “I met you,” I said, putting my free hand on her cheek. “And you—shit, babygirl you rocked my world—”








In the blink of an eye, Samantha’s lips were on mine. The blonde coed went up on tiptoe, bracing herself against the wall for leverage as she pressed her tight, athletic body against mine. My hands went to her tiny waist, pulling her to me as her mouth opened beneath my own.








By the time Samantha broke the kiss, both of us felt like springs that had been wound too taut. “Take me to the balcony,” she whispered, her voice smoke and sex. “Now.”








I blinked. “But I just told you—”








“I don’t care,” Samantha said, shaking her head. A trace of mirth danced in her eyes. “Fuck, if what you’re telling me is true then I’m

 

glad


 
you got laid. Fifteen fucking years!”








“Fifteen fucking years,” I grunted. “Too long.”








“

 

Way


 
too long,” Samantha agreed. "I know there's a story behind that, Daddy, and I'm ready to hear it whenever you're ready to tell it to me. But right now, there's something else I need from you."








Samantha launched herself into my arms. Her thighs gripped me tight as my fingers dug into her sides, moving deftly from just holding her to holding her upright. One hand slid around to her ass and cupped it for leverage, squeezing her pert bottom like I already owned it.








Hell, maybe I did.








"You mean you didn't come to my apartment in the middle of the night just to

 

talk


 
?" I teased.








She laughed. "Of course not!"








"Babygirl!" My voice was thick with mock outrage. "I had no idea you could be so filthy! Dropping in for a booty call without even giving me a head's up..."








Samantha giggled, all previous friction between us forgotten. "I haven't even shown you yet how filthy I can be," she whispered, running her fingers through my salt-and-pepper hair. She let out a groan as her nails dug into my scalp, and I knew that if she still had the upper hand she'd have torn my clothes off by now. "Let me be a good girl for you, Daddy. Let me stay here tonight and I'll fuck you so good that even two girls at the same time won't be able to compete!"








Holy shit. God

 

damn


 
did Samantha ever understand the assignment.








I was about to tell her exactly that; that she was welcome under my roof just as long as she wanted to be there. And then I'd show her with my body exactly what kind of treatment she could expect while she was my guest.








Unfortunately, that was when the sound of breaking glass reached my ears.








And my night got a whole lot more complicated.













Chapter Two









"Daddy!?" Samantha stiffened in my arms, her eyes going as wide as saucers. "What the hell was that—?”








I was already in motion.








I slid the coed back to the carpet as I raced for the sliding glass door leading onto my balcony, double-timing it across my apartment. I

 

knew


 
that sound, just like I knew it meant trouble for somebody. I wouldn't have been able to hear it if Samantha hadn't left the balcony door open a crack—without that, I'd have had no idea. I thanked her for it in the back of my brain, even as a feeling of dread filled my gut.








A blast of chilly night air washed over me as I stepped out onto the balcony. Despite the late hour, the skyline of Stillwell still twinkled; this town could rival New York City with how seriously it took its nightlife. So many lights made it easy to see the parking lot of my condo complex, where dozens of vehicles sat waiting silently for their owners.








All save for one. One that was

 

screaming.









There was another crash, and more broken glass littered the pavement. Someone laughed, and as the laugh faded, a set of headlights automatically cut on and lit up the parking lot.








I knew them well. They were the headlights of my MacLaren.

 

My car.









Two figures crouched next to the driver’s side door of the vehicle. I couldn’t make out either of their faces—they wore masks, the bastards—but the objects in their hands couldn’t have been clearer if they both had spotlights right over top of their heads. One of them, the shorter and stockier of the two, carried a hammer—the same hammer he’d just used to smash the window of my car.








The other carried a red container of gasoline.









Jesus Christ!


 
I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to put two and two together. Something very, very bad was about to happen to the vehicle I’d spent a significant chunk of my working life saving up to buy.








Who could do such a thing? Who would even want to? Even in that panic-filled moment, several possibilities occurred to me—one stronger and more obvious than all the others. But I didn’t bother giving voice to it, or telling Samantha what I suspected.








I had more important things to do.








“Hurry up!” A voice shouted. I was pretty sure I recognized that voice, too, and that I’d heard it not too long ago in Professor Kovarsky’s film class. “Before somebody comes!”








Somebody was coming, alright. And it was the one man on Earth those two chucklefucks probably least wanted to see.








There was no time for hesitation. Hesitation meant watching the leather interior of my sports car go up in flames. A moment’s pause could mean the difference between stopping those two mystery men in their tracks or letting them turn the car on who’s hood I’d made love with two of the most beautiful women I’d ever met into a Roman candle. When I pictured the blaze it would make, I shook myself and ran.








Samantha stared at me in confusion as I reentered the living room. “What the hell is happening out there—?”








“Call the cops,” I growled, hoping that I’d have things settled long before they arrived. “

 

Now.


 
”








Before the beautiful coed could speak a word of protest, I was off.









No point in waiting for the elevator,


 
I thought, jogging down the hall.

 

Fuck, I hope the maintenance man doesn’t lock those stairwells at night…









He didn’t. It probably would have been a fire hazard if he did.








I took the stairs three at a time, moving with a speed and ferocity that shocked me. The panic I’d felt upon first seeing broken glass littering the parking lot had already begun to fade, replaced with a strange feeling that made the corners of my lips curl in a vicious smirk.








Hell. Was I actually

 

excited


 
about this shit?








Don’t get me wrong—I was still mad as hell. I loved that fucking car. But at the end of the day, even my MacLaren was just an object. A

 

thing.


 
Losing it would hurt, to be sure, but it could be replaced. Possessions always could be, unless they were irreplaceable—and I’d never bought myself anything

 

that


 
fancy.








It wasn’t until I reached the lobby of the condo complex that I realized what this feeling really was.








Relief.








I wasn’t afraid of that little shit Trevor, or any of his goons. Cargo Pants’s warning about how ‘wealthy and connected’ his family was in Stillwell didn’t faze me at all—I sensed I was a hell of a lot wealthier than he was, and my Rolodex could probably put a hurting on his parents’. I knew I had nothing to fear from him when it came to his petty threats of revenge over the way I’d humiliated him at the Delta Rho sorority party.








In the back of my head, a part of me had been worried he’d try something with Marcie. Or another one of the Delta Rho girls.

 

That


 
would have been beyond the pale; a truly unforgivable act. But he hadn’t, the dumbass.








He hadn’t even come after

 

me.


 
He was going to vandalize my fucking car instead.









Not if I have anything to say about it,


 
I thought, my grim smile turning into a predator’s scowl.








By the time I reached the parking lot, the whole place stank of gasoline. The taller of the two figures was pouring the can of gasoline directly onto the driver’s seat of the MacLaren, sloshing the stuff all over the place. It puddled around his feet, faintly gleaming in the moonlight. Beside him, his accomplice practically jumped up and down with anxiety.








I cupped a hand around my mouth. “Trevor!” I roared.








Until that moment, I’d been ninety-nine percent certain of the identity of the masked figure getting ready to torch my MacLaren. When his head gave a jerk of recognition at the sound of his own name, moving almost despite himself, that last percent of doubt disappeared completely.








“Shit!” the second man—Cargo Pants, by the sound of him—hissed. “Fucking run!”








He shared a panicked glance at his partner, clearly expecting him to book it. He didn’t. Instead, the man who could only be Trevor reached into his pocket, fishing for something.








I had no idea what nasty surprise the college kid had for me. Whatever it was, I didn’t want to see it.








Neither did Cargo Pants. He took one more look at Trevor and bolted, his courage finally failing him. As he ran, a part of me wished his courage had failed to kick in a lot earlier—early enough for him to turn down this hairbrained scheme from the start. Part of me wished he’d just listened to me after Kovarsky’s lesson and stayed out of trouble.








But only a very small part.








“Step away from my car!” I roared, walking towards Trevor. Even with a mask covering the bottom half of his face, he looked like a smarmy little shit. His eyes gleamed with malice, and had a glaze over them that made me think he’d either smoked or snorted a little performance booster before getting Cargo Pants to drive him over to my place. “I warned you I was going to kick your ass the next time I saw you, Trevor!”








Trevor didn’t run. Instead, he pulled the item he’d been concealing from his jacket and held it aloft. His fingers flashed, and a tiny flame lit up the night.








A fucking

 

lighter.


 
Of course.








“You shouldn’t have fucked with me, old man!” Trevor growled. He held the lighter out towards the driver’s side window of the MacLaren, clearly intending to drop it on the gasoline-soaked seat inside. “Kiss your mid-life crisis mobile goodbye, jackass!”








I sprang at him. Yet even as I did, I knew in my heart I was too late. Twenty-five feet of asphalt separated me from Trevor—by the time I had my hands around his throat, my sports car would be burning. I whispered a silent prayer of thanks for all the miles it had carried me as I ran, focusing on the college kid instead of the car he was about to burn.








Trevor snarled, twisting his mask. He shoved his hand into the interior of the car.








And all the lights inside the MacLaren kicked on.








An instant later, a shriek like a banshee cut through the night. The headlights flashed on and off, bathing our battle in staccato bursts of light and darkness. I was invisible for a moment as I closed the distance, then backlit by the beams, then shrouded in shadows once more. It happened so quickly that I had no time to be startled.








But Trevor did. He hadn’t expected it—he jerked away, and the lighter fell from his fingers to land on the asphalt next to the MacLaren instead of inside. His head jerked towards my condo building, his eyes widening, and I glanced to the side as I ran to see what he was staring at.








Samantha Lowry stood on my balcony, her arm outstretched like the carved woman on the prow of a pirate ship. In her hand she clutched my car keys, which must have fallen out of my pocket when I’d pinned her up against the wall.








Her thumb was pressing the ‘ALARM’ button so hard that her knuckles turned white.








“You!?” The word was a strangled cry; Trevor looked honestly shocked to see Samantha in my apartment. “What the fuck…!?”








It was as far as he got.








I tackled Trevor, pinning him up against the driver’s side door of the MacLaren. At the same time, I hit the lighter on the ground with the side of my shoe, kicking it away from the puddles of gasoline surrounding my car. It bounced a couple of times, the flame flickering, then landed in a patch of wet grass and went out in a puff of smoke.








Crisis averted.








But Trevor’s crisis was just about to begin.








“You little shit,” I growled, grabbing the youth’s collar with a fist. “What, you think I wouldn’t know it was you? You thought you could just sneak up to my place in the middle of the night, light my fucking car on fire and get away with it?”








Trevor’s eyes widened. “Get your fuckin’ hands off me, asshole—!”








I didn’t like his tone. And I sure as

 

shit


 
didn’t like the words that were coming out of his mouth.








With my free hand, I grabbed the mask around the bottom half of his face and ripped it off him. It turned out to be a black cowboy bandana, tied in a simple knot with a little line of bison running around the edges. I couldn’t help but chuckle when I saw it—it was exactly what I’d expect an overgrown boy to wear to play cattle rustlers or cutpurses.








“You’re not going anywhere,” I told him calmly. “You don’t get to wriggle free this time, Trevor. This time, I’ve got you dead to rights.”








He looked exactly the way I remembered. His blonde hair was all mussed up and there were bags under his eyes, but he still had those delicate, almost feminine features that a certain class of woman goes absolutely apeshit over. For a moment, fear filled those eyes, but it was quickly replaced with hope.








“You promised you were gonna kick my ass, old man!” he laughed, trying and failing to get out from between me and the car. “What’s the matter? Afraid you’re going to break your fucking hip?”








I shook my head. If Trevor hoped to goad me, he was wrong. Dead fucking wrong.








“Wouldn’t that be a sight?” I growled, spittle getting all over the young man’s face. “The cops show up to find me beating the shit out of a guy half my age. Who knows—they might misinterpret the whole thing and try to arrest

 

me


 
instead of you!”








Even if they didn’t, me assaulting Trevor would put him in a much more favorable position where the police were concerned. I could see in his eyes that he’d been banking on goading me into beating him: now that he’d failed, he looked seriously pissed off.








Still, he put up a brave front. “Cops?” he laughed, glancing out at the street like he expected a pair of squad cars to come racing around the corner at any moment. “My Mom

 

owns


 
the cops in this town, you ancient fuck! I’ll be walking around and back on campus faster than you can say

 

bail money!


 
”








Strangely, I didn’t feel angry. That strange sensation of exhilaration hadn’t left me since I’d stepped out of the condo building; if anything, it was even stronger. I’d spent so long working that I’d forgotten to live my life, and maybe

 

this


 
was also a kind of living, too. If nothing else, it was nearly as exciting as the other fun I’d been having in Stillwell.








“Maybe,” I said, refusing to let him goad me. “But what you tried to do tonight is arson, Trevor. I’m willing to bet New Hampshire considers that a felony.”








Trevor’s expression changed. “At least get me away from this fucking car,” he grunted, trying once more to dislodge himself from where I’d pinned him. “I’m gonna be sick from these gas fumes!”









Your fault,


 
I thought.

 

And way less than what you deserve.









But I grabbed Trevor and shoved him away from the MacLaren, keeping a hand on his shoulder so he wouldn’t run.








A glance at the interior confirmed my worst suspicions. Even though the fire had been averted, the gasoline had soaked through

 

everything.


 
The little digital screen on the car’s dashboard kept flickering on and off, rebooting over and over again as it tried to clear some error caused by the fluid leaking into the circuits. The seats were ruined. The whole thing was going to need to be ripped out and replaced: no easy feat. Not

 

cheap,


 
either.








“You really made a mess,” I said, shaking my head. “In more ways than one.”








Trevor wriggled in my grip, struggling to escape. It was almost kind of funny how bad he was at it—right up until I remembered what he and Cargo Pants had tried to do to Marcie at the Delta Rho sorority party. Then I wanted to beat him until he ended up in the emergency room, consequences be damned.








“Let me go,” Trevor growled. His eyes rolled in their sockets like those of a caged animal. “Let. Me. Go!”








“It’s not so much fun when the person you’re fighting hasn’t been drugged, is it?” I taunted, setting some of the rage that had been stoked within me on that night free. “When they’re not some nineteen-year-old girl who weighs one-ten soaking wet, who can’t get the hell away from you and your creep friends!?”








“That was a

 

misunderstanding!


 
” Trevor snapped. “You fucking dick, let me go before I beat your ass—”








“The cops will be here any minute,” a voice said behind me. “Nobody’s going to be kicking anyone’s ass, Trevor. Although now that I look at you, I really,

 

really


 
wish I hadn’t called 911 when I did.”








I glanced over my shoulder. Samantha stood a few steps behind me, her arms crossed beneath her breasts. She’d thrown on one of my jackets against the cold, which went all the way down to mid-thigh on her. Pure anger danced in her eyes.








“

 

Lowry,


 
” Trevor said, giving her a cruel sneer. “What the fuck are you doing here, bitch? I bet the administration would love to know that the Queen Bee of their precious sorority is getting a late-night snack from her sugar daddy—”








Samantha didn’t hesitate for a second. She stepped forward and slapped Trevor right upside his face, hitting him so hard I could see his ears ringing.








“I am twenty-one years old and a grown woman. I can fuck whoever I want,” Samantha said, her voice filled with the quiet menace that only a true mean girl can muster. “And unlike you, I don’t have to slip a roofie in someone’s drink to get them to go home with me.”








Trevor had slumped into my arms when Samantha slapped him. Now he started to laugh, rubbing the mark on his cheek like he wasn’t sure whether he’d stepped into a hidden camera show.








“You’re going to pay for that,” he said, still chuckling. “I can’t wait to tell everyone at Stillwell what a slut you are. You’re such a fucking stuck-up ice princess on campus—the guys at Delta Omicron aren’t going to believe you’re spreading your legs for some grandpa!” His eyes sparkled with mirth, his grin going foxlike. “Or hey—maybe I’ll tell them he’s paying you to fuck him—”








In the blink of an eye, Samantha was right next to him.








She didn’t laugh. She didn’t growl. She barely moved a muscle. But a cold, calculating menace rolled off of Samanatha’s Lowry’s beautiful body. It was the kind of thing to make even a brave man shiver. Trevor took one look at her eyes and let out an

 

eep


 
like a mouse who’d just stumbled into the lion’s den.








“You’re not going to tell anyone anything,” she said, sounding as sure as if she’d said the sun would come up the next morning. “You, Trevor Baines, are going to keep your fucking mouth shut for once in your miserable life.”








Trevor’s eyes narrowed. “Why would I do that? You gonna call the cops on me again?”








Samantha shook her head. “I know you’re not afraid of the police,” she said calmly. “Your parents will smooth things over with the cops, I’m sure, and I’m sure they’ll be more than glad to pay for whatever damage you’ve done to Jack’s things.”








“

 

‘Jack’s things’


 
,” Trevor said, mocking her and rolling his eyes. “Listen to you—”








She grabbed his throat.









That


 
got Trevor’s attention. He stared into Samantha’s eyes, a new understanding dawning inside of him. His eyes filled with confusion, then horror.








“But the things I will do to you,” the Queen Bee of Stillwell University whispered, “are things

 

nobody


 
in this town can protect you from. Not Mommy, not Daddy, not your money or your privilege.”








Sweat beaded on Trevor’s brow.








“I heard you tell Jack that your parents own this town.” The corner of Samantha’s mouth curled in a smirk. “They might, Trevor, but I own Delta Rho. Any woman on campus would

 

kill


 
to be my right hand. Literally.” Her free hand slid behind her back, gripping my thigh for support. “They’ll be my eyes. My ears. And my

 

knives.


 
”








Trevor’s jaw dropped open. “You… you crazy bitch! You think you’re gonna kill me!?”








“Oh no, not

 

kill


 
,” Samantha said, shaking her head with an almost innocent smile. “Much too messy. Brings up too many unpleasant questions.” Her gaze traveled between his legs, and she gave a disdainful sniff at what was there. “We’d just remove the part of your anatomy that’s been getting you into so much trouble at Stillwell. Better for you, really. Eventually, you might even thank us.”








The color drained from Trevor’s face. “You’re insane,” he whispered, glancing over at me. Things had gone so badly for him that the little shit was looking to

 

me


 
for support. “Totally fucking insane!”








“I am,” Samantha agreed cheerfully. She patted Trevor’s cheek, as if he were a particularly slow student who’d finally managed to grasp a lesson. “Which is why you’re not going to say a goddamn word about who was in Jack’s apartment tonight.”








His lips peeled back over his teeth. “Fucking hell!”








“I was at the deli,” Samantha said, saying it so calmly and naturally that I almost believed it. “They’re open until two thirty on Friday nights so the drunk frat boys and sorority girls can get sandwiches to soak up all the alcohol in their bloodstreams. I heard the alarm go off and came across the street to see.”








Trevor shook his head, trying for a defiance that the look on his face couldn’t quite muster. “That’s bullshit. You—”








Her hand was back at his throat. “

 

Deli.


 
Alarm. Bystander.”








For a moment, the two had a standoff. Samantha stared into the frat boy’s eyes, not blinking, the full force of her position and authority at Stillwell behind her. As I watched, I realized something I wouldn’t have dared to say aloud.








Samantha Lowry had never looked more beautiful.








Beneath the weight of that beauty, Trevor Baines was dust. He crumpled like a cheap card table, his expression falling a moment after his resolve. “Fuck it,” he snarled. “Bystander. You showed up to gloat after my backup ran off and this asshole caught me…!”








“Good boy.” Samantha’s fingers left Trevor’s jugular. “I think that’s the cops now.”








It was. Red and blue light filled the parking lot as the trio of squad cars I’d expected minutes ago finally pulled into my condo complex. A flurry of squawks emerged from the sirens as the cars pulled to a stop, surrounding my MacLaren from two sides with the third parked with its rear wheels almost in the street.








“Shit,” Trevor whispered.









Indeed.









A half-dozen officers poured out, surrounding the vehicle. In the lead was a female officer nearly a head taller than her male counterparts, with skin like warm honey and a mass of braids stuffed beneath her policewoman’s cap. In the flickering red and blue lights cast by the squad cars, I caught the words T. DAVIS written across her front pocket.








“Evening, Miss Lowry,” she said, looking over at Samantha. She’d been the one to call the cops, after all. “Is this the guy?”








The blonde gave the officer a friendly nod. All at once, it hit me that this wasn’t the first time the two of them had met. I had no doubt they knew each other: with Stillwell being such a small town, the cops were probably busting the college students all the time—usually for drugs or for drinking and driving. I wondered how many jams Samantha had helped her fellow Delta Rho girls out of since she’d taken her crown.








Another officer approached the MacLaren and glanced inside. “Jesus, it stinks like gasoline,” he said, shining a flashlight on the ruined dash and seats. “Looks like the perp was about to torch the whole thing.”








“Caught him about ten seconds before he could do it,” I said through my teeth. “Can I hand him over to you now?”








The officers nodded. I let Trevor go, and he had the good sense not to try and make a run for it. He stepped over to the group of officers ruefully, rubbing his wrists like he could already feel the cuffs.








“What took you so long, Tasha?” Samantha asked.








I gave a start at the coed’s familiarity with the officer. Evidently, Officer Davis was on a first-name basis with my babygirl.








Officer Davis rolled her eyes. “We made a stop on the way. Noticed someone running south from the apartment complex, sticking to the bushes.” She gestured at the rear seat of her squad car. “Recognize him?”








I did. Cargo Shorts—better known as Darryl—sat handcuffed in the back, looking more disappointed than a losing lottery ticket.








“That was the other guy,” I said. “I’ve run into them before.”








“Miss Lowry told me a little about it,” Officer Davis said, putting a hand on her hip. “Listen, I know it’s late, but I have a feeling the shit is about to hit the fan once word gets out that a member of the Baines clan just got booked down at the station. I’d appreciate it if you two could come down and give your statements now, before Elizabeth’s lawyers get a crack at you.”








I didn’t understand. “Elizabeth?”








“Lizzie Baines,” Samantha said with a sigh. “Trevor’s

 

Mommy.


 
”








Officer Davis snickered. “I wouldn’t call her that to her face, Miss Lowry.”








I dimly remembered Trevor saying it was his

 

Mom


 
who owned Stillwell, rather than his Dad. She must have been a formidable woman indeed, to cause all this comment. I wondered how long it would be before I was forced to meet her.








I had the feeling Trevor’s people were used to getting what they wanted in this town. I suspected they weren’t going to like what they found in me.








“Of course we’ll go,” I said, nodding. I moved without thinking towards the MacLaren, then the scent of gasoline hit me full in the face. “Although I might need a ride in one of those squad cars…”








“No need,” Samantha said, perking up. “I’ll give you a ride, Da…

 

Jack.


 
I’m parked right around the corner.”








If her slip-up was noticed, Officer Davis gave no sign. “You can follow us there,” she said, nodding. To the side, the other officers were already busy booking Trevor. “We’ll keep the lights on. Traffic should be fine; just stick close to us.”








“We will,” Samantha assured her. “You need anything from upstairs, Jack?” She jostled me gently with her elbow. “Don’t worry, I’m pretty sure you mentioned you locked it before you ran down.”








Which meant

 

she’d


 
locked it before she came down to join me. “No, I’m good.”








“Just pull up behind my car,” Officer Davis instructed. “We’ll wait for you.”








Once we were around the corner, Samantha melted against me. “Holy

 

shit,


 
Daddy!” she whispered, glancing back over her shoulder at the officers and the slowly growing crime scene. “That was intense!”








I swallowed hard, the adrenaline finally beginning to drain out of me. “Intense doesn’t even begin to explain it,” I said, shaking my head. “You think he’s going to talk, babygirl?”








She stared at Trevor’s silhouette as they helped him into the back of the squad car. They were being awfully polite to him under the circumstances, which made me worried more than anything else about just how powerful his family could possibly be. I couldn’t imagine him

 

actually


 
getting out of arson charges. Surely his goose was cooked, right?








“Not if he knows what’s good for him,” Samantha said, her expression darkening. “But if he does blab, Daddy…”









I’ll beat his ass,


 
I thought. I expected Samantha to say the same.








Instead, she surprised me.








The blonde took my hand and squeezed it. “It’s been worth it,” she whispered, brushing a lock of golden hair out of her face. “Even if my reputation gets ruined—even if I get knocked off my pedestal back at Stillwell. So don’t feel bad about it. I’m a big girl, I knew what I was getting into when I pulled you into that sorority house bathroom.” She grinned. “No worries, okay?”








“No worries,” I agreed.








As we piled into Samantha’s Jeep, I couldn’t help but think:

 

I’m glad one of us knew what we were getting into.









Because I certainly hadn’t.













Chapter Three









Stillwell had a surprisingly large police station, given the size of the town. I figured it probably had to do with the whole college thing.








Even at this late hour (and it was

 

truly


 
late now), the station buzzed with activity. Sometimes the buzz was

 

literal,


 
as in the buzz a group of college kids built up in their bloodstreams with tequila and weed before doing burnouts in a vacant lot on the outskirts of town. Few looked truly belligerent. Mostly, everyone was trying to get through the process with as much dignity as possible.








Officer Davis waited for Samantha and I near the front desk. She caught me looking at the college students arrayed on benches in the back and gave me a knowing smile. “Just another weekend at Stillwell,” she said, pointing a thumb in their direction.








“Looks like a busy night,” I said.








Officer Davis chuckled. “It’s not as bad as it looks,” she admitted, shaking her head. “Most of these kids aren’t guilty of anything worse than getting drunk and a little rowdy. They’ll get community service—or their parents will get them off scott free.” Her expression soured. “The Baines’ are pretty good at that, in particular.”








I nodded. The implication was clear—what happened tonight with Trevor was

 

not


 
the ordinary sort of college-aged shenanigans. This was serious.








“Where is Trevor?” Samantha asked, making a show of looking around the precinct. “I don’t see him. You should know he’s dangerous—this isn’t the first time he’s threatened a student at Stillwell. Jack can tell you all about it.”








Officer Davis frowned, her brows furrowing together. “A student…?”









Oh.


 
“That’s technically me,” I explained.








She looked surprised. “Really? I mean, I know learning is a lifelong process and all that throw pillow bullshit, but I’d expect you to be a

 

teacher


 
before I’d peg you for a student, Mr…?”








“Avery,” I said, extending a hand. “Jackson Avery. And it’s a long story.”








She took it. “Well, good thing we’ve got time,” she said cheerfully. “Can I get you two some coffee?”








After what I’d been through, I most certainly needed it. So did Samantha. It turned out to be some pretty decent brew, and I’d downed half of my cup by the time Officer Davis led us to what she termed the ‘interrogation room’.








It turned out to look more like a guidance counselor’s office. “Scares the students,” she explained when I pointed out the comfortable couches instead of cold steel chairs. “Which is to say, it really scares the

 

parents.


 
If it were up to me, it would look like

 

The Shield


 
in here, but everybody knows who

 

really


 
holds the pursestrings in this town. If it weren’t for the college, we’d be broke.”








I blinked. “That’s a…

 

remarkably


 
frank assessment,” I said, taking another sip of my coffee.








Officer Davis shrugged. “I’m a remarkably frank person,” she said. “Would you rather I bullshitted you?”








I shook my head. “It’s just that I’m used to people dancing around things like that,” I said. “Talking about it

 

tactfully


 
instead of truthfully.”








Officer Davis leaned back in her seat. It almost looked like a child’s seat with her in it—the woman was

 

tall,


 
with the athletic frame to match. “Oh, I’ve got

 

insufficient


 
tact,” she said, smiling as if at a private joke. “You’ve got to put up barriers between you and those people if you’re going to do this job and not go crazy.”







The words niggled at the back of my brain; I’d heard them before—or something like them. A moment later it clicked, and my jaw dropped open.







“

 

Limelight!?


 
” I blurted.








Officer Davis did a double-take, then laughed. “I

 

was


 
quoting a little there, wasn’t I? Sorry, I’m tired—I’m always running the radio late at night on patrols. That classic rock station out of Pike’s Point’s the only thing we get out here, unless you wanna listen to Pavarotti all night on the public access station.”








To say I was stunned would have been a major understatement. “I would never have had you pegged as a Rush fan, Officer Davis,” I said, chuckling to myself.








“Why?” she asked, grinning. “Because I’m black?”








The question caught me off guard, but the look on her face told me she wanted me to roll with it. “No,” I said. “Because you’re a good-looking woman.”








It was a rare thing indeed to see a woman of her proportions blush. “Why, Mr. Avery,” she said, shooting me a wicked grin. “Are you trying to proposition an officer? I could have you thrown in a cell for that!”








“I don’t understand.” Samantha looked totally lost; she kept glancing between me and Officer Davis like she was listening to a conversation in an alien language. “What are you two talking about?”








“It’s a music thing,” I said, waving a hand. “Rush. It’s a band.”








“I bet Miss Lowry’s more of an August Aguilar girl,” Officer Davis snickered. “I swear to God, half the house parties we’ve broken up this semester have that new album of hers blaring like there’s no such thing as

 

too loud.


 
”








“We don’t get pop stars from this neck of the woods all that often,” Samantha demurred. “We should celebrate them when we get the opportunity.”








Officer Davis nodded. “Fair enough.” She leaned down to the small coffee table sitting between us, where a laptop and a squat black microphone waited. “For convenience’s sake, we’re going to record this interview. Do either of you have any issues with that?”








Samantha shook her head, and so did I. “Not at all, Officer Davis,” I said.








She let out a little chuckle at that. “You can call me Tasha,” she said. “I’m sure Samantha will.” She clicked the mouse a few times, bringing up whatever software the Stillwell Police Department used. “This is Detective Tasha Davis, September 7th, 2029. It’s…” She checked her wristwatch, “Twelve-forty-five AM. Which I suppose technically makes it the

 

8th


 
of September.  I’m here with Mr. Jackson Avery and Miss Samantha Lowry, who both witnessed an attempted arson on Mr. Avery’s automobile.” She leaned back, assuming a comfortable position. “Alright, Mr. Avery. Why don’t you go ahead and start at the beginning?”








Doing that would have required me to go way,

 

way


 
back. All the way back to Lauren. But I understood what Officer Davis was asking, just like I understood how important it was to put that little pipsqueak Trevor behind bars for as long as I could. Left unchecked, he’d try what he did to Marcie again. If I hadn’t believed that before, I certainly believed it now.








As the recording device ran, I told the whole story. I managed to leave a few things out—namely that Samantha had been at my apartment complex

 

before


 
Trevor broke my car’s windows, rather than after. Samantha corroborated my story, speaking in general enough terms that we managed to avoid stepping on each other’s toes and contradicting our stories.








Officer Davis didn’t believe a word of it. I could tell, just like I knew she could tell from Samantha’s body language that she was depending on me during that interview in ways far more intimate than a mere friend. But maybe Tasha had more tact than she claimed. Other than a knowing little look and a smile or two, she didn’t question the narrative.








In fact, she sounded pretty damned impressed.








“That was quick thinking,” she said when I told her about pinning Trevor against the car and kicking the lighter away. “We’ve got a couple of forensics nerds looking over your MacLaren and the crime scene; I’m sure they’ll find the lighter. It’ll be important evidence to get a conviction, assuming things go that far.”








“Pardon me,” Samantha said, frowning. “But you’ve got two eyewitnesses. One of whom is the leader of the campus’s most exclusive sorority and has an

 

unimpeachable


 
record.”








Tasha coughed.

 

She’s got a high opinion of herself,


 
I thought.

 

But she’s earned it.









“Why would that not be enough?” she asked. “We need physical evidence, too?”








Tasha made a face. “Under normal circumstances, I would agree with you,” she explained, looking at the laptop like she wished she could temporarily halt the recording without looking too suspicious. “The problem is, these aren’t normal circumstances. The Baines family is involved.”








“They’re that important?” I asked.








Tasha nodded. “When we file charges, their lawyers are going to be all over us like flies on shit. Pardon my French,” she added with a glance at the microphone. “But it’s true. Any holes they can poke in your story, their lawyers will try for it. The lighter makes it more or less a slam dunk.”








I hoped they found it, then. “You said

 

when


 
we file charges,” I said, letting her know that part hadn’t passed without my notice. “Not if?”








“Not if,” Officer Davis agreed.








“I thought it was up to me whether or not to press charges,” I said. “I mean, I’m going to—it’s the least of what Trevor deserves—I’m just confused.”








Tasha laughed and shook her head. “Mr. Avery, I had one of my deputies do a quick Google search on our drive back to the station. Let’s just say that that car of yours—the car Mr. Baines attempted to light on fire—is

 

far


 
above the necessary property value for the arson to be considered a Class IV Felony.” She leaned back, folding her hands. “So no, Mr. Avery, the decision is out of your hands.”








I nodded. Relief filled my chest at the revelation. “So the family’s lawyers can’t really put any pressure on me, then,” I said.








The look on Officer Davis’s face told me how hopelessly naive I sounded. “Oh no, they’re gonna put the screws to you,” she said, sounding almost cheerful. “My guess is, their goal will be to get you to refuse to testify. You and Miss Lowry.” She glanced over at Samantha. “That’s what I’d do if I was rich and had absolutely no morals, anyway.”








“That would get Trevor off the hook?” Samantha sounded aghast. “Even with the lighter?”








“Physical evidence is important,” Tasha said ruefully. “But you’ve got to remember, nobody really

 

wants


 
to prosecute someone from that family in this neck of the woods. If the injured party themselves can’t be bothered to testify, it takes the wind out of the sails of the prosecution. Not that I’m telling you what you ought to do, Mr. Avery…”








“You don’t need to.” I felt a rock-solid certainty in my gut. “I’m not going to be dissuaded. I’m pinning that little freak to the ground.”








It must have come out harsher than I’d intended. Tasha’s eyes widened. “He must have really pissed you off, Mr. Avery,” she said, putting one leg over the other. “Not that I can really blame you. That MacLaren

 

is


 
one hell of a car.”








“It’s not about the car,” I insisted. “It’s about Marcie. Marcella Ramsey.”








Next to me, Samantha stiffened. “Jack,” she whispered. “Maybe we shouldn’t…”








But Officer Davis had just smelled blood in the water. “What about Marcella Ramsey?” she asked, leaning forward with an inquisitive smile. “She must be a new student; I don’t recognize her name. Or at least she hasn’t gotten into any trouble.”








I looked over at Samantha. There was an almost pleading look in her eye; she did

 

not


 
want to get the police involved in what had happened at the Delta Rho house. Now that I thought about it, neither did Marcie. Everyone wanted to forget about what Trevor and his accomplice tried with her in that bedroom.








But I couldn’t let it go. Not when it would help the case against that little pipsqueak.








“She’s a student at Stillwell,” I said roughly. “My boss’s daughter. She—”








The door opened.








“So here’s where you’ve been keeping them,” a voice said. “Very clever, Officer Davis.”








I turned. A woman a little older than me in a business suit stood in the doorway of the interrogation room, wearing one of the most irritated scowls I’d ever seen. Despite the fact that we were nearing one in the morning, she looked as put together as if she’d just dropped in for a quick power brunch between corporate meetings and a session at the gym. Her hair was blonde, nearly the same shade as Samantha’s, except hers had been pulled back into a rather severe-looking ponytail.








But it was the eyes that drew me. They were the eyes of a shark.








I’d seen a touch of that out of Maria when she thought she had a customer on the hook for one of her condos, but the attitude she had a thimbleful of this woman looked to bathe in regularly. One look at her and I knew: this wasn’t the sort of woman who’d complain to the manager if her order got screwed up at a restaurant. This was the sort of woman who’d

 

buy


 
the restaurant, then burn it down out of spite and make her end back with the insurance money.









Oh shit,


 
I thought, catching her eye and immediately looking away.

 

We’re in trouble.









Tasha was out of her seat in a heartbeat. “Miss Baines, you’re not allowed in here. This is an interrogation room—”








Too late, I supposed.








“Listen.” From the tone of her voice, I got the impression that when Elizabeth Baines told someone to listen, she expected them to shut the fuck up until told otherwise. “I don’t know what you think you saw or what you think you heard, but my Trevor had nothing to do with what happened to you tonight.”








I snorted. “Who are you gonna believe, me or your lying eyes?”








She ignored that. “As a gesture of goodwill, our family is more than willing to cover any damage that occurred to your personal property. We’re

 

also


 
willing to give each of you a one-time payment of ten thousand dollars, in cash, delivered on receipt of your signatures on an agreement that you’ll no longer discuss this unfortunate incident.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “It’s important to Stillwell’s tourism department that public relations remain exceptional.”








She didn’t believe that. She didn’t believe

 

any


 
of it—her words had the air of a rehearsed speech, something she’d recited after any number of family fuck-ups attributed to her children or other family members.








Something told me she never had to use that speech on her own behalf. Lizzie Baines struck me as a woman who didn’t fuck up on her

 

own time


 
very often; if ever.








I was speechless for a few moments. “Ma’am, did you just offer to

 

bribe


 
me?”








“There’s a recording device running right now,” Samantha added in a whisper. “That microphone right there is hot.”








Elizabeth’s gaze traveled to the laptop. She pursed her lips, sizing up the level of threat it presented, then she must have decided she didn’t care because she shrugged. “I’m simply aiding the police in cleaning up a ghastly event,” she said blandly. “Bribery doesn’t come into it. No crime has been committed here.”








“Oh, a crime has very much been committed,” I said, rising to my feet. “Your boy tried to burn my car from the inside out, Miss Baines. And earlier this semester, he nearly hurt someone I care about very badly.”








Elizabeth’s lips twitched slightly at that, but she quickly recovered. “That sounds like a baseless accusation to me, Mr…?”








I was getting a little tired of introducing myself. “Avery,” I said, not extending my hand. “Jackson Avery. I’m sure you’ll Google it as soon as you leave this room.”








“It’s bold of you to assume I don’t already know who you are,” she replied, despite the fact that she’d been the one to ask my name in the first place. “I simply wanted to confirm. You’re the, ah…

 

transfer student,


 
yes?”








That was one way of putting it. “I am here on personal and professional business,” I said, keeping my cards close to my chest. “Business which is my own.”








For the first time since she’d walked through the door of the interrogation room, Elizabeth Baines showed a real emotion. Unfortunately, it was at my expense. She rolled her eyes and snickered, as if I’d just said something very foolish.








“Jackson Avery,” she repeated, as if she had an index card in her hand. “Acting Vice President of Ramsey Engineering, based out of Boston, one of the top engineering firms—if not

 

the


 
top engineering firm—in all of New England. Employed fifteen years. Heir apparent of Daniel Ramsey, CEO.” Her gaze traveled to the woman beside me. “And currently in the company of a sorority girl half his age.”








Samantha went pale. “I came over when I heard the car alarm go off,” she said, trying not to stammer. “I saw everything. I’m a witness, and I

 

don’t


 
like what you’re implying!”








Elizabeth cocked her head to the side. “Ramsey Engineering has a reputation as a family-oriented company, right?” she asked, her words dripping with venom. “I wonder what your CEO would think about this picture, if word got out…”








It was a threat and she meant it. When I heard it, something dark and dangerous reared up inside of me.








“He’d be proud of me,” I snapped.









That


 
shut her up. Elizabeth’s eyes went wide; for the first time in probably a

 

long


 
time, someone had thrown her off her game. Officer Davis looked almost as shocked.








“Excuse me?” Elizabeth said, shaking her head.








I wasn’t about to let her recover her footing. “You may have my resume down pat, Mrs. Baines, but it’s clear that you don’t actually know a goddamn thing about me or my boss. So why don’t you say whatever threats you’ve got memorized along with your fact sheet and get the fuck out of here so I can finish this interview?”








Even

 

Tasha


 
went pale at that one.








Elizabeth’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. “What a bold man you are,” she said, sounding almost amused. “Do you not know who I am, Mr. Avery, or are you just a fervent believer in reverse psychology?”








“Neither,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m something you probably haven’t seen in years. Someone who doesn’t give a fuck about your last name.”








Elizabeth grinned, almost like she was enjoying this. “I’m starting to understand why you drive that gaudy British monstrosity, Mr. Avery.”








I didn’t rise to the taunt. “Understand this. Your son’s ass is grass. I’m pressing charges, I’m testifying, I’m doing whatever it takes to put him away. And not because he broke the windows on my car and tried to torch it, either.”








“No?” Elizabeth crossed her arms beneath her breasts, which I hadn’t noticed until now were quite prodigious for a woman so slender.

 

Implants,


 
a little voice in the back of my brain whispered. “Then why, Mr. Avery?”








“Because of all the other shit he’s done,” I whispered. “Shit I think you know about. Shit I think you’ve cleaned up for him because he’s your baby boy.” I paused, pulling my next words from the depths of my heart. “Because I know damn sure that frat party I walked into wasn’t the first time he’d been about to assault a girl.”








The words hit Elizabeth Baines like a punch to the gut. All the bravado and steely control she’d carried with her into the interrogation room crumbled, replaced by a shock that made her, for just a moment, look like any other ailing mother with a monster for a son.








“He wouldn’t,” Elizabeth whispered. “He’s… yes, he’s gotten into some

 

trouble,


 
but he’s not…”








“I saw it with my own eyes,” I said, looking into her eyes. “You can ask him, though there’s no chance he’ll tell you the truth. But I think you’ll know.” I paused. “I think you already

 

do


 
know, Mrs. Baines.”








She didn’t respond right away. Her face still looked ashen; I watched her try to rise above it, only to fail and crumble a second time. She sniffed hugely, pressing her sleeve against one of her cheeks.








“Here.” It was Officer Davis with a tissue from the box on the coffee table.








Elizabeth took it. By the time she finished wiping her eyes, she’d recovered somewhat. “I’d like to take my boy home,” she whispered, clearing her throat. “I’m assuming there’s some bail involved in that?”








“We’ll get the ball rolling,” Officer Davis assured her. Then she turned to me. “You’ve both been very helpful. Would it be alright if I…?”








“Go,” I said, waving her off. “We’ll be fine here.”








She led Elizabeth Baines away. Samantha watched her go, her bottom lip trembling, and she didn’t calm down until we had the room all to ourselves. Then she turned to me. “Holy

 

shit,


 
Jack!”








“Somebody had to say it.” Now that the words were out of my mouth, I couldn’t take them back. To my surprise, I didn’t regret them. Dancing around what Trevor tried to do to Marcie had only brought confusion and heartbreak. Light was the best disinfectant. And I’d just turned a goddamn spotlight on in Elizabeth Baines’s face.








“I know,” Samantha said. She sat down heavily and checked her nails, which were perfect as always. “I just wish it hadn’t been you, Daddy. That was the

 

wrong


 
woman in this town to piss off.”








All at once, the tiredness hit me. It had been a long night: it felt insane to remember that a few hours ago I’d been at the charity gala with Yukiko, helping her work through her parents’ divorce before taking her for a country drive that ended in her very first threesome. I’d worn myself

 

ragged


 
tonight, and the coffee kept me from collapsing but didn’t do much else.








A yawn broke from my throat. “I’m not worried about her, babygirl. Besides, I’m only going to be here a few months. She can deal with having at least

 

one


 
person in town willing to tell the truth until then.”








I expected that to bring a laugh out of Samantha. Instead, she looked almost sad. “Just a few months,” she repeated, her lips forming a tight little line. “That’s right. You’re going to graduate at the end of this semester, aren’t you? Go back to that big engineering firm back in Boston?”








I swallowed hard. I hadn’t meant to remind Samantha of that, but now that we’d brought it up, I wasn’t about to shy away from it. “That’s right.”








Samantha was quiet for a few moments. Then she looked over at me with her big doe eyes, her expression so full of yearning that it made my heart hurt a little bit.








“I know I fucked up,” she whispered, glancing at the door. “But maybe… shit, Daddy. Maybe you could give me another chance?”








Another chance? She didn’t need to ask me for anything like that, yet the fact that she had made me feel like I was about ten feet tall. I caught myself grinning before any words could come out of my mouth.








“Maybe,” I said, putting my hands on her hips.








Samantha gave a little start. “

 

Maybe


 
?”








I leaned down and kissed her. “Only because you’re the sweetest little thing I’ve ever taken to bed,” I growled, running my fingers through her long blonde hair. “Tonight’s company included.”








She nibbled her bottom lip, her eyes filled with mischief. “You’re going to need a ride back home,” she said, as if she’d just thought of it. “Maybe I could drive you once we get out of here? And… maybe I could crash at your place tonight?”








I told her that sounded like a wonderful idea.









It was a date.













Chapter Four









Of all the things I had yet to learn about Stillwell, the most important over the next few days was this simple. I might have owned the fastest car in the county, but even on a good day my MacLaren couldn’t travel faster than gossip.








By the time Samantha and I woke up in bed together the next morning, the news of Trevor’s arrest was everywhere. It wasn’t on the news, mercifully, but the social media accounts of the school’s students were abuzz with conflicting stories about the event. Some said I’d beaten Trevor Baines so badly the cops had to be called; others spun a story he’d been taking Samantha out the same sort of ‘date’ he’d tried with Marcie and gotten an ass-kicking for his trouble. So many people claimed to have been at the deli across the street when the fire broke out that there wouldn’t have been room in the parking lot for all of them to stand if they really

 

had


 
been there.








Once I’d showered, brushed my teeth and cooked a decent meal for Samantha and me, I called my insurance company. They’d already left messages on my cell phone—Officer Davis must have notified them right around the time the police report became public knowledge. I

 

also


 
had a half-dozen texts from Marcie, which I answered with as little actual substance as I could. I still had no idea how I was going to spin this to her.








Samantha drove me up to Stillwell’s only rental car company, where they hooked me up with a halfway-decent sedan. It wasn’t the MacLaren, and my heart hurt when I pulled onto the city streets and failed to hear the comforting roar of that race-ready engine. But it would get me from Point A to Point B until the repairs were finished on my sports car.








It had the side benefit of not standing out, so nobody stared as I drove the thing onto campus. Samantha kissed me fiercely when I pulled into the parking lot of the Delta Rho building, then hopped out and prepared to do the world’s shortest Walk of Shame.








“Don’t worry about a thing, Daddy,” she said, all power and authority after our dark night of trouble. “By the time lunch is over, every girl on campus is going to be spreading the

 

real


 
story of the shit Trevor’s done.”








I was glad. We’d talked it over during breakfast, and both of us agreed we needed to go on the offensive. Doubtless I'd be hearing from Lizzie Baines’s lawyers any time now—I was vaguely surprised they hadn’t been waiting outside of my condo when the sun came out. Maybe telling Trevor’s mother the truth about her boy to her face had rattled her; maybe she’d even had a change of heart. I kind of doubted it.








After all, Trevor had already made bail. He’d left Cargo Pants behind—no high-priced lawyers for him—and evidently was taking a ‘sabbatical’ from his classes for a few days. I figured that was a good idea.








If I ran into him on campus, there was no telling what I might do.








The drive from the Delta Rho building to my usual parking deck was no more than three blocks. Which was why it was surprising that I got three texts in that short time, followed by a phone call when I didn’t immediately reply. The texts were from Maria, my realtor—and the call was from

 

Yukiko.









It took me a couple of tries to sync my phone with the audio system in the rental car. Finally it connected, a burst of static filling the line before it went clear. “Hello? Kiki?”








“Jack?” The coed sounded like she’d found out I was in the hospital. “Holy shit, I just heard about Trevor. Are you okay?”








I braced myself. I was probably going to have to have this conversation several times today. “I’m fine,” I told her. “The little bastard only tried to hurt my

 

car,


 
not me. The MacLaren’s a little trashed and is going to need some repairs. But things could have been a whole hell of a lot worse.”








Audible relief filled Yukiko’s voice. “Thank God. My Instagram is

 

blowing


 
up with posts about last night, Jack. There’s only one video, but it looked crazy!”








“Video?” I frowned—I didn’t remember anyone recording. “What did they film?”








“Just the cops arresting Trevor, and a couple of officers talking to you,” she explained. “You can tell your car’s been vandalized, and there’s broken glass everywhere, but nothing else.” She paused. “

 

Almost


 
nothing else.”








Something told me I knew what she was going to say. “Almost?”








I heard Yukiko clear her throat. “Samantha Lowry is there, too?” she asked, making it almost like a question.








So there it was. All that work threatening Trevor had come to no avail. Me and Samantha together was all there on video, and probably crystal-fucking-clear. Great.








“What are people saying about that?” I asked, rubbing my temples. “I’m guessing the gossip is especially fierce about that aspect of it, huh?”








“Actually, there really isn’t,” Yukiko replied.








Huh?








“People just kind of take it as a given that Samantha will be at the center of any major events on campus,” the coed explained. “It would probably have been weirder if she

 

didn’t


 
show up. And pretty much everybody is buying the story of her being in the deli when it happened. Especially with her post that’s floating around.”








“Her post!?” I blurted. I hadn’t even thought to check social media that morning. When had Samantha found the time to make a whole post about the arson attempt? She must have knocked it out in a few minutes while I was in the shower post-morning sex.








“It’s a damn good acting job,” Yukiko said without rancor. “She actually sounds like last night traumatized her a bit. If I didn’t know her so well, even

 

I’d


 
believe it.” There was a pause, and Yukiko’s voice changed. “She wasn’t at the deli, was she, Jack?”








Shit. No sense in hiding it, right?








“Not exactly,” I said.








“Wow,” Yukiko whispered. “

 

Right


 
after our date?”








“She just showed up,” I told Yukiko. “She was waiting for me at my place. You know how she doesn’t like to take ‘no’ for an answer.”








To my surprise, Yukiko laughed. “That certainly sounds like Sammie,” she said.









Sammie?


 
“We hadn’t… gotten busy or anything,” I told Yukiko. “Trevor kind of put the kibosh on that.” No need to mention what had happened after we got back from the station.








“But you have, right?” Yukiko insisted. “Don’t lie to me, Jack. I can’t

 

stand


 
liars.”








Crap. There was no putting one over on her. Hell, if there was, I probably wouldn’t have respected her as much as I did.








“Yes,” I confessed.








Just like that, Yukiko became the first person to know about Samantha and I.








“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” I continued. “It just kind of happened—”








“Jack,” Yukiko said, chuckling. “Relax, okay?”








What!?








“I know how Samantha is,” the coed explained. “Of

 

course


 
she’d jump all over you as her boy-toy for the semester. Frankly, I’d be surprised if she didn’t. We all saw the way you handled things at that frat party.”








I blinked. The headlights of the rental car illuminated the concrete wall in front of my parking space—I hadn’t yet figured out how to turn them off. “You’re not angry?”








Yukiko’s tinkling laughter filled the car. “Jack, the first time I had sex with you was a threesome with your realtor. I’d be one hell of a hypocrite if I tried to get on your case about dating other women.”








Maybe. But Yukiko was being

 

awfully


 
accommodating. More than I’d ever expected a beautiful young college coed to be.








“What I’m trying to tell you is, I don’t see Samantha as a threat,” she explained. “No more than I see Maria as a threat. I know that you’re just having fun with them—just like we were having fun last night.”








Oh.

 

Oh.









I understood now. Yukiko thought that my relationship with Samantha Lowry was no different than the one I had with Maria Alvarez. A fuckbuddy. Someone to hook-up with during a late night at the condo, then wave to between classes like we barely knew each other. Fun, but certainly not someone you would date.








Under the circumstances, I didn’t blame her for thinking that. Samantha Lowry was the queen bee of Delta Rho—the sort of woman who ended up living in the Hamptons in a hundred-million dollar house with a US Senator for a husband. Even a guy like me, with my impressive resume, ought to have been little more than another notch on her bedpost.








But we

 

were


 
more. Weren’t we?








“I… I see,” I said. “Listen, you’re the only person who knows about this. If it got out that Samantha and I were, ah,

 

canoodling,


 
it might be a major scandal—”








“It wouldn’t come from me,” Yukiko said quickly. “Don’t worry about that.”








I relaxed. I knew Yukiko wouldn’t betray me.








“I

 

do


 
think I need to let Samantha know about us, though,” the coed said.








My heart skipped a beat.








“Um.” My lips peeled back over my teeth. “She

 

might


 
already know about us, Kiki.”








There was silence on the line for a long moment. “

 

Pardon!?


 
”








Hell. She sounded almost as shocked as Trevor’s mother.








“She wanted to know why I’d gotten home so late from the gala,” I explained, feeling like an ass even as I said it. “I tried to lie about it, to keep your name out of it, but it was kind of tough when

 

you


 
were the whole reason I went there in the first place. Samantha knew I never would have ditched you, not even to go driving with Maria.”








Yukiko understood. “Trust me, she’s gotten the truth out of any number of pledges before,” she said. “There’s not many women on campus who can stand up to one of her interrogations.” She paused, thinking. “I guess I should have that conversation with her sooner rather than later, then.”








“You think that’s still necessary?” I was surprised.








“I believe so,” Yukiko said. “Just so we all understand each other. We need to have a little girl talk, Jack. Don’t worry, you don’t need to be involved.”








I could only imagine what the two of them would talk about. “That works for me.”








“Sounds good.” I could feel Yukiko’s hesitation. “As long as last night wasn’t a fluke?”









Oh,


 
I thought.

 

Oh hell.









Poor Yukiko! After finding out about Samantha and I, she had to be questioning everything she’d heard last night. She probably thought I was some kind of bed-hopping Lothario, more interested in bagging as many coeds as possible than in finding something real and lasting. No wonder she’d been so hesitant through our entire conversation.








“Kiki,” I said, thinking of the conversation we’d had before our good-night kiss. “Last night was absolutely

 

not


 
a fluke. It was one of the best nights of my life, actually.”








“Only

 

one


 
of the best?” Now her voice turned teasing. “Shit, Jack. I’ll have to really bring my A-game on our next date.”








An impulse seized me. “How about tonight?”








I heard her gasp on the other end of the line. “Really? Jack, you just got seen running around town with Samantha Lowry—”








“I don’t care about any of that,” I grunted. I pointedly didn’t think of the things I’d told Samantha that morning while I pulled her on top of me and emptied an entire sleep’s worth of cum into her pussy while both of us were still half-awake. “I had a lot of fun with you, Yukiko. A

 

lot


 
of fun. I was literally thinking on the drive over here how I wanted to do it again with you real soon.”








“Oh, I bet,” she giggled. Then she turned serious. “I have an obligation at Delta Rho, but I’m free after that.”








“What kind of obligation?”








“Pledge dinner,” she said, the mirth in her voice clearly audible. “The pledges make

 

us


 
dinner, you understand. It’s all part of the application process. Half the sorority doesn’t

 

eat


 
, so the portions are pretty small. It shouldn’t take too long.”








“Sounds good,” I said, thinking of what I’d wear. Having Yukiko waiting for me at the end of a long day improved my mood—it fortified me, making the thought of being stared at and whispered over during class today seem not so bad. “I’ll pick you up. Unfortunately it’s going to be in a rental car instead of my MacLaren. So no midnight drive.”








Yukiko let out a strange little noise. “Actually…”








“What?”








She sounded like she was on the verge of saying something, then pulled back. “No, I want it to be a surprise. Let’s just say I might be taking

 

you


 
for a drive tonight, mister. Instead of the other way around.”








Hmm? Whatever it was, I couldn’t wait.








“It’ll be a pleasure to ride with you,” I said. Then, feeling bold: “And to ride you.”








The laugh that came over the line put all the previous ones to shame. “Just you and me this time, though. It’s not that I don’t enjoy watching—I just wouldn’t mind a little one-on-one time with you.”








“Same here,” I told her. “Talk to you soon, Yukiko.”








I hung up.









What a lucky guy I am,


 
I thought, finally switching off the headlights of the rental car. If I played my cards right, I’d be waking up with one coed and going to bed with a completely different one. One who wanted to make me more than just a fuckbuddy.









She’s right,


 
I told myself, scrolling to my messages.

 

Samantha Lowry is red hot. But she couldn’t REALLY be willing to stick with a guy like me long-term.









Under other circumstances, she probably would have chewed me up and spit me out. Lucky for me I happened to scratch Samantha’s ‘Daddy’ kink.








That’s what I told myself, anyway. For now.








Maria had left me several messages letting me know she’d heard the news. As the administrator for the whole condo complex, she’d been informed via incident report nearly as quickly as Trevor’s parents. That didn’t surprise me.








What

 

did


 
was the picture.








It showed Maria in a beautiful marble bathroom, standing in front of the mirror with her phone held up to the glass. Her hair was wrapped in a towel, and other than that, she wasn't wearing a

 

stitch


 
. She’d cleverly turned just enough to hide the NC-17 bits, but I could see her tits from behind and just a hint of the curve of her ass, plus a bit of that juicy cleavage she'd shown during the charity gala. Her mocha skin shown with moisture, and the message she'd sent right after only heightened that impression:








"All wet thinking of you,

 

carino


 
. Glad you didn't get burnt up. See you soon."








Oh, most definitely.













Chapter Five









I managed to make it through my engineering classes without incident. Neither my professor nor the eggheads I hung out with seemed to care very much about last night, other than to offer a couple of quick commiserations about my wrecked car. Then it was back to business, which I liked.








I only wished the

 

rest


 
of the day could have been like that.








Eyes followed me everywhere I went. Walking between campus buildings made me feel like a sideshow; like one of those godawful preachers who used to harass students with signs and megaphones back in my day. I could hear whispers in every hallway and lecture hall I passed, and I knew that most of them were about me. The words ‘Trevor’ and ‘Samantha’ and ‘pressing charges’ followed me around like the little speech bubbles over a comic book character showing their innermost thoughts.








I wound up having an early lunch off-campus just to get away from it for a bit. Then it was time for my last class of the day: Introduction to Film Techniques, with Professor Kovarsky.








To say I dreaded it was a major understatement. Not because I worried anyone would say anything about the arson to me—I’d figured out by now that most Stillwell residents kept their mouth shut about regardless of how they felt about it. Nor did I worry about Professor Kovarsky herself, who was probably the only person on campus switched off enough to have

 

no idea


 
what was going on.








No. I was worried about Marcie.








Marcie, who hadn’t sent me a

 

single


 
damn text since it all happened.








What did she think about all this? I’d gotten into this mess in the first place to save my boss’s daughter from the second-worst thing after death that could happen to a young woman, and now I had no idea what she could be thinking.








How she might react to the gossip.








Nobody believed anything untoward about Samantha Lowry—or if they did, they kept their opinions to themselves in order to avoid pissing off Delta Rho. Surely Marcie didn’t believe it, did she? If she knew I was screwing her big, well…









She’d never recover,


 
I thought.

 

What a betrayal.









I hadn’t meant to hurt Marcie’s feelings. I’d never expected to remember that I was a man that night—not in that sorority house bathroom with a gorgeous, lithe, all-american blonde coed in my arms. I hadn’t asked for any of this.








But now that I had it, you could be

 

damn


 
sure I wanted to keep it.








Marcie wasn’t in class when I arrived. More students filed in, taking their seats, the room slowly filling with whispers and little gestures. Unlike the engineering cohort at Stillwell, these kids were interested in gossip.








It wasn’t until about thirty seconds before class started that a familiar figure dropped into the seat next to me. Marcie was here.








“Hey,” I said, turning to her. “It’s good to see you—”








“Hi,” Marcie said, her tone clipped. “We’ll talk after class, okay?”









Okay? After class?


 
Shit, that didn’t sound good. Not at all.








I tried to shrug it off, but her words rattled me more than I wanted to admit. “Sure,” I said, trying to get a hint of a smile out of her. “I wouldn’t want all these people overhearing anyway.” I cleared my throat. “I guess I don’t always do what your father tells me, do I?”








She turned and looked straight at me.








“No,” she said, wary. “You sure don’t.”








Oh

 

fuck.









I wanted to say something,

 

anything,


 
but just then Professor Kovarsky decided to make her entrance into the classroom. She shuffled up to the front of the room with a sheaf of papers, checking over the projector before turning to the rows of students.








“Today we’re going to be talking about the films of Andrei Tarkovsky,” she said, sizing us up with a faint smile. “Yes, the clips we’re going to watch

 

will


 
be in color for once. Most of them, anyway.”








The room filled with groans, but I was happy. As the lights went down and the projection screen filled with clips from

 

Stalker, Solaris


 
and

 

Andrei Rublev,


 
I could almost pretend I was sitting in a very small, very dingy movie theater. One where I didn't have to worry about what my boss’s daughter thought of me. I couldn’t help but notice that she didn’t play any films from

 

after


 
Tarkovsky defected, though. Maybe her loyalties were deeper than just an academic interest.








I was able to pay attention, as I hadn’t watched most of the movies before. Well, I’d seen the George Clooney version of that one sci-fi film, but it kinda sucked.








The clips took up most of the class, which took my mind off my troubles. The only hitch came late in the lecture, during a discussion about what we’d seen.








“The Zone is the quintessential trial one must pass in order to gain what Campbell called the

 

elixir


 
,” Kovarsky explained to a bored room. “This can be a boon granted only to the hero, a piece of knowledge that gives him advantage over others, or even a magical item of some sort.” Kovarsky frowned, as if she’d been about to mention Luke Skywalker but found him too

 

gauche.


 
“The Room is a mirror into the souls of those who enter it, granting whatever lies at the center of their hearts. What do you think would wait for you in

 

your


 
Room?”








“Probably a flaming car,” someone joked.








The room filled with laughter.








My lips peeled back over my teeth. Fucking hell, that wasn’t even a

 

good


 
joke at my expense. What fucking asshole thought he could dunk on me for points—








“Hey why don’t you shut the

 

fuck


 
up!?”








The class fell silent. Everyone turned to look at the person who’d spoken—Marcie, sitting right next to me on my bench. I’d never seen her look so angry.








What the fuck?

 

I thought she was mad at me,


 
I told myself.








“Jesus, sorry,” the offender muttered.








“I’m not certain what this is about,” Kovarsky said, looking at me with a frown. “But there will be no outbursts like that in my class. Save that passion for your essays, Melvin.”









Melvin


 
must have been the guy who’d made the joke. He looked properly chastened.








“Speaking of which, I have your papers from last week,” Kovarsky said, changing the subject. “They were quite good, although a few of you need to learn which are the more obvious tells of artificial-assisted writing. So much

 

delving…


 
”








Mine turned out to be a B+. The rest of the class passed without incident, and Kovarsky left the lecture hall almost as quickly as the other students. Soon it was just me and Marcie in the classroom.








She stared straight ahead, not acknowledging my presence. My guts twisted. What did she know? If she knew what I was afraid of, then she was taking it even worse than I’d feared. Had I completely broken my relationship with this girl?








“That was something,” I finally said.








She turned to me at last. “I’m sorry I lost my temper,” she said.








“I appreciated it, but I’m fine, really,” I told her. “I’ve heard worse from better.” I paused for a moment, chewing over the various ways I could approach this. “I’m guessing from the fact that you haven’t texted me to ask how I’m doing that someone else has already given you the 411?”








Marcie’s face was a mask. “Samantha. My big. She told me everything, Jack.”








My eyes widened.

 

Samantha told her!?


 
It was the last thing I would have expected.








“Sweetheart,” I said, my mouth going dry. “Listen, it’s not like I

 

set out


 
to do this—”








“She told me you’re dating Yukiko,” she continued. “And that she was with you that night when Trevor tried to torch your car.”








My train of thought jumped right off the tracks.

 

Yukiko!?









“Don’t deny it,” Marcie said, her lips a tight little line. “It’s why she suggested you take Kiki to the charity gala instead of her. It’s why she ran over before the cops could get to your condo, so she could take the heat for Yukiko. Because her parents would fucking

 

freak


 
if they found out she was dating a guy twice her age…”








I… what!? That wasn’t the real story.









No, it’s an embellishment,


 
I realized.

 

The kind of thing Samantha would tell her little to throw her off the trail of what REALLY happened.


 
A clever one that told Marcie just enough to satisfy her curiosity while keeping her from realizing what was really going on.








Shit. Samantha Lowry really

 

was


 
the Queen, wasn’t she?








“Why didn’t you tell me?” Marcie asked. Her jaw trembled; her eyes grew watery. “You’re, like, one of my

 

best friends,


 
Jack. You’re practically my uncle. And you didn’t think you could tell me that you were crushing on one of my sorority sisters?”








Only a hell of a lot of self-control kept my jaw from swinging open. I couldn’t believe that Marcie knew about Yukiko—and that she had

 

no idea


 
about her big. About Samantha. She’d been expertly manipulated, and honestly it freaked me out a little to think of how good the leader of Delta Rho must be at this sort of thing.








“I… I didn’t know how you would take it,” I said, sucking my teeth. “Kiki’s… I mean, she’s a

 

lot


 
younger than I am…”








Marcie crossed her arms under her breasts. “I don’t care that she’s younger than you,” she said, shaking her head. “I care that you felt the need to hide this from me!”








The solution blazed to life in my head, and it wasn’t even a lie.








“We weren’t officially dating until last night,” I said, thinking of the conversation Yukiko and I had on our drive back to Stillwell. “I’ve been careful around her, you know. All that stuff going on with her parents, it’s a

 

really


 
tough time for her right now.”








“I know all about it,” Marcie said, nodding. “The divorce. It’s crazy stuff.”








“It is,” I agreed. “I helped her with that a bit, at the gala. Some people who knew her Dad and decided to get belligerent about it.”








Marcie’s eyes widened. “Woah. That’s heavy.”








Poor Marcie had no idea how heavy things had been around her lately. Fortunately for her, I had too much of a heart to tell her what she’d missed.








“So, you two became

 

official


 
last night?” Marcie perked up, interested. “What did she say? What did

 

you


 
say?”








Huh? “She took the lead, I suppose,” I muttered. “She said she wanted to see where this went, for the rest of the semester at least. Maybe after I graduate, too.”








Again, none of it was a lie.








But none of it was the whole story.








“Oh

 

shit,


 
” Marcie said, devouring the gossip the way only a college coed can. “So she’s your girlfriend now? Like, for real?”








“For real,” I said, letting out a relieved laugh. “But look, we’re keeping it hush hush for right now—”








“Oh, you don’t need to worry about that!” Marcie’s eyes shone—the distance, the aloofness I’d felt from her just a few moments ago had vanished. “I’m no blabbermouth. I think Samantha and I are the only people who know about it. And Kiki, of course.”









And my realtor,


 
I thought. Good lord, I really needed to leave Maria out of any stories I told Delta Rho regarding that night.








“And I don’t think you’re

 

taking advantage


 
of her or anything like that, if that’s what you’ve been worried about.” Marcie rolled her eyes when she said it. “Honestly, the ‘discourse’ about that sort of thing is exhausting.”








I’d never heard about it, but I could imagine. “You mean that?”








Marcie chuckled. “Yukiko’s a smart woman with a good head on her shoulders. If she wants to go out with you, it’s because she wants to go out with you—not because you put some kind of pressure on her or anything like that.” She grinned fiercely. “Besides, if you tried anything like that, Samantha would come down on you like the wrath of God!”








I had no doubt she was right. “I’m sure she would.”








“I can’t believe it,” Marcie said, leaning forward. “You’ve been working for my Dad for

 

fifteen years,


 
Jack. Fifteen years, and in all that time I’ve never seen you once with a girlfriend. Not even a

 

date!


 
”








Something inside of me slipped loose. “I was numbing myself to it,” I confessed, letting out a bit of what I’d felt that night with Samantha. “After Lauren, I buried myself in work. I didn’t let myself

 

feel


 
anything. And then I came to Stillwell, and Delta Rho, and everything changed.”








Marcie was nodding. “That night I got sick at the mixer, right?”









Got sick


 
was one way of putting it, I guess.








“Samantha told me that, too,” Marcie said with a snicker. “When you kept those guys from taking me out of the party, she said half the sorority was looking at you like the guy who plays Superman in all those movies. Yukiko more than anybody.” She grinned. “She told me she almost took me back to my dorm instead so Kiki could stay with you.”








Again, Samantha Lowry showed an incredible faculty for slightly twisting the truth. Her version of that night was so seductive, and made so much sense, that I was almost tempted to try and believe it. It would have made one hell of a meet cute between me and Yukiko. It just wasn’t true.








“Jack…”








Marcie’s words snapped me out of my thoughts. “Yes?”








My boss’s daughter smiled. “I’m happy for you. Really, I am. I think Yukiko is just what you need right now. And with everything that’s going on in her life, I’m pretty sure you’re

 
what

 

Yukiko


 
needs, too.”








The worst part was, she was right. I just wished I could tell her the whole story.








How Samantha Lowry woke me up and made me feel like a man for the first time in fifteen years. How she’d given me the confidence to make a move with Yukiko, and my realtor, and any other gorgeous woman at Stillwell who wanted to show me what I’d been missing for the last fifteen years.








But she’d never have understood. Samantha was right—this was what Marcie could handle. Anything else might break her.








Besides, Samantha was just my fuckbuddy, right? Like Maria. At the end of the semester, I’d probably never see her again. While Yukiko…








Hell.








Yukiko could be something that

 

lasted.









Marcie must have been thinking along the same lines. “Yukiko Avery,” she mused, giving me a grin that was almost as wicked as the guy who’d joked about the burning car. “Mrs. Jackson Avery…”








“It is

 

way


 
too early to say anything about that,” I growled.








“I’m just joking, Uncle Jack,” Marcie said. “Holy shit, my Dad is going to do

 

cartwheels


 
when he finds out about this. He’s been trying to hook you up with somebody since you first started working for him.”








I didn’t even remember that—I must have been too deep in my grief. “I hope he approves of my choice,” I muttered, thinking of Yukiko. And Samantha. And Maria…








“Jack, my Dad’s spent so long worrying about you staying a bachelor for the rest of your life that he’d probably hug a stripper if you brought her home with you,” Marcie said, laughing. “He’ll be over the freaking

 

moon


 
when he meets Yukiko. I promise.”








Marcie made it sound so easy. If only things could be that simple.








Unfortunately, my love life was a hell of a lot more complicated than she knew.








But for now, I just smiled. “I’m glad you think so,” I told Marcie. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about any of this before now. I didn’t want to talk about it until it became more real; if it turned out to be nothing, I wouldn’t have wanted to embarrass Yukiko.”








Marcie understood completely. “It’s a big change,” she agreed. “Seeing you with a girlfriend… man, I’m not going to get used to that for a while. But I’m stoked!”









I’m going to need to have a talk with Samantha,


 
I thought.

 

Sooner, rather than later.









But not tonight. Tonight, I had another date with Yukiko.








My babygirl could wait.













Chapter Six









After classes, I headed home and got ready for my evening with Yukiko. Our date would be early—according to Marcie, the Delta Rho dinner was at six o’clock sharp. I wondered what the coed had planned; evidently, she had some kind of surprise in mind.








I couldn’t wait.








I spent a bit of my downtime talking to my insurance company and checking in on how the repairs on my car were going. Their estimate of how long it would take made me groan, but there was little I could do about it. While the damage to the seats was fixable, the electronic system in the dashboard was a completely different story. It sounded like I’d be driving that rental car for a decent chunk of the semester.








The sun had just begun to dip below the horizon as I pulled the renter sedan into the parking lot of the Delta Rho sorority house. Yukiko hadn’t been kidding about the dinner being a big deal—what looked like the entire crop of current sorority girls lounged around outside, their laughter carrying on the evening breeze. Most of them had drinks, and none of them looked like they’d poured them themselves.









Waited on hand and foot,


 
I thought with a snicker.

 

Must be nice.









I spotted Marcie almost immediately. Dressed to the nines, balancing a tray of drinks on her arm like a waitress at a chain restaurant, she looked strangely in her element as she moved from senior sister to senior sister, making sure their needs were met. I vaguely remembered Yukiko telling me Marcie’s status as Samantha’s little meant she was ‘exempt’ from the usual stresses of pledging, but that must not have applied to this shindig.








She caught my eye and gave a little start. The tray tilted, nearly spilling a glass all over a tall Delta Rho girl lounging on a lawn chair on the sorority house’s front porch. I stifled a chuckle as she stammered out an apology—the poor girl was really being put through her paces. Well, she’d managed to scoot away from the tough parts of being a pledge so far. Maybe it was good for her.








Still, it shocked me to see Daniel Ramsey’s daughter kowtowing to other girls.








Inside, the dinner preparations were in full swing. I scanned the crowd, looking for Yukiko, and thought about the last couple of times I’d had cause to visit the Delta Rho house. After the insanity of the last few weeks—swooping in to save Marcie, getting press ganged into the charity gala, the attempt to turn my freaking car into a cinder—I was ready for something simpler. A date.








Just me and Yukiko, no drama.








Okay, maybe a

 

little


 
drama. But only the fun kind.








I was just about to find a pledge and ask where she was when I noticed the woman herself stepping out of the kitchen. She hadn’t noticed me yet, and I let my eyes wander over her body, thinking about what it would be like to be in an actual relationship with her—to spend every day in her company. Yukiko had clearly made herself up for our date, but she hadn’t gone fancy with it. She looked like she’d just stepped off a hiking trail, in a tight little tank top with a checkered overshirt thrown over it and buttoned low to show off just a hint of cleavage. Her dark locks had been pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was wearing leather boots instead of heels.








It didn’t matter. She still looked fucking fabulous.








She spotted me and her face lit up. All at once the way she carried herself changed, like she wanted to look a little bit more confident and naughty in front of her man. Her steps took on a bit of a seductive sway, which made my throat go dry as she crossed the room in my direction. Pledges scattered at her approach.








“Hey,” she said, nibbling her bottom lip as she sauntered over. She gave me a quick once-over, her eyes sparkling in a way that told me we were going to get into trouble tonight.

 

Good


 
trouble. “Long time, no see.”








I couldn’t help but laugh at that. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since that threesome. “Looks like your ladies are having a good time. You sure you want to miss out on all of them bowing and scraping for you?”








Yukiko smirked as she looked over the crowd. “Yeah, it’s not really my thing. Besides, there’s this guy I’ve got a major crush on, and I want to show him a really nice time tonight. He needs it.”








I smirked right back. “He must be a lucky man.”








She laughed, closing the distance between us. “Nah.

 

I’m


 
the lucky one.” She took my hand and guided it to her lower back, letting out a relieved little sound like the whole world was okay now that I was touching her. “Although considering what you’ve been getting up to lately, I’m sure you’d be alright with having a few coeds at your beck and call…”








My brows rose. Pledges were already staring—a few of them whispered to each other at the sight of me holding Yukiko so close. I wondered if she knew about that.








“You’re not doing a very good job of keeping this under wraps,” I growled, leaning in close. Her lips looked so soft and shiny that it took an effort of will not to kiss her right in front of the whole sorority.








Yukiko looked like she wanted me to. “Like every single one of them isn’t jealous as hell of me right now,” she purred, pressing one of her legs against my thigh. “They’d kill to be standing where I am, Jack. To have a guy like you looking at them the way you’re looking at me…”








“How’s that?” I asked.








Yukiko’s grin was bright enough to power half of Stillwell. “Like you want to devour me whole,” she whispered, her voice a little scared but way more excited.  “Like I’m something you want to conquer.”








I didn’t need to mention that I’d conquered her once already. “And you want that?” I asked, so close that our lips nearly touched. “To be

 

devoured


 
by a man like me?”








“

 

Fuck,


 
Jack,” Yukiko whimpered, losing her composure in my arms. “I’ve never wanted anything as bad as I want you. You have no fucking idea how down bad I am for you…”








I wanted to hear her tell me all about it. Maybe I wanted to do even more than that.








But before I could, a voice snapped me back to reality.








“

 

There


 
you are,” a female voice purred. “Mr. Front Page News.”








Yukiko and I both turned. Samantha Lowry, all blonde hair and high fashion and queen bee confidence, stood leaning against the doorframe of the sorority house’s entrance like she was posing for a modeling shoot.








The tension in the room ratcheted up. Yukiko’s fingers dug into my sides, holding me in a way that felt almost possessive. Even if the other pledges and sorority sisters had no idea what was going on between us, being in the presence of their leader upped the pressure of the evening. None of them dared look at Samantha.








“I’m sorry about your car,” Samantha said, sashaying her way across the room. “It’s a real drag not seeing that thing roaring across campus. Marcie told me all about it.”








Marcie hadn’t, but the implication wasn’t lost on either of us. Marcie knew about Yukiko. Which meant she’d probably told Samantha about the two of us, believing she was reporting something new to her big. I wondered how amused she’d been to hear it.








“It is what it is,” I told her, trying to keep my eyes from lingering too long on her. And pointedly

 

not


 
thinking about the time she’d knelt in front of me in the bathroom of this very building, promising me the best blowjob of my life before making good on every word. “Apologies for the interruption. I was just heading out.”








“Oh, there’s no need for that,” Samantha teased. “You’ve helped us out so many times this semester, you’re practically an honorary Delta Rho.” Her gaze traveled to Yukiko and her grin sharpened. “You borrowing one of my lieutenants tonight, Jack?”








“Just for a bit,” I said.








Samantha crossed her arms beneath her breasts, her expression light but laced with something cryptic. “Well, don’t keep her out too late,” she said, playing the part of the sorority’s matriarch with precision. “She’s got a lot going on this week. We had a chat about that a little while ago, didn’t we, Kiki?”








I stiffened. They’d talked?








“Don’t worry,” Yukiko said, her tone sweet but more than a little teasing. “I’ll take good care of him. I’ll make sure nobody tries to light him on fire while he’s gone.”








A handful of braver pledges broke into laughter at that.








I expected Samantha to chastise them, but she just snickered. “I’m sure you two will do an excellent job keeping each other out of trouble,” she said, her tone making it perfectly clear to everyone in the sorority house that Yukiko and I were an item. “Mostly.”








Then she stepped aside and gestured at the door. “I’ll give Marcie your love,” she said with a wink.








I put my arm around Yukiko and led her out of the sorority house. I didn’t see Marcie on the way back to the car, but I was sure half the damn pledges were probably already telling her about the altercation. They all thought Samantha Lowry was being prickly because she didn’t like having one of her right-hand girls stolen out from under them. Maybe some of them figured Samantha was jealous.








None of them knew the real story.








“That was intense,” I said as we reached the rental. “You alright?”








Strangely, Yukiko looked invigorated. “Oh, absolutely.”








“You two have been talking about me?”








Yukiko shrugged, her expression unreadable. “I told you I would. I wanted to clear the air between me and Samantha, since I plan on seeing you a lot between now and the end of the semester. She’s my

 

friend,


 
Jack. I don’t want there to be any unpleasantness between us.”








“Uh huh,” I said. “Girl talk, I get it. And…

 

is


 
there any? Unpleasantness, I mean?”








Yukiko smiled like a cat with a whole bowl of cream. “We’ve come to an understanding,” she said, leaving me buzzing to know exactly what she meant by

 

that.


 
“Now come on, get in the car. We’ve got plans.”








I opened the door for Yukiko (I am a gentleman, after all) then slid into the driver’s seat. Her fingers were already dancing over the touchscreen on the dashboard, plugging coordinates into the rental car’s GPS.








“No peeking,” the coed said, holding one well-manicured hand over the side of the screen. She tapped the screen with those nails a few more times, shooting me a playful glance. “You think you can refrain from spoiling the surprise?”








“I’m a patient man,” I told her.

 

You have no idea how patient. I waited fifteen years to live like this.









“Good,” Yukiko chuckled. “Trust me.”








“The last time I trusted a Delta Rho girl,” I said, starting the engine, “I ended up at the police station.”








I could really get used to hearing Yukiko laugh. “And look how much fun you’ve had!” Her hand went to my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I promise we won’t get into any trouble with the law tonight, Jack. Just follow the GPS and enjoy.”








Yukiko’s directions led us out of Stillwell proper, into the surrounding hill country. Part of me wondered if she intended to lead us back to the roads we’d gone driving on the other night, but it quickly became clear that we were heading in a different direction.








About twenty minutes later the road widened, emptying out onto a new scene. The GPS announced our arrival with a cheerful little chime, and I pulled the sedan into a gravel lot with tall grass pushing in on all sides. Dozens of vehicles filled it, from luxury cars to beaters, and a ramshackle sign announced it as

 

Love Beach


 
.








“Beach?” I blurted, frowning. “We’re nowhere near the ocean.”








“It’s a lake,” Yukiko purred, tapping my knee. “And it’s big enough that you can barely tell the difference. You’ve really never been out here?”








I hadn’t. But ahead of me stretched a scraggly beach, its pebbled shore giving way to the wine-dark waters of a massive New England lake. The last rays of the fading sun blazed on the horizon, bathing the sun in hues of deep orange and red and making the whole place look romantic as hell.








Now I understood the name.








Nobody wanted to brave that water, but there were plenty of people hanging out. Small groups clustered around bonfires, filling the air with laughter and the occasional untrained strum of a guitar. I winced as the intro to

 

Wonderwall


 
played in the distance, but Yukiko just grinned as she stretched.








“So this is the surprise,” I said, putting an arm around her waist. “I like it.”








“No, the surprise is over there,” Yukiko said, cracking her knuckles. A short distance away a small wooden building sat on a patch of concrete, with a half-dozen metal vehicles behind it. A neon sign flickered above the window: 

 

Go-Kart Rentals - $12/15 min


 
.








I blinked. “Go-karts?”








Yukiko’s grin stretched like a fox’s. “I know, it’s not exactly a MacLaren. But you’re not the one who’s going to be driving, so I figured you wouldn’t be

 

too


 
disappointed.”








“What?”








“I thought I could take the wheel tonight,” Yukiko said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You did such a good job the other night that I’d like to return the favor. Unless you’re scared?”








Ha. Clever girl.








“I’m up for it,” I said, the hand around her waist traveling a little lower. “I trust you, Kiki. Besides, something tells me you might have done this before.”








She didn’t deny it. And when my hand went to her rear, gently gripping the firm flesh of her ass through her jeans, she pressed her body against mine like she belonged to me.








“Come on,” she whispered, beaming at me. “Let’s go for a drive.








Yukiko took me by the hand and led me to the rental building. A big bearded guy with a sunburned nose and a Hawaiian shirt lounged behind the counter, nodding his head in time with the Jimmy Buffett album playing on an old-school boombox behind him. He barely looked at me as he swiped my credit card, then handed me a key attached to a plastic parrot keychain. Somebody had written the number 1 in Sharpie across the top; evidently we were the only rental that evening.








“No leaving the beach, no drinking and driving, and no deliberately crashing,” he muttered, glancing from me to Yukiko. “Got it?”








“Got it,” Yukiko said, nudging me. “Let’s go, Jack!”








We found the go-kart waiting for us in the lot. It looked like it had been used more recently than some of the rest—a fine sheen of sand covered its dented frame—but the seats were comfortable, and big enough for both of us. The sand at the far end of the lot had been tampered down by multiple sets of tires into a rough track, which wound from our side of the beach to a small forested area a half-mile off and back.








“You sure you got this?” I asked, glancing into the driver’s seat.








Yukiko nodded. “Just figuring out where to put the key on this model. Ah, here we go.”








She revved the engine—a cat’s purr compared to the fierce growl of my MacLaren—and pulled off of the lot so fast I barely had time to buckle my seatbelt. The cart lurched forward, bouncing over the dunes as we followed the beach along a parallel path. A group of college kids around one of the bonfires looked up, startled, as we passed, but we weren’t close enough to actually interfere with their fun.








“Holy hell!” I yelled, grabbing hold of whatever parts of the kart’s frame I could reach. “Slow it down, Yukiko!”








The coed laughed, hair whipping around her face. Loose strands of it came free from her ponytail, waving in the breeze. “I’m just getting started!” she cried, sounding happier than I’d ever heard from her. “Hang on, Jack!”








I did. The dunes rose and fell around us, the evening wind whipping sand across my face as Yukiko swerved around every obstacle in her path. She kept away from people, but this wasn’t a sunny beach from down in Florida or Key West—the slope leading down to the lake had nearly as much gravel as sand, and the go-kart’s wheels had a tendency to send it flying every time the back of the tiny vehicle fishtailed across the dunes.








“Jesus, Kiki!” The coed took a turn so hard we went up onto two wheels, climbing one of the larger dunes. “You trying to kill me!”








“Hell no!” She looked over at me, her face flushed with adrenaline and excitement. “I’m

 

living,


 
Jack! Living fast!”








She took the top of the dune and sailed right over, the go-kart briefly going airborne. We hit the ground hard enough to rattle my bones, but the whoop I let out as we accelerated wasn’t out of fear. I started laughing, like a kid on his first rollercoaster.








Hell, this was fun!








As I glanced over at her, I felt like I understood Yukiko a little better than I had a few minutes ago. I wasn’t the only person in Stillwell who needed to blow off a little steam—just like me, Yukiko was going through some things.








She needed a little speed and excitement to take her mind off of her parents.








Considering what I’d been through in my life, I couldn’t blame her.








Yukiko kept on driving for a good fifteen minutes. At some point the sun dipped low enough that she switched on the go-kart’s headlights, lighting up the sand in front of us as we sped down the beach. The lake glittered to our left, the stars reflecting on the water, while behind us the bonfires danced like tiny candle flames in the distance.








She did a few tricks, which solidified my certainty that she’d driven one of these things before. Every time I glanced over at her she met my eyes and grinned, her gaze dancing with the promise of a night I’d never forget.








By the time she brought the kart to a halt in ankle-deep sand, I’d well and truly fallen for this girl. The silence as the engine cut off was replaced with the surge of my own heartbeat in my ears.








Yukiko climbed out to survey her work, her gaze following the trail of wheel marks leading down the beach. She wiped sand off of her shorts, nibbling her bottom lip with a proud expression. “Pretty good, huh?”








I climbed out behind her. “

 

Really


 
good. Once my MacLaren gets out of the shop, I ought to let you take it for a spin.”








She beamed at that. “You mean it? That would be awesome!”








“I mean it,” I said. “Where’d you learn to drive like that?”








Yukiko shrugged. “My Dad. He used to take me to a track like this in Nagoya, before we moved to the US.” Her smile faltered for a moment. “Before shit got complicated.”








“Come on,” I said, snapping her out of it. “Let’s go for a walk.”








Yukiko looked a little confused, but agreed. We wandered up the beach, away from the bonfires and parties, far enough from the parking lot and the main waterfront that we could barely hear the revelry. The sounds of the wind and the waves were just as loud, drowning it out, until we almost felt like we had the whole place to ourselves.








“This was a really nice surprise,” I said as we walked. “Thank you, Yukiko.”








She blushed, her cheeks darkening in the moonlight. “I thought we could both use a break,” she whispered. “There was so much drama at the charity gala, it didn’t really feel like a

 

first date,


 
you know?”








“Plus I didn’t have you all to myself,” I said, thinking about the gorgeous coed splayed on the hood of my car next to Maria. “I know we got into that territory in a hurry—”








“It’s okay,” she said, shaking her head. “I wanted it. I’m a big girl, Jack. I can make my own decisions.”








“Of course.”








We stopped near a cluster of low dunes, right where the sand gave way to crunchy fall leaves. A thicket of trees shaded us from the moonlight, and a convenient log gave us a place to sit and watch the lake. The water looked so still that I felt like I was staring at a plate of glass, rather than a living surface.








The wind blew over the sand, chilly from the night air. Yukiko snuggled up closer to me, a contented smile on her face as she rested her head on my shoulder.








“This is so nice,” she whispered. “I wish every night could be like this.”








So did I.








Both of us were quiet for a long moment, just enjoying each other’s company.








“Listen, Jack,” Yukiko said eventually. “About Samantha—”








Something vibrated. For a second, I thought it was Yukiko, then I remembered my phone in the pocket of my jacket.

 

Damn it,


 
I thought.

 

What a time to get interrupted…









I pulled out the phone with every intention of sending it to voicemail—then I saw the name written on the top of the screen.

 

Daniel Ramsey.









My boss.








“Shit,” I muttered, the sight of it snapping me out of the romantic moment.








Yukiko stiffened. “Is everything okay, Jack?”








“Yeah, it’s just my boss,” I said, glancing between her and the phone. “It might be important. I really should take this…”








Yukiko nodded. “Of course! Go right ahead. I’ll be right here.” She slid off the log to give me a little space and made a show out of studying the waves.









Good girl,


 
I thought with a grin. I thumbed the button and held the phone to my ear.








“Hello?”








“Jack!” It was Daniel, alright. “How are you doing?”








He sounded friendly, but I thought I could detect a note of concern beneath his greeting. In the background of the call, I could hear keys being tapped and the sounds of quiet conversation.

 

A meeting at this hour?


 
I thought, checking my watch. Yeah, Daniel Ramsey

 

would


 
still be having meetings this late.








“I’m good,” I said, watching Yukiko from behind. I could stare at that ass all day and be a happy man. “Better than good, actually. I think you were right about sending me to Stillwell after all, boss.”








“Jack, I heard about the incident with your car,” Daniel said. “Marcie says it has something to do with some guy who’s been harassing her sorority?”








That was one way of putting it. “Yeah, just a punk kid,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. Part of me wondered if I should mention the name

 

Baines


 
to see if Daniel reacted, but I thought better of it. I didn’t want anything to spoil my wonderful evening. “I took care of it. He won’t be fucking with Marcie or any of her friends again.”








Daniel let out a noise that let me know he approved. “Sounds like you’ll have a hell of a story to tell when you get back to Boston. Your car okay?”








I chuckled. “Yeah. The MacLaren’s in the shop, but it’s in one piece. I got a rental.”








“Which we’ll be happy to cover.” I heard the sound of a drink being poured; the meeting must have been going late enough for Daniel to order takeout. I bit back the urge to ask him what was going on at the firm—the

 

last


 
thing I needed was to involve myself in company business on top of everything else. “Stillwell been treating you alright otherwise?”








He sounded like he was fishing. I had a pretty good idea of what he was fishing

 

for,


 
too, considering he’d been talking to Marcie. I let my gaze settle on Yukiko, who chose that moment to glance back at me over her shoulder and smile.








“Things are great,” I said breezily. “Is there something you want to ask me, boss?”








There was a pause on the other end of the line. Then my mentor began to laugh.








“I guess you got me,” he said. “Marcie might have, uh, mentioned something about you meeting a lady over there up at college? Some Japanese girl?”








I swallowed hard. Until that day at his office when he’d told me about Stillwell, Daniel and I had never talked openly about my dating life. It made me think of Lauren.








“Yeah,” I said, my voice steady despite the weight in my chest. “Someone special.” I forced out a laugh and decided to be bold. “Maybe several someones, actually.”








Daniel cackled at that. He took it as a joke, like I knew he would. “Well damn, Jack! Sounds like the college life’s been doing you a world of good. Your classes good?”








I assured him that they were. Honestly, I could have passed them in my sleep.








“Good,” he said. “Don’t worry about the firm, Jack. I’m keeping things held down over here. We’ll be ready for you when you get back to Boston. And maybe I can take you and this girl of yours out to dinner?”








“Sure, boss,” I said. “That would be nice.”








After a few more pleasantries we hung up.








Yukiko watched me, her head tilted and a small smile tilting the corner of her soft pink lips. “Everything alright?” she asked.








“Fantastic,” I assured her, tucking the phone away. “Can I make a request of you, Yukiko?”








It wasn’t what she’d expected to hear. “Of course,” she said, standing up a little straighter. “What do you need, Jack?”








I rose. “I don’t want to hear about Samantha right now,” I told her, walking over and taking her hand. “Whatever the two of you said to each other, all that Delta Rho stuff, it can wait. Tonight’s about you and me, alright?”








Yukiko looked like she wanted to protest. “But Jack, I should really tell you—”








“It can wait,” I repeated. “Really. Surely we can hold off on that for a night?”








She nodded. “I guess so,” she said.








“Good,” I said, glancing back at the trees. “Let’s go somewhere a little more private.”








Yukiko followed my gaze. When she realized what I was suggesting, she let out a little gasp of excitement. “

 

Jackson Avery.


 
We are in

 

public…


 
!”








I refrained from reminding her that the first time we’d had sex had been on the hood of my car. That had been different, anyway: back then, we’d been miles from any people. Now we were close enough to see the bonfires. There was a danger that hadn’t been there before. And an excitement.








I leaned in close, gripping her ass with both hands. Yukiko’s eyes rolled back in her head as I held her to me, her arousal boiling over as she dropped all of her pretensions and just let herself

 

feel.


 
In a way, it was the same thing I’d seen when she drove the go-kart.








“You said I look at you like I want to devour you,” I growled against her neck. “Right now, Yukiko, I’m

 

hungry.


 
”








Yukiko trembled in my arms. “Fuck yes,” she whispered, giving the bonfires on the far side of the beach a final glance. “They’re way too far away to notice anything. Even if they weren’t…”








She didn’t need to finish that thought. She’d risk it, for me.








Because she wanted this every bit as badly as I did.








I lifted her into my arms and carried her into the trees.













Chapter Seven









Within moments, we were alone. The distant sounds of beach parties grew even more distance as we entered the thicket, until they were muffled to the point that we couldn’t hear them over the waves. Yukiko clung to me like a piece of driftwood after a shipwreck, her dark eyes filled with need.








“Jack,” she whispered, her fingers unbuttoning my shirt. “I want you to know something. I’ve been thinking about this since the moment you dropped me off at the dorms last night.”








I’d suspected as much, but it still felt amazing to hear her say it. Nothing can turn a man on like a compliment, and Yukiko was a world-class expert at making a man feel like a King. Like

 

her


 
King.








I found a tree with a flat section of bark and pushed Yukiko up against it, my hands finding her hips as I reached for the waistband of her jeans. “Good,” I growled, covering her lips with my own. She tasted like salt and sand and black cherries, and as her mouth opened beneath mine my cock surged to life and strained against the fabric of my boxers.








The thrill of being caught made things even hotter. Deep down I knew there was little risk that someone would stumble onto me and Yukiko a little ways up from the beach—but a

 

small


 
risk still isn’t zero. It made my heart hammer against my breastbone, and when Yukiko ground her body against mine, she felt like a live wire someone had overcharged with current.








“Oh fuck,” she gasped between kisses. “This is crazy! I swear I don’t have some kind of exhibitionist kink, Jack. I just can’t stop fucking you outside for some reason…!”








“It’s cool,” I told her, unbuttoning her pants. “Next time, I’ll make sure we have a bed underneath of us.”








“Mmmh, I guess so,” Yukiko giggled, trailing kisses down my neck. “Maybe we’ll put the bed on the balcony and see if anyone notices!”







That sounded so hot I could barely contain myself.







Yukiko’s jeans were so tight I practically had to peel them off of her. Underneath of them she wore a pair of black silk panties, as lacy as the bottom of a set of fancy lingerie. The fabric was sheer enough that when she arched her hips to meet me, it turned nearly transparent. When I saw what lay beneath, my heart skipped a beat.








Yukiko was completely bare down there.








She must have shaved sixty seconds before our date. Her mound glistened in the dim light, leaving a wet patch across the fabric as she ground herself against the front of my pants. The fact that she’d prepared herself for me that way made me feel like a King. Like a God.








A jolt of pure lust shot through me. I slid her panties to the side and palmed her mound, sliding one finger deep into her channel.








It was like I’d struck Yukiko with a taser. Her whole body went feral in my arms, her nails digging into my back as she clung to me. “Yes!” she panted, nodding like a bobblehead. “Oh fuck, Jack,

 

please!


 
”








“Look at you,” I growled, savoring the way each touch made her squeal. “You’re totally smooth for me. You did this for me tonight, Kiki? You got your tight little pussy ready for me before our date?”








Only the whites of her eyes showed. “Uh

 

huh


 
,” she moaned, wiggling her hips back and forth. “I—oh

 

fuck


 
—I wanted to drive you crazy, Jack. I want to be a perfect girlfriend for you. Fuck, I want you so much…!”








I could tell. Yukiko was over the moon for me, that much was clear. Her body tensed beneath me as she ground her ass against the tree, her jeans dropping from her ankles to land in the leaves. Every touch soaked my fingers with juice, filling the thicket of trees with wet squelching sounds. Holy shit, she was

 

ready.









“Don’t stop,” she begged against my neck. “Please, Jack. Oh fuck, it feels so fucking good!

 

You


 
feel so fucking good…!”








I grinned fiercely. I could do even better than that.








With a grunt I grabbed Yukiko by the hips and lifted her further up the tree. She let out a gasp, mixed with a whine of frustration at being denied the contact of my fingers against the most intimate parts of her anatomy. It was only when I kissed her, then began moving my kisses lower and lower down her sweet little body, that she realized what I was about to do.








“

 

Ohmigawd


 
yes,” the coed moaned. “Jack, don’t stop…!”








I didn’t need any further invitation. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down slowly, savoring the way she gasped as I exposed her bare mound to the chilly air blowing off the beach. The scent of her arousal hit me, hot and feral, and before I could stop myself I buried my face between her thighs.








God, she tasted amazing.








Yukiko let out a groan like she’d just sunk into a hot bath, her hands gripping the back of my head as I kissed the swollen nub at the apex of her womanhood. When my tongue started to flick out, teasing her, she nearly came apart right then and there.








“Holy

 

fuck


 
!” she whimpered, her hips bucking as I devoured her the way I’d promised. My tongue circled her clit with slow but steady licks, teasing the most sensitive part of her while my free hand grasped the swell of her mound. She was even more responsive than my sports car—every little lick, stab and swirl made her cry out, her thighs clenching and her eyes rolling back in her head as I did my best to make her feel like my Queen. Her voice, husky and full of lust, echoed in the quiet forest.








Before long I had her trembling. She went boneless against me, my strength the only thing keeping her from collapsing to the forest floor. I gripped her thighs harder as I buried myself deeper, my tongue pressing into that tight, perfect channel as I attacked her pussy with reckless abandon. Yukiko’s groans deepened, her nails sending pinpricks of pain into my scalp, her pussy boiling over with need.








“Oh fuck oh fuck yes,” she whimpered, sobs of bliss escaping her throat. “Oh my god Jack oh my

 

god


 
you’re so good at that! Don’t stop, fuck, I love it I love

 

you


 
—!”








I smiled against her wet, feral pussy as she let her innermost feelings slip. I could feel Yukiko’s walls gripping me tighter, the muscles of her cunt clenching around my fingers as she prepared to go right over the edge. She pulled back, trying to prolong the magic, but I pinned her even harder to the tree and ate her out like a starving cat with a bowl of cream.








“I’m coming,” she whispered, her whole body tensing against me. “Holy shit Jack you’re gonna make me

 

cum


 
—!”








A moment later, she made good on her threat.








Yukiko’s words dissolved into a loud, shuddering cry as orgasm took her. Her back arched like a bow against the tree, only her ass and her shoulders making contact with the bark as pure bliss coursed through her gorgeous young body. She screamed so loud that I worried a little bit that someone on the beach might think she was being murdered. Her fingers gripped my hair tighter than tight, tugging as she lifted her hips and ground her spasming pussy against my face.








I kept on licking, going slowly but steadily as she rode out the waves of her bliss. Yukiko trembled against the tree, juice dripping from her freshly-eaten cunt as it continued gripping like a mad fist. The feel of it was too much for me to take; I needed her.

 

Now.









I lowered her body to my level, my hands on her hips. Yukiko peered at me through a haze of pleasure, realizing what I planned a moment before I did it. She smiled.








“Yes,” she whispered, sounding like she was floating on cloud nine. “Fuck me—”








She was still cumming when I buried my cock inside of her.








The heat of it, the wetness, was so good that I had to think of math equations to keep from erupting inside of her on the very first thrust. For a moment I teetered on the brink, then I pulled myself back from the edge and mastered my need. By the time I bottomed out inside of her a second time I was back in control, staring down at the still-cumming coed like some kind of sex god.








“Oh

 

fuck


 
that’s so deep,” Yukiko whimpered. When I looked down, I could see what she meant. My cock actually

 

bulged


 
from the inside of her pussy, visibly stretching her every time I went hilt-deep into her tight, wet channel. If it hurt, Yukiko gave me no sign. “Holy shit, that cock is perfect, Jack!”








“Yeah?” I asked. I knew that, but I wanted to hear her say it.








“I feel like Cinderella,” she purred, her voice thick with pleasure. “I found the one that

 

fits just right!


 
”








Jesus. How had I lucked out with this girl?








Yukiko moved her hips against me, her mouth forming a little ‘o’ of bliss. “Fuck me, Jack,” she begged, gritting her teeth as she began rocking back and forth on my prick. “Fuck me hard!”








I didn’t hold back.








I thrust into her, deep and fast, the tree shaking with the force of it. She was tight, hot, perfect, her walls clenching around me as I pounded into her as hard as I could. Every time I went balls-deep inside of her I felt like I was in heaven, so I did it as fast and often as humanly possible. My strokes went faster and harder, my primal instincts moving to the front of my brain as Yukiko’s nails dug into my shoulders. I had to give the girl this: every thrust was met by her hips, by her legs spreading even wider to welcome me all the way inside of her. Her moans were the sweetest music I’d ever heard.








It didn’t take long for me to stray near the peak. Yukiko could feel me swelling bigger and harder inside of her; a knowing smile spread across her face as I locked in hard and started to push. “Cum in me,” she begged, staring right into my eyes.








It took everything I had not to shoot. I was

 

there.









“Fill me up,” she whimpered, guiding my hand to her chin as I neared the point of no return. “It’s safe, Jack, I promise. Just—

 

nnngh


 
—cum inside me. Please?”








Fuck, fuck, fuck!








“I need to feel it,” she begged. “I need to feel you cum inside me please fill me up Jack

 

please


 
fucking shoot for me…!”








That was game over. Her words pushed me over the edge; one more hard thrust was all it took to send me into the stratosphere. My vision exploded as I came, stars dancing in my eyes as I buried my cock as deep as I could inside of her and let go. The orgasm was so strong that I nearly passed out. Thick, hot ropes of semen sprayed directly into Yukiko’s core, hitting her inner walls so hard that I

 

knew


 
she could feel it.








She milked me with that tight little pussy of hers. Her thighs continued to grip me as I came down from my peak, pulling every last drop of my load into her as she whimpered and moaned and stroked my hair. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, full of a bliss I had no idea a woman could contain.








As I came down from my peak, I cocked my head to the side. Yukiko’s scream had been loud enough to send a search party our way, but I didn’t hear anybody coming. I figured we were safe. The sound of the parties down the beach had probably masked it.

 

Hell, we’re probably not the only couple making those noises tonight,


 
I thought.








I stood there, panting, Yukiko pinned between me and the tree. For long moments neither of us spoke. I didn’t take myself out of her, either—I was still hard, every little movement sending sparks between my cock and the walls of her pussy.








“Shit,” I groaned, kissing her. “That was crazy.”








“

 

Really


 
crazy,” Yukiko agreed. “But I liked it.”








I started to pull out of her, but her hips tightened around me. “Are you done already?” she asked, sounding almost worried.








“What?”








“I can feel you inside me, Jack.” Yukiko rocked her hips back and forth, her walls grinding against me. “You’re still hard.

 

Really


 
hard. You sure you’re satisfied?”








Her reaction threw me off guard, but I liked it. “God damn, woman,” I said, laughing. “You’re insatiable. I’m going to have a hell of a time keeping up with you.”








“I want to be a good girlfriend,” Yukiko said. “That means I want to satisfy you in

 

every


 
way, Jack. I’m up to go as many times as you ask, until you’ve had as much of me as you want.”








“That’s a hell of an offer,” I told the coed, honestly impressed by her moxie. “I don’t know. We’re kind of lucky we’ve gotten away with

 

this.


 
Someone might walk by—”








“What if I let you fuck me in the ass?”














Chapter Eight









I froze. My cock, already half-hard, jerked inside of Yukiko’s walls. She grinned wickedly as I swelled back to full mast in the blink of an eye.








“Oh, somebody

 

likes


 
that idea,” she purred, her hand sliding down to grip my base. “I can feel it.”








Of course I did. I could count on one hand the number of times a girl had let me do anal in my lifetime. The one time Lauren tried it, the experience had been awkward and a little uncomfortable for her, and she’d asked me if we could put a pin in it after a couple of ‘experiments’. I’d agreed, of course—she was the love of my life, and it wasn’t like she didn’t do everything else I wanted. We’d still had an incredible sex life—it was just that this one thing hurt her a bit. It wasn’t a big deal.








At least not until the most gorgeous coed I’d ever met offered me her backdoor.








“You sure?” I felt like a fool for even questioning it, but I had to be sure. “I won’t hurt you, will I?”








A smile flickered across Yukiko’s face. “I don’t think so,” she whispered, blushing a bit. “I’ve never let a guy do it, so I’m not a hundred percent, but I’ve used toys back there.” She flushed deeper. “Some pretty big ones on occasion.”








I let out a whistle. “The things your generation gets up to!”








Yukiko slid back to the ground and turned around, facing the tree. “You don’t think my pussy was the

 

only


 
thing I got ready for you tonight, was it?” she purred, spreading one cheek of her firm, round ass. She wiggled it a bit, and I caught a glimpse of her tight little pucker. “I wouldn’t be a very good girlfriend if I wasn’t prepared for

 

any


 
possibility.”








Wow. Holy

 

fuck.


 
I felt like a man who’d scratched a winning lottery ticket, only to discover that what he’d thought was a ten-thousand dollar prize was actually worth a cool million. Surely a woman this incredible couldn’t be real?








Well, Lauren had been real. So the precedent existed.








“I’m ready for you, if you want it,” Yukiko said. “I understand if you don’t want to, Jack. I’m just giving you the option. I… I really want you to like me. You’re fucking

 

incredible,


 
and I know there’s so many women on campus who’d kill to go out on a date with you—”








I was already shaking my head. “I told you, I don’t want to hear about

 

them,


 
” I growled. “Not tonight.”








Yukiko stared at me, as submissive as a geisha. Then something changed in her face, and I caught a glimpse of something I’d never seen from her before.








“Maybe you don’t

 

want


 
my ass,” she growled, grinning from ear to ear as she said it. “Maybe you’re just scared, Jack. Maybe you think I’m some kind of delicate flower who’s going to break in half if you look at me the wrong way—”









Thwack!









I hadn’t even realized I was going to do it. My hand shot upward, giving Yukiko’s bare ass a stinging slap. The flesh of her cheek jiggled invitingly, the spot where my palm had been a moment ago already darkening in the moonlight.








The effect on Yukiko was immediate.








She arched her back, her eyes narrowing to slits as she groaned with mingled pain and pleasure. Her thighs shivered, clenching together, and a rivulet of juice dripped down her thigh. Best of all, her eyes burned like a pair of coals in her face—like I’d just lit her insides on fire in the best possible way.








“Oh

 

fuck


 
yes,” Yukiko whimpered. “Yes, sir, smack my ass! I’ve been a bad girlfriend, I shouldn’t have talked back to you…!”








I understood instantly.

 

This


 
was what Yukiko wanted. What she was far too shy and demure to admit she needed from me, deep down in the depths of her sexual identity.








At the sight of her groaning and begging for my apology, something tore loose inside of me. In the blink of an eye I was against her, already losing myself in primal need once more. I braced her against the tree, wrapping my free hand loosely around her throat as I pressed the swollen crown of my cock against the tightest, most forbidden opening a woman had.








“I should have known,” I grunted, my lips against her ear. “Any girl who puts a plug in her ass while she’s touching herself has

 

got


 
to be a freak. She needs someone who’s not afraid to get rough with her when she needs it…”








“

 

Yesss!


 
” The sound left Yukiko like steam escaping a kettle. “Oh fuck, Daddy, you know just what I need—”








My hand tightened on her throat.








It was so unexpected that Yukiko’s eyes shot open. For a moment I hadn’t realized what I’d done, then I consciously relaxed my fingers.








“My bad,” I growled. “Got carried away.”








“It’s totally cool,” Yukiko said, her eyes shining with lust. “So no D-word, then?”








I shook my head. Evidently there was only one girl on campus I wanted to hear that word from. I’d heard it from Samantha Lowry’s lips so many times that I associated it with her—so much that it took me right out of the moment when Yukiko said it.








“How about something else?” Yukiko guided my hand back to her throat, wiggling her ass against my cock as she arched her back. “Whatever you want, Jack, it’s yours. Should I call you sir? Hunk? Master?”








My cock twitched against her pucker. “That last one,” I growled.








Yukiko’s smile was close to the naughtiest thing I’d ever seen. “I had a feeling that would be it,” she purred. “Fuck me, Master. I’m all yours.

 

All


 
yours.”








And with that, she went up on tiptoe and pressed her ass against me like I already owned it.








I spread her cheeks, the sight of her tight, perfect ass making my pulse race. The tip of my cock pressed against her pucker, stretching her back walls around my prick. The heat felt incredible, and when I pushed a little harder, I got an incredible surprise. Yukiko hadn’t been lying about getting herself ready for me. Her back channel was slick and tight, like she’d lubed up one of those plugs she bragged about and used it right before I came and picked her up.








“Oh fuck,” I groaned, nearly losing my cool. “God damn, Kiki, that feels so good…”








I moved slowly at first, entering her an inch at a time. Despite her eagerness (and my own, to be fair), the memories of my awkward experiences still hung in the back of my mind like bad drawings put on the fridge with magnets. It wasn’t until I felt Yukiko groan around me that I knew she truly did want me to bury my dick hilt-deep inside her ass.








And god

 

damn


 
did it ever feel amazing.








I thought pounding Yukiko’s pussy felt right. Her ass amped up the tightness and the heat to a whole other level of intensity. Even after cumming hard inside her, I found it hard to hold back—she was so tight that it was tough to tell where I ended and she began.








Yukiko put both hands on the tree and arched her back, pushing against me. I went deeper than deep, until my whole cock was inside of her from behind.








“Fuck yes, Master!” A little pain tightened her voice, but the pleasure dominated so much more. “Oh fuck, you’re so big! I can’t

 

believe


 
you fit it all inside me…!”








What did I say?

 

Compliments.









Each little movement of my hips made me grit my teeth and growl with bliss. I thrust slowly at first, as if I were indeed a little worried about hurting Yukiko. But it was soon clear that her backdoor could take even more of a pounding than her tight little pussy.








Speaking of which…








One hand grabbed her hip, but the other was free. I snaked it around her legs and cupped her mound from the front, swirling my thumb against her clit while pushing two fingers into her cunt. To my shock I could feel

 

myself


 
entering her from the other side, penetrating her from both ends at once. The sensation felt filthy and forbidden, like I’d chosen to star in my own personal porn movie.








“Jesus,” I gasped, barely able to hang on. “You really

 

are


 
a good girlfriend, Kiki. Taking me all the way like this…”








“It’s all yours, Master,” she whimpered, sounding like she was on the verge of another orgasm. “

 

I’m


 
all yours. If you want me, you’ve got me…”








“You have no idea how much I want you,” I growled, kissing her cheek as I thrust deep into her bowels. “Now get ready, sweetheart. I’m going to fuck you for real now.”








Yukiko nodded, her eyes eager. “I’m ready,” she moaned, pressing her forehead against the tree. “Don’t hold back, Jack. I don’t need you to be sweet with me. I’m ready for Master’s cock—!”








That was all the permission I needed.








I thrust deeper, picking up speed, throwing caution to the wind as I pounded Yukiko from the back. My hand moved between her thighs, my fingers curling upwards into her core to push on that special, spongy spot deep inside of her. The combination of my cock in her ass and my fingers in her pussy was too much for Yukiko—it overloaded her brain, reminding her of all those times she’d pleasured herself with a toy in her backdoor.









All of those were for me,


 
I thought, grinning fiercely.

 

She didn’t even know it. All those nights, she was training herself to do this…









My thumb pressed against her clit, circling it like a fighter pilot over the target. Yukiko’s moans became sobs, huge shuddering cries of pleasure escaping her as she tried to throw herself back onto my cock and ride my fingers at the same time.








Part of me wanted to use that hand to cover her mouth so no one would hear. But I wanted to keep touching her more. And frankly, I didn’t

 

care


 
if anyone heard.








She was mine. My girl. My

 

woman.









“Oh my God! Oh my

 

GOD!


 
Jack, fuck,

 

Master!


 
Oh, oh holy shit I’m gonna—!”








“Come for me,” I growled, thrusting deep as a third finger swirled around her clit. “Be a good girl and cum for Master

 

right now.


 
”








Say this for Yukiko: when she wasn’t trying to goad me into spanking her, she did exactly what she was told.








The coed came apart beneath my fingers. Another orgasm coursed through her, lighting up the night with her passionate cry. Her ass clenched so hard around my cock that I almost couldn’t thrust in and out of her—the friction was too much. Too tight.








With an effort, I buried myself in deep. The bliss rose hot and fast, hitting me so hard that my words turned into caveman grunts. One thrust, then two, then a third inside of Yukiko’s heavenly ass…








It was too much. The world went white as I came, shooting into Yukiko while the coed was still cumming all over my fingers. Spurts of thick white cream sprayed into her channel, the walls of her ass doing their best to drain every last drop from my balls. I felt her

 

squeezing


 
me as I shot, the sensation almost like her sphincter was jerking me off as I fucked her.








I’d never had sex like this before. Even as the bliss coursed through me, stronger and sweeter than honey, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I ached to do it again.








Both of us collapsed against the tree as we came down from our peaks. Yukiko’s body shivered from adrenaline, along with the cold. Her hot cheek pressed against the cool wood as the last of my seed spurted into her, filling her to the brim and then some. Like a cream donut with two holes to fill.








Once it was all over, Yukiko pulled off of me and turned around, burying her face in my chest as she hugged me. “I bet Samantha never let you do

 

that


 
,” she teased, her voice hoarse from her cries but smug with victory.








I stared at her, blinking. “

 

No one’s


 
ever done that for me,” I admitted. “At least not the way you did it, Yukiko.”








She beamed like I’d just announced she’d gotten straight A’s in all her classes at Stillwell. “You’re damned right. And nobody’s ever made me cum like that, Jack.

 

I


 
can’t even get myself off like that, and I used to think I was a pro.”








I sensed there was a story behind that. But I’d ask her about it later, when the two of us weren’t half-naked and standing on a public beach. “We’d better get back.”








Yukiko nodded. She leaned down and grabbed her panties and jeans, putting them on one leg at a time as she leaned against the tree. “Sure. We’ve had that go-kart way longer than we were supposed to. That guy might come looking for it.”








I couldn’t imagine that bearded Parrothead leaving his station, but leaving an empty go-kart near the thicket was the closest thing to a sign that said

 

People Fucking Here.


 
So I figured we should head back sooner rather than later.








Once I got my clothes back on, Yukiko tossed me the keys. “You can drive,” she said, giving me a wink. “I want to rest for a bit.”








I cocked an eyebrow. “Sure. Are you okay?”








She beamed at me. “Totally. I just know I’m going to feel where you just were the whole drive back.” She took my hand and stuck her tongue out of the corner of her mouth. “I’d rather savor it than be distracted.”








I laughed in amazement. “Jesus, Kiki. You’re amazing. You know that?”








Her grin widened, bright and confident. “Of course I am, Jack. I’m your girl.”








The words hit me like a wave from a much warmer sort of beach. She was, wasn’t she? If she hadn’t been before, she certainly was now. Half of Delta Rho already knew about us, and the other half wouldn’t be far behind. Marcie approved of it—hell, even

 

my boss


 
liked the idea. Even if they didn’t, I wouldn’t have cared what they thought, but it certainly didn’t hurt.








The only person I maybe needed to worry about was Samantha Lowry.








Babygirl.








I shook myself, shaking my head.

 

We were just having fun,


 
I told myself, trying not to think of the sweet things she’d said to me on the balcony of my condo.

 

Like with Maria. It’s nothing serious. Hell, she’s the Queen of the whole college. She probably chews men up and spits them out anyway….









Yukiko glanced over at me as I slid into the driver’s seat of the go-kart. “You okay?” she asked, taking my hand. “You look a little upset.”








“Hmm?” I dismissed all thoughts of Samantha and squeezed back. “No, I’m okay, darling.

 

Better


 
than okay. I’m doing pretty fucking great, actually.”








She put her hand on my thigh like it belonged there and leaned up against me. “Good,” she whispered, closing her eyes. “Hmm.

 

Darling.


 
I like that.”








I glanced over at her. “Yeah?”








“Maybe with a little bit of a Southern drawl,” she said, giggling a bit. “

 

Darlin’, get over here and let me devour that tight little Asian pussy. I’m starving!


 
”








My jaw dropped open. “I haven’t lived in the South in like twenty years,” I protested. “Is that really what you want to hear?”








“That you want to eat my pussy?” Yukiko cocked an eyebrow. “Always,

 

sir.


 
And don’t worry—I’ll always pay you back.” She leaned in and kissed my ear. “You can put it wherever you want.”







Fuck. I was actually starting to get a little hard again.







Yukiko stayed that way, with her hand on my thigh and her head on my shoulder, the whole drive back. I steered us gently through the same dunes she’d taken like an obstacle course, taking my time as we drove beneath the stars. Most of the parties were still in full swing when we got back, and the bonfires still burned.








We returned the kart to the rental guy (who’d  turned the Buffett record back to Side A a time or two while we were gone), and made our way back to the car. I opened the passenger door for Yukiko, earning a playful eye-roll as she slid in.








“Such a gentleman,” she teased, knowing I’d been anything but back on the beach.








“That’s me,” I shot back, climbing into the driver’s seat. “Chivalrous as hell…”








I fired up the engine and started to plug my condo’s address into the GPS. Unlike our last date, I intended to bring Yukiko back home with me. I wanted to fall asleep next to her, and wake up the next morning next to her, too.








As I tapped the screen, my phone buzzed in my pocket. Another call from my boss?








“Damn,” I grunted, reaching into my pocket as Yukiko perked up. “Again?”








I glanced at the screen, expecting Daniel Ramsey checking in or Marcie calling with some sorority drama. But it was neither.








It was a video message.








From Samantha Lowry.








Before I could slide it away, the call connected. The car’s Bluetooth, already linked with the phone, gave a cheerful little chirp to let me know I was now on speaker, and that the audio from the call would play inside of the vehicle.








In fact, it was even worse than that.








There was one feature this sedan had that I hadn’t realized it possessed.








The big screen in the middle of the dashboard lit up with Samantha’s face.








She was on a big four-post bed, in what I assumed was her room on campus. Other than a tight little gray t-shirt that looked like something she wore to bed, she was completely naked—and the shirt ended right above the swell of her outrageous ass. Her blonde hair was touseled, her makeup smudged, and she was…









Oh Lord.









Samantha was on all fours, facing the phone. The hand that wasn’t holding it was between her thighs, two fingers clearly visible as they slid into her tight, hairless pussy.








“Hi Daddy!” the blonde moaned, one of her eyes rolling back in her head like a character from an anime porn movie. Juice dripped between her thighs as she fingered herself, the wet squelching sounds in time with her whimpering moans. “I hope you enjoyed your date. I can’t

 

wait


 
for all of us to play together. Your babygirl needs you so fucking bad!”








I saw Yukiko’s eyes widen like saucers. I tapped the screen, willing the video to vanish, but it didn’t stop.








“I was such a good girl before I met you,” Samantha said, grinning as her fingers disappeared inside of her snatch. “I mean, I wasn’t, but you’ve made me something

 

else,


 
Daddy!” Her head rolled back on her shoulders, her hair falling around her like a demon girl’s halo. “I’m so dirty for you! Such a fucking

 

slut!


 
” She groaned, and it sounded almost exactly like the sound she made on my balcony when she was about to cum. “I want to ride you while you tell me all about fucking Yukiko’s brains out—”








Finally I managed to disconnect the call. My face burned like I’d stuck it into an open oven, and I could barely look over at Yukiko, who’d gone pale.

 

Jesus,


 
I thought.








“Kiki, I’m sorry,” I blurted, switching my phone off completely. The last thing I needed was for Samantha to call back. “That’s not something she usually does. I’m sure she’s just jealous of you—she’s trying to mess with you or something…”








Yukiko blinked, then something strange happened. She buried her face in her hands, and for a few moments I thought she was sobbing. I wouldn’t have blamed her, considering how the leader of her sorority had just embarrassed her.








But she wasn’t crying.








That was

 

laughter


 
shaking her shoulders.








“No,

 

I’m


 
sorry,” Yukiko insisted. “That was my bad. I should have insisted on telling you.”








I froze, the world turning to soup around me. An idea tingled at the back of my brain—but it was so clearly impossible that even to entertain it felt like insanity.








“Darlin’,” I said, managing the southern drawl Yukiko claimed made her panties wet. “What the

 

hell


 
are you talking about?”








Yukiko’s lips pressed together. Suddenly she was very serious. “Samantha and I had a discussion. About our… well, you could call it our

 

mutual attraction


 
to you. I wanted to make sure that before I started dating you, she didn’t consider it stomping all over her territory. The last thing I wanted was to cause a rift in Delta Rho—”








“You’ve told me this,” I said, lifting a hand.








Yukiko nodded. “We came to an understanding,” she whispered.








Time seemed to be moving in slow motion all of a sudden. I caught her gaze and held it, a new and altogether unfamiliar sensation churning in my gut. “What kind of

 

understanding,


 
Kiki?”








The coed leaned back in her seat, crossing her arms beneath her breasts with a smile. “It’s simple, Jack. We came up with a plan that works for both of us.”








The whole world lurched beneath my feet.








“Samantha Lowry and I,” she said with relish, “are going to

 

share


 
you.”








END OF PART THREE










Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In…








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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