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Chapter One 


The day had finally arrived. 

At long last, Marcie would officially become a member of Delta Rho. 

The initiation ritual took place in the late afternoon, just before sundown. The air carried a crispness that hinted at the approaching winter, as the days at Stillwell grew shorter and colder. Everyone felt the chill, needing jackets to ward off the cool breeze as they made their way across campus. 

I wore one as I sat near the back of the lecture hall, watching the preliminaries. According to some obscure college tradition, all Greek initiation ceremonies had to take place within the boundaries of the campus—probably as a safety measure against hazing or something like that. Not that the soon-to-be sorority sisters of Delta Rho needed to worry about being harmed. 

I felt certain Samantha would have wanted the pledges to get officially inducted into the sorority back at the sorority house, but the results would have been declared invalid by the administration. So she and the others settled for this instead: one of the larger lecture halls in the Engineering building, cleared out for a Delta Rho ‘private event’. 

The initiation. And the celebration. 

Not many people had the privilege of watching this ceremony. Even fewer of them were men. I had a whole row of seats to myself—a short distance away, a young girl who was probably the niece of one of the new pledges tapped away at the social media app on her phone like it was her job. For all I knew, maybe it was. 

“You okay, Jack?” Yukiko’s voice broke through my thoughts, bringing me back to the present moment. “You’re not sitting up there worrying, are you?” 

I shook my head with a smile. “Just waiting. You look great, by the way.” 

Yukiko smiled at the compliment. “So do you. Just wait until you see Marcie.” 

The girl on her phone glanced up at Yukiko’s words, then gave me a knowing look before going back to her browsing. I cleared my throat, trying not to think about that too hard. She wasn’t the first person to look at me in that way since I’d got here—she was just the first to be so brazen about it. 

Today was a day for firsts. Marcie’s first day as a full member of Delta Rho—and my first Delta Rho event with Yukiko as my official, public girlfriend. 

“I know I’m technically supposed to be waiting in the back,” Yukiko whispered. She walked up the steps between the rows as she talked, her heels making clicking sounds against the hardwood. “But I wanted to come out and say hi before we get this show on the road.” A little smile twisted the corner of her mouth. “And maybe I wanted to spend a minute or two with my man.” 

I couldn’t help but match her energy. It didn’t hurt that Yukiko looked absolutely gorgeous—she’d warned me ahead of time that the Delta Rho girls went all out on these things. As per sorority tradition, both the incoming pledges and the current members of the sisterhood wore white, though each of them were free to find ways to individualize and express their personalities. Yukiko’s gown looked formal and fashionable, tight enough to look sexy and accentuate her figure while covering her from mid-calf all the way to just beneath her collarbone. Throw in the tasteful jewelry and makeup, and she looked like she was ready to host a corporate event after this shindig ended. 

Maybe that’s what she’s thinking about, I wondered. The boardroom. After all, I’m going to be a CEO soon. Is she trying to let me know she’s ready to look the part? 

As recently as two weeks ago, I would have dismissed those thoughts as crazy. But it was hard to overstate how quickly, how thoroughly my life had changed over the last month since coming to Stillwell University. 

When I first arrived I’d been focused on my job and irritated with my mentor for forcing me into the detour. Finishing my abandoned final semester of college wasn’t something I had any interest in doing for completion’s sake—it was another hurdle standing between me and the big chair, an unpleasant task I had to finish to win the approval of the company’s board. Finding love had been the last thing on my mind. 

And then came Delta Rho. 

Anyone would have been shocked by how quickly I’d fallen into the affairs of a sorority filled with women half my age. I hadn’t done it on purpose—I’d only showed up at one of their parties after a butt dial from Marcie, my boss’s daughter, where I overheard a couple of jackass frat boys planning to do something very, very bad to her. 

But once I got here, I found something in Delta Rho I’d never expected. A woman who awoke something in me that had been buried for fifteen years—buried the same day I watched them put my wife Lauren in the ground. A woman who’d ignited a fire inside of me that raged to this day. 

A woman who, it had to be said, was not the same woman who was currently grinning at me like she already wore my ring. 

“Don’t be worried,” Yukiko said, settling into the seat beside me. “Marcie’s going to do just fine. The initiation ritual is just a formality, anyway. Everybody loves her.” The Asian girl’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “And Samantha Lowry is her big.” 

Samantha. Fuck. How could I possibly explain this to anyone in my old life? 

Well, I certainly couldn’t explain it to Marcie. She’d lose her marbles if she found out that the night I saved her from those frat boys I took the president of her sorority back to my apartment and banged her like a drum while she wrapped her legs around me and called me Daddy and begged me for more. It would shatter the image she had of me and the woman she looked up to more than anyone in the world. 

Samantha and I’s relationship was… complicated. 

Despite Yukiko’s attempts to streamline it. 

Two weeks had passed since the night she’d laid it all out on the table for me. We’d just gotten back from riding go-karts on the beach, during which we’d snuck off into a grove of trees and had a quick tryst in the moonlight. Kiki still liked to tease me that it wasn’t until our third date that we actually had sex somewhere that wasn’t public. Afterwards, we’d had what Yukiko and I colloquially referred to as The Talk. 

My girlfriend was many things. Vivacious, warm, casually brilliant, and utterly filthy and submissive in bed. But above all, Yukiko was a pragmatist. She understood my feelings at the time a whole hell of a lot better than I did. She’d broken it down for me, like a math major explaining a complicated formula: 

Premise One: Yukiko liked me. A lot. She’d even said the L-word a few times in the bedroom, though both of us politely pretended she hadn’t since we both outwardly agreed it was way too early to talk about things like that. It would freak Marcie and the other Delta Rho girls out, too, which was another negative. Both of us saw this relationship as potentially going somewhere, despite its newness. 

Premise Two: The first time I had sex with Yukiko, she wasn’t the only woman involved. I’d taken her out on a midnight drive along with my realtor, Maria Alvarez, and the three of us had ended up getting wild on the hood of my sports car. (Another reason we had private jokes about how long it took Kiki and me to stop having sex in public). Ergo, from the beginning our relationship had been founded on fooling around with other women occasionally. 

Premise Three: Maria Alvarez didn’t want a relationship with me. Neither did Samantha Lowry. Our hookups were casual sex, just two women in their twenties hooking up with a hot older man who knew how to handle them. Once this semester was over and I had my degree in hand, I’d leave Stillwell and travel back to Boston to take over my mentor’s engineering firm as CEO. I’d likely have fun with both girls until then, but it was pretty damned unlikely that I’d ever actually see either of them again. 

And so, this led Yukiko to Premise Four. 

That until the day I graduated, she’d be willing to share me with both women. 

“Look, you missed out on fifteen years of dating,” Yukiko had explained to me that night as we drove back to my condo. “I totally get that a guy like you is going to want to play the field—have some fun, get a little wild. This is freaking college, after all.” She’d squeezed my hand as she said it, the headlights of my rental car cutting through the fog over the open highway. “Can I be honest with you, Jack? Like, really honest? I don’t want to scare you, and I know this is going to sound crazy, but I want to be open with my intentions. I don’t want you to have to guess at what I’m thinking. I’d rather lay my cards on the table.” 

“I’m the one who taught you how to play cards,” I’d told her with a chuckle. “And you being open is one of my favorite things about you, Kiki. Go ahead.” 

She’d asked me to pull over for a second so she could say it. “I know that we’ve only just started dating, and I know it’s way too early to be saying things like this,” she said in a rush, her eyes glassy with excitement. “But you’re going to graduate at the end of this semester, and I know you’re going to go back to your job and leave Stillwell behind. And I know that from what I’ve seen from you and heard from Marcie, you’re looking for the right person to take back with you when all this is done.” 

I’d been startled, though maybe I shouldn’t have been. Yukiko was a logical woman—she could keep her cool in any situation, whether it was helping me stop a campus assault before it could occur or holding my attention while a gorgeous, writhing Latina ground the fun parts of her anatomy against me on the hood of my MacLaren. 

“I don’t have to find a partner while I’m out here,” I’d told Yukiko. “But it would make a hell of a lot of people happy. Including me.” 

Yukiko nodded. “I want to be that girl,” she’d said, swallowing hard. “I do, Jack.” 

Holy shit. 

“I still want to graduate, of course,” she’d said, outlining the plan she’d probably been carrying in her head from the moment she heard me growl the word babygirl in the Delta Rho sorority house. “But I can probably finagle the administration into letting me do online classes for my final two semesters. And if I can’t, I know Samantha can.” 

I had no doubt that she could. “Yukiko, wow. I… I’m not sure what to say.” 

“Me either.” She’d grinned, looking almost like a junkie on a high. “This is insane, I know. But Jack, this is real. It’s the real thing. You feel that too, right?” 

I’d nodded. “Of course I do.” 

As I’d watched, Yukiko took my hand—and guided it between her thighs. 

“No one makes me feel the way you do,” she purred, slowly grinding herself against me. “You got me off twice on the beach and I’m still absolutely feral for you. The only reason I’m not giving you road head right now is because I really need to get this off my chest or I feel like I’m gonna go crazy—” 

“Jesus,” I whispered. “You coeds are all crazy, you know that?” 

Yukiko giggled. “Treat this semester like my audition,” she whispered, guiding my hand into the warm wetness between her legs. Belatedly, I realized she’d never put her panties back on—good Lord! “Your trial period. If you still feel the same way about me that you do right now—the way I feel about you—then take me with you. I want to be yours, Jack.” 

Those were just about the greatest words a man could hear. 

“You want the whole package, huh?” I asked. 

Yukiko had leaned back against the passenger seat, puffing out her cheeks like a geyser as she relaxed into my touch. “You have no idea,” she’d whispered. “I used to have a plan for my life, you know? And now I look at you, and all I can think about is how freaking adorable our babies would be. You wrecked my whole life, Jack. You blew in like a hurricane and ruined my carefully constructed plans.” She’d grinned. “And I love it.” 

“And you’re… okay with this?” I remember asking. “Really?” 

She’d laughed. “With having a bunch of hot threesomes with you before you sweep me off my feet in your sports car like some kind of Formula One fairy-tale princess? Why yes, Jack, I would be okay with that. In fact, I’d love it. But I think you knew that the night you fucked me in front of Maria.” 

Like I said, Premise Four. 

A pretty hot fucking premise, when you really thought about it. 

I was still thinking about what we’d done in that rental car after I said yes to Yukiko’s crazy relationship plan when the touch of her nails against the back of my hand brought me back to my senses. 

“Jack?” Yukiko frowned slightly. “Are you listening?” 

Shit. “Sorry,” I grunted, sitting up straighter in my chair. “I was just daydreaming. I keep looking at you and just thinking things, you know?” 

Yukiko didn’t look upset by that in the slightest. “Oh, believe me, I know,” she giggled, keeping her voice down so the coed in the row next to ours didn’t give us a dirty look. “This dress is so tight that there are multiple reasons I can’t wait for you to get me out of it.” She leaned over and put her head on my shoulder. “You should see some of the other sisters’ outfits. They make mine look dowdy.” 

“I sincerely doubt that,” I told her, the pride evident in my voice. 

She smiled at the compliment. “I mean it. Half of them are dressed like they’ve got a wet t-shirt contest planned after the initiation.” She trailed off, a dreamy look in her eyes. “You should see what Samantha’s wearing. I swear she treats it as a personal challenge to outdo the rest of her sorority sisters. She can’t handle not having all eyes on her…” 

Was that a flicker of jealousy I saw in Yukiko’s eyes? Certainly not. This was a woman who’d let me know multiple times how much she was looking forward to the first time she, Samantha and I managed to find the time to hop into bed together. We hadn’t managed it in the two weeks since we’d become official—too many obligations, too much work—but we were hoping to do so soon. 

Maybe after this ceremony, even? 

I wasn’t sure. A lot depended on the next hour or so. But I wouldn’t have been surprised. And I’d have welcomed it. 

“Speaking of which…” Yukiko patted my thigh, then rose. “I’ve got to get back. Samantha will be pissed if she finds out I snuck off to smooch on you before the ceremony starts.” 

I blinked. “But we haven’t—” 

She leaned in and kissed me. 

Across the room, someone let out a little whoop. A few other people laughed. I felt certain the girl who’d been so intent on her social media was probably shooting us a dirty look, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was Yukiko’s lips, her body against mine, and the way she gasped when I put my hands on her hips. 

“That,” Yukiko whispered as she broke the kiss, “was worth getting into a little trouble for.” 

I thought of the videos Samantha Lowry had been sending me over the last few days and wondered how my girlfriend could ever think the queen bee of the Delta Rho sorority could be angry about us fooling around. 

“Good trouble,” I agreed with a smirk. “Go back to your sisters, Kiki. Let Marcie know Jack’s up here rooting for her.” 

“I will.” Yukiko winked. “See you soon.” 

I gave her a little pat on the rear as she made her way back down the stairs. The coed across the bench rolled her eyes, but bit her tongue before whatever withering insult she could muster reached her lips. 

Smart woman, I thought, turning my attention back to the front of the room. She knows that wouldn’t go well for her. 

The longer I looked at her, the more I wondered who she was here to see. Was she the younger sister of one of the pledges, perhaps? A wannabe who’d washed out earlier in the semester? 

I was still trying to place her when one of the sorority sisters stepped out from the prep room. To my surprise, I recognized her, even though our paths hadn’t crossed since my very first night in Stillwell when I’d crashed that Delta Rho mixer. It was Lakshmi, one of Samantha’s lieutenants, wearing a white gown so conservative it made Yukiko’s look positively daring by comparison. 

She was excited, I could tell. Her expression filled with pride as she took a long, slow look around the room. “Please rise,” she said, indicating the motion with her hands. ““And welcome the sisters of the Delta Rho sorority!” 

I rose from my seat as polite applause filled the auditorium. A few moments later, each of Marcie’s soon-to-be sisters filed into the room, waving and smiling like contestants in a beauty pageant. Each of them wore white dresses and gowns, though just as Yukiko said there was a lot of variance in how demure or slutty they wanted to go with it. 

Delta Rho’s roster was deeper than I realized. Yukiko only emerged from the back once a dozen or more coeds had already come out, her dark hair tied into a bun and held in place with a pair of white chopsticks. She’d also thrown on a silver brooch that sparkled in the light. 

She scanned the crowd, locked eyes with me, and winked. I pursed my lips and blew her a little kiss. 

The girls got into a line that stretched across the auditorium. Behind Yukiko came a pair of blondes who looked like sisters—and resembled the girl on her cell phone so strongly that I immediately suspected a family resemblance. More coeds piled in behind them, so many that it made my head swim. Who knew Delta Rho had so many eligible bachelorettes? 

I must have only seen a fraction of them back at the sorority house, I thought, shaking my head. No wonder so many people wanted to be part of Delta Rho. Everyone at Stillwell knew they were the most desirable sorority on campus. 

The rest of the coeds filed in one after the other, flashing their biggest smiles. Each girl was in her element, basking in the attention of an eager crowd. Only once all of them had emerged from the back did they all link hands, watching Lakshmi for some kind of signal. 

“Thank you all,” Lakshmi said, glancing down the line to make sure everyone was present and accounted for. “In just a moment, our sisterhood will take their seats. After which, the pledges hoping to join Delta Rho will present themselves one by one for inspection—” 

“Just a second!” 

A final figure stepped into the auditorium. All eyes turned to her. 

Including mine. 

The queen bee had just arrived.
  


Chapter Two 


“Good evening,” Samantha Lowry said, walking into the initiation ritual like she owned the room. Which, technically, she did. “Thank you all so much for coming. If you’re here right now, in this room, it means that you had some part in the good work Delta Rho has done this semester. And that means that I owe you a few words of thanks.” 

The audience stared at her, spellbound. They couldn’t help it. Samantha was a vision. Alone among her sisters at Delta Rho, she’d added a splash of color to her wardrobe—a band of silver that encircled her shoulders and bust, shinier than the rest of her clingy white dress. It cut low in the front, showing off more cleavage than any other than the most daring of her sorority sister’s gowns. 

But it was the way the fabric clung to her that pulled every eye to Samantha Lowry’s body and kept them there. Yukiko hadn’t been joking about the wet t-shirt contest—even though Samantha was clothed from her collar all the way down to the middle of her calves, anyone with two brain cells to rub together could picture exactly what she looked like naked. 

Every guy and girl in this auditorium probably thought she’d worn that dress specifically to drive them crazy. Alone of all the people standing in the aisles, I knew she actually had. For me. 

Samantha sized up her audience like a lioness deciding which gazelle looked good enough to eat first. “I pride myself on the good things this sorority does for the community,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a smirk. “I know the rest of Delta Rho does, too. From installing the wheelchair ramps at the Pike’s Point Presbyterian Church to managing the city’s annual canned food drive, we tackled a lot before the semester even started.” 

No matter how many times I saw this transformation, it never failed to amaze me. With how submissive and eager to please Samantha Lowry became every time I got her in the bedroom, it was easy to forget what a powerful, commanding presence she was when she wasn’t trying to get her ‘Daddy’ to spoil her with attention and dick. It made me proud of her, in a strange way. 

Samantha’s gaze slid from person to person, until finally it settled on me. The effect was subtle, and probably unnoticed by most of those watching, but to me it was unmistakable. Her bland sorority smile had just become genuine. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. 

“From the bottom of my heart, you have Delta Rho’s appreciation,” she purred, her words carrying a hidden meaning for me and me alone. “You have my appreciation. My gratitude. This sorority could not be what it is without your help. We could not be us without you.” 

She was talking about me right now, I knew it. She might have said the words for everyone else in the audience, but she meant them for me. For everything I’d done to help Delta Rho over the last few weeks, surely. 

But also for more than that. For what I’d done with her. 

With a start, I realized I’d changed Samantha Lowry’s life just as much as she’d changed mine. 

“It’s an honor and a privilege to have you here tonight,” Samantha continued. She’d slipped into full sorority president mode now, every bit the young professional she showed herself to be at campus events. “Just like it is our honor and our privilege to present the newest group of pledges to the Delta Rho sorority.” 

People nodded from their seats. This was what they’d come here for; they liked this part of the event a lot better than they liked being flattered. Maybe because they could tell most of the flattery wasn’t really for them. 

“Each of these young women came to us as freshmen, with a desire for sisterhood and civic service in their hearts. Each of them has passed through the pledging process, showing themselves to be intelligent, kind and thoughtful. Each of them are very, very good people.” 

You’ve got that right, I thought. There weren’t many people in my life with a better head on their shoulders than Marcella Ramsey. In fact, it wasn’t until I came to Stillwell that I found a few people who could match her. 

“Today, we honor them, as they have honored us by participating in our pledging process. Today, they will take their final steps into the sisterhood of Delta Rho and join us.” Samantha turned, gesturing at Yukiko and Lakshmi behind her. “The candles.” 

Candles? We didn’t need candles, there was plenty of light in the auditorium— 

Until there wasn’t. Someone flipped a switch, and darkness filled the room. The only light to be seen was what came through the windows on the far side of the auditorium, and those had curtains so thick they probably could have hidden the interior of the building from World War II bombers. I lifted a hand—I could barely see it in front of my face. Only the vaguest outline penetrated the gloom. 

Samantha lit her candle. The flame flickered at the top, bathing her face in a warm, ethereal light. With a knowing smirk, she tilted the candlestick—white, like her gown—towards Yukiko and then Lakshmi, allowing them to light their wicks with her flame. 

The symbolism couldn’t have been more obvious. They had power, but it came from Samantha. From the president. 

From the Queen. 

“These three flames represent the three guiding principles of our sorority,” Samantha intoned. “Service, sisterhood, and sovereignty. The measure of success with which Delta Rho carries out their objectives on the campus of Stillwell University depends entirely upon these principles, and the work of individual members to uphold them.” She turned once more to her lieutenants, nodding to both women behind her with a grave air. “In your estimation, have our pledges lived up to these principles?” 

Yukiko and Lakshmi answered as one: “Yes, they have.” 

“They have,” the rest of the sisterhood intoned. 

It caught me so off guard that I nearly jumped in my seat. Hearing all of them talk like that at once, their voices emerging from the darkness… it made the coeds of Delta Rho seem less like a sorority and more like a coven. Just for a moment. 

I shook my head. Get real, Jack. You know these girls. They’re partying, not casting spells. If Yukiko was some kind of a witch, you’d know it by now. 

“Good.” Samantha’s voice snapped me back to the initiation. “The pledges will now come forward. Second, please bring them to the meeting.” 

Yukiko headed towards the back of the auditorium, her candle moving in time with her steps. She opened the door and stuck her head into the prep room, exchanging a few whispered words with whoever waited there. Then she gestured with her hand, reentering the room, and allowed the pledges to follow her in. 

A murmur passed through the audience. This was what we’d all been waiting for. 

I craned my neck to see. Where was Marcie? Was she up front, or was Samantha saving her little for last? 

Delta Rho had more pledges than I’d expected. When I went to the sorority house a few weeks ago to meet with Yukiko I’d seen perhaps a half-dozen coeds cleaning up the place, but they were clearly just a subset of the full crop of incoming sisters. Counting them was tricky in the dim light, but I’d have guessed Delta Rho had around twenty pledges applying for membership this semester. Not a bad number. 

Each of them carried a candle, though theirs were not lit. A couple of them stumbled into each other in the darkness, which seemed strange until I realized that each of them wore blindfolds over the top halves of their faces. Even if the chamber had been lit, they wouldn’t have been able to see anything. 

“Form them into a line,” Samantha said in a lower voice. Her eyes scanned the ranks of her sisters. “Heather, Eva, go help Kiki.” 

To my surprise, the two blondes I’d seen earlier were the ones who stepped forward. In the dim light they looked even more like sisters than before, though there was nothing sisterly about the way they stared at the pledges as they poked and prodded them into some semblance of order. 

As the sisters-to-be queued up, I finally spotted Marcie. Just as I’d suspected, she stood at the very end of the line, the final pledge to take part in whatever ceremonies this ritual would entail. As her mentor, Samantha clearly wanted to single her out. Even if she hadn’t been Marcie’s big, the fact that the two of us were so close probably would have marked her for special treatment on an occasion like this. 

Samantha watched, her expression unreadable as her fellow sisters prepared the pledges. Only once her lieutenants had stepped back into the ranks did she clear her throat and lift her candle a little higher. “This meeting will come to order,” she said, her voice now fully that of the President of the Delta Rho sorority. “From this moment until the end of the initiation, pledges will remain silent unless otherwise instructed. Your blindfolds will ensure that you are not distracted during this process.” 

They might not have been able to see, but the pledges still looked plenty distracted. Half the girls were trembling hard enough that I could see it in the flickering candlelight, and the other half looked like they only kept still by sheer force of will. I noted with pride that Marcie belonged to the second group. 

“For the last few minutes, you have been sequestered in order to meditate on the principles of Delta Rho,” Samantha explained. “In becoming a Pledge, you accepted a great responsibility—the honor and reputation of our sisterhood. Now, in joining us, you will accept an even greater one. If any of you have decided during your period of personal introspection not to take that final step, you may come forward now and be dismissed with no loss of honor.” 

Ha. As if. These girls had worked like hell to join Delta Rho. None of them would dare to back down now. A few of them glanced to the sides, listening for any signs of their fellow pledges chickening out. 

None came. 

Samantha must have known that none would, for she paused only a moment before continuing. “Good. Tonight, we welcome those who have proven themselves worthy of our sisterhood. The Delta Rho sorority is not just a community—it is a legacy. A bond forged through our principles of service, sisterhood, and sovereignty. Tonight, you pledges will take your final steps to become part of that legacy.” 

She paused, letting her words sink in. The audience leaned forward slightly, caught in the gravity of the moment—and I leaned right along with them, spellbound. As Samantha lifted the hand holding her candle, my gaze settled on Yukiko, who stood near her president with her own candle steady in her hand. Her eyes flicked toward me for a brief second, and I could see the pride in them. Not just for the ceremony, either, but for Marcie. For Delta Rho. 

The fact that her man was there with her in that moment probably didn’t hurt, either. 

“This is your final test, but in truth, each of you has already been tested.” Samantha’s voice softened, a hint of mirth entering her tone, but she stayed calm and authoritative beneath it. “You’ve learned our history, our values, our commitment to each other as well as to Stillwell University. You’ve shown your dedication through acts of service, through late nights studying our traditions, and through the bonds you’ve begun to form with your future sisters. Now, we ask you to take one final step: to pledge your loyalty to Delta Rho, to uphold our principles, and to carry our secrets as your own.” 

A low murmur rippled through the audience. Secrets? 

I wondered what Samantha could be talking about. At the same time, ice filled the pit of my stomach. I had a few secrets where Delta Rho was concerned, too. Like what almost happened to Marcie during that frat party I’d crashed—and what was still happening between me and Samantha Lowry since. Secrets like those could wreck the relationship between me and my boss’s daughter. 

I knew she would never talk about those. Still, an air of mystery hung in the room like a thin coating of mist. 

Samantha savored the moment, letting the tension thicken. As the pledges shifted uneasily behind their blindfolds, she turned to Yukiko and Lakshmi, nodding slightly. “Bring forth the Book of Rho.” 

The what? 

Yukiko handed her candle to a nearby sister and stepped forward, her silhouette moving gracefully through the dim room. As she stepped into the circle cast by Samantha’s candle, I realized she had a small leather satchel over her shoulder—she must have stashed it somewhere and used the darkness as cover to make it appear like a magic trick. The Greek letters for delta and rho were engraved on the flap like runes, barely visible in the candlelight. She opened it as she walked, removing a small, slender book from the pouch. It didn’t look like much, but when Yukiko handed it over to Samantha, you could see that she treated it with the reverence due a holy relic. 

“This book,” Samantha said, “contains the names of every sister who has ever pledged Delta Rho. Every young woman who has joined us since our founding in 1888 has sealed their membership by writing their names in its pages. In ink, not blood, despite the rumors,” she added with a chuckle. 

The audience chuckled along with her. I wondered if she was telling the truth about that. There was definitely something witchy about these proceedings, though I would have hesitated to actually voice my concerns to Marcie or another pledge. More likely than not it was just girls being girls. 

“It is a living record of our sisterhood—a testament to both the women who have come before us and those who will follow. It is normally kept under lock and key, only brought out during nights like these. Nights where we add new names to its pages.” 

The pledges were smart enough to remain silent behind their blindfolds, but I could see their stances shift. Their anticipation was almost a physical thing, the tension so thick you could cut it with a knife. 

Marcie seemed even more eager than the rest of her sisters-to-be. I knew that despite the accusations of favoritism she’d been preparing for this moment for weeks, memorizing sorority bylaws and internalizing values and proving herself worthy to Samantha and the other sister. 

She was ready. 

Samantha gestured to the first pledge in line. She was a petite ginger girl whose white gown was more conservative than most, and she gave such a start when Heather put her hand on her shoulder that I worried the poor girl might be on the verge of a panic attack. You’re almost there, I thought, willing her telepathically to be brave. Marcie would appreciate the example. 

“Fiona Anderson, step forward,” Samantha intoned. 

I didn’t know if Samantha meant for the pledges to be chosen alphabetically or not, but either way, Miss Anderson was clearly at the front of the pack. She shuffled forward with the blindfold still on her face, guided by Heather, until she stood in the same circle of light as Samantha and the other sisters. 

The blonde took a moment to look Fiona up and down. “Pledge,” she said, a line of muscle in her jaw flexing as she clutched the book to her breasts. “Do you understand the tenets of our sisterhood? Have you committed our words to memory, and are you ready to speak them?” 

Fiona nodded like a bobblehead—good lord, the girl was nervous. “Y-yes,” she stammered, her hands clutched together before her like a penitent. 

“Good.” Another nod, and Lakshmi handed Samantha an ancient-looking feather quill. “Then speak them, pledge, and be judged.” 

The redhead cleared her throat. “B-by my mind and my will…” 

She trailed off. 

Samantha cocked her head to the side. “Yes?” 

Fiona straightened up like she’d been cracked between the shoulder blades with a whip. “By my mind and my will, I pledge to uphold the tradition of service. By the fruit of my friendship, I pledge to uphold the tradition of sisterhood. And by my body and my blood, I pledge to uphold my sovereignty!” 

Strange words. They definitely sound a little 1800’s, I thought. The part about ‘body and blood’ especially left me a little disconcerted. I glanced around the shadowy auditorium to see if anyone else felt the same, but the faces around me were unreadable. Either the rest of Delta Rho’s invitees came in expecting this, or they were hiding their surprise a hell of a lot better than I was. 

“Very good,” Samantha whispered. Her gaze traveled down the line of pledges, as if acknowledging that Fiona had the toughest job among them. After all, the rest of them would get to hear at least one person say the words before they were called upon to recite them. “Now, repeat after me.” 

The shift in Fiona’s stance told me she hadn’t expected this part. She almost opened her mouth to protest, before remembering the prohibition on pledges speaking unless first spoken to. Her jaw snapped shut. 

“I, Fiona Anderson, pledge my heart and my loyalty to Delta Rho. To uphold its values of service, sisterhood and sovereignty. And to keep its secrets as my own.” 

Fiona relaxed visibly. “I, Fiona…” 

She repeated the words, her voice trembling at first but growing steadier by the syllable. The silence in the hall felt thicker after she finished. Almost as if some invisible, internal tension had broken at last, sputtering out like a storm. 

Once she was done, Samantha took the quill and dipped it into a tiny pot of ink held by Lakshmi. “Remove your blindfold,” she commanded, gesturing for Heather’s help. 

Fiona didn’t need it. She tore off the blindfold with a triumphant flair and deposited it on the ground—evidently something they’d all agreed on beforehand, because no one looked surprised. 

“You have sworn our oath,” Samantha said proudly. “Now sign your name in the Book of Rho and become our sister.” 

Fiona took the quill and did just that. 

A soft round of applause filled the auditorium when she was finished. Fiona gave an impetuous little bow, grinning from ear to ear, and as she straightened back up Yukiko leaned over and lit the coed’s candle with the flame of her own. 

“Welcome to Delta Rho,” Samantha said, embracing the sorority’s newest sister. “Please, take your place with the others.” 

Fiona did that, too. The other girls surrounded her for a few moments, hugging her and whispering kind words, and then Samantha called the next pledge in line. A B name, which meant she probably really was going alphabetically. 

One by one, each girl stepped forward. In a couple of instances, the questions Samantha asked the pledge varied a bit, but the end result was always the same. They spoke the oath, they signed their names in the eerie old book, and they were welcomed into the sorority with open arms. The level of applause never wavered, and the room gradually grew brighter as more of the pledge’s candles were lit by Yukiko’s or Lakshmi’s. Neat effect, I thought. The move from darkness into light really sold the ceremony as a rite of passage. 

I couldn’t help but feel a swell of pride as the last few pledges recited their oaths. I could see Marcie brimming with excitement, practically bouncing up and down on the heels of her feet. She’d worked hard for this, and I knew how much it meant to her. 

Samantha did, too. As the last pledge before Marcie took her place among the sisters, a genuine smile spread across the blonde’s face. “Marcella Ramsey,” she said, her voice carrying a warmth that it hadn’t just a few moments ago. “Come forward.” 

Even blindfolded, Marcie carried herself well. She clutched her candle in both hands as she stepped into Samantha’s circle of light, shrugging off Heather and Eva’s touch. Her lips formed a tight little line, her jaw clenched with a mixture of nerves and excitement. 

She recited the oath perfectly. She’d barely finished before she removed her blindfold, a smile spreading across her face as she surveyed the crowd. Her eyes met mine and the smile widened, bringing with it a surge of pride that made my heart skip a beat. 

“Very good,” Samantha said, meaning it in a way she hadn’t with the other pledges. “Now, repeat after me. I, Marcella Ramsey…” 

Marcie’s voice was clear and strong as she followed Samantha, her words echoing through the auditorium. “I, Marcella Ramsey, pledge my heart and my loyalty to Delta Rho. To uphold its values of service, sisterhood and sovereignty. And to keep its secrets as my own.” 

There we go, I thought. A fist I hadn’t even realized had clenched around my heart began to loosen. That did it. 

Samantha handed her the quill, and Marcie signed her name with a steady hand. The sisters erupted in applause—applause which somehow felt both louder than it had for any of the others—and shortly after, the rest of the audience joined in as well. Samantha reached forward and pulled the pledge to her, whispering a few words in her ear that made Marcie’s eyes go wide. She blushed as Yukiko leaned over and lit her candle with her own. 

"With the addition of these names, a new group of women have joined our sisterhood," Samantha said, stepping back from her little. "We welcome our newest members into Delta Rho. All of you are no longer pledges—from this day forward, you are full sisters. Now, please, join us as we complete our yearly ritual." 

The sisters moved to absorb the few pledges who had yet to join their ranks, pulling them into a rough circle. As they did, each of the newly admitted pledges lifted their lit candles into the air, filling the auditorium with light. Along the rear ranks, the flickering flame spread from candle to candle, each sister of Delta Rho lighting the wick of the next coed in line. 

Once their formation was complete, the sisters began to sway. The pledges—now full members at last—joined them, their candles casting flickering shadows on the walls of the auditorium. As I watched, Samantha closed her eyes and began to chant in a low voice. 

Her words were too soft for me to hear at first, but as the other sisters picked it up, the chanting became clearer. Not that it did me any good. The words weren’t in English—they weren’t even in Latin, or at least not in any dialect of it I’d ever heard spoken during a sermon or in a movie. They would have had a vaguely sinister tone if it hadn’t been a bunch of beautiful young coeds saying them. 

As the chanting reached its crescendo, each of the sisters of Delta Rho thrust her candle into the center of the circle. The wicks touched, flames dancing in the empty space at the center of the ritual, and droplets of wax fell like spittle to the auditorium floor. It happened once, twice, three times—then suddenly, as if by a prearranged signal, each of the coeds pulled back their candles as one and blew. The flames disappeared, and darkness filled the room. 

A cheer rose up. Someone flipped a light switch, and abruptly we were no longer standing in the ritual space—all of us had been transported back into the college auditorium. In reality it had always been the same space, but the feel was totally different. For a few moments we’d been somewhere else, somewhere ancient and steeped in tradition. Somewhere occupied by every other woman who’d ever pledged herself to Delta Rho. 

The impression faded like smoke. Already Marcie and the others were celebrating, the other sisters pulling the coed in for hugs as they reveled in their newfound position. As I watched, Yukiko threw her arms around Marcie and held her tight, whispering a few words of encouragement that made her tear up. 

Only one candle still burned. I almost missed it: Samantha, the queen bee of Delta Rho, stood at the edge of the group, holding the wax stick with its flickering flame. She watched the newest crop of sisters like a Queen surveying her kingdom, then slowly looked up and met my gaze. She smiled. 

With a wink, she blew out her final candle. Her satisfied smile told me she’d found something in that ritual—something meant for her and her alone. I would have liked to have known what it was, but such things weren’t for me. I wasn’t a member of their sorority, and more importantly, I was a man. 

Yukiko’s man. 

And Samantha’s? 

I rose from my seat, joining the rest of the audience in their applause. The coed with the phone from earlier had vanished, probably to post about the ceremony on social media. She seemed like the type. No one seemed to miss her. 

Yukiko and Marcie broke away from the group and made their way up the steps toward me. Kiki wore a thousand-watt smile, yet she looked almost dim compared to Marcie. I don’t think I’d ever seen my boss’s daughter happier than she was in that moment. 

“What did you think, Uncle Jack?” Marcie asked. She took the steps two at a time, as eager as a kid on Christmas morning as she threw herself into my arms. Any sense of reservation she normally had around me was gone—for the moment, at least, there was no distance between us as my boss’s daughter. “God, wasn’t it just the coolest?” 

“Cool as can be,” I agreed with a grin. “You looked like you were born for Delta Rho.” 

“Maybe she was,” Yukiko agreed, giving us both a secretive smile. “I daresay you didn’t get bored, Jack. You had plenty to look at, didn’t you?” 

I stiffened. If she was talking about Samantha— 

In my arms, Marcie began to chuckle. “I bet you were staring at Yukiko the whole time,” she giggled, giving the dark-haired coed a nod. “Don’t deny it, Jack. I mean, she’s freaking gorgeous.” 

I cleared my throat. I knew Marcie had taken the news of my relationship with Yukiko a lot better than I’d feared, but even I hadn’t expected her to be comfortable enough with it to joke around like this. Evidently, hooking up with a woman half my age wasn’t as big a deal-breaker for my boss’s daughter as I’d always thought. 

As I opened my mouth to say something clever, I caught sight of Samantha. The blonde coed watched the three of us with a knowing smirk, her arms crossed beneath her ample breasts. More than a trace of mischief danced around her eyes. 

Of course she was enjoying this. She probably got off on it. 

Marcie would lose her mind, I told myself. Don’t even joke about it, Jack. 

I could never tell her about Samantha Lowry. It would break her heart. More than that, she’d never understand. Marcie was an open-minded girl, sure, but if she knew just how many girls I’d been juggling since I showed up at Stillwell, she’d never condone it. In fact, she might even tell her father. 

That I could handle. I was important enough to Daniel Ramsey to shrug off the blow. But the look in Marcie’s eyes at the betrayal—that might be more than I could stand. 

I shrugged it off. It didn’t matter. Samantha was fun. Yukiko was real. 

“It was tough to see anything with those candles,” I said, regaining my footing. “But I admit I had trouble tearing my eyes off of her. Come here, sweetheart.” 

Yukiko stepped up and embraced me from the side. She shared a smile with Marcie, which made me wonder what the hell kind of conversation the two of them had had about me before this ceremony. She went up on tiptoe and gave me a quick kiss, chaste enough not to ruffle any feathers among the audience. 

“Hey,” she whispered. She reached around and gave my butt a sneaky squeeze, her grin widening. “Marcie did great. I’m really proud of her.” She paused. “You’re coming with us to Gabrielle’s, right?” 

Hmm? 

Apparently everyone else had the same thing in mind. “Alright, ladies!” Samantha called, lifting an arm to check the elegant watch strapped to her wrist. “We’ve got dinner reservations in forty-five minutes. Get changed if you’re getting changed and meet up at the parking deck!” 

“It’s a tradition,” Yukiko said to the confused look on my face. “Dinner after the ritual. A celebration for the new pledges, in their honor. I’m sorry I forgot to mention it, I should have warned you ahead of time—” 

“It’s totally fine,” I said, chuckling a bit at her distress. “I’d love to go, Kiki. Assuming there’s a place for me at the restaurant?” 

Yukiko batted her lashes up at me, striking a pose so besotted that even Marcie looked a little taken aback. “Always, Jack. If they didn’t have a seat for you, I’d put you in mine and hop up into your lap.” 

That sounded fun. 

“Marcie!” Samantha stood at the bottom of the stairs, her arms spread. Her candle had vanished as if by magic—more probably, Lakshmi had secreted it away in her satchel while no one was looking. “Did you forget about me?” 

The coed gave me a final glance, then raced down the steps and threw herself into Samantha’s arms. The hug she gave her big was even tighter and full of emotion than the one she’d had for me, so much so that I couldn't help but feel a little jealous as she embraced her mentor. 

Yukiko stood beside me, watching as Marcie enthusiastically thanked her big. “Of course, if you’re really not feeling the whole get together, we could always go back to your place and have a real party…” 

I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “No, I want to be there for Marcie,” I told my girl. “How about after, though?” 

Yukiko winked. “It’s a promise.” She reached around and fiddled with one of the catches on the back of her gown. “Ugh, this dress is so tight. I can’t wait for you to get me out of it…” 

I took her hand and led her down the steps towards the cluster of sisters still milling about. A few had already headed off to change before the meetup at Gabrielle’s, but most still wore their white sorority robes. I figured that since Samantha still had hers on, the other girls were following her lead. It didn’t pay to stand out from the leader. 

The queen bee pulled away from Marcie as I approached. “Hi, Jack,” she purred, flashing a smile so lascivious it seemed impossible that everyone in the room wouldn’t instantly guess that the two of us were having sex. “I thought I saw you up there cheering Marcie on! Guess you found the time to come and join us after all!” 

It was meant as some light teasing, but I didn’t feel like taking it. “Who wouldn’t want to join in the celebration?” I asked with a smirk. “Especially when I’ve done so much to be celebrated for.” 

Rather than surprised, Samantha looked pleased. “Of course, Jack! This sorority really wouldn’t be what it is this semester if it weren’t for your help.” She turned to Marcie, as if underscoring the oddness of the situation. “Isn’t that right, Marcella!” 

“Yep!” Poor Marcella. She had no idea she was standing in the middle of a love triangle. “I’m so glad you’re here, Jack. Honestly, I was super pissed when I found out my Dad was forcing you to come to Stillwell and finish your degree. But I think it’s been really good for you!” She glanced around me, grinning at Yukiko. “And for Kiki, of course.” 

“Of course,” Yukiko agreed, holding onto my arm. “Samantha, if you’d excuse us. We’ll meet you at the restaurant—” 

Except we wouldn’t. 

Because as I turned toward the auditorium’s exit, I found a familiar figure waiting for me. 

One wearing a badge. 


Chapter Three 


“Mr. Avery?” Officer Davis stepped forward, extending a hand. “Sorry to interrupt your meeting. Could I speak with you in private?” 

The women around me stared at the police detective the way they would a streaker who’d somehow managed to get onto the field in the middle of the homecoming game. Tasha Davis wasn’t unwelcome at Stillwell, exactly—after all, she and Samantha obviously had a working relationship where the college was concerned—but her visits were strictly business related. Usually they involved drunk driving, or some graffiti, or some other small fire she needed Samantha’s help to put out. 

Not me. 

Yukiko stiffened next to me. “We were just getting ready to head to dinner,” she protested, glancing from the cop to me like I could make the problem go away by sheer force of will. “The pledges—Marcie’s now a full member of Delta Rho…” 

“It looked like a wonderful ceremony,” Officer Davis said. Her eyes never left mine. “It’ll only take a few minutes, Mr. Avery. I bet you can catch up with the rest of your group before the appetizers arrive. Gabrielle’s, I assume?” 

“You assume correctly,” I said. 

Officer Davis wasn’t in her uniform, at least—though her badge lay strapped to her belt, showing anyone who cared to look what kind of authority she commanded. She was dressed casually, in a dark-patterned button down shirt and a pair of skintight jeans. A pair of black cowboy boots added a good two inches to her height, making her nearly as tall as I was. She looked like she was on her way to a sports bar or something, or had been when she’d decided to drop in. 

Hell, maybe she was planning to attend a country show. I’d heard The Outlaws were in town—if Officer Davis was out there enough to like Rush, there was no telling how far her musical tastes might extend. 

Suddenly Samantha was with us. “Is there something wrong, officer?” she asked, giving Officer Davis a pointed look. “We were just getting ready to leave.” 

“Oh, nothing in particular,” she said, flashing a row of even, white teeth. “I just wanted to follow up with Mr. Avery regarding that… unpleasant incident a couple of weeks ago. Nothing major. I’ll really only keep him from you girls for a few minutes, you have my word.” 

“It’s alright,” I said, shrugging off Yukiko’s grip. I reached into my pocket and fished out my keys—sadly, for the rental car instead of my MacLaren—and handed them to my girlfriend. “Can you give Marcie a ride to the restaurant, sweetheart?” 

Yukiko stared at the keys in confusion. “Sure, but how are you going to get there?” 

“I’m sure Officer Davis will drop me off,” I said, beaming at the woman. “Right?” 

She chuckled to herself a bit. “You want to ride in a squad car?” 

“Always did have fantasies of that as a kid,” I admitted. “In the front, though, not the back.” 

Officer Davis laughed. “Same here. Alright, deal. I’ll make sure he gets there, ladies.” 

I leaned over and gave Yukiko a kiss. I could have been imagining it, but I thought I saw Samantha stiffen a touch out of the corner of my eye. She might have been alright with sharing me, but I could tell there was a part of her that wished it was her getting the public display of affection. 

“Be careful, Jack,” Yukiko whispered as we parted. “I don’t trust this.” 

“It’s just a friendly meeting,” I told her, beaming at her and then Marcie. “I’ll be back before you know it.” 

Officer Davis led me out of the auditorium and into a side hallway. The door at the end of the hall I’d thought was locked opened at her touch, leading to a set of stairs with concrete walls on either side. This part of the building must have been used for maintenance—the temperature dropped a good ten degrees as soon as we reached the stairs. Suddenly I was glad I’d worn a jacket. 

“What’s this all about, officer?” I asked, pausing halfway down at a bend in the steps. The two of us had a small strip of linoleum there to ourselves, able to see both the door we’d come from above and the basement below. “What’s so important that you needed to drag me away from Marcie’s initiation ceremony?” 

Officer Davis’s lips formed a tight line. “You can call me Tasha, Mr. Avery. And I think you already know what this is going to be about.” 

The Baines family, I told myself. “And you can call me Jack, Tasha. Now out with it.” 

Those people had been a thorn in my side ever since I came to Stillwell. Whether it was protecting Marcie from the rapacious advances of their scion or nearly watching my sports car go up in flames because I pissed off the wrong person, I knew things would go a hell of a lot easier in this town if they’d get off my back. 

Granted, I was having fun ruining that little shit Trevor’s reign of terror. And his mother was… interesting to me, in several ways. 

Tasha’s nostrils flared as she collected herself. “I got a call from the clerk’s office on campus this morning. They got a surprise visitor at 6AM—someone was waiting for them the second they unlocked the door. You’ve got three guesses who, and the first two don’t count—” 

“Elizabeth Baines,” I said, gritting my teeth. “I don’t think her son knows 6AM even exists.” 

“Bingo.” Tasha tapped her nose like a detective in a TV show. “That was the easy riddle. Here’s the hard one: what was she there for? Think about it for a second; the answer’s not obvious.” 

So she said, but I figured it had to be. “She was there to complain about something,” I said, the gears working in my head. “Complain about me? She’s not trying to make up some story about me cheating on a test or some bullshit like that…” 

Tasha was already shaking her head. “No, but I don’t blame you for thinking that. Underhanded tactics like that are a hallmark of the Baines brand. Between you and me, I think Lizzie is a little afraid of you, though. Ever since that conversation you had at the police station—” 

“The conversation where I called her son a rapist, you mean,” I grunted. 

“That’s the one.” 

“For the record, I meant every word,” I said, shifting against the wall. “I would have told her more if she hadn’t stormed out of the room on the verge of tears, too. So if she wasn’t there for me, Tasha, why’d she show up so early? What’s this all about?” 

Officer Davis paused, as if savoring the moment. “She was waving the white flag, Jack. As of about six-thirty this morning, Trevor Baines is no longer enrolled at Stillwell University.” 

I shot off of the wall so fast I nearly tripped. “Excuse me?” 

Officer Davis—Tasha—grinned from ear to ear. “You heard me right the first time. Little bastard apparently dropped all of his classes over the last few days, one right after the other. Nobody even noticed, or if they did, they were happy enough to see him go not to bring it to the attention of the Dean. Then Miss Baines came in this morning to finish the process. I’m told they even got a refund on the remaining portion of his tuition. Not that they need it.” 

My jaw dropped open. Trevor was… gone? I could hardly believe it. 

He’ll never threaten another member of Delta Rho, I realized. Marcie would be safer now, and so would all of her other sisters. I’d also never have to worry about some punk kid torching my car in the middle of the night, but that part didn’t seem quite as important as the bit about the coeds. 

“That’s amazing,” I said, shaking my head. “So they just turned tail and gave up? After everything they’ve been through?” 

Tasha’s brows furrowed together. “Yes and no. Apparently Lizzie read the school’s administrators the riot act on the way out the door. Talking about ‘hostile environments’ and ‘discriminatory policies’ and ‘innocent until proven guilty’. Half of them are terrified there’s going to be a lawsuit, and the other half are just terrified of her.” 

That sounded ridiculous. Either way, I wouldn’t be involved. “They better hope I don’t get picked for the jury.” 

Tasha laughed at that, genuinely. “I think the woman would think she’d seen a ghost if she saw you sitting in the jury box, Jack. I’m pretty sure Lizzie Baines never wants to be in the same room with you again. At least not alone.” 

Tasha had no idea how wrong she was about that. But how could either of us have known? 

“The feeling’s mutual,” I said. “I’d say I hope the kid has to get a job as a ditch digger after everything he put Marcie and the other Delta Rho’s through, but I’m sure Mommy and Daddy are taking care of him. I assume he got a seat in the family business or something similar?” 

“Actually, no. She’s moving her boy.” Tasha ran her fingers through her braids, then cocked her head to the side a bit as she continued. “Made a big stink about finding him a ‘better quality of education,’ whatever that means. From what I’ve heard, that means traveling south—way south. Private college in northern Virginia—little town called Oakton. Good riddance, I say.” 

Oakton. The name rang a faint bell, but I couldn’t remember why. Whatever the reason, I could sense it was nothing good. 

Bringing Trevor south of the Mason-Dixon line certainly got him out of my hair, though. 

Except wait… 

“Virginia?” I could feel my jaw clench. “So what happens with my court case, then?” 

Tasha looked like a woman who’d just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “Yeah, that’s the not so good news. Lizzie Baines has been going hard against the local prosecutor, Jack. In the last couple of weeks she’s mounted a one-woman PR campaign on behalf of her son. Cajoling, threats, bribery… you name it.” 

I was recalcitrant. “If she’s trying to bribe public officials, she should be arrested for it.” 

Tasha shook her head, chuckling. “Jack, you really don’t know how things are done in Stillwell, do you?” 

A cold feeling spread through my gut. “Enlighten me.” 

She did. “If you hadn’t caught the Baines kid red-handed with that gas can, there’s no way we would have been able to arrest him the way we did. They’re too rich, too powerful. Some folks aren’t so lucky, like that other guy acting as his accomplice—” 

“Cargo Pants,” I muttered. 

Tasha paused, her brows furrowing together. “Pardon?” 

“Nothing,” I said, waving away the question. “Just a bad joke. You’re talking about Darryl?” 

She nodded. “Yeah, Darryl’s in a lot of trouble. Guy’s going to wind up the sacrificial lamb for all of this shit, since the police department and the prosecutor’s office don’t have anyone else to take their frustration out on. But Trevor…” 

She trailed off. I didn’t like the way she did that. 

“Trevor what?” I asked. “Tash, I had that little shit dead to rights…” 

“The prosecutor doesn’t think there’s enough of a case,” Tasha said slowly. “I know, that’s bullshit. You and I both know that’s bullshit. But here’s the reality of the situation, Jack. Are you listening?” 

I nodded slowly. I didn’t like it, just like I didn’t like the fist of ice hammering at the bottom of my stomach. But there wasn’t much I could do other than listen. 

“Whatever poor schmuck takes the case against Trevor is going to have to go through hell from Day One forward. Because Elizabeth Baines will do everything at her disposal to try and get her boy out of trouble. And believe me, she’s got a lot at her disposal. People like her always do.” 

I shook my head. “I can’t believe what I’m hearing.” 

“Even if he decides to prosecute, first it has to go before a grand jury,” she continued. “There’s a preliminary hearing to determine whether or not the evidence meets the standard for trial. It has to get looked at by a jury of Trevor Baines’s peers. Meaning Stillwell citizens—who know what his family will do to them. Hell, maybe they won’t even have to threaten them. They could offer one of the jurors a business loan they’ve been needing, or help them out with their shitty landlord.” 

“Bribery, in other words,” I said with a scoff. “I think the citizens of Stillwell are above that, Officer Davis.” 

“Yeah?” Tasha sounded dead serious now. “And what happens if one of the members of that jury is a Delta Rho girl, Jack?” 

I froze. I hadn’t even thought about it. But now that I did… 

“Damn it,” I snarled. Of course there would be. Marcie would probably be on that goddamned jury if Elizabeth Baines could swing it. 

“I think you’re getting it,” Tasha said quietly. “Elizabeth Baines knows you’ve got a case against her boy, Jack. There’s nothing she can do to stop you—but she can make things unpleasant every step of the way. So unpleasant that you might just be better off forgetting about the whole thing.” She paused. “That’s part of why I came to talk to you tonight.” 

Understanding dawned on me like the sun appearing from behind a cloud. “You want me to drop the case,” I said, my jaw falling open. “Don’t you?” 

Tasha grit her teeth. “Jack… look. You won, okay? You got rid of Trevor. His reputation’s been ruined, his parents have been given a black eye where their social standing is concerned, and Stillwell University has dropped a couple of amoral hooligans from their rolls. Lizzie Bains will pay the bill for your sports car to be repaired, too, so you’ll be whole there.” 

It sounded reasonable. Logical, even. Accepting would have closed the book on this chapter of my college story completely—and put Trevor and his bullshit firmly in the past, where I no longer had to worry about it. There was just one problem. 

I couldn’t forget about that night in the frat house. 

“Marcie,” I growled. The word came out with so much anger that Tasha’s eyes went wide. “They were going to hurt Marcie.” 

Tasha blinked, recovering herself. “But they didn’t, Jack. Thanks to you.” 

“That doesn’t—” 

“I can’t arrest someone for a crime they didn’t commit,” Tasha said wearily. All at once I realized just how badly she wanted to put all this in the past, too. “If he’d done something to Marcie, or one of the other Delta Rho girls, I’d say throw the book at him, Jack. It wouldn’t matter if the Baines were against me. It wouldn’t matter if the whole damned town were against me, and the Police Chief was threatening my job over investigating it. I’d say damn the torpedoes and take the hot rails to Hell. But that’s not what this trial is about, and you know it.” 

“Tasha—” 

“It’s about your damn car, Jack,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “That’s all we can get him on. And that, to be perfectly honest, isn’t enough for a judge to go up against Lizzie Baines. Not in this town.” 

Shit. She did have a point. More than anything, I wished there’d been a camera in that room the night I stormed into the sorority bedroom and caught Trevor and Cargo Pants in the act. If a jury could see what I’d seen, could stare at the expression on Trevor’s smug face while he dragged Marcie across the bed in high definition… 

Well. It would be a whole new goddamn ballgame, wouldn’t it? 

I let out a hiss through my teeth. “Can I think about it?” I asked Tasha. 

She held up both hands, looking about as non-threatening as she could. “You absolutely can, Jack. This isn’t something that needs to be decided tonight. You can sleep on it.” 

I nodded. “Okay.” 

“But I would like to know in the next few days,” she added. “My bosses would, I mean. That bitch has been putting our whole department through the wringer. You know she’s tied up our fax lines for the last three days? Nothing but the same information requests, written in eight-point Courier font with half-inch margins. It’s cost a fucking fortune in toner.” 

“I wasn’t even aware you still had fax machines,” I said, relaxing. I’d already decided on a plan of attack where Trevor was concerned. Tasha’s arguments made sense to me, and my head knew the smarter play was to bury the hatchet now and enjoy the rest of my semester at Stillwell without this bullshit hanging over me and Delta Rho. 

My heart, on the other hand, still needed convincing. Which was why I’d outsource the job. 

Tonight, after our dinner (and whatever fun came after), I’d tell Yukiko about my meeting with Tasha Davis. I’d tell Marcie about it, too, and Samantha Lowry. Take their temperatures on the whole thing. 

I was no dummy, of course. I wasn’t going to leave it up to them. But I felt ninety-nine percent certain what each of them would say. Even Marcie. 

They’d tell me to drop it, I thought. It’s too much risk to the sorority, to Marcie. To me. 

Hearing it from them would make it easier for me to tell Tasha yes. It shouldn’t have been that way, but it was. There was a reason for that—the same reason that induced WWII pilots to paint pictures of pretty girls on the side of their bomber planes. 

“Alright, then,” I told Tasha. “I have your number in my phone. I’ll give you a call in the next couple of days once I’ve had the chance to have a bit of a think about it.” I nodded in the direction of the stairs. “In the meantime, you wouldn’t happen to be heading by Gabrielle’s would you?” 

A strange look stole over Tasha’s face. The hint of a smile curled her lips, and her gaze sharpened with something more than just professional interest. 

“Of course,” she said, inclining her head. “But I was thinking—you don’t really need to call me, Jack. You can give me your answer in person.” 

Hmm? 

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I admitted. 

In the blink of an eye, Tasha’s entire bearing changed. “I had this friend who cancelled on me at the last minute,” she said, reaching into her jacket. “We were supposed to go to this gig together, but she’s not going to be able to make it. I was thinking, ‘who do I know who likes music?’, and then of course I thought about the guy who called me out on slipping Rush lyrics into a casual conversation…” 

Tasha pulled two slips of paper out of her jacket. I could see the words BankNH Pavilion written across the bottom—the big amphitheater over in Gilford. My interest was definitely piqued. 

“They’re not touring anymore,” I said, but clearly she wasn’t actually talking about Rush. I scanned the ticket, searching for the name, stumbling over it when I found it. What a mouthful. 

“King Gizzard and the Lizard… wait, is this a real band?” 

Tasha laughed. “Yeah, they’re real. Never heard of them, old guy?” 

I blinked, making a mental note to pull up my Spotify later. “Can’t say that I have. I’m guessing they’re a prog band?” 

“They’re kind of an everything band,” Tasha said with a shrug. “You’ll see. If you’re down to come with me, of course.” 

I glanced back down at the tickets. The show was four days from now—as far as I knew, I didn’t have anything going on over the weekend. Yukiko probably wanted to do something. 

But then again, didn’t Yukiko like it when I did stuff with other women? Wasn’t her whole thing kind of getting off on it? 

“With a name like that, I’m pretty sure I can’t miss them,” I said, handing one of the tickets back to Tasha. “You’re sure the police department won’t have a problem with you gifting a ticket to a potential witness?” 

“Nah. Besides, if you really do drop this case, they won’t care if I bribed you to make it happen.” 

I wasn’t sure if she was joking or not. 

“Cool,” Tasha said. Now that I’d agreed, she looked relieved. Had she been nervous I’d say no? “It’s a date, then. I mean, between friends and all—” 

“Sure,” I agreed with a chuckle. “I’d pick you up in my sports car, but someone who the cops keep pressuring me to let off the hook trashed it.” 

Tasha rolled her eyes. “Let’s get you to that dinner, hero.” 

We left. 


Chapter Four 


By the time I reached Gabrielle’s, the restaurant had a line out the door. People were queued up all the way out onto the sidewalk, like every coed and frat boy in Stillwell had gotten the same idea for dinner at the same time. The hostess stopped me at the front until I explained which party I was with; as soon as I began explaining myself, she started to laugh. 

“Oh, you,” she purred, grabbing an extra menu from behind the plinth. “You must be Jack.” 

One of my eyebrows shot skyward. “You’ve heard of me?” 

The hostess grinned like a woman with a secret. “Some of the sorority girls mentioned you’d be joining them,” she said, fanning herself gently with the edge of the menu. “They were quite adamant that you needed a seat at the table. Goodness, the things they said about you…” 

“All good, I hope,” I said. Only a great effort of will kept my cheeks from turning red. 

The hostess’s smile was the only response I got. She led me through the crowded restaurant, ducking and diving around tables like she could have found her way across the floor plan blindfolded. In the back, two tables larger than the rest had been pushed together with additional chairs added to seat the entire pledge class of Delta Rho. 

The festivities had already begun. Several bottles of wine and champagne sat open on the tabletop, their contents poured into glasses and goblets distributed among the faithful. Everywhere I looked, gorgeous coeds posed, preened, taking selfies while hugging their friends and making kissy faces for the camera. At the head of the event, holding court like King Arthur before the Round Table, was Samantha Lowry herself, a glass of blood-red wine in her slender hand and a look of fierce triumph in her eyes. 

This must be what Valhalla looks like, I thought, shaking my head at the banquet of firm female flesh on display. Otherwise, what would be the point of going there? All those warriors dying for what? 

For food, drink and beautiful women. 

I couldn’t imagine the afterlife being much better than this. 

Several coeds noticed me and waved as I entered the room. As I drew closer, I noticed something that made my heart drop right into my stomach. They made sure to save you a seat at the table, the hostess had said. 

Had they ever! 

Samantha Lowry sat at the head of the table, first among the ladies of Delta Rho. As per tradition, her two lieutenants—meaning Yukiko and Lakshmi—should have been sitting at her right and her left hand, their chairs right next to hers in the place of the second-most honor. 

And Samantha was sitting next to Lakshmi, true. 

But the chair at her right hand lay empty. 

A single open seat stood between her and Yukiko. The two coeds were still close enough that they could have easily reached across the empty space, yet a distance hung unspoken between the leader of the sorority and her second-in-command. Coeds pointedly avoided looking at the empty chair as they drank and smiled and shimmied in their seats. 

Yukiko looked a little stressed by the change. The worry on her face melted away when she saw me—her expression lit up like someone had turned on a halo over her head, and the smile that she gave me made me fall in love with her all over again. It was the kind of look you could imagine a woman giving you when you got home from work every day for the rest of your life. 

“Jack!” Yukiko half rose from her seat, reaching out for me. “I was starting to worry!” 

Kiki wasn’t kidding. I could see the relief washing over her; clearly her brief encounter with Officer Davis had left her rattled. I thought of the ticket to the rock show with the ridiculous name hidden in my wallet and smiled internally. If only she knew! 

She’d get a kick out of it, I was sure. 

“Everything’s fine,” I said. I pulled her to me and gave the coed a long, lingering kiss. A few people hooted at me, but I ignored them. For those few moments, the only person in the entire restaurant I cared about was Yukiko. “All taken care of. Did I miss anything?” 

Yukiko ran her fingers through my hair. “No,” she said. “But I missed you.” 

“Missed you, too,” I said. 

“What happened with Officer Davis?” A voice asked. “Did Trevor do something else?” 

I turned. Only now did I notice that Samantha had arranged the line of new pledges along the opposite side of the table, organizing them so that each pledge faced their ‘big’, or mentor. Which meant that as Samantha’s little, Marcie got to sit right next to me, Samantha and Yukiko. 

She still looked radiant. The high from finally achieving her goal of joining Delta Rho had yet to fade, and probably wouldn’t for days. The girl practically glowed with excitement. 

“Nothing like that,” I assured Marcie. “There is something I want to talk to you about—you and Kiki and Samantha, too. But it’ll have to wait until after the dinner.” 

Marcie frowned. “Why?” 

Samantha had been listening to us this whole time, but had remained quiet until now. At Marcie’s question, she sprang to life. “Because this dinner is about you, darling. You and all the other new girls who’ve finally joined us in Delta Rho.” She glanced at me for just a beat longer than was necessary, a faint smile spreading across her face. “Speaking of which, we’re going to need some food soon. Otherwise these girls are going to get freaking trashed!” 

As I settled into my seat, Yukiko took my hand beneath the table and gripped it. “Is everything okay?” she asked, her tone different from Marcie or Samantha’s. Unlike them, she’d seen the way Officer Davis had been looking at me. 

I nodded. “It’s all good news. In fact, I have something to show you that you might be interested in.” 

One of Yukiko’s brows shot skyward. “Oh really?” 

Just then, the waitress arrived to take our orders. I waited until she’d finished walking the length of the table, then turned back to Yukiko once she’d departed and reached into my wallet. 

“Little present from Officer Davis,” I murmured, handing her the ticket. “Kind of a peace offering, considering what we talked about back on campus.” 

I could tell Yukiko wanted to ask about that, but she was being a good girl and waiting until I could tell it to the whole group in privacy. Instead, she took the ticket between her index and middle fingers, holding it up to the light. I saw her slight frown, and watched her lips form the syllables of the band’s name. Her eyes flashed with recognition, and she started to giggle. 

“I didn’t know you were into jam bands,” she said, elbowing me in the ribs as she handed me back the ticket. “You weren’t a deadhead in a previous life, were you, Jack?” 

“I don't even know who they are,” I admitted. “My musical knowledge pretty much ends around 1991.” 

“Well it’s a great venue,” Yukiko continued. “Caroline Polachek’s going to be there a couple weeks after your show. I got pre-sale tickets months ago.” 

“I don’t know who that is, either,” I whispered with a chuckle. “But if you like her, I’d be glad to go with you.” 

“She’s probably even less your thing than King Gizz will be,” Yukiko replied with a shrug. “But it would be fun to have you there, I think.” She took a sip of her wine—light and golden in comparison to Samantha’s blood-red goblet—and gave me a searching look. “You said Officer Davis gave you this?” 

I nodded. 

“The same Officer Davis I saw at the police station? With the braids?” 

I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “She has a more eclectic taste in music than you might think,” I said, tucking the ticket back into my wallet. “She’s an interesting woman.” 

“I’ll say.” Yukiko leaned back in her seat, taking another long sip of her wine. The light from the chandeliers danced in her eyes, setting off the chestnut brown of her irises. For a second, they seemed almost to glow. “Strange that she’d give you her only ticket to the gig, Jack. Very strange.” 

I knew from the look on her face that Kiki had already figured it out. “Tasha has one, too,” I said, keeping my voice low enough that Marcie wouldn’t hear it over her conversation with another coed. “She invited me to go with her.” 

“Oh, so it’s Tasha now?” Yukiko ran her finger around the edge of her glass, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “The two of you are on a first-name basis all of a sudden?” 

The old me might have cringed at that. Might have stumbled all over himself to make apologies and looked like a fool in the process. But the Jackson Avery who’d emerged from his shell at Stillwell was not that kind of man—and he understood Yukiko well enough to know this was a challenge she wanted him to tackle head-on. 

I cleared my throat, marshalling my courage. 

“We are,” I said, leaning in close and looking into my girlfriend’s eyes. “Do you have a problem with that, Kiki?” 

Bulls-eye, I thought. Spots of color rose to Yukiko’s cheeks, and her shoulders began to rise faster and harder than before. Someone who didn’t know her like I did might have assumed she was angry, but they would have been wrong. 

This was a very different emotion. 

“That… depends,” Yukiko whispered. Her finger traced the back of my palm beneath the table, jittery like she wanted to move it to the side and slide it to the bulge in my slacks. She bit her bottom lip, practically groaning at the thought of where this exciting new path could take our relationship. “Does she know about me? About us?” 

I shook my head. “No, but I intend to tell her before anything happens,” I said. While we spoke, I never took my gaze off Yukiko—the rest of the room faded away, the conversations dimming almost to silence as the two of us entered our own private world. “I wouldn’t do that to you, sweetheart. Or to her.” 

Yukiko nodded with understanding. “And what do you plan to tell her, Jack? That you’ve got a girlfriend, but she doesn’t mind if you eat a little chocolate appetizer before your sushi?” 

I coughed explosively, startling Lakshmi and Marcie. Samantha gave the two of us a sly look but kept to herself for now. I think she had more than a little idea of our topic of conversation. 

“Sorry,” I grunted. “Wine went down the wrong way.” 

“Suuuure it did,” Yukiko whispered, those fingers of hers still darting back and forth across the back of my hand. “Tell me the truth, Jack. You think she’ll go along with it? Really?” 

Really? The truth was, I felt fairly certain that Tasha wouldn’t mind in the slightest. She reminded me strongly of my realtor, Maria Alvarez—a professional woman who liked to let her hair down from time to time and have a fling with a similarly put-together man. I doubted she wanted much more than a little fun before the end of the semester. 

And if she did, she was out of luck. Because I was already spoken for. There were other girls in my life, sure, but only because Yukiko understood my needs. She was my girlfriend. The woman I intended to take back to Boston with me after graduation, the one who in the not too distant future would wear my ring, take my last name and have my babies. 

Right? 

My gaze flickered over to Samantha Lowry for a fraction of a second. She noticed, smiled, and blew me a quick little kiss while Marcie wasn’t looking. 

Right, I told myself, shaking my head to clear it. You’re living in a dream world if you think anything different, Jack. You can’t have it all. 

I was lucky enough to have this one semester. This golden slice of time, this chance to make up for the fifteen years I spent numbing my emotions with work instead of living. Most men my age would have thanked their lucky starts to hook up with a girl like Yukiko once, much less have her tell them she can see a future where she ends up their wife. I ought to focus on that, instead of harping on those nights of passion I’d had with Samantha Lowry. 

Besides, the three of us hadn’t managed to end up in bed together yet. I felt certain that once I had them both, at the same time, I’d finally get whatever madness that entered my bloodstream every time I held Samantha in my arms out of my system. I’d be able to think about things logically and clearly. I could have my fun in college, and then ride off into the sunset with the girl of my dreams by my side. 

“Jack?” 

Yukiko’s voice snapped me back to my senses. “Sorry, I was drifting,” I whispered, covering it with a sip of wine. “Apologies.” 

Her smile told me I didn’t need to apologize. “Thinking about what you’re going to tell Officer Davis?” 

I matched her grin with my own. “I’m less worried about her than I am about you,” I said, nudging her gently. God, I felt like I was twenty-one all over again when I sat next to her. 

Yukiko’s lips formed an ‘o’ of surprise. “Me? What do you have to worry about from me, Jack?” 

I leaned in close; close enough that I could smell Yukiko’s perfume and feel the way the pulse in her neck took off like a rocket. 

“That you’re going to snap out of it one of these days and decide that you need me all to yourself,” I growled. 

She shuddered against me. For a second, I entertained the thought of picking her up out of the chair, taking her into my arms, and carrying her out onto the smoking patio next to the canal. She was so turned on, and seeing her in that clingy white dress made me want to get her naked as soon as possible. With my teeth, if necessary. 

Before I could offer, Yukiko let out a little sigh. “Jack, look at me,” she whispered, pulling back just a bit. 

I did. There was a smile on her face, but her eyes were totally serious. 

“You have not pressured me into any of this,” she said, keeping her voice low but light. “I know this might be hard for you or anyone else involved to believe, but I like this. I like our relationship. I’m enjoying it, like, a lot.” 

“Yeah?” 

Yukiko favored me with her sexiest smirk. “This might sound crazy, but I kind of like being the best girlfriend ever,” she purred, running the fingers of her free hand through my hair. “I like making you happy, Jack. I like giving you what you want, even stuff most guys would be too intimidated to ask for. Especially stuff like that.” 

She didn’t need to tell me twice. The memory of us on the beach, me sliding my rock-hard cock into Yukiko’s ass was something I’d carry with me for the rest of my life. And I hadn’t asked for it. It was her idea. She’d known just what would drive me crazy for her, and she’d played it to the hilt. 

“Alright,” I grunted, taking her chin in my fingers. “But if you ever change your mind, Kiki, all you ever have to do is tell me. And if there’s ever anybody where you wouldn’t feel comfortable letting them make me happy, you just have to say the word there, too.” 

Yukiko snickered. “Oh, there’s definitely some bitches I’d balk at,” she admitted, nibbling her bottom lip. “But Tasha’s not one of them. Honestly, I’m more than a little curious what kind of underwear she’s got on under that police uniform of hers.” 

I couldn’t help but grin. “You are not.” 

“Hey, I might be straight, but a girl could always use a few fashion tips.” Yukiko brushed a lock of dark hair away from her face, giving me the kind of look that made men think about white picket fences and living off the grid together. “Maybe there’s some other tricks she could teach me, too.” 

I wasn’t so sure about that. From where I was standing, it was more likely Yukiko could teach Officer Davis a few things. 

Yukiko brightened. “I can’t believe she really got you to agree to King Gizzard,” she said, shaking her head. “I wonder if it’s too late for me to scalp a ticket off of somebody and come with you two.” 

“I didn’t know you were a fan.” 

“It’s more that I just wanna see your reaction,” Yukiko purred. “Besides, if you make Officer Davis aware of everything ahead of time, we can have a double date. Kind of like when we went driving on those back roads after the gala…” 

“What concert are you talking about?” 

I turned. At some point during Yukiko and I’s conversation, the rest of the room had gone quiet. I saw the reason why—the waitresses had brought out around half of the entrees and were working on the other half—which meant we had an audience that hadn’t existed a few minutes ago. Crap. 

“Just something Officer Davis is going to,” Yukiko said quickly. She made it sound like nothing major, and the coed near us relaxed as she spoke. “Apparently she had a very far-ranging conversation with Jack.” 

A wicked grin spread across Samantha Lowry’s face. “I’m surprised she didn’t need to speak to me,” the sorority president said in a tone of mock-hurt. “I’m a witness to that awful Trevor’s attempt to light your sports car on fire, after all, Jack.” 

The emphasis she put on my name reminded me there was a different word she’d rather have used. One that started with a ‘D’ and started all her engines up to max like she was the freaking sports car. 

“We won’t have to worry about Trevor any more,” I said. “But we’ll talk about that after dinner.” 

“We should talk about it now,” Samantha insisted. “There’s a patio out back, right? For—eww—smoking?” 

She knew damn well there was. She’d nearly gotten me to bang her bratty little brains out on that patio, all while Marcie obliviously ate her lunch back in the restaurant. 

“Yeah, there is!” Marcie’s face lit up. “I really want to hear about this, Jack. You were gone for a really long time!” 

“I’m surprised you didn’t invite her to come to the banquet,” Samantha said, her eyes narrowing. “Since the two of you are becoming such friends. Oooh, you know who you really should have invited?” 

Yukiko and I shared a glance. What was Samantha up to? 

Whatever it was, Marcie hadn’t figured it out. She looked from me to her mentor, confusion warring with excitement on her features. “Who?” she asked. 

“Your realtor!” Samantha said, snapping her fingers like she’d just now thought of it. “What was her name—Maria? God, she really got us out of a jam, didn’t she? Remember, that night with the arson? With your car? 

Yukiko stiffened next to me, her eyes wide. Other than the people who’d been involved in the event, Samantha Lowry was the only person who knew that I’d had a threesome with Yukiko and Maria on the hood of my sports car. Mentioning her in front of the entire sorority was like stepping onto an electrified rail. 

Marcie blinked. “I didn’t know Maria was involved with that.” 

She hadn’t been. What she had been involved in was smuggling Samantha Lowry into my condo in the middle of the night. I had no idea why Samantha would bring a thing like that up now of all times, but I sensed she had her reasons. Maybe she was bored, maybe she was just being a brat. 

Or maybe there was something else she wanted. 

“She showed up later,” I told Marcie, my tone more gruff than I intended. Already I’d begun pushing back my seat. “Miss Lowry is right. I’ll get you girls up to speed, then we can go back to the party.” 

Samantha snickered. She clearly didn’t like being called ‘Miss Lowry’, but she gave as good as she got. Something told me she’d want me to spank every last bit of that haughty nature out of her later, too. 

Of course the waitress arrived with my steak right as Yukiko and I got up. Yukiko, I noted, had ordered the same thing as me, though she’d gone lighter on the butter and opted for broccoli instead of a baked potato. 

The server made a move to take it back, but Yukiko waved her off. “We’ll be right back,” she promised. “No worries.” 

The other coeds watched us go, frowning. “Are you alright, ma’am?” Lakshmi asked Samantha. Perhaps she sensed something was up. 

“Everything is wonderful,” Samantha said briskly. She switched back into professional mode, giving the whole room her award-worthy smile. “I’m so very proud of all of you,” she said, sliding her purse from the back of her chair. “I need to take care of a small piece of sorority business, but we’ll be right back. Please enjoy yourselves until we return!” 

A few grumbles greeted this, but it was hard for any of the coeds to stay mad with so much food and drink around. By the time Yukiko, Marcie, Samantha and I made our way to the patio, the sounds of conversation and laughter once again filled the restaurant.


Chapter Five 


Outside, the temperature had dropped by more than I’d anticipated. 

By some miracle we had the patio to ourselves, with no smokers playing peekaboo during our chat. Yukiko shivered and pulled herself closer to me, making even less of an effort to seem chaste than usual. With just me, Samantha and Marcie, she could drop some of the pretense and let everyone know just how head-over-heels she was for me. 

“Alright,” Samantha said, stretching and sighing. “Clearly we missed something important while you were gone. Did Officer Davis drag you down to the police station?” 

“No, we had our chat on campus,” I said. 

I tried to keep my gaze on Samantha’s face, but the longer she stood out on the cold patio, the more an amazing thing began to happen. The blonde coed’s nipples stiffened beneath the thin fabric of her white gown. Unlike most of the coeds, Samantha had no bra on underneath—with perfect, gravity-defying tits like hers, she didn’t need one. 

She’d gone from sorority president to wet t-shirt contestant in the blink of an eye. I managed not to stare, but Yukiko and Marcie didn’t even try. They ogled the blonde openly, their jaws hanging open. 

Samantha grinned. She knew the effect she had on us mortals. “What did she say?” she asked, crossing her arms beneath those breasts. I could have been imagining it, but I swore I could hear Marcie *moan* when she did that. “Tell us everything. Delta Rho needs to know.” 

The mention of the sorority snapped the women with me out of their trance. They turned to me, eager to hear what I’d learned. 

“Well, it’s pretty much all good news,” I said. “Elizabeth Baines showed up at Stillwell this morning and went straight to the clerk’s office…” 

As they listened, I told the trio everything. They gasped when they heard that Trevor had been unenrolled from the school (Samantha even broke out into a cheer), but their glee was short-lived. As I explained what was going on with the case, all three of them grew quiet and contemplative. 

“She wants you to drop the charges,” Yukiko said flatly when I was done. “And she’s threatening you to get you to do it.” 

“‘Indirectly’ threatening,” Samantha said, making air quotes with her fingers. “Of course a woman like that would make sure to give herself plausible deniability. God damn it.” 

“What are you going to do, Jack?” Marcie asked. 

I pressed my lips tightly together and looked at each woman in turn. None of them had the slightest inkling of what I was about to say. They just waited to find out what I planned to do. 

Good women, I thought, reflecting again on how lucky I’d become. 

“Honestly… I wanted to ask you,” I said, glancing from Samantha to Yukiko before finally settling my gaze on Marcie. “Truth be told, I don’t really care all that much about the damage to the McLaren. It’s the damage to the sorority that I’m concerned about.” 

“And Marcie,” Yukiko whispered. “What happened to her isn’t something that’s easily left unpunished.” 

Marcie shivered with something more than cold, one hand clutching the bicep of her other arm. “I still barely remember that night,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I’m so glad you were there, Uncle Jack. If you hadn’t been...” 

“Be glad you don’t remember,” Samantha said with a sigh. “And yes, we all owe Jack a debt of gratitude. Though I daresay Yukiko’s well on her way to repaying it.” 

To her credit, Yukiko didn’t blush. But Marcie did. 

“Sam!” the coed cried, giving her mentor a playful punch on her shoulder. “That’s awful!” 

Samantha Lowry just grinned. I didn’t need to be a mind reader to know what she was thinking. If only you knew HOW awful, the little voice whispered in my head. If only you knew it wasn’t just Yukiko letting your ‘Uncle’ Jack slip between the sheets… 

“It would be easier for me to let this go,” I growled, dismissing the thoughts as quickly as I could. “I’m sure it would be easier for Delta Rho for me to put it in the past, as well. That way, you wouldn’t have the shadow of it hanging over the rest of the semester.” 

“I’d be lying if I said the thought hadn’t crossed my mind,” Samantha said in a quiet voice. “But at the end of the day, Da—Jack—it’s your decision.” 

The slip only lasted a moment, but Samantha looked like she’d been slapped in the face. She glanced away from the rest of the group, her cheeks turning red as she cupped a hand over her mouth. 

Thankfully, Marcie was so busy contemplating that she didn’t notice. It was the only thing that saved us. 

“It is my decision,” I repeated, covering up Samantha’s error. “But it doesn’t just affect me. The whole sorority is going to have to deal with the consequences. Can we let that pass?” 

“They should drag Trevor back to New Hampshire,” Marcie said with a shocking amount of vehemence. “Bring him back here and put him behind bars, so he can’t do to another girl what he tried to do to me.” 

“If it were up to me, I’d give Jack five minutes alone in a room with him,” Samantha said. She’d recovered, though her gaze still looked a little glassy and spots of color dotted her cheeks. “I can guarantee the little shit wouldn’t walk out of there ever willing to hurt a woman again.” 

“Because he wouldn’t walk out of there,” Yukiko said, giving me a sideways look. “Not after what Jack would do to him.” 

Good lord. Both women looked terrified at the thought—and also so aroused that I couldn’t believe Marcie hadn’t noticed. Why was it always the capacity for violence that got these women’s hearts pounding? It had to be something primal, something older than civilization itself. 

“Let’s think about this logically,” Yukiko said. 

Samantha rolled her eyes. “You would say that.” 

Kiki ignored her. “We already have a pretty good idea of what would happen to Trevor if you press charges,” she said, sliding an arm around me to block out the wind. “That’s because we’ve already got a control group sitting behind bars. His accomplice.” 

“Cargo Pants,” I grunted. I’d forgotten all about him. 

Samantha blinked. “Cargo Pants?” 

I shook my head. “Darryl, whatever. Yukiko’s right.” 

“Let’s say it goes to trial,” Yukiko continued. “You can’t get him for anything that happened to Marcie—even with our testimonies, it’s all he-said-she-said. But he was caught red-handed with the tools needed to light your car up. That’s about as open and shut as you can get.” 

“Right,” I said. I liked holding Yukiko like this—not in the least because of how jealous Samantha looked behind Marcie’s back. “So what’s the punishment for arson? Jail, right? It’s a felony in this state.” 

Yukiko’s lips formed a tight little line. “Technically, yes. But realistically, a judge has a great deal of discretion where sentences are imposed.” 

Marcie swallowed hard. “Discretion?” 

“He might not even see the inside of a prison cell,” Yukiko said in a disappointed tone. “Other than the one he’s in right now at the county jail. A first-time offender—a college student—who never actually finished committing the crime they’re accused of? It’s entirely possible he could be sentenced to a half-decade of probation and a couple hundred hours of community service. Think about it. Is all this trouble worth that?” 

“But he might not!” Marcie protested. “Yukiko, those men were going to touch me!” 

They were going to do a hell of a lot more than that, I thought but didn’t say. 

Yukiko’s expression was empathy personified. “I know, Marcie,” she said, leaving my side to embrace the crying coed. “I know, sweetheart. I want them punished, too.” She wiped her own eyes with the back of her hand. “But we’ll have Elizabeth Baines sitting in the other corner of the ring every step of the way. And that woman is crazy.” 

“It’s her son we’re talking about,” Samantha said gravely. “Where he’s concerned, there’s no telling what she might do.” 

Neither Samantha nor any of the rest of us had any idea just how right she was about that. But Elizabeth Baines waited in my future. In the present, my heart was breaking for Marcie. 

“Marcie,” I groaned, pulling her close. “I’m here.” 

She buried her face against my chest and sobbed. For a few moments, standing on that patio with the autumn wind blowing over the concrete, she was a little girl again—the star of so many corporate barbecues and ‘Take Your Daughter To Work’ events. I’d always felt a strange kinship to Marcie, even though we didn’t share a single drop of blood, and I’d never felt that kinship more than I did at that moment. 

As I held her, I glanced up at the two other coeds. 

Both of them were looking at me like they couldn’t wait to tear each other’s clothes off. 

Something about seeing me in full-on protective Papa Bear mode must have made their ovaries kick into action early. Yukiko’s nostrils flared as she looked me up and down, as if she were imagining me holding the first of the many babies she planned to give me. And Samantha… 

Well, she was probably fantasizing about me being ‘Daddy’ in a very different way. 

Having not just one but two women stare at me like that felt better than I imagined a hit of cocaine could make me feel. I clutched Marcie a little tighter, ready to promise her whatever she needed in order to get through this. 

I’d drive down to Virginia and grab that little shit myself if it would make things right. I’d drag him behind my McLaren every step of the way. 

“Jack…” Marcie murmured, her voice thick with tears. 

“I’m here, babygirl,” I promised her, my hand between her shoulder blades. “Don’t worry. I’m not gonna give this up—“ 

She wiped her face and took a step back, composing herself. “I think I want you to drop the charges,” she whispered. 

It was just about the last thing I’d expected to hear. “Babygirl?” 

Even a blind man could see the reverberations that went through both Yukiko and Samantha every time I said that word. Marcie’s eyes widened, her tears slowing as she looked from me to them, a flicker of something—maybe just confusion, or maybe something else entirely—crossing her face. She didn’t say anything, but I felt the shift, like a gear grinding in my chest. Had she just noticed something? 

She’s just looking at Yukiko, I told myself. Even if she thinks Samantha’s got a crush on me, there’s no way she knows the truth. She could never suspect such a thing. 

“There’s no way I could ever testify,” Marcie whispered, her voice cracking. “I know it’s not supposed to be about that night, Jack. That it’s just about your car. But I think we both know that if this went to court, that it would come up.” 

“Of course it wouldn’t,” Yukiko said. But there was a note of uncertainty in her voice. 

“If it goes to trial, I’ll have to stand up there,” Marcie insisted. “And I barely even remember that night. Elizabeth Baines—whoever she hires to represent her son—they’ll tear me apart. They’ll eat me alive.” She sniffed hugely. “I can’t do that, Jack. Can you imagine what my Dad would say?” 

Unfortunately for us both, I could. Even if Marcie’s heart wasn’t broken by the whole thing, Daniel Ramsey’s certainly would be. Marcie was his whole world. Seeing the worst moment of her life dragged out into the public square might just destroy him. 

I swallowed hard, my hand still on her shoulder. “Are you sure, babygirl?” 

Marcie nodded, biting her lip. “It’s not worth it. He’s gone. That’s enough.” 

I glanced at Yukiko, then Samantha. Yukiko’s eyes softened with empathy, but Samantha still wore that same thousand-yard stare she’d taken on when talking about giving me five minutes alone with Trevor. I could tell that, were it up to her, the boy would face an older, less civilized kind of justice. 

Then she caught my gaze and snapped out of it. And what I saw made my heart skip a beat. 

I’d seen Samantha Lowry in many different moods. Drunkenly horny, playfully horny, and a state of devoted teasing I could only describe as ‘mean horny’. If those seemed similar, it was only because most of the time the two of us met, it was in secret—and with only one thing on our minds. But I’d never seen Samantha Lowry like this before. 

The blonde coed looked so turned on she couldn’t contain herself. She’d stepped next to Yukiko while Marcie spoke, and now the two of them practically had their hands all over each other. Like they wanted to give me a sneak preview of the show I’d get as soon as I brought them both home to my condo. Like they couldn’t wait to become the stars in my own personal porn movie. 

Jesus, I thought. The surge of arousal that hit me nearly knocked me off my feet. 

I shook my head to try and clear it. Right now, I needed to focus on Marcie. “Alright, babygirl,” I said, doing my best to discard my own misgivings. “I’ll drop the charges. For you. The next time I see Officer Davis, I’ll let her know.” 

Marcie sagged against me, relief crashing through her frame. “Okay. Thank you, Uncle Jack.” 

As the coed clung to me, Samantha stepped closer, her voice low and teasing. “All’s well that ends well, huh, Jack?” 

I glanced up. Normally, Samantha would have been as cool as a cucumber where her little was concerned—but something had changed. Maybe it was seeing me act as her protector. Maybe it was hearing the word babygirl come out through my clenched teeth one time two many. Or, hell, maybe it was just the excitement of finally knowing my open girlfriend and my covert one were going to get to enjoy me together. 

Whatever it was, something had changed inside of Samantha Lowry. She wasn’t keeping her composure the way she normally would. 

“I suppose so,” I said, keeping my senses open. Something about this made me wary. “I don’t feel too good about it, though.” 

Samantha’s fingers brushed my arm, lingering on the fabric of my jacket. “It’s alright,” she said, parting her pouty lips. “You’re doing the right thing. You’re a hero, Jack. You’ve always been such a hero to this sorority…” 

Yukiko’s brows shot skyward. She shared a look with me behind Marcie’s back, her hand tightening on my waist. Like Samantha, she was incredibly turned on—but unlike the leader of Delta Rho, she had enough composure to keep from throwing herself at me in front of my boss’s daughter. 

Fortunately, Marcie was too caught up in the moment to notice. I hoped so, anyway. 

Before Samantha could say anything else, Yukiko shivered theatrically. “We should get back inside,” she said, her tone clipped enough to let Samantha know she meant business. “It’s freezing out here. I’m sure the other sisters are wondering where we all ran off to.” 

Samantha nodded. “Of course,” she said, giving the two of us a long, lingering look. “Ooh, I think I’ve had a little too much to drink. You say it’s cold out here? I can’t believe how warm I am…” 

“Here,” Marcie said. “I’ll help you.” 

Before Samantha could stop her, she lifted the coed’s arm and draped it over her shoulder. Amused, Samantha let herself be guided to the door, stopping only to glance over Marcie’s shoulder and wink lasciviously at me. The edge of her soft pink tongue protruded from her mouth as she stepped back into the restaurant. 

As the pair walked away, I clutched Yukiko tighter. “You thinking what I’m thinking?” 

The Asian coed bit down on her bottom lip, hard. “Tonight’s the night,” she said, her words like steam escaping a kettle. “Holy hell, I don’t think I’ve ever seen Samantha like that. Have you?” 

I shook my head. “Close, but not quite.” 

Yukiko chuckled at that. “Come on. It really is cold out here.” 

Back at the table, the sorority sisters were in full swing. Meals had been eaten, or partially eaten as sorority girls were wont to do—and everyone seemed to be trying to outdo each other in the ‘sexiest selfie’ department. Marcie guided Samantha to her seat then slipped into the chair across from her, while the sorority’s president immediately leaned over and whispered something to Lakshmi, too quiet for me to hear. I hoped she wasn’t spilling any tea. 

I tried to keep my composure, but god damn it was tough. Yukiko’s thigh pressed against mine beneath the table, while her fingers kept questing away from my hand to tease my inner thigh, like she was thinking of dragging me into the bathroom and taking me right then and there. A glance at Samantha confirmed it—she was staring at me in the exact same way. 

How the fuck could Marcie not see it? How could the entire sorority be so blind? 

I felt like I was sitting under a magnifying glass. 

As soon as she was settled, Samantha raised her glass and tapped on the side with a fork, setting the other coeds to silence. “A toast,” she purred. “Everyone raise your glasses.” 

We all did. Yukiko spilled a few drops of wine on my cuff, then winked at me. 

“To our new sisters,” the blonde coed said, half-rising from her seat. 

“To the sisters!” The chorus of coeds replied. 

Samantha looked like she was going to drink, but an impish smile spread across her face instead. “And to Jackson Avery,” she added, looking right at me. “For always saving the day.” 

Most of the girls giggled at that. Marcie turned amazed eyes onto me, as if I’d been singled out for a medal. “Hell yes! To Jack!” 

As the coeds tipped back their glasses, Yukiko took a quick sip and leaned in close. “That woman is dangerously close to causing an incident,” she hissed, her hand squeezing my thigh barely an inch away from the most sensitive part of my anatomy. “She’s going to get the rest of the coeds speculating if they aren’t already.” 

Privately, I agreed with her. But it was best to stay cool. “She wouldn’t be the first one of them to have a crush,” I murmured. “It doesn’t mean anyone’s going to think she’s acted on it.” 

Yukiko nodded. Yet I could tell she wasn’t totally convinced. 

As the toast ended and the coeds went back to their conversations, Samantha rose from her seat. “Marcie, can I speak with you for a second?” 

Hmm? 

Marcie looked from her big to me, a look of confusion on her face. “Was there something we didn’t cover out on the patio?” 

“Nothing like that,” Samantha assured the coed. “I just need to have a quick word with you. As your mentor.” 

Yukiko had already slid back in her chair. “We can all go—” 

Samantha lifted a hand. “This is just between Marcella and I,” she insisted, her smile sweeter than the white wine being sipped by the other coeds. “It’ll only take a minute, Marcie. Promise.” 

Marcie rose from her seat and followed the blonde out toward the patio. As soon as they were out of sight, Yukiko leaned into me.  “What the hell do you think she’s telling her?” 

I shook my head. “I have no idea. I just hope she’s not doing something foolish.” 

Yukiko clearly agreed with me. The tension between the three of us was a live wire, and Marcie was too close to getting shocked by the current. Whatever Samantha was doing carried a great deal of danger with it. 

Yukiko’s lips curved. “Both of us have been doing very foolish things lately where you’re concerned, Jack.” 

Her fingers grazed the bulge in my slacks, and I bit back a groan. 

“Maybe we should go out there and stop her,” I whispered, trying to think. Doing so with Yukiko practically stealing third base in front of her entire sorority hurt my head more than I expected. “God only knows what they’re talking about—” 

Suddenly Samantha was back. I blinked. How long had they been gone, thirty seconds? 

The coed headed straight for the table and took a long sip of her wine. Behind her, Marcie stood at the bar, idly chatting with another coed who’d grabbed her attention as soon as she came back inside. To my surprise, I recognized her—it was Heather, the blonde girl who’d been assisting with the initiation ritual. Or maybe Eva. Apparently the two weren’t sisters; they just looked strikingly alike. I had to admit, I’d been fooled. 

Samantha set down her glass. “Miss me?” she asked, grinning at Yukiko and I. 

“What was that about?” I asked. 

A shrug. “Nothing. Marcie’s fine. But I need to leave a little early.” 

My mouth went dry. 

A knowing smile spread across the coed’s face. “Can you give me a ride home, Jack?” 

Yukiko’s hand stilled, but her eyes gleamed with excitement. “Jack’s taking me back to his place after this,” she explained. A couple of coeds glanced over at that with bemused expressions, but Kiki didn’t blush. Though we’d only just announced our relationship to the campus, we were serious enough about each other that Yukiko felt no shame in tacitly admitting she roomed with me. 

“That’s fine,” Samantha said. “You don’t mind me tagging along, do you?” 

Then she leaned in close, dropping her voice low enough that the crowd didn’t hear. 

“Oh, Daddy,” she purred, giving me the kind of look that could have launched a thousand ships in a bygone era. “Both of us know you’re not dropping me anywhere.” 

The words shot down my spine, flipping all my most primal switches at once. Yukiko’s face flushed, and her nails dug into my thigh. Over at the bar, Marcie stood with her back to us, oblivious. At least I hoped she was oblivious. 

What the fuck had she and Samantha been talking about? 

In the back of my head, a naughty voice whispered: bring her home and you might find out. 

To tell the truth, though, that didn’t really matter. I wanted this. Samantha wanted it. Even Yukiko wanted it, though she’d never have admitted to herself how badly she needed another threesome. 

“Sure,” I grunted, clearing my throat. “Let’s hit the road.” 


Chapter Six 


We made it to the parking lot, the cool night air doing nothing to calm the fire in my veins. My car—not the McLaren, just the big rental SUV I was driving until my ride could get repaired—waited in the rear of the lot. Both women managed to keep their hands off of me as we walked beneath the streetlights, quietly conversing behind me as I clicked the keyfob and got us all inside the vehicle. 

The moment we were inside, the hands-off policy ended. 

Samantha was on me in a second. The thought that any of her sorority sisters might have seen her wasn’t even considered—she threw herself over the center console with a shamelessness I’d never guessed she possessed, grabbing my shirt with both hands and pressing her lips to mine. 

She was hot. She was hungry. And she was my babygirl. 

Fuck, how had I forgotten that? 

“I’m so fucking wet for you, Daddy,” the blonde coed whimpered. “You have no fucking idea what it’s been like for me tonight! I wanted to tear my panties off and mount you every second we were sitting at that table, it was driving me crazy—” 

It was driving me crazy, too. It was like the second Samantha Lowry touched me, I remembered everything. Every primal, caveman instinct that had been awakened in me after fifteen years of dormancy, blazing to life like a fucking fireworks display the moment the vivacious coed sunk to her knees in a sorority house bathroom. 

Yukiko, a little part of my brain insisted. You’re with YUKIKO. She’s the end game, not Samantha. 

And yet… 

“Babygirl,” I growled, reaching into Samantha’s dress. The top of her clingy white gown was cut so low that it took no effort at all for me to get my fingers under it. Her tits were perky and perfect, her nipple achingly stiff as I found it with my palm and squeezed. “You’re mine.” 

Behind us both, Yukiko slid into the backseat. She sized up the scene in a single glance, then leaned forward and put her hands on my shoulders, massaging me as I groped the blonde coed’s breasts right in front of her. 

A normal man would have expected to get punched. I knew Yukiko was so turned on that her panties were probably completely soaked through. If she was even wearing them. 

“Easy, Samantha,” Yukiko whispered, scanning the parking lot with her gaze. “We’re not home yet.” 

Samantha laughed, her dress riding up her thighs. “I don’t care,” she mewled. “Fuck, I can’t believe the three of us are finally getting to do this. Did you show her all the videos I sent you, Daddy?” 

“He did,” Yukiko said with a smirk. “We had fun while we watched them.” 

The video Samantha sent me playing with herself and talking about how badly she wanted to ‘play’ with both of us was far from the last. She’d been blowing up my phone with dirty pics and videos over the last two weeks—stuff hot enough that if she’d thought to charge for it online, she probably could have made a mint from the legion of male followers she’d no doubt gain. Not that I’d ever have let her do it. The fantasies she whimpered while she touched herself were for me, not the Internet. 

“I bet you did,” she giggled. Samantha reached down and unzipped my slacks, as naturally as going for a handshake. “I bet you got off so fucking hard when you were watching them. Did you fuck Kiki while you watched them, Daddy? Or did she just suck you off like a good, submissive little slut?” 

Samantha’s words hung in the air like a challenge. I saw Yukiko’s eyes widen in the rear-view mirror. Shit. Had Samantha just overstepped her bounds? 

Samantha chuckled darkly, her fingers working in my pants. As shocked as I was, the feeling of her fingers on my cock ripped away my thoughts as she pulled me free and gently stroked me to full hardness. Her eyes flashed with conflict—with the smug satisfaction of a girl who’d almost never been told ‘no’. Of a sorority queen. 

“What’s the matter, Kiki?” Samantha asked, pursing her lips. “Are you upset that I’m driving Jack so fucking crazy? Or is it that he might be your man, but he’s my Daddy?” 

Oh fuck. 

Yukiko’s fingers tightened on my shoulders. For a moment, I thought the evening was well and truly cooked—that my girlfriend was going to snap, to tell me to pull back up at the front of the restaurant and kick Samantha out of the car. If she commanded me to do that, I wasnt’t sure how I’d react to it. 

I saw her jaw clench, a wicked look filling her eyes. “You never really change, do you, Sam?” 

Samantha arched her back, nibbling her bottom lip. “Whatever do you mean?” 

Yukiko’s lips peeled back over her teeth. “That you love driving us all crazy. Barking orders, acting like you own the sorority. Playing the bratty little dictator who gets to boss us all around.” 

Fighting words. And yet, both she and Samantha were almost grinning. 

What the hell? 

“You know what I think?” Yukiko continued, her dark eyes flashing. 

Samantha shrugged. “I wish you’d fucking tell me already!” 

My girlfriend smirked. “I think you need an attitude adjustment. I think that someone—” her gaze slid to me, filling with pride, “ought to spank that bratty little bitchiness right out of you. And I think your Daddy is just the man to do it.” 

Oh. Oh wow. 

Samantha’s laugh was just about the lustiest thing I’d ever heard. “So that’s your price for the threesome, is it?” she purred, leaning down to nuzzle my neck as her fingers worked around my cock. “I don’t know, I think I’d like to see Daddy try. Let him be my dictator tonight. With an emphasis on the dick.” 

“Both of you are fucking killing me,” I groaned, leaning back in my seat. “Jesus.” 

“Oh, poor guy,” Samantha teased. “You need some relief, Daddy? My mouth is right here. Just say the word—” 

I would have. But just then, Yukiko said it for me. 

The Asian coed grabbed a handful of Samantha’s blond hair and tugged, guiding her into my lap. For a moment she protested, then she realized what was happening and moaned with her eyes rolling back into her head. None of us could deny how hot this was. 

“Buckle your seatbelt,” Yukiko hissed, reaching around and grabbing the strap as Samantha desperately kissed and licked the crown of my cock. “Just because you’re Jack’s whore tonight doesn’t make you an idiot, Samantha.” 

The coed chuckled as the seatbelt clicked. It was still loose enough for Samantha to lean over the console and place her head in my lap, which she did with reckless abandon. Something hot and wet closed over the first three inches of my cock and I roared, the pleasure so strong I nearly shot into Samantha’s hot little mouth right then and there. 

Kiki leaned over my shoulder, watching her bestie’s head bob up and down as she sucked. “Drive, Jack,” she commanded, her voice thick with need. “Get us home. This little sorority slut needs to be punished.” 

“Mmmh, do I ever!” Samantha groaned. She tried to lift her head, but Yukiko’s hand was there, guiding her right back to my manhood. Fuck, she looked good doing that! 

I hit the gas, the SUV humming as Samantha’s tongue swirled around my tip. As we pulled out onto the streets of Stillwell I said a silent prayer of thanks that there was hardly any traffic at this hour—the last thing we needed was to get into an accident and end up in the hospital. 

It was maybe a five minute drive back to the condo. But with Samantha’s mouth on me, every second felt like a year of the most incredible pleasure ever. 

“Fuck, Daddy,” the coed moaned, the vibration sending a jolt through me. “You taste so fucking good…” 

“Good girl,” Yukiko moaned behind me. “God, this is so fucking hot, Jack.” 

It really was. Yukiko was belted in as well, though she still held onto my seat like a piece of driftwood in a shipwreck. Her fingers massaged my shoulders and caressed my chest while Samantha sucked me, and the little kisses she planted on my cheeks and ears made me love her even as my surging lust for the filthy blonde coed in my lap consumed me. 

Yukiko’s voice trembled with excitement. “Watching her suck you off… I can’t wait for us to fuck you together, Jack.” Something shifted in her stance, and all of a sudden her shoulders were rising and falling fast in the rearview mirror. “Can I be honest with you, Jack? Like, really honest?” 

“Always,” I grunted. I had one hand on the wheel and the other tangled in Samantha’s hair, upthrusting to fill her college slut throat. 

She leaned in close, her lips touching my ear. “I know I promised you to the end of the semester,” she panted, moaning like a bitch in heat. “But even after we go back to Boston… even after we get married… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to do this every once in a while? As long as we keep it quiet, and keep it to girls we can really, really trust?” 

My mind reeled. Other girls? More girls? 

Yukiko chuckled against me. “Oh, you like that idea, don’t you?” She nibbled my earlobe, groaning as I filled her bestie’s mouth with my hard dick. “If doing this sort of thing makes me the best girlfriend ever, then it would be pretty rotten for me to stop the second you put a ring on my finger. I wouldn’t be the best wife ever, then, would I?” 

“Kiki,” I grunted. “Are you sure you’re straight?” 

My girlfriend laughed. “Well, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t be interested in going one-on-one with a girl,” she admitted, watching as Samantha’s hot mouth worked her future husband’s dick over. “But I’d be lying if I said doing this wasn’t a total fucking turn-on.” 

It turned me on, too. So much I could barely stand it. Yukiko, my future, my everything, was offering me a life most men could only dream of. Holy fucking shit. 

“We’d have to be so careful,” she insisted. “As CEO, you couldn’t let shit like that be seen out in the open. It’d ruin the firm’s reputation, not to mention your own. But as long as we kept it behind closed doors?” She kissed me, hard. “I might be okay with it.” 

“Fuck,” I grunted. My cock jerked against the back of Samantha’s throat. 

“Who knows?” Yukiko gave the blonde coed in my lap a smirk like she knew she was dealing the killing blow in their little competition. “Maybe some old friends from college could come over to visit every now and then…” 

It took everything I had not to go off like a goddamn geyser. Good Lord! 

The rest of the drive to my condo was a blur. Somehow I managed to get the SUV into a parking spot and drag the two college cuties with me upstairs. I prayed to God there wasn’t a camera hidden in that elevator, or the building’s superintendent was going to have one hell of a show to report later. Maybe Maria would see it and get jealous. 

By the time we hit my bedroom, Samantha was already peeling off her dress. She tossed it into the same corner where she discarded her clothing the first night she’d come here, her perfect body glowing in the dim light. Yukiko closed the door behind us both, grinning like a madam watching her favorite whore please a client. 

And please me Samantha did. 

Dressed in nothing but a soaking-wet pair of panties, Samantha ground herself against me like the neediest woman who’d ever lived. She kissed me hard, her hands tugging at my shirt, her nails digging into my chest. “I need you, Daddy,” she gasped, unbuttoning my shirt. “I need this. I’ve been waiting to play with you and Kiki for so fucking long…” 

Kiki was anything but idle. While Samantha begged for me, Yukiko knelt next to my bed and fished around in the space beneath it. I knew what she was looking for, but Samantha could only stare in surprise as my girlfriend pulled a small cardboard box out from under the mattress, setting it onto the bed. 

When she opened it, Samantha gasped. Inside lay a collection of sex toys—handcuffs, a blindfold, a riding crop and a set of tiny silver nipple clamps. Underneath of it all lay a tiny leather bikini, a skintight choker and a couple pairs of fishnet stockings—what my girlfriend wore when she was really feeling frisky that night. Usually when she was ovulating—Yukiko tracked that kind of thing like a stats nerd, even though both of us knew kids were realistically still several years away. It was her who’d pointed out how much she liked getting fucked hard and degraded when she was ovulating, versus the slower, sweeter lovemaking she preferred during the least fertile part of her cycle. She was teaching me new things every day. 

From the look on Samantha’s face, Kiki was about to teach her a few things as well. 

“Holy shit, Yukiko,” Samantha said, her voice a mix of awe and arousal. “I knew you’d do just about anything for Jack. I didn’t know you were this kinky!” 

Yukiko smirked, pulling the handcuffs out of the box. “You’re about to find out.” She tossed them to me, her eyes glinting. “Cuff the slut, Jack.” 

I did. The metal went around one of the posts at the head of the bed, the metal sliding around Samantha’s slender wrists with a click. I could tell there was a part of her that wanted to be scared of giving up her power this way, but the rest of her was too turned on to think straight. 

“What’s the matter?” I couldn’t help but tease her a bit. “No boy you’ve been with ever been bold enough to tie you up? 

Samantha shook her head, her gaze locked on mine. “I’ve never let anyone do this to me, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice raw. “Only you.” She made a show of trying to free herself from the cuffs, twisting and whimpering. “Look at me. I’m powerless. I’m helpless. I’m yours.” 

Fuck, she was right. She couldn’t get free if she wanted to, though she clearly didn’t want to. 

Her gaze softened. Just for a moment, the bratty queen bee was gone, replaced by something I’d almost never had the privilege of seeing. “I… I fucking love you, Daddy.” 

Yukiko froze. She looked over at me, her expression unreadable. How was she going to handle this? 

“I know it’s crazy!” Samantha smiled awkwardly, like she knew how desperate she was coming off but just didn’t care. “I know you’re Yukiko’s, and she totally deserves you. You deserve her, because she’s fucking incredible and I know she’s going to be the best wife and mom ever. But it’s true. I can’t stop it. I love you. I love you so much it makes me want to scream!” 

I swallowed hard, the weight of Samantha’s words sinking in. She meant it. We all knew it. My heart pounded, thinking of both the woman who wanted to marry me and the one who wanted to be my babygirl. 

Well, it was a good run, I thought, gritting my teeth. Two bad these two are about to tear each other apart… 

Yukiko crawled onto the bed, looming over Samantha. Her shadow fell over the blonde’s face, and for an instant I couldn’t tell if she was turned on or about to commit an act of violence. Maybe both. 

But then, like the sun coming out from behind a cloud, she smirked. 

“Then scream for him, babygirl,” my girlfriend chuckled, licking her lips as she idly slapped the riding crop across her inner thigh. “And scream for me.” 

That did it. Whatever existed between the three of us, it could wait until afterwards. 

Right now, we needed to get filthy. 

I dropped to my knees, spreading Samantha’s thighs with my hands. Her tight, wet little pussy had been shaved before the initiation ritual, and the glistening juice dripping from her slit made me think of a ripe, delicious fruit. I buried my face in it, stabbing deep with my tongue, groaning as her taste filled my mouth. 

It was just about the last thing Samantha had expected. Her back arched like a bow as my tongue found her clit, her legs kicking madly against the ropes Yukiko had tied around her ankles while she’d been making her passionate declaration. If she hadn’t been restrained, she might have flown right up to the ceiling—the moans spilling out of her told me she loved it that much. 

“Oh my gawwwd!” Samantha panted. “Daddy, fuck, I don’t deserve this!” 

Yukiko slid out of her white dress. Just as I’d suspected, she didn’t have a stitch on underneath of it—her body was naked and ready, her tits and ass every bit as luscious as they were every time she stripped off her clothes in front of me. Only this time she didn’t  focus on me—not right away. 

Instead, she climbed onto the foot of the bed and straddled Samantha. 

The blonde’s eyes went wide as Yukiko straddled her face. Samantha groaned, amazed, then opened her mouth as the beautiful, dark-haired Asian lowered her tight pussy to her chin and ground it against her. Samantha’s muffled moans filled my bedroom as Yukiko sat on her face, grabbing the headboard for leverage as she rode the president of her sorority. 

“Fuck yes,” Yukiko laughed, her hair cascading down her back in shimmering waves. “I won’t lie, it feels good to have you under me for a change, Samantha. How’s that feel?” 

Whatever words Samantha might have said were lost as Yukiko rocked her hips harder. In the meantime, I leaned back and slid two fingers into my babygirl’s slit, craning my neck so I could watch the show. Kiki rode her bestie hard and fast, her head tipped back and her hands gripping the headboard as she used Samantha like an expensive sex toy. The blonde’s cuffed hands strained against the restraints, her body quivering with bliss as she did to Yukiko what I was doing to her. 

“Fuck, Jack!” Yukiko whimpered. When I looked up she’d half-turned, flexing her pelvis against Samantha’s face while she watched me over her shoulder. “She’s so fucking good at this! Shit, I think I’m gonna…!” 

I could sense what was about to happen. “Do it,” I commanded. “Cum all over her face.” 

The words hit Yukiko like a slap. She closed her eyes and wailed with bliss, her cheeks flushing as her orgasm washed over her and ripped away her senses. Her body shuddered, her raw, sharp cries filling the room as she rode out her bliss. 

Samantha wasn’t far behind. Her walls clenched around me, gripping my fingers, soaking them. I could smell how turned on she was, and it made me want to push her to the edge until she was begging for more. 

As Yukiko came down from her peak, she slid off of Samantha’s face. The moment she had her voice back, the blonde coed did exactly what I’d hoped she’d do. “Please, Daddy!” she whimpered. “Fuck me! I need you inside me so fucking bad…!” 

I glanced over at Yukiko. She nodded, licking her lips. Her eyes shone with pleasure, yet I could tell she was nowhere near done tonight. Samantha was just the appetizer—I was going to be the main course. 

But first, I was going to get to sample the blonde. 

I climbed between Samantha’s thighs and pushed the crown of my cock against her opening. She whined, all of her haughtiness gone, her legs kicking as she tried to get out of her restraints and wrap them around me. “Yes, Daddy, just like that,” she whispered, arching her hips to try and get more of me inside of her. “I need it. I need you to fuck me. And I need her to watch you fuck me!” 

“So hot…” Yukiko muttered. Without an ounce of shame, she slid her hand between her legs and slipped two fingers into her still-dripping sex. “Fuck her, baby. I want to watch you cum inside her. I want to see how good that pussy makes you feel!” 

Jesus Christ, I thought, my head swimming. These girls are insane! 

One hard thrust and I was inside of her, deep and hard. It was far from the first time I’d felt Samantha’s tight walls wrap themselves around me, but it never failed to transport me out of my body and into a whole new world. The bliss of bottoming out inside her, of watching her cuffed hands twisting and her legs struggling to wrap around me made me feel like a freaking god. 

“Just like that!” Samantha moaned, her ass rising off of the mattress. “Ngggh, yes! Oh my gawd, fuck me! Fuck me hard, Daddy!” 

Just as it always did, the D-word unlocked things inside me I didn’t realize I had. I pounded her pussy harder, drilling her with a steady, driving rhythm that drove her wild. My balls ached, slapping against her with every thrust. I found myself wishing I had blown my load in Samantha’s mouth on the drive back to the condo—if I had, it would have been easier to hold back as I watched her gorgeous tits bouncing and her eyes rolling back in her head with bliss. 

It didn’t help that I could hear Yukiko’s pussy making wet noises as she fingered herself. Her eyes blazed with lust as her hand moved between her thighs, her forearm stuck between her tits and making them heave every time she pushed in to graze her g-spot. 

Somehow I managed to lose the race. Just as my thrusts began to lose their rhythm, Samantha’s walls clenched around my prick like a fist, dripping with juice. Her eyes closed tight, body shaking as all her muscles went taut. 

“Yes! Oh fuck, Daddy, holy shit yessss!” 

I felt her cum a moment before the scream tore itself from her throat. Samantha was never a quiet girl even when the two of us had the place to ourselves, and the presence of Yukiko pushed her to cry out in a whole new register of bliss. Ragged gasps of pure pleasure escaped her as her cunt squeezed me, a flood of juice dripping all over my cock and staining the sheets. It wasn’t squirting, exactly, but even a blind man could see it was the kind of orgasm that made a woman catch feelings despite herself. 

A moment later I was right there with her. My cock gave a final jerk against her inner walls and shot, thick ropes of semen exploding inside of her as my toes curled and my vision went white. It was the best feeling in the fucking world. No matter how many times I spilled inside of her, I could never get tired of that perfect, velvet pussy. 

I was still coming down from my peak when I felt Yukiko’s hands around my shoulders. 

“My turn,” she growled, nibbling at my neck. 

Before I could react, she pushed me onto my back. Kiki moved with what seemed like lightning speed, unfastening the ropes around each of Samantha’s ankles with a quick flick of her wrist that made the knots dissolve like spun sugar. She reached between Samantha’s wrists and pressed whatever hidden switch unlocked the cuffs, dropping them from her bestie’s wrist before climbing on top of me. 

I’d cum and so had she. My cock was slick with Samantha’s juices, and her pussy was so hot and tight that I was glad I had something to lube myself up with. Her hips rocked, slowly at first, then faster, taking more of me into her as I bottomed out inside of her. 

Yukiko’s nails raked my chest as she rode me, hard. The sound of flesh-on-flesh filled the bedroom as she bounced up and down on top of my dick, impaling herself as deep as she could on my manhood. Each thrust made her moan, pant, whimper my name. Her dark hair framed her face like a black halo, giving her a look that made her seem angelic and devilish all at the same time. 

“Yes!” Yukiko groaned. She stared down at me like a woman in a trance, grunting each time she slammed her hips down and sent the tip of my cock all the way to the entrance of her womb. “Yes! Yes! Yes…!” 

Her fingers splayed out across my chest. Her dark eyes locked onto mine, filled with love and something much deeper and darker than love. Even if a fucking bomb squad had broken into the condo at that very moment, I don’t think they would have been able to get Yukiko off me. This wasn’t just sex—this was her fulfilling a need, something she might literally explode without. 

It was heavenly. It was primal. And it was everything I ever could have imagined. 

As I met Yukiko thrust for thrust, Samantha curled up next to me rubbing her wrists. Her freshly-fucked body felt incredible against mine, and when she put her lips to my ear I felt a shiver of lust shoot through me on top of what Yukiko could provide. 

“You should see yourself, Daddy,” Samantha purred, sounding every bit as wicked as she’d been before we’d fucked the attitude out of her. “You look so fucking sexy right now. Fuck, you look like you’re in heaven! Yukiko’s pussy is so fucking tight around your dick. I bet that feels like the best fucking thing in the world, doesn’t it?” 

I groaned in response. Yukiko nodded like a bobblehead, doubling the motion of her hips. 

I felt Samantha smile out of the corner of my eye. “So fucking hot,” she moaned, grinding up against me. “You know, when you brought me back to this condo for the first time, I thought to myself ‘I’m going to make this man mine’. But watching Kiki ride you… I could get used to this!” 

“It’s good,” Yukiko whimpered. She tossed her head back, and I swore she came. A spasm rocked her body, but she was right back on me, fucking me like she was trying to scratch an itch all the way at the back of her cunt. Like it was driving her mad, and she needed me to bring her back to sanity. “So freaking good…” 

Samantha giggled. “I know you’re going back to Boston after this semester,” she said, her fingers tracing my jaw. “I know you’re going to fuck this sweet little thing every single night, and make her the happiest Mommy in the whole world.” Her tongue teased the big vein in my neck. “Kiki’s going to be the future Mrs. Jackson Avery for sure. But maybe… maybe there’s a little room for me in both of your lives?” 

There. She’d said it. She couldn’t even wait until after the sex—it was that important to her. 

Before I could reply, Yukiko’s moans shot up to a whole new register. Her hips moved on me frantically, like an engine coming apart at the seams. 

“Yes,” my girlfriend gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. That was another one, a little voice whispered in my brain. How many times can this girl cum? “Fuck yes, Jack! She’s right!” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Surely it was just the sex. The pleasure. 

“Baby—” 

Yukiko shook her head, her thighs trembling around me. “I see the way you are with her,” the coed panted, sounding like she was nearing the end of a marathon. “It’s so hot. You’re her Daddy, Jack… Samantha needs her Daddy. I need you to be her Daddy!” 

I put a hand on the back of her neck and pulled her close as we fucked. “Are you sure?” 

Somehow Yukiko managed to laugh. “I’m not sure about anything, Jack! This is all crazy! But… ohmigawd… I’ve already cum like four times tonight! I’m gonna fucking cum again, oh my god baby please keep fucking me right there…!” 

My cock was hitting that special, spongy spot inside of her. I held the rhythm and watched as Yukiko nearly shook herself apart. Too much more of this and the poor girl would be foaming at the fucking mouth! 

“We can figure it out as we go,” Samantha said, giving Yukiko a look. “The important thing is that we all want to make this work. We all fucking love this, right? I mean, I’m not the only one feeling it?” 

Yukiko and I both shook our heads. 

Samantha grinned with a relief like I’d never seen. “Good!” 

My mind spun. Two women, both wanting me, both willing to share? 

And not just for the semester—for the long haul? 

Part of me was certain it couldn’t work. Yukiko and Samantha might be able to get along now, when both of them were cumming their brains out in bed with me, but a big world waited outside of this condo. Would the two of them really be able to both be mine? 

I didn’t know. But I really, really wanted to find out. 

Yukiko’s walls clenched around me, her body trembling as her eyes rolled back in her head. I don’t know how many orgasms she’d had with me inside of her, but this was clearly the big one, 

“Cum inside me, Jack,” she begged. “Please, baby, fill me up? Fill me up now?” 

No man could hear that and hold himself back. Thrusting hard, I stretched Yukiko’s walls around me while Samantha embraced us both. I felt her hit the peak and followed her right over, the release shattering us both like a pair of plate glass windows. Nothing in my life had ever felt so good. 

It lasted for longer than I thought possible. Finally I slumped to the mattress, Yukiko collapsing onto my chest. She panted, her hair a sticky mess around me, her body trembling from the force of multiple orgasms. Samantha hugged us both, her fingers tracing circles on my chest, her mouth against Yukiko’s cheek as she whispered praise to her new bestie. 

Then we curled up, naked and spent, in bed together. 

All three of us. 

I’m the luckiest son of a bitch on Earth, I thought. 

Even if things didn’t work out, tonight was a night I’d remember for the rest of my life. 


Chapter Seven 


“Can I ask you a question, Daddy?” 

I opened my eyes to see the ceiling of the condo bedroom above my head. Yukiko’s head rested on my chest, while Samantha’s arm was draped over my waist. The room was quiet, the temperature cool now that we’d all come down from our peaks, the air charged with the promise of the bond we’d formed. I still felt high, and I wasn’t sure I was ever going to come down. 

“Hmm?” I blinked; I’d been on the verge of snoozing. “Sure. What’s up?” 

A spike of anxiety filled my guts. Was this the dreaded ‘what are we’ conversation? Was Samantha about to switch into business mode, the way she did at Delta Rho, and try to set boundaries on our relationship? Good God, were we about to start talking about a schedule? 

Samantha rolled onto her side smiling at both of us. “This is the second time you’ve been to college, Daddy. I just want to know—are the girls wilder now, or were they just as crazy as they were back when you were our age?” 

Yukiko chuckled. “There’s no way,” she said, her eyes heavy-lidded. “I know the 80’s were full of partying, but I doubt many guys were having the kind of night Jack just had…” 

“It was 2001 when I left college last time,” I said, sounding mock-offended. “I’m not that old!” 

“She’s just teasing you,” Samantha yawned. “Usually that’s my job, Kiki.” 

“Maybe we’ll share,” Yukiko replied. “Go on, Jack. Answer the question. I’m curious.” 

I lay back on the mattress and looked up at the ceiling. “You want the truth?” I asked. 

Both girls nodded. “Always,” Yukiko whispered, clearly meaning it for more than just the current moment. 

Shoot. Alright, I might as well. 

“Truth be told, I wasn’t a very active guy socially back in the day,” I admitted. “Sure, I went to a couple of parties, but I wasn’t doing drugs or juggling cheerleaders or anything like that.” 

“I find that hard to believe,” Samantha giggled, resting her head on my chest. “A guy like you? Really?” 

“Jack’s a workaholic,” Yukiko said with a yawn. “It took Delta Rho to get him out of his shell.” 

I was already shaking my head. Just thinking about my old alma mater was starting to bring back memories of the good days—days before my whole world got shattered and my grand plan for my future thrown out the window. 

“Lauren kept me on the straight and narrow most of the time,” I said, a wistful tone in my voice. “We went to parties, but I always came home with her. We might have joked about talking another girl into bed with us, but both of us were too into each other to really make that happen—” 

“Lauren?” Samantha asked. 

Suddenly the room felt very, very cold. 

I hadn’t meant to say that. I hadn’t meant to open myself up like that. 

Both girls felt the change in me. I swore they held me a little bit tighter, like they knew something had just gone wrong. Like they’d missed a step somewhere. 

I cleared my throat. “Lauren was… my wife,” I whispered. “I don’t think I ever mentioned that I was married before, did I?” 

I glanced at Yukiko, then Samantha. Both of them were shaking their heads—and both of them looked about as empathetic as it was possible for women to be. They could tell I didn’t like talking about this. They weren’t going to push me. But they also wanted me to know they were in my corner. 

“You didn’t,” Samantha said kindly, putting a hand on my chest. “For what it’s worth, Daddy, she was an idiot to ever leave you. I don’t know what happened, but letting a man like you get away is a once-in-a-lifetime kind of mistake…” 

I was already shaking my head. “We didn’t get divorced,” I said, my words thick. “She… died.” 

Both women looked stricken. 

“Oh my God,” Yukiko whispered, hugging me from the side. “Jack, I didn’t know. I’m so sorry.” 

“It was a long, long time ago,” I said. 

Yet it felt like it was yesterday. 

My jaw trembled, and I could feel the hot flush behind my eyes that presaged tears. God damn it, I did not want to cry in front of these women. Nothing could ruin the aura of being ‘Daddy’ like bursting into tears in front of the two women who cared about me the most. 

“If you don’t want to talk about it, I understand,” Samantha said, holding me tight. “But… I think it might be good for you, Daddy. You look like you want to tell somebody.” 

“We’re right here,” Yukiko added. “Promise.” 

I looked from one woman to the other. “You sure?” I asked, taking my first step out onto the limb. “I might not… I might not be able to keep it together when I talk about her. It’s been fifteen years, but sometimes fifteen years feels like a hundred and sometimes it feels like no time at all—” 

Samantha’s lips twisted. “Daddy,” she whispered, sounding wounded. “Do you really think we’d do that to you? That I’d do that to you?” 

“You are safe with us,” Yukiko whispered, her nails gentle on my shoulder. “You are so safe.” 

“We love you,” Samantha said. “We want to share everything with you, Jack. The good stuff and the bad.” 

“If you cry, we’ll cry right along with you,” Yukiko whispered. “I love you so much, Jack. It kills me to know you’ve been carrying this around without telling anyone. That it’s been causing you so much pain.” 

I couldn’t… I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Really. 

The idea that these two women could be that for me, after fifteen years, sounded even more impossible than two gorgeous twenty-year-old coeds being willing to share the same guy who was twice their age. And yet… 

If I was this lucky, then maybe I really was this lucky. 

“I met Lauren at a party sophomore year,” I said, relaxing into the embrace of my women. “She was wearing this nerdy-ass t-shirt—it said ‘Schrodinger’s Cat is Dead’ on the front.” 

Yukiko frowned. “But isn’t Schrodinger’s Cat both dead and alive until the box is opened?” 

I smiled at the memory. “That’s what I told her. I was a little drunk. Then she turned around and showed me the back of the shirt, which said ‘Schrodinger’s Cat is Alive.’  Lauren always did have a funny sense of humor…” 

Just like that, the dam burst. 

Before I knew what I was doing, the whole story came rushing out of me. As Yukiko and Samantha lay beside me in post-coital bliss, listening, I told them everything I remembered about Lauren and I’s courtship. How we’d helped each other through college, living in a shitty apartment off-campus so neither of us had to stay with our parents any longer. How we’d celebrated every victory and held each other through every defeat. 

How I’d graduated, found success, and brought us both to New York. How it nearly drove us both insane, and we’d run screaming from it as quickly as we could and gone on a whirlwind tour of the USA, driving from state to state. How we’d somehow washed up in Bozeman, Montana of all places and got jobs at the college there. 

How I’d spent those nights working on projects after Lauren went to bed—projects that became the bedrock of my portfolio. In the span of five years, we’d gone from just barely surviving to owning a home, waking up every morning with a view of mountains and endless blue sky. 

“She sounds like one hell of a woman,” Yukiko whispered, resting her head against my shoulder. 

“I bet you two were very happy together,” Samantha added, squeezing my hand. 

“We were,” I said, remembering. “Right up until we weren’t.” 

A flood of bile rose in my gut. A spasm shook me, and both women felt it. 

“If you don’t want to talk about this part, you don’t have to,” Samantha hastened to tell me. “If you’re not comfortable, neither of us are going to force you…” 

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m lying in bed with the two most gorgeous women I’ve ever met,” I said, shaking my head. “If I’m not comfortable now, when will I ever be?” 

Neither of them had an answer to that. 

I took a moment to steel myself. The words felt like ice in my gut, but the warmth from the women holding me made me feel like together, we could melt it. Maybe. God, I hoped so. 

I hoped they’d understand. 

“Once we got established in Montana, her family came to visit,” I said, my voice rough with the memory. “Her parents, and her sister. We showed them the sights, the college, all that jazz. The night before they were supposed to get on a plane back to Boston, we had a big dinner planned at the best steakhouse in the city.” 

Samantha nodded. “What happened?” 

I sighed. “I got a call at the last minute. One of my clients out in Cali, with an issue that needed fixing immediately. I should have told him to go pound sand, but this was a big contract. The kind of thing that would have made us financially stable for years. That would have given us the space to start a family…” 

A hitch entered my words. My voice broke, and Yukiko clutched me tighter. 

“She wanted a family,” Samantha said. It wasn’t a question, but I nodded all the same. 

“I told them to go without me,” I said. “Lauren wasn’t thrilled, but she understood. She always did. I told her folk it wouldn’t take long—that by the time they finished eating, I’d be done. I’d take them all out for ice cream or something to make up for it. Or coffee the next morning, before I dropped them off at the airport.” I paused, the memory more painful than I expected. “They didn’t make it to the airport the next morning. They didn’t make it home.” 

“Oh God,” Yukiko whimpered. She put her hand over her mouth. “Jack, I’m so sorry…” 

“Drunk driver,” I said, shaking my head. The tears were coming now, with no way to stop it, but I trusted the women beside me to understand. 

Not to judge me for it, or think less of me because of it. 

“Just some asshole who’d had too many coming out of the bar,” I muttered, fighting the burning feeling in my eyes. “They got T-boned ten minutes from home. Her sister was shaken up, Mom tore a couple ligaments and Dad wound up in the hospital for a week.” My jaw clenched. “Lauren wasn’t so lucky. The driver hit her door, head-on. She ended up in the morgue.” 

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Samantha hissed, pure rage filling her features. “That bastard.” 

“He died, too,” I said. “He wasn’t wearing a seatbelt—he went straight through the windshield, died on impact.” I paused. “You’d think I’d be happy about that, but the truth is, I don’t feel anything at all. It wasn’t justice.” 

“I don’t even know what to say,” Yukiko whispered. Tears streamed down the coed’s cheeks, and she held my other hand like she never wanted to let it go. “I had no idea. That’s so awful.” 

Right on cue, the rage arrived. The bitterness. 

“It was my fault,” I whispered. 

Both women started. “What?” 

“I should have been there,” I said, shaking my head. “If I’d been driving, if Lauren had been in the backseat instead of the driver’s… she’d have lived. I would have died—or at least gotten hurt the worst, taken the brunt of it. The way a man is supposed to do!” I couldn’t stop the feeling any longer. It tore me up from the inside out. “Either way, I’d be able to say that I did all I could to protect her! I might be dead, but I wouldn’t be carrying around this guilt. I wouldn’t be…!” 

I couldn’t talk any longer. 

Yukiko’s hand tightened on mine, her eyes glistening. Samantha pressed in closer, her lips brushing my shoulder as she batted her eyelashes. For a few moments, none of us spoke. They just lay there, holding me, letting me know I had their love, their care, their presence. That I wasn’t— 

“Alone,” Yukiko whispered. “That’s what you were about to say, wasn’t it, Jack?” 

I nodded, not trusting my voice. 

“You’re not alone,” Yukiko whispered, her voice trembling but firm. “You’re just wrong.” 

Huh? 

“It wasn’t your fault,” she said, tilting my chin to look me in the eye. “Listen to me, Jack. You didn’t do this. The drunk driver killed Lauren, not you. You made a choice that night, based on what you thought was the right decision at the time. Lauren understood that—she even agreed with it.” 

She had. That was the bitch of it. 

“She wouldn’t have blamed you,” Yukiko said. Her voice rang with absolute certainty, as if she and Lauren had been best friends for decades. As if she were somehow communicating with my dead wife’s ghost. “If Lauren had lived, she wouldn’t have blamed you, Jack. She loved you.” 

“She sounds like she loved you so much,” Samantha added. “I don’t think Lauren would have wanted you to take her place, Daddy. She wouldn’t want you to die for her. What would be the point in that? Then she’d be the one separated from you, carrying all that guilt.” 

I’d never thought about it like that before. 

“You took that guilt for her,” Samantha continued. “But not because you chose to. You’ve been punishing yourself for something completely out of your control! You’re not to blame, Daddy. You loved Lauren, and she loved you. She knew it. And wherever she is now, she still knows it.” 

“You really think that?” I asked, amazed. 

Samantha hugged me, hard, her face against my chest. “I know it,” she whispered, shaking her blonde locks. “I wish I could take it all away from you, Daddy! I wish I had a time machine and could go back and fix everything that ever happened that hurt you. Except if I did that, you wouldn’t be the person you are right now, would you?” 

I shook my head. I wouldn’t, I thought. I really wouldn’t. 

“Lauren would be proud of you,” Samantha insisted. There were tears in her eyes, and I swore that in them, I could see tiny reflections of my own face. “I know she would. She didn’t want you to spend fifteen years dead inside because of her. She would have wanted you to live your life as best as you could, to find whatever happiness you can. She would have wanted you to be happy.” 

The words washed over me like a wave. “How can you possibly know that?” I demanded. 

Both women hugged me. They blinked. 

“Because,” Yukiko said in a matter-of-fact tone, “I love you, Jack. And if something happened to me, that’s exactly what I would want for you.” 

“Same here,” Samantha agreed. “You don’t have to carry that burden, Daddy. At the very least, you don’t have to carry it alone.” 

“You’re not alone,” Yukiko agreed. “Whatever happens between the three of us, we’ll work it out. We love you, and that’s what really matters. You’re with us now, Jack, and we’re never letting you go.” 

“Why would we?” Samantha snickered. “We’re the lucky ones, Daddy.” 

Fifteen years of hurt and guilt didn’t fade away as easily as snapping your fingers. But Samantha and Yukiko’s words… I’d be lying if they said it wasn’t like finally putting a poultice on a wound. Some of the pain that had been a core part of my identity ever since I came to work for Daniel Ramsey crumbled, breaking away from me and dropping into the abyss. The fist inside of my chest loosened. 

They’re right, I thought, the realization sinking in. Lauren wouldn’t have wanted me to live like this. Not locked in grief, shutting myself off from the world. 

For fifteen years, I’d buried myself in work, in solitude, thinking it was the right thing to do. The only thing I could do. 

But lying here, with Yukiko and Samantha holding me, I saw a different future. 

It didn’t flip a switch and erase the last fifteen years. 

But the burden I’d been carrying for so long felt lighter all of a sudden. 

Maybe because I was no longer carrying it alone. 

I looked from one woman to the other, their expressions filled with empathy. Their naked bodies felt incredible against mine, and their love felt even better. “You two really are something special, you know that?” I asked, shaking my head. 

Yukiko blushed. “So are you,” she whispered. “Besides, Samantha’s the one who’s got the whole sorority wrapped around her finger. You and I are just along for the ride.” 

Samantha laughed. “Are you kidding me? Both of you know Daddy’s got me wrapped around his finger. I’m your babygirl, Jack, and I’m pretty sure that’s going to go ahead of ‘sorority president’ in my mental list of titles going forward.” She looked at me and Yukiko, something changing in her face. “We really will figure this out, won’t we? This is, like, really real?” 

Yukiko yawned. “Yep. It’s going to be one hell of a semester. Full of challenges, but I think we’ll be able to muddle through somehow.” 

“We will.” I felt more certain of that than ever. “I’m a damned lucky man. I promise I’m going to stay worthy of having both of you beside me.” 

“Oh, Jack,” Yukiko purred. “You couldn’t not be worthy, baby.” 

I snuggled into their embraces, smiling. I still wasn’t quite sure how I’d managed to do this, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. I fully intended to enjoy the ride. 

My body ached in the most pleasant way possible. I rose from the bed, flipped off the light, turned on some white noise and snuggled back in with my two women. They cuddled up beside me, the covers over our bodies, and we prepared to spend our first night together as… well, as whatever we were now. A throuple, a harem… I wasn’t sure where the rest of the semester would take us. 

I wasn’t sure how long I’d been out when I heard the knocking. 

I sat bolt upright in bed, startled from a half-formed dream. My heart pounded in my chest, blood surging in my ears. I checked my wristwatch and my jaw dropped. Who the fuck had the nerve to show up at my condo at this hour? 

More knocking. Samantha rolled over in her slumber, her brows furrowing. “Daddy?” 

“I’ll handle it,” I said, grabbing a robe and stepping into the hall. Absurd thoughts flickered through my head—that it was Trevor, driven eight hours from Virginia to get his revenge. That Elizabeth Baines had stopped waiting for me to decide whether or not to press charges on her son and was going to unleash hell. 

I shook my head, dismissing the thoughts. 

“Jack?” Yukiko’s voice echoed from the bedroom. “You alright?” 

“Better not be one of his other girls,” I heard Samantha mutter. I appreciated her ability to joke at a time like this. 

“Hang on, I’m coming,” Yukiko insisted. 

But I was already in the living room. The instant I flicked the lights on, the front door of my condo opened. I stiffened, expecting the worst, only to find a familiar figure standing in the hall. 

Marcella Ramsey. 

Marcie. 

She entered my condo like an invited guest, a frown written across her face. She looked nervous but determined, and the sight of her made my heart jump into my throat. 

“Uncle Jack!” Marcie ran a hand through her hair, her voice coming out in a rush. “I am so sorry to show up late like this.” 

“Is everything alright, babygirl?” I growled, going into protective mode. “Did someone try to hurt you—?” 

She was already shaking her head. “No, nothing like that,” she said. “I just need to talk. It’s about the initiation ritual.” 

Just then, Yukiko stepped out into the living room. She’d pulled on an old t-shirt and a pair of puffy pajama pants from my dresser, so at least she didn’t walk out naked. When she saw Marcie, her eyes widened like saucers. 

Marcie blushed. “Oh, hey! I’m so sorry, Kiki. I didn’t know you were staying over at Jack’s place tonight. Um, that’s totally cool and all, I didn’t mean—” 

“What did you mean?” Yukiko whispered. Her gaze darted towards the hallway leading to the bedroom, panic filling her features. 

Marcie looked even more awkward than before. “I’m a fucking idiot. I shouldn’t have come here. It’s just that Samantha was acting really weird at the initiation ritual, and I thought you and Yukiko ought to know—” 

Marcie froze. Her jaw hit the floor. 

Samantha Lowry had just joined us. 

Wearing nothing but the bedsheet. 

Marcie’s jaw dropped, her eyes darting between the three of us. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her face going as pale as milk. “Jack, what the FUCK!?” 

END OF PART FOUR 


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 cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothing whenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 


Roommate Corruption 

Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 

Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 


The Demon Prince 

Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 


Free Use Bimbos 

Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes!
  


The Corrupter 

The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past to corrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page! 
  


About the Author 

Neil Bimbeau was born in Canada, and lives on the East Coast of the United States. 
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