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Chapter One

“Before we begin, Mr. Avery, I’d just like to remind you that you’re not in any trouble.”

I kept my expression carefully composed as I stared into the little camera at the top of my laptop screen. “I’m glad to hear that,” I said in as neutral a tone as I could muster. “I admit, Miss Isringhausen, your email had me a trifle concerned. It isn’t every day that the Human Resources department of Ramsey Engineering wants a personal meeting with me.”

The HR representative’s blandly attractive face stared at me from the Zoom window. She laughed without a hint of mirth, while a plume of steam rose from a cup of coffee beside her on her desk. Behind her stretched a fake backdrop of a tropical beach—about the most generic background for a video conference that I could imagine.

“I can understand that, Mr. Avery,” she said. “I assure you, this meeting is solely for fact-finding purposes only. Any disciplinary action—or whether we would decide to take disciplinary actions at all—will be decided at a later date, by personnel other than myself.” She smiled through the screen. “You have nothing to be afraid of, sir. Not this morning, at least.”

Her smile said I really ought to believe her.

Problem was, I couldn’t help but notice the way that smile failed to touch her eyes.

Every word out of your mouth is a goddamn lie, I thought, smiling back.

“Absolutely,” I told her. “I’m eager to help the company, and hopefully put all of this behind us.”

My eyes flickered to the bottom of the screen. To a casual observer it might have looked like this meeting solely involved myself and the head of HR at my place of employment, but the number of gray squares underneath of our own in the Zoom call told me someone at Ramsey Engineering was interested in this conversation.

Several someones, in fact.

None of them had their cameras on—no tropical vacation scenes for them—and when I’d clicked a couple of them at the beginning of the meeting to see what they were about, they all had names like ‘ADMIN_3’ and ‘HR_5’.

Whoever they were, they didn’t want me to know who was watching me.

Which meant they were probably way, way up the food chain.

Miss Isringhausen leaned back in her seat. “That’s very good to hear, Mr. Avery. Very well. I suppose we ought to start at the beginning, then?”

The silence stretched out for several moments. Vaguely, I wondered if this wasn’t some trick she’d picked up in a middle-management manual: leaving the conversation deliberately open so that the other person in the conversation would hasten to fill it. It felt like the sort of thing my mentor might have done to throw a recalcitrant client off-balance before a high-stakes bargaining session.

Except this woman was no Daniel Ramsey. And if this was some sort of gambit, it failed.

I stared at the screen, waiting for her to begin.

After a few more seconds, the HR rep cleared her throat. “Approximately three months ago, you took a sabbatical from your duties at Ramsey Engineering. At the time, I understand there was a mix-up regarding a necessary certification that should have been in your file—”

“Not a certification,” I corrected. I had all of those and then some. “My college degree.”

She let out a little ah like she didn’t know that already.

“And I didn’t exactly decide on my own to take a vacation,” I said. “Daniel—Mr. Ramsey—requested it of me. I believe it was all worked over with the Board ahead of time.”

“It was,” Miss Isringhausen agreed. Again that smile—again, it didn’t touch her eyes. “It was assumed that you would complete your final semester of study within a four-month period at Stillwell College in New England, then return to Boston to resume your job duties. Do I have that right, Mr. Avery?”

I nodded.

As I did, I glanced over the top of the laptop at the two women sitting across from me.

Both of them had insisted on being here for the meeting, though they were so quiet about it that I felt certain the HR rep had no idea I wasn’t currently alone in my living room at my condo in downtown Stillwell. Their concern for me was written across their faces, evident in the way they held each other's hands as they ignored the cups of coffee cooling in front of them.

Yukiko Tanaka and Samantha Lowry.

My beautiful, brilliant girlfriends—the two women who’d changed my life forever.

A few hours ago, this condo had been filled with far more college girls than just Kiki and Samantha. The entirety of the Delta Rho sorority had set up shop in my living area, transforming it into their war room to come up with a strategy to deal with the overlapping attacks reverberating through Stillwell. They’d been in full-on crisis mode, and for good reason.

As a matter of fact, we were still in crisis mode. And would be for some time.

The apartment felt almost deserted now without the rest of the sorority here, but I’d sent them home to get some rest. Once we’d made a list of all the ways Elizabeth had plotted to screw us over, there was little we could do except tackle the problems one at a time. The rest of the girls were better off at home. Especially Marcie, my boss’s daughter.

Things between her and I were… complicated.

“Such unusual circumstances,” Miss Isringhausen said. “Sending a man your age out of state to spend a semester at a private college. Online classes would have been simpler.”

“That wasn’t what Daniel—Mr. Ramsey—wanted,” I said.

“I agree.” Miss Isringhausen’s smile widened, like a spider who’d just watched a fat fly step into her web. “I daresay he believes differently about that now.”

That made me wince. While it wouldn’t have shocked me to discover my mentor’s face was behind one of those featureless gray boxes spying on my chat with HR, Daniel Ramsey was not ‘officially’ present at this meeting. The fact that he hadn’t shown up to defend his hand-picked successor—or even quashed HR’s concerns outright before they could get off the ground—spoke volumes. Undoubtedly, it was a topic for gossip back in Boston. I could see the malicious glee in Isringhausen’s eyes every time she brushed up against the idea.

But even she didn’t know how bad things were.

The fact of the matter was, I hadn’t spoken to Uncle Ramsey since the scandal broke.

He’d talked to Marcie, sure. But not to me.

“I’ll get right down to it.” Miss Isringhausen cleared her throat and shuffled some papers just out of the camera’s view. “Last night, we received a disturbing report from an unnamed citizen of Stillwell making a number of startling accusations against you. According to this report—a report which, I might add, contained a number of photographs which add to its veracity—you've been behaving in a manner which borders on lawlessness and constitutes a marked departure from the values we hold dear at Ramsey Engineering."

Across the room, both Yukiko and Samantha stiffened. My eyes met Kiki's for a brief moment and she nodded, pursing her lips in silent encouragement. Go get 'em, tiger, those eyes said.

I planned to.

"Before we go any further, I want to make something clear." I took a sip of my coffee, as unbothered as if Isringhausen had informed me it was likely to rain that afternoon. "I know exactly who your 'anonymous' whistleblower is. Her name is Elizabeth Baines, and she's been engaged in a personal vendetta against me for some time now. Anything she's told you needs to be viewed through that lens." I paused, letting my words sink in. "And if she's really shared explicit photographs of me with my employer, then I hope you've already contacted the police. I'm told that's a felony."

Samantha let out a little squeal behind her fingertips, quiet enough that the microphone didn't pick it up. If she could have gotten away with the D-word, I would've heard it just then.

I watched the HR rep's expression change. Going on the offensive hadn't been my first inclination when the three of us talked about how I was going to handle this meeting—the aggressive stance was Yukiko's idea. From the impact my words had on Miss Isringhausen, I could tell she'd been right on the money.

"Oh no, nothing explicit," the HR rep said quickly—a little too quickly. "I actually haven't seen the pictures myself, Mr. Avery, but I'm told they show you on the balcony of an apartment complex with a young woman in your arms. One who is markedly younger in age than you are—"

"I fail to see what that has to do with anything," I snapped, letting a little of my irritation show. "My personal business is personal, and has nothing to do with the company. I haven't stolen anything; I haven't broken any laws—I haven't even bad-mouthed the company during my sabbatical. Though the longer this meeting goes on, the lower my opinion of certain aspects of our organization becomes."

Isringhausen's mouth dropped open. "Mr. Avery!"

Yukiko's eyes went as wide as saucers. Beside her, Samantha's cheeks flushed with heat. Both women looked shocked, and more than a little turned on. Even Kiki hadn't suggested I go this aggressive with my defense.

But it rankled. This whole meeting rubbed me the wrong way. Why did I have to justify anything about my life to some corporate HR drone? Just thinking about having to explain my relationship with Yukiko and Samantha to this woman made my skin crawl. Having to put it under a microscope like that would taint the specialness of what the three of us had.

"I'm sorry, ma'am, but this is ridiculous," I protested. "I came to Stillwell at my employer's behest, to get a degree that not a single person in this company thinks really makes a difference as to whether or not I can do the job. Since I arrived, I've been harassed, followed, photographed without my consent and had my automobile lit on fire. Most of those things were done by the son of the woman who sent you that letter and those photographs."

"That certainly does add context to the accusations," the HR rep admitted. "But Mr. Avery, outbursts like that ought to be beneath you. Particularly with so much of the company's future on your shoulders!"

Suddenly a wave of weariness washed over me. There'd been a lot on my shoulders lately—far more than the HR department could have ever guessed.

“You're not the only people who've received these phony accusations," I said, barreling forward. “The young woman who appears in those photos with me is in a great deal of trouble thanks to them, and the student council of Stillwell College have been pressuring me to meet with them as soon as possible. Right now I feel like a circus act, spinning plates on top of poles to keep them from falling to the ground and shattering in a million pieces. So forgive me if I’m not the most patient man at the moment, Miss Isringhausen.”

I hadn’t even mentioned all of it. Elizabeth Baines wasn’t just after me—she wanted a piece of every woman who associated with me. Officer Davis—Tasha—was taking heat from the Stillwell Police Department, while Yukiko’s parents were in an uproar I was going to have to do something about soon. Even my realtor, Maria Alvarez, was dealing with her own small crisis thanks to Trevor’s mother.

The last thing I wanted to do was bring those problems up with HR, though. They weren’t my employer’s concern, and they wouldn’t have any bearing on my ability to take over as CEO of Ramsey Engineering once I returned to Boston.

Probably.

“There’s no need for this hostility, Mr. Avery,” Miss Isringhausen said. Her smile widened in a hey, we’re all friends here gesture, but her eyes remained as cold as marbles in her pretty, sharklike face. “The company is required to investigate anything which might have a negative impact on our reputation. To turn a blind eye would quite literally be a dereliction of duty.”

I suppose she had me there.

Her gaze sharpened like an eagle spotting its prey. “Since you’ve been blunt with me, I assume it will be alright for me to be blunt with you, Mr. Avery? In that case, I’ll state the matter plainly. If even half the things we’ve been told about your interactions with the Delta Rho sorority are true, we have a scandal brewing the likes of which this company has never seen before. If it becomes known that our future CEO has spent the last few months cavorting with a group of collegiate airheads half his age, forming a harem like some sort of Eastern European dictator, the backlash to our brand will make the kerfuffle with the International Space Station look like peanuts by comparison.”

I wanted to protest that I’d been the one who fixed that mixup with the ISS—that without me, the company would have been in a hell of a lot more trouble that day. But I kept my attention on the task at hand.

Keep them on the back foot, I told myself. They want you to cringe—to apologize. Don’t. Nothing could possibly sink your career faster than that.

“I disagree with you, Miss Isringhausen,” I said firmly. “Even if I didn’t, there’s no scandal if there’s nobody who’s been scandalized in the first place. There’s nothing wrong with a man going out on dates.”

Miss Isringhausen was undeterred. “This letter—"

“Is a lot of bunk, like I already told you.”

I shouldn’t have let her get to me. Losing my temper would only make an already precarious situation more dangerous. But damn it, I didn’t like the things this woman was implying about me. And I damn sure didn’t like what she suggested about Yukiko or Samantha.

“You have an anonymous complaint about me from someone with self-centered reasons for revenge,” I snapped. “What you don’t have is anyone at Stillwell to corroborate that complaint. There’s no evidence that I’ve done anything wrong—because I haven’t. The Delta Rho sorority is thrilled that I’ve been able to help their members out of so many jams. I have nothing but glowing feedback from the academic side of things. Hell, even the police department likes me!” I sat up straighter, leaning forward like the HR rep was standing in front of me rather than on the other side of a screen. “The complaint is garbage and you know it. It’s a tall tale, designed to make me look bad, thought up by a bitter woman who couldn’t handle her son getting a taste of his own medicine.”

Samantha whistled quietly from the couch. I watched her pouty mouth move, silently forming the syllables of the words: god damn, Daddy!

I couldn’t help but smile. Both women looked like they wanted to come over and take turns ripping my clothes off after seeing my angry side.

Yet when I glanced back at the screen, I didn’t see the expression on Isringhausen’s face that I expected. Instead of shocked, or chastened, she looked almost… smug?

“So you deny the accusations, then? Completely?”

Shit. Of course.

To ask me outright about my unconventional relationship would have been a terrible faux pas, even for the head of HR at Ramsey Engineering. But my full-throated denial had just opened the door for her to press the issue in a more polite way.

It was a trap, and I’d just stepped into it.

I met Yukiko’s gaze. The dark-haired woman searched my eyes then gave an almost imperceptible nod. She was with me, no matter what.

Good. Because I wasn’t feeling cowardly.

“Not that it’s any of the firm’s business, but I have had some luck in the romantic department during my sabbatical,” I told the HR rep. “I met a young woman and I’m planning to bring her back to Boston with me at the end of this semester. There might even be wedding bells in our future.”

Yukiko lit up like a Christmas tree from her perch on the cushions. I’d expected that, but what I didn’t expect was the way Samantha grabbed both of the Asian girl’s hands and broke out in an ear-to-ear smile, squeeing like she’d just found out her bestie was going to win an award.

Even knowing in my heart of hearts that both of these women would follow me to the ends of the Earth, it still never failed to occasionally shock me how happy they were to share me.

I’d found some rare women to spend my life with, indeed.

“In that case, Mr. Avery, congratulations are in order,” the HR rep said smoothly. I could tell she didn’t really mean it, but just hearing the words made everything feel a little more real. “I’m relieved to hear the rumors about your behavior are just that—rumors.”

Hell. I glanced over the rim of the laptop. Samantha was waving her hands back and forth like a referee calling a foul. I could see her mouthing don’t say anything like her life depended on it.

But again, HR was putting words in my mouth.

I didn’t like that one bit.

“The details of my private life are private, Miss Isringhausen,” I said gruffly. “I can assure you that what I have with this woman is very real. I’m looking forward to introducing her to Uncle Daniel when I arrive in Boston.” I paused a beat, my smile widening. “My apologies. Of course I mean Mr. Ramsey, our CEO.”

It was a power move and she knew it. The expression on Isringhausen’s face curdled, and I knew I’d struck a blow. People like her only respected one thing—status. Clout. And as far as the company org chart was concerned, I had a great deal more of it than even the HR Director could lay claim to.

As long as I still had Daniel’s favor, anyway.

Which was very much up in the air at the moment. But I was willing to wager that Miss Isringhausen knew nothing about that.

“Of course,” she said, her gaze growing even colder than before. “It’s interesting that you mention corroboration, Mr. Avery. You seem awfully convinced that no one at Stillwell would have anything negative to say about you.”

Hmm? What game was Isringhausen playing now? I wracked my brain, keeping my expression studiously neutral as I tried to think of any coeds in Delta Rho I might have accidentally offended. None came to mind.

Lakshmi? Heather and Eva? That girl taking selfies on her phone during the initiation ceremony? No, none of them had complaints. And if they had, they would have taken them to their president, Samantha Lowry, rather than talking to some engineering firm from out of town.

I felt certain. Absolutely certain.

Which was why the look on the HR Director’s face made me feel like someone had dumped a pitcher of ice water directly into my stomach.

Elizabeth couldn’t have gotten to anyone, could she? I almost risked a glance over the laptop to see if Yukiko or Samantha were thinking the same thing, but I knew that to tear my attention away from HR would have been disastrous now. The thought of that woman using threats and coercion to turn the sorority against me made my skin crawl, but it was exactly the sort of thing the matriarch of the Baines clan might do.

“If you’ve got some witness who claims I’m a womanizing monster, you might as well lay your cards on the table now,” I said, my voice just beyond a growl. “But everything I’m telling you about these accusations is true. Elizabeth Baines made them up out of whole cloth. She’s trying to get revenge on me for her boy getting expelled—”

I braced myself, expecting the worst.

Only to be blindsided.

“Mr. Avery,” the HR rep said with a chuckle. “You wouldn’t be so brazen as to claim the CEO’s daughter is lying about you, would you?”


Chapter Two

The CEO’s daughter. Daniel’s daughter.

She was talking about Marcie.

I felt like I’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. Over on the couch, both Yukiko and Samantha sprang from their seats, the former looking like she wanted to ask a million questions and the latter like she wanted to slam the laptop closed and never think about any of this ever again. Both of them looked horrified. I knew I looked horrified, too.

“Marcella Ramsey.” Sandpaper was wet compared to how dry my mouth had gone. “You’re telling me Marcella Ramsey agreed with this cock-and-bull story?”

My mind screamed at me that it wasn’t possible. Marcie would never have turned on me—not after the way I’d saved her. Sure, things hadn’t exactly been great between us the other night when she left my condo, but our relationship hadn’t deteriorated to that point. She was still on my side.

Wasn’t she?

A bead of sweat trickled down my neck. The urge welled up within me to pull Yukiko into my lap right then and there—to let the HR department see her, see Samantha too, and damn the consequences.

Maybe I should have. Maybe it was cowardice not to.

“Miss Ramsey has been a passive observer to most of the events in Stillwell,” Isringhausen said with relish. “From what I understand, she’s even the one who set up your class schedule. She shares one of your courses—something about the history of film—and was recently inducted as a full member of the Delta Rho sorority…”

Yukiko’s nostrils flared. I could see the disbelief written across her face: how could Marcie of all people have betrayed us? It couldn’t be true.

Something Samantha said to me echoed in the back of my mind, the words she’d said as she collapsed onto my couch after Marcie stormed off when she learned the truth about us:

I’m not her hero anymore.

Was that it? Had I stopped being Marcie’s hero and become her villain?

Had Samantha?

”What did Marcie tell you?” Even as the words came out of my mouth, I realized how bad they sounded. They made me look defensive; like I had something to hide. The corner of Miss Isringhausen’s mouth curled in a smirk.

”Why don’t you tell me, Mr. Avery? Cooperating with HR is the only way I see a path forward for you here at Ramsey Engineering. If you’re going to continue to lie and hide things from us, well—we’ll just have to rely on outside testimony from members of the community.”

The only path forward? Underneath the table, my hands balled into fists. So they’d already decided to screw me. Isringhausen already had my number, along with whatever ridiculous story they’d been able to cajole out of Marcie. Which meant that pretty much anything I had to say from this point forward was going to be used against me.

Unless…

I glanced at the little window in the center of my screen. And really looked at Miss Isringhausen.

Her laptop’s camera wasn’t super high-def. If I had to guess, it was probably outputting at 720p, putting a postage stamp sized picture of her on my desktop that was visible but a little blurry.

And yet.

I thought I could see her sweating.

I blinked. And thought about a blackjack table I’d sat next to Yukiko at, back during Delta Rho’s annual charity gala. None of those people had been able to gamble worth a damn, either—Kiki and I could have taken them for their shirts once I’d shown her the rules of the game.

For all her power and her shark-like appearance, my employer’s head of HR was most certainly the kind of woman I’d have liked to gamble with.

She’s bluffing, I realized. Marcie didn’t tell her shit.

I leaned back in my seat, feeling more than a little like a man about to split a pair of aces at a blackjack table. “I don’t think so,” I said, my scorn clearly visible in my voice. “In fact, I’d like to see a transcript of whatever interview you had with our CEO’s daughter, Miss Isringhausen. I’m pretty sure Mr. Ramsey would be surprised to see a thing like that, as well.”

My words struck home. Isringhausen blanched, and I knew she’d been winding me up. How many poor schlubs had heard her tell them a thing like that and crumbled, thinking their goose was already cooked no matter what? Maybe someone like Tasha had taught it to her—it seemed like a classic police interrogation tactic. To use it in the corporate world was a new level of low.

“The problem with that trick,” I told the HR rep in a calmer tone, “is that it only works on guilty people. I haven’t done anything wrong—I really, really haven’t. And if these are the sorts of tactics Ramsey Engineering uses to try and trick their own employees, then maybe I’ve spent the last fifteen years too focused on my work to see that I should have been giving my talents to a more honorable organization.”

The HR rep’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. It would have been funny, if it wasn’t my career and my reputation hanging in the balance.

Even then, it was maybe a little funny.

“Mr. Avery,” Isringhausen huffed. “I—“

“That will be enough, Mona.”

If you’d been watching at home, you’d have thought both of our cameras lost signal from the way we froze. I recognized that voice. I’d been hearing it nearly every day for the last fifteen years.

It belonged to my boss. And hers.

“You can go ahead and wrap up now.” One of the little gray windows at the bottom of the screen lit up as the speaker took over the main role in the room. The view shifted, shrinking Isringhausen’s camera and putting it in the spot where the gray box had been a few moments ago. The effect was as devastating as if a giant had grabbed her with two fingers, picked her up, and tossed her out of its path.

“Mr. Ramsey!?” the HR rep blurted. “Sir, our investigation—“

“Is over,” Daniel said. He sounded weary, like he hadn’t had his morning coffee yet. “For now, Miss Isringhausen. I’ll handle things from here. Please leave the call.”

She looked like she wanted to argue, but didn’t dare. Her lips formed a tight little line as she swallowed whatever it was she’d been about to say, and a few moments later her window disappeared from the Zoom meeting entirely. Almost immediately the other gray boxes vanished (each making a brief beep as they disconnected from the call), leaving me facing the single anonymous box signifying the speaker.

An hourglass filled the frame for a moment, then Daniel’s camera cut on. It showed him sitting in his office back in Boston—I could tell from his diploma up on the wall. He wore a pair of severe-looking reading glasses I knew he hated, and only put on during dire emergencies.

I supposed this qualified.

“That woman,” I said, “is a monster.”

Daniel gave me a harsh look. “Of course she is,” he said. “Why do you think we hired her, Jack?”

My eyes went as wide as saucers. “Excuse me?”

Daniel snickered, which told me more than anything else that I was looking at a man getting pretty close to his wit’s end. I could count the number of times I’d seen him lose his cool in a meeting on a single hand. “Jack, HR is not here to investigate the truth or get justice for the aggrieved. Their purpose is to protect the company from liability, plain and simple.” He paused, letting those words sink in. “And Mona Isringhausen is particularly good at it. The woman’s a shark. She’s half the reason I sleep so well at night.”

Well. I didn’t feel great about that, but I supposed I’d have to accept it.

“Don’t give me that look,” my mentor continued. “When you end up in my position, you’ll understand how many people in this world there are who’d rather do nothing more than take this company to the cleaners.”

I nodded. “Sure.”

His expression softened. “Sounds like you might understand that a little bit better than you used to, if what Marcie’s been telling me is anything to go on.”

My heart skipped a beat. “You’ve talked to Marcella? What did she—?”

He raised a hand, cutting me off. “I did. She’s told me everything, Jack.”

I couldn’t help but pause. “Everything?”

His little snicker told me just about everything I needed to know. “That’s right. About you, about this woman in Stillwell who’s trying to ruin your career… and about some things both of us know damn well we ought not to be talking about on a recorded call.”

My heart sank into my gut. “She told you about Sam and Kiki. Look, I can explain—”

“I don’t mean them.” Daniel’s gaze grew about as hard as I’d ever seen it. “I’m talking about that goddamn party, Jack.”

I froze. Behind the desk, both Yukiko and Samantha looked like they weren’t sure whether to panic or start celebrating. What did that mean? Good news or bad news?

Unfortunately for us all, I knew my mentor better than they did.

“You didn’t tell me about any of that, Jack,” Daniel said.

Now it was my turn to sweat. “I didn’t,” I agreed, nodding. “Marcie asked me not to. And frankly, even if she hadn’t, I still would have kept it a secret.”

“Why!?” Daniel nearly sprang from his chair; only the thought that this Zoom call was still probably being recorded by HR kept him from doing so. “That’s my daughter, Jack! My little girl! And some son of a bitch…!”

He trailed off, not wanting to speak the words aloud. I couldn’t blame him. If I had a kid Marcie’s age, and those things had almost happened to her, the sheer rage that I’d feel would be terrifying. For the first time since this whole ordeal began, I felt relieved that Trevor Baines was safely ensconced in Northern Virginia. If he’d been anywhere within arm’s reach, my boss might have driven down to Stillwell and shot him in the face.

“Well.” Daniel wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “I don’t need to say it. You know.”

I did. “I was trying to protect her,” I told my mentor. “You know how I feel about Marcie. “I love that girl like she was my daughter—or maybe my little sister or something. I didn’t want her good name dragged through the mud. And I didn’t want anything to happen to her dream of getting into Delta Rho.”

“Delta Rho.” I could have been imagining it, but I thought I heard a note of mirth in my mentor’s tone. “You’ve definitely gotten yourself entangled with those coeds, haven’t you, Jack?”

Marcie’s accusations from the other night rang in my ears. “I don’t know what Marcie told you,” I began. “But that night, I made sure that Yukiko and Lakshmi got her back to her dorm safe. I didn’t abandon your daughter, Daniel. Those coeds basically had to beg me to let them take over and spare her the shame—”

My boss laughed. Actually laughed.

“Hell, I know that,” he said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “You wouldn’t ever do anything like that—not to my Marcie. I told her the same thing when she tried to tell me that part of the story. When she talked it over with me, she realized she’d gotten it wrong, too.”

She had!? My heart jumped into my throat.

I could see Yukiko gesturing at me from the corner of my eye. She was trying to tell me with hand gestures to ask about Marcie and how she felt about… well, about everything. I shook my head as much as I dared. I figured we’d talk to Marcie soon enough and hear it straight from her. I didn’t want Daniel getting suspicious.

“Between you and me,” Daniel said, leaning in close, “I’m glad you handled things the way you did, Jack. That little pipsqueak deserves a hell of a lot more than he got. If it was me up here in Stillwell instead of you, I wouldn’t just be in some legal trouble—they’d probably already have me locked up in the damned county jail for taking the law into my own hands!”

“I was tempted a time or two myself,” I admitted. “You can probably see why this woman would write a letter to try and get me fired, Daniel.”

He snickered at that. “Right, our ‘anonymous concerned citizen.’ I’m sorry I had to throw you to the wolves for a little bit there, Jack. I was confirming a few things with my daughter—making sure I had all the facts straight. If I’d been a little faster, you wouldn’t have had to sit through all that.”

I relaxed into my seat. “It’s fine. As long as there’s no hard feelings…?”

Daniel gave me what I could only describe as a look.

“As far as your job goes, everything is secure,” Daniel said in an amused tone. “My office has already issued memos explaining that we’ve followed up on the ‘anonymous’ letter and confirmed the claims are bunk. Marcie herself was willing to go on the record for this, so I seriously doubt we’ll have any trouble with the board. There’s not a one of them that would insult my daughter’s honesty to my face.”

I let out a long sigh. I hadn’t been lying when I talked to Yukiko: if worse had truly come to worse, I’d have been willing to walk away and start again from scratch. To join a new firm—or start my own—and make the people who’d discarded me regret no longer having me as an asset. Just the fact that I knew I’d have Yukiko by my side no matter what made the prospect of all that hard work bearable.

But I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t a hell of a lot easier to just stay at Ramsey Engineering. Especially when three quarters of the board had assumed until two or three days ago that it would be me taking over the place when Daniel finally retired.

“As far as the rest of it goes, I’ll help you however I can,” my mentor continued. “I’ve got a decent amount of pull at Marcie’s college, though I doubt I have quite as much clout as your local lady. And I’m out here in Boston, which limits my options.”

“We’ve got plans for all that,” I said, glancing over the rim of my laptop. Both of my women were sitting back on the couch now, practically in each other’s laps, just listening to me talk to my mentor. “Liz Baines has lit fires on about a half a dozen fronts, but the girls of Delta Rho are pretty damn good at putting those things out. As long as my job’s not in jeopardy, I think we’ve got this.”

“It’s not,” Daniel assured me. Then he laughed. “Hell. You know how I said Mona Isringhausen is half the reason I’m able to sleep at night as CEO of this company?”

I nodded.

He pointed at the camera. “The other half of that equation is you.”

Almost absurdly, I felt a wave of heat rising up my neck. I’d gotten more compliments since coming to Stillwell from the coeds of Delta Rho than in the fifteen years I’d spent in the working world, but getting praise like that from the man whose shoes I intended to fill within the next few months meant the world to me. I wasn’t a blusher, but this was a special occasion.

“I mean it. I need you to keep this place on the straight and narrow so I can get a moment’s peace.” He chuckled. “I’d like to enjoy at least one decent game of golf before I shuffle off this mortal coil. And I don’t want to watch the company I spent my whole life building get sold off to some venture capital firm in five years because I handed it to someone who doesn’t really care about it.”

“Thank you,” I said, meaning it. “That… you have no idea how much that means to me, Uncle Ramsey.”

“You’re not out of the woods yet,” he said with a chuckle. “I understand this woman contacted your girlfriend’s parents?”

I grimaced before I could stop myself. The meanest thing Elizabeth Baines had done to us was probably sending that awful letter to Delta Rho’s leadership, calling for Samantha’s expulsion from the sorority and her resignation as campus president. But contacting Yukiko and Sam’s families was right up there with it.

Sam’s parents hadn’t made a peep about it. From what the blonde told me she was semi-estranged from Mom and Dad, and these days they didn’t much care what trouble their wayward daughter got into. As grim as that was, I couldn’t help but feel we’d dodged a bullet.

The Tanaka clan was a different story.

“Yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Kiki’s parents are… conservative.”

Daniel snorted. “Hell, Jack, I’m conservative where things like that are concerned. When I was growing up, juggling multiple girlfriends was the kind of thing the jerk guy did in the comedy movies. And it usually blew up in his face by the third act.”

I shrugged off his words. “I’m not juggling anything,” I told him. “Yukiko… Samantha… what we’ve got is real, Daniel. I don’t expect you to understand it. Most days, I don’t freaking understand it. I just accept that I’m about the luckiest son of a bitch in the world and roll with it.”

A flash of motion caught my eye. Yukiko was shaking her head.

No, my girlfriend mouthed, glancing at Sam and then winking at me. We are.

Crazy. I guess we all thought we were the lucky ones.

Daniel cleared his throat. “I can’t say that I’m thrilled to hear about this, Jack. Marcie explained it to me a little bit, and apparently it’s not the craziest thing in the world these days. But it sure sounds like it to me.”

Yukiko shrugged.

“I’d be lying if it said it didn’t give me pause,” my mentor admitted. “Part of being the CEO of a company like this is being the face of our organization, Jack. That’s half the reason I set this whole scheme up for you in the first place.”

“You hoped I’d come home with a bride,” I said. “You didn’t think a single man could run your company.”

To his credit, Daniel didn’t deny it. “That’s right,” he said.

Now it was my turn to snicker. “Well, I’m coming home with two,” I told him. “Just as soon as I get my diploma and make Miss Baines sorry she ever thought she could tangle with Delta Rho. And sure, that’s probably going to make some people angry. And some folks are going to have to get used to it. But…”

“Excuse me,” Yukiko whispered. “May I cut in?”

My mentor’s eyes widened as Yukiko stepped into the frame. I hadn’t noticed her sneaking up on me—and from the look on his face, Daniel Ramsey hadn’t realized I wasn’t alone in my condo until that very moment.

From the way he stared at Kiki, I could also guess that this was the first time he’d seen her. Maybe now he was starting to understand how a man like me could get wrapped up in a crazy relationship like this.

“Hello,” Yukiko said, giving the screen a polite little nod. “I’m so sorry to interrupt, but I just wanted you to know that the company’s image is extremely important to me, as well. Jack, Samantha and I have actually spoken about this, and we’ve already taken steps to limit the company’s exposure to anything they might be able to use to gossip about us or slander Jack once he takes over as CEO.”

For perhaps the first time since I’d come to work at Ramsey Engineering, my boss was speechless. His mouth moved silently as he tried to come to grips with the gorgeous, nerdy Asian coed standing next to me on the call.

“You’ve… you’ve planned this?” he asked.

Yukiko smiled like she’d been waiting all day to be asked that question. “Absolutely,” she said, switching into an upbeat, professional mode that would have made the company’s best salespeople jealous. “As far as the company will be concerned, Jack will be married to one woman: myself. I’ll be the public face, the CEO’s wife, and I can assure you that there won’t be any difficulties in that department. I’m willing and able to assume that role.”

Slowly, Daniel shook off his stun. “I daresay you are,” he whispered, his voice tinged with wonder. “What about your… co-partner?”

Yukiko smiled. “We’ve had this discussion already,” she explained, as if Daniel’s question were a minor but cheerfully expected faux pas. “I want children now, while Samantha wants to be more grounded in her career before beginning a family. Given our backgrounds and what we want out of this relationship, it makes sense for me to be the one who officially marries Jack, and not the other way around.”

“That and I love you,” I said, looking up at her from my seat. “I love you, Kiki.”

“I love you more than words can say, Jack,” she said, losing her composure for the briefest instant. “Which is why you don’t need to worry about us ruining your legacy, Mr. Ramsey. No one has more respect for what you’ve built than I do.”

Daniel was speechless for a long moment. “That’s incredible.”

Suddenly Yukiko perked up. “Although I don’t mean to imply that Sam is in any way lesser than me,” she said, giving the blonde such a quick glance over the edge of the laptop that I doubt my mentor caught it. “This is not a ‘mistress’ situation, if that’s what you were wondering.”

“That is not what I was wondering,” Daniel said. He shook his head, a bit of his good humor returning. “I might not be able to co-sign what you’ve gotten yourself into, Jack. But you’ve certainly found the exact kind of woman I was praying you’d bring home with you from Stillwell.”

“I’m looking forward to coming home,” I told my boss. “We’ll have dinner. You, me, Marcie, Yukiko… and Samantha.”

Daniel thought about it for a few seconds. Then my mentor whistled through his teeth.

“Hell.” He shook his head. “If nothing else, the three of you are going to have a hell of a lot of interesting stories to tell me by the time you get back to Boston.”

We certainly would.

I said my goodbyes, grateful that at least one of Elizabeth Baines’s attempts to ruin my good name had been thwarted. We weren’t out of the woods yet—not by a long shot—but I could at least go forth with one feather in my cap.

“And listen, Jack,” Daniel said as we were wrapping up. “I mean what I said about the help. When you get back to Boston, we can talk about this… this situation that you’ve gotten yourself into with these girls. We’ll figure things out. But it doesn’t change anything. You’re still the only man who can take the helm at this company when I finally shuffle out the door.”

I told him I appreciated that. And I meant it.

As I closed the laptop, Samantha came over and kissed me. Within moments, I had one coed on my knee and the other leaning across my chair, both of them giggling and sighing as they smooched me.

“We need to talk about all this,” Yukiko said as the three of us came up for air. “Really. Before we get distracted.”

“Hmm?” Samantha’s fingers traced trails through the gray in my hair, her nails gently digging into my scalp like a gentle reminder of how rough she wanted to be treated later. “Feels like I could go for a distraction right now. I didn’t get to poke my head out on the Zoom call, and now Jack’s boss has no idea how totally crazy I am for Daddy…”

“The D-word is probably something we want to ease third parties into,” Yukiko said with a slight smile. “Or keep to ourselves whenever possible.”

Samantha chuckled and rolled her eyes. “Christ, I was kidding. You think I’m going to turn into some bubbly, brainless bimbo while Jack is talking to his boss? Get real!” She wriggled around a bit on my knee, arching her back like she was begging to be spanked. “I only do that in the bedroom.”

Yukiko’s eyes narrowed. “The deli across the street,” she said, gesturing toward the window with her chin. “I’ve heard it’s great. Have you been?”

As a matter of fact, I hadn’t. I’d made a note of the place when I first moved into the condo—it had seemed so convenient that I almost had to visit—but events in Stillwell had kept me too busy to check out any local spots outside of Gabrielle’s.

“We should grab some brunch,” my girlfriend suggested. “Get a bite to eat. And then maybe Jack can bring us back to the condo and grab a bite to eat?”

“I’m feeling like a morsel,” Samantha giggled. “And I certainly don’t mind being grabbed, Daddy. Both of you know what I’m into by now. I’m a total slut for being manhandled…”

I gave the blonde a pat on the ass. “Kiki’s right. Business first, then pleasure. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

Besides, my stomach was rumbling. Had been through almost the entire call, in fact. I needed to sate my appetite. The deli was a short walk away.

Afterwards, the three of us could take care of a very different kind of hunger.


Chapter Three

The deli was a short walk from my condo building, short enough that we didn’t need to take the SUV. Most of the early morning crowd had thinned out, allowing us to secure a table near the rear of the building. The decor was chintzy and European, with a giant painting of an old-world skyline dominating one wall of the modern farmhouse-style floor plan.

“Copenhagen,” Samantha said.

I glanced up from my coffee. “Hmm?”

She gestured at the painted skyline on the wall. “That’s Copenhagen,” she said. “The seagulls and the little mermaid statue are a dead giveaway. The owners must be from Denmark. You see that giant box that looks like someone doodled a prison on the edge of the city? That’s the Black Diamond. It’s actually a giant library.”

Now that she mentioned it, I did. “I see what you mean. I didn’t realize you were a wonk for European architecture.”

Samantha’s lips pursed in a cute smirk. “I’m not. My granddad’s from there. Dad took us there once every couple of years to visit his branch of the family when we were kids. He had a whole old-world thing going on back then—really into our heritage.”

“Wow.”

“I haven’t been in over a decade.” She took a sip of her tea and winced. “I doubt there was ever going to be another family outing, but if there is, I don’t see myself getting invited.”

I shook my head and put a hand on her thigh. “Who needs them? If you want to go, we’ll make it happen.”

Samantha blinked, a strange look stealing over her. “You mean that, Daddy?”

I shrugged. “Why not? I’ve never been to Europe. I’ve never really been anywhere, other than out west for a bit before I came to work for Uncle Daniel.” I thought it over. “I’ve always wanted to go see Abbey Road Studios. Walk across the same street the Beatles did.”

“What’s this about the Beatles?” Yukiko slid into the booth, taking the seat across from Samantha and me. Her drink order took a little longer to complete than ours, and for good reason. My coffee and Sam’s tea were pretty basic—Yukiko had ordered some kind of oversized boba monstrosity, with dark coffee-ish liquid in the bottom and fluffy-looking milk cream on the top. She took a sip with obvious relish as she settled in.

“We were talking about travel,” Samantha said, indicating the mural. “I was pointing out the places I’ve been as a kid. Jack’s open to the idea of seeing Europe sometime in the not-too-distant future.”

“Once all of this is settled,” I added.

Yukiko took another sip of the tea monstrosity and pursed her lips in thought. “I wouldn’t mind that,” she said, no doubt picturing the three of us on the French Riviera or riding a catamaran through the canals of Venice. “Maybe we could see Edinburgh? I’ve heard it’s like walking through a real-life Harry Potter movie. Besides, I’d look cute in a tartan skirt.”

“Now I’m going to be thinking about that all day,” I said with a grin.

Yukiko leaned back in her seat and slid one foot between my legs. “Good.”

The gentle pressure of her toes against a very sensitive area of my anatomy sent a bolt of lust through me. She knew how to tease without overdoing it, though: after a few seconds of making sure my little Jack was just as big and hard as she remembered, Yukiko slid her foot back a few inches and reached for her purse. Her laptop rested inside, sleek and powerful, and she placed it on the table and switched it on.

“Brunch should be ready in a bit,” she said, placing a flashing coaster on the table. “Before it gets here, we should probably take stock.”

Samantha took my hand beneath the table. “I know. I’d say the meeting with Daddy’s company went about as good as it possibly could, didn’t it?”

I nodded, taking a sip of my coffee. It had finally cooled enough to drink, and the first hit kicked like a goddamn mule. I’d intentionally waited to consume my first cup until after the meeting to make it more of a treat, and it tasted amazing.

There’s nothing like that first hit of caffeine, I thought. Except maybe these two.

“Do we think he’ll come around?” Yukiko asked. “You would know best, Jack. Is he going to accept the way you live your life once he sees it in action? Or will he continue to be an obstacle?”

I had to think it over for a second. “I’m not sure,” I said. “Uncle Daniel’s a good man, but he’s… you know. Old-school. He’s trying to see things my way, but I might be asking too much of him.” I glanced over at Sam, then Yukiko. “It doesn’t really matter, though, I suppose. He still thinks I’m good enough for the big chair, and that means a hell of a lot to me.”

“We don’t need his approval,” Samantha agreed. Then she changed tack, shooting Yukiko a wink. “You made quite the impression on the boss, by the way. I don’t think he’s going to forget that conversation he had with you anytime soon…”

“And Kiki was telling the truth,” Samantha added. “She and I talked all of this over. When the time comes, it makes sense for her to be the one who wears the ring. She wants a big family and life in the public eye.”

“And you don’t?” I asked.

Samantha’s gaze grew faraway. “All I want is you, Daddy,” she said, a catch entering her voice. “You and Kiki. As long as we’re on this crazy ride together, I don’t need a white picket fence or a horse and carriage. Besides, I’d make an awful CEO’s wife. I have this terrible habit of getting naked in public for this older man…”

I chuckled. “You seem to handle Delta Rho pretty well.”

Samantha shrugged. “That’s coeds.” A flash of pain filled her gaze. “Besides, that got pretty screwed up, didn’t it?”

My grip tightened on her knee. “We’ll work through that,” I promised her. “Nobody’s going to leave you out in the lurch, Samantha. I know how much Delta Rho means to you.”

Samantha nodded. “It makes me really happy to know that Marcie went to the mat for us, Daddy. That even after that big fight we had, she cares enough about us to defend us from these awful things that woman is doing to us…”

It meant a lot to me, too. “Yeah. We need to thank Marcie.”

“That reminds me.” Yukiko’s screen was fully lit up—she’d opened a spreadsheet on her desktop and maximized it. Efficient girl, in more ways than one. “You never told me that you and Marcie were related?”

Huh? “We’re not.”

“But you called your boss ‘Uncle Daniel’,” Yukiko insisted. “And Marcie’s his daughter. Wouldn’t that make the two of you cousins?”

Oh! “Daniel’s not really my uncle,” I explained, my confusion easing. “He’s an old friend of my father’s—pretty much his best friend. I grew up close to him, and I always just called him Uncle Daniel. There’s no relation, though.”

“Hmm.” Yukiko pursed her lips. “Interesting—”

Whatever thought she’d been about to express died on her lips as the little coaster next to her started to vibrate. The lights on it went nuts, flashing on and off like a police siren. She grabbed her oversized tea to keep it from toppling over.

“That would be the food,” I said, glancing over at the order counter. “You two stay here—I’ll grab it.”

I turned the coaster in at the front and took the tray of breakfast food. By the time I got back, Samantha had finished her tea and was touching up her makeup in a little compact mirror. Yukiko had her spreadsheet open and ready.

We ate, then I grabbed everybody a refill and we got down to business.

“Alright,” Yukiko said. “Jack’s job is no longer on the chopping block—not for now, at least. But we’ve still got plenty of fires to put out here in Stillwell.”

She wasn’t wrong. Elizabeth Baines had unleashed a shitstorm in this sleepy college town, carpet-bombing everyone I knew with nasty little letters and threats overnight. Dealing with them all felt like playing the world’s toughest, most unsatisfying game of whack-a-mole, and we were just getting started.

The letter to Delta Rho’s national board was the big one, calling for Samantha’s head on a platter and her expulsion as leader of the Stillwell chapter of the sorority. Honestly, I still couldn’t believe Liz Baines had been so brazen. Sam poured her entire academic career into running that place, and now she was being painted as some kind of bubbleheaded sorority slut. It beggared belief.

Then there was the letter she’d fired off to Yukiko’s parents, ‘warning’ them about the older man taking advantage of her on campus. They’d been blowing up her phone ever since, demanding that she ‘explain’ herself. So far, Kiki had managed to fend them off, but it was a problem we’d need to tackle sooner or later.

Tasha—Officer Davis—faced a similar demand. Her superiors received an angry missive from the desk of Liz Baines, raking her over the coals for ‘fraternizing’ with a suspect. Even Maria Alvarez, my realtor, wasn’t immune—though she’d laughed it off when I texted her the previous night to confirm that Elizabeth had contacted her place of employment as well.

And then there was me.

“The number one issue has to be the disciplinary hearing,” Yukiko said with a frown. “If that goes poorly, Stillwell could decide Jack doesn’t get to finish his final semester. No diploma means nothing to bring back with you to Boston. The whole thing falls apart.”

I barked out a mirthless laugh. “‘Inappropriate conduct’,” I said. “As if half the damn student body isn’t engaged in conduct just as inappropriate on any given weekend. I’m not so worried about that one.”

“I don’t think Elizabeth has much of a leg to stand on, either,” Yukiko agreed. “But just the fact that it’s happening worries me. Anything could happen at that meeting.”

“Which is why we’re going to the mat for you, Daddy,” Samantha chimed in, her voice fierce. “By the time you step into that meeting, the whole campus will know that the entire sorority stands besides you. Lakshmi’s already rallying the other sisters to combat the rumors.”

“Liz Baines sent one letter,” Kiki remarked dryly. “Delta Rho’s going to send about fifty.”

“And our social media game is on point,” Sam added. “Never underestimate the power of a hot girl’s Instagram. Half those old men on the board spend their nights secretly drooling over Delta Rho’s thirst traps. They’re going to get an earful of how totally lame this smear campaign against you really is!”

That all sounded incredible. I put an arm around the blonde, pulling her close, while my free hand reached across the table to lace my fingers through Yukiko’s. Someone over at a nearby table stared, then became intensely interested in scrolling their social media feed.

Fuck ‘em, I thought. I’m living the good life.

“That’s number one,” Yukiko said. “Moving on to the next in the list…”

The businesslike way she handled our personal affairs made me think of the Premises she’d once outlined for me about our romantic life. Evidently I wasn’t the only one thinking about the comparison, because before she could bring up the next item on the agenda, Samantha lit up with a giggle.

“Gosh, you really do sound like a CEO’s wife,” the blonde coed purred. “You’re so authoritative, Kiki. You really do have a skill for management, you know that?”

The asian coed accepted the compliment with a nod. “Jack’s going to need the help,” she said, giving my hand a squeeze. “Besides, a little structure is good for everyone’s life. Even where relationships are concerned.” She paused, glanced to the side and dropped her voice. “Even where the harem is concerned.”

I nearly choked on my drink. “Excuse me? You’re going to manage my harem?”

Yukiko didn’t deny it. “I’ll manage Samantha,” she said, nodding over at the blonde. “And any other women who enter our orbit. But I decided not to bring that second part up in front of your boss. Besides, it’s not his business to begin with. As long as we’re keeping things quiet, it doesn’t matter how many women hop in and out of my husband’s bed.”

Husband. Just the casual way Yukiko said that made my heart skip a beat.

And that was on top of all the other stuff. Holy shit.

Samantha’s eyes widened, then she burst out laughing. “Kiki! Oh my God!”

“What?” No other woman on earth could have managed to sound innocent after a declaration like that, but Yukiko managed it. “You don’t want our relationship to run smoothly?”

“Of course I do,” Samantha said, sharing an amazed glance with me. “I just didn’t realize what a dirty little freak you are. Underneath all that stats nerdery is one crazy wild girl.”

Yukiko shrugged—but her foot slid right back between my legs, teasing the bulge there with the tips of her toes. “There aren’t any secrets between us,” she said, dropping her voice and speaking in a matter-of-fact tone. “You know that the first time Jack and I made love, there was another woman involved.”

“I know that’s totally freaking hot,” Samantha blurted.

Yukiko nodded. “It is. Jack has a way of pulling gorgeous women into his orbit. He does it almost as easily as he gets into trouble.” Her smirk widened. “It seems to me like he could use a girl to help him out with both of those things.”

My cock surged in my boxers. I let out a low, possessive growl.

Don’t get me wrong: I was about the happiest goddamn man in the world. These two coeds were beautiful, intelligent and more than enough to keep any man happy for the rest of his life.

But Yukiko was already used to threesomes. From what she’d confessed to Marcie the other night, she loved them. She liked watching me with other women. Claiming them. Owning them.

Grinding her wet Asian kitty against their faces while I made them mine.

Just like she’d done to Samantha Lowry.

“Kiki,” I rasped, fixing her with my gaze. “Are you sure you’re straight?”

Yukiko chuckled. “Let’s say I’m Jack-sexual. Whatever you like, I like. And you do like some very beautiful women…”

Christ. Images flashed through my mind—the sorts of things men fantasized about but never actually thought they could have. Samantha chatting up eligible coeds at sorority events while Yukiko set up a rotating schedule, effortlessly balancing her role as the CEO’s wife with her kink for being the madam of my personal brothel. Women like Maria Alvarez dropping in for the weekend, spending forty-eight hours tied to our bed and going home with a fresh set of bruises and a smile. Me, sharing some of the hottest women I’d ever met with my soulmate and the coed who’d captured my heart.

It made my palms sweat and my heart thump like a kettle drum.

“Good Lord,” I managed.

“You and me both,” Samantha said. The blonde made a show of fanning herself with a menu. “I was half-joking when I talked about this being a harem. But if it’s going to be like that, then full-fucking-steam ahead…”

“Don’t worry,” Yukiko told Samantha with a wink. “I’ll make sure you always get special treatment, boo. Even if you were kind of a bitch as sorority president sometimes.”

“You like it when I’m a bitch,” Samantha countered. “It makes it even better when you put me in my place.”

Yukiko didn’t argue with that. “Back to the list,” she said, licking her lips. She was all business now, but I sensed that as soon as we got back to the condo she was planning on putting a few of those naughty thoughts we’d just slipped into her head into practice. “If we can fend off this attack on your job and make sure you get your diploma, then our biggest obstacles become relational.”

“Relational?” Samantha asked.

Yukiko blanched. “My parents,” she said, almost in a whisper. “And yours.”

“Oh.” Samantha’s expression was unreadable. “Well, you can cross my family off your list. That’s not a problem.”

“But—”

“No buts.” Sam’s voice rang with an edge it hadn’t before.  “I told you, we already don’t get along. Some nasty rumors aren’t going to change anything. It’s not like we can be any more estranged.”

I wondered about that. How had things fallen so far so quickly between Samantha Lowry and her parents? From what she’d been telling me just a few minutes ago, they’d had a decent enough relationship when she was a kid. It was hard to imagine going from yearly trips to Europe to not speaking to each other in the USA.

I made a mental note to ask her about it once things cooled down. I couldn’t help but sense there was a story there—maybe one I could help out with.

“If Samantha says it's not a problem, then it’s not a problem,” I said, cutting Yukiko off before she could protest further. “We’ll take her word for it, sweetheart. Now, what about your folks? How bad are things in that corner?”

Yukiko took a long sip of her boba tea. I could tell the thought of diving into this upset her, though the pragmatist in her would never want to admit it.

“I really don’t know,” she said. “Six months ago I would have said they’d be mad, but they’d come around eventually. Now, though? With the divorce?”

“The divorce wasn’t your fault,” Samantha cut in, her tone hard. “It’s not fair for you to beat yourself up over that—”

“No, it’s my father’s fault,” Yukiko said. For a woman so normally calm and collected, the anger that entered her voice just then was so sharp and sudden that it caught me off guard. “I’m not going to say my parents had a perfect marriage, but my mother is a good woman. She’s not the one who abandoned our family to run off with a secretary half his age.”

A sick feeling filled my gut. “That’s what he did, huh?” I’d heard some of this story before, though not all the details. “You think maybe that’s why he’s reacting so strongly to this? Out of guilt?”

From the way her expression changed, I could tell Yukiko hadn’t entertained the notion before now. “What?” she blurted, nearly dropping her tea. “But this situation is completely different! You’re not married, for one thing! And this isn’t some fling—we love each other, I’m coming with you when you leave Stillwell…”

“Of course it’s different,” I said, doing my best to calm her down. “I’m just saying—from the outside, your father probably sees more than a little of his own situation when he looks at you. Maybe it’s making him look at his own role in things from the other side of it. Could that be why he’s so upset?”

Wrinkles appeared on Yukiko’s forehead as she frowned. “If so, that’s awful,” she said, shaking her head. “I almost couldn’t believe he’d… but maybe. Shit.”

“Do you think me talking to them would help?” I asked. The thought of facing down Yukiko’s parents wasn’t exactly a pleasant one, but I’d dealt with worse. After the hell Trevor and his mother put me through, there wasn’t much a pair of conservative Japanese parents could do to scare me. “If I made my intentions clear?”

It was then that Yukiko said something that changed all of our lives forever. She didn’t even realize it at the time—at the time, I’m pretty sure she regarded it as nothing more than a joke.

“I don’t know,” the coed said, practically snorting into her tea. “I’m not sure you know how Asian parents can be, Jack. Their expectations for their daughter are sky high. If I show up with anything other than a millionaire and a diamond the size of a robin’s egg, they’re going to spend the rest of my life considering me a disappointment.”

Samantha jabbed her knee into my side. When I glanced over, the blonde’s eyes met mine, and I could see her thoughts as clearly as if they’d been written across her forehead.

Yukiko’s eyes were back on her laptop—she didn’t see it. But for that brief, brilliant moment, the president of the Delta Rho sorority and I were as thick as thieves.

She nodded briefly. And I knew what the two of us were going to do.

“I want to talk to them,” I told Yukiko. “Can you set up a meeting?”

Yukiko blinked. “Um, sure. I think so. I mean, Mom’s been texting me almost non-stop. She wants me to ‘explain myself’.”

“We’ll explain it to her together,” I promised the coed. “Invite them out to dinner. Whatever’s both good and outrageously expensive in their town. I’m sure they won’t turn down free food, even if it’s being paid for by the man who corrupted their daughter.”

Yukiko’s smirk told me she loved the idea. “I’m sure they won’t. You sound like you’ve got a plan to deal with them. You want to let me in on it?”

“Better keep it a surprise,” I told her. Besides, I’ve got a surprise planned for Sam, too. She just doesn’t know it yet. “Just trust me.”

“I do,” she said. She set her tea to the side and scrolled through her spreadsheet, then cleared her throat. “Alright, let’s get granular. We’ve got less than seventy-two hours until Jack’s disciplinary hearing. How do we make as much of an impact on campus before then?”

We dove into the details, coming up with ideas between sips of coffee and bites of danish. Some of our plans were completely unfeasible, while others sounded brilliant on paper but would have taken far too much time to implement before the hearing. What gradually became clear to all three of us was that Delta Rho was the key—the biggest weapon in our arsenal, the driver of public opinion on Stillwell’s campus.

“I’m whipping them about as hard as I can,” Samantha said at one point. “Any harder and I’d have to be physically whipping them.”

“Oh, I bet you’d just love that,” Yukiko purred.

Samantha stuck out her tongue, a gesture which made her look almost girlish before her natural authority reasserted itself. “It’s a drag being the one in charge all the time. Sometimes you just want to let someone else hold the whip, you know?” She nuzzled me, tucking her tongue in her cheek like she wanted something other than brunch in her mouth. “Of course you know, Daddy.”

“I figured you out pretty quickly,” I growled, putting a hand between Samantha’s thighs. “You put on a big show, but you’re really not all that complicated.”

“Oh? Do tell.”

I couldn’t keep the grin off my face. “You act like a brat because you want someone to put you in your place,” I told her, pulling her close. “And you shoot your mouth off to me because you want me to take it and show you what you really ought to be doing with it…”

Samantha’s cheeks flushed with heat. The blonde arched her back, lifting her hips and parting her thighs to push my hand even deeper between them. Even in a deli, where anyone walking through could see the two of us fooling around, my gorgeous sorority princess was as shameless as any whore.

If my phone hadn’t chosen that moment to start buzzing, we might have pushed things even further.

Instead, a sly look spread across the blonde’s face. “Is that for me, Daddy? Or do you have more important business than me—?”

“I need to take this,” I grunted, startling both Sam and Kiki. “It’s Marcie.”


Chapter Four

“Marcie!?” Yukiko’s brows shot skyward. “Jack, you’d better take that—!”

I was already sliding out of my seat. Samantha let me go with a whimper, her body shivering in frustration as my hand left that gorgeous ache between her legs. I gave her a look that told her I’d make it up to her later as I rose and made my way across the restaurant.

“Babygirl?” The word came out rougher than I’d intended. In my defense, it hadn’t been all that long ago that I’d despaired of ever hearing a word from my boss’s daughter again. “Are you alright?”

The pause on the other end of the line stretched out for such a long time that I worried Marcie had hung up or gotten disconnected.

“Hi, Jack,” Marcie said, without the uncle title I was used to.

That was okay with me.

The fact that she was talking to me at all was a plus.

I reached the door and pushed out into the crisp, late-morning air. “Hey, babygirl,” I said, ignoring a guy with a DoorDash satchel shoving his way through the entrance behind me. “It’s good to hear from you.”

“I couldn’t not call.” I heard a hiss of static on the other end of the line and moved a few steps away from the door, into the sunshine. “I heard that you had a meeting with my Dad this morning.”

“More like a meeting with your Dad’s HR department,” I said.

“Ouch. Yeah, he told me a little bit about that.”

“I heard you had a very long conversation with him,” I said. From my vantage point I could see my condo across the street. The tops of vehicles parked in front of my building shone like glass as the sun rose higher in the sky. “I’m really glad you did.”

Another long pause. “I couldn’t… I couldn’t let you get railroaded like that,” she blurted, her voice thick with emotion. “Whatever else I think about you, Uncle Jack, you don’t deserve to lose your job. You’re not a bad person.”

“I’m not,” I agreed, meaning it. “And neither are you, Marcie. Look, about the other night—”

“I don’t want to talk about that over the phone,” Marcie said quickly. “It’s too important to talk about like this. We should really do it in person.”

Something inside of me unclenched. “I couldn’t agree more,” I said, relaxing a fraction. “Where are you right now? I’m at the deli across the street from the condo with Samantha and Yukiko, having bunch and a strategy session. I know both of those girls would love to talk to you…”

I trailed off when I heard a sound from the other end of the line. A short, strangled little cry. A sob? Was Marcie crying?

“I don’t know about that,” Marcie said. “Uncle Jack, I really don’t.”

“Well, I do,” I said firmly. “I’ll come pick you up right now if you want, babygirl. Or we’ll come meet you wherever. Of course, if you don’t want them there right now—if you’re still feeling a little out of sorts about everything you found out the other night—I understand if you’d rather it just be you and me—”

“I… I have class,” Marcie said. Something about her tone told me she wasn’t being entirely truthful with me, but I knew better than to push her. “I’m sorry, Uncle Jack.”

The irony didn’t escape me. I’d just had a conversation with Samantha about why I called my boss Uncle Daniel, and now here I was listening to Marcie call me Uncle Jack. None of us were related, but I felt about as strongly towards Marcella as any man felt about a woman he’d been watching grow into herself for the last fifteen years. I considered her family almost as much as her father did.

“Babygirl, you’ve got nothing to apologize for,” I said. “Your Dad told me a little bit about the convo you and him had. I’m not sure what you believe about me right now, but I just want you to know that I love you, babygirl. I always have. That’s never gonna change.”

“I know,” Marcie said. “I feel so awful, Jack. I really… but no, I shouldn’t. You deserve to hear this from me in person.”

Hear what in person? That almost sounded like an apology.

If it was, then me and my girls were going to have one hell a reason to celebrate.

“Can we meet up later?” the coed asked in a rush. “We really need to talk.”

I glanced back at the restaurant. Through the window, I could see Samantha and Yukiko sitting at our table, their heads down as they conversed in low tones. I thought of the myriad crises we needed to tackle today: the hearing, the rumors on campus, the situation with Kiki’s parents, everything having to do with the Stillwell Police Department. I thought of my promise to make things up to Samantha later, and the secret thing the two of us had decided to do later behind Yukiko’s back.

I thought about all of it.

For about two seconds.

“Absolutely,” I told Marcie. “Tell me where, when and who, babygirl.”

I could sense Marcella working up her courage before she spoke. “Before I do that, there’s something I want to ask you, Jack. There’s something I need to know.”

I braced myself. I knew how mercurial Marcie could be—even though she’d just pushed all of our talk about that awkward night into some future conversation, there was no telling what she might ask. If she wanted to know about the night I pulled her out of the Delta Rho sorority house before Trevor and his friend could do something awful to her, then I was going to give her the unvarnished truth. I owed it to her.

“Shoot, babygirl. I’m an open book.”

My mind ran through every possible thing she could ask me.

Only for her actual question to be something I’d never expected.

“Does…?”

Marcie’s voice cracked. I heard her turn away from the phone and give another one of those short, stifled sobs. What the hell was wrong with her? I wished she was standing in front of me, so I could give her a hug and tell her everything was going to be alright.

“Does Sam hate me now?”

What!? My jaw dropped open. You could have given me a hundred guesses as to the content of Marcie’s question, and I never would have even gotten close to the answer.

“Marcella Ramsey. What the hell are you talking about?”

“I said those awful things about her in your apartment,” Marcie said, her voice quavering as she spoke. “Her, and Kiki, and you. I know you wouldn’t hold something like that against me, Uncle Jack, but Samantha was begging for me to come back and I just didn’t listen to her. And now all these terrible things are happening to the sorority because of that awful woman, and Sam might not even get to be our president any more…”

“Woah, woah, slow down,” I grunted. Through the pane of glass at the front of the deli, I watched Samantha Lowry take a sip of her tea. Her gaze caught mine from a distance and she winked, doing that ‘tongue in the side of her cheek’ trick. Yeah, she definitely wanted me to force her ‘bratty’ self to her knees later at my condo.

“Samantha Lowry does not hate you, babygirl. She’s your big. Your mentor.”

“You mean it?” Despite everything, Marcie sounded like she didn’t quite believe me. “I know I’ve been difficult, Uncle Jack. When I caught the three of you together, I had a bad reaction. I didn’t know what to think. I said some things that were really, really hurtful. And when I think about that last look Samantha gave me, with those tears streaming down her cheeks… Uncle Jack, it’s so awful…”

Something about this felt strange to me. Not in a deceitful way—if Marcella Ramsey had ever planned to betray me, she’d have let her father’s HR department tear me to shreds and walked away without a second thought—but in a ‘I don’t understand why you’re doing this’ sort of way.

I knew Marcie looked up to Samantha. Saw her as a hero, someone worthy of emulating—almost a totem. And I knew how important it was for her to gain acceptance into Delta Rho and join the ranks of these brilliant, beautiful sorority sisters.

But this felt beyond. The two of them were friends, but were they really that close?

Whatever the reason for her distress, I decided the best thing to do was allay Marcie’s fears. “Babygirl, the only thing that’s been on Samantha Lowry’s mind since you stormed out of my apartment is whether or not you’re okay. She’s not mad at you! Kiki’s not mad either. Nobody wants to bury the hatchet and put this behind us more than Samantha.”

That did it. “Okay,” Marcie said, something shifting in her voice. “In that case, it doesn’t have to be just you and me. Your… your girlfriends can come, too.” She paused, then unexpected laughter spilled from her. “I can’t believe I just said that. How am I ever going to get used to calling both of those women your girlfriends?”

“It might surprise you how easy it is,” I said. Already I was thinking that once Marcie saw the three of us in action, she’d change her tune about this relationship quick. Especially if she’d been secretly worried that Samantha was the one angry at her this whole time. “Where can we meet up, babygirl?”

This time, Marcie only needed to think for a moment. “The Delta Rho house,” she said, clearing her throat. “Can you swing by there later this afternoon? I should be there around four or so.”

I made a quick mental tally of the things I would need to do between now and then. “Sure, that’s no problem,” I told Marcie. I wasn’t one hundred percent sure about Samantha and Yukiko’s schedules, but I felt certain they’d make time for the coed if she wanted to meet and talk. “I’ll be there with bells on.”

“No bells necessary,” Marcie said with a chuckle. “Just be there, Uncle Jack.”

She hung up.

The sun moved behind a cloud over my head, bathing the avenue in shade. I stared at my own reflection in my cell phone for a few seconds, running back over the call in my head. The things Marcie had said, and the way she’d sounded when she said them.

“That,” I muttered, “was strange.”

I went back inside. Yukiko and Samantha had both finished their food and looked to be deep in their strategy session. The blonde had abandoned her side of the table to sit next to her bestie, pointing at different lines on the screen and adding her own ideas to Yukiko’s. They made quite a team.

In more ways than one, I thought as I cut across the floor.

Yukiko saw me and smiled, though her eyes were concerned. “Everything go okay?”

I nodded as I slid into the booth. “About as good as it could go,” I said, echoing what we’d said about the HR meeting earlier. “Marcie wants to meet with us to talk. Later today.”

Samantha’s expression softened. “She’s… okay? With us?”

“I think she’s getting that way,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. I gave them a brief rundown of the call, including the time and place of our future meeting. Both women looked cheered at the idea that Marcie might be about to apologize to us.

“It’s the damndest thing, though,” I said. “She’s acting a little weird.”

“She’s been off for a while,” the sorority president said. “You should have seen her that night at the initiation.”

“What do you mean?”

“She definitely had an inkling of what was going on between us, but it was like she was possessed,” Samantha said. “She kept coming up to me at the bar, asking questions. And, I mean, she got so suspicious after that she drove all the way to your condo to catch us in the act. It was, what, one in the morning when she showed up?”

It had been something along those lines. I hadn’t thought about it like that before, but Samantha was right. Something odd was going on with Marcie.

“No wonder she overreacted,” Yukiko mused. “Was she on something that night?”

I shook my head. Marcie wasn’t like that—and even if she was, I would have been able to tell. “She asked me a very strange question,” I told my girlfriends, looking from one to the other. “Before she agreed to meet, there was something she wanted to know.”

Both of my women shared a look.

“What?” Samantha asked.

I cleared my throat. “Marcie wanted to know whether you hated her.”

Samantha sat up a little straighter. She stared at me in confusion for a long moment, as if she assumed I was about to tell her I was joking. Then she burst out laughing.

“What? No! I could never hate Marcie!”

Several people turned to look at her outburst, and she covered her pouty lips with her fingers. “Jesus, I didn’t realize things were that bad between us. I was afraid that she hated me—that she’d never forgive me after catching me with you.”

“Apparently she sees it the other way now,” I said. I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around that. “I’d really like to know what kind of conversation she had with Daniel, my boss. Clearly he talked some kind of sense into her. But that’s a hell of a one-eighty from Marcella…”

“I told you she’d come around,” Yukiko said quietly. “She looks up to you, Sam. You’re pretty much Supergirl in her eyes. And Jack is basically like family to her. There’s no way she could stay mad at either of you forever.”

“Or even for very long,” Samantha mused. “God, I really hope that’s the case. Hiding all of this from Marcie is the only regret I have about the whole thing.”

I took her hand beneath the table. “No others?”

She looked at me as if I’d grown a second head. “Of course not! I don’t regret anything we’ve done for a minute, Daddy. That would be silly—”

My pocket buzzed.

Samantha glanced down at it with a mixture of surprise and irritation. “Again? You don’t think Marcie forgot to tell you something, did she?”

“It’s not Marcie,” I said, pulling my phone out of my pocket. “Actually, I don’t recognize this number at all.”

If it didn’t have a Stillwell area code, I might have put the phone back into my pocket. Instead I got curious. My thumb hit the button as I pressed the phone to my ear.

“Hello?” I asked.

Silence. Then a voice.

“Mr. Avery?”

“This is he,” I said, holding up a hand to forestall Yukiko and Samantha. “Who is this?”

“This is Paul, Mr. Avery,” the man said. He had a smoker’s voice: raspy, with more New England in his accent than most of the people who lived around here. “With Via Rosso Motors? We’ve been doing repair work on your car for the last week or so.”

Suddenly it clicked. “Right! Yes, you were the ones they towed it to after the incident in my parking lot.”

“That would be correct,” the mechanic said. “Anyway, sorry for the long wait. Your car’s ready. You can come pick her up anytime. She’s a beauty, by the way.”

“That’s fantastic news,” I said, winking at Yukiko. I think both women had already twigged onto what was going on—both of them were all smiles. “Would I be able to come and get it in the next hour or so?”

“That’s not a problem,” he assured me. “Just ask for me at the front desk.”

I told him I would and hung up the phone after a few more pleasantries. When I slipped the device back into my pocket, both Yukiko and Samantha were staring at me.

“Good news?” the blonde asked, barely able to contain her excitement.

“Seems like things are starting to go our way,” I told the pair. “First the issue with my job’s been sorted out, and now the McLaren’s fixed. No more rental car.”

Yukiko’s eyes lit up like Christmas. “I’m so happy to hear it!” she said, looking pleased for me. “I know you love that car, Jack. And I really loved that night we spent riding down the backroads in that beast.”

“You in the passenger seat, wind in your hair,” I said, grinning. “And Maria Alvarez in the backseat.”

“And on the hood,” Kiki added in a sultry whisper. “Which reminds me—you haven’t had the opportunity to go joyriding with Jack, have you, Samantha?”

The blonde shook her head. “I’ve only ridden in it the one time,” she said, reminding us both of the night I’d taken her from the sorority house to my condo. “And we didn’t get to go anywhere fun.”

Yukiko glanced down at her watch. “Well, assuming we pick the car up in the next hour or so, we should have plenty of time before our meeting with Marcie. What if we take this opportunity to re-christen the McLaren?”

Her words hit me like a slug of whiskey, spreading through my chest and hardening my cock in my boxers. No matter what else was going on in my life, I was always up for some fast driving and some intense lovemaking with my girlfriend. Girlfriends.

Samantha sensed the change immediately. Her hand slid between my thighs, gently cupping what was already rock-hard beneath the fabric. “That sounds like a wonderful idea,” she purred. “Take a drive, find a quiet spot. Get your mind off of things…”

Images flooded my mind: us parked in some shady grove, Samantha bent over the hood of the McLaren with her skirt hiked up as I took her hard and fast. Yukiko watching, rubbing herself shamelessly, talking about how hot watching us made her as she waited for her turn to get fucked…

“Daddy?”

Huh? I blinked—both women were staring at me.

“Sorry,” I said. “The two of you distracted me.”

Both girls giggled. “We have that effect on you,” Yukiko agreed. “Did you hear Samantha’s question, Jack?”

I shook my head. “What was it?”

“What I said,” the blonde repeated, pouting theatrically, “was that I wanted to know whether or not you had a bathing suit back at your condo, Jack.”

A bathing suit? “I don’t think so,” I said, glancing over at Yukiko. If this was going to make sense in a minute, it would probably be her who explained it. “Babygirl, it’s getting a little late in the year for beach season…”

Samantha flashed an impish little grin. “We’re not going to the beach,” she said confidently. “We’re going somewhere only Delta Rho knows about.”

My brows rose. “Yeah?”

Yukiko’s mouth hung open. “You’re going to let him in on that?” she asked.

Samantha was already nodding. “Why wouldn’t I?” she countered. “Jack has done so much for the sisterhood. If he wasn’t a man, we’d probably have made him an honorary co-president already.” She paused, thinking it over. “Maybe we should anyway. It would piss national leadership off something fierce for my last official act to be making Jack the new head of the sorority!”

“I must be missing something,” I told the girls. “What is this you’re planning on sharing with me, exactly?”

“It’s… kind of a secret,” Samantha said, nibbling her bottom lip. “The sort of thing even rank-and-file members of Delta Rho don’t know about. Just us.”

“The lieutenants,” Yukiko added. “And Samantha.”

I was intrigued. Some kind of hidden secret? I’d always gotten the impression I was missing something when it came to Delta Rho. The feeling had only increased during the pomp and circumstance of their initiation ceremony—which felt more like a group of witches inducting new girls into their coven than a Greek organization.

Now, perhaps, I was going to find out what that feeling meant.

“I’m surprised they haven’t taken whatever this is away from you already, if you’re in so much trouble,” I mused. I was fishing and my girls probably knew it, but they didn’t blame me. In fact, Samantha’s eyes lit up.

“This isn’t a national thing,” she corrected, sounding like she was too cool for that. “This is a Stillwell thing, Daddy. A New England thing. An us thing.”

“A Book of Rho thing,” Yukiko said.

I remembered that. Each member of the sorority wrote her name in the pages of a golden book, which was passed down from one president of the chapter to the next. I’d never looked it up, but I’d assumed the book was just part of the way the sorority did business—that there was probably a ‘Book of Rho’ in every chapter of Delta Rho. Apparently, there wasn’t? Interesting.

“We’ll go after we pick up the car,” Yukiko said. Her cheeks had turned pink, though whether from the thought of what the three of us would do together in and on my car or the excitement of showing me Delta Rho’s secret place, I wasn’t sure. “We’ll have more than enough time—we can show Jack the thing, christen the McLaren, then swoop back into town and patch things up with Marcie. We’ll make a day of it.”

“Sounds wonderful,” Samantha agreed. “Shall we?”

I grabbed a cup of to-go coffee and headed out, the warmth of the brew in my hand nothing compared to the heat building between me and the two women I’d chosen to share my life with. A quick check of Google Maps on my phone assured me Via Rosso Motors wasn’t far—just a quick drive in the rental, which I’d leave behind for the company to pick up after I got my automobile back.

But I knew it would feel like an eternity with Samantha and Yukiko teasing me the whole way there.

I felt like the luckiest son of a bitch in the world as we pulled out of the parking lot. One thing had already gone very right for me today, and now a second win was about to fall into my lap. I wasn’t sure what marvel the women of Delta Rho had to show me, but that promised to be interesting, too.

I was going to have my McLaren back. And two gorgeous women ready to ‘christen’ it with me.

What could possibly go wrong?


Chapter Five

I was bound and determined to keep my hands to myself during the drive to Via Rosso Motors. The mechanic’s was barely a ten minute drive from my condo, brief enough that even Yukiko and Samantha’s flirting couldn’t boil over into much more than foreplay before we reached the place where my newly-repaired car waited for me. Even with the change of plans from our threesome back at my condo, I resolved to be a good guy and wait for whatever surprise Yukiko and Samantha had in store for me.

But then we hit the traffic.

The GPS, bastard that it was, didn’t even warn me about it. Half a mile beyond the edge of town what was a three-lane road abruptly shrank to one, with the left two lanes covered in brand-new asphalt and separated from the other by a line of cones. A little way up ahead a bunch of guys in hard hats stood around an earth mover and some other construction equipment. They’d dug a furrow the size of a small creek into the earth, lifting half the road until it was almost six inches higher than the other half.

“You are still on the fastest route,” the dashboard informed me curtly as I pulled to a stop behind someone’s pickup truck. “There is an estimated twenty-minute delay due to congestion…”

“Congestion?” I laughed. “More like chaos. What the hell are they doing to the road?”

In the passenger seat, Yukiko tucked her laptop into the bag at her feet and rubbed her eyes. “Oh, great,” she muttered, glancing reflexively at her watch. “They must be putting in some new condos or something like that. See how they’re widening the embankments?”

“Ugh, the construction never stops in this town,” Samantha groaned. The blonde lay sprawled in the backseat of the rental like she owned it, watching the team in hard hats with a disinterested air. “You’d think they’d at least have the decency to do this at night, instead of when half the town is out about on errands.”

“Right,” Yukiko snickered. “The city council cares way more about all these roadworks than they do about us. Maybe we should make a U-turn and find a different route?”

I tapped the dashboard a few times, frowning. “It’s saying this is still the fastest route, for whatever that’s worth. There’s a couple of alternate ways we could go, but they’ll take even longer. Maybe a whole extra half hour.”

Yukiko didn’t like the sound of that. “No, that won’t do. If we’re going to make a drive up to the place we were talking about and get back to town in time to meet Marcie, we can’t go off on any random adventures.” She craned her neck, peering across the highway. “At least the road’s clear coming into town, even if the way out is blocked.”

“So we’re stuck,” I grunted. “Great.”

The pile up relaxed a fraction and we scooted forward. For about thirty seconds I held onto the hope that we might clear the blocked flow prematurely, but I soon had to slam on the brakes once more. At least we were past the construction crew now; to my left was nothing but trees and the torn-up asphalt.

“Bo-oring,” Samantha giggled. “What should we do, Daddy? Play a game? How about ‘I Spy?’”

“Damn, I spy something cute,” Yukiko purred. “You’re going to like this, Jack…”

The coed gestured to my right. A short line of cars waited at the exit just up ahead, waiting to merge into our lane. At their head stood a convertible—a convertible I could have sworn I’d seen before, though I couldn’t remember where. Sitting in the driver’s seat was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen, wearing a dark pair of sunglasses and—at this hour!—a cheerleading uniform. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail, and even from this distance I could see the cherry-red lipstick on her mouth.

She looked like a wet dream of 1950’s Americana brought to life. I could see why Yukiko wanted me to look at her.

“Fuck, she’s gorgeous,” Samantha agreed. “I don’t recognize her—she must be on the campus cheerleading team. She looks like Delta Rho material for sure.”

“Forget Delta Rho,” Yukiko purred, a twinkle in her eye. “She looks like harem material.”

The girl in the convertible tapped her steering wheel to some beat only she could hear, oblivious of the conversation we were having about her a stone’s throw away. She really did look like Delta Rho material—with that tight little outfit and her perky good looks, she could have stepped right off of a recruitment poster.

Or some frat boy’s centerfold.

“You’re something else,” I told the coed, shaking my head. “Most women would kill me for staring at a girl like her in traffic…”

“I’m not most girls,” Yukiko said, grinning mischievously. “What do you think, Jack? Should we hop out while we’re all stuck in bumper-to-bumper and invite her to our party?”

I could barely believe what I was hearing. With any other woman, I’d have assumed she was joking—but with Yukiko, it was impossible to tell. This woman had had almost as many threesomes with me as one-on-one sexual encounters. She lived for this.

Samantha apparently agreed. “Holy shit,” she purred from the backseat. “There’s no way you’re one hundred percent straight, Kiki.”

“Hush,” the coed said. “I’m talking to my man.”

“Your man is listening,” I growled.

With a dark chuckle, Yukiko leaned over. The seatbelt slid off of her shoulder, tucked behind her arm as she practically climbed onto the center console. Her hand gripped my thigh, giving it a squeeze—and then, before I could say a word, she reached for my zipper and tugged it down.

“Jesus, Kiki,” I blurted. I could feel spots of color on my cheeks—if I glanced in the rearview mirror, I’d see them. “Girl, what are you doing—?”

“Having a little fun in boring traffic,” she said, like this was the most innocent idea she’d ever come up with. “Besides, its not like anyone can see us.”

“That’s not the point,” I grunted. “We’re in public. And not out in the woods—”

She turned and stared at me, her lips tightening. “You fucked Samantha on the balcony of your condo while people partied on the sidewalk below you,” she said, her voice crackling with heat. “Sam told me. She waved to people while she was bouncing up and down on your dick.”

The memory made my cock throb. I couldn’t hide how much all this turned me on—and I was rapidly losing any desire to try.

“Think about it,” Yukiko whispered, leaning back in her seat as the heel of her hand applied gentle pressure to me through my boxers. “That cute little blonde bent over the hood of your sports car, her tits pressed against the chrome while you fill her with that big dick. Me and Sam watching, rubbing each other’s pussies like good little sluts, waiting for our turn to get pounded—”

It was so much like the fantasy I’d had in the deli that part of me suspected Yukiko had telepathic powers. I grit my teeth and growled with pleasure as her hand moved in circles over my bulge, getting me to full hardness before she did anything else with me.

The traffic hadn’t moved an inch. The construction crew were too far away to see anything—ditto with the truck in front of me. The convertible with the blonde was just up ahead and to my right, the cute cheerleader peeking over every now and then to check if the lane was clear to merge—

I froze.

She was looking at me.

The girl in the convertible’s eyes met mine. She slipped off her sunglasses and moved them above her forehead, licking her lips as she stared. Even from this distance I could see that her eyes were a deep, emerald green—almost supernaturally brilliant. Her pouty, red lips curled in a smile.

And she winked.

What the fuck?

I couldn’t tell how I knew. But even if you’d hooked me up to a lie detector at that very moment and interrogated me, I’d have passed with flying colors. Because in that moment, I knew with the kind of bone-deep certainty usually reserved for religious beliefs that this cheerleader knew what the women in my car were doing.

And she liked it.

She waited another second, then turned back to the radio. Except now she was sitting with a distinct arch to her back, like a girl posing for a men’s magazine.

No way. This isn’t possible. She couldn’t have guessed…

Then Yukiko’s fingers found my cock, and I stopped thinking so much about things.

The coed stroked me slow and sure, moving her hand and wrist without a single muscle twitching above the level that a casual observer would see. My eyes rolled back in my head and I lost sight of the road as bliss filled me; it was like having the world’s worst itch scratched, and all I wanted was more. With a giggle, Yukiko leaned over and spit, using the saliva to make everything slicker as she pressed her body against me and gave me a stealth handjob.

“Fuck,” I growled, gripping the steering wheel. “You’re gonna get me arrested.”

A gentle pressure pushed against the back of my seat. When I glanced over my shoulder Samantha was there, gripping the headrest in almost the same way Yukiko had when she guided the blonde coed through giving me road head.

“Fuck, that is so hot,” the blonde whispered, checking the road. “Nobody’s looking. Nobody’s got any idea that Kiki’s getting you off, Daddy!”

“He likes it,” Yukiko panted. “I can feel it. Keep looking at the cheerleader, Jack. Imagine it’s her hot little hand stroking you. Her gorgeous mouth. Her tight, wet, athletic little cheer captain pussy…”

Samantha let out a surprised noise at the dirty talk. “God damn, babe! You’re so dirty!”

“I’m just making him squirm,” Yukiko said with pride. “Don’t worry, Jack, you’re not going to come all over your pants.” She leaned in and kissed my cheek, then put her lips against my ear. “I’m going to swallow every drop for you, sir. Like a good girl.”

“Oh fuck,” I grunted. “Jesus, I was wrong. You’re not going to get me arrested. You’re going to fucking kill me.”

Both women laughed at that. “We do the best we can,” Samantha whimpered, grinding her breasts against the back of the driver’s seat. “I’ve never met a girl who gets off on her guy being with other women like you, Yukiko. You’re really into the idea of Jack fucking that cheerleader, aren’t you?”

“So?” Yukiko’s expression turned challenging. “I think she’d make a good addition to our little arrangement. I’d like to ride her face while Jack pounds her from behind, just like we did with you. I want to see her on her knees, getting taught how to properly worship Jack’s cock by his babygirl.”

Samantha shivered at the idea, letting out a lustful groan. “Oh shit.”

Yukiko glanced over to make sure the coast was clear, then leaned over even more. She cupped Samantha’s chin with her free hand and brought the coed’s lips to hers, kissing her hard. Their tongues tangled inches from my face, adding a whole new kind of visual stimulation. The sight of them made me dizzy. The fact that anyone could have caught us at any moment made my heart beat with adrenaline, adding to the incredible pleasure of Yukiko’s fingers.

“You two look so hot together,” I said as they broke the kiss. “How the fuck did I find two girlfriends who compliment each other so fucking well?”

Samantha grinned. “I’m hot, and she’s crazy,” she purred, snaking a hand around the side of the seat to join Yukiko in stroking me. “If you think she’s a little freak now, Daddy, you should hear her when we’re alone. She’s always talking about adding new girls to the harem. Delta Rho girls.”

Delta Rho?

“Like who?” I demanded, glancing over at the coed.

A flush rose to Yukiko’s cheeks. “Lakshmi,” she panted, clearly getting off on listing the names. “Heather and Eva—I can’t even imagine what you’d get up to with a pair of twins in your bed, Jack. Any girl, Jack. Every girl. You deserve it. We deserve it.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Delta Rho as my personal harem.

“A whole crew of tight little coeds begging for your cock,” Yukiko continued. “Most men couldn’t handle that, but you’ll be able to, Jack. When you’re CEO you’ll be so rich you can fly the whole sorority out wherever you are. We can throw lavish parties, rent mansions… film the whole thing to watch later while we go down on each other.”

“Oh my gawd,” Samantha moaned. A slick sound filled the backseat of the cab, and I knew the blonde had the hand that wasn’t in my lap buried between her thighs. “Holy shit, Kiki!”

I glanced at the convertible again. The cheerleader had her face forward, not looking at us… except I swore I could see the reflection of her eyes in her dark sunglasses, peering over at the three of us.

Surely she couldn’t see us. If she could, she’d be gasping, shocked, probably trying to get the attention of the other drivers. Wouldn’t she?

Yukiko’s eyes were dark with lust. “I know what you want, Jack. What every man dreams of deep, deep down. And I’m ready to give it to you, baby.”

I could barely talk. “What’s that?”

“Upstairs? A perfect family, a respectable career, and a life where you’re the pillar of the community along with your gorgeous wife.” Yukiko let out a little moan as she straddled the gearshift in the center console, making me think of all those urban legends about Spanish fly from when I was a kid. “And downstairs, the perfect sex dungeon filled with your harem of horny, eager, needy little sluts. All run by that same gorgeous, incredible wife, of course.”

My cock pulsed in Yukiko and Samantha’s fingers, pre-cum spurting from the tip. “I don’t know that I can get away with all that.”

Samantha laughed, squeezing me harder. “You’re not getting away with it, Daddy. Fuck, I want it! I want to know what all of my sorority sisters’ pussies taste like. I want to watch them beg for your cock. Your cum. Fuck, Daddy, please give us your cum…”

Lust surged within me. I was dangerously close to the edge—my balls pulsed as Yukiko slid down and gripped them, gently squeezing while Samantha’s head worked my shaft. My eyes fluttered, and I swore that in the instant between one blink and the next, the cheerleader’s head whipped around with a smile.

There was something decidedly witchy about that. Almost like a horror movie… but a horror movie that veered in and out of some feverish, porno sex dream.

What the fuck was going on?

Whatever it was, Yukiko noticed. “You’re close,” she purred, checking the nearby cars. “I want it, Jack. I want to taste you.”

Before I could say another word, the coed lowered her head into my lap. To the outside world, Yukiko disappeared completely: if you hadn’t been watching before now, it would have looked as if I was alone in the front of the rental car. I had to hope anyone nearby thought I was alone, at least.

Yukiko’s tongue swirled around the crown of my cock, then she took me deep. I groaned, thankful that the windows were up, my knuckles going white against the steering wheel. She couldn’t lift her head very much, lest anyone nearby see what she was doing, but she compensated with the kind of suction that made a man’s toes curl and his eyes roll back in his head.

She moaned softly, the vibration sending a bolt of lightning all the way up my spine. Her lips were soft, warm, perfect as she suckled me, gently bobbing up and down as her tongue did most of the work. She hit every sensitive spot on me like she’d been training for this all her life, and the world blurred with pleasure as she took me the rest of the way up the peak.

Samantha chuckled against my ear. “This looks familiar,” she whispered, reaching around and putting her hand on top of Yukiko’s dark hair. “Except last time it was Kiki back here, and me with my head in your lap like a little tart…”

“She’s so good,” I groaned, leaning back in my seat. I prayed with all my might that the traffic didn’t move—if I had to navigate with Yukiko doing those amazing things to my cock, we were going to end up in a ditch for sure.

“Of course she is,” Samantha chuckled. She used gentle pressure on the back of Yukiko’s head, guiding her up and down. The Asian coed moaned, her lashes fluttering, her hips swaying back and forth like she needed something buried between them. “She loves watching you with other girls, Daddy, but the thing she really can’t wrap her head around is how much she likes being watched.”

Yukiko moaned wordlessly around my prick, her back arching.

“Look at her, Daddy.” Samantha’s words took on an almost hypnotic quality, as if someone had cast a spell in our rental car. “Sucking you off right in the middle of traffic. She knows what a bad idea this is—how fucking risky it looks for her to be acting like this where anyone could see. And she can’t stop herself. She loves it.” Her gaze rose for a second, her face visible in the rear-view mirror. “That girl over there? Kiki’s getting off on knowing she could be watching. I bet she’d love to watch her choke on your dick.”

Yukiko’s eyes flickered up to meet mine, eager and hungry. She took me deeper, relaxing her throat until I filled her all the way down to the balls. Drool trickled from the side of her mouth, her normally reserved nature giving way as she got sloppy with it.

“Can I touch her, Daddy?” Samantha’s voice had a wicked edge to it, the way it sometimes did when she exercised her authority as president of Delta Rho. “Please tell me I can touch her. I want to make Kiki cum her little brains out while she’s swallowing your load!”

Holy fucking shit. I couldn’t even speak. I just nodded.

Samantha slid between the seats, staying low. One hand unbuttoned Yukiko’s jeans while her other kept pumping between her thighs, rubbing her wet little kitty while she felt for her bestie’s snatch. When her fingers disappeared beneath Yukiko’s pants, the coed jerked like she’d been hit with a taser, moaning around my cock as she sucked me.

“You’re such a good girl,” Samantha purred. “You take Daddy’s dick like a pro, Kiki. You deserve to get off on these fingers. I bet you’d love to show off for that hot little cheerleader, wouldn’t you?”

Somehow Yukiko managed to nod while sucking me off.

“Watch her, Jack,” Samantha commanded. “Look at her while you unload in Kiki’s throat. Picture her on her knees, sucking you off right along with your gorgeous little slut.”

Yukiko pulled back just enough to speak, her lips glistening with pre-cum. “Oh fuck, Jack, oh fuck I’m gonna cum…!”

With a groan, she did just that. Yukiko inhaled my dick as Samantha’s fingers pushed her over the edge, milking her clit as the walls of her pussy clenched madly in the throes of her orgasm. She swallowed me like she was drowning and my cock provided the only air—like she’d literally die if she didn’t swallow my load in the next thirty seconds.

Against that, I couldn’t hold back. It was all too much—her, Samantha, the cheerleader in the convertible, the thought of the entirety of Delta Rho at my beck and call as my personal harem. No man could have held his load before that onslaught.

As my cock swelled and jerked against the back of Kiki’s throat, I did what Samantha ordered. I gazed over at the blonde cheerleader, intending to picture her with my other two girlfriends as I unloaded inside of Yukiko’s mouth.

She was staring at me.

This time, there was zero doubt. Her sunglasses were down beneath the bridge of her nose, and there was a smile on her face like she’d been waiting all day for her favorite show. As I locked eyes with her she winked, giggled—and made a gesture with her hand against her mouth and her tongue in her cheek like she was blowing an invisible cock.

Oh. Oh fuck.

“The cheerleader,” I gasped, the wave hitting me. “She knows we’re—”

Yukiko didn’t let me finish the sentence. Her mouth closed around me like a vise, taking me all the way down her throat. Samantha’s fingers tightened in the coed’s hair, pushing her down, and I lost it. I came with a groan, spilling my seed into Yukiko’s mouth, her tongue lapping up every drop as she swallowed me eagerly.

It went on for what felt like hours. I kept on spurting, my balls emptying as Yukiko’s cheeks hollowed around me. She showed no signs of stopping, no indication that she wanted to do anything other than lay in my lap and keep slowly sucking me off for the rest of the day.

God only knows how long she’d have kept on if it weren’t for the horn.

The sound snapped me back to my senses. Yukiko shot out of my lap, wiping her mouth hurriedly as she pressed her shoulders against the passenger seat. Up ahead, traffic was moving again, and there was a steadily widening gap between our vehicle and the car ahead of us.

Which was not the truck.

The cheerleader’s convertible sped down the road—she’d merged while I wasn’t looking. While I was in the middle of pumping my load into my girlfriend’s mouth.

As the distance between us widened, I saw her wave. Her hand moved back and forth primly, like a monarch at the head of a parade.

“What the fuck,” I grunted, shaking away the last of that strange feeling. “That was crazy. I think that woman saw us…”

Yukiko licked her lips, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. She looked almost feverish as she slipped her seatbelt back into the proper position, then leaned over and kissed Samantha, letting the blonde coed taste me on her. It took everything I had not to throw both of them into the backseat and fuck them senseless right then and there.

“So what if she saw?” Yukiko giggled. “She’s not complaining. She’s probably jealous. She probably wishes she was getting what we’ve got.”

“You’re thinking about her right now, aren’t you, Daddy?” Samantha’s voice had an almost dreamlike quality to it as she buckled herself back in. The car lurched forward, rejoining traffic. “I am, too. That was hawt.”

Maybe I was. Mostly I was wondering if she was going to call the cops on us.

But something told me I’d gotten away clean. I wasn’t sure who that woman was in the convertible, but there was something about her…

“Goddamn,” I grunted, zipping up my jeans as I rejoined the flow of traffic. “You two are trouble.”

Samantha snickered. “You love it,” she cooed. “Life would be so boring if you didn’t have us corrupting you all the time.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “That stuff you said about a mansion,” I said, clearing my throat as I came down from my peak. “And all those women. Did you…?”

“Mean it?” Yukiko looked like her old self again—she adjusted her makeup in the overhead mirror, tucking stray locks of hair back into place. “I mean, I doubt we could get the entire sorority to agree to our arrangement. That seems a little farfetched, even if most of them look up to you and respect you.” She smirked. “But it’s certainly hot to think about.”

“And talk about,” Samantha agreed.  “God, you two really know how to get me going. I swear I used to be such a good girl before I met you, Jack…”

Yukiko finished her touchups and turned to me. “That’s also a bit of an exaggeration,” she said, smiling to soften her words. “Like I said, Jack, I’m not against the idea. If there are other women in Delta Rho who want to join in on what we’ve got going on–either temporarily or permanently–then I’d welcome them with open arms.”

“She’s already got her favorites,” Samantha said. “She named them.”

She had. I thought about those cute blondes, Heather and Eva. The shameless way they’d flirted with me in the lobby of my condo, the night Delta Rho went all-hands-on-deck over Elizabeth Baines’s assault. The looks they’d given me during the initiation ceremony.

I certainly wouldn’t mind getting to know those two a little bit better.

“Maybe I can put out some feelers when this is over,” Samantha said in a low voice. “Scout a little talent. Girls who’d be interested in throwing you a real goodbye party before you leave Stillwell…”

I couldn’t believe we were actually talking about this. Was this real life?

Up ahead the road widened back into three lanes, the construction finally behind us. Cars shot to the left and sped off, their drivers frustrated by the long wait. The cheerleader’s convertible wasn’t one of them, but I couldn’t see her anywhere. She’d given us the slip.

I wondered if I’d ever see her again.

“I can’t believe we got away with that,” I muttered as I turned my attention back to the road. “You girls are crazy.”

“You make us that way,” Yukiko chuckled. “That was fun, but I can’t wait for more. Once we get your McLaren back, we should head right out. Get to the surprise nice and early.”

“Take our time,” Samantha agreed. “I came when I was watching you with Yukiko, Daddy, but of course that’s not the same. All that was just an appetizer.”

Samantha was right.

As soon as I got my car back, we’d head out for the main course.


Chapter Six

Via Rosso Motors was surprisingly busy.

The mechanic’s was located just behind a strip mall and across the street from an old movie theater, its lot filled with cars in various states of repair. A few of them had prices painted across their windshields–the rest looked like they were being strip-mined for parts. The whole atmosphere was old-school, and I was more than a little surprised a place like this existed outside of Stillwell with all the large chains taking over the market.

“Look,” Yukiko said as I eased the rental car into a spot. “There she is!”

I followed her finger. The McLaren was parked beneath an awning to the side of the main garage, lounging in the shade beneath the noonday sun. From here I couldn’t tell if the inside looked better than the last time I saw it, but at least the outside sparkled. Whoever was in charge had taken my car to be washed and likely detailed before giving me the call.

The smell of motor oil hit my nostrils as we stepped into the garage. A few guys in dark coveralls worked on automobiles while patrons waited in a small lounge, watching the news on an old TV and clustering around a coffee machine that looked older than Marcie. The linoleum floor was covered in dirt. A faded stackout near the desk advertised ‘the perfect tires for all-weather traction!’ in block letters, next to a cardboard cutout of an attractive woman holding a white racing flag.

A little bell rang behind us as the door closed. A young guy came up from the back, then retreated when I told him I was here for Paul. A minute or two later I was standing with the owner himself, wearing a pair of the same dark coveralls. His face was dirty but he looked like he’d come by it honestly, and he was maybe the first person I’d seen in a while who didn’t gawk inappropriately at the two coeds in my company. He glanced at them both, nodded politely, then forgot (or pretended to forget) they were there.

“It’s good to see you, Mr. Avery,” the mechanic said. He took my hand in both of his and pumped it, grinning nervously. “Man, that automobile of yours is a beaut, isn’t she? I don’t think there’s a person who’s come in here today who hasn’t spent a few moments staring at it before they come talk to us.”

“I’m used to the stares,” I told him with a chuckle. “Did everything go alright?”

“Oh, absolutely,” he said, rubbing his hands together. He stepped back behind the counter and tapped a few buttons on the keyboard of a computer that looked like it had been bought sometime before the first Obama administration. “Terrible damage to the interior, as I’m sure you know. The leather they put in those premium models isn’t cheap–and it’s not the sort of thing you can hop on down to the hardware store and pick up. Plus there was the damage to the fuel line, the issues with the brake pads…”

“Fuel line?” I cocked an eyebrow. “I wasn’t aware of that.”

The mechanic chuckled. “Whoever vandalized your ride was more thorough than you realized, Mr. Avery.” He had a rapid-fire delivery, his words coming out almost on top of each other, and I wondered if he hadn’t had a few too many cups from that ancient coffee machine that morning. “We found sugar in the gas tank, along with a lot of sweet-smelling water. I’m guessing it was probably a gallon jug of lemonade or some of that awful Lipton tea they drink down south. That’s where the perp is now, right?”

“Something like that,” I muttered. I was surprised he knew so much about it. “I don’t remember any gallon jugs sitting in the parking lot, though. Just the gasoline.”

“Well, there was a lot of damage to repair, let me assure you,” Paul said. He made a show of tapping the keys a few more times, then frowned and smacked the side of the old computer. “This damn thing! I could give you a whole breakdown if it cooperated.”

“That’s no big deal,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. Both Samantha and Yukiko were waiting politely, though Sam looked more irritated than amused by the mechanic’s antics. Probably looking forward to that surprise, I thought.

The memory of the two coeds working me over with their hands filled my mind, and all of a sudden I couldn’t wait to get out on the open road. I wondered if I could get Yukiko to use that mouth of hers on me while Sam showed me the way. Something told me she was the kind of girl who didn’t need much to get talked into a little road head…

“Huh?” I blurted, snapping back to my senses. The mechanic had just asked me a question and I hadn’t heard it.

“I said that’s a hell of a watch,” the mechanic said, nodding at my wrist. “That’s a Tag Heuer Monaco, right? The same thing Steve McQueen wore in that old movie about auto racing.”

He was the second person to bring that up to me in Stillwell–the first being Maria Alvarez, my realtor. But unlike Maria, I doubt the man was trying to flirt with me.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, smiling politely. “Listen, these girls have somewhere they need to be. Campus event. If I could just get the keys to my car, we’ll get out of your hair–”

“I’ve got a bit of a collection myself,” the man said, oblivious. “I don’t wear any of ‘em when I’m working, of course–too much risk on the shop floor–but I’ve got a few vintage pieces at home. One of them’s actually a Heuer dive watch, from back before the merger. Most solid thing a swimmer could buy in the early 80’s…”

I let out a chuckle. I thought I was starting to understand. The sports car, the two sexy coeds on my arm—I didn’t present as the usual sort of customer. Either this mechanic wanted to butter me up to sell me something extra, or he saw me as the kind of person he wanted to be and was trying to find out as much about my life as possible.

“That’s really neat,” I said. “I’m not much of a watch guy, to be honest, but I recognize a few brands. It’s kind of a shame that everyone’s traded them in for Apples and Garmins these days. That’s just another screen, you know?”

Behind me, Samantha cleared her throat just a little too loudly. She must have been really eager for the surprise—either that, or she didn’t relish standing around a boring waiting room that smelled like WD-40. Yukiko was watching a news report on the ancient TV, her arms crossed beneath her breasts.

“It really is,” the mechanic agreed. “I’m pretty lucky—I get to work on foreign cars pretty often out here, since there’s not a lot of mechanics in the region who know how to deal with them. A lot of your mass-produced boxes are all computers these days, and the techs don’t have to do much other than open them up and see what’s wrong. I can tell you though, Mr. Avery, I definitely don’t get the opportunity to lay my hands on a vehicle like that McLaren very often. It really was a treat.”

“Excuse me?” Samantha finally spoke up. “I’m really sorry, but we’re running late. Would it be possible to get the keys?”

I blinked. “Babygirl,” I whispered, leaning in so that no one else could hear. “What’s gotten into you?”

If I thought she might apologize for her rudeness, I was wrong. Samantha didn’t back down. “There’s something off about this whole thing,” the blonde said, glancing over her shoulder at the parking lot. “I can’t put my finger on it, but I don’t like this place. Why is the mechanic stalling?”

“He’s not stalling,” I grunted, shaking my head. “He just wants to talk my ear off about foreign cars and watches.”

“I’d be happy to get you the keys,” the mechanic said in a louder voice behind us. “I’ve just got to print out the invoice first.”

The words couldn’t have been more innocent, or delivered in a blander tone.

Yet the second I heard them, the hair stood up on the back of my neck.

“What invoice?” I asked, keeping my voice neutral. “I wasn’t aware I had any paperwork to fill out. Didn’t the insurance handle all that?”

“Sure, but we’ve got to cross all the t’s and dot all the i’s,” the mechanic said. “Just because there was so much more work than we expected, you know? The insurance wants to know each part of the build was necessary, and the customer’s got to sign off on all the—”

I’d heard enough. “Alright, I’ll sign,” I told him, nodding at Samantha. “Give her the keys while I do. They can wait in the car.”

The mechanic swallowed, hard. “Well,” he said, forcing out a smile, “I really can’t hand over the keys until the work’s been signed off on.”

Samantha’s right, I realized. Something strange is going on here.

I walked forward and put an elbow on the counter. The mechanic glanced around nervously, as if he were afraid I might try and hit him or something. Of course I didn’t. I just looked him right in the eyes.

“What game are you trying to play with me?” I asked.

He withered beneath my stare. “Huh? What do you mean?”

“You’re not trying to get more money, because insurance is covering all of this,” I said, gesturing through the garage window at my McLaren. “For a second I thought you might be working your way up to asking to take my car out for a spin, except someone already drove it off the lot to get it washed and detailed.” My eyes narrowed. “So why are you trying to keep me here, Paul?”

The mechanic’s shoulders slumped. “I’m sorry,” he said, as if he’d just been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “You’re right, you don’t need to fill out any invoice. I’ll get you your keys.”

Huh? Now I really didn’t understand what was going on.

Yukiko noticed the strange behavior and came over to me. “Is something wrong?” the coed asked, sharing a look with Samantha.

“This guy’s trying to keep us here,” the blonde hissed. “I don’t know why. But I don’t like it.”

I didn’t like it, either.

The mechanic emerged from the back, carrying my keys. He handed them to me along with a sheet of printer paper, the old-school kind with the little tear-off tabs along the sides. A dot-matrix printer, which I hadn’t seen in ages.

“Here’s the list of everything we did,” the man said, giving the counter a desultory glance. “We took real good care of the McLaren, Mr. Avery. Thanks for stopping by.”

That should have been it, except my danger sense was now going off like a four-alarm fire. I gave the keys a once-over and hooked them back to my keychain before sliding them back into my pocket.

“You’re acting awfully strange,” I said, my tone more measured than before. “This thing’s not going to explode on me the second I turn the engine over, is it?”

He looked honestly shocked. “What? No! How could you even say that?”

“Because you’re being shady as hell,” Samantha snapped. She’d shed her bubbly coed persona and sounded every bit like the authoritative president of the Delta Rho sorority. Hearing her like that, I could understand why all of the other sisters were a little afraid of her. “And I don’t know about Jack, but I don’t want to leave until you tell us why.”

“Agreed,” Yukiko said. “Why lie?”

The mechanic’s mouth worked soundlessly for a long moment. “Look, I’m sorry,” he blurted, rubbing the back of his neck. “You don’t get it—I’m over a barrel here. The city’s already threatened to rezone me twice. If I have to move Via Rosso out into the sticks, I’m gonna lose half my business—”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

He sighed. “She asked me to text when you got here. Told me my problems with the city council would go away as long as you’re still on the property when she shows up. It was stupid, and I shouldn’t have played along with it. I’m sorry. If you go now, you might be able to miss her.”

“Miss her?” Samantha demanded. “Miss who?”

But I was pretty sure I already knew. From the horrified look in her eyes, I was pretty sure Yukiko had figured it out, too.

“Come on,” I grunted, shoving the invoice into my jacket pocket. “We’re getting out of here—”

But suddenly we were doing no such thing.

As I turned to the door, a pearl-white Range Rover pulled into the space directly in front of the entrance, its chrome bumper gleaming like teeth in the mouth of a shark. Not one of the ordinary ones, either, but a luxury model. I could practically smell the money rolling off of it.

The driver’s door opened, and she stepped out.

Elizabeth Baines.

Trevor’s mother.


Chapter Seven

“You fucking snake,” Samantha growled. “You sold us out—!”

The coed lunged at the counter, only for Yukiko to grab her before she could throw a punch. The mechanic shrank backwards, seeming almost to grow smaller before the rage of the tiny blonde sorority president. With a yelp, he disappeared into the back, slamming the door behind him.

“He’s not worth it,” Yukiko said. Her own eyes blazed with barely-restrained rage. “Stay calm. Do not let this bitch get us riled up.”

The door opened, and Elizabeth strutted in like she owned the place. Which, if the mechanic’s fear was correctly placed, she sort of did. She’d clearly dressed to the nines for our encounter, in a power suit and pencil skirt that made her look both sexy and imposing—like a villain from one of those old crime shows on TV.

She was even showing more cleavage than normal, which might have caught my eye if she wasn’t such a rotten fucking person.

“Jackson Avery!” Elizabeth moved her sunglasses to the crown of her head—a move which reminded me so much of that cheerleader that for a second I saw double. “What a surprise to see you here! I suppose that gaudy monstrosity parked next to the garage belongs to you?”

I knew Yukiko’s advice to Samantha was meant for me as well. I tried to keep calm, even though everything inside of me wanted to lose my temper with this woman. This was the person who’d sent all those nasty letters through Stillwell: to Delta Rho, to Yukiko’s parents, to my freaking employer. This woman wanted to destroy me; she’d already tried, and there was no telling whether she might try again.

My lips peeled back over my teeth. “We were just leaving.”

Liz made no move to step away from the door. Instead she leaned back, her smile widening as she slowly looked both Yukiko and Samantha up and down.

“I’m sure you were,” she said, her voice as sweet as venom. “You and your little whores have quite a few fires to put out, don’t you?”

Yukiko and Samantha looked like they’d been slapped. “Call me a whore again,” Samantha growled, trying to push past me. “I fucking dare you, you wretched bitch…”

“Woah!” Elizabeth pretended to back up, as if she were honestly surprised by Samantha’s behavior. “Is that a threat, Miss Lowry? I’m sure your national leadership would love to add that to the end of the list of your many sins.”

Samantha’s hands balled into fists. “You tried to ruin our lives,” she hissed, looking like she was on the verge of doing something she might regret. “A punch in the face is the least of what you deserve—”

“Quiet!” I roared.

Samantha’s mouth snapped shut. I rarely raised my voice—I wasn’t a fan of using strength to cow people, unless we were doing it consensually in the bedroom. Both she and Yukiko reacted the way I expected—they went as submissive as kittens, shrinking behind me and taking up defensive positions.

What I hadn’t expected was the effect my outburst would have on Liz Baines.

The color drained from her face, then she went as red as a beet. Sweat beaded on her forehead as her chest heaved, and for a moment she almost looked like she wanted to join the pair of coeds in their hiding place behind me.

Then her natural hatefulness reasserted itself, and she recovered.

“We’re civilized people, goddamnit,” I said, giving Elizabeth a look that said I wasn’t so sure about her status in that club. “What the hell do you want, Miss Baines?”

Elizabeth regained her smirk. “You’re a difficult man to get a hold of these days, Mr. Avery. Picking up that garish mid-life crisismobile is more or less the only solid opportunity I had to see you in the flesh.”

I spread my arms. “Well, I’m here,” I said, biting down on my anger. “And?”

Elizabeth took her time, clearly enjoying making me twist. “First of all, I wanted to come by and see how badly you were sweating, Jack. It can’t be fun having so many crises fall on your head at the same time—it’s a lot of stress. Especially for a man of your age.” She glanced over at Yukiko. “I’m sure you know what I’m talking about.”

“I don’t have the faintest clue,” Yukiko countered, a gleam entering her eyes. “If you had the faintest idea what the three of us were doing on the drive over here, you wouldn’t presume you knew shit about us.”

That hit her hard. Elizabeth’s head snapped backward, her eyes widening. Those spots burned on her cheeks for a moment before she could dismiss them.

“That is disgusting,” she said, shaking her head. “You should be ashamed.”

“You don’t sound disgusted,” I snickered. “Try as you might.”

The woman’s lips compressed to a tight little line. “I’m not here to trade insults,” she said, forgetting that she’d been doing that just a few moments ago. “I’m above that.”

Yukiko’s voice was calm, but it cut like a knife. “You’re pathetic, Elizabeth. Stirring up trouble because your son’s a fuck-up. Go home.”

Elizabeth’s jaw dropped open. “You little cunt—”

“Careful,” I growled, stepping between the coeds and the newcomer. “You really don’t want to piss me off right now, Miss Baines. I have half a mind to step aside and let these two girls tear you apart like tissue paper.”

She swallowed hard, her ponytail bobbing. “I could go home,” she said, regaining some of her haughtiness. “But then you’d miss out on the one opportunity you have to get out of this. Your one shot at salvation.”

“Salvation?” Samantha asked. “What does that mean?”

Elizabeth crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “I’m not a vengeful woman, Mr. Avery. I’ve made my point—I think you understand now the kind of power I wield in Stillwell. You see what I’m capable of, and I think you know it’s not worth your time to try and trade blows with me.”

I was already shaking my head. “I’m not afraid of you,” I said, my eyes narrowing. “As a matter of fact, I just had a meeting with my employer this morning, thanks to you. The investigation caused by your ‘anonymous’ letter has already been dropped. I expect the rest of your little missives to be treated with about as much respect.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Elizabeth said. For a wonder, she almost sounded like she meant it. “The situation with your job was one of the few things I couldn’t control—a true wild card. I figured you’d be able to wriggle your way out of that disaster.”

“You’re the disaster,” Yukiko said.

Elizabeth pretended she hadn’t heard that. “I’m much more interested in that disciplinary hearing,” she said, cocking an eyebrow. “I’ve seen the way your little harem is scrambling around campus to try and change public opinion before it happens. I don’t think it’s going to work.” She leaned in closer, dropping her voice with a tone that felt almost sexual. “And if you don’t get that diploma, how long do you think your little coeds are going to stick with their sugar daddy?”

“That is crass,” Yukiko snarled. “I love Jack. You wouldn’t understand.”

I knew she did. Elizabeth’s little threats might have entertained her, but they meant nothing to me. Not when I knew that what I had was rock-solid.

“Well, whatever,” Elizabeth pivoted. “What I’m saying is, that’s a lot of uncertainty. Are you really willing to bet your entire career on one meeting?”

“What are you trying to say?”

She smirked like she’d just watched a fish bite a hook. “One word from me, and the college drops that disciplinary hearing. The cops back off of your corrupt little friend Tasha. Hell, even Delta Rho’s national board might reconsider tossing Stillwell College’s president out on her ear.” She paused, fixing Samantha with a cruel smile as the words sank in. “I’ve got friends in high places, Jack. You’d be surprised how far my reach extends.”

I didn’t buy it. “You’re full of shit,” I said, taking a step backward. “You’re not some kind of evil genius, Elizabeth. You’re a desperate mom trying to save her kid’s ass. And failing.”

A look of hurt flickered across Elizabeth Baines’s face. “My son has been punished,” she said, her gaze growing hard. “In my opinion, he’s been punished enough.”

“Tell that to Marcella Ramsey,” Samantha spat.

Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “That girl is histrionic,” she said, shaking her head. “She’s played the victim a little too hard for my liking.”

Marcie didn’t play the victim. She refused to see herself as a victim at all. But people like Elizabeth Baines would never understand that.

“It’s not too late to put the genie back in the bottle,” Elizabeth said, as smooth and sure of herself as any good snake. “You can still make this go away, Jack. You can cruise out of Stillwell and back to your cushy life. You can stop what’s coming.”

I froze. Something about that last part of her spiel sent a chill down my spine.

“What do you mean?” I demanded. “What are you talking about?”

Her eyes narrowed, but the smirk didn’t falter. “You and I should talk this out,” she said, cocking her head slightly to the side. “It’s really in both of our best interests to bury the hatchet, Mr. Avery. And you won’t find the price all that high. You scratch my back a bit, and I’ll save yours.”

“Don’t listen to her,” Samantha whispered. “She’s lying!”

Yukiko was more pragmatic. “Why would we go anywhere with you?”

Elizabeth let out a scoff. “I wasn’t intending to invite your… friends with you to our meeting,” she said, giving the coeds a disdainful sniff. “I expected you to be alone when you came to pick up your car. This complicates matters.”

“I’m a complicated man,” I shot back.

Elizabeth pursed her lips in thought for a few moments, then appeared to come to a decision. “Have dinner with me,” she said.

She made it sound less like an offer than a command. I got the impression she was a woman who expected to be obeyed.

“Where?” I asked. “Gabrielle’s?”

Elizabeth was already shaking her head. “At my home,” she insisted, a faint smile lighting up her features. “I assure you I’m an excellent cook, Mr. Avery. And I’ll taste all of the food first, so you need not fear being poisoned.”

With anyone else, that would have been a joke.

Samantha barked out a harsh, flat laugh. “He’s not going anywhere with you,” the coed insisted, pointing an accusatory finger at the older woman. “Are you crazy? You tried to light his freaking car on fire!”

Technically, that had been her son. But none of us were feeling particularly charitable on that point.

“I can assure you no one will attack your automobile,” Elizabeth purred. “Believe it or not, Jack, this is a peace offering. An opportunity to mend the past.” She paused, as if debating whether or not to add the final part. “And a plea from a mother on the matter of her son.”

I didn’t know what to think. Dinner with Elizabeth Baines? The thought turned my stomach. This woman had tried to ruin my career, shred my connection to Delta Rho and Stillwell College, and destroy my relationship with the two women who had my heart.  I couldn’t imagine being in the same room with her, much less eating across from her at a table.

And yet…

She looked so damned smug. As if she already knew the disciplinary hearing was going to go her way, no matter what the women of Delta Rho did to try and stop it. As if she’d already won her little war against me, despite losing the first battle.

That worried me. A lot. What did she have hidden up her sleeve?

There was only one way to find out.

“I’ll come,” I told Elizabeth. “But not alone.”

Yukiko and Samantha gasped in shock.

“Daddy, you can’t!” Samantha blurted, so upset she let the D-word slip out in public. “This woman’s a monster!”

“Of course you would try to talk him out of it,” Elizabeth snorted. “Is this the kind of counsel you get from Delta Rho, Jack? No wonder you and those coeds are floundering.”

Yukiko looked like she wanted to say something, but unlike Samantha she had the self-control to avoid arguing with me in public. Good girl, I thought. It gladdened me that she trusted me enough to let me take the lead here.

A moment later, Samantha reached the same conclusion. “Fine,” she murmured, stepping back behind me. “I’ll shut up. But if you or anyone else in Stillwell tries to hurt so much as a hair on Jack’s head, I will make it my life’s mission to fuck you up!”

“Noted,” Elizabeth said. She almost sounded pleased. “When you say you won’t come alone, Mr. Avery, what do you mean?”

“I’m bringing a date,” I told the woman. “Surely a woman of your caliber can handle having two dinner guests instead of one?”

The words sank home. Elizabeth’s expression curdled, her frown deepening as she glared first at Yukiko and then Samantha. No doubt she was picturing the indignity of having to open her door and her home to one of my girlfriends.

“I suppose I can compromise, if you’re willing to accept my invitation,” Elizabeth said through gritted teeth. “Which member of the sorority will you be bringing with you to dinner?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” I lied. “But I don’t trust you enough to walk into your home alone, Miss Baines. And the entirety of Delta Rho will know where I am while this meeting is taking place.”

“Fair,” Elizabeth said breezily.

“As will Officer Davis.”

She liked that a hell of a lot less than the first part. “Of course,” she growled, her arms tightening beneath her breasts. “I would expect nothing less.”

“If you’re serious, then how does eight o’clock sound?” I could feel the wheels turning in my head, already planning out the rest of the day’s schedule. First the surprise, whatever it was: the secret place Yukiko and Samantha wanted to show me. Second, the meeting with Marcie—and hopefully the apology that would put all of us back on the right track.

And then, dinner. With Elizabeth fucking Baines.

God help me.

“That… works,” Liz said, sounding a little surprised. “I can send a car to pick you up if you’ll let me know where you’ll be—”

I shook my head. “That won’t be necessary,” I said. I lifted the key fob out of my pocket and clicked a button. The McLaren outside made a loud sound, the lights flashing as the familiar chirp chirp of anyone trying to find their car in a crowded parking lot could be heard through the glass. “I wouldn’t want to miss an opportunity to use my gaudy monstrosity. I’ve been without it for a few weeks, thanks to your son.”

“Very well. Don’t be late.”

With that, Elizabeth turned on her heel, strutting back to her Range Rover like she’d owned me with facts and logic. It looked almost comical, and I could see both Yukiko and Samantha suppressing the urge to laugh at her as the front door closed.

The moment she was gone, the tension eased in the room. People who hadn’t exactly known why they were staring at us went back to their phones or the TV, relaxing once more. The mechanic began easing out of the back, saw me standing there, then disappeared like a cartoon dad sinking into a hedge.

A few moments later, the white Range Rover roared out of the parking lot. I let out a sigh of relief. “That wasn’t so bad,” I muttered.

Yukiko’s face was unreadable. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, taking my hand. “I want to leave.”

I could understand that.

We headed to the McLaren, both women following me without saying a word. Yukiko slid into the passenger seat and buckled up, while Samantha climbed into the back, still fuming from her exchange with Elizabeth Baines.

“Jack,” Yukiko said as I started the engine. “You’re not really going to meet with her, are you?”

I turned to the coed. “I told her I would. And I’m not the kind of man who breaks a promise. You know that, sweetheart.”

Yukiko nibbled her bottom lip at the word ‘sweetheart’. “I know. But she’s a monster, Jack. If she’s inviting you into the lion’s den, it can only be because she’s intending to feed you to something. This meeting is some kind of trap.”

“She’s a fucking snake,” Samantha said, her voice sharp. “Whatever promises she makes you aren’t worth the energy it took her tongue to move in order to make them. She’s not going to let any of this go, no matter what she says.”

“I didn’t think she would,” I told them both. “I don’t trust her. She’s playing games with us, just like she did when she sent all those letters. I’m starting to think that all of this is just a game to her. Even pulling her kid out of classes and sending him south of the Mason-Dixon was just a move in her game.”

“That ‘mother’ stuff made me want to barf,” Samantha confessed. “How can she sit there and expect sympathy after what Trevor almost did to Marcie? After what he did to the very car we’re sitting in right now!?”

“He attacked you, too,” Yukiko added. “Don’t forget that.”

Actually, he hadn’t. I distinctly remembered that little shit trying to run when he’d been caught with the gas can. But the fine distinctions didn’t really matter. Trevor and his mother were enemies, and they’d already proved they’d do everything they could to try and wreck my life.

“I need to know what she’s planning,” I told both women. “If I go into the lion’s den—the way you so beautifully put it—there’s a chance Liz Baines might let her guard down. We share some gossip, down a couple glasses of wine, maybe she starts getting loose about the way she really feels about Stillwell. Maybe I’ll piss her off enough that she won’t be able to help bragging about how she’s planned to screw us over.”

“That’s a longshot,” Yukiko murmured. “It’s more likely she’ll get you to say something foolish. She’ll probably have cameras recording the whole thing, just in case you slip up.”

“Then I’ll have to make sure I don’t slip up,” I said.

Samantha leaned forward, changing her voice. “You told her you were going to bring a date with you, Daddy.”

“I did.”

I could feel the tension rising in the car. “Is that going to be me? Or Kiki?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. It was only technically a lie—I wasn’t one hundred percent sure I could finagle the person I was thinking of into accompanying me to the dinner. “I’ll have to see what I can do.”

There was a pause. “It probably should be Yukiko,” Samantha said ruefully. “If you put me in a room with that woman, it’s probably going to end in a catfight.”

“I’d pay good money to see that,” Yukiko said.

As would I.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said, pulling the sports car into traffic. The engine roared like a contented lion, and I could feel the pull of the car like a living thing as I navigated the road. The McLaren wasn’t alive, but it was almost like a character in the story of my life. I could sense something in it was glad to be back on the road, with me sitting in the driver’s seat. “We always do.”

Yukiko nodded, her hand resting on my thigh. “Together. Like always?”

Samantha’s hand joined hers, squeezing tight. “Damn straight,” the blonde coed said. “Nobody’s letting Daddy get into trouble. I love you both so freaking much.”

“We love you, too,” I told her. Yukiko winked at me.

“Speaking of which,” the dark-haired coed purred. “We were so distracted by Elizabeth that we forgot to celebrate you getting the McLaren back.”

“Hell yes!” Samantha popped back in her seat, glancing around the interior. “This thing is so awesome. I wish the road was clear so we could really let ‘er rip!”

I couldn’t help but grin at that. “You two are insatiable.”

“Always,” Samantha agreed. “And you love it.”

I did. I really, really did.

The road stretched out ahead, the sound of the engine in my ears a brief reprieve from the shitstorm Elizabeth had plunged us all into. I shifted a few years, ducking in and out of the fast lane to test the responsiveness of the automobile. It handled like a dream. That mechanic might have been a coward, but he did good work. I’d have to give him a decent Yelp review.

I was so entranced I barely noticed when Yukiko took my phone and opened up the GPS app. The dashboard lit up a few moments later, and a mechanical female voice spoke in the cabin. “You are on a new route. You will arrive in approximately forty-two minutes.”

“Forty-two minutes?” I asked. “Where are we going—Vermont?”

Both girls giggled at that. “It’s a surprise,” Yukiko assured me. “And don’t you dare peek! You’re going to find out what the surprise is when we get there, not before. You hear me, Jack?”

I reached over and gripped the coed’s thigh. Then, feeling bold, I slid my hand between her legs. The effect on Yukiko was immediate and extreme.

“I hear you,” I grunted, taking a hold of what was mine. “But I reserve the right to pull over along the way if I see a good spot for us to park and blow off a little steam. I haven’t forgotten the fact that I haven’t had the chance to get either of you off this afternoon.”

Yukiko’s eyelids fluttered, her gaze going glassy like a woman in a trance as I cupped her pussy through her panties. “Yes, sir,” she panted, letting out a throaty moan. “Fuck, I’ll point one out myself if I see it. I would love to watch you nail Samantha on the hood of this car.”

I wanted the same thing. Fuck, I could taste it.

Samantha’s hands gripped my shoulders. “Soon,” she promised, with a voice that told me she was going to do every dirty thing I could dream of asking her. “But right now, Daddy, I want to see what this thing can do! Let’s tear up the highway!”

With a grin, I switched on the radio and turned it up loud. The engine roared as I kicked it into high gear, veering into the fast lane and leaving the cars around us behind.

The coeds whooped and hollered as they were thrown back into their seats. Yukiko cried out like a girl going down the big hill on a rollercoaster, her hand gripping my wrist and guiding my fingers even deeper between her legs.

As my restored sports car accelerated into the unknown, I ran my free hand over the gorgeous coed next to me and thanked my lucky stars. We’d been thrown into a world of trouble, thanks to Elizabeth Baines, but now I had a little bit of hope. She might have been up to something, but I’d be damned if I let her get the upper hand.

I was going to win.

We’d beat her at her own game. Me, Kiki, Samantha, and the whole rest of the Delta Rho crew. And there was the other thing. My surprise.

Because I wasn’t planning on bringing Yukiko with me to that dinner.

I’d wait to unveil my own surprise after the girls had shown me theirs. But I had a different idea in mind for who I wanted on my arm when I faced down Elizabeth.

Once we buried the hatchet, I was going to ask Marcie to come with me.

And force that monster sit down face-to-face with the girl her son assaulted.

END OF PART SIX
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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 nothingwhenever 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 tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page! 
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