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Chapter One

“If I didn’t know any better,” I said, “I’d say you two were bringing me out here to kill me.”

The scene beyond my windshield certainly looked like something from a horror movie. Tall pines loomed to the left and right, towering over our heads as I eased the McLaren down the backcountry road. Despite the clock on the dashboard telling me it was half-past twelve, it looked like the sun was about to go down. I had the headlights on, and frankly, I needed them.

According to the GPS, we’d be arriving at our destination in a little over ten minutes. Yukiko and Samantha had promised me a surprise, the likes of which few who ever entered into the sisterhood of Delta Rho were ever allowed to see—but what I couldn’t see was how it could possibly be located out here. This forest looked practically primeval.

Yukiko lay half-asleep in the passenger seat, her eyes heavy-lidded. Given what she’d been doing just before we went and picked my car up from the shop, I could forgive her for being a little tuckered out. She’d been dozing on and off the whole drive, ever since we left Via Rosso Motors after our confrontation with Elizabeth Baines.

I shook my head, gripping the wheel as the McLaren took a turn. I didn’t want to think about that woman right now. It was much more pleasant to think about the two women in the car with me. The memory of Kiki, Sam and I fooling around in traffic was one I felt certain I’d carry with me for the rest of my life, no matter what crazy antics we got up to in the future.

“You okay over there?” I nudged Yukiko with an elbow, stirring her from her slumber.

The coed blinked, the confusion in her gaze fading away as she realized she was sitting next to me. I don’t think a man could ever get tired of seeing that look—the way Yukiko clearly felt safe when she was near me.

Safe enough to explore some aspects of her sexuality she’d kept buried before we’d met.

“I’m great,” Yukiko said with a yawn. “How are you doing back there, Samantha?”

Samantha shifted in the backseat. “Oh, I’m just peachy,” she said. “Can’t wait to get there!”

Her voice had a sort of nervous energy, the kind that only emerged when the coed felt either extreme anxiety or excitement. Given our errand this afternoon, it could easily have been both.

“Well, we ought to be there soon,” I said, returning my eyes to the road. “If there’s anything you girls want to tell me about this surprise, this might be your last chance.”

Yukiko stretched and sighed. “It wouldn’t be a surprise if we told you about it,” she insisted.

“Yeah, that would totally spoil everything,” Samantha agreed. “Besides, we don’t like talking about it out loud.”

I glanced at the coed in the rear view mirror. “You make it sound dangerous.”

Samantha shrugged. “For people who aren’t in the know, maybe. But Delta Rho’s been coming out here since the beginning. Ever since there was a Delta Rho, in fact.”

“National leadership doesn’t know about it,” Yukiko explained. “And frankly, they don’t need to. What we’re about to show you belongs to us, Jack. To the sisterhood.”

“And now to you,” Samantha agreed. The blonde massaged my shoulders from the backseat, her fingers digging into my muscles. “No one can say you haven’t earned it, Daddy.”

I felt certain that no one would. Although I would have argued that I’d been changed more by Delta Rho rather than the other way around.

A scant six months ago, the idea that I’d be in the middle of New England driving a couple of coeds towards some secret mission would have seemed ludicrous to me. I’d lived for work: the work I’d done for the last fifteen years at Ramsey Engineering, working my way up the corporate ladder under the tutelage of my father’s best friend, the company’s CEO. If I’d been looking forward to anything in those days it was more work—the new challenges and setbacks I’d be facing as the leader of our engineering firm once I took over after Uncle Ramsey’s retirement. Having fun or starting a family hadn’t even been on my radar.

Then the board found out about my college degree—or lack thereof.

The irony was that no one really cared about my degree, least of all my employer. My boss sent me to Stillwell less to cross the t’s and dot all the i’s standing in the way of my promotion than in the hopes that his daughter, Marcie, could play matchmaker and help get me out of my shell. Uncle Ramsey was hoping I’d come back to Boston with a bride.

What he didn’t expect was that I’d come back with more than one.

“In a quarter-mile, turn right.”

The gently robotic female voice filled the car, snapping me from my thoughts. Yukiko and Samantha sat up a little straighter, bringing themselves to full alertness. The road formed a gentle curve up ahead, and I could see nothing but an unbroken line of forest on either side of the pavement.

“It’s right up here,” Yukiko said. “It’s really easy to miss—you might want to slow down.”

Even with her warning, I almost overshot the turn. It barely looked like a turn at all: just a narrow gravel road nearly perpendicular to the main highway, weaving between the trees. It resembled nothing so much as someone’s driveway—I half-expected there to be a mailbox sitting next to it.

Gravel scattered beneath the McLaren’s tires as we drove deeper into the woods. The trees pushed in even closer, branches scraping the roof of an automobile in a way that made me wince. I just got this damn thing repaired, I thought, ignoring the sound.

Yukiko and Samantha both got quiet. No one spoke, the tension in the vehicle rose higher and higher, ticking up in tandem with the little dot on my dashboard. We were practically on top of our destination—in any second, I’d have to see it. Where the hell was this surprise?

The gravel road ended in a small clearing. The ground had been stomped flat until it was practically barren. Someone (I couldn’t imagine it was the coeds) had chalked a half-dozen lines in the dirt, dividing the tiny area into parking spaces with overturned logs to mimic the bumpers at the front.

Both women were suddenly alert. “We’re here,” Samantha said, her voice wavering between nervous and giddy. “Go ahead and pull in. You can put the car anywhere.”

“It doesn’t look busy,” I muttered. I cut the engine and took a look around, frowning at the unbroken line of trees. This clearing didn’t look like much at all. When Kiki and Sam talked about a surprise, I’d been expecting a romantic cabin, or at least a campground.

This just looked like wilderness?

Samantha popped open the backseat and made her way across the lot. Yukiko and I followed. At the edge of the clearing, a small trail cut between the trees, barely wide enough for two people to walk side-by-side. In front of it stood a simple wooden sign:

Private property! Trespassers will be prosecuted!

“I take it that warning is meant for other people?” I asked the pair.

The girls shared a look. “Oh, don’t worry about that,” Samantha assured me. “It’s been there forever. It’s just for liability purposes.”

“No one’s supposed to be here,” Yukiko added. “Not unless their name’s in the Book of Rho.”

I refrained from reminding them that my name was nowhere to be found in that book. But now that I thought about it, who was to say that Samantha or one of her lieutenants hadn’t slipped it in there while I wasn’t looking? This whole thing felt strange—witchy, in the Stevie Nicks sense of the word. Despite the warmth of the day, I felt a chill go down my spine.

We didn’t have to walk for very long. A short distance away from the lot the ground sloped gently downward, taking us past scrub brush and dark, hillside thickets. The path turned, cutting sideways across the elevation as the ground grew steeper.

I bit back the urge to ask if we were safe out here. If Delta Rho came here regularly, there couldn’t be anything to worry about. Still, I watched my feet—my steps were a hell of a lot less sure at forty-one than they’d been back when I was in college.

I cocked my head to the side, listening. “Is that… water?” I asked.

Identical smiles stretched across Yukiko and Samantha’s faces.

“We’re almost there,” the Asian coed said, taking my hand. “Surprise, Jack.”

“I can count on one hand the number of people who’ve seen this place who weren’t sisters in Delta Rho,” Samantha chuckled. “This is a rare honor, Daddy. You should be proud of yourself…”

A few moments later we stepped around a bend in the path, and I found out what they meant.

The first thing I noticed was the heat. Summers in New England tended to be bone-dry: this felt more like the kind of lush, balmy atmosphere you’d have expected on a tropical island. Sweat broke out beneath my shirt, and my nostrils flared. If I’d been wearing glasses, they would have fogged up.

I blinked. And then I saw it. My surprise.

It sent my jaw straight to the floor.

A massive granite outcropping stretched beneath our feet, forming a natural valley right in the middle of the forest. The running water I’d heard came from the cracks—cracks that ran through the stone like cuts in a piece of cheesecloth. Plumes of steam rose from the cracks, billowing into the air, and my gaze followed them until eventually I found one much bigger than the others. It was the size of a small swimming pool, filled with steaming, fragrant water.

Holy shit, I thought, amazed. It's a hot spring.

There weren't supposed to be any of these in New England. More specifically, there was only one--a very tiny spring in Massachusetts, which was barely considered 'hot' since the underground thermal currents heated the water to just over seventy degrees Fahrenheit. More like a 'lukewarm spring'.

Not here, though. This water bubbled. It steamed.

"This shouldn't exist," I said, shaking my head. "It shouldn't be possible for there to be a hot spring all the way out here. How is this even real?"

Behind me, Yukiko and Samantha giggled knowingly. "It's magic."

Magic? There was no such thing as magic.

Yet here I was, staring at an impossible little slice of heaven, hidden deep in the wilderness where no one but the girls of Delta Rho would ever see it.

"I didn't realize you girls believed in that sort of thing," I said slowly. "Kind of puts the initiation ritual in a whole new light..."

Samantha stepped forward and put a hand on my shoulder. "Why?" she asked, sounding as innocent and sweet as she ever had. "Are you afraid of witches?"

The look on my face must have been something indeed. As soon as Samantha saw it, she burst out laughing.

"I'm just kidding," she said, shaking her head. "The Delta Rho sorority has some… interesting affiliations if you go back far enough into local history, but we're not a coven or anything like that.”

“Your eternal soul is safe,” Yukiko said, her tone dripping with irony. We only condemn to Hell the men we don’t like.”

That brought a laugh out of me. “Glad to hear it. How long has Delta Rho known about this place?”

“From the beginning,” Samantha said. “Our sorority has been coming out here for as long as we’ve had a sorority. This place is incredibly important to us–to our sisterhood. To our rituals.”

“To our sovereignty," Yukiko chimed in, her voice dreamy.”

I turned. “I thought you girls said you weren’t witches?”

Samantha snickered. “We’re not,” she insisted. “We’re just a bunch of really hot coeds who come up here once a year to skinny dip in our secret hot springs and read from the Book of Rho. It’s really quite innocent when you think about it, Daddy.”

Just like that, she had me thinking about it. Picturing the whole of Samantha’s sorority sharing this incredible, steaming pool, giggling and joking and splashing each other. The whole goddamn sorority. Jesus.

What did that look like?

All at once I wanted to find out. And something told me that Samantha and Yukiko really, really wanted to show me.

“I cannot wait to get in there,” Yukiko said. “I swear I was dreaming about that water the whole drive up here…”

The coed tossed her shirt over her head and deposited it on top of a nearby rock, then set to unzipping her skirt. Underneath she wore nothing but her stockings, along with a black lace bra and a pair of matching panties. She put her hands on her hips, grinning at the pool, her thumbs hooked in the fabric of her underwear.

“You asked me if I had a bathing suit earlier,” I said, flashing back to our conversation at the condo. “Now I know what you were getting at.”

Samantha already had her top unbuttoned. “Those are going to get soaked,” she said, gesturing at Yukiko’s lingerie. “You really want to ruin them?”

The dark-haired coed locked eyes with me and grinned.

“Nope,” she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Besides, I know the rules. I just wanted to make sure Jack got a good view before I hopped in.”

And with that, Yukiko tugged down her panties.

I couldn’t stop the groan that left my lips. I knew the valley between Kiki’s thighs like the back of my hand at this point, but she must have prepared a second, smaller surprise for me this morning as part of her plan. The narrow stretch of dark hair over her pussy—what guys my age called a ‘landing strip’—was gone. She’d shaved herself completely bare.

For me.

A moment later she unhooked her bra and tossed it on the rock with the rest. She ran her hands over her apple-sized breasts, the nipples already stiffening, then passed her fingers over her folds. A gust of wind blew across the clearing, making her shiver.

“Last one in has to kiss Elizabeth Baines,” she giggled, savoring the feeling of my eyes upon her. “Come on, it’s freezing out here—!”

Before either of us could say a word (or she could lose her courage), Kiki raced for the pool and dove in. Water shot into the air as she did a last-minute cannonball, pulling her knees up and hitting the water with a thwack. She stayed beneath the surface just long enough for Samantha and I to worry she’d smacked into the bottom, then came up like a cork, whipping her wet hair over her shoulder.

“Woo hoo!” the coed cried, laughing. “That was awesome!”

I turned to say something to Samantha—only to realize that she was also stripping off her clothing. She had her back to me, and as I watched she unzipped her cutoff jean shorts, tugging them down her tanned thighs. I let out a whistle.

Unlike Yukiko, Samantha wasn’t even wearing panties.

“What did she mean about the rules?” I managed to ask as Samantha sashayed over to me. The sight of her gorgeous, naked body made it tough for me to get the words out.

“Hmm? Oh.” Samantha gestured at the pool. “It’s not a rule, so much as a tradition. One of those obscure sorority by-laws where no one can quite remember where it came from.”

I waited.

Samantha grinned, then blushed. “You’re not allowed to bring anything into the pool,” she explained, nibbling her bottom lip. “No jewelry, no accessories, nothing like that.”

I’d noticed that Yukiko took out her earrings before she jumped in. “Including clothes?”

The blush deepened. “You’re picturing it, aren’t you?”

“Picturing what? The whole Delta Rho sorority, laughing and splashing around naked in a hot spring?” I laughed. “You’re damned right I am.”

A smirk rose to Samantha’s lips. “That includes you, Daddy. If you want to get into the pool with us, you’d better strip!”

I set about to do just that. While I did, Samantha held her nose and dove into the water. A wave of it rolled over the edge of the spring and splashed my leg, bathing it in warmth.

I stripped off my clothes and placed them on the rock next to Yukiko’s. When I looked up, both women were standing in the spring, watching me.

“Come on in, Daddy!” Samantha chuckled. “The water’s fine!”

With a grin, I dove in.


Chapter Two

I wasn’t ready. Not at all.

The second I hit the pool I disappeared beneath the surface. Warm, frothy water washed over me, pressing against my ears as I sank all the way down to the bottom of the spring.

It was a surprisingly long way. True to the topography of the land, the hot spring was a massive crack in rock beneath us. The walls sloped gently downward on either side, until suddenly they dropped at a nearly vertical angle in the center, dipping what looked like dozens if not hundreds of feet beneath the ground. It looked like someone had taken two hockey sticks, turned them upside down and tied them together, forming a ‘Y’ shape with no bottom.

The depth at the center should have shocked me. But I was too busy enjoying the magic.

Okay, maybe magic was too strong of a word. But something about this hot spring felt better than normal. The water was rich and clean, and I could have sworn it was vibrating along the surface of my muscles as I pressed a foot to the sandy, sloped pool bottom. By the time I rose to the surface I felt five years younger–like I’d had all of my aches and pains worked out by a skilled physical therapist.

I spit out a mouthful of the water as I surfaced, laughing. Samantha and Yukiko lounged near the pool’s edge, where the spring was shallow enough that they could stand up and let it lap against their breasts and shoulders. I swam over to them, basking in the hot steam and the incredible feeling of the spring water.

Samantha grinned as I approached, her blonde hair messy and wet from diving into the spring. Beads of moisture glistened on her ample breasts and her taut little tummy, and I had a momentary flash of me licking every inch of her skin clean. The sensation was so strong that my cock surged beneath the water, making me a little bit dizzy.

“You alright, Daddy?” she purred, leaning back against the pool’s edge. “That was a heck of a splash.”

“I’m… great,” I said, glancing down at myself. It was true—I literally felt better than I had in years. “There’s something about this spring. Something therapeutic.”

Both girls laughed. “Don’t we know it,” Yukiko said, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. "This place has a bit of a reputation among the sisterhood, Jack."

"Reputation?"

"That it's like a week-long spa vacation condensed down to an hour," Samantha said, bubbling with pride. "That's part of why we wanted to bring you here so badly, Daddy. To help you relax."

I blinked. This place certainly was helping me relax—but that much? Again, the way Samantha and Yukiko talked about this place verged on magic. I couldn’t tell how much of it was them joking with me about the sorority’s ‘witchy’ reputation, and how much of it was real.

I suppose it didn’t really matter. Either way, I couldn’t stop picturing Samantha, Yukiko and all her sisters flouncing around in the water.

I raised an eyebrow as I slid between them, wrapping an arm around each of their waists. They felt even warmer than the water; and so soft that they made me want to growl. “This place is certainly doing that,” I agreed.

“Don’t get too relaxed,” Samantha chuckled. “We haven’t even started the second half of your surprise yet…”

Before I could ask what the girls had in mind, Yukiko gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and backed away. She ran her fingers through her wet hair, straightening it as best as she could, then grinned at the both of us. The water burbled around her navel; this close to the rim, it was barely three feet deep.

“First, Sam and I want to ask you a question,” the coed said. She sounded as pragmatic and analytical as ever, but one look in her eyes told me she was so wet right now that she could hardly think straight. “Before I do, I want to let you know there’s no wrong answer. Nothing you say is going to be held against you.”

“Unless you want it to be,” Samantha said, sliding a leg up and down my side.

God, these girls knew just how to tease me. It took everything I had not to grab Samantha and slide inside of her, right then and there. She wouldn’t have stopped me, but she also wanted to do whatever this was before the three of us got down and dirty.

“I’m listening,” I told them both. “What’s your question?”

Yukiko nodded in Samantha’s direction, her expression almost playful. “Samantha and I. What are our best features?”

“Your favorite part of us,” Samantha added before I could respond. “The first thing you look at when we show up at your place wearing something cute. The thing about us that catches your eye across a crowded restaurant. The body part you’re thinking about when you masturbate—not that you have to do that very often anymore, Daddy.”

I hesitated. That really couldn’t be what they were asking, could it?

“I don’t know if I could do that,” I said, trying to stay chivalrous. “Both of you are so beautiful—”

Samantha and Yukiko shared a look. They rolled their eyes.

“We know,” Yukiko assured me. “I swear, we’re not trying to trick you, Jack. This isn’t some kind of gotcha question. We really want to know the answer.”

“It’s important to what comes next,” Samantha said with a giggle. “So be honest, Daddy.”

For a moment, the only sound was the gentle lapping of the waves against the rock.

“Alright,” I said, the word coming out rougher than I’d intended. “Who’s first?”

Apparently, they’d worked this part out amongst themselves. Samantha sashayed forward, preening like a model in a men’s magazine. She did a little turn in the water, showing off her body as she ran her hands over her sides and her taut little tummy. I looked her up and down, trying to figure out what part of her excited me the most.

She caught me looking and grinned. As I watched, she took the index finger of each hand and pressed them against her tits, squeezing them together. Water pooled in her cleavage, sparkling like diamonds.

Fuck. Yeah, she and I had the exact same idea.

“Those,” I growled, my eyes on her tits. “They’re fucking perfect.”

Samantha batted her lashes innocently. “What are, Daddy?”

Fine. If she wanted to take it there, then I’d take it there. “Your breasts,” I said, making no secret of the way my eyes devoured them. “It’s like they were made for me. My hands, my mouth…”

Samantha gave a little shiver when I said the word mouth. “I remember that very first night at the frat house,” she panted, her nipples stiffening with the memory. “You couldn’t keep your hands off of my boobs. And I didn’t want you to.” She giggled. “You know I love it when you play with them, Daddy.”

Yukiko nibbled her bottom lip. It was no secret that watching Samantha and I flirt like this turned her on. A lot. But there was curiosity in her gaze, too. Even as she enjoyed the show, she awaited her turn.

Finally she couldn’t wait any longer. “And me, Jack?” Yukiko stuck her tongue in her cheek, which would have been an invitation under other circumstances but was a nervous tick right now. “What’s mine?”

I looked her up and down. Really looked.

Yukiko had perfect, perky tits—nowhere near as large as Samantha’s, but tits as big as Sam’s would have looked strange on a frame as slender as hers. And from the number of times I’d taken her from behind on the hood of my car, we both knew she possessed a world-class ass. But the longer I stared, the more something else caught my eye. Something unexpected.

“Your face,” I told her, my voice thickening. “It’s your face, Kiki.”

Yukiko looked… well, not displeased. But certainly a little surprised.

“My face?” the coed asked, absentmindedly stroking her cheek. “Really?”

“It’s… complicated,” I admitted, wondering if I shouldn’t have picked her ass after all. “It’s the way you go from the sweetest girl I’ve ever met to even more wicked than Samantha in the blink of an eye. The way you smile when I come home after a long day. Hell, it’s just the way you look at me: you make me feel like I’m some kind of hero. When you look at me like that, I feel like there’s no other men in the world.”

“There aren’t,” Yukiko whispered. “Just you, Jack.”

I crossed the distance between us in three steps and cupped the side of her face, tucking my thumb beneath her chin. “I could wake up seeing this face every morning for the rest of my life and never get tired of it,” I whispered, looking straight into her eyes. “It’s special, Kiki. You know it is.”

Yukiko looked like she was about to cry. “God damn, Jack. Wow.”

“Shit,” Samantha chuckled. “We were just trying to get you all hot and bothered, Daddy. You didn’t need to get all white-picket-fence on us...”

“Yes he did,” Yukiko said, putting a hand on my chest. “That was a very good answer, Jack. Although I was totally expecting you to say my ass.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. “That definitely wins second-place.”

“I know my boobs aren’t as big as Samantha’s, but I’m pretty proud of how much cake I’ve got for an Asian girl.” Yukiko’s smile turned naughty, her almond eyes darkening with mischief. “And face might actually be a better answer than the one I anticipated.”

“Definitely,” Samantha agreed.

Hmm? “I don’t understand,” I said.

Yukiko leaned in closer, throwing her arms around my neck. “Samantha and I were discussing what we thought we should do once we brought you here,” the coed explained. “We thought it would be fun to put you on the spot and ask you to name your favorite parts of our bodies. And then let you have them.”

I blinked. Did she mean what I thought she meant?

“Samantha’s breasts,” I murmured, still looking down into the coed’s eyes. “And your face…”

Just like that, Samantha was behind us. “Kiki’s too polite to say it,” the blonde cooed, wrapping her fingers around me beneath the water. “We want you to cum all over what you picked. We want you to mark your favorite parts of us, like you own them. Because you totally kinda do.”

“I was expecting to give you my ass again,” Yukiko chuckled. “But I could go for something different. I don’t think Samantha’s ever gotten to watch the way you fuck my throat…”

Holy shit. My cock throbbed in Samantha’s hand, fully erect now and standing like a girder.

“Jesus,” I panted. “You two get the craziest fucking ideas…”

Samantha laughed, her hand leaving me as she began to move. “Come on, Daddy. You picked me first, so I get to have fun with you before Kiki. Besides, making her watch us will get her totally turned on for when you fuck her…”

Samantha took my hand and led me to the edge of the pool. A smooth shelf of rock stood six inches or so above the rim of the water, which was shallow enough here that it barely covered Samantha’s pussy. Both of us dripped everywhere as I turned around and sat on the edge, my legs dangling in the water.

“Oh wow,” Samantha whimpered. Her eyes were fixed on my cock, which was hard and ready. Little beads of spring water glistened on it, and a big vein on the side throbbed in time with my heartbeat. “How can you be so fucking big?”

“You wouldn’t be able to wrap those tits around me if I wasn’t,” I growled. “That’s what you’re going to do, isn’t it, babygirl? Give me those titties to fuck?”

Samantha’s lips parted, her cheeks flushing with arousal. “Yes, Daddy. Nobody’s ever been man enough to grab these tits and give them the fucking they really deserve. I’ve never had a boy cum all over them—”

I grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and pulled her to me. She came with a squeal, licking her lips.

“No boy could ever do that,” I told her, my tone letting her know I never wanted to hear words like that come out of her mouth again. “Only a man can paint those titties properly, Samantha. Give them to me.”

Samantha arched her back and pressed her breasts against me. She took my cock in her fist and guided it into her cleavage, wrapping the meat of her gorgeous funbags around my throbbing length. Like it was the most natural thing in the world she spit all over the crown, making it even wetter to slide between them.

Yukiko had her hands on Samantha’s shoulders. The coed watched hungrily, practically vibrating with arousal. Her gaze kept flickering between Sam’s boobs and my face, like she couldn’t decide which she found hotter: the visual of me fucking her bestie’s tits or the proof of how much I enjoyed it.

“Look how fucking hard he is for you,” the Asian coed panted. “I swear to God, he’s getting even bigger, Samantha. He’s so hard, and your titties are so. Fucking. Soft…”

“Yes they are,” Samantha grinned. “And they’re all yours, Daddy. Fuck your babygirl’s tits!”

She started bobbing up and down. The crown of my cock disappeared into her cleavage, then popped out to hit against the hollow of her throat before slipping once more into the tight, wet embrace of her boobs. The heat of the water, the friction of her skin—it all felt incredible, and before I knew it I was upthrusting with my hips, not just passively enjoying the tit-job but eagerly fucking Samantha’s cleavage.

Water splashed around us each time Samantha’s tits came down. Yukiko kissed and licked the blonde coed’s neck, her gaze never leaving mine even as her hands did incredible things to Samantha underneath of the surface. Both women flushed with arousal and exertion. Samantha’s eyelids fluttered, her orbs rolling back as Yukiko slid two fingers into her tight, coed pussy.

“Oh fuck, Daddy, yes!” Samantha groaned. Her head lolled back on her shoulders, giving me space to thrust even harder and further than before. “Fuck my tits! Fuck, it looks so fucking hawt…!”

I grabbed the rock beneath me with both hands for leverage, thrusting madly between Samantha’s breasts. When I looked out over the water, I swore I could see shadows moving across the surface of the pool. Shadows that looked like all of Samantha and Yukiko’s sisters, splashing and laughing and readying each other to serve the man who ruled their sorority.

Maybe it was a vision of the future. A little magic at the heart of Delta Rho. Or maybe fucking Samantha Lowry’s tits felt so fucking incredible that I couldn’t think straight.

Either way, it didn’t matter. The thought of all those coeds tangled in each other’s arms was almost as hot as the sight of the two gorgeous, submissive coeds in front of me. Samantha was about to get her wish: I was going to cum, and when I did I planned to erupt all over those perfect tits like a fire hose.

Yukiko leaned in, her tongue teasing the interior of Samantha’s ear. “Good girl,” she purred, looking every bit like the queen of my harem. “Work those titties harder now. You see the way he likes it? He’s losing control—he’s getting ready to shoot all over you. You want that reward, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Samantha’s cry was loud enough that I felt a surge of gratitude that we were in the middle of nowhere. “Fuck yes…!”

Grinning, Yukiko tilted Samantha’s chin and kissed her, hard. The sight of my two girlfriends making out sent me right to the edge, and suddenly I was swelling bigger and thicker in the cocoon of Samantha’s titflesh. The familiar wave roared in the back of my brain, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold on for much longer.

“You’re a gorgeous slut,” Yukiko said, breaking the kiss. “I could watch you do this all night. But I think right now Jack needs to cum, doesn’t he?”

“You’re driving me crazy,” I groaned. My hips bucked, thrusting between Samantha’s breasts so hard it would be a miracle if I didn’t leave bruises. “The two of you… fuck…!”

Yukiko laughed knowingly, her hand cupping Samantha’s pussy beneath the water. “She’s gonna cum, Jack,” the coed said, so excited by the thought that I had no idea how she could insist she wasn’t bi with a straight face. “I’ve got my fingers on her clit and she’s going to go over the edge the second you cum all over those knockers!”

“Cum for me, Daddy,” Samantha begged. “Paint your babygirl’s titties! Give me that load!”

“We love you so fucking much, sir, please please shoot all over those tits—!”

I couldn’t hold back. The orgasm hit me like a truck, nearly knocking me into the water. With a roar I came, shooting hot ropes of semen all over Samantha’s tits. It spurted out across her breasts, frothing in her cleavage as beads of pearly cream dripped from her lips and chin. Holy shit, I’d shot hard.

She arched her back, moaning as she made sure not a single drop was wasted. Samantha’s eyes rolled back in her head as her own climax washed over her, her body quivering with bliss as she rode Yukiko’s fingers into the stratosphere. By the time the hot spurts of my cum began to ebb, Samantha held her breasts aloft with both hands, presenting them like an offering with the thick streaks of my load across her tanned skin. We’d made such a mess—and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had so much fun.

“So fucking good,” Yukiko murmured. The hand she used to get Samantha off left the water and went into her mouth, her tongue sucking the taste of the coed’s pussy greedily. “Fuck, he really coated you, Sam!”

“These really must be his favorite,” Samantha groaned, her body still riding the aftershocks. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you shoot this hard, Daddy…”

She started to sink back into the water, but Yukiko stopped her. “Here, let me clean you up,” she purred, burying her face in the blonde’s tits.

To our surprise, that’s just what she did.

Yukiko’s soft pink tongue lapped at Samantha’s breasts, slowly and methodically licking them clean. Every time she reached a streak of my load the Asian coed savored it, slowly slurping it down with moans almost as loud as the ones Samantha made when she came. If I hadn’t stayed hard after fucking Samantha’s tits, the sight would have gotten me back to full-mast in an instant.

Samantha shivered, tangling her fingers in Yukiko’s hair as she worked. When she was completely done with the blonde’s tits Samantha guided her to her neck and chin—then, once she’d eaten my entire load, she pulled Yukiko’s mouth to hers and made out with her for a minute or two. The pair shared my cum between them, passing it with their tongues as they groped each other and giggled.

“Goddamn,” I grunted, amazed by the sight. “You two are unreal.”

Yukiko broke the kiss, her eyes feverish with lust. “You marked one harem girl,” she said. “Now it’s my turn.”

Since I’d chosen her face when given the opportunity, I expected Yukiko to come to the edge of the pool and go down on me. Instead, she took my hands and guided me back into the water, guiding me to a slightly deeper section a short distance away. When we got there she pressed her back against the stone, hugged me tight, and wrapped her legs around me.

Fuck. I thought the water was warm—it had nothing on Yukiko’s pussy. Belatedly I realized that while she’d gotten Samantha off, the blonde coed had been too busy keeping her hands on her tits to return the favor. Kiki was all keyed up, so turned on she practically squeaked. No wonder she needed release.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Fuck me hard, and fuck me fast.”

I grabbed her ass and pinned her up against the wall of the pool. “I can do that,” I growled.

As I leaned in to nibble her neck, she put a hand on my chest. “But don’t cum,” she panted, her hips grinding against me in a way that felt almost feral. “You can’t cum yet. My pussy’s getting you ready, but you’re saving that load for my face. Okay?”

My growl was all the answer she needed.

I thrust into Yukiko, hard and rough just the way she wanted it. My cock bottomed out inside of her with one smooth stroke, hammering that special spot on her back walls as her legs tightened around me. She gasped, the back of her head pressed against the stone, her perfect face flushed with pleasure.

“Oh Jack,” she groaned, working her hips against me in time. “Oh fuck, that is perfect…!”

It really was. My fingers dug into the firm flesh of her ass (she really did have a nice round one for an Asian girl) as I fucked her hard and deep, grinding her against the stone with every thrust. Samantha stood a few steps away, but unlike Kiki she didn’t interrupt. She just watched.

I think she knew this was about us.

“Fuck me just like that,” Yukiko panted, her fingers digging into my scalp. “Use me. Use this tight little pussy. It’s your pussy. Oh fuck, it fits just right…!”

“Feels so fucking good,” I growled, burying my face in those small but perfect titties. One of Yukiko’s nipples entered my mouth and I sucked on it, the nub stiffening as she gasped with delight. “Can’t hold back much longer.”

“I know,” the coed panted. From the way she said it, I could tell she was even closer to the edge than me. “Look at me, Jack. Look at my face.”

I did. Yukiko beamed at me, her gaze filled with a perfect mix of love and lust.

“You meant that?” she asked, her lashes fluttering. “About every morning?”

She shook as she clung to me. Fuck, another few thrusts and she’d be there.

“Every word,” I growled.

Yukiko leaned in close and nibbled my bottom lip, growling.

“Will you paint this pretty face every morning, Jack? Will you give me that load first thing, as soon as you wake up, before you do anything else?”

Fuck! That sounded like the hottest thing ever.

“Yes,” I grunted, slamming into her like a piston.

Yukiko cried out, her nails raking my back, her pussy clenching around me like a fist as she reached the peak. “Jack… oh fuck, oh GOD yes…!”

I have no earthly idea how I managed to hold on. The sight of Yukiko beneath me, cumming her brains out—mixed with the feeling of her inner walls spasming around me, it should have sent me over the edge before I could even think of pulling out of her. If Samantha hadn’t just finished milking me dry with her knockers ten minutes ago, there would have been no chance.

As it was I managed not to cum, even as Yukiko unraveled beneath me. Three more hard thrusts and I pulled out of her, dragging the still-spasming coed several steps to the right, back to where Samantha offered me her breasts. My cock emerged from the water, a few inches above the surface.

“Kiki,” I groaned, my rod jerking madly. “I’m gonna…”

The coed wasted no time. She dropped to her knees in the water, her face tilted up and her hands wrapped around my shaft. In the light, she seemed almost to glow—like an apparition, some wet dream version of a forest nymph or a woodland spirit.

“Give it to me,” she begged, stroking me hard. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, teasing that special spot just beneath the head of my cock with the tip. “Cum on my face! Shoot all over me—make me pretty—!”

No man with blood in his veins could hold back when told a thing like that.

The sight of Yukiko’s eager, kneeling face pushed me over the edge. I came, hard, shooting way more than I would have thought possible considering how much cream I’d just spurted onto Samantha’s tits. Most of it went into her mouth, guided by Yukiko’s fingers around the base of my shaft, but plenty of it sprayed across her face, onto her chin, into her dark hair. One spurt went wild and hit her right eye, forcing her to close it as she laughed. The one eye she kept open remained fixed on me, filled with so much love and devotion it made my heart hurt a little bit.

As I began to come down from my second orgasm, Yukiko wrapped her lips around me and sucked me dry. She hummed around me as she slurped down my seed, swallowing eagerly. Her eyes rolled back as she moaned, her tongue working around me to taste the last remnants of my load.

When she was done, Yukiko’s mouth left me with a wet little pop. She sighed contentedly and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “That was awesome,” she whispered, her face alight with bliss. “Thank you, Jack. You know, I’m really glad you picked my face after all.”

Samantha came over and kissed the coed. “And I thought I was crazy,” the blonde purred. “You went absolutely feral for Daddy, Yukiko. Are you feeling okay?”

“Better than ever,” the coed insisted. “How about you, Jack?”

I sank back into the water and lounged against the rock. The warm spring water burbled around my shoulder, soothing away aches and pains that felt like they’d been with me for years. Maybe this place is a little bit magical, I thought.

“Hell of a nice surprise,” I told the girls. “This place is really something else, isn’t it?”

“We wouldn’t be Delta Rho if it wasn’t,” Samantha said, putting a hand on her hip. Suddenly she stiffened. “Oh fuck, what time is it?”

I glanced at my wristwatch, saying a silent prayer of thanks for whoever designed 100-meter water resistance. “We’re not late yet,” I said, doing a little mental math. “We’re likely to be unless we leave soon, though. I’m assuming we’re going to want to make a stop at the condo on the way back?”

“Unless you want us all meeting with Marcie freshly-fucked and dripping wet,” Samantha giggled. “You probably want us to be a little more put together than that. After all, she didn’t have the best reaction to the three of us last time.”

Didn’t I know it. Marcie catching Samantha, Yukiko and I would always be something that made me cringe a little bit to think about. It was not how I’d wanted my boss’s daughter to find out about my relationship with Samantha Lowry. It wasn’t how Yukiko had wanted it to go down, either.

I nodded, pushing through the water. The pool vibrated as I walked, as if the rippling waves didn’t want to let me go. Like they wanted to heal me some more.

But they’d done plenty already. I felt energized, motivated, and ready to take on the world. Our meeting with Marcie was next on the list, and then my dinner with Elizabeth Baines. Hopefully I could convince my boss’s daughter to join in on my plans to turn the tables on Trevor’s mother.

If not, I hoped we could at least bury the hatchet.

Our clothes waited for us where we’d left them on the rocks. Behind me, the pool continued to sparkle, like the strange spring promised many more wild encounters to come. Some of them involving more than just the three of us.

“This place is weird,” I said as I finished buttoning my shirt. “But I like it.”

“Good,” Samantha said. “We’ll have to come back here again sometime. Maybe after all this is through?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Yukiko agreed. “Speaking of which, what’s our game-plan for Marcie?”

“You let me handle that,” I told her. “I’ve got it covered.”

She nodded. She trusted me implicitly. Good girl.

Five minutes later, my McLaren was speeding back down the gravel path, headed for the main road. We had a rendezvous with my boss’s daughter, and brilliant plot to get Elizabeth Baines out of our hair once and for all. There was still danger and uncertainty, of course, but I thought I had things covered.

That I was prepared.

But what I wasn’t prepared for was what Marcie really planned to tell us that afternoon.


Chapter Three

We made great time getting back to town.

The traffic we'd encountered on our way out to the country had cleared up by the time we left the hot springs. I looked around at every stoplight, but could find no sign of that cheerleader or her pink convertible. I suppose it would have been unrealistic to run into her a second time.

I drove right through the Stillwell campus, ignoring the Delta Rho sorority house for the moment. We had business there with Marcie, but our meeting with her wouldn't be for another hour or two. Even if she was there already, waiting for us, we weren't yet ready for her.

Instead, we headed for the condo.

At this time of the afternoon, the parking lot was more or less empty. Which made the big SUV occupying a space right by the front door stand out even more than it would have otherwise. I saw it and a smile spread across my face.

"Looks like we've got company," I told the girls.

Yukiko recognized the vehicle. Samantha didn't.

"Is everything alright?" the blonde asked. "That's not the car that tried to run you and Tasha over, is it?"

I shook my head. "It's a friend. Let's go see what she wants."

The smell of coffee filled my nostrils as I stepped into the lobby. The bassline of some pop song blared through the door leading to the gym, where a handful of patrons were taking care of their after-lunch workouts. They didn't interest me, other than that they weren't who I was looking for.

The woman I hoped to see was lounging near the coffee machine, her phone pressed against her ear. She looked like she'd just gotten finished with a workout--her yoga pants clung tightly to her curvy frame, and there was a thin sheen of sweat on her forehead as she sipped her after-workout treat. She saw me and lit up, grinning as she waved.

Maria Alvarez. My realtor.

"Oh!" Samantha's eyes shone with recognition. "Hey!"

Maria looked just as pleased to see us as we were to see her. She held up two fingers and spoke rapidly into her phone, then gave a pleased smile and hung up the call. If there'd been any doubt in my mind that she wanted to see me again, it vanished as she sashayed across the lobby of my condo building.

Women didn't walk like that unless they were trying to impress a man.

"Hey, gorgeous," Maria purred, her gaze flickering to Yukiko before settling on me. "Long time, no see. How's the PR war going?"

Before either of my girlfriends could say anything, Maria stepped into my arms and gave me a kiss. It felt so natural that I almost wasn't shocked by it—but Samantha and Yukiko clearly were. She took her time, savoring it, a hand on my rear as her lips pressed against mine.

"We're doing well," I told her. Both of my girls stared at her: Yukiko with longing, Samantha with naked jealousy. "Had a meeting with my employer this morning and hammered out most of the issues."

"That's good to hear." Maria turned that winning smile of hers on Yukiko. "I just went through a similar ordeal yesterday. It's no fun when someone tries to destroy your career, is it?"

I flinched, despite knowing I had nothing to do with that. "I'm really sorry," I said, thinking of whatever letter Elizabeth Baines must have sent Maria's superiors. "To think that she'd actually go to the realtor's association..."

The Latina laughed. "Please. It was no big deal." She took another sip of her cafe au lait and leaned forward, grinning. "If every realtor who got frisky with a client got arrested, they'd have to perform this entire profession from prison."

Wasn't that just a fun mental image?

It must have shown on my face, because Maria nibbled her bottom lip. "You imagining me behind bars, Jack? In a pair of handcuffs, maybe?"

Jesus. Now I definitely was.

"I'm right here, you know," Yukiko said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.

Maria's smile didn't waver. "I know you are, chica," she purred, putting my hand on her hip as she turned to look at the coed. "And I know you're thinking about that drive the three of us took a couple weeks ago." She glanced over at Samantha. "Maybe the two of you found a new passenger?"

"Something like that," I admitted. "I'm glad you managed to get out of trouble, Maria, but you never should have been in trouble in the first place. I'm sorry I put you in the middle of all this."

She waved away my apology. “It really wasn’t a problem. Besides, you get me into the good kind of trouble. Speaking of which…”

I waited. Clearly, Maria had something clever in mind.

Her hands went behind her back, resting above the swell of her rear. “I’m off for the rest of the afternoon. I’m not sure what plans you and your friends had for the rest of the day, but I’d love to be a part of them if I could. Maybe you could take us out for a drive, since your sports car’s finally out of the shop…”

Her words hung in the air between us, thick with promise. The urge to take all my plans for the rest of the day and toss them out the window was strong, especially with Maria looking at me in that sly, predatory way. I almost went for it.

But our meeting with Marcie had to take precedence.

I shared a glance with Yukiko. The coed looked even more conflicted than I did; visions of the three of us on some backcountry road danced in her head.

“Under normal circumstances, we’d love to,” she said, following my lead. “Unfortunately, there’s somewhere we have to be.”

“We just stopped by for a few minutes,” Samantha added sheepishly. “We need to grab a few things, hop in the shower—this is just a pit stop.”

“We were swimming earlier,” Yukiko said, running her fingers through her hair.

Maria looked a little confused by our story. But if I’d thought our explanation would get her to back down, I couldn’t have been more wrong.

“A shower? That’s funny.” Maria gestured at a sleek black duffel bag on the counter next to her. “I was just about to hit the gym showers. I always bring a change of clothes when I use one of the condo complexes for my workout.”

Yukiko and Samantha exchanged a look. A spark shot between them, and I knew that both of my girlfriends had just come to a mutual decision.

“Maybe I could use yours?” Maria batted her lashes. “You have that fantastic master bathroom, after all. Would be a lot nicer than having to share a locker room with random people…”

Oh, it’s on, I thought.

Yukiko picked up exactly what I was putting down. “We’d be delighted, wouldn’t we, Jack?” she purred, taking my hand. “Maria’s been so helpful to us. Letting her use the condo is really the least we could do!”

“Help her get nice and clean,” Samantha said with an elbow in my ribs. “Maria and I haven’t had a chance to hang yet. I’m a little jealous of all that time you, her and Kiki spent together…”

We could remedy that right here and now.

Maria’s hips swayed seductively as she led us to the elevator, her tight athletic top and clingy yoga pants hugging her gorgeous curves. The bassline faded as the doors shut, sealing the four of us in as the box rose steadily towards our floor.

Next to me, Yukiko was practically on fire. “Fuck,” the coed whimpered, rubbing my cock through my pants with the heel of her palm. “Oh my gawd, this is so hot…”

Maria tossed her lustrous black hair over her shoulder and grinned. “I’ve been looking forward to partying with you again,” she said, both to me and to Kiki. “And blondie over here.”

“My name’s Samantha,” Sam rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I know,” Maria chuckled. “You’re like the queen of the college. Sometime when we’re not so busy, I’d love to hear the story of how you and Jack hooked up for the first time…”

That story would have to wait for another day. The elevator door opened with a ding and we spilled out into the hallway. Somehow we made it to my apartment without the tension between us boiling over into an explosion.

The moment we had the door closed, Yukiko grabbed Maria and started making out. She pinned the busty Latina against my living room wall with a ferocity I’d rarely seen from her, going feral as she grabbed handfuls of Maria’s ass and explored her mouth with her tongue.

“Oh fuck,” Samantha gasped. “Wow, Kiki. Girl, you are eager…”

Maria gasped, then melted into it, groping Yukiko through her top. “Such a good girlfriend,” the realtor panted, breaking the kiss.”I bet Jack loves how game you are to fool around with other girls. I know he was that night on the hood of his car.”

The Asian cutie turned her devoted gaze onto me. To her credit, she didn’t bother with the lie that she was ‘one hundred percent straight’any longer.

“I like how hard Jack gets when he watches me warm up one of his other harem girls,” she purred, her voice not showing a hint of shame. “I want to taste you, Maria. I want to make you cum.”

Maria cocked an eyebrow. “Harem!? Shit, you three went loco while I was gone, didn’t you?”

Yukiko couldn’t possibly have been more into it. “I ride Samantha’s pretty face while Jack fucks her,” she confessed, grinning from ear to ear. “I want you to ride mine while Jack makes me come so hard I see stars.”

“I kinda like the sound of that,” Maria laughed. “I kind of like this harem thing, too.”

Samantha giggled. “So do we. A lot.”

With a smirk, Yukiko slid her hand beneath the waistband of Maria’s yoga pants. The Latina groaned and arched her back, her eyes rolling back into her head with only the whites showing as Kiki found her wet pussy and rubbed.

“Oh fuck, she’s so smooth,” Yukiko groaned. “Nnngh, Jack, you’re going to love fucking this tight little slut…”

I was. I really, really was.

I turned to tell Samantha something to that effect—only to realize the blonde was no longer standing beside me.

Instead, she was on her knees.

“Samantha?” the word came out strangled. At my feet, the blonde bombshell worked my belt free, licking her lips as the bulge inside my boxers grew bigger and thicker with each passing moment. “Babygirl, what are you doing?”

A low, throaty purr escaped Samantha as the sound of my belt being unhitched filled the apartment. I could swear each of the three women with me salivated at the sound—like they’d been conditioned to associate it with what was going to happen next.

“All that talking about tasting each other makes me want to suck you off,” Samantha, giving me her most innocent look. “I want you in my mouth, Daddy. Can I please suck on it while you watch Kiki and Maria get nasty?”

They were certainly doing just that. Yukiko took the lead; she’d already stripped Maria down to a pair of black lace panties and her tight athletic bra. Her eyes shining with feverish lust, Kiki took the older woman and nearly threw her onto my couch, climbing between her legs before Maria could figure out which way was up. She slid the Latina’s panties to the side.

Something warm and wet closed over my cock.

Oh fuck! Samantha’s lips closed around me, her tongue swirling as she took me deep. I groaned, my fingers tangling in her blonde hair as I guided her down my shaft, my eyes locked on Yukiko and Maria. The former had the latter’s panties tugged to the side and was fingering her, all while kissing slowly down the side of her neck and into  her cleavage.

I knew where she was headed. I couldn’t wait for her to get there.

Gentle pressure eased Samantha’s lips all the way down to the base of my shaft. “That’s right, babygirl,” I grunted, glancing down and making eye contact with the voluptuous blonde. “Give it to me.”

Samantha’s mouth left me with a wet little pop. “Don’t look at me, Daddy,” she giggled, stroking me hard as she prepared to devour me anew. “Look at them. Enjoy the show while I worship you…”

It was all the permission I needed.

While Samantha gagged and slurped around my prick, Yukiko buried her face between Maria’s thighs. The Latina moaned and writhed beneath her, digging her long nails into the back of Kiki’s head as she gave in to her primal impulses and rode the Asian girl’s face.

“Fuck yes!” Maria gasped. “Jesus, you’re good at that, chica! Shit, oh my gawd…”

Yukiko pulled back with a smirk, her flickering gaze confirming that she had my full attention. “You’re so fucking wet, Maria,” she growled, sliding two fingers into the realtor’s box stabbing deep. “You’re such a good little slut…”

“Nnngh, thank you!” Maria gasped. The assault from Yukiko’s fingers was almost more than she could bear. “God, yes!”

“You like the way those fingers feel?” Yukiko’s words dripped with sarcasm—even a blind man knew full well how much Maria liked her touch. “You take them so fucking well. Are you thinking about Jack’s cock filling you deep, just like these fingers? I bet you want him to fuck you senseless.”

Maria’s eyes flicked to me, dark and hungry. “God, yes,” she repeated, her lips parted with bliss.

Samantha’s mouth worked me harder, her moans vibrating around my cock. I thrust my hips forward without thought, filling the blonde’s throat. Taking it. Owning it.

Not a single person at Stillwell could have imagined how submissive Samantha Lowry became when I took charge of her the way a proper Daddy should.

Yukiko’s hand moved faster, becoming a blur between Maria’s thighs. The realtor’s moans went feral, her whole body writhing like a snake across my couch as the coed over her pushed her to the edge. She tried to wriggle away, only for Kiki to grab her top with her free hand and use it as leverage to hold onto her.

“So pretty,” Yukiko murmured. Her hand left Maria and the brunette whined with frustration. She licked her fingers, savoring them. “Here you go…”

This time, when Yukiko buried her face between Maria’s thighs, she went in for the kill. I’d seen her eager before—I’d watched the utterly feral way she rode Samantha’s face while I’d been emptying my balls in the blonde’s pussy—but this was a whole other level. And this was giving, not receiving.

Yukiko ate Maria’s pussy like getting air was a distant, secondary concern. Like her pussy was a deep pool and hiding at the bottom was the key Kiki needed to unlock her handcuffs and escape an axe murderer. Her tongue stabbed Maria’s cunt even harder than her fingers, and the things she did with the rest of her face ought to have been criminal.

Maria’s thighs tightened around her. Her round, gorgeous booty flew right off the cushions, her whole body tensing with bliss as Yukiko worshipped her pussy. Her tits heaved, one of them popping free from her confining athletic top.

“I’m gonna cum,” Maria panted. “Oh fuck, don’t fucking stop, please don’t stop!”

I was right there with her. My cock swelled against the back of Samantha’s throat, growing stiffer in anticipation. My balls tingled as the familiar wave of bliss rose up in the back of my brain.

I pushed it down again. Not yet, I told myself.

Samantha felt my hesitation. She pulled off me as Maria’s moans filled the apartment, a confused expression written across her face. “Daddy?”

“Slow,” I growled, gently pulling her back. “I’m saving this load.”

She pouted but obeyed, pressing her tongue against the underside of my crown before giving my head a few pleasurable (but not orgasm-causing) kisses.

“You’re so mean, Daddy,” she said, her gaze telling me I was going to owe her later. “Making me wait for my reward—”

She was cut off by a ragged scream from Maria.

I turned just in time to watch her cum. The sight of her riding Yukiko’s face, her body trembling as orgasm washed over her, was nearly enough to make me shoot all over Samantha’s smile despite the lack of attention on my cock. Maria’s back arched, her nails digging into the cushions of my expensive sofa as pleasure infiltrated her.

Her whole body rose once, twice, spasming with bliss. Her pussy boiled over; between her legs, Yukiko eagerly slurped up all of her cream.

Finally Maria slumped bonelessly to the leather, her cries turning to relieved laughter. “Holy shit,” she panted, her fingers gently stroking the side of Yukiko’s face. The coed was still at her pussy, gently kissing and licking at her labia as she came down from her aftershocks. “I didn’t expect to get a second workout this afternoon.”

Yukiko lifted her head, her eyes glassy with pleasure. I would have bet every dollar in my wallet that she’d cum while eating Maria out—either from rubbing her thighs together or just from the sheer, submissive pleasure of getting one of my ‘harem girls’ ready for me. She certainly had that freshly-fucked look.

“She’s ready for you,” Kiki panted, giving the realtor’s shaved pussy a gentle slap. “Having tasted it, I have to say—I’m a little jealous you get to fuck this pussy, Jack. She feels like a fucking dream.”

“You’re not jealous,” I laughed, crossing the living room. “You love this.”

Yukiko bit her bottom lip. “Yes, sir.”

“I think we could all use that shower,” Samantha giggled. Behind me, she was already stripping off her clothes. “I’m so happy you’ve got one big enough for all of us, Daddy…”

Maria looked like she’d won the lottery. “I need you,” she whispered, making no effort to cover her naked body. “Fuck, I need you so bad!”

I didn’t need to be convinced. I scooped Maria up, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carried her into the bathroom. At some point she stripped off her bra and threw it to the floor, before thrusting her big tits in my face and inviting me to suck on them—which I did, eagerly.

I’d never been so happy that Maria had talked me into this particular unit. This bathroom had been the feature in the condo the realtor was most excited about—between the glass doors, the marble tile and the big rainforest-style shower head, it truly looked like the sort of place you could throw a Roman orgy.

I entered the stall and pushed Maria against the tile, burying my face in her cleavage. I could taste the sweat on her skin—I could have sworn it was full of endorphins, both from her workout and having her beautiful box eaten by the future Mrs. Jackson Avery. I pulled up and kissed her, hard, the crown of my cock pushing against the roughness of her inner thigh.

“You ready for this?” I growled, pushing my head into her soft, wet opening. “Kiki didn’t wear you out, did she?”

Maria snickered like she found the idea preposterous. “Never,” she growled, her nails raking my chest. “Fuck me, Jack. Hard.”

I didn’t hold back.

I grabbed one of her legs and lifted it, placing her heel all the way onto my shoulder. Most women weren’t flexible enough for that, but Maria took it like a dancer, groaning as she opened herself at the perfect angle to take my cock. Behind me, a now-fully naked Yukiko and Samantha entered the shower, closing the glass door and turning on the hot water. The room filled with steam.

As it rolled over us, I thrust into Maria, deep and rough.

Jesus fuck! Kiki hadn’t been kidding about getting her ready for me. Maria’s pussy clenched around me like a fist as I entered her, her walls so hot and wet after her orgasm that holding back was going to be a major struggle. She cried out, biting down on my shoulder as I bottomed out inside of her. The pain mixed with the pleasure and suddenly I was riding high, feeling like a God as my cock pistoned in and out of her.

“So fucking tight,” I roared, staring into Maria’s eyes as I savaged her. “Jesus, Maria…!”

My realtor grinned. “Pound it like a hashtag, papi,” she groaned, squeezing her tits together with her shoulders as we fucked. “Fuck yes, that’s so good!”

Samantha and Yukiko watched, their hands roaming all over each other’s wet, soapy bodies. Yukiko’s hand cupped Samantha’s pussy, two fingers buried deep in her dripping snatch, while the blonde coed licked and sucked Kiki’s small, perky tits.

“Look at him,” Yukiko whimpered, her fingers making a ‘come here’ gesture against the roof of Sam’s heavenly pussy. “Fucking her like he owns her. Like she’s part of his harem. So fucking hawt.”

Samantha looked up from the coed’s breasts, her blue eyes wide with lust. “You really do get off on this, don’t you, Kiki?”

She watched me proudly, her smile widening. “I love watching my man claim another woman, Sam. It makes me so fucking wet.” She leaned in and kissed the coed. “The only thing hotter is helping him do it.”

Maria’s nails dug deeper into my shoulders, her toes pressing against the side of my neck. “Don’t fucking stop!” she growled, welcoming me all the way inside of her velvet interior. “Beat it up, papi, I can take it! Goddamn you fuck like a bull, Jack!”

I felt like one. Every thrust slammed Maria’s round ass against the tile, making wet slapping sounds that competed with the squelching of her pussy around my prick. Water poured over us, filled with suds, making everything hot and amazing. I could feel her getting close, her body preparing to go over the edge.

My hand went to her throat.

Maria’s eyes widened, then lit up with a fire like I’d never seen from her before.

“She called you my harem girl,” I growled, staring right into Maria’s soul as I fucked her senseless. “Is that what you are, Maria?”

Her eyes rolled back in her head. “Yes,” she panted, her body trembling.

“Yes what?”

“Yes papi!” Maria slammed her hips down on me, hard, her inner walls gripping me all the way down to my balls. “I’m your good little slut! I’m your harem girl! Please, please papi fucking cum inside me…!”

Maria’s words broke off into a scream as she came, her pussy gripping me like a fist. She unraveled beneath me, her whimpers echoing in the shower stall as she rode out her orgasm. She took my cock like she was made for it. And when I looked into her eyes, I knew the truth.

Maria didn’t want to be just my fuckbuddy any longer.

Any man who could make her cum like this deserved to be her King.

Realizing that sent me right over the edge. I thrust harder, deeper, and with a groan I finally let go. My cock jerked inside of her, spilling my seed as a jumbo-sized orgasm washed over me. One hand gripped her throat, the other mauling her tits as I shot again and again, each thick spurt filling me with so much relief I cried out in bliss.

When it was over I lowered Maria’s leg from my shoulder and kissed her. Her obscenely hot body felt incredible against the cold tile, and the shower spray gradually washed away the sweat from both of our bodies. Bodies pressed in behind me, kissing and massaging my back and shoulders.

“That looked so awesome,” Samantha panted. The little hitch in her voice told me immediately that she’d cum all over Yukiko’s fingers—probably while I was emptying myself into Maria’s pussy. “I love watching you get off, Daddy.”

“Did you enjoy Maria’s pussy more knowing I got it all hot and wet for you?” Yukiko asked.

I leaned over and gave the Asian coed a kiss. “Definitely. You two are completely crazy—but I like it.”

“Crazy for you, maybe,” Yukiko smirked. “Want us to help you get cleaned up?”

I told them I did. To my surprise, only Yukiko scrubbed me down—by some hidden arrangement, Samantha went over and sudsed up Maria, admiring each of the gorgeous Latina’s features as she worked.

Maria and I shared a look. Can you believe this? My realtor asked with her eyes.

I grinned and nodded. This was my life now. Maria’s, too, if she wanted it.

And I thought she did.

Samantha glanced from Maria’s tits to her own, her brow furrowing. “Okay, good,” she giggled, running a hand between her mammaries. “I’m still the biggest.”

Maria cocked an eyebrow. “Biggest?”

“Kiki and I asked Daddy what his favorite feature of ours is,” the coed said proudly. She didn’t sound like the leader of Delta Rho right now—she enjoyed acting like a horny little bimbo when it was just us. “Mine’s obviously my boobs, so I was definitely feeling a little threatened by those ta-tas. But mine are bigger.”

Maria snickered, getting into it. “A little,” she teased. “But come on. We’ve both got pornstar-level racks, blondie.”

“Small differences are still important,” Samantha insisted. “Variety is the spice of life, right, Daddy?”

“You don’t have to encourage them,” Yukiko told me. “They’re such sluts.”

Samantha laughed, grabbing Yukiko’s ass. “Takes one to know one. You’re the biggest slut in this apartment, whore!”

Yukiko grabbed the blonde’s chin, grinning wickedly. “Damn right I am. We’re all sluts for Jack. And you came all over my slutty little fingers…”

They kissed.

Maria stood next to me, watching. “Are they always like this?” she asked.

“Mostly,” I said. “Look, that whole thing about the harem—”

Maria silenced me with a kiss of her own. “I’ll think about it,” she chuckled, giving my bottom lip a little nibble as she pulled back. “I’m normally not the kind of girl who puts up with sharing her man—not when it’s more serious than a fling. But for you? For these girls?”

I had a feeling I already knew what her answer was going to be. “Sounds like you need a little more convincing,” I growled, pulling her to me with a hand on her ass. “Come here…”

All four of us were more than ready to kick off Round Two.

Unfortunately, as I grabbed a handful of Maria’s long, dark hair, I caught a glimpse of my wristwatch. The steam had almost fogged it up, but I could still see the hands.

Oh shit. How did it get this late so early?

With extreme reluctance, I let my girls know what time it was. Maria looked confused; Yukiko swore.

“We’re going to be late for Marcie if we don’t move,” Yukiko said, already going for the shower handles. “We’d better get dried off!”

Samantha groaned, but she was already sliding the glass to the side and reaching for towels. “Duty calls, I guess,” she said.

“Marcie?” Maria crossed her arms beneath her breasts, giving me a teasing look. “Your boss’s daughter?”

“It’s not like that,” I told Maria. “We had an… unpleasant interaction the other night.”

“She knows about us,” Samantha said. “Specifically, she knows about me.”

Maria cocked an eyebrow. “What’s wrong with that?”

Yukiko laughed. “Not so much now,” she admitted. “But at the time, it was quite the shitstorm…”

We got dressed quickly, Yukiko filling in Maria while Samantha made more playful jabs about their tits and ass. I wondered if she was just having a bit of a laugh, or if she truly felt anxious or jealous about my other girlfriends’ attributes. Sometimes it was hard to tell with her.

After we finished, Maria pulled me close and gave me one final, lingering kiss. “We have to do this again,” she insisted. “Soon. And for a hell of a lot longer.”

All three women chuckled at that.

“It’s a date,” I told her. “Don’t be a stranger.”

“I won’t,” she said, tossing her duffle over her shoulder. “With these cuties doting on you it’s going to be hard to keep your attention, but I’ve got a pretty damn good sexting game. I’ll send you a few pictures later, papi.”

And with that bit of promise hanging in the air, Maria took her leave.

As soon as she left, Samantha sighed. “I like her so much,” she chuckled. “I hope she ends up joining the harem.”

“Trust me, there’s very little doubt in my mind that we’re going to be seeing a lot of Maria in the future,” Yukiko told us both. “Let’s get going. Marcie’s going to be pissed if we’re late for this meeting.”

We nodded.

It was time to find out what my boss’s daughter wanted.


Chapter Four

The Delta Rho house was nearly deserted when we arrived.

Stillwell’s campus felt curiously charged with energy as we cut across the college. If the sky weren’t so clear and blue, I’d have assumed there was a storm on the way—it felt like the afternoon for it. My shirt stuck to my chest despite my recent shower; out of the corner of my eye I could see Samantha fiddling with her hair, unhappy with the way it set in the humidity.

Inside, a handful of coeds performed chores in the sorority house’s greatroom. With the semester just a couple of weeks away from ending, the new sisters of Delta Rho were no longer feeling the pressure they’d been under during the pledging process. The feeling of a bunch of servants being watched over by the more senior sisters had been banished; everyone was getting along. Over on a couch, a brunette tapped furiously at a keyboard, trying to beat the deadline on an assignment.

The moment she walked through the door, Samantha changed. The fun, flirty bimbo I knew so well retreated, replaced by the confident, dominant leader of the campus’s most exclusive sorority. Samantha took a look around her kingdom and saw that it was good. She smiled.

“Good afternoon, girls,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Has anyone seen Marcella Ramsey? We’re looking for her.”

A few girls shared wary glances. “She was here a while ago,” someone said, glancing around doubtfully. “I haven’t seen Marcie in a bit, though…”

Hmm?

“She’s supposed to meet us here,” I said, stepping into the fray. “We’re a little bit late—” I reflexively checked my wristwatch, which showed me fifteen minutes had passed since the time we’d agreed on, “—but it’s important. If she’s still here, we need to talk to her…”

“Oh, hey there!”

I glanced up. At the top of the stairs leading to the sorority house’s second floor, a pair of figures were making their way down. I recognized them—I was pretty sure every red-blooded man on campus would have recognized them, too.

It was Heather and Eva. Samantha’s junior lieutenants. The twins.

Both of them wore almost identical expressions as they made their way to the bottom of the steps. They’d dressed the same, too: both Heather and Eva wore their cheerleading uniforms, a short ruffled skirt and a low-cut, midriff-bearing top. For a moment I wondered if the campus cheerleading team was having practices this late in the year, then kicked myself for being such a fool.

Of course they weren’t.

They wore those outfits for a very different reason.

“Poor Jack,” Heather said, clucking her tongue as she approached. “Always running from one crisis to another, aren’t you? When are you going to get a break?”

“Had one this afternoon,” I said, glancing from one coed to the other. They knew something I didn’t, and I wanted to know what it was as soon as possible. “Your president took me on a little trip into the woods.”

Both girls looked surprised. “Really?” Eva asked. “Wow.”

“You got in the spring?” Heather hissed. “And you didn’t burst into flames?”

“Jesus!” Samantha rolled her eyes; she’d clearly had enough of these two. “It’s not acid. There’s nothing wrong with showing Jack the spring: he’s certainly done enough for Delta Rho to have earned our privileges.”

“Privileges,” Heather giggled. “Is that what you’re calling it these days, Sam?”

Samantha twisted her lips in a wicked moue. “Are you challenging me, Heather?”

Suddenly my understanding of the situation shifted. What I’d taken for a pissing contest was anything but—that was a guy thing, and not the sort of contest the matriarchs of Delta Rho would stoop to.

For Heather and Eva, this was their idea of foreplay.

“What’s this about Marcie?” Eva asked innocently. “I don’t understand what you see in that girl, Jack. She’s totes boring.”

“She doesn’t even party,” Heather drawled. “Not like us, in any case.”

Eva took a step forward and draped an arm over my shoulder, one breast pushing against my chest. “You should hang with us instead,” the coed purred, glancing over at her president. “If your ball and chain will let you have a little fun…”

Samantha looked down for it. In a reversal I didn’t quite understand, it was Yukiko who looked hesitant about all this flirting. It confused me right up until the moment she opened her mouth.

“What’s going on?” she snapped, the words harsher than she probably intended. “Where’s Marcie?”

My danger sense went off. Yukiko had the right idea. Something was wrong.

“I want to talk to Marcie,” I said, taking a step forward. “Is she here?”

Heather and Eva shared a quick glance. “She’s… here,” the former admitted. “But you might not want to talk to her right now.”

“She’s kind of indisposed,” Eva added. “Might be better to come back later.”

“Like, tomorrow, maybe.”

This was beginning to tick me off. “Listen, if she’s up there, then I’m going to talk to her. She called me and asked for me to come. No offense, but I’m not about to let you stop me—”

“Uncle Jack!”

Marcie stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the doorframe. One look at her and I understood why Heather and Eva had wanted me to leave and come back some other time.

My boss’s daughter was drunk.

“I was wondering when you were gonna get here!” Spots of color burned on Marcie’s cheeks; there was a decidedly uneasy rhythm to her steps as she swayed back and forth. “You brought Sam and Kiki, too!”

I’d seen Marcie tipsy before. Company functions usually involved alcohol; since Daniel always invited his daughter to the corporate get-togethers, she usually took advantage of the open bar. And there was Delta Rho, of course, and all the sorority shindigs. Plus that terrible night where Trevor got his hands on her.

This… might have been worse than that.

Marcie wasn’t just drunk—she was wasted.

“Babygirl?” Next to me Samantha stiffened at the word, but I’d used it with Marcie long before I’d ever met her. “Sweetheart, don’t move. I’m coming up.”

I took the stairs two at a time before Marcie could start down them. If she tried steps in her condition, she’d probably fall, and a trip to the hospital was the last thing any of us needed. Behind me, I heard Samantha interrogating her lieutenants in an angry voice, demanding to know how they could have let a fellow sister get so drunk.

Marcie threw herself into my arms as I reached the second floor. She smelled like a brewery and was panting like a colt on a racetrack, and her hands clung to me with the desperation of a shipwreck survivor clutching a piece of driftwood. As I held her, one question blared loudly in my mind.

What the hell had happened to my boss’s daughter?

Marcie swayed in my arms. “Hi, Jack,” she said, smiling up at me. “I’m so glad you worked things out with my Dad. I was… I was…”

Her expression crumpled. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes.

“Jack, I’m so sorry,” she moaned, her voice thick with tears. “I fucked everything up, didn’t I?”

What?

I held Marcie steady, keeping her from toppling. With one hand on her shoulder and the other around her waist, I took a big step away from the railing and the stairs. The thought of her falling right now filled me with anxiety, and those steps looked mighty slippery for someone as drunk as her.

Behind me, Yukiko climbed the stairs. Samantha was still growling at Heather and Eva, who kept gesticulating wildly as they defended themselves. I heard them say something about a bottle and Marcie already being half in the bag, but I ignored it.

“Hey, hey, slow down,” I said, keeping my voice low and soothing. “What the hell’s all this about, babygirl? Take a second, calm down.”

Marcie didn’t look like she’d be capable of calming down any time soon. Up close, I could see the red in her eyes and the smears of mascara running down her cheeks. I hadn’t seen Marcella in such a state since that awful night at the frat house—and back then, I’d known the reason for it.

Whatever was wrong, I was here. Just like I’d been there with Trevor.

“None of this should have happened,” Marcie blurted, shaking her head. “It’s all my stupid fault! I shouldn’t… shouldn’t have been such a bitch to you, Uncle Jack. You and Sam and Kiki… everyone’s trying to break you up and it’s all because of me…!”

“Woah now,” I said, holding Marcie upright. She’d been about to fall. “Nobody’s breaking up, girl. Yes, Yukiko and Samantha and I are going through a bit of a rough patch. But we’re rock-solid. We’re going to get through this, and we’re going to do it together.”

Behind me, Yukiko reached the landing. She kept a smile plastered onto her face for Marcie’s sake, but her expression was tight. A vein in her jaw pulsed with worry as she approached the two of us.

“Marcie, honey,” she said brightly, treating the coed like an animal who might scatter if spooked. “You’ve had a little bit too much to drink, haven’t you? Let’s get you some water.”

Marcie’s face scrunched up. “I don’t need water!” she shouted. Coeds on the first floor stared, their faces filling with shock. “I need… I need you to fucking forgive me…”

“Babygirl, there’s nothing to forgive,” I said. I put a hand on the small of Marcie’s back, holding it there. “You haven’t done anything wrong.”

Marcie laughed without a hint of mirth. “Oh yes there is,” she said, trying to pull away from me. She glanced at the open bedroom door at the end of the hall, then back at me. “It’s all my fault, Uncle Jack. I got drunk.”

“Yeah, you definitely did,” I agreed. From the way Marcie was acting, I suspected whatever she’d been getting drunk on she’d left in that bedroom. I wanted to keep her away from it if possible; the last thing we needed was for this to get any worse. “But that’s okay. How much have you had?”

“You don’t get it!” Marcie shouted. “I’m not talking about now, Jack! I’m talking about the frat party!”

My blood went cold.

“Babygirl, what are you talking about?” I demanded.

Yukiko reached for her but Marcie pulled away, rejecting her comfort. She didn’t say anything for a long moment—she just looked surly, her lips wobbling as she tried and failed to master the alcohol in her bloodstream.

“Pledges aren’t supposed to drink,” she muttered, tears smearing her mascara. “Not at Delta Rho mixers. It’s against the rules. Supposed to stay sober…”

I glanced at Yukiko. “Does this make any sense to you?”

Her lips formed a tight little line. “Unfortunately, it does,” Yukiko said. “Marcie, you didn’t get into any trouble over that. You’re not the first pledge to break the rules on alcohol during rush week—”

“None of this would have happened if I’d just controlled myself,” she snapped, looking like she wanted to vomit for more than just the obvious reason. “That bastard Trevor drugged me because I let him. If I’d just followed the rules, he’d never have gotten me into that room. And Jack wouldn’t-a had to save me.”

Now I understood. “Babygirl, that was not your fault,” I said firmly.

“You almost lost your job,” Marcie whispered drunkenly. She made it sound like I’d almost grown a second head. “Kiki’s parents are going to fuckin’ kill her. And Samantha… oh Christ…”

She started to sob anew.

“Sweetheart, you’re very drunk,” I said, keeping my voice as calm as I could. “My job is fine. Yukiko’s parents will come around when they see how much the two of us love each other. And we will figure out some way to keep Delta Rho from expelling Samantha from the sorority. I guarantee it—”

“What’s this about me?” Samantha had just reached the top of the stairs. “Holy shit, Marcie, are you okay? What’s happened to you…?”

Marcie turned.

Upon seeing Samantha, a sob tore from her throat like I’d never heard before.

Samantha didn’t even need to hear a single word. In an instant she was there, holding Marcella tighter than tight. Marcie buried her face in the coed’s shoulder, her body quaking with shuddering sobs as regret and alcohol coursed in equal measure through her veins.

“Marcella Ramsey,” Samantha said in a chiding tone. “Pull yourself together, pledge. Don’t you know that you’re among friends?”

“Family,” I corrected. “You’re among family.”

Marcie sniffed hugely. “I don’t deserve to be,” she panted. “I fucking ruined your life, Jack. And yours, Samantha. And I had the nerve to say I wish you’d never come to Stillwell!”

The sting had fled those words. “I know you didn’t mean that,” I told her. “Babygirl, if you hadn’t brought me here, I’d still be behind a desk at your Dad’s company with no idea what life really is. You saved me. You didn’t hurt me.”

“And yes, you had a bad reaction to our… unconventional arrangement,” Samantha added. She took over where Marcie’s lower back was concerned, rubbing her in soothing circles as she spoke. “But that’s nothing that can’t be forgiven. Really, we should have told you what was happening a long time ago.”

“You didn’t mean any harm,” Yukiko agreed.

Marcie continued shaking her head. She understood that we forgave her; I just think she hadn’t forgiven herself yet. “Samantha. Those things I said to you—”

“Don’t mean anything,” the president of Delta Rho said, cutting her off. “Marcie, stop it. You’re drunk, and you’re not thinking straight. We’re good, okay?”

I’m not sure that Marcie heard her. “You’re my hero, Sam,” the coed whispered. “You’re the whole reason I wanted to join Delta Rho in the first place. You’re…”

“I’m getting you to lie down,” Samantha countered. “And then I think Yukiko’s right, you need some water—”

Before Samantha could finish her sentence, Marcie lunged forward.

What happened next happened in an instant. Marcie grabbed Samantha’s shoulders with both hands, twisting completely out of my grip, and smothered the older student’s mouth with her own. A desperate sob escaped her as their soft lips pressed together, Sam’s mouth opening instinctively as Marcie slid her tongue past her mentor’s teeth. For a split second Samantha froze, her eyes wide with shock.

Then, almost without thinking, she kissed back. Her lips moved against Marcie’s, soft and hesitant, her eyelashes fluttering with lust—

And the reality of what she was doing slammed into her.

“What the fuck!?” Samantha gasped, shoving Marcie away. Her hands flew to her mouth, as if she’d been stung on the lips by a viper. She looked shocked—but I couldn’t help but notice the flush on her cheeks. Or the way her shoulders rose and fell rapidly. “Marcie, what the hell was that!?”

Marcie looked almost as shocked as Samantha. “I’m… I’m sorry,” she blurted, her eyes going unfocused. “Oh fuck, oh Jesus I didn’t mean to do that!”

She didn’t. But part of her had wanted to.

Suddenly it clicked. The sly little comments Marcie made about her mentor every now and then. The odd way she’d been acting at the pledge initiation after-party when she saw Samantha hitting on me in front of the other members of the sorority. The hurt she showed when she caught Samantha, Yukiko and I together at my apartment, like our harem arrangement was some kind of personal insult.

All of it made sense.

Marcella had a crush on Samantha Lowry.

Tears streamed down my boss’s daughter’s face. “I am so sorry, please forget that I did that! I’m super fucking wasted, I’m not thinking straight, I didn’t mean it…”

Samantha stared down at her fingers. In a move that I felt nearly one hundred percent certain was unconscious, the edge of her soft pink tongue protruded from her mouth to lick where Marcie’s lips had touched hers.

“Yes you did,” Samantha whispered. “Marcie, holy shit…”

Marcie had a crush on Samantha. She probably had it since the day they met. No wonder she worshiped the ground Samantha walked on. No wonder she’d wanted to be part of Delta Rho so badly.

Was Marcie a lesbian? I didn’t know—I vaguely remembered her Dad being pissed off about her going on dates with boys, so I didn’t think so. Bi then, like Kiki?

I reeled. I’d never thought of Marcie that way before.

Call me naive, but my brain still considered her my boss’s little girl. At some point she’d grown into an independent young woman, with her own dreams and desires.

With her own sex life.

Oh Jesus. I’d been calling her and Samantha ‘babygirl’ all this time.

How confusing must that have been for her?

Something crumbled inside of Marcie. “I’m sorry,” she blurted. “It’s just… you’re so fucking hot, Samantha. I can’t even be mad at Jack for hooking up with you! The thought of you and him together—I haven’t been able to get it out of my head since that night at the condo. I’m so fucking confused—”

“Stop,” Yukiko whispered.

Marcie glanced over at the coed. “Kiki?”

Yukiko rose to her full height, her voice sharp but calm. “Bedroom. Now.”

The command cut through the tension like a knife. Samantha started to say something, then she glanced at the stairs and realized what Yukiko had been trying to tell us.

All the coeds who’d been studying or doing chores at the sorority house were staring at us. They’d heard the whole thing.

“Good idea,” I muttered. “We should have done that ten minutes ago.”

We needed privacy, pronto. Putting my arm around Marcie, I led her to the bedroom, with Samantha and Yukiko following close behind.

No one downstairs spoke.

But I felt the eyes of Delta Rho following us the whole way.


Chapter Five

I set Marcie on the bed, her body tense and trembling with anxiety. Samantha shut the door behind us, while Yukiko grabbed a chair from the corner and dragged it over to the end of the bed so she could sit in front of us. A bottle of tequila sat on the carpet, half-empty: Marcie’s, no doubt. With a grimace, I picked it up and tossed it into the nearby trash can. More booze was the last thing she needed.

“Jesus Christ,” Samantha whispered, her arms beneath her breasts. “Guess that cat’s out of the bag. The whole freaking campus is going to know about Marcie in the next hour.”

“No,” Yukiko said firmly. “They won’t.”

Marcie sniffled and sobbed. Now that I’d gotten her into a sitting position she seemed slightly less drunk than before, though she still had a long way to go before she could be considered sober. She gave me an awkward look as she settled in next to me, then buried her face against my side. Hiding from Samantha, I thought.

Couldn’t blame her.

Samantha blinked. “What do you mean, they won’t?”

“You underestimate Delta Rho.” Yukiko said with a smirk. “Those girls are gossip hounds, yes, but they’re also loyal to a fault. They’re not going to let any negative rumors about one of our members spread through campus. Especially not when it concerns a pledge who’s spent her entire semester being mentored by you.”

Samantha relaxed a fraction. “Yeah,” she said, casting her gaze back toward the door. “You’re right. I sure fucking hope you’re right, Yukiko.”

“I think she is,” I said, my arm still around Marcie. “She’s got a good head on her shoulders, our Kiki. If she thinks Delta Rho can keep a lid on this, then they probably will.”

“I should have pulled you three into the bedroom immediately,” Yukiko said. “I let a compromising situation go on for far too long. I apologize.”

Samantha laughed. “It’s not your fault,” she said, still looking flummoxed. “Marcie, sweetheart, are you alright?”

Marcie hiccupped loudly. She wiped her face with the back of her hand, doing her best to dry her tears. “Not really,” she said, keeping her eyes on the floor. “Samantha, I’m so sorry—”

“Stop apologizing,” Samantha said. Somehow, she managed to make it sound almost friendly. “We’re alone right now, Marcella. It’s just you, me, Kiki and Jack. We’re not mad, we’re not judging you, and everyone in this room loves the hell out of you.”

That brought another sniff out of her. The waterworks were starting back up; I could tell.

Maybe Samantha thought the same thing. Because she crossed the carpet and knelt down next to Yukiko’s chair, sidling up to the coed on her knees. For a second, it reminded me of all the times she’d assumed a similar position for me, and I felt a surge of phantom lust between my legs.

“You kissed me,” Samantha whispered. “It sure as hell felt like you meant it.”

Marcie’s eyes flicked up to her mentor’s, her lip trembling. “I shouldn’t have. I’m such a fuck-up.”

Samantha made a face like Marcie didn’t need to put herself down. “You’re not a fuck-up. You’re human. And you’re very, very wasted. Which is why I’m asking you this question.”

Hmm? I glanced down at Samantha, but she was holding Marcie’s attention.

The blonde reached out and put a hand on Marcie’s knee. “Did you mean it?” She made it sound like a trifle; like no possible answer she could give would change anything between them. “Or are you just drunk and a little horny?”

I didn’t like to think about Marcie horny. Or at least I didn’t used to.

Marcie flinched, too. “It was nothing,” she insisted. “I was just…”

She looked into Samantha’s gorgeous brown eyes.

And unraveled.

“I want you so fucking bad,” Marcie whispered.

To her credit, Samantha took this in stride. Other than a slight flare of her nostrils, she would have looked totally unruffled to a casual observer. “I see,” she said, scooting backwards an almost imperceptible fraction.

“It’s so stupid,” Marcie said, still wearing that hangdog look. “It’s… it’s just a crush, you know? You’re so awesome, and everyone at the school looks up to you so much. I look up to you so much. I want to be just like you.”

Samantha nodded in understanding. “How long have you felt this way?”

Marcie looked away, blushing. “Since the beginning of the semester,” she admitted, giving me a sheepish look before continuing. “Pretty much as soon as I met you. Before Jack came to Stillwell, even.”

“Gotcha.” Samantha let out a sigh, then smiled. “Well, I wish you’d told me a long time ago, Marcie. This is probably the worst possible time for you to confess a thing like that.”

Her words caught all of us off-guard. “Huh?” Marcie blurted.

“I don’t know if you’ve heard, but I’m in a lot of trouble with the national leadership,” Samantha said, chuckling with obvious irony. “And I happen to be in a committed relationship at the moment. A complicated one.”

Marcie blinked rapidly. “Wait, what? You mean I should have told you I like you?”

“I mean, you’re a very attractive woman,” Samantha said with a shrug. “And you’re definitely my type. I’d be lying if I said I never spent a little bit too long staring at you during one of those sorority meetings.”

“Holy shit,” Marcie gasped. “Sam, I don’t even know if I’m gay or not. Or bi, or whatever…”

“Neither do I,” Samantha agreed with a chuckle. “I just know that you wouldn’t be the first Delta Rho girl I’ve kissed.”

She wouldn’t even be the first one in this room.

“But Marcie,” Samantha said, taking the coed’s hand, “I’m with Jack. You get that, right? And even if I weren’t, I have to be super careful right now.”

“With the leadership,” Marcie said. She still looked stunned. Hell, I was sure that I looked stunned, too. “I know. Just like I know you’re with Jack. I think I knew that even before I came to the condo—I just didn’t want to admit it.”

“What Jack and I have is real,” Samantha said. “It’s serious. I know it doesn’t look that way from the outside—it probably looks like a fall fling, me and my cutie lieutenant double-teaming a hot older guy until he gets his diploma and goes home—but it’s not. Yukiko is going back to Boston with Jack when he graduates.”

“I know that,” Marcie said. Some of the drunkenness had left her, as if blasted away by Samantha’s admission. “Yukiko’s exactly the person my Dad was hoping Jack would meet in Stillwell. He wanted him to bring home a bride, and she’s perfect.”

Yukiko couldn’t help but beam at the compliment. It was what she wanted—she’d told me enough times how she couldn’t wait to become the CEO’s wife and live out our power-couple life while building a family. All while keeping our extracurricular activities together on the down-low.

“She is,” Samantha agreed. “But, Marcie, I’m going with him, too.”

My eyes widened. We hadn’t agreed on that.

And yet, who could blame her?

Marcie looked far more shocked than me or Yukiko. “You are!?”

Samantha nodded.

Marcie’s jaw dropped open. “But Sam, you can’t marry him! Even if it weren’t illegal for him to have two wives, the Board of Directors at Ramsey Engineering would crucify him if he tried! They already don’t think a guy without a family can serve in the position of CEO!”

Samantha sucked on her lips, rubbing them together before releasing them back into place with a pop. “Marcie, this isn’t about a ring,” she said, cocking her head to the side. “This isn’t about a marriage license, or your father’s company, or even my last name. This is about who I want to spend the rest of my life with. And that’s Jack.” She glanced over at her bestie. “And I want to share him with Yukiko.”

My heart soared. Deep down, I knew this woman felt that way about me. But knowing it and hearing it were two very different things.

“I know who I am,” Samantha continued. “I’m the Queen Bee of Stillwell—the girl who gets to tell the rest of the campus what to do because they either want to fuck me or are terrified of me. My future plans are supposed to be finding the richest man on campus, marrying him, then carrying his balls around in my purse for the next sixty years while spending his money however I want. That’s where my life was headed before I met Jack. Before I told myself I could hook up with a hot, older Daddy without catching some extreme feelings for him.” She glanced over at me, grinning wickedly. “And before Jack banged me on his balcony so loud that half the city heard it.”

Marcie blushed at that last part. So did I.

“So yes, I’m all-in,” she said, her words directed at Marcie but meant for all of us. “I don’t care if I don’t get to be Mrs Jackson Avery. Because I’ll be a lucky, lucky woman if I get to spend the rest of my life having adventures with these two.”

“Jesus,” I said, moved. “Babygirl, that’s everything I wanted to hear.”

I froze. Marcie had just blushed twice as hard.

“Right,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “I should probably stop calling you that, huh, Marcie? It’s kind of awkward.”

Marcie’s jaw worked soundlessly for a moment. “I… don’t want you to,” she said, shaking her head. “Really, I don’t. I like it.”

“You’ve been calling Marcie ‘babygirl’ a hell of a lot longer than me,” Samantha conceded with a smile. Now that she’d made her grand declaration of love she looked a heck of a lot happier—and she was clearly pleased that we’d managed to calm Marcie down. “If she wants to lay claim to it, Daddy, we’ll come up with another pet name—”

Now it was Samantha’s turn to freeze. Her lips formed a tight little line.

“It’s okay,” Marcie said, breaking the tension. “I know that’s what you call him.”

“I know it’s weird,” Samantha said through clenched teeth. “It just kind of happened. I should probably stop, but it just feels so right to call him that—”

“I’ve been calling him Uncle Jack for as long as I can remember,” Marcie said. “It’s not that different, I guess.”

It really was. Calling a man Daddy was different on an order of magnitude than chastely referring to him as ‘Uncle’. It was much kinkier.

“Yes, but you’re not madly in love with Jack,” Samantha giggled. “It’s different.”

The words hung in the air.

And hung.

Marcie said nothing as the silence stretched out.

“Uh, babygirl?” I asked, giving the coed’s shoulder a gentle shake. “You okay?”

“The two of you together…” Marcie whispered, barely audible. “It… shit, never mind. It’s stupid.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised that it was Yukiko who seized on this. “I promise you it’s not stupid,” the Asian coed insisted. “You’ve already pulled the band-aid off, Marcie. You might as well go all the way.”

All the way? I didn’t understand what Yukiko meant. She’d always been a little smarter than us that way—a little more perceptive. Or maybe it was just that she’d been on her own odyssey of self-discovery since meeting me, and recognized the signs of a fellow traveler in Marcie.

Either way, her words gave my boss’s daughter the push she needed.

“The two of you together is crazy,” Marcie said, her gaze darting between me and Samantha. “I know it’s stupid, but I’m so jealous of you, Uncle Jack. Samantha is, like, the hottest girl on campus, and seeing the way she dotes on you just makes me realize what a lucky man you are.”

Wow. What a compliment. “Thanks, babygirl. I know how lucky I am.”

Marcie braced herself, stiffening against me. “And maybe…”

Yukiko nodded, coaxing her on. From the look on her face, I think it clicked for Samantha in that moment, but naïve fool that I am, I had to hear it directly from Marcie’s own lips before I could believe it.

“…maybe I’m a little jealous of Samantha, too.”

The air in the room thickened. My hand froze at Marcie’s side, my arm suddenly feeling like deadwood across her shoulders. Her words sank in slowly, the full import of them dawning on me in what felt like slow-motion. Samantha watched for my reaction, stricken: next to us, Yukiko wore an expression that looked like triumph.

“Babygirl,” I said, never more conscious of the fact that I’d used that same word to refer to both women than I was at that moment. “What do you mean by that?”

Marcie’s fingers dug into my comforter. She looked so much like the girl who’d gotten caught building a tower out of her dad’s office supplies during one ‘take your daughter to work’ day that I almost laughed at the memory. But she’d never have understood.

“I don’t know,” Marcie said, not looking directly at any of us. “You and Jack, you’re like, perfect for each other. And having Kiki there too is even more perfect. Except that doesn’t make any sense, because nothing can be more perfect than perfect, right?”

“I wouldn’t worry my head thinking about things like that, babygirl,” I said.

“I see the way you two look at each other,” Marcie said, changing her tack. “Fuck, I saw it the night of the initiation ceremony, even if I didn’t want to see it. Samantha was crushing on you hard that night, Jack. She was looking at you like you were the only guy in the room.”

I practically was the only man in the room, but I didn’t bother bringing that up. I knew what Marcie was getting it. I’d seen it, too.

Samantha’s expression softened, some of her shock fading. “That’s the way you look at someone when you know it’s real,” she said, leaning back a bit and crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “I can’t help it, Marcie. I’m hooked.”

“I’m not mad about that,” Marcie said. “I just see what you guys have, and it’s like, I want that. You know?”

“I’m sure you’ll have it,” I told my boss’s daughter. “Marcie, you’re still a very young woman. You don’t need to be jealous of anyone, or of their relationship. I’m sure there are good things over the horizon for you.” I chuckled. “Half the boys at Stillwell would kill to take you out for a night on the town, babygirl. And the other half are too intimidated to ask.”

I thought that would cheer her up, but Marcie began to cry again.

“What’s wrong?” Yukiko asked.

“There’s not a horizon for me,” the coed whimpered. “Not here, anyway.”

What!?

“Babygirl, what are you talking about? If this is about Trevor—”

“It’s about Dad,” she said, shaking her head. “He’s pulling me out of Stillwell at the end of the semester.”

I felt like someone had just dropped a bomb on the room.

“What!?” I roared, angrier than I expected.

“Yeah, what the fuck?” Samantha looked poleaxed. “Why!?”

Marcie wiped her eyes with both hands. “Because he found out what happened with Trevor. Elizabeth Baines didn’t have to send him a letter—he got the whole story on his own.”

I’d told him a great deal of it, as I recalled. I’d tried to spare Marcie’s privacy, but it had been unavoidable.

“He doesn’t think I’m safe here,” Marcie continued. “He told me that if Jack hadn’t been lucky enough to get that call and swing by the frat house, I’d have ended up a statistic in one way or another.” She swallowed hard. “He’s bringing me back to Boston at the end of the semester, too. So he can keep an eye on me until I graduate.”

“Fucking hell,” Samantha snapped. “I’ve heard of protective parents. But that’s… a lot.”

I ran a hand through my hair. I knew Daniel Ramsey better than just about any man alive—I’d been his right-hand man for nearly fifteen years now. I practically considered him my father. Which was how I knew exactly how stubborn he could be.

Convincing him to change his mind on this would be harder than dealing with Elizabeth Baines. By a long shot.

“He’s pissed,” Marcie said, forcing out a laugh. “He’s on your side, Jack, but privately he’s been fuming about what a huge headache this whole Delta Rho thing’s become. Trevor’s mother, all the rumors about you, bringing the cops into it—he told me before he sat in on that disciplinary meeting that he wishes he’d managed to talk the Board into letting you do online classes to finish your diploma.”

“Well I don’t,” I said. “None of this would have happened if it weren’t for Stillwell. If it weren’t for you, Marcie.”

Marcie nodded—then her shoulders slumped. “I love this school. I love Delta Rho. I don’t want to leave! It isn’t fair!”

Fair didn’t come into it. This was a father safeguarding his daughter. I understood where Daniel was coming from, even if I didn’t agree with him.

Samantha leaned forward and put a hand on Marcie’s knee. “That’s bullshit,” she said, grimacing. “Marcie, I’m going to do everything I can to try and make your Dad see reason. You are too important to this sorority to just let you walk out the door at the end of the semester!”

Marcie blinked. “You mean it?”

“Of course I do.” Samantha’s eyes glistened. “Marcie, I’ve been planning for you to take over for me once I graduate. It’s why I made sure you were my little. This sorority needs you. I’m not letting you go if I have anything to say about it.”

Marcie looked like she wanted to be held in more ways than one. “Thanks,” she said, her cheeks coloring. “And look, about the other stuff…”

“It’s not a big deal,” I insisted, giving as much comfort as possible. “You’re not the first person to have a crush. You’ll… you’ll work through it. We’ll give you space.”

Marcie looked off into the distance. “You’ve changed everything, Jack. You know that?”

I nodded. Samantha and Yukiko both fell silent, waiting.

“I’ve always looked up to you—even when I was a kid,” Marcie said. “I mean, Dad worked so much that sometimes I felt like a houseplant when I came to the office—but never with you. You always had time for me. You’ve… you’ve always been there for me.”

“I always will,” I told her.

Marcie just managed not to cry. “You saved me that night at the frat party,” she whispered, her voice thick with regret for ever having doubted it. “Maybe my life—but definitely my soul. God only knows what Trevor would have done to me.”

“I’d rather not think about it.”

“You’ve always been Uncle Jack to me,” she said, peering up into my eyes. “Dependable. Solid. And then you rode into Stillwell like a storm and went raging through everything. Changing everything. And… and everything’s different now.”

“It really is,” Yukiko agreed.

“What the three of you have, it’s so awesome. I know it’s supposed to be weird, but the really strange thing is that it no longer seems weird to me at all. It’s so normal for you, Sam and Kiki to be a thing. And now, seeing it, it’s like: why wouldn’t I want to be part of that?”

My chest tightened. A vision filled my mind, almost searing in its intensity: that moment that Marcie kissed Samantha and the leader of Delta Rho began to kiss her back. What had I felt in that moment?

Was it concern for my boss’s daughter? Really?

Or had my heart been pounding for a very different reason?

It felt like the ground was going to open up and swallow me at any moment. This was Marcie we were talking about: my boss’s daughter, the one person my mentor would probably murder me if I even thought about touching. And yet…

No. It was so dangerous.

My relationships with Samantha and Yukiko were solid and stable. Marcie was a freaking minefield—one wrong step, and everything could explode.

I had to be careful here. So careful.

Because Marcella Ramsey was the last person I wanted to hurt.

“Marcie,” I said, clearing my throat. “You’re not crazy to want that, babygirl. But I don’t think you’ve thought it through all the way. You’re feeling a lot right now, but that’s all you’re doing—feeling. Also, you are very drunk.”

She nodded, her gaze glassy. “Yeah,” she said, rubbing her face. “I am.”

“Let me get you some water,” Yukiko said, rising. “It’ll help.”

While she did that, I reassured Marcie. “You can stay here and sober up,” I said, sharing a confirming glance with Samantha. “You know you’re always welcome at the Delta Rho house. Later on, when you’ve had time to sleep on all this and really think it through, you and I can talk if you want. Or you can talk with Samantha if you don’t feel comfortable doing it with me.”

Marcie looked confused. “You sound like you’re about to leave,” she said.

I glanced reflexively at my wristwatch. Shit, it was getting late.

“I… have a dinner to go to,” I said, wondering how much I ought to reveal. “I was actually thinking of bringing you with me, but you’re in no condition to travel—”

“Dinner with who?” Marcie asked. She sat up straighter and took the water from Yukiko. I could see her trying to sober herself up by sheer force of will as she drank.

In for a penny, I thought. “Elizabeth Baines,” I said, watching as the three women grimaced at the sound of her name. “She wants to make me some kind of offer. Make all of my problems go away and smooth my path to my diploma—probably in exchange for some statement that lets that little shit Trevor play the prodigal son and come running back to mama.”

“Which Daddy would never do,” Samantha insisted.

I expected Marcie to be horrified. And she was, for a second. But then something clicked inside her head.

I think she understood the reasons I’d chosen her to accompany me to this showdown, and not any of the other coeds in Delta Rho. And more than that, she agreed with those reasons.

She sat up straighter, her drunken haze clearing slightly. “I want to go.”

Yukiko gave a start. “Are you crazy? You can barely walk in a straight line right now. I saw you on the stairs—”

“When’s the dinner supposed to be?” There was an almost desperate edge in Marcie’s voice now. “How long do I have?”

I did a little mental math. “It’s in a little over an hour,” I said, doubtful. “I don’t think that’s enough time, babygirl.”

“I can do it,” Marcie insisted, her voice stronger than before. “Do you trust me?”

“Of course I do, babygirl,” I said.

A fierce look entered Marcie’s eyes. “Text Elizabeth Baines. Tell her you’re going to be an hour—no, an hour and a half—late. That should be enough time for me to sober up.” She glanced over at Yukiko. “Can you get me some coffee and another glass of water?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the implausibility of it. “Babygirl, Elizabeth Baines isn’t just going to push back this dinner,” I said. “This is probably the most important social event of her entire year—”

“Which is why she will,” Yukiko cut in. “Marcie’s right, Jack. I hate to say it, because I don’t think she should be getting anywhere near the Baines residence. But Elizabeth will bend over backwards right now to get you into her home.”

Was that true? I wouldn’t have thought so, except that Yukiko sounded pretty certain. I glanced down at my pocket, thinking of my phone. Maybe…

The worst thing that could happen is her saying no. Maybe intimidating Elizabeth Baines out of this dinner wasn’t such a bad thing, given the circumstances.

I sighed and pulled out my phone.

“Are you really doing this?” Samantha blurted. “Fuck, you’re gonna try, aren’t you?”

I shrugged. My fingers flew across the screen.

Unexpected mishap, I wrote. Dinner needs to be at 9:30, not 8. That okay with you?

The message verged on rudeness, but something told me the brusque tone was exactly what a woman like Liz Baines would respond to. I barely had to wait ten seconds for the three familiar dots to appear at the bottom of the screen. Elizabeth had seen my message.

Of course, Mr. Avery, came the too-smooth reply. Don’t be late.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” I said, showing the coeds the screen. “It worked.”

Yukiko nodded, her expression grim. “I knew it would. We’ve got a little time now to plan. And to come up with an alternate idea if we need to.”

“Alternate idea?” Samantha asked.

Yukiko frowned. “Marcie’s really not ready for this,” she insisted, glancing over at the coed. Even if we manage to get her most of the way sober in the next couple of hours, that house is a nest of vipers. Trevor’s mother will eat her alive—”

“I’m going,” Marcie said. Her voice was small but firm.  “Jack’s right. I have to.”

“You do not,” Yukiko said.

But Marcie was already beginning to rise. “I’m the one who Trevor did that awful stuff to,” she said, glancing back at me. “Because of that, his mother’s afraid of me. I might be the only person in Stillwell who Elizabeth Baines is afraid of, come to think of it.”

That… actually made quite a bit of sense.

It must have made sense to Samantha, too. “Fine,” the leader of Delta Rho said. “But you’re drinking more water and eating something first. Also, you’re going to need a shower.”

The thought of showers so soon after my escapade with Maria added a frisson of awkwardness to the whole procession. I didn’t want to think about Marcie that way. At least I told myself I didn’t.

“There should be leftover pizza in the fridge downstairs,” Yukiko said. “Assuming the other sisters didn’t scarf it all down. I’ll grab you some.”

“Go raid the fridge,” Samantha said, grinning fiercely. “I’ll make sure our Marcie is dressed to kill for her big night out.”

Something had changed between us. I felt it, even as Yukiko headed down to get Marcie some grub and Samantha filled her up another glass of water. What that was, I couldn’t quite say—but all of our interactions carried a tension they hadn’t held just a few short hours before.

Let’s just say I wasn’t going to forget that image of Marcella making out with my girlfriend any time soon.

Marcie nodded along, agreeing to all of Samantha’s plans. Now that they’d moved past the awkwardness, she seemed almost comically eager to please. Every now and then I caught her glancing over at me, and the vulnerable way she reached for me whenever she needed comfort activated all of my protective instincts at once.

I wasn’t going to let anyone hurt Marcie. Whether I wanted to be more than just friends with her or not, that was never going to change.

I’d keep her safe tonight. And together, we were going to make Elizabeth Baines regret ever sticking her nose in Delta Rho’s business.




Chapter Six

Elizabeth Baines lived in the nicest neighborhood in Stillwell.

The streets were dead quiet as I turned the McLaren into the cul-de-sac, doing five miles under the already outrageously-low speed limit. Each house we passed looked more like a mansion, flanked by towering oaks and situated next to an attached in-ground pool or guest house. Some of them even had wrought-iron gates, like something out of a Shirley Jackson story. Half the cars parked in the driveways were Teslas, and the other half were even more expensive. At least twenty different home security cameras must have followed me down the block.

“Nice place,” I muttered, turning down the radio. Ozzy Osbourne’s thundering cry about ‘generals gathered in their masses’ became a muffled roar as Marcie fidgeted in the passenger seat next to me.

Samantha had been as good as her word. I don’t think I’d ever seen Marcie so dolled-up before, not even for one of her father’s big corporate to-do’s. Her sleek little dress showed off a great deal more cleavage than I would have been comfortable with her displaying until recently and rode almost criminally high on her hips, but her hair and makeup were on point. She looked like the heir of Miss Lowry for certain.

She also, somehow, managed to look sober.

“How are you doing?” I asked, slowing the car. Elizabeth’s house was at the very end of the cul-de-sac, which meant she could probably see us coming if she were looking out the windows at that moment. But I didn’t mind making her wait.

Marcie shrugged. “I’m okay,” she said.

Maybe she was. Her face was still a little pale and her eyes a bit glassy, but that could be chalked up to nerves almost as much as alcohol. Except I’d never seen a coed as drunk as her get themselves out of being drunk so quickly.

“That Advil and orange juice Kiki made you take must have done wonders,” I said, chuckling good-naturedly. “You’re looking good. Really good.”

A little flush rose to Marcie’s cheeks. “Thanks,” she said. “It’s not the medicine. If it’s anything, it’s Samantha’s spell.”

I could feel my brows furrowing together. “Her spell?”

Marcie bit her lip, her gaze traveling out the window. “Yeah. She did a spell to sober me up.” She forced out a laugh. “You do know all of us coeds are witches, right, Jack?”

I couldn’t help but notice she’d stopped calling me ‘Uncle’ ever since her drunken declaration of love. Or at least of lust. That meant something.

“Samantha and Yukiko actually assured me you girls were no such thing,” I said, only half-joking. “Did she give you a tongue of newt? Boil a frog, maybe?”

Marcie shook her head. “Just a little incantation,” she said, as if we were discussing a secret handshake. “It’s like a good-luck charm for Delta Rho. She told me she used it once for a friend of hers before a big test. It’s supposed to, I dunno, clear your head. Make you brave.”

We could both use a little bit of that, I figured.

“Huh. Interesting.” I decided not to push it. “Well, if it’s helping you feel better, babygirl, then I’m glad she did it.”

That really brought a blush to Marcie’s cheeks. “Thanks, Jack,” she said. “I’m totally freaking out right now, but knowing you’re going to be there with me every step of the way is helping a lot. So is knowing I’ve got Delta Rho behind me.”

She most definitely did. And if some sorority ritual helped my boss’s daughter keep her cool while we walked into Elizabeth Baines’s lair, I wasn’t going to waste time arguing with her about it.

Besides, her words made me think about the hot spring. About how that water just felt better than ordinary—like it had a little magic of its own.

Maybe Marcie wasn’t the only one benefiting from a little Delta Rho witchery.

We pulled into Elizabeth’s stately driveway, the McLaren’s engine purring softly. Her house was even more imposing close up than it had been from the road—a veritable Gothic cabin, all sharp angles and glass panes and cold steel. The top of the driveway was concrete, with a garage large enough to fit most of the buses used by Stillwell’s school system. That garage was open, and only one vehicle sat inside: Elizabeth Baines’s Range Rover.

Curious that there were no other cars. I’d never figured out if there was a Mister Baines; if he existed, I understood why he chose to live as far away from his wife as possible.

Marcie stared up at the front of the house, frowning. “Jack. Did you ever see The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo?”

“Uh, I read it,” I said, a little confused by the question. “The first book, at least. Why do you ask?”

“I’m just getting a really strong sense of déjà vu,” Marcie murmured.

I didn’t follow. But I guess I didn’t really need to. Whether or not the Baines residence resembled a mansion from a Norwegian thriller, I knew what else it looked like.

Power.

The kind of power that let you do whatever the fuck you wanted in a sleepy college town like Stillwell.

“You ready for this?” I asked, cutting the engine.

Marcie shook her head. “Hell no! But it’s too late to back out now, right?”

I reached over and put a hand on Marcie’s knee. “Not if you say the word, babygirl,” I said, meaning it. “If you don’t feel right about this, tell me and we’ll back out of this driveway right now.”

I frowned, deciding whether or not to say more, then chose to go for it.

“You know this is all for you, babygirl, right?”

Marcie turned to me, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “What?”

“I’ve been protecting you this whole time,” I told her. “From Trevor. From Cargo Pants, that little shit who nearly ran Tasha over in his beater. And from this awful woman and anything she can do to hurt you and the people you care about. I care about you, babygirl. So don’t ever tell yourself you got me into all of this trouble. I walked into this willingly.”

She nodded, her jaw flexing. “Th…thank you, Jack.”

I grinned. “Besides, it’s not like I haven’t made out like a freaking bandit. Have you seen my girlfriend? And my other girlfriend?”

Marcie laughed unexpectedly. “Yeah, you’ve definitely pulled some hot bitches, Jack. Every girl at Stillwell ought to be jealous of you. And them.” Her expression turned sly. “Especially that smoking hot blonde.”

Bonding over Samantha Lowry’s hotness was definitely something I never thought Marcie and I would do together. But things really were changing between us.

And for the better.

“Come on,” I said, feeling almost boyish. “Let’s go blow Lizzie’s mind.”

Elizabeth answered the door the moment we knocked, as if she’d been waiting behind it the whole time we sat in her driveway. Like my date, she’d dressed to the nines for the occasion: I’d never seen a woman rock a red cocktail dress like that in the privacy of her own home before. Her severe ponytail had been replaced with shimmering, beauty-queen ready blonde ringlets, and her pearl stiletto heels were both outrageously expensive and sharp enough to cut glass. She showed off almost as much skin as Marcie, though she managed to make it look movie-star classy instead of sorority-girl slutty.

She sized me up with a smile, like a great white admiring the shape of the surfer it was about to eat. Then she glanced over at Marcie and frowned.

“I was beginning to think you wouldn’t show,” Elizabeth purred. “This is your date for the evening, Jack? I felt certain you were going to bring Miss Tanaka with you. Well, I suppose I’m glad I had second thoughts about the kimchi.”

Yukiko is Japanese, not Korean, I thought. And you know that.

She was just trying to wind me up with some casual racism.

Unfortunately for her, it missed. Mostly because something more important had just taken hold of my brain.

Holy shit, I realized. She doesn’t recognize Marcie.

It seemed impossible. Surely Elizabeth Baines knew every hair on the head of her son’s accuser—she probably had a dossier on us thicker than one of the textbooks in Professor Kovarsky’s class. And yet there was no flicker of recognition in her eyes when she looked at Marcie. No sense that her reckoning stood on the very doorstep of her home.

The truth hit me like a slap in the face. Elizabeth cared so little about her son’s actions that she didn’t even recognize the face of the woman he’d tried to rape.

Marcie stiffened next to me. She went through the same realization in fast-forward, her eyes widening. Her face went pale.

“I’m… Jane,” Marcie blurted, shaking like a leaf. “Jack’s a friend of mine.”

“Oh, I bet he’s just,” Elizabeth said viciously. Jane was Marcie’s middle name: I hadn’t heard her use it in years. Switching to it was some quick thinking. “You certainly have a type, Mr. Avery. I suppose I can’t blame you—I can only imagine how many men your age would kill to be in your shoes.”

“Uh huh.”

She grinned and gestured towards the dining room. “Come in. Dinner is just about ready.”

We followed Elizabeth into the house. Marcie reached over and took my hand, her nails digging into my palm as we walked. The interior of the Baines residence looked just as expensive as the parts you could see from the outside. I caught sight of an expansive study as we walked, along with a room filled with top-quality exercise equipment. Miss Baines took her health seriously.

All of it paled in comparison with the dining room. This was where one of the wealthiest families in Stillwell chose to entertain those they brought into their home, and they’d decked it out to a level that honestly made me think of European royalty. I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out the massive dining table in the center originally came from some Viking longhouse, or that the silverware at each plate setting cost more than my sports car. The whole place felt like it had been designed to overwhelm a visitor—to intimidate them.

I refused to let myself fall into the trap. “Beautiful room,” I said in a non-committal way as I pulled out a chair for Marcie. “This Mr. Baines’s taste in action or yours?”

“My husband is currently overseas,” she said, in a tone that told me he wasn’t coming home anytime soon. “He has quite a bit of business in Southeast Asia.”

So you have even less of an excuse for getting my girlfriend’s nationality wrong, I thought but didn’t say. Elizabeth would have just denied it, in any case.

She poured both of us some wine for starters. Marcie looked at her glass like she might be sick; the last thing she needed was more alcohol. I took an experimental sip and felt my brows shoot skyward—this was the best vintage I’d ever tasted.

Elizabeth knew it, too. “I’m glad you didn’t insist on waiting for me to drink first,” she chuckled, returning to her seat. She poured a large glass for herself from the same bottle and took a lusty sip. “This whole relationship is going to be exhausting if we can’t learn to trust each other.”

“We’re not here to start a relationship with you,” Marcie said in a low voice. “You told Jack you wanted to make a deal with him.”

“Of course,” Elizabeth said, smiling in a way that didn’t touch her eyes. “But we’ll get to that. Right now, the two of you are my guests! It would be positively gauche to discuss business before we’ve even had the first course?”

“Fair enough,” I said, putting a hand on Marcie’s knee beneath the table. I gave it a little squeeze, nodding at her to stay quiet.

We needed to hit the gas eventually, but coming in swinging was only going to get Elizabeth’s defenses up.

And the fact that she didn’t even recognize Marcie was an advantage too good to squander.

Elizabeth took another sip of her drink. “I would think you’d relish the opportunity for a little relaxation,” she said. “From what I’ve heard, you’ve spent the last few days running from fire to fire with half a bucket of water in your hands, trying to put them all out before they consume that wretched sorority.”

I kept myself from snickering. Elizabeth had no idea what I’d been doing. If I’d told her just then that I’d spent my afternoon skinny dipping with two coeds before going back to my apartment and banging my hot Latina realtor, her eyes would probably have fallen right out of her head.

“It’s been a trial,” I conceded instead. “Certain citizens of Stillwell have made things harder than they need to be.”

“You’re talking about me,” Elizabeth said, sounding pleased. “But you’re wrong, Mr. Avery. The only person who has made your life harder this semester is you. May I call you Jack, by the way?”

“You might as well,” I said. “Is it alright for me to call you Elizabeth?”

“Naturally,” she said, as easily as if we'd just signed a contract to that effect. "I feel we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot, Mr. Avery. There’s never been any sense in the two of us being enemies. We would complement each other much better as allies.”

I didn't believe that for a second. But I smiled anyway, to throw her off the scent. "Maybe that's true," I said with a shrug. "I get the impression both of us are people who know what we want. And aren't afraid to take it."

Elizabeth's eyes flickered from me to Marcie as she sipped her drink. Her gaze lingered just a beat too long, as if she'd finished comparing the coed's physical attributes to her own and came up wanting. "We're winners," she said, more to herself than to me. "You're right about that, Mr. Avery. Have I met your... date, incidentally? She's not as polished as your usual company, but there's something about her I find quite captivating—"

Marcie's cheeks flushed. "You don't have to talk about me like I'm not here," she snapped, keeping a tight rein on her temper. "And you don't have to dance around the real reason we're here. You offered to fix all the problems you caused Jack. How do we make that happen?"

Elizabeth stared at the coed as if she'd just made a major faux pas. Her lips curled into a smirk as she set down her wineglass slowly, deliberately.“We’ll get to that,” she insisted, that smirk widening at Marcie’s discomfort. “But let’s eat first, shall we? There’s no need to rush.”

Before either of us could respond, Elizabeth clapped her hands and the door to the kitchen opened. I don’t know what I expected—a servant, perhaps, some old guy to serve the food and dust the furniture—but it wasn’t what we got. Standing in the doorway with a tray in his hand and a scared shitless expression on his face was none other than Trevor’s old partner Darryl: the guy I sarcastically thought of as Cargo Pants.

I didn’t jump out of my seat, but it was a near thing.

My fingers dug into the side of the table, the knuckles going white. “You son of a bitch,” I growled, giving the college kid the kind of stare that could peel paint. “You know you almost killed Tasha!? I ought to drag you down to the fucking police station right now—!”

“He’s not staying!” Elizabeth said, her tone almost musical.  “Darryl won’t trouble you for long, Jack. He’s only here to serve the food. As a personal favor to me.”

Cargo Pants looked like he would have bolted if he could’ve gotten away with it. I don’t think I’d ever seen a man so frightened before—at least not without a grizzly bear standing a stone’s throw away from him.

“S-sorry, Mr. Avery,” the student said through chattering teeth. “I really didn’t mean it! Don’t hurt me.” He turned to Elizabeth. “I told you this was a mistake—!”

“Hush,” Elizabeth snapped. The fun had gone out of her expression. “Serve us the food and then get out of here. We are not to be disturbed tonight.”

Cargo Pants did just that. I sensed whatever game Miss Baines had wanted to play using him had gone flat—and in rather spectacular fashion, to boot. He placed an expensive-looking cut of fish on our plates along with a saucer of some kind of buttery-looking sauce and then skedaddled, barely looking behind him as he went.

I looked down at my plate, feeling not a whit of hunger.

“Hmph,” Elizabeth grumbled. “Please ignore the interruption, Jack. I assure you, Darryl had nothing to do with our dinner tonight—this meal was prepared by me, personally.”

Next to me, Marcie took an experimental bite. Her eyes widened. “It really is good,” she said.

Elizabeth snickered. “At least you’ve got taste,” she said.

Dinner was a tense affair. Our hostess kept the conversation light after our run in with Darryl, but bitter little hints of the woman she truly was kept showing up in her gestures and speech, like cracks in an elegantly composed mask. Somehow I managed to hold my tongue through it, giving Marcie’s knee a squeeze every now and then to keep her from firing back at some of Liz’s more pointed barbs.

Finally Miss Baines decided she’d waited long enough. She leaned forward, her red dress dipping low, her eyes locked on mine as she slid her half-finished plate to the side. “You’re a man who knows how to handle trouble, aren’t you, Jack?”

This wasn’t how I expected her to open. “I’ve been doing it ever since I got to Stillwell,” I said confidently. “I haven’t stopped yet.”

“I admire you,” Elizabeth said. “Really, I do, don’t laugh. It’s been a long, long time since someone in this town was willing to stand up to me. Most men would have crumbled long before now—if not when we first met, then certainly after all of the additional… stress I’ve been putting you under.”

She meant all of those nasty letters she’d sent. “That’s their problem,” I said, dismissing all of Stillwell with a gesture. "I don’t think you’re nearly as tough as you want the people of this town to think you are, Elizabeth. In fact, I think you’re a little afraid of me.”

“Afraid? Me?” She bit down on her bottom lip, her eyes narrowing. “Never. You interest me. I dug deep into your life, Jack. I think I understand what this little sorority means to you now. Why you’d go to such lengths to involve yourself in our affairs.”

I shook my head. “I’m not here to play games,” I told her. “You said this could all be over. Tell me how that happens.”

“Let’s hear it,” Marcie added.

Elizabeth looked at the coed like she’d forgotten she was there. “Hmm, yes. You might want to send your little tart home, Jack. I can arrange for an Uber to pick her up. She’s probably not going to want to stick around—”

“She stays with me,” I said, not rising to the bait. “What are your terms, Liz?”

She smiled, slow and predatory. “Mmmh. So forceful. I like that.”

“Miss Baines,” I said, leaning back in my chair. “Are you flirting with me?”

Elizabeth chuckled knowingly. “Like you said, I’m a woman who knows what she wants. And what I want, Jack, is everything. Everything in Stillwell. Everything that power and money can buy. The nicest house, the finest food, the kind of social standing that makes every other bitch in this neighborhood grovel at my feet… and the most attractive men.”

Marcie’s chair scraped back, shock written across her features. “You’re joking.”

“Oh, it’s not all I want,” she said. “But you can’t deny there’s a tension between us. You’ve proven yourself to be a very powerful man, Jack. Very… virile. And like I said, it’s been a long, long time since anyone dared to try and put me in my place.”

My cock jerked in my boxers, even as I grit my teeth. As much as I hated her, it couldn’t be denied that Elizabeth Baines was an extremely attractive woman. And that phrase she’d used—putting her in her place—was calculated to fill my mind with thoughts of making her pay for the things she’d done to Delta Rho.

It wasn’t love. Not even lust, not really. Anger boiled inside of me at the thought of taking this woman up to her no-doubt lavish bedchamber and fucking her senseless. The problem was, it was the kind of anger that so easily boil over into fuel for a hate-fuck so intense it would leave her covered in bruises and bite marks.

But something told me that was exactly what Miss Baines wanted.

My hands gripped the side of the table so hard the knuckles went white. “If you think I can push all the shit you’ve pulled to one side, Liz…”

“Of course not,” she cut in, a teasing lilt to her voice. “I’m saying you ought to use it. All that rage. That beautiful, agonizing frustration I’ve filled you with.” Her eyes burned like twin coals. “Wouldn’t you like to take all of that out on me? Wouldn’t you love to shove my panties into my mouth while you fuck me, just to shut me up?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re sick.”

“I’m also kidding about that last part,” she said with gusto. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

Fuck. I hated it, but Elizabeth’s words were having an effect on me. I was so hard I could barely think straight. Images kept flashing in my mind: Trevor’s mother tied to her own bed, bent over across one of her hundred-thousand-dollar couches, spread-eagle in her expansive pool. Elizabeth Baines taking my cock, my cum, and my frustration in a dozen different ways, lapping it up and growling for more like a lioness.

I wanted it. I hated that I wanted it, but that was the truth.

“What do you say?” Elizabeth stretched and sighed, like she was ready to clear the table and climb on top of it right then and there. “Give me what I want, and I can make all your problems go away, Jack. The college, the police department, even perhaps the leadership of that wretched sorority. I have many powerful friends.”

I started to rise, the words already halfway out of my mouth. I was going to perform the three basic functions of a great story: first I’d tell Elizabeth what I was going to do to her, then do it, then tell her what I’d done. By the time I finished step one, I figured she’d be warmed up and ready to go.

Then Marcie rose to her feet, springing up before I finished getting out of the chair.

“That’s not all you want, is it?” she growled, her tone accusatory. “You said it yourself. Fucking Jack’s part of what you’re after, but there’s more. You wouldn’t have done all this song and dance if you were just looking for a booty call.”

Elizabeth’s smile curdled. “Clever little skank, aren’t you? Yes, there is one small favor I’d like your sugar daddy to perform for me. But it’s barely worth mentioning, and I certainly wouldn’t talk about it front of someone who doesn’t matter.”

“She does matter,” I countered. The anger at her casual dismissal of Marcie cut through my arousal. “And if you want me to do anything other than walk out of your front door, you won’t insult her again.”

Elizabeth froze, caught between arousal at my tone and confusion at my protectiveness over this coed. “Fine. I need you to sign a document for me.”

“A document?”

“A letter.” Elizabeth smiled coyly. “I wouldn’t ask you to write the letter, Jack, just to sign the bottom. It’s a simple letter of recommendation—boilerplate language. The sort of thing those horrid AI bots could probably turn out in ten minutes, if someone stooped low enough to use them.”

The hair on the back of my neck stood up. “A letter of recommendation? Recommending who? And for what?”

She had no shame. “For my Trevor, of course. The school in Oakton isn’t working out—it’s the wrong environment for him. He needs to come home. Back to Stillwell.”

My vision went red.

“That’s not happening,” I growled. “Never.”

She laughed and rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on, he’s learned his lesson,” she said, breezily dismissing my concerns. “He won’t bother any of those Delta Rho skanks if that’s what you’re worried about. I’ve got him on a tight leash.” She grinned. “I also have a leash in my bedroom, if that’s something you’d be into—”

Marcie started to laugh.

A flicker of irritation filled Elizabeth’s face. “Sweetheart, the adults are talking,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Why don’t you go scroll TikTok or something while I entertain your friend?”

But Marcie was already shaking her head. “You really don’t know who I am, do you?” she said, her voice somewhere between disbelief and triumph. “I thought you had to be putting me on, but you really care that little about this town.”

Elizabeth’s brows furrowed together. “I don’t care who you are,” she snapped.

“You should,” the coed countered, her chin held high. “I’m Marcella Ramsey, Miss Baines. Daniel Ramsey’s daughter. The girl your son drugged. And I’m here to tell you exactly what kind of a fucking monster he is.”


Chapter Seven

It was like she’d thrown a live hand grenade onto Elizabeth’s table.

For a long moment, no one moved. Elizabeth stared at Marcie as if the coed had grown a second head; for a long moment it was clear she believed she was being pranked, that I’d chosen this tactic as some kind of fucked-up power game. Then recognition dawned on her face, and she realized what she’d been too smug to notice until now.

“It is you,” the woman said, nearly knocking over her wineglass. “You bitch.”

Marcie forced out a laugh. “I’m the bitch!? Your son tried to take advantage of me and you decided to ruin my fucking life over it! Do you have any idea what that night was like at the frat party? Do you know what it’s like to have date-rape drugs coursing through your bloodstream, to be crying and disoriented while some man drags you up a flight of stairs?”

All of Elizabeth’s bravado was gone. She almost resembled the version of herself I’d met at the police station: the one who’d shriveled up before the truth and tried to cover her tracks with tears. Except something told me that crying in front of Marcie would win her no mercy.

I leaned over and took Marcie’s hand. She stood tall beside me, her gaze unflinching, like some kind of badass warrior woman from a Viking opera. The contrast between her and Elizabeth Baines couldn’t have been more clear. The latter was cringing before us, her elegant mask slipping as her composure shattered.

For a moment, I thought she might turn and run. Just hoof it up the stairs in almost the same manner Darryl fled from us. But she had more spunk than that.

Instead, she sat down heavily. One of her hands shook gently as she composed herself. “Well,” she managed, clearing her throat. “This certainly changes things.”

“Does it?” Marcie demanded. I could tell that she was terrified from the way she clutched my hand, but I could be her strength here. I could help her through this; support her the way she deserved. “From where I’m standing, Miss Baines, it only makes things worse. You didn’t even recognize me! You don’t care enough about what your son did to even know the face of the woman he hurt.”

Elizabeth’s jaw tightened, a bit of her old anger returning. “I recognize that what he did was… wrong,” she whispered. “Rest assured, he has been punished for it.”

“Bullshit,” I grunted. “Punishment would be three hots and a cot, not a luxury vehicle ferrying you to Northern Virginia.”

“Sweetheart, you’re angry,” Elizabeth continued, lifting a hand. “You’re emotional. That’s understandable, given the… well, given everything. But I will do what needs to be done! This doesn’t have to be personal–”

“It’s always been personal,” Marcie said. An amazed look spread across her face. “How can you not see that? You came after my sorority sisters, after Jack—after me. Fuck, you tried to light his sports car on fire!”

“That was not me,” Elizabeth countered. “I wish I could go back in time and slap that boy for that bright fucking idea.”

“But not for the party?” I asked mildly.

Elizabeth had been caught flat-footed and she knew it. “Of course the party,” she said, her tone car-salesman smooth. “I would never want anything like that to happen to someone at Stillwell University. Obviously. And it will never happen again.”

“It’ll never happen because Trevor’s never coming back,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m not signing off on any bullshit letter of recommendation, Elizabeth. A few hours of hate-fucking you isn’t worth that much.”

Elizabeth’s smile didn’t waver, but her eyes turned to ice. “You should really think about it,” she said through her teeth. “This could all be over very easily for both of you. If you could just put your feelings to the side for a moment, you’d see you’re playing a dangerous game.”

“So are you,” Marcie said. “You think you can just wave stacks of money around and everyone will do whatever you want. But you’ve already lost, Miss Baines. Your son is disgraced, your name has been tarnished, and you haven’t won Jack over to your side. He’s not just the first man to stand up to you.” She glanced at me, beaming. “He’s the first man to beat you at your own game.”

Elizabeth leaned back, her composure slipping further. “You haven’t won anything yet,” she insisted, grasping at straws. God, she looked desperate. How had I ever been intimidated by this woman? Even the thought of fucking the attitude out of her was growing less appealing by the moment. “You might have smoothed things over with your Daddy, but the college board won’t be so easy to sway. If they don’t let you off the hook, then nothing else matters. No diploma, no graduation. No graduation, no plush corner office, no CEO’s salary, no cute little harem of sugar babies. Nothing.”

I shook my head. “You don’t understand me,” I told her. “You never did. I could walk out of this town with nothing and still have everything I could ever need.”

Because I have them. Samantha. Yukiko. Maria. Tasha.

And maybe someone else.

Someone whose hand clutched mine like it had always belonged there.

Elizabeth’s lips peeled back over her teeth. “You’re making a mistake,” she growled. “I let you into my home. I extended my hospitality. I shaved for you!”

A few minutes ago, those words might have triggered me to toss Elizabeth over my shoulder and carry her to the bedroom like a caveman. But she didn’t deserve that.

I gave Marcie’s hand a squeeze. “I appreciate the effort,” I told the woman sitting across the table. “But the answer’s no, Miss Baines. To your offer, and to you.”

Marcie’s eyes met mine, a silent agreement passing between us.

Elizabeth’s fist slammed the table, shaking the cutlery. “God damn you! I offered you a way out and you spit on it! This isn’t over, Jackson Avery! Not by a fucking long shot!”

But it was.

“You tell yourself that, Liz,” I said, the portion of my brain-space occupied by her antics shrinking by the second. “Have a nice night.”

And we left.

We stepped out into the cool night air, the McLaren waiting in the driveway like a loyal hound. Back inside I could hear Elizabeth Baines raging, her plans and her libido frustrated in equal measure. Good. Let her rage, I thought.

Marcie practically walked on air the whole way to the car. “I can’t believe I did that,” she whispered, seeming almost to vibrate in my arms. “Holy shit, did I really just do that, Jack? Did I really stand up to Elizabeth fucking Baines and tell her off?”

“You did, babygirl,” I said, opening the door for her. “I’m proud of you.”

I shut the door and then climbed in on my side, my bloodstream still buzzing with adrenaline from the conflict. Marcie and I locked eyes, and I could tell she was riding the same wave—the high of turning down the offer from the House of Baines and saying what we really thought about how things were in Stillwell.

“Babygirl,” I said, shaking my head in amazement. “You were—”

We moved at the same moment.

Marcie jumped out of her seat and into my arms. My fingers were in her hair before I knew what I was doing, pulling her mouth to mine as I lifted her body over the center console and into the seat with me. Her tongue slid into my mouth, hot and eager, her hands untucking my shirt and roaming beneath them as she ground her tight collegiate body against me.

This is your boss’s daughter, a little voice whispered in the back of my head. Your. Boss’s. Daughter.

Marcie bit down on my bottom lip so hard I tasted blood. Neither of us said a word—we didn’t need to. As the torrent of oblivious screaming continued inside of the Baines residence, I pulled Marcie’s skirt up over her hips and tugged her pale purple panties to the side. They were already fucking soaked.

“Yes,” Marcie gasped, straddling me. Her fingers unzipped me, pulling the rod Elizabeth Baines had been so eager for from my boxers. “Oh God, Jack—”

She slammed herself down on me. Her cunt gripped me like a fist as I bottomed out inside of her, hot and wet and so tight that it threw sparks. Both of us cried out as one, a sweat-stained lock of hair clinging to Marcie’s forehead as her blue eyes filled with bliss.

Oh fuck. I was inside of her. I was inside of Marcie. Sweet, innocent Marcie…

My boss’s innocent daughter rode me like a fucking stallion. Her walls clenched around me as we fucked hard and fast, grunting with raw, animalistic passion. There were no thoughts, no questions, no second-guesses—just the pure need that had been bubbling inside of Marcie’s body the entire time I held her hand in Elizabeth Baines’s dining room.

Every thrust inside of her felt like Heaven. Every little moan and sigh she made as I hit those special spots deep inside of her sounded like the sweetest music I’d ever heard.

Marcie’s nails dug into my shoulders as she rode me, her thighs trembling as she rocked her hips in time with mine. The McLaren’s leather seats creaked beneath us, and only my hand on her lower back kept her ass from hitting the horn and alerting the woman inside the house as to what we were doing. Every thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through my body, and every thrust made Marcie’s eyes roll back into her head.

“Jack,” she gasped, the catch in her voice telling me she was near the peak. “Uncle Jack, fuck!”

Thank God I wasn’t really her Uncle.

“Babygirl,” I panted against her neck, thrusting upward for more leverage in the confined space. “You feel so fucking good—!”

Her lips covered mine, hungrier for my touch than for any fancy dinner Elizabeth Baines could have put in front of her. Whatever barrier lay between us had just been shattered—was utterly obliterated by every pump of my stiff prick deep into Marcie’s channel. The heat of her, the way she fucked me like she needed me more than life itself, the sheer forbiddenness of what we were doing: it was going to drive me fucking insane.

Maybe I already was insane.

I was fucking my boss’s daughter a stone’s throw away from the woman who could destroy both our lives, after all.

Suddenly Marcie’s movements grew frantic. She lifted herself in my arms, like she’d go sailing right through the ceiling of my sports car and into the stratosphere if she could. I held her in my strong arms—arms that had always kept her safe, that dragged her out of that frat party and held her tight while she triumphed over Trevor’s mother—and stared deep into her brilliant blue eyes as I buried myself hard and deep inside of her.

“Don’t stop,” Marcie gasped. “Don’t ever stop! Please, Jack, oh fuck…”

I knew she meant more than just the sex. But she also meant the sex.

“Never, babygirl,” I growled. “I promise. Now come for me.”

It was exactly what she wanted to hear. Only the whites of Marcie’s eyes showed as she threw herself back, her face nearly smacking into the McLaren’s windshield. Her tits heaved in her top, her skirt bunched around her waist with her ass and pussy clearly visible. My cock pounded like a piston inside of her, coming back frothy with her juices as she hit her climax.

“Yes! Yes, oh fuck! Jack, Jack, ohmigod I’m gonna cum–!”

She did. I felt it shoot through her like a bolt of lightning. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, only a thin note escaping her as her pussy pulsed madly around me. The sight of her in so much bliss sent me over the edge, and I shot ropes deep inside of her. They hit the walls of Marcie’s pussy like little explosions, reverberating through her pelvis as she rode out every last drop of our combined orgasms.

As the haze of pleasure dissipated, it hit me what I’d done. I’d fucked Daniel’s daughter. I fucked Marcie—and came inside of her. I’d claimed her, the way I’d claimed the other Delta Rho girls who’d pledged the rest of their lives to me.

Oh fuck, I was in so much trouble.

We stayed like that for a long moment, panting, her body pressed against mine. The tidal wave of screams and invective from inside the Baines residence hadn’t stopped—if anything, it sounded like Elizabeth was building up to an even bigger head of steam. She needs to get laid, I thought, chuckling internally at the irony.

Marcie rested her forehead on my shoulder. She was quiet now, but I could feel her heartbeat thudding against my side, as rapid as a hummingbird’s. She was even more frightened of what I might say to her now than she’d been at stepping into the lion’s den with Elizabeth Baines.

“That…” Marcie lifted her head an inch, then lowered it. “Fuck, Jack. That was everything.”

“Yeah,” I said. My hand gently stroked her lower back as I held her. “You okay?”

She chuckled. “Yes. Fuck yes. I had no idea it could be that good, Jack.”

No idea?

I blinked, my throat tightening. “Marcie, you have been with boys before, haven’t you?”

She buried her face in my chest, unable to meet my eye. “Would you still have done this if I’d told you I was a virgin, ‘Uncle’ Jack?”

Holy shit. My jaw dropped open.

“Babygirl…” I began. “I think I would’ve still done this if there was a damned SWAT team waiting for us outside this house.”

Marcie glanced up at me, her eyes shining. Then she started to laugh.

She slid off of me, adjusting her dress as she settled back into the passenger seat. I tucked myself back in, my hands shaking slowly as I zipped myself up. The reality of what I’d done had yet to fully settle in. I’d just taken my relationship with Marcie to the next level. I was having sex with my boss’s daughter.

My boss’s virgin daughter. Who saw me as her hero.

Who’d saved herself for me?

I shook my head. The idea was too ludicrous.

“I still can’t believe we did that,” Marcie said, giving the windows of the Baines residence a quick glance. “Holy shit, that was incredible, Jack. Thank you so much—for everything.”

“Everything?”

“Helping me with Lizzie,” she said, blushing. “And the rest of it.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to calm my heartbeat. “You’re welcome, babygirl.”

Marcie scrunched up her face. “Are you okay, Jack? You’re not… you’re not mad, are you? Fuck, I knew I shouldn’t have told you I’d never done this before—”

“I’m not mad at all about that, babygirl,” I said, meaning it. “I’m… I’m glad. That you saved yourself.”

Marcie grinned. “Getting laid for the first time while riding the high of telling Elizabeth Baines off was definitely worth the wait,” she said, putting her hand on my chest. “It was worth waiting for you, Jack.”

She kissed me. God damn, she was a good kisser.

“I cannot wait to see the look on Sam’s face when we tell her,” the coed murmured as we broke the kiss. “Oh fuck—Kiki’s gonna freak! I bet she’s gonna do a handstand when she finds out that the two of us hooked up!”

I didn’t think I’d ever seen Yukiko perform a handstand. She was certainly limber enough for it. “I hope they’ll react alright,” I said, thinking. “I didn’t exactly ask their permission before I did this.”

Marcie made a face. “Oh, come on,” she said, buckling herself in. “They’re both going to be thrilled. You know it.”

I did.

“We should go,” Marcie said. “Samantha and Yukiko are waiting for a full report. We need to let them know what happened with Elizabeth Baines.”

“We do,” I agreed. And the rest of it, to borrow a phrase from her.

As we pulled out of the driveway, Marcie leaned over and rested her head against my shoulder. Warm air spilled from the vents, banishing the chill of the evening as I took us through the neighborhood in reverse. Elizabeth’s house loomed in the distance behind us, but its menace had already begun to fade. Just like her empty promises of destroying me.

Just when I thought Marcie had definitely dozed off, I felt her fingers tracing circles on my chest. I glanced over at her, her blue eyes sparkling in the dim light, then returned my attention to the road.

“Uncle Jack?”

“I’m not sure you should be calling me that, babygirl.”

She scoffed gently. “Samantha calls you Daddy,” she said, her nails digging into the fabric a bit as she said the word. “Compared to that, ‘Uncle’ is almost normal.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “Whatever you say, babygirl. What’s up?”

Marcie paused for so long that I almost thought she’d drifted off again.

“What do we do now?”

Ah.

I stared out at the open road. At a sleepy college town, whose coeds were out partying at any number of social events. At the place that had changed me more than I thought was possible.

“Well, babygirl, I guess we figure things out as we go,” I said, lacing my fingers through hers. “If you want this to continue, that is.”

Marcie sighed and relaxed into her seat. “I definitely want to do that again, Uncle Jack. I… I love you.”

I loved her, too. Love, lust, the primal need to protect—Marcie brought all of those out of me in ways that left me reeling. I didn’t know what would happen next between us, or whether there was a place for her in the unconventional relationship I was building with Yukiko, Samantha and the other residents of Stillwell trying to get a piece of me. Hell, I technically still didn’t even know if I was going to graduate.

Or if Daniel Ramsey was going to kill me.

“I love you, too, babygirl,” I said, putting an arm around her. “You know that.”

She lifted her head, her eyes soft but fierce. “Then that’s perfect,” she whispered. “Right now, it doesn’t have to be anything but that, Uncle Jack. That’s all I want.”

I smiled. “Get some rest, babygirl.”

We drove into the night, headed back to the condo for our debrief. The thought of Samantha and Yukiko waiting for me filled me with a mixture of anxiety and anticipation—both of them were going to want to know everything, and I wouldn’t hold anything back. I hoped they’d react the way Marcie said they would.

“Thank you,” Marcie whispered sleepily. “Thank you, Uncle Jack. For everything.”

“Anytime, babygirl,” I said.

The smile didn’t leave Marcie’s face the whole drive home.

END OF PART SEVEN


Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 


If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 

Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 


When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 

Return of The Magic Glasses 


When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 


With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 

Cheat Code 

Cheat Code: Volume One 

Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 


Roommate Control 

Roommate Control: A Novel 

For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically 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! 
  


About the Author 

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