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Chapter One

“I’m not angry with you,” she said.

The fist clenched inside of my chest relaxed a fraction. “Are you sure? I wouldn’t blame you, given the circumstances.”

Yukiko crossed her arms under her breasts, sizing me up with her almond eyes as she leaned against the refrigerator. “I mean, we do have to have a talk about it. You didn’t ask my permission. And if you’d picked up some bar floozy and had your way with her without checking that it was alright with me first, that would be a major problem. We’d be having words right now.” She smiled. “But Jack, this is Marcie we’re talking about. You know we all love Marcie!”

The fist opened the rest of the way. Relief flooded in. Yukiko was fine—just like Marcie assured me she would be. But I couldn’t have known that for sure until I confessed to her what had happened between Marcie and I earlier that night.

My apartment was a hive of activity despite the late hour. Behind Yukiko and I, my realtor Maria Alvarez sat on my couch, chatting amicably with Samantha Lowry, the president of Stillwell’s chapter of the Delta Rho sorority. Marcie sat a little bit apart from the rest, her knees tucked beneath her and a cup of coffee resting near her hand. I could have been imagining it, but her face seemed to still have a hint of a flush from our earlier encounter. As I glanced over at her, she caught my eye and smiled, her gaze every bit as nervous as it was excited.

Like me, she’d been worried about this meeting.

Neither of us had really known what we were doing when we fell into each other’s arms—we’d been riding high on the adrenaline from finally confronting Elizabeth Baines, of telling the woman who’d been oppressing Delta Rho ever since I arrived in Stillwell exactly what kind of a monster she was. Neither of us had expected this to happen.

In a way, though, it had always been inevitable.

I knew that now—and I suspected that Yukiko had known it, too.

Hence the lack of surprise in my girlfriend’s expression when I confessed to her that my Marcie and I made love in the front seat of my sports car before we drove back to my condo.

Even if she hadn’t, though, I knew Kiki was the safest person to tell my secrets. The other women who’d entered my orbit since my arrival in Stillwell were alright with sharing me—only Yukiko seemed to actually thrive on it.

“I’m glad to hear that,” I told Yukiko. I put a hand on her shoulder, keeping my voice low. “You know that if I’d actually planned for this to happen, I would have told you ahead of time. I would have made sure to get your approval. It would have been disrespectful not to.”

Yukiko nodded. “Of course,” she agreed. “It’s really alright, Jack—I know you’re not that kind of man.” Her smile turned sly. “Besides, haven’t we all kind of been rooting for just this outcome?”

My brows rose. “So you were thinking about it—”

Yukiko put a finger to her lips, theatrically shushing me. “Marcie’s a sweetie pie,” she said, glancing over at the coed. No worries about her noticing us—her gaze was fixed on her mentor, Samantha, the edge of her soft, pink tongue working her lip as fantasies involving the three of us danced in her brain. “You’ve been her safe space pretty much from the moment she started needing a safe space. That night she caught Sam and I at your apartment, she almost blew her stack—but I knew even then that there was a part of her that was more jealous of us than actually angry.”

“I’m glad you could see that,” I said, shaking my head. “I sure couldn’t. How did you know, Kiki?”

My girlfriend’s eyes narrowed. “Would it be gauche for me to say, ‘Ancient Chinese Secret?’”

“Only because you’re Japanese,” I said sternly.

“Call it a woman’s intuition, then,” Yukiko said with a smile. “Marcie’s been half in love with you forever, Jack. She just didn’t know it.” She glanced over at the coed. “I’m glad you gave her the courage to finally figure it out.”

I chuckled, even as the weight of Yukiko’s words settled in my chest. I’d had flings with a few women since coming to Stillwell—my realtor Maria, my friend Tasha on the local police force—but what I had with Samantha Lowry and Yukiko felt different than flings. It felt real. When this town finally faded in my rear-view mirror, I fully intended for both women to be with me.

And my relationship with Marcie, though new, felt the same way.

Which was a huge problem.

Because Marcella Ramsey was my boss’s daughter.

Though we didn’t share a single drop of blood, there was a part of me that considered the Ramsey clan my family. Marcie’s father, Daniel, was the man who’d pulled me out of my depression after the death of my first wife, Lauren. Neither of us had known at the time that giving me a job at his company would lead to me being the de facto candidate for CEO after his retirement, but it wasn’t something that would have surprised us even back then. I’d called him ‘Uncle Ramsey’ for almost as long as I could remember—just like Marcie called me her Uncle Jack.

She’d even called me that a couple hours ago, when her ass was up against the steering wheel of my McLaren and her skirt was hiked up to her navel. She’d screamed it at the top of her lungs while the two of us banged each other’s brains out like animals in heat.

Thinking about that filled me with a strange mix of shame and pride.

Like Marcie said, Samantha Lowry never referred to me as anything but ‘Daddy’ in private. What was so wrong with her calling me ‘Uncle?’

I bet Yukiko would love to weigh in on that, I thought. She’d have some interesting opinions for sure.

Shit. If I kept thinking like that, I was going to get in trouble tonight.

“Still,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “I should have checked with you. Or Sam. Ideally, both.”

Yukiko’s chuckle turned dark as her eyes flickered over to Samantha. The vivacious coed had her head tossed back as she laughed at something Maria said, her blonde hair and perfect makeup making her look like a celebrity who’d been caught in a so-called ‘candid’ moment.

“Samantha would never admit this,” Kiki purred in a low voice. “But I think she might be the only person in Stillwell more excited about this than I am.”

“Really?”

Yukiko nodded slowly. “Sam’s thrilled,” she murmured, nibbling her bottom lip. “You heard what she said to Marcie. She’s been eyeing her ever since she applied to join the sorority. Samantha Lowry doesn’t pick a girl to be her heir apparent if she doesn’t see something in her. Don’t you remember the way they were looking at each other during the initiation dinner?”

I remembered. That was the night Marcie’s suspicion about Samantha and me blossomed into a near certainty. Both of the coeds had had a bit too much to drink, and they’d circled each other like duelists, each sizing the other up. Samantha had been acting ‘weird’ around me, Marcie said—but by that token, Marcie had been acting ‘weird’ around both me and her mentor all semester.

“And that kiss at the sorority house,” Yukiko chuckled. “My God, that was hot. I thought the two of them were going to rip each other’s clothes off right then and there. You could have cut the sexual tension with a knife…”

It looked like you still could. As Samantha watched her mentor in admiration, the image of both coeds making out hot and heavy filled my mind. Samantha’s curves pressed against Marcie’s slender frame, the older girl pulling the younger’s hair into a rough ponytail as she helped her to her knees. Their fingers tangled in each other’s hair, lips locked, gasping as I pushed into…

“Jack?”

I blinked. Yukiko was grinning at me like she could read my mind.

“Earth to Jack,” she giggled. “Penny for your thoughts, babe?”

“I get the feeling you already know what those thoughts are,” I said, snaking an arm around her hip. Yukiko giggled and relaxed into me, grinning like the luckiest girl in the world. I loved it.

I hadn’t been lying when I told her I could wake up looking at that face every day for the rest of my life.

“I’m sure I do,” Yukiko agreed. “And I’m sure they’re X-rated.”

“Most of them are. One’s not.”

“Oh?” Yukiko straightened up a bit.

I glanced over at Marcie. “I’m wondering how the hell I’m going to keep Daniel Ramsey from killing me when he finds out I’m having sex with his daughter.”

Before Yukiko could say anything, Samantha’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Is someone threatening to kill my man?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips. “Because if they are, they’re going to have to go through me first.”

Marcie, Maria and Samantha all turned to me, their conversations falling silent. Maria looked intrigued, and Samantha was obviously in her element within a social gathering of my women. Only Marcie looked nervous.

“I’m just talking about the potential ramifications of our… new expansion,” I said, realizing only too late that I was talking about my relationship with Marcie like a business plan. “Even if we wrap things up satisfactorily here in Stillwell, there’s a whole shitstorm brewing now in Boston. It’s a hell of a thing we’re going to have to face when we get back.”

“When we get back,” Samantha repeated firmly.

That didn’t sound like an answer. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was the only answer we needed. Whatever punishment awaited me back in Boston, I’d face it knowing that my women had my back.

No matter what.

Marcie’s cheeks reddened. “I’m sorry if you get in trouble because of me, Uncle Jack,” she said, looking a little uncomfortable. “It seems wrong for my Dad to be mad at you about what this is, when even I haven’t really figured out what it is yet…”

Samantha slid across the couch and put Marcie’s hand in hers. “Sweetheart, none of this is your fault,” she said, flashing the kind of smile that won women beauty pageants. “It’s not Jack’s fault, either. Your Dad will see that eventually. He wants what’s best for you. And what’s best for the man he’s planning on handing his company over to when he retires.”

Marcie didn’t look fully convinced. “He’s already mad at me,” she said in a little voice. Her gaze traveled to the carpet. “Yesterday, my biggest worry was that Dad wouldn’t let me come back to Stillwell next semester. Now there’s this. He’s gonna lose his shit when he finds out. He’ll have so many questions…”

“‘What are your intentions with my daughter?’” I said, imitating my employer’s gruff voice almost perfectly. All the coed laughed at that. “I can handle it, Marcie. Young guys might wilt at that whole ‘I’ve got a shotgun and know how to dig a grave’ thing fathers do with their daughters. I’m not afraid.”

My words had Yukiko and Samantha beaming. But Marcie still looked worried.

“I just…” she began.

Samantha gave the coed’s hand a squeeze. “What’s wrong, Marcie?”

All eyes turned to the young coed. She gave me a baleful look, her bottom lip trembling. It hit me like a blow: I’d never seen Marcie look so unsure of herself before. Normally my boss’s daughter kept herself carefully composed, as at home with her Delta Rho sisters as a fish in a busy stream. Sam was right to ask: what was wrong?

“I don’t know that I’m worth all this,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I mean, you’re all so glamorous! Yukiko, you’re, like, the perfect wife for Uncle Jack, and you all know how much I look up to Samantha.” She froze, her gaze lingering on Maria with a look that told me she was comparing her coltish body to the Latina’s curves and coming up dissatisfied with the result. “Any guy at Stillwell would kill to be where you are right now, Uncle Jack. And you deserve it—I’ve seen the way you’ve worked for it.”

“Thanks for that, babygirl,” I said, the word making both Marcie and Sam blush.

She was speechless for a moment. “Is it really worth risking all of that just for me?” Marcie clasped her hands beneath her breasts, practically vibrating with nervousness. “I’m not that special, Uncle Jack! Not enough to go up against my Dad…”

Marcie trailed off, because Maria was cackling with laughter.

“I’m not laughing at you, girl,” the realtor said quickly as she wiped her eyes. “I just think you’re severely underrating how attractive you are. If you don’t think a man like Jack would move heaven and earth to get a sweet, innocent little nineteen-year-old coed in his bed and corrupt her, then maybe you’ve still got a lot to learn about the opposite sex.”

Marcie’s eyes widened. Her cheeks turned as red and ruddy as apples.

“Uncle Jack, you didn’t tell them, did you?” she whispered, aghast.

Yukiko and Maria wore identical expressions of confusion—neither of them had any clue what Marcie might be referring to. Only Samantha Lowry, who knew her little better than any of them, had an inkling of what she meant.

She leaned in close, pulling her protege into a sideways embrace. “He didn’t tell us anything,” she assured the coed. “Jack’s not the kind of guy who kisses and tells: at least not unless the girl he kissed wants him to.” She said that part with a significant glance at Yukiko, who definitely always wanted me to. “But Maria’s right, isn’t she? Was it?”

Marcie stared at her mentor and swallowed. Then nodded.

“Oh my gosh,” Samantha purred, squeezing her thighs together. I’d never seen her ignite like that before—instantly, I wanted to see it as much as possible. “Marcie, that’s wonderful! I’m so happy that you got to experience something so special with Jack!”

The look on Yukiko’s face told me she was figuring it out. “Marcie! You’re…”

Maria let out a lusty chuckle. “Dios mio, Jack. You didn’t just fuck your boss’s daughter, you deflowered her, too? You are a bad boy!”

“I didn’t know that at the time,” I said. “And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t make fun of her, Maria.”

The Latina pursed her lips. “I’m not making fun of her,” she said in a more serious tone. “Hell, I’m jealous. Also, I feel a little bad for any guy she meets later in life. If she’s coming at relationships with Jackson Avery as her baseline, she’s gonna wind up disappointed with most men.”

Marcie’s mouth moved soundlessly. “I… I don’t think I want any other men,” she blurted, fidgeting with her hands in her lap. “Just Uncle Jack.”

My girlfriends stared.

“You really think so?” Samantha asked, barely concealing her glee at the prospect.

Marcie put her face in her hands. “I mean, shit, I don’t really know what I want, I guess? I’m sorry, I’m still buzzing off what happened in the car. I didn’t think it could feel like that. So fucking good. So right.”

“It felt right to me, too, babygirl,” I said.

Samantha put an arm around her mentee. “Sweetheart, you don’t have to figure everything out right now,” she said, rubbing the spot between Marcie’s shoulder blades. “We know you like Jack, and Jack likes you. For right now, that’s enough.” She giggled, flashing a sultry smile. “We can take things as fast or as slow as you want. The important thing is that you’re with us now. Part of all… this.”

Our unconventional relationship, in other words.

Marcie’s cheeks colored as she realized just how close she was sitting to Samantha. She might have jumped into my arms after telling off Elizabeth Baines, but my boss’s daughter had been carrying a torch for her mentor since she pledged the Delta Rho sorority. She looked up to Samantha Lowry. All this time, I’d thought Marcie wanted to be her, but it was more like she wanted to be with her.

From the way she kept sneaking glances in my direction, I knew Samantha couldn’t wait to get both me and Marcie into bed. I wondered how much that was going to blow the coed’s mind once it really did happen.

“Good,” Marcie said, relaxing. “I’m really, really glad you’re all okay with this, by the way. I know I didn’t exactly ask permission before I jumped Jack’s bones…”

“None of us did, either,” Samantha said. “You’re part of an exclusive club, Marcie. One that’s even tighter than Delta Rho.”

Her hand caressed Marcie’s thigh. The coed glanced down at it, her eyelids fluttering. “Oh fuck,” she muttered.

Samantha’s smile widened. “You’re on the team now,” she purred, her lips grazing the side of Marcie’s neck. “We can take things as slow as you like, Marcie, your choice… but all of us know you’re not really going anywhere, are you?”

Marcie shuddered with lust. The sight of it made my cock surge in my boxers, filling me with arousal. I knew I wasn’t alone: next to me, Yukiko and Maria were both watching the coed like I’d just switched on their favorite porn movie.

“Never,” she panted, looking straight at me. “I’m right here.”

“You always have been, babygirl,” I said, clearing my throat.

Good God, were we really about to do what I was picturing? Samantha looked like she was ready to peel off Marcie’s dress with her teeth. Yukiko unconsciously reached for me, rubbing my shoulders as she let out a little groan. Maria just kept grinning, like she’d already seen our future and loved it.

I was just about to suggest that we take our little meeting to the bedroom when my intercom buzzed.

The women in the room started as if from a trance. Marcie let out a little whine of frustration as her mentor turned away, while Yukiko blinked and shook herself, returning to the real world from whatever erotic fantasy she’d lost herself in.

Maria glanced at her wristwatch—a sleek Cartier that cost almost as much as some of the houses she’d sold. “Who the hell could that be?” she wondered aloud. “Do they have any idea what time it is?”

Yukiko and I shared a glance. “You think it’s trouble?” she asked.

Ice formed in the pit of my stomach. “I’m thinking that maybe Elizabeth Baines had cameras on her property,” I said, frowning. “If she caught Marcie and I in that front seat together, we’re in a world of trouble.”

“You really should have at least pulled down the street before you ripped her panties off,” Samantha said, her eyes still glassy with lust. “Though I guess I can’t blame you, Daddy. I wouldn’t have been able to wait, either.”

“Stay here,” I told the girls. “I’ll check it.”

A few short steps took me to the intercom. I tapped the button, praying I wasn’t about to hear Elizabeth talking to me. Or one of her lawyers. “Hello?”

A crackle of static filled the speaker, then I heard a familiar voice.

“Hey, Jack!” The sound of a guitar riff played faintly in the background. “Sorry to bother you so late, but I’ve got news. Can you let a girl up?”

The tension inside of me broke. It was Officer Davis—Tasha.

“I’ll be right there,” I told her. “Actually, I’m still up. So are the girls.”

“Even better.” She sounded pleased with herself. “See you in a sec.”

As the intercom switched off, Yukiko rose. “What do you think she wants?”

I shrugged. “Not sure,” I told the coed. “It doesn’t sound like bad news, at least. What, you think I should keep her down in the lobby?”

Yukiko’s brows rose. “Oh, of course not,” she said. “The more the merrier. I’m just making sure you’re not about to get arrested.”

The thought made me laugh. “I don’t think today is that day,” I told the group. “But if it is, I doubt they’d have sent Tasha of all people to do the deed.”

Yukiko nodded, her expression serious. “Right,” she said. “Still…”

And before I could say a word, she kissed me. Hard.

“Just in case,” she whispered, giving me another on the cheek. “Hurry back, tiger.”

I took a final look at my girlfriends as I gripped the doorknob. My harem.

Yeah, I’d hurry back.

Because something told me we were about to have one memorable night.


Chapter Two

Yukiko’s worries turned out to be completely unfounded.

I buzzed Tasha in through the front door, then went down to the lobby. At this time of night, it required a keycard from one of the residents to work—Maria had one, and she’d promised to get more for the other girls, but she hadn’t had time yet. So I needed to escort Tasha up to the condo myself, which I did.

By the time we got back, my girls had completely changed their configuration. Marcie was sitting more or less in Samantha’s lap, with Yukiko and Maria flanking the pair on either side. Marcie leaned back against her mentor, a dreamy look on her heavy-lidded eyes. What had they been talking about while I was gone?

Whatever it was, I didn’t have time to ask. Tasha swept in like a storm, pouring herself a cup of coffee over Yukiko’s requests to get it for her. Her dark braids were pulled back and tucked beneath her officer’s cap, but her uniform looked rumpled—like she’d been chasing some ne’er-do-well down an alley and slapping him in cuffs before she got here. She took in the scene before her with a smirk and gave me a sideways look.

“Damn,” Tasha said, taking a sip of her coffee. “Looks like I interrupted one hell of a party.”

No one bothered correcting her. If they’d tried, the sight of Samantha groping Marcie’s legs and hips like a madam showing off her favorite girl at the cathouse would have made the attempt sound laughable.

“What’s going on?” Yukiko asked. “Is everything alright?”

Tasha grinned. “Oh, it’s fine,” she said, taking another sip of the coffee. “This is fantastic, by the way. Thanks so much. By the way, Jack, did you hear Rush got back together—?”

I had, but now wasn’t the time for that. Though it amused me to remember how they’d been both the soundtrack of my arrival in Stillwell and the way I’d discovered Officer Davis was a closet nerd. Full circle, I thought.

“We can talk about ticket prices later,” I told her with a chuckle. “Spill it. What’s got you at my place in the middle of the night, Tash?”

She set the cup down deliberately on the counter next to her, then crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “I don’t know if you’d believe me,” she said, her eyes seeming almost to glow. “Jack. I have had the most wonderful day.”

I didn’t understand. This sounded good, whatever Tasha wanted to tell me, but I didn’t like her keeping us all in suspense like this.

Neither did anyone else. “Come on, chica! You sound like me when I want to butter up a client about an in-ground pool. What’s got you grinning?”

Tasha started to speak, then caught herself. “First you tell me something, Jack. What the hell did y’all do to Elizabeth Baines!?”

Everyone sat up a little straighter at that. “Excuse me?” Marcie blurted.

“Why?” That ice had returned to the pit of my stomach, colder than ever before. “What did she do, Tasha? What’s going on?”

Tasha shook her head slowly, drawing out the moment.

“Elizabeth Baines,” the officer said with the cadence of someone relating a fairy tale or an alien abduction, “is currently sitting in the freaking county jail!”

Tasha couldn’t have caused more commotion if she’d pulled a live hand grenade from her belt and tossed it into the middle of the room. In an instant, everyone except Marcie was up and out of their seats, shocked looks written across their faces.

”You’re kidding,” Yukiko said. “Tasha, if this is some kind of a joke—“

The officer was already shaking her head. “No joke,” Tasha said, her grin widening as she braced an elbow against the counter. “I couldn’t believe it either. I never thought I could be so lucky.” She caught herself and blushed. “I mean, seeing King Gizz with you wasn’t so bad either, Jack. But this…”

I didn’t blame her. I’d have considered this a hell of a lot bigger than a concert. “I don’t believe it,” I said, shaking my head. “What the hell happened?”

“Were you there?” Marcie chimed in.

Tasha’s grin told me she was. “The only reason it took me so long to get here was all the damned paperwork,” she said, looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. “I knew you were meeting with her to discuss some kind of truce. Considering the state I saw her in, I’m guessing it didn’t go well for her.”

I glanced over at Marcie. “I brought Marcella as my plus-one,” I told Tasha. “When Elizabeth was forced to face the results of her son’s monstrousness, she… well, she didn’t like it very much.”

Tasha whistled through her teeth. “I bet not. She was still at the house when you left?”

“As far as I know.” I hadn’t exactly been looking. I’d heard Elizbeth’s roars of rage as she vented her frustration in her dining room, but at the time I’d been far more focused on the coed in my front seat, pulling her panties to the side and impaling herself on me.

Jesus, had I really done that? I was never going to forget it.

“Well, she didn’t stay there.” Tasha savored the moment, her gaze flickering to each of my women. “I don’t know how much booze she had at that dinner, but she must have gotten trashed after you left.”

“Trashed?”

“White girl wasted,” Tasha chuckled. “I’m talking frat party levels of fucked up, Jack. I don’t know what she thought she was doing or where she was going in that pretty little Range Rover of hers, but we’re all lucky the Stillwell Police Department pulled her over before she caused an accident. Or hit a pedestrian.”

I couldn’t even picture it. Sure, I could imagine Elizabeth Baines drunk—though she seemed like the kind of woman who preferred being drunk on power, not liquor—but driving off in the middle of the night like that? That didn’t seem like her at all, even knowing how badly I’d rattled her. Not unless…

Unless she had a destination in mind, I thought. An invisible finger worked its way down my spine, giving me a chill. Suspicion hardened to a certainty.

“Which way was she going?” I asked.

Tasha hadn’t expected the question. “Hmm? Hell, she was all over the road. I don’t know where she was headed. I doubt even she knew the answer to that—”

“Where did you pull her over?” Yukiko asked.

Tasha turned. When Kiki took that tone of voice, it was best to do what she said. She had the tiger by the tail, just like I did.

“Just outside of campus,” Tasha said with a frown. “Technically I’m not the one who pulled her over: I was the passenger. We’ve got this whole shadow system where we do ride-alongs with new recruits until they’re more comfortable patrolling solo.”

Smart, I thought. “She was heading east, then.”

Tasha nodded.

“In my direction.”

As clever as Officer Davis was, I could tell she hadn’t entertained this idea yet. She started to say something, then her jaw dropped and her eyes widened as it hit her. “Son of a bitch. Jack, how badly did you piss that woman off?”

My woman laughed smugly. And a little proudly.

“It was mostly Marcie,” I admitted. “Tell us what happened, Tasha.”

“Gladly. I was showing the new hire—guy by the name of Ramirez—how to use the radar gun when that white Range Rover shot past us in a blur. Must have been going sixty, seventy miles an hour in a thirty-five. We hit the sirens and chased her down pretty quick—you know that little restaurant down by the canal? The one right off of campus?”

“Gabrielle’s,” I said, thinking of all the times I’d had lunch or dinner with someone from Delta Rho there. Samantha had a special affinity for it: she’d even chosen it as the site of the post-initiation dinner for this semester’s pledges. “Yeah. I’ve been there once or twice.”

“That’s where we stopped her.” Tasha’s voice dripped with satisfaction. “She started talking back to Ramirez pretty much immediately—‘do you know who I am’, how she owns the campus, that stuff. You should have seen her face when she realized I was there.”

I raised an eyebrow. My gut told me this was the good part. “Bad?”

Tasha grinned. “Bitch lost her mind. Started screaming about how I was another one of your ‘sluts’, how you’d turned the whole town against her. She got so belligerent that when Ramirez tried to open the door of the Range Rover, she cold cocked him.”

Gasps filled the room. “Holy shit,” Samantha whispered.

“I’d have liked to have seen that,” Yukiko said with gusto.

“We didn’t have to use the taser,” Tasha said, picking up her coffee and taking a sip. “But it was a near thing, let me tell you. The Baines clan can get away with a lot in this town, but not when body cams are involved. Taking a swing at an officer…” She clicked her tongue. “Not a smart move.”

It wasn’t a night for smart moves in the House of Baines. Not after that dinner. I could picture it now, in a way I hadn’t been able to before Tasha told me about it. Elizabeth raging in the exquisite halls of her mansion, getting drunker and drunker as she replayed the events of the evening in her mind. Wrestling with the growing urge to make sure that neither I nor Marcie got away with disrespecting her like that.

Had she seen us together in my McLaren? As convenient a trigger for her rage as security footage of the two of us getting frisky would have been, I didn’t think so. I knew enough about that woman to know she didn’t need to know the details of my sex life to want to destroy me.

It was enough that I’d thrown a wrench into all of her carefully constructed plans.

Yukiko’s lips curled into a smirk. “Sounds like she cracked under the pressure,” she said, turning to me. “She ratcheted it up against you every chance she got, but in the end it was her who couldn’t take it. You broke her.”

I shook my head. “Marcie broke her.”

Marcie’s cheeks flushed, her fingers tightening in Samantha’s. “All I did was tell her the truth,” she said, her voice soft but proud. “I guess she couldn’t handle it.”

Maria cackled. “That bitch tried to get my real estate license revoked. She can rot in a cell for the rest of the year as far as I care.”

“She’ll probably be processed out tomorrow,” Tasha said. “Once she sleeps off her bender. So she won’t be behind bars for long.”

The length didn’t matter. My mind was already spinning, and from the look on her face, Yukiko’s was, too.

“Wait, this is huge,” the coed said, sliding an arm around mine and pressing herself against me as she spoke. “Holy shit, this changes everything!”

I felt my brow furrowing. “A DUI changes everything? Don’t get me wrong, it’s karmic justice, but I don’t see…”

Yukiko was already shaking her head. “It’s not just about the DUI. It’s everything. It’s… it’s this town, and the reputations of the people who run it. Stillwell’s disciplinary board is never going to take her seriously now—not after she’s discredited herself like this.” Suddenly she jumped, almost giddy. “Oh fuck. Tasha, you said there’s body cam footage!?”

I saw the realization dawn on everyone’s face simultaneously.

“There is,” Tasha said, laughing. “Mine and Officer Ramirez’s. The department’s got the arrest from two different angles.”

“And you said she was saying things about Jack?” Yukiko’s were shining like stars now—I don’t think I’d ever seen her so excited outside the bedroom. “She mentioned him by name, Tasha?”

Tasha nodded, her expression turning serious. “Yeah, she vomited up the whole thing,” she said. “It was a total freakout. I think Trevor and ‘that Ramsey bitch’ even got mentioned in there somewhere.”

“In this state, body cam footage is subject to Freedom of Information Act requests,” Samantha chimed in. “Even if it wasn’t, the chances of this not leaking out of the police department are pretty much zero. I’m ninety percent sure Elizabeth’s whole social circle will be laughing about it twelve hours from now.”

“Wait,” I said. “How do you know that stuff about body cams?”

Samantha scoffed. “You don’t run the campus’s hottest sorority for three years without knowing a thing or two about police procedure.” She shared a knowing look with Tasha. “You’d be surprised how many drunk Delta Rho bitches I’ve had to bail out of a jam the weekend after finals. Or maybe you wouldn’t.”

“Screaming at cops and driving drunk,” Tasha murmured. “Shit. You might actually get out of this, Jack. I think you just might be in the clear.”

Everyone else looked like they already considered the matter done and dusted. Unfortunately, I knew better.

I shook my head. “I’m not so sure. Even if this gets us past the disciplinary board—which, let’s be frank, didn’t have much of a case to go after me in the first place—we’ve still got Delta Rho’s leadership to deal with.”

“Not to mention Kiki’s parents,” Marcie said, swallowing. “And mine.”

“But it’s still good news,” Samantha hastened to add. “At the very least, this puts the breaks on any plans to ever bring that little shit Trevor back to campus. He’s done.”

Marcie turned to her mentor, her eyes widening. After a long moment she let out a sigh, something relaxing inside of her that I don’t think she’d even realized was clenched until that moment. “Thank God,” she whispered. “I was so scared she was going to find a way to put me in a room with him again.”

All my protective instincts activated at once. “Never again,” I promised her, giving Marcie a reassuring smile. “You did that, babygirl. You should be proud of yourself. Because I know I am.”

I extended the arm that Yukiko wasn’t currently holding onto. Marcie embraced me, burying her face in the spot between my chest and my shoulder. A silent sob wracked her shoulders, but it was from relief, not anguish.

“We did it, Jack,” she murmured, looking up at me through her lashes. “Together.”

Tasha caught the look. “Hold up…” she whispered, glancing from me to Marcie and back again. “Wait, what the hell is this? Jack? Marcie?”

All of a sudden it hit me that no one had yet broken the good news to Officer Davis. I could see her inner detective going nuts behind her eyes, the pieces snapping together as she realized what must have happened after that ‘dinner’ with Miss Baines.

“No freaking way,” Tasha said, sounding shocked. “Jack, you dog!”

“Oh, like you’re upset,” Maria purred. “You look like you wish you’d been a passenger in someone else’s car tonight, instead of riding with Officer Ramirez.”

Tasha didn’t deny it. “I’m just surprised,” she said, smoothing down a ruffle in the sleeve of her police uniform. “If I were a betting woman, Marcie would have been the last woman in this town I’d ever have laid down money on you bringing into bed. Isn’t she your boss’s daughter?”

Marcie flushed at the question. “We’re working on that,” she said, holding me tighter. “Dad’s already trying to withdraw me from Stillwell. How much angrier can he be?”

I rubbed the back of my neck and grit my teeth. “Let’s not give Marcie any grief,” I warned Tasha. “Neither of us planned for this to happen. We’re still figuring it out.”

“Duly noted.” Tasha looked around the room, her smirk returning. “But I can’t resist pointing out how outnumbered you are in here, Jack.”

She wasn’t wrong. There was a lot of estrogen in my apartment. The women I’d chosen to join me on this crazy ride outnumbered me five-to-one.

Five women. Jesus.

And there’d been a time in my life when I thought one was too many.

“So Marcella Ramsey’s your latest sweetheart,” Tasha said, turning to the coed. “Welcome to the party, honey. I don’t know if this is going to be a long-term thing or what, but either way I’m glad to have you in Jack’s corner.”

Marcie paused, then nodded. “Thanks. I really don’t know what came over me. Everything was so crazy when we left Elizabeth’s house, and Jack and me were both so keyed up… I got in the car with him and it just happened…”

She trailed off. Every other woman in the apartment was staring at her.

“That kind of sounds like you wanna dish,” Yukiko whispered, her almond eyes sparkling with mischief. “I know Jack doesn’t kiss and tell, but between you and me I’d love to hear all the dirty details, Marcie.”

“Me too!” Samantha’s hand shot up in tandem with her smile.

Maria chuckled, doing the group one better. “Hell. Maybe a demonstration?”

My women all looked at each other. I didn’t need to be a scholar of the human condition to know what danced in the charged space between my harem girls. Each of them had made love to me separately at least one; a few of them had been lucky enough to share me with one or more other members of the group at the same time. But we’d never had the opportunity to play together, all of us, as one gorgeous, depraved unit.

I wanted that. I really did. I had visions of filling that hot spring in the forest with the entire Delta Rho roster and throwing the party to end all parties pretty much every time I closed my eyes.

But this wasn’t the greatest time for it.

The atmosphere in the room felt electric with possibility. I fed on my girls’ energy, they fed on mine—and increasingly, they fed on each other’s eagerness to get down and dirty with me. Normally I’d have embraced that, but after a night like this, I was beyond spent. I ticked off the encounters on mental fingers: the hot springs with Yukiko and Sam, the shower at the condo with Maria and my other girls, the unexpected shift from friends to lovers when I took Marcie in the front seat of my McLaren.

Even twenty-year old Jack would have had a hard time going for a fourth round in a single day. And I hadn’t been twenty for a long, long time.

I cleared my throat. I needed to rein this in before the girls started dropping their panties to the floor. “I’m gonna have to take a raincheck on that,” I told the group.

It wasn’t what they expected to hear.

“Jack?” Yukiko cocked an eyebrow, her voice brimming with concern. “Are you okay?”

I gave the coed a tired smile. “This has nothing to do with you or any of the other girls,” I assured the Asian coed. “Trust me, the spirit is very, very willing.”

Maria giggled. “But the flesh is a little weak?”

I looked around. “It’s been a long day,” I confessed. “Every single person in here—with the exception of Officer Davis—has seen me at my best today. I don’t know if I want to risk disappointing you with a repeat performance…”

I trailed off as I caught their expressions. Every single one of them—Yukiko, Samantha, Marcie, Maria and Tasha—were grinning at me, their eyes gleaming with mischief and heat.

“You’re not gonna take no for an answer, are you?” I chuckled.

“Not a chance, papi,” Maria drawled. “I certainly don’t intend to sleep in my own bed tonight. I doubt any of these sweet little coeds do, either.”

Tasha nibbled her bottom lip. “I was definitely hoping there’d be some celebrating after the good news,” she admitted. “I didn’t expect everybody to be here, but I’m not mad about it. The more the merrier.”

“We stick together,” Samantha purred. “Right, Daddy?”

Marcie looked at me, her gaze flickering between my face and Samantha’s. “I… I don’t know,” the coed murmured, one leg knocking into the other as she tried to decide. “I think I want to stay, if that’s okay with you. Is it okay with you, Uncle Jack?”

“’Uncle Jack’,” Tasha repeated, “And I thought Sam calling you ‘Daddy’ all the time was kinky…”

Yukiko’s hand slid down my arm, entwining with Marcie’s. “It’s more than okay,” she said, giving Marcie an encouraging squeeze. “I’m just trying to figure out where we’re going to put everybody.”

I hadn’t thought about it until now. Yukiko was right.

“Shit,” I muttered. “Yeah, my bed is not big enough for six people. Not unless you’re all comfortable sleeping like sardines.”

I could see Samantha and Yukiko gearing up to discuss options. Doubtless they’d talk about the couch—maybe Kiki would even offer to crash on the floor on a futon mat, the way her parents did back in Japan. With a little work, we could have let everyone crash at the condo tonight, even if they didn’t all get to share my actual bed.

But neither of them got the chance.

Because that’s when I noticed Maria grinning at me like a fox.

“Jack,” the realtor purred, her voice like hot candle wax dripped across smooth skin. “Do you remember what I told you when I first gave you a tour of this condo?”

I couldn’t see what she was getting at. “You told me a few things,” I ventured.

“I said that this was almost the nicest unit in the building,” the realtor said. “That what I really wanted to rent you was the apartment on the top floor, but it had already been booked.”

Now that she mentioned it, I did remember that. At the time, I’d just assumed Maria was buttering me up, as realtors are wont to do.

“That unit’s vacant now,” Maria giggled, tucking her tongue into her cheek. “And as the realtor for this condo complex, I happen to have keys for every vacant apartment in the building. Including that one.”

While the rest of my women watched, Maria reached into her pocket and came up with a glossy plastic keycard.

“Maybe you’d like a late-night tour?”

I stared at the card, then at the woman holding it. Despite my exhaustion, I found myself responding to her energy, and to the energy of the rest of the group as well. They were excited for this.

I couldn’t help but be excited in return.

“You serious?” I asked.

Maria’s smile widened. “It’s a very nice apartment. A lot more space… which opens up a lot more possibilities. If you like it, we can have you moved in tomorrow. Or you can just throw down a month’s rent and hold onto both until the end of the semester.”

With a start, I realized I could. I hadn’t, strictly speaking, paid for this condo—the company had funded my brief venture to Stillwell to finish my degree. Renting a second unit for a single month wouldn’t break the bank.

And if the penthouse suite really was big enough for my whole harem, well…

Let’s just say that any amount of money would be worth it.

Before I could respond, Samantha put a hand on my chest. “No pressure, Daddy,” she said, her smile as sweet as a spoonful of honey. “You’re right—it has been a long day. If anyone’s earned the right to take a break, it’s you.”

Knowing chuckles greeted her statement.

Her eyes looked gorgeous beneath her lashes. “We just want to be close to you,” she said, her fingers gently massaging me through my shirt. “None of us want to leave, Daddy. Really, can you blame us?”

Now it was my turn to chuckle. “I suppose I can’t, babygirl.”

She leaned in close and dropped her voice to a sultry whisper. “You can just lie back and relax if you want,” she promised, her hand trailing lower. “Or watch, or snuggle… or just let yourself be worshipped. Just don’t send us all away, Daddy. Please?”

God damn, I thought. These women: my girlfriends, my harem, my family—I was one lucky man to have them. I was even luckier that they wanted to spend every moment of their lives with me.

Some of the tiredness fell away from me. I could always sleep in late tomorrow.

“Lead the way,” I told Maria. “Let’s see this penthouse suite.”

“Absolutely, Mr. Avery,” the Latina purred, slipping back into salesgirl mode for a moment. “I think you’re going to be very, very pleased with your accommodations.”

Something told me we all were.


Chapter Three

The penthouse suite was even larger than I’d expected.

This late into the semester, I’d completely forgotten my disappointment that Maria Alvarez hadn’t managed to get me an apartment on the top floor of this building. Honestly, I hadn’t really been upset about it at all—she’d made a much bigger deal out of the whole thing than I did.

But when I saw what I’d narrowly missed buying when I first came to Stillwell, I couldn’t help but wish Maria had gone for the hard sell.

“Holy moly,” Yukiko whispered as she entered behind me. “Wow, Jack!”

I couldn’t help but echo her enthusiasm. The penthouse suite dominated the top floor of the building, larger than two of the less-expensive apartments put together. A row of floor-to-ceiling glass along one side opened up onto a wraparound balcony with an enviable view of the city skyline. The kitchen was a chef’s dream, while the living room sported everything you could put on a tech nerd’s wishlist, all watched over by a flatscreen TV bigger than I was.

“Nice place,” I whistled, mentally calculating how much a couple months of rent was going to cost me. “Really nice.”

Maria saw the look on my face and grinned. Even with the two of us together, there was still something of the real estate agent about her. She knew when she had a client on the hook–and she most certainly had me.

“You haven’t seen the best of it yet,” the Latina purred, putting an extra bit of seductive sway into her step. “Follow me…”

As my girlfriends spread out, getting comfortable, I walked with Maria into the bathroom. I’d thought the one in my apartment was the height of luxury, and I was wrong. Tucked off the main hall, it boasted a shower almost big enough for me to wash my McLaren in (if I could somehow get it up the stairs), with marble benches, multiple shower heads and body jets. A glass wall separating the shower from the rest of the room gave it an exhibitionist feel, and I couldn’t help but picture a whole bunch of gorgeous coeds soaping each other up and giggling when I looked inside.

“God damn,” I said, meeting Maria’s eye. “No wonder you wanted to sell me this place so badly.”

Maria nibbled her bottom lip. “Wait until you see the bedroom.”

It was the last stop on our tour, and the best. The space was fit for a sultan, with mirrors on the ceiling and behind the headboard. The lighting was dim and romantic, with plush velvet drapes hiding a smaller, private balcony overlooking the city.

But the room’s best feature–and the reason I was here–was the bed. Beds.

Two oversized California King mattresses had been pushed together, forming a bed so massive it could’ve fit an entire girl’s field hockey team. Covered in silky black sheets and piled with pillows, it practically screamed harem. Even if half of the Delta Rho sorority decided to start hooking up with me, I’d have space to let them all sleep over.

“Who owned this place before me?” I asked, already picturing my girls sprawled across the blankets. “A porn studio?”

Maria’s grin turned wicked. “I’m not at liberty to say. But whoever it was, they liked to party.”

Damn right they did.

She turned to me, her breasts heaving in her tight athletic top. “So, you’ve seen the whole place,” she purred, her voice in realtor mode while her eyes told me she wanted me to throw her over the bed and fuck her right then and there. “Does it pass inspection, sir? Do you think this property might be one you’re interested in?”

Both of us understood the double-entendre she made with the word ‘property.’

I stepped closer, my hands on her hips. “It’s perfect,” I growled, pressing my face against her neck and into the long tresses of her hair. “I’m ready to sign on the dotted line, Maria. In fact, I’d like to start enjoying my property right now.”

Maria jumped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my hips. “Yes, sir,” she growled, pressing her lips against mine. “It’s all yours.”

The next thing I knew, the two of us were in bed together.

The sheets rustled beneath us as I pinned Maria down and kissed her, my hands exploring her body. Her lips went everywhere, nibbling at my neck and my collar as her fingers swiftly divested me of my jacket. My belt went next, tossed across the room with a jingle. Her hand slipped beneath the waistband of my slacks, stroking me to full hardness as she pressed her soft, perfect tits against me.

I was in the middle of taking off Maria’s top when I heard someone clear their throat. A glance at the mirror over the headboard revealed a figure standing behind me.

“Getting started so soon?” Tasha asked. She’d removed her officer’s cap to let her braids hang freely down her back, and her top was unbuttoned almost all the way to her stomach. “I thought you said you were tired, Jack.”

I met her eyes in the mirror. “I was,” I told her. “Something about you girls, though. I swear, sometimes I think those jokes about Delta Rho sisters being witches have a nugget of truth in them.”

“I don’t know about all that.” Tasha laughed. “Room for one more?”

Maria turned her head, indicating the whole mattress with her chin. “Room for twelve if you want it, chica.”

“If Jack’s harem ever gets that big, I hope we’ll still be near the top of it,” Tasha said. She crawled onto the mattress, arching her back and licking her lips as she made her way over to us. “Now c’mere, Jack. Let Maria and I get a head start on those college bitches…”

With a grin, Maria pulled the officer into our embrace. I watched as the pair made out hot and heavy, their fingers tugging away their clothes until Maria was naked and Tasha was down to her bra and panties. The contrast between Maria’s mocha thighs and Tasha’s tawny breasts drove me wild—so much so that I barely noticed as the rest of the harem entered the bedroom.

“Back up a bit, papi,” Maria panted, breaking our kiss. “Give everyone room to gather around. Here, why don’t you scoot up against those pillows and get comfy…”

That sounded like a great idea to me. I rolled onto my back and scooted across the mattress, only stopping when my head and shoulders found the pile of pillows in front of the headboard. From my vantage point I could see the entire harem, straddling each other’s luscious bodies and making out and ripping off their clothes as they prepared to worship me.

Maria and Tasha crawled to me, heat burning in their eyes. Behind them, Samantha and Yukiko had Marcie between them, their fingers and lips exploring the coed’s half-naked body as they covered her in sweet words and kisses.

“Look at you,” Yukiko groaned, sliding a hand between the petite blonde’s thighs. “Fuck, you’re so fucking pretty, Marcie. You were so fucking brave tonight, standing up to that bitch.”

“It was even braver of you to fuck Jack,” Samantha added with glee. More than anyone else in our group—even Yukiko, who got off on sharing me—Samantha looked excited to have Marcie in our group and in my bed at long last. “I’m so proud of you, sweetheart. I can’t wait to watch you bounce up and down on his dick…”

For her part, Marcie kept looking between the coeds and me like she wasn’t entirely sure whether or not she’d lost her mind. Her gaze was glassy with desire, her cheeks feverish with lust as Yukiko and Samantha’s hands roamed over her body.

When Yukiko slid two fingers inside of her, Marcie cried out with such a fury that all action in the bedroom stopped for a few moments. “Oh fuck!”

The Asian coed slowed but didn’t stop. “Holy shit, she’s so soft,” she panted instead, watching the look on my face as she extolled the virtues of my latest harem girl. “So soft and wet. She’s going to make you feel so fucking good, Jack. She’s gonna make you feel like a man!”

“But we get first dibs,” Tasha giggled, lowering her mouth to me. “After the night I’ve had, Jack, I need to fucking cum. I need you inside me so goddamn bad.”

Marcie’s head lolled back on her shoulders as her oversexed brain struggled to process what she was seeing. “I want you so much, Uncle Jack,” she whimpered, riding Yukiko’s fingers. “I can’t believe how good this feels! Is it okay that Samantha and I are…oh fuck…”

“Touching each other?” Samantha chuckled, then gave Marcie a swat on her ass. “Of course it is, sweetheart. Jack loves it when his girls play together.” She leaned in close, dropping her voice to a stage whisper that all of us heard. “I want to taste your pussy, Marcie. I want to eat you out until you’re so wet and tight that when ‘Uncle’ Jack slides inside of you, it feels like a fucking dream…”

Near the head of the bed, Maria and Tasha were already working me over. They shared my cock between them, their hot, eager mouths making out as they licked and sucked my member until it was harder than a chunk of granite. Tasha’s nails scratched my legs, while Maria squeezed her breasts together and ran the head of my cock along the interior of her cleavage. A thick bead of precum sparkled on her skin, and Tasha leaned over to lick her clean.

“Mmh, that’s nice,” Maria panted, groaning as Tasha sucked her nipples. “Okay, baby, you go first. Ride that nice hard dick. Show Jack how much you love it.”

Officer Davis didn’t need to be told twice. Tasha straddled me with a growl, her hands going to my shoulders as she lowered her hot, dripping pussy onto my prick. She impaled herself on me slow, grinding down an inch at a time as our tongues entered each other’s mouths.

Sparks flew as I bottomed out inside of her. Tasha broke the kiss with a moan, then leaned back and gripped my thighs as she took me all the way in. Her hips slammed up and down, sending her tits bouncing on every thrust, and the way her walls gripped me felt so good I had to consciously hold back, lest I shoot my load inside of her quick and tire myself out before the rest of the harem got to have their fun.

Not, I thought, glancing around, that they’re not having fun…

This was an orgy. Yukiko lay to my left, one hand massaging Maria’s tits like stress balls while the other stabbed deep into her tight, freshly-shaved cunt. The brunette Latina was in heaven, only the whites of her eyes showing as Yukiko kissed the side of her neck, murmuring filthy shit in her ear as she mercilessly stabbed her g-spot. When she caught my eye Yukiko winked, her grin almost predatory.

Meanwhile Samantha was making good on her promise to taste Marcie. She’d shoved the petite blonde up against the headboard and laid down between her legs, her body a pornographic vision as she buried her face between her little’s thighs. The sounds of her wet slurps filled the bedroom, mixing with Marcie’s moans.

She looked over at me, her nails tangled in Samantha’s perfect hair. Both of us were sitting up against the headboard—when I glanced at the ceiling I could see the muscles in Tasha’s back work as she rode me with a vengeance.

Marcie glanced down at Samantha, then watched as my cock disappeared into Tasha’s pussy. “I love you,” the coed murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Fuck, I love Samantha, too, Uncle Jack! I can’t get enough of this!”

I grinned, grabbing a handful of Tasha’s braids for more leverage to thrust inside of her. “Hell of a night to lose your virginity, huh?”

Marcie laughed. “I’ve never even been to first base with a girl before this. And now Samantha’s got her… oh my gawd, Sam, please don’t fucking stop…”

“Never,” Samantha Lowry chuckled, raising her head just long enough to slide two fingers inside of Marcie’s box before grinding her tongue against her clit. “You’re ours now, girl. Part of a much more exclusive club than Delta Rho.” Her gaze flickered to me. “She’s almost ready for you, Daddy. I swear I’m gonna squirt when I see you slide that thick meat all the way to the bottom of Marcie’s soft little pussy…!”

“Awww, shit,” Tasha groaned. “Fuck, Jack, here it comes…!”

With a roar of bliss, Tasha went over the edge. The walls of her cunt spasmed around me as she rode out her orgasm, a flood of sweet juice coating my cock. I tightened my grip on her hair and held her to me as she writhed, loving the mixture of pain and pleasure on her face as she trembled.

It’s always the ones holding the handcuffs in real life who like them around their wrists in the bedroom, I thought with a snicker. I pulled Tasha’s mouth to mine and kissed her as she came down from her peak, prolonging the magic with the pressure of my fingers and my tongue.

Tasha slid off of me, grinning. “So fuckin’ good,” she said, her voice slurred slightly with pleasure. “You have no idea how bad I needed that, Jack.”

“I felt how bad you needed it,” I growled. “From the inside.”

Another cry of bliss cut Tasha off before she could reply. Near the foot of the bed, Maria was cumming her brains out—her thighs clenching madly around Yukiko’s wrist as the Asian girl’s fingers expertly milked her clit of every last drop of pleasure. Maria’s tits heaved as she shouted my name, her pussy throbbing against Yukiko’s hand.

“That’s right, take it like a big girl,” Yukiko chuckled, her hand slowing but not stopping. “You want to ride Jack’s dick, Maria? Or would you rather watch him claim that hot little student Samantha’s got her tongue buried inside?”

Maria opened her mouth, only for a string of habanero-hot dirty talk in Spanish to come roaring out. It took her several seconds for her to remember to praise me in something other than her mother tongue.

“Que rico, papi!” she groaned, her eyes rolling in their sockets. “Fuck, I want you to do what you want, baby! If you want to make me wait, then I’m just gonna have to wait my turn like a good girl!”

Under normal circumstances, I would have been more than happy to let Maria get the next ‘ride’. But events had already begun to move out of my control. Even as the Latina slumped to the mattress, one leg kicking blissfully beneath her, Samantha and Yukiko were on the move. They grabbed Marcie and half-carried, half-dragged her across the bed to where I waited.

She was shy but determined, and didn’t flinch at the four other women watching her every move. Samantha and Yukiko positioned her over me, their hands on her hips and in her hair as the coed straddled my waist. The other women on the bed seemed to grow still, as if the whole room paused in anticipation of this moment.

Fuck! Samantha hadn’t been lying about getting her ready for me. The crown of my cock pushed against the outer walls of Marcie’s pussy, and the heat and wetness felt incredible. Marcie’s eyes shone feverish with lust, like she’d been locked into a trance she never wanted to escape.

“Oh fuck this is so hot,” Samantha whimpered. Her fingers trailed down Marcie’s spine as she stared at the spot where the two of us were about to join together. “You like seeing us like this, Daddy? Your two babygirls together, showing off our bodies?”

“Take Daddy’s cock,” Yukiko smirked, watching me with an intensity that made me shudder. “Show us all how much you love Jack, Marcie. Ride him like you fucking mean it—make him feel how tight and wet you are for him.”

“Her pussy’s amazing,” Samantha said, grinning like a fox in charge of a henhouse. “She’s so ready for you, Daddy. If you need to bust inside of her, I wouldn’t hold it against you. I don’t know how any straight man with a working dick could last more than two or three strokes inside that wet little twat without going off like a firecracker…!”

Marcie bit her lip, her cheeks as red and ruddy as apples. “Samantha made me cum,” she confessed, bracing herself with a hand on my chest. “It felt so fucking good, Jack. But not as good as when I was with you.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear. “Babygirl,” I growled, the single word saying more than an entire conversation.

“We’ve set the bar high with Marcie,” Yukiko murmured, rubbing one of the coed’s nipples. “Trust me, sweetheart—everything else is a disappointment after this. You’re exactly where you need to be.”

She was. And I was right where I was supposed to be, too.

“Are you ready for this, babygirl?” I asked.

Marcie glanced around the room, her nervousness mingling with her arousal. “Everyone’s watching me,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as she lowered herself onto my cock. “But Jack… I… I kinda like that…”

With a growl I grabbed her hips, thrusting upwards to meet her. My thighs met hers with a wet slap, and I was inside of her—all the way inside of her. We cried out in unison, and the grins of the other women in the room told me how fucking pleased they were to watch this happen live.

“Oh God, Jack!” Marcie groaned, her head lolling backwards. “I love you so much! You feel so good inside me… so fucking big!”

The coed bounced up and down in my lap. Samantha kept a hand on the small of her little’s back, supporting her, while Yukiko reached down and ran her fingers in a swirl over Marcie’s clit, driving her crazy with sensation as my cock stabbed deep inside of her. She was a perfect sheathe—tight and wet and awesome. Her perfect college pussy felt as responsive as my sports car.

She rode me like an animal. As the two of us fucked, my hips rising to meet her, the other girls in the room started pleasuring themselves and each other. Marcie’s tits bounced as she picked up the pace, our rhythm growing faster and faster.

“Look at you, taking Daddy like a champ!” Samantha growled. She pressed her body against Marcie’s as the coed rode me, her hands going to the younger girl’s hips to slam her down harder on me with every thrust. “You ride him so fucking well, Marcie. Look at the way he’s watching you while he fucks your brains out. Does that pussy feel good, Daddy? Did I get it all nice and warmed up with my tongue?”

“Yes,” I grunted, placing a hand on the back of Marcie’s neck. She leaned down and kissed me, her bare skin pressed against mine, then she went upright once more and rode me twice as hard, caressed in the embrace of my two most senior harem girls.

I had no idea how long I could hold out. On the side of my favor was my exhaustion—at my age, the fourth orgasm of the day was going to take a while no matter how gorgeous the woman. On the other side was… well, everything else.

Marcie. Samantha and Yukiko egging her on. The gorgeous women kissing and sighing and playing with each other all around me, like I was some ancient sultan.

Yukiko kissed Marcie’s neck, her eyes shining with mischief. “I can feel your heart racing,” she said, her hand between the coed’s breasts. “Are you going to cum for him, Marcie? I hope you do. Let us all see that pretty little face of yours when you go over the edge.” Her voice grew more insistent, with an edge to it that was almost hard. “Tell him how much you love this, sweetheart. Scream it!”

Marcie couldn’t take it any longer. “I love it!” she screamed, her body trembling as she slammed down onto me. “I love you, Jack! I love being one of your girls… oh fuck, I’m cumming—!”

Between my cock and Yukiko’s fingers, Marcie couldn’t stop herself. Her pussy clenched around me, spasming as her orgasm hit, her nails digging into my chest. She screamed my name loudly enough that I hoped the penthouse suite had soundproofing, her hair flying wildly around her face in a messy halo as her whole body shook with bliss.

I held her steady, thrusting into her through the whole thing. Yukiko’s fingers slowed but didn’t stop, drawing out every wave of bliss until Marcie was totally spent. The coed collapsed against my chest, laughing with release, panting and happy.

“Oh, wow,” she whispered, staring at me with love and devotion. “Jack…”

Before Marcie could say another word, Samantha gently shoved her off of me.

The coed’s eyes widened as she rolled across the mattress. Samantha’s eyes practically glowed with lust, her hands shaking as she took her place in the saddle. I’d never seen Samantha Lowry so utterly feral before: it was clear that watching Marcie give herself to me like that had unlocked something inside of her, something she’d never dared admit about her sexuality before.

I looked forward to exploring it with her.

Samantha impaled herself on me in one smooth motion, sinking down onto my cock with a moan that filled the bedroom. “I’m home, Daddy!” she groaned, her eyes going heavy-lidded as she rode me hard and fast.

She was home. And so was I.

I pounded her as hard as I could, hitting her with driving thrusts that made her shudder and squeal. Technically, I’d been fucking Samantha the longest of any of the girls I’d hooked up with in Stillwell, and I probably knew her body better than anyone else’s. I knew just how to make her eyes roll back, her pussy clench, her toes curl.

“Fuck, Daddy!” the coed cried. “I’m so soft, and you’re so fucking hard! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me proper!”

I did just that. The room filled with moans as I hit a fever pitch, the pornographic sight spurring the other girls in the room onto carnal acts of debauchery. I could see them in the corners of my eyes every time I looked, but mostly I kept my eyes on Samantha. My babygirl.

She’d been most of the way there when she climbed on top of me, so it didn’t take long to drive her to the edge. I expected some utterly filthy Daddy shit to come out of her mouth as her orgasm built, but what I didn’t see coming was the way she stared down at me as she reached the peak, tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

“I’m so happy, Daddy,” she whimpered, her voice thick with emotion. “I’m so happy that I found you—so happy that I’m yours! I love Kiki, and Marcie, and all the other girls you wanna fuck! Oh God I’m so fucking lucky that I get to build this life with you!”

I gave her a hearty spank on her ass, the slap filling the room. “You don’t get a choice,” I growled, filling her harder and faster than before. “You lost that the second you pulled me into that frathouse bathroom, Samantha. Because you’re mine now.”

The cry of ecstasy she let out told us all that was exactly what she wanted. “I love you so fucking much,” she cried, tears rolling down her cheeks and thighs in equal measure. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum all over your dick, Daddy, fuck—!”

Samantha shattered like a plate-glass window. She went weightless in my arms, screaming like a banshee as she gave herself over to pleasure. The sight of her like that, like a wild animal in my arms, nearly pushed me over the edge. Only a supreme effort kept me from emptying my balls deep inside of her spasming pussy, though I definitely felt myself jerk and spurt a bit against her walls.

What happened next must have been agreed on beforehand. Even in the throes of her orgasm, Samantha had enough presence of mind to pull off of me with a wet little pop. My cock glistened with a mixture of three different women’s juices, standing straight as a girder, and no sooner had it been exposed to the open air than Yukiko climbed on top of me.

Unlike the others, my most devoted girlfriend didn’t straddle me face-to-face. She went reverse cowgirl, her back arched and her thick, round ass jiggling ever so slightly as she presented it to me like a gift. She reached back, spreading her cheeks, showing me both her tight, hairless little pussy and the even tighter hole I’d taken in the woods after that fateful ride on the beach.

“My turn,” the coed said with a knowing smile. “I know what you need, Jack.”

She gripped the base of my cock with her fingers and guided me—not to her pussy, which quivered with need, but higher, pressing the tip against her tight, forbidden hole.

Oh. Oh fuck.

“Everyone’s showing off tonight,” Yukiko purred. “I might as well make my case for being best girl. Besides,” she added with a growl, “I want you inside me. And I want you to have everything, Jack.”

The head of my cock pushed inside of her, slowly entering from behind. Yukiko let out a low moan as she relaxed onto me, giving one of her ass cheeks a slap as she settled on my cock. Her hole gripped me like a vice, hot and impossibly tight.

“Oh damn,” someone groaned. I thought it might have been Tasha, but things in the room were getting confused. “I didn’t know Kiki was so dirty…!”

Yukiko glanced back over her shoulder, her smile almost too sweet and innocent for someone with half my cock buried in her ass. “I want you to rearrange my guts, babe. Fuck my ass like you own it.”

After hearing something like that, who could stop me?

I thrust deep. Yukiko moaned, pushing back, letting me bottom out inside of her. The room spun, feverish and hallucinatory, like I’d been slipped a hit of some primo drugs before my sorority girlfriends climbed into bed with me. Maybe it was a little bit of that Delta Rho magic.

Either way, it was fucking amazing.

I grabbed Yukiko’s ass with both hands as we fucked, savaging her with stinging slaps as my cock pistoned in and out of her tightest, most forbidden opening. All around us, my girls were lost in each other—Samantha’s face buried between Marcie’s thighs, Maria and Tasha fingering each other shamelessly as they watched the show. The sounds of hot, raw fucking filled the bedroom, ringing in my ears as I approached the peak.

This time, there was no holding back. My cock jerked inside of Yukiko’s asshole, swelling bigger and thicker as I prepared to shoot. The back of my skull hit the headboard as my hips shot upward, the bliss becoming unbearable.

“I’m gonna cum from this,” Yukiko informed me, sounding surprised to hear the words spilling from her lips. “Will you cum inside me, Jack? Fill my ass with your load while I’m cumming around your perfect cock?”

My response was a cry that needed no words. The world blurred around me, becoming a haze of gorgeous women making out and fingering each other and sending orgasms rippling through their bodies like waves. Yukiko’s ass clenched around me as she neared the peak, her mouth open wide like an opera singer’s.

“Cum in me!” Yukiko begged. “Please!”

Her wish was my command.

One more hard thrust and I lost it, growling like a lion as I came. Yukiko’s name shot from my lips with a roar as I jerked and spurted, spilling the pent up seed three other women had failed to drain from me deep inside of Yukiko’s channel. She shuddered, her eyelids fluttering, and suddenly she was right there with me—cumming just from the feeling of my cock and cum inside of her ass, from the rough anal fucking she knew none of my other women were devoted or kinky enough to give me.

“Oh God, yes, I’m cumming! Oh Jack—!”

The world went white. When I came back to my senses, floating on a wave of bliss, I thought at first that someone else had decided to straddle me after Yukiko was done. But it was a head bobbing up and down between my legs—Kiki’s.

Her mouth was wrapped around my cock, sucking me dry. Like it was the most natural thing in the world for her to submit that way.

The rest of my girls watched, as shocked as they were aroused.

“Holy fuck, Kiki,” Samantha said, her eyebrows shooting skyward. “That’s fucking filthy. I love it!”

At the foot of the bed, Maria pulled her fingers out of Tasha and chuckled. “Not too many girls would give a man a BJ after he unloads in her culo. No wonder she’s gonna be the one who gets your ring on her finger, Jack. Girl knows just how to please you.”

Yukiko gave the underside of my crown a messy kiss. “Anything for you, Jack. Absolutely anything.”

If I hadn’t already decided to marry this girl, that would have done it.

Exhaustion rolled over me like a warm blanket. Before I knew what I was doing, I had them all nestled up against me—Yukiko in my arms, Samantha and Marcie flanking me, Tasha and Maria dozing on the periphery. We should have talked about all this; if for no other reason than it being hotter than hell.

But with their warm, soft bodies around me, the world began to fade.

I passed out like someone flipping a switch, surrounded by my harem.


Chapter Four

Elizabeth Baines did not show up to my disciplinary hearing.

Just like Tasha had figured, the matriarch of Stillwell spent less than six hours behind bars before her attorney got her bailed out in the morning. There were still charges, related both to the drunk driving and the assault on the arresting officer, but there was nothing keeping her from dropping in to make my life a living hell. She was, after all, a free woman. Out on bail for the time being, innocent until proven guilty.

But something had changed.

At first I thought I was imagining it. When a functionary from the college advisory board escorted me into the meeting room and I saw the faces of those who’d judge me for the first time, the feeling that stole over me wasn’t anxiety but a kind of disappointment. I’d been behind the eight ball so long that the obstacles in my path felt like mountains; without Elizabeth Baines to fuel them, they were more like molehills.

Anticlimax didn’t even begin to cover it.

In the end, the charges against me crumbled like the paper tigers they always were. The thick stack of witness testimonies and interviews from sisters of the Delta Rho sorority stayed in the manila folder I’d carried with me into the meeting—they weren’t necessary. My behavior since coming to Stillwell might have been unconventional, but it wasn’t a crime. It wasn’t even against the college’s bylaws.

Like the proverbial dog playing basketball, there was nothing in the rules that said one of the college’s students couldn’t have more than one girlfriend. Even if they were all half his age.

They still tried their best to put on a show, though. The meeting room in the administrative building wasn’t exactly an interrogation chamber, but the three members of the college’s ethics board chosen to review my case certainly looked like they belonged in one. Two of them were my age or older, a man and a woman with severe haircuts and the kind of business casual look that screams ‘corporate drone trying to look hip.’ The third, to my surprise, was a young woman who looked like she could have come straight here from classes with Samantha or Yukiko.

For whatever reason, they let her take point. It was she who read off the list of accusations from Elizabeth Baines’s letters: inappropriate conduct with students, misuse of authority, and unauthorized use of campus property. I didn’t understand that last one, unless the Baines clan considered the entire school their property.

Maybe they did.

“These are… serious charges,” the woman said. And yet her tone failed to carry that weight. “Before we go over them in depth, Mr. Avery, I’d like to give you a chance to respond. If you’re so inclined.”

All three faces turned to stare at me.

This is my off-ramp, I thought. The college wanted to put all this mess behind them: they just needed a way to do so without losing face. Yukiko and I had talked about this right before the meeting.

I could give them that.

I leaned forward, keeping my voice steady. “Firstly, thank you so much for agreeing to meet with me today. I understand that accusations of this nature need to be examined with all the seriousness they demand. Any school worth its name would conduct a thorough investigation when such issues come to light, regardless of the veracity of the initial claims.”

Christ, I sound like I’m back at Ramsey Engineering, I thought. That corporate double speak was familiar to me from my time working for Daniel, but I never thought I’d have reason to use it at Stillwell. The members of the disciplinary board reacted well to it, though.

“Of course,” the young woman said. Like most, she enjoyed having her ego stroked.

I cleared my throat. “In this case, however, I believe the board’s inquiries to be unfounded. They come from an unreliable source.”

The older man stiffened. “These complaints were filed anonymously—”

“With all due respect,” I said, “every person in this room knows where they came from. And who they came from. A woman who was recently arrested for driving drunk and assaulting an officer. I have plenty of evidence that proves these claims are lies—” I tapped the manila file folder, “—but to be perfectly honest, I don’t need them. Just look at her actions.”

The younger woman and the older one looked thoroughly convinced by my argument. It was only that single, aging member of the faculty who still narrowed his eyes at me every time I spoke.

“You’re not the first man to charm a few coeds,” he grumbled, crossing his arms over his chest. “But you’re certainly the first to be so bold about it. Just how many women did you admit to having relations with over the last few weeks? Four?”

“Five,” I corrected, noting the jealousy in his voice. “Which probably puts me about neck-and-neck with an average member of the football team.”

The younger woman snickered at that.

“Look, pardon my French, but this hearing is bullshit,” I said, pressing my advantage. “I haven’t broken any laws—I haven’t even violated the campus’s bylaws. My relationships have been completely consensual, and completely private right up until the moment a certain citizen decided to blast them all over town.”

The man didn’t waver. “Yes, well,” he grunted. “As you so eloquently stated, Mr. Avery, we have to investigate every claim of wrongdoing on campus.”

Oh yes. He definitely sounded jealous. I wondered how many coeds in his classes had spurned his advances.

Both of the other board members turned. “This is clearly frivolous,” the younger woman said, her eyes narrowing. “Honestly, we shouldn’t even have let these accusations get this far. They’re patently ridiculous.”

“I’m not convinced,” the man said. “You talk a good game, Mr. Avery. I’m certain those women you’ve gotten yourself entangled with would agree. But the honor of this institution is more important than any one man. Or his diploma.”

Really? I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Either this man was a close, personal friend of Elizabeth Baines, or I’d angered him in some way I knew nothing about. Why give me such a hard time when the case was so obviously bogus?

I’d hoped to hold this back. That it wouldn’t be necessary.

But Stillwell was going to force me to do things the hard way.

I decided to play my trump card.

“You’re right,” I told him, startling him. “The honor of Stillwell University is more important than any one person. Which is why I’d like to file a formal complaint of my own.”

The man’s expression turned confused. “That isn’t on the agenda—”

“Who are you planning to complain about, Mr. Avery?” That was the older woman, a sedately-dressed educator with a haircut that made her look like a Karen, though she didn’t sound like one. “Us?”

I shook my head. “No. Against Darryl Chambers and Trevor Baines.”

Both of the older faculty members stiffened. Surprise showed in their faces—but not enough.

Not by half.

Oh no. No, it couldn’t be…

“You sons of bitches,” I said, the realization hitting me like a thunderclap. “You already know what I’m talking about, don’t you? You’ve heard this story before.”

The older man made an outraged noise. “It would be extremely difficult to prosecute a case against a former student,” he babbled. “Ethically—”

I was already out of my seat.

“How long have you known about this? How long has the college been covering up what happened that night? For Christ’s sake, did Elizabeth spin you some story about what happened to Marcie?”

“We have no idea what you’re talking about,” the older woman lied. She had a terrible poker face—I guess she really was a Karen after all. “We’ve received no complaints regarding your acquaintance Marcella Ramsey. If you’d enlighten us—”

The younger woman cut her off.

“You’re lying,” she said, aghast. “Both of you are.” She turned to me, shock filling her features. “What are you talking about, Mr. Avery? What’s happened?”

“You really haven’t heard?” I asked. “From the way gossip spreads across this campus, I’m surprised by that.”

“I don’t listen to gossip,” the young woman retorted through clenched teeth.

“Good for you.”

The older woman slapped the table, the way a judge might if his gavel had been misplaced. “We don’t need to carry this any further. The lack of credible evidence speaks for itself. These anonymous accusations hold no water, and therefore are little more than hearsay. Mr. Avery, you’re free to go.”

She seemed to think that constituted the end of it. Poor her.

“I’m glad to hear that,” I told the group. “Now, who do I talk to in order to file that complaint?”

The color drained from her face. “Mr. Avery, I already said—”

“I heard you,” I said, my voice appearing nothing but calm and collected. “The problem is, ma’am, that you’ve really upset me. You and this entire school. This whole time I thought you were all just ignorant of what was going on in your own backyard. I had no idea you were in on the whole goddamn thing.”

It wasn’t often that I managed to leave my opponent speechless. The incoherent sputtering that came from their mouths wasn’t quite silent, but it made so little noise that I still counted it as a win.

“Honestly, I don’t know why I didn’t get lawyers involved sooner,” I said. “You must not know who I am—or who Miss Ramsey’s father is. If what’s happened to your benefactor left a smudge on the honor of Stillwell University, what do you think will be left of it after I drive your names through the mud?” I turned to the younger woman, shooting her a rakish grin. “You think it’ll be front page news in the Herald that a university knew about an attempted rape on campus and tried to cover it up?”

If I’d had any doubts that the student ethics coordinator was being honest about not knowing the details of Marcie’s case, they faded when I saw her reaction. The color draining from her face resembled the shock of the older members, but a moment later was replaced with an angry flush so red it made her look like she needed a nurse.

“Tell me he’s lying,” she said, pointing a finger at the older man. “Tell me this is just him making up accusations to get back at the Baines woman for trying to keep him from graduating.”

The older woman’s mouth moved soundlessly. “Mr. Avery, I’d like to apologize,” she said, slipping into the compliant tone she probably used with high-value donors to the school’s endowment fund. “Clearly we’ve been derelict in our duties where your experience at Stillwell is concerned. This meeting should never have happened in the first place—”

“The girl’s father already contacted us,” the older man rumbled. “He’s not pursuing this. And neither will you.”

The fact that these people had already talked to Daniel Ramsey surprised me, but only a little. If they expected me to fall over in shock, they were disappointed.

“Mr. Ramsey has a kind heart,” I said, praying to God that it never got to my boss that I said a thing like that about him. He’d never let me hear the end of it. “He doesn’t want his daughter’s name sullied by the media storm this case would cook up. He wants to protect her from all that. He doesn’t have the stomach for it.”

The older members began to relax.

“But Miss Ramsey and I have become quite close,” I said, hammering each word into their skulls like a carpenter laying nails. “She’s a brave girl. Braver than anybody suspected, even me. And, not to brag, but she happens to be madly in love with me.”

The older man let out an urk.

“Girls will do crazy things for a man they see themselves spending the rest of their lives with,” I said. “I think Marcie would do just about anything I asked her to, as long as I was there to hold her hand and give her moral support.” I leaned forward, my lips curling in a smirk. “So her father might not want her to do it, but I know damn well she’ll sue the hell out of you if her Daddy asks her to.”

This time they were speechless.

“You can expect to hear from my lawyer,” I said, beginning to walk away. Then something occurred to me, and I stopped in my tracks. “Unless…”

The eagerness with which the board pounced on that word nearly made my stomach turn. A few minutes ago they’d given me an off-ramp from my troubles—now that I was offering them one, they fell all over themselves to take it.

The older man started to speak but was quickly cut off. “Yes, Mr. Avery?” the older woman asked.

I looked at each of them in turn. “How well do you know Delta Rho’s leadership?”

They shared confused glances, not taking my meaning. Evidently they didn’t know everything—this particular piece of gossip had yet to penetrate the campus’s collective consciousness, I supposed.

I shouldn’t have been surprised that the young woman was the one to answer. “We’ve been in touch with Delta Rho’s representatives on several occasions,” she said, sounding a little defensive. “Sometimes issues need to be sorted out that go above the heads of local leadership. Delicate matters, you understand.”

I doubted there were many circumstances in Stillwell so delicate that Samantha Lowry couldn’t handle them. Mostly I suspected there were things the college’s leadership wanted to keep from the coeds, rather than involving them directly. It was almost refreshing to know that pissing contests weren’t exclusively a masculine pursuit.

“Good,” I said, fixing the younger woman with the full force of my gaze. “One of my girlfriends is having a problem with those people.”

She swallowed hard. “That would be Miss Lowry,” she said.

I nodded. “Bingo. I want you to make it go away.”

She stared at me in shock. “How the hell do you expect me to do that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. You people are the schmoozers, not me. I’m sure you’ve earned a few favors from Delta Rho’s leadership for handling all those delicate matters, right? Cash one in. Or all of them, if you have to.”

She glanced over at her older accomplices, the way one of the younger pledges did with Samantha sometimes when they forgot a step in one of the sorority rituals. “Mr. Avery, I don’t even know if that’s something I can do…”

The older woman stepped in. “We can have a talk with them,” she said, her voice as tight as a drum. “Let them know that we’ve investigated the accusations against you and found them lacking.” Her gaze flickered to the man. “And then perhaps encourage them to come to the same conclusion where Miss Lowry is concerned.”

That sounded good to me. “Great. See that you do.”

The older woman’s mouth moved soundlessly for a moment. “Mr. Avery, you’re asking a lot of us—”

“No I’m not,” I shot back. “This is the least you can do for the sorority after everything you’ve put them through. I’m half-tempted to throw the book at you regardless, but I suppose I can convince Miss Lowry and the others to let bygones be bygones. Assuming you’re capable of resolving her difficulties.”

The woman swallowed hard. “And everything else said at this meeting will be forgotten?”

I rubbed my hands on my trouser legs, then straightened up to my full height. “When I walk out of this place with my diploma in my hand, I don’t intend to look back,” I told the group. “You make the last week of this semester easy for me—and for Samantha Lowry—and I don’t see any reason for things to get nasty.”

Her relief looked almost comical. “Alright, Mr. Avery. We’ll be in touch.”

As I turned to go, the door swung open. A harried looking Professor Kovarsky entered the meeting room, a packet of papers under her arm and a look on her face like a librarian about to scold a patron for their late checkout fees.

“Wait a moment!” the woman said, her voice reedy with strain. “This meeting isn’t over. I have documents to present!”

I froze in my tracks. “Hello, Professor. I didn’t realize you were invited to this.”

“I wasn’t,” she said with a smirk. “But someone has to stand up for what’s right. There’s been a grave miscarriage of justice on this campus, and I have the evidence to prove that the claims against Mr. Avery are fabricated. I’ve been keeping logs…”

She trailed off as the older woman waved a hand. “There’s no need, Professor. We’ve already dismissed those charges. Mr. Avery is free to go.”

Kovarsky blinked, her shoulders slumping slightly. “What?”

I didn’t laugh, but only out of respect for the film teacher. She’d have thought I was insulting her, not the situation. “It’s all been handled,” I explained. “Everything’s been cleared up, and I’m not in any trouble. We’ve come to an agreement.”

The disappointment was plain on her face. “Oh,” she said. “Damn.”

Together, we made our way out into the hall. Presumably my interrogators slipped out at some point, but they didn’t dare look at me and I had no desire to look at them. The only things I wanted from Stillwell University now were my diploma and an e-mail assuring me things with Samantha were handled.

“I’m surprised to see you here,” I told my film studies professor. “You’re just about the last person I would have expected to barge into this meeting to save me.”

A wry smile tugged at the corner of Kovarsky’s mouth. “How could I not defend the only student in my class who recognizes the artistry of both Battleship Potemkin and The Blair Witch Project?” She shook her head, chiding herself for her recklessness. “I was looking forward to tearing into their case, actually. Some of the higher-ups at this school have deserved a humbling for quite some time now.”

That sounded correct to me. “Well, I owe you one,” I told her. “Thanks.”

She waved it off. “I haven’t done anything to be thanked for,” she insisted. “Besides, we members of the indiscretion club have to stick together. They’ll pick us off one by one if we don’t.”

It took a few moments for the meaning of her words to sink in.

“What?” I blurted, unable to hide my surprise. “Professor, you’re not saying…?”

“You think you’re the first person on campus to engage in an illicit rendezvous or two? Don’t get me wrong, Mr. Avery, I’ve never taken liberties with any students in my classes. That would be against policy. But… let’s say you’re not the only one at Stillwell who’s led an unconventional life.”

I took a moment to pick my jaw up off the floor. “I never would have guessed,” I told her. “Professor, I had no idea.”

She laughed. “There’s a lot you don’t know about me, Mr. Avery. It has been interesting having you and Miss Ramsey in my class this semester.”

“The feeling is mutual,” I said.

As I turned to walk away, Kovarsky raised a hand. “By the way, your final essay was excellent. Technically, I’m not supposed to say this until the final results are posted online, but you’re the second-highest scoring student in my class this semester.”

I couldn’t help but grin at that. “I’m pretty sure I know who the first is.”

“Indeed you do,” she said. “I hope you won’t have any trouble with your other required courses. That dreadful woman. To think she’d spread those awful rumors…”

“I’m not worried about any of those,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s smooth sailing.” Something occurred to me then, and my mood shifted. “Actually, I’m more worried about your star student.”

“Miss Ramsey?” Kovarsky looked even more shocked than when she’d been told my charges had been dropped in her absence. “Dear me, what’s wrong with her?”

“Oh, she’s perfectly safe,” I said, seeing the look on Professor Kovarsky’s face. Doubtless she was thinking of Trevor and Cargo Pants. “It’s an issue with her father, actually. My boss. He wants her to come back to Boston at the end of the semester and stay there. He doesn’t think Stillwell is a safe environment for her any longer.”

Kovarsky nodded slowly. “Considering what she’s been through, I can almost see the logic in that. But surely retreating is tacitly admitting that the bastards won?”

I let out a shocked little laugh at her casual profanity. “I was thinking the exact same thing, actually. It feels wrong to pull her out after everything she’s been through. It’s like giving up.”

“Parents care deeply about their children’s safety,” Kovarsky said sagely. She pursed her lips in thought, then tapped a nail against her chin. “I truly would hate to see the campus lose such a promising student. Do you think it would help if I wrote Mr. Ramsey an e-mail? Called him, perhaps?”

Her suggestion caught me off-guard. Would that help things? I couldn’t imagine that a plea from one of Marcie’s teachers would do much to change Daniel’s mind.

But at the same time, I couldn’t see it doing much harm, either. And Kovarsky seemed so eager to help, especially after being denied her big hero moment during the meeting. Why not give her something to do that might make a difference?

Even something tiny might have an effect.

“It couldn’t hurt,” I told her. “I’d appreciate the help. I’m sure Marcie would, too.”

“In that case, I will.” Kovarsky looked me up and down, then extended a hand. “It’s been a pleasure, Mr. Avery. I hope this won’t be the last time we see each other.”

I took her hand and shook it. “I feel the same way,” I said, realizing with a start that I really did. Something told me I’d barely scratched the surface where this woman was concerned.

Yukiko, Samantha and Marcie were waiting for me in the student commons. The trio had commandeered a table near the vending machines and were clustered around Yukiko’s laptop when I approached. Their faces lit up when they saw me, then brightened even further when they saw my smile and knew I’d come out alright.

Samantha threw herself into my arms, ignoring the stares of some of the other students as she pressed her curves against me and kissed me hard. “You’re back!” she asked, her eyes sparkling. “How did it go?”

My hand went to the small of her back. “It was perfect,” I told her. “I’m off the hook.”

Yukiko rose from her seat with a relieved sigh. “Thank God,” she said, wrapping her arms around me in an embrace from the other side. “I mean, I knew you were going to crush it. But it’s so nice to actually hear it in person.”

“Elizabeth’s out of the picture,” I said. “I managed to put the school on the back foot pretty much from the jump. And I might have been able to get you a little help with Delta Rho, Samantha.”

The coed’s brows rose. “Wait, really?”

I sat down and told them the whole thing, Marcie’s fingers laced through mine as I recounted the meeting. All three of them listened intently, Yukiko mentally taking notes the whole time behind her eyes. All of them looked surprised when I brought up Kovarsky; Marcie agreed that having her film studies professor speak on her behalf couldn’t hurt but was unlikely to succeed.

What was more likely to bear fruit was my gambit with campus leadership and Delta Rho.

By the time I finished talking about that, Samantha was practically vibrating. “You think they’re telling the truth?” she asked, sounding like she scarcely dared believe it. “You think they can really get me off the hook with Delta Rho?”

“I don’t like the idea of Stillwell going to national leadership behind our backs,” Yukiko said with a frown. "It worries me to think of what sorts of things they might have been discussing without us."

"Agreed," Samantha said.

"That said, if we can use this to our advantage... I think we should." Yukiko set her jaw, gazing off into the distance like she was already staring Delta Rho's national leadership down. "I don't have any qualms about doing whatever we have to do to get Samantha out of trouble. She hasn't done anything wrong--she doesn't deserve to have her name dragged through the mud like this."

Samantha put a hand on her hip. "Damn, Kiki. It almost sounds like you like me or something."

Yukiko gave her a playful bump with her hip. "You wish, slut. Speaking of wishes..."

Her face grew serious. "What's wrong?" I asked.

"Nothing." Yukiko glanced away. "My parents finally got back to me. How does Friday night sound?"

All three women looked my way. "Is she talking about what I think she's talking about?" Samantha asked.

I nodded. "Dinner with the parents," I said, mentally dreading it. "We've got to pull the band-aid off sooner or later. If Kiki's coming with me to Boston at the end of the semester—"

"Which I am," she said, cutting me off with a firm look.

“—then we don't want it to blindside her folks. They've been... upset about the rumors surrounding their daughter. To put it mildly."

It really was an understatement. Yukiko's mother, I might have been able to bring around to my side--according to Kiki, she was a pretty understanding woman. But her father…

Well. Her father was the worst kind of person for something like this. A serial cheater who'd abandoned his wife and wrecked his daughter's mental health in the process, I felt certain he couldn't see her hooking up with me as anything other than an elaborate way for Yukiko to get revenge. And the fact that she didn't feel the slightest bit of shame at being in a relationship as unconventional as ours threw his behavior into shocking contrast. It was like bringing an alcoholic to a sober party: their own shame and self-guilt would cause them to lash out, if nothing else.

If it were up to me, I'd just abscond with Yukiko in the middle of the night the way her father did to her mother. But she wanted to be better than that. And she hoped—maybe naively—that we could still have some kind of relationship with them after all this.

Maybe they could even come to the wedding.

Thinking about that made me think of something else I'd been putting off. "I can do Friday," I told Yukiko. "Get them to settle on a place and a time. Somewhere extra fancy wouldn't hurt."

"They'll try to insist on paying," she said matter-of-factly. "Don't let them. It's cultural."

"Hell, I wouldn't let them even if it wasn’t cultural," I said. "There's no way I'm letting them foot the bill for this. For any of it."

Yukiko nodded. "I'll have to get a dress before then," she said, running through her mental to-do list. "None of my Delta Rho outfits would be appropriate—they show far too much skin."

"I can help you with that," I said, already thinking of how fun it would be to dress Yukiko up in a few fancy outfits. Some just for the bedroom. "Maybe we can pick up a few other things while we're shopping?"

From the look on her face, I could tell she was thinking the same thing I was. "That would be fantastic, Jack," she said with a knowing smile.

"Great." I had another errand I wanted the two of us to run, but I wouldn't spring it on her until the time came. "Samantha, are you free this afternoon?"

None of the trio expected it. Marcie and Yukiko exchanged a confused look; Samantha's brow furrowed as she thought about what she still had to do today.

"I was planning to do a mock meeting with Lakshmi and the twins to help get me ready for the Zoom call with nationals," she said. "But I can put it off. If those jerks at Stillwell can do what they say they can, I might not even need it."

"Good," I said. "There's something I need your help with."

She exchanged a long, lingering look with Yukiko. "Is this a secret?"

"Kind of," I admitted. "Let's say it's something I don't want the whole campus knowing about just yet. Can you keep it under your hat, Samantha?"

The coed chuckled. "You know I'm no snitch, Daddy. My lips are sealed."

"Same," Yukiko agreed. "I'll see you tonight, babe?"

"Absolutely." I gave her a quick kiss, one that promised more later. "We should all have dinner. You, me, Sam and Marcie. Maybe get takeout and spend a night in."

"I do like your new place," Yukiko chuckled. "You free for that, Marcie?"

Marcie had been watching me nervously the whole conversation. It was clear there was something she wanted to say; she'd just been waiting for the right moment to say it.

"Um, yeah. That's fine," she said. "Totally cool. It's just..."

I turned to her. "Just what, babygirl?"

Marcie hesitated, her gaze flickering between me and her mentor like she couldn't decide which of us she was afraid of upsetting more. "The semester's almost over," she said, frowning deeply. "In a week, you're going to have your diploma. The board's going to approve you as CEO of Dad's company."

"I won't be heading back to Boston quite that fast," I told her. "There's still a few things I need to wrap up here in Stillwell before I head back home. So I won't be leaving for a few days after graduation. Maybe a week."

I wanted to get my full value out of that new penthouse, after all.

Marcie shook her head. "You're still leaving, Uncle Jack. You and Yukiko and Samantha. Maria and Tasha aren't going anywhere, because they've got jobs here, but…"

"I'm not staying in Boston," Samantha assured Marcie, draping an arm over her shoulder. "I'll spend winter break there with Jack and Kiki, but I'm coming back to Stillwell next semester. I still have two years to go before I graduate—and Delta Rho needs me. You need me," she added after a pause.

"It'll be long-distance for a bit," Yukiko said, cocking her head to the side. "But we'll make it work. We'll come and visit as often as we can, of course." Her eyes lit up. "In fact, maybe I can talk Jack into extending the lease on that penthouse. You and Samantha could be roommates, and we could swing by every weekend that we're not too busy. We could have lots of fun."

"That's just the thing," Marcie sighed. "Dad doesn't want me coming back to Stillwell next semester."

"I plan to have a talk with him about that," I told the coed. "Don't you worry, Marcie. I'm not going to let him take your education from you—"

"Maybe I should go back to Boston," Marcie said. "Maybe Dad is right."

Yukiko's eyes widened. "Sweetheart, where is this coming from?" she asked. "You love Stillwell. You love Delta Rho. You care about that sorority more than anyone other than Samantha—and sometimes I swear you give her a run for her money. You can't really be thinking of leaving, can you?"

"I don't know," Marcie said. She looked conflicted. "Dad is being totally controlling by trying to pull me out of school. But if Jack's leaving Stillwell, I'm not sure what I ought to do."

Samantha came over and gave her a hug. "Sweetheart, you don't have to figure all of this out today," she said, brushing a lock of hair out of the younger coed's face. "You've got plenty of time to decide what's right for you." She glanced over at me, a sly smile playing at the corner of her mouth. "I will say, though, that I'd be awfully lonely at Delta Rho next semester without my favorite pledge. Think of all the things we could do to drive Jack crazy while he's sitting in his office in that big, boring company..."

I was imagining it, too. Sam and Marcie sending me little videos from the penthouse every night, walking around in Delta Rho sweatshirts and nothing else. The two of them rubbing each other senseless over video calls while talking about how much they miss me, all with Yukiko bouncing up and down in my lap like my own personal sex toy. Dropping in on the weekend to turn the place into a hive of debauchery, with any sorority girls who wanted to join vetted by their president and trained to be eager little sluts...

Pace yourself, Jack, I thought. You'd better work on keeping things rock-solid with these three before you start bringing half the sorority into your bed.

Yet it was tempting. Damned tempting.

Marcie nibbled her bottom lip. "That could be a lot of fun, yeah," she panted, her thighs squeezing together. "If Jack's cool with it, that is?"

Both of them gave me looks no less eager than the school's disciplinary board when they heard I might withdraw my lawsuit threat. Except these girls wanted to submit to me in a completely different way.

Was I okay with that?

"The two of you living together?" I glanced at both of them, each of whom were trying to look more innocent than the other. "As long as the two of you keep each other out of trouble, I don't have a problem with it. Kiki?"

"There'd be a few ground rules," she said—ever the practical one. "No boys allowed, obviously."

Samantha let out a pssh noise. "Like I care about boys," she purred, her fingers tracing lines through my shirt.

"And no girls staying overnight that we haven't all agreed upon beforehand," Yukiko added. "Marcie was a special case, obviously, but in the future we need to be discriminating about who we play with. Jack's about to be the public face of a very powerful company."

"No bitches who can't keep their mouth shut, got it," Samantha chuckled. "Honestly, Kiki, you wound me. I'm not trying to bang the entire pledge class of Delta Rho." She pulled Marcie a little closer, peering at me with heat. "Just this one. Daddy."

"My two babygirls," I murmured, shaking my head in amazement. "You two are too much. Yes, Samantha, I'm alright with you shepherding Marcie through the remainder of her college life. The two of you can move into my penthouse—or even take the unit downstairs if you want it."

"Perfect," Samantha giggled. She wore a winner's grin, which almost made her look like the brat she'd been before she broke down and gave herself to me that night at the frat house. "Don't worry, Daddy, we know how to be good girls. No drinking, no loud parties, no drugs—"

I stepped forward and took Samantha's chin in my hand.

The move was so unexpected that Yukiko and Marcie stiffened. Samantha did, too, but a second later her eyes rolled back in her head, her thighs squeezing together as she relaxed into my touch. I could feel her heartbeat going nuts under my thumb and knew instinctively that I'd just made her so wet she was going to have a hard time thinking straight for a while.

"But don't you dare forget," I growled, running that thumb along the curve of her jaw. "You're mine, Samantha Lowry. You do anything with Marcie I don't approve of and you're going to be in for a world of hurt. And not the kind you like."

She smirked at that. "I would never," she whispered, looking at me with so much love it made my heart skip a beat. "You can trust me, Daddy. You can trust us.”

"We'd never do anything to jeopardize this," Marcie chimed in. "Sam and I... we like each other, sure. But we love you."

I knew that. I just liked to remind them of it every now and then.

"Damn, Daddy," Samantha growled as she slipped from my grip. "Why'd you have to get me all hot and bothered before you take me on this secret mission? Now whatever it is, there's no way I'm going to be able to concentrate on it."

"Somehow I doubt that," I told her. "And Marcie, sweetheart, we'll figure things out with your father. He'll come around. He already came around on Yukiko and Samantha."

"Came around might be a bit strong," Yukiko said, rolling her eyes. "But he's not going to stop Jack from becoming CEO. For right now, that's more than enough for me."

"Me too," I said.

We said our goodbyes and I made my way back to my car, Samantha following beside me like a loyal puppy. Why was it that casually reminding one of my girlfriends how dangerous I could be always blew out their mental circuit breakers and flipped all the switches marked 'submissive and breedable'? A mystery for the ages, I supposed.

"So," the blonde said as she slid into the passenger seat. "Are you going to tell me the surprise, or do I get to find out when we get there?"

"You'll see," I said, putting a hand on her thigh. The engine roared like a hungry lion as I pulled out of the parking lot. "I really do need your help, though, babygirl."

"Say the word, Daddy," she giggled, her eyes sparkling like diamonds. "I'm here, and I'm ready to do whatever you need."

Something told me this was going to be one hell of a fun trip.


Chapter Five

“I knew it,” Samantha said, grinning from ear to ear. “This is a shopping trip, isn’t it, Daddy?”

I cut the engine as I pulled into the parking space. We’d been driving for close to forty-five minutes now; since Stillwell was too small of a town to have much in the way of shops, I’d brought Samantha with me to nearby Pike’s Point to visit their outdoor mall. She’d figured out where we were headed long before now; her words were meant to tease me.

“Can’t get any proper shopping done in a town as small as Stillwell,” I told the coed, matching her jibe for jibe. “You ready to take a walk, babygirl?”

A chill hung in the air as we made our way past the rows of cars. Marcie hadn’t been lying about how little time we had before the end of the semester—in a little over a week, I’d be walking across the stage to accept my diploma. Winter was coming, like the famous book series said, and soon you wouldn’t just need a jacket to walk around out here but a thick winter coat.

Samantha shivered a little despite hers as we reached the main thoroughfare. The Pike’s Point Mall was a cobblestone lane with stores on either side, with decorative fountains and plants spaced at intervals. No one sat on the wrought-iron benches; the metal was far too cold for that. A big movie theater anchored the far end, with a number of food trucks clustered around an open area in the mall’s center.

We weren’t heading for either of those today.

“Not too many people here on a weekday,” Samantha observed as we walked.

“Half of these stores will be hanging Christmas lights soon. You think they’ll put a big tree in the middle of the mall, Daddy? With a star at the top?”

“I think you and I will be in Boston by then,” I told her with a smile. “I’ll take you and Yukiko to see whatever Christmas trees you want. The big ceremony on Beacon Hill’s supposed to be spectacular, though I’ve never been there myself.”

“That sounds lovely,” she said dreamily. “You, me, a couple cups of cocoa… Kiki setting up a photo-op for the new CEO of Ramsey Engineering…”

“Yeah, there’ll be business to take care of when I get back,” I told her, putting a hand just above the swell of her rear. “But there’ll be plenty of time for us to celebrate, too. That’s actually why I wanted you with me here today, Samantha.”

At the realization the surprise was near, the coed’s face lit up. “Show me,” she begged, giving my hand a squeeze. “I want to know what’s got the great Jackson Avery so worked up he can’t give his girlfriend a straight answer.”

At the next intersection I took a left-hand turn. I’d checked a map of this place beforehand and knew where to go. “It’s right here,” I said. “Shall we?”

In front of us stood a small jewelry store.

Samantha froze in her tracks, her eyes going as wide as saucers. “Oh,” she whispered, struck dumb by the sight. “Oh.”

The store didn’t look as fancy as most of the mall’s establishments, but I had it on good authority that it was the place I needed to be. A small sign next to the door listed the operating hours, along with the name Virago Vintage. Est 1986, apparently.

“Now you understand why I didn’t tell anyone else about this,” I said.

One of Samantha’s hands went to her chest. “Oh my gosh,” she whispered, her mind making the leaps of logic like stepping stones across a pond. “You’re buying a ring. You’re going to propose to Yukiko before you graduate…”

“I’m going to propose to Yukiko tonight,” I whispered, leaning in close and lowering my voice. “She’s going to have that engagement ring on her finger when we go and meet her parents. Assuming she says yes, of course.”

Samantha looked like she’d never been so offended. “As if!” she said, giving me a playful shove. “Oh my God, she’s going to be over the moon, Daddy! Holy shit, no wonder you wanted to keep it a secret!”

“I’m kind of a dummy when it comes to these things,” I admitted. “I didn’t know anything about rings when I proposed to Lauren—not that she cared much. Both of us were broke college kids back then.” I scrutinized the shop windows. “I want to do a better job this time. Get Yukiko something she’ll feel proud wearing.”

Emotion filled Samantha’s face, the way it always did when we talked about my first wife. “You could give her Lauren’s ring,” she whispered, like she was a little afraid to suggest it. “Some women wouldn’t go for that, but Kiki and I know how much she meant to you. I think she’d be touched by the gesture.”

“Maybe she would,” I said, a scratch in my throat. “But that’s not possible. Lauren still has it. I couldn’t bear to take it off her, not even when we buried her.”

Samantha was silent for a long moment. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes. “Oh Daddy,” she whispered, her lips forming a tight little line as she tried not to cry. “Fuck, Jack, that’s so romantic. You loved her so much, didn’t you?”

Now it was me trying not to cry. “Losing her almost broke me,” I confessed. “I… I don’t think I was really a full person again after she passed away. Not really.” I gazed into her eyes. “Not until I came to Stillwell. Not until I met you, Samantha.”

The blonde threw herself into my arms, hugging me tight. For a moment the two of us stood there, framed by the lights of the jewelry store, a study in mutual compassion. I missed Lauren—and I always would, even if Samantha, Yukiko and I stayed together for another forty years.

What made me more certain than anything that these girls were the right ones to spend the rest of my life was they missed her, too.

And they’d never even met her.

Samantha gave me a kiss, then slid out of my arms. “What about your wedding ring?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow. “Did you bury that, too?”

I shook my head. “I’ve still got it. It’s in my safe back at my place in Boston, along with some old legal documents and the .22 Lauren used to shoot beer bottles with back in Montana.” I paused. “I wore it for almost ten years after she passed. Sometimes I think I should still be wearing it.”

Samantha shook her head. “I don’t think your wife would have wanted you to torture yourself like that.”

“It shouldn’t have been torture,” I said, an unexpected surge of anger welling in my gut. “But when people see you wearing a wedding ring, they assume things. Questions get asked around the office, and then you’re the guy who’s still pining for his wife even though she died all the way back in the Bush administration. They treat you different. They don’t mean to, but they do.”

“I see.”

“I was at the doctor’s office,” I said, wincing at the memory. I should have dropped it, but now that the door was open, I couldn’t stop myself. “New patient, filling out all the paperwork. When I was done, I handed it up to the lady at the front desk. She looked it over, then she looked at my ring, and she told me—loud enough for the whole goddamn waiting room to hear—that I must have made a mistake. I’d checked the box that says ‘single’, she told me, but I was wearing a wedding ring.” I rubbed the back of my neck. “I think she thought I was one of those creeps who puts one on to try and pick up women.”

Samantha looked pissed. “It was none of her damn business.”

“It was embarrassing,” I said. “They apologized about a hundred times when I told them my wife was dead, but the damage was done. I never wanted to go through something like that again.” I frowned. “I was a coward.”

“No, you weren’t,” Samantha insisted. “The people around you were idiots.” She paused, her lips pursed in thought. “I think you should wear it.”

My brows rose. “Really?”

“On your other hand,” she said, taking mine in hers. “Or make it into a necklace and keep it over your heart. I know Yukiko wouldn’t mind—like I said, she can be a surprisingly sentimental girl.”

“All those rom-coms,” I chuckled, thinking of Yukiko’s tastes on movie nights.

“Absolutely,” Samantha laughed. “Neither of us want you to forget her, Jack. I’m sure Marcie doesn’t, either.” She gave me a gentle nudge, grinning. “Or Maria and Tasha, for that matter.”

“They’re not in this thing the same way you three are,” I said. “They might be, eventually, but right now I don’t know about dumping all that trauma on them. It wouldn’t be fair to either of them.”

A strange smile spread across Samantha’s face. “I think they’re a little more committed than you realize,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “But you don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with, Daddy. You can tell them when and if you think they’re ready.” She glanced up at the shop. “Okay. Let’s go get Yukiko an engagement ring that’ll blow her mind.”

A little bell tinkled as we stepped into the store. Virago had a bohemian flair, with an atmosphere that felt more like a chic small business than a sterile corporate showroom. Thick tapestries with a nature theme covered the walls, and incense with the scent of sandalwood burned in a little holder in the corner. Rows of glass cases ran along the edges of the room, filled with necklaces and rings and luxury wristwatches. A vintage Omega dive watch among the latter caught my eye right up until I remembered I was here to shop for Yukiko, not myself.

A blonde saleswoman, about my age, stepped out from the back. “Mr. Avery,” she said, smiling like the two of us were old friends. Her outfit matched the décor; it was almost too cool for Stillwell. “It’s so good to see you. Exciting day, hmm?”

Samantha gave me a confused look. “How does she know your name?”

“I made an appointment,” I lied. “You’re Kate, right?”

Kate immediately understood. “Yes, Mr. Avery. We spoke on the phone.” She glanced over at my companion. “You must be Samantha?”

“Yes. I’m here to help,” Samantha said with a smile.

Kate chuckled. “That’s wonderful. If both of you would like to have a seat by this case, I’ve taken the liberty of picking out a few pieces I believe your bride-to-be would be exceedingly thrilled by…”

The saleswoman had set out a couple of comfortable-looking chairs, along with a small carafe of spring water. As I led Samantha to one of the seats, my hand on her lower back, Kate leaned over and shot me a wink.

That was close, I thought, winking back.

Samantha had already forgotten the awkwardness. “Oh wow,” she whispered, settling into the seat. “Daddy, these are gorgeous!”

She wasn’t lying. This jewelry store might not have been the largest in the mall, but it had a selection that couldn’t be beaten. Gems sparkled in their settings as I cast my gaze up and down the line, peering at the potential engagement rings.

Samantha leaned in close, practically pressing her face against the glass. “What about that one?” she asked, pointing at a white gold ring in the back row. Tiny diamonds studded the band, with a larger one in the center. “It looks very 70’s. I like it.”

“It does,” I agreed. “Can we see that one?”

“Your daughter has excellent taste,” Kate said with a sly smile. “This piece actually dates back to the 1960’s, not the 70’s. Statement jewelry was very popular during that era—though this ring is less ostentatious than the norm…”

Samantha was no longer listening. She’d turned red as a beet. She’d been so enchanted by the jewelry that she’d let the D-word slip from her lips in public, and now Kate assumed I was her father.

Or at least that’s what Kate wanted Samantha to think.

I gave the owner a quick frown. A little bit of joking around was fine, but I didn’t want Samantha to actually get upset. Not today.

She held the ring out to Samantha and nodded. “Why don’t you try it on? Show Mr. Avery what it looks like on a finger, instead of a box.”

Samantha lifted the ring hesitantly. She slipped on her ring finger, her eyes fixed not on the diamond but on me as she gently pushed the band down her digit. I knew she was trying not to, but there was no way a girl like her could do this and not think about what it would look like to have me propose to her.

To be wearing my ring for real.

The ring made it almost all the way down before catching. “It’s a little tight,” she whispered, a wrinkle forming in her forehead. “Does it look nice, Jack?”

“It’s beautiful,” I said, my eyes still on her.

This time, Samantha’s blush had nothing to do with the D-word.

Before she could say anything else, Kate took back the ring. “Interesting,” she said, eyeing the band intently.

With a flourish she produced a long, notched instrument like a small tree branch, covered in fuzzy green fabric. She slid the ring down it like a finger, stopping only when the base grew wide enough that it couldn’t fall any further.

She glanced from the device—some kind of measuring stick—to Samantha’s hand. “I’d say your ring finger is slightly below a size ten,” she said, holding up the stick with a matter-of-fact tone. “Maybe nine and three-quarters.”

“Like that train station from Harry Potter,” Samantha mused. “God, it would be funny if that turned out to be Yukiko’s ring size. She loves those movies.”

“Would you like to model a few more for Mr. Avery?” Kate asked, dropping the father routine completely. “There are a variety of styles available. Some of these items date all the way back to the 1930’s—others are just a few years old. If none of these please you, I have more in the back.”

“More?” Samantha’s eyes widened. “There are already so many!”

“We have a surprisingly deep catalog,” Kate said with relish. “A great many of our customers are surprised by how well we manage to match their desires.”

For the next thirty minutes or so, we did just that. Samantha tried on a dozen more rings, most of which fit her to a greater or lesser degree. Kate brought out her measuring stick a couple more times when Samantha wasn’t paying very much attention, but she was careful not to let the coed see it too often.

Finally we found one that Samantha couldn’t keep her eyes off of. The ring was a fucking showstopper—brilliantly cut, the jewel at the center sparkling like the skylines of the European cities we’d promised to go and visit once life quieted down a bit. The band was sleek platinum without a lot of ornamentation, but that diamond… well. It screamed class.

And yet it wasn’t some gaudy monstrosity, either. It looked expensive, of course, and beautiful, but the simpler setting gave it a practicality that made me think of Yukiko’s infamous premises. The ring was her, pure and simple: fierce, gorgeous and utterly irreplaceable.

I looked at that ring and I could imagine sliding it onto her finger. I could picture the look in her eyes when she saw it, and the joy on her face when she said yes.

“That’s the one,” I said. The words almost came out as a growl.

Samantha glanced down at the jewel, then slowly nodded. “Yeah. This is definitely the real deal.” She took the ring and slid it down her own finger, a wistful expression stealing over her features. “It’s a little snug on me. But I guess it’s not for me, is it?”

“Babygirl,” I whispered, letting Kate think whatever she wanted. “You know how I feel about you.”

The look only lasted for a moment. “Oh, I’m fine,” Samantha said, laughing it off. “Yukiko’s going to love it, Jack. But wait…” She stiffened in her seat. “Do you know Kiki’s size? What if the ring doesn’t fit?”

“I already gave them to Kate,” I lied, sharing a nod with the proprietress. “Over the phone.”

“I can resize very quickly,” Kate said. “And the one you’ve chosen is very close to the right size for your bride-to-be. I can have it ready for you later tonight.”

A sly look entered Samantha’s face. “Jackson Avery! How did you manage to get Yukiko’s size without her knowing?”

“I have my ways,” I said with a chuckle. “Or maybe it’s magic?”

“More like you snuck one of her rings out of her jewelry box and had someone measure it,” Samantha said, her eyes narrowing. “Or you had Marcie do it, so she wouldn’t suspect! Oh, you clever dog!”

I shrugged. “I can neither confirm nor deny,” I said.

The price came out to be… well, the less said about that the better. It didn’t break my bank, though it certainly bruised it. Good thing I was getting a promotion in the near future. Weddings weren’t cheap: and neither were white picket fences. Or baby strollers.

As Kate packed away the ring, she leaned in close and dropped her voice to a whisper. “I got everything I need, Mr. Avery,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling with mischief. “I assume you’ll be back in a couple of hours?”

“I will,” I said, checking over my shoulder to make sure Samantha didn’t hear. “Once I drop her off. Thank you, by the way.”

She brushed me off. “I enjoy the skullduggery,” she said. “And it’s never a burden to help a man in love.”

At that, I could only agree.

When Samantha and I got back to the McLaren, I cut the engine on remotely and took my phone out of my pocket. “Babygirl, go get yourself comfortable,” I told Samantha, pointing at the vehicle. “I’ve got to make a quick phone call.”

To her credit, she was suspicious. “Everything alright?”

I nodded. “Just something I forgot. One of our many problems.”

Samantha looked like she was on the verge of asking another question, then she shrugged. “Sure thing. I’ll wait for you in the car.”

“Thanks.” I was already dialing.

“Don’t make me wait too long, Daddy,” the coed purred. “You got me all keyed up back at the student commons. I consider that hand around my throat a promise. You’d better make good on it before you drop me off back at the condo…”

Once Samantha was inside with the windows up and the radio on, I finished dialing. The phone rang twice, then connected with a click.

“How’d it go?” The voice on the other end was Yukiko.

I turned away so Samantha couldn’t read my lips. “I almost had my fucking cover blown,” I said, laughing at the memory. “The lady who owns the place used my name in front of Samantha before I could introduce myself. I had to think fast.”

“Sounds like a real secret agent mission,” Yukiko said. I could hear her smile on the other end of the line. “Did Samantha suspect anything else?”

“Nope. Kate got her measurements without her picking up on it. She’s going to do the resizing now, and I’ll swing by and pick them up before dinner.”

Yukiko laughed. “All three of them?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Kate gave me a bit of ribbing about that. Sam let a Daddy slip out when she was browsing the rings, and she decided to pretend she thought Samantha Lowry was my freaking daughter.”

This time Yukiko cackled. “Oh wow! I wish I could have been there. But I guess I did get to visit…”

“I don’t like lying to Samantha,” I said. “Not even for this. I probably should have just brought both of you to this place, instead of taking you the other night and her today.”

“Nonsense,” Yukiko said. “I can’t wait to see the look on Samantha’s face when she sees the ring I picked out for her.” She paused, and when she spoke again her voice sounded even more excited. “What did she end up picking out for me?”

It took an effort to keep from rolling my eyes. “You know, some women like to be surprised by their ring and their wedding proposal.”

“I’m not most women,” Yukiko said, as matter-of-fact as ever. “And don’t worry, Jack. Both of us know I’m going to bawl like a baby the second you get down on one knee and pull out that little velvet box, whether I know it’s coming or not.”

I had little doubt on that score. “And you’re sure Marcie has no idea?” I asked.

“Of course not,” Yukiko said. “She doesn’t suspect a thing.”

I shook my head. “This whole idea was crazy,” I muttered. “Letting you pick out Samantha and Marcie’s rings, then tricking Samantha into thinking I’m going to surprise you with the ring she picked out…”

“We agreed that we want them to have rings,” Yukiko said. I could almost hear her shrug. “The law is one thing—love is quite another. I want both of them to feel like they’re equal partners in this, not mistresses. I know you do, too.”

I nodded before I remembered Yukiko couldn’t see me. “It spoiled the surprise for you, though. You and I cooked this whole thing up together, so there was no way to keep you from knowing about the rings and the proposal. It couldn’t be a secret.”

“Sweetheart,” Yukiko said. “As far as you, me, and God are concerned, both Samantha and Marcie are going to be your wives. Or your life-long romantic partners, if you consider the whole thing sacrilegious. But the only thing the world is going to see is my name on the dotted line. I’ll be Yukiko Avery, not Yukiko Tanaka. That gives me some privileges over your other partners, whether I want those privileges or not.” She paused, and I could hear her smile. “The very least I could do for Samantha and Marcie is to let them have the romantic surprise instead of me.”

I was smiling, too. “You really are one hell of a woman,” I said.

“Good, because you’re one hell of a man,” she retorted. “Now get Samantha back to Stillwell so she doesn’t figure out what you’re planning. And if she blows you on the way, I want to hear all about it later.”

God damn. “Yes, ma’am. You know, Miss Avery sounds pretty good on you.”

“I’ve been saying it to myself since the night I met you,” Yukiko admitted. “Hurry home, Jack.”

“I’ll be back soon,” I promised.

We hung up.

“Everything okay?” Samantha asked as I got into the car.

I buckled my seatbelt and shifted out of park. “It’s perfect. You ready to go—”

Samantha put her hand on my thigh.

“Let’s roll, Daddy,” the blonde purred, nibbling her bottom lip. “Kiki’s not going to know what hit her.” She leaned in close, pressing her mouth to my ear. “You mind if I blow off a little steam on the way? Shopping for rings is so romantic—it’s got me all hot and bothered. Like bridesmaids at a wedding…”

I grinned. “Absolutely. Let’s drive.”

We tore out of the parking lot and into the future.


Chapter Six

After dropping Samantha back off at the Delta Rho sorority house, I made a U-turn with the McLaren and drove the forty-five minutes back to Pike’s Point. Driving back the exact way I’d just come wasn’t ideal, but I needed those rings—and I needed them fast. The proprietor at Virago assured me she could get them resized in time.

I was just pulling into the parking lot of the Pike’s Point Mall when my phone buzzed with a text from Samantha. Reservation confirmed at Gabrielle’s, Daddy, she wrote, punctuating the message with an emoji of a tongue and the little purple devil with horns. 7:30. You going to make it in time?

I’m on it, I texted back, sliding out of the McLaren. Kiki and Marcie know?

Three dots appeared at the bottom of the message chain. They’re both in the loop. We’re going to Uber up there. You think you can give us a ride home after?

In this case, home meant my new penthouse. God, I loved that.

Consider it done, I texted back. See you soon.

Samantha sent me back an emoji of a kiss.

The proprietress of Virago Vintage had the rings ready, just as I’d hoped. She’d already worked on Marcie’s, and now that she had Samantha’s measurements and both rings for the two coeds, she’d started working as soon as we left. Work at that speed didn’t come cheap, but any amount was a small price to pay to lock these girls down for the long haul.

Samantha’s reservation gave me just enough time to swing by the condo and change. After a quick shave, a splash of cologne, and a final glance in the mirror to make sure I didn’t have anything out of place, I was ready to hit Gabrielle’s and meet the three women who’d given their hearts to me for the dinner that would change our lives forever. Confident. In control.

Okay, I admit it. I was nervous as hell.

I’d been nervous before I proposed to Lauren too, I reminded myself. Even with a little liquid courage in my system, I’d barely been able to get the words out properly—not that it had mattered. She’d been so eager to become Mrs. Jackson Avery that she would’ve said yes if I’d proposed to her with a blade of grass around her finger.

Deep down, I knew Yukiko felt the same way about me Lauren had. Samantha too—and Marcie, even though the two of us hadn’t had a lot of time to work out the feelings we’d kept buried my entire time at Stillwell. But knowing it in an academic sense was one thing. Putting it to the test was quite another.

It’s not your first rodeo, Jack, I reminded myself as I set the rings on the counter. All three of them looked gorgeous; collectively, they cost almost as much as my car.

The women they were going to be given to were worth every penny.

I could do this. I would do this.

A giddy feeling stole over me the whole drive to Gabrielle’s. The place was packed by the time I got there, which made me glad I’d had the girls take a rideshare to the restaurant—the last thing we needed was to have to navigate tonight with a second car in the equation. The maitre’d showed me to our table. Thanks to Samantha’s connections we’d secured a good one, tucked away in the back with a little privacy from the crowd.

The trio were already waiting for me. When I rounded the corner and saw them waiting for me, my heart nearly skipped a beat.

Even after all this time, the sight of them could leave me frozen in my tracks.

Yukiko had her side of the booth all to herself—she clearly had pride of place, the seat next to her reserved for me whenever I arrived. She’d done herself up to the nines, in a sleek red halter dress cut with no back, the front held up by two pieces of  tight fabric across her neck that resembled some fashion designer’s idea of a fetish collar. Gold trim ran down both sides of her bust, and she had a pair of white chopsticks criss-crossed through her up-do.

Samantha’s little black dress was almost criminally tiny, hugging her curves like a second skin. Only Marcie—the girl I’d thought of as so sweet and innocent until a few days ago—had put covering herself up over flaunting her body, but the sleeveless pink gown she had on still showed enough skin to make me think of Delta Rho’s Halloween parties.

The three of them were laughing and giggling like the best of friends, like they’d been at this for a hell of a lot longer than just a single college semester. For a moment I just stared at them from a distance, basking in how natural and at home the three of them seemed in each other’s company. How could a trio of women that beautiful and independent share me so effortlessly?

I was still wondering when Marcie’s eye flickered over and saw me. A nervous look stole over her as she squeezed Samantha’s thigh, gesturing at me with her chin.

No sense in hiding now, I told myself.

“Hello, girls,” I said, sliding into my seat. Yukiko moved over to make room for me, then pressed herself as tightly against my body as she could get away with in public. “How’s everybody doing tonight?”

“Better now,” Samantha purred, looking me up and down. “How the heck did you get cleaned up so fast, Daddy? I barely had time to change after you dropped me off.” She paused, grinning. “You look great, by the way.”

“I made it right under the wire,” I confessed. “And you three make me look like I’m slumming it by comparison. Every guy in this restaurant’s staring at you.”

“Let them stare,” Yukiko murmured, taking a sip from her wineglass. “I ordered you a drink, by the way. Did everything go okay this afternoon?”

That last part was almost giving the game away. “Everything’s great,” I said, taking a sip from the glass at my seat. “I’ve seen you and Samantha today, but this is the first I’m getting to hang out with Marcie. How are you doing, babygirl?”

Marcie blushed cutely, her fingers fidgeting with her wine glass. “I’m great,” she said, glancing over at Samantha. “Actually, I’m really great, Uncle Jack. If I’d known this was going to be so wonderful, I would’ve done it a long time ago.”

“We’re so happy to have you with us,” Samantha purred. She found Marcie’s hand under the table and squeezed it. “You fit in perfectly, Marcie. It’s like you were always meant to be part of this.”

“Hear hear,” Yukiko said. She leaned over and winked at me. “With the school off our backs and Elizabeth Baines out of the picture, I’m starting to believe we might actually end the semester on a high note.” She took another dainty sip. “Now we just have to deal with my parents…”

“They’ll come around,” Samantha assured her bestie. “See if they won’t.”

“Especially once they meet Jack,” Marcie said.

Just then, the waitress came and took our orders. I swore she walked with a little extra sway in her step as she made her way back to the kitchen—side-effects of waiting on a table with so many attractive people sitting at it, I guess. The tension in the room thickened as Yukiko’s fingers traced circles on my thigh, moving closer and closer to the bulge in my pants with each passing minute. Her and Samantha kept giving me little glances, secretive smiles written across their faces. The former knew what was coming tonight; the latter only thought she did. Gonna be a big surprise, I told myself.

Only Marcie, bless her heart, remained clueless. Her nerves meant she drank her wine a lot faster than the rest of us, and by the time the food came her cheeks were as red and ruddy as apples.

Dinner was a blur. I’m sure it was delicious, but I don’t think I tasted a single bite of it. I laughed with my women and flirted with them shamelessly, but the rings tucked into my jacket pocket were never far from my mind. Even when Samantha made a lewd joke about Marcie’s dress that made her nearly spit wine all over the table, my mind went to the event I’d been planning rather than the celebration that would likely happen afterwards.

Yukiko noticed. “You alright over there?” she whispered at one point, sizing me up with her dark eyes.

“Great,” I murmured back, keeping my cool. “I’m just excited.”

Yukiko squeezed my hand beneath the table. “Me too,” she said, her voice almost girlish. “I can’t wait for dessert. Or… did you have something planned after dinner, maybe?”

Fuck. It was hard to hold back with goddesses like these at my beck and call. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” I teased. “Just relax and enjoy yourself, sweetheart. You look way too pretty tonight to be this worried.”

Yukiko grinned at that. “I’m not worried at all,” she promised. “But you’re so right, Jack. You’re in charge. I’m just going to smile and look good. I think I deserve to relax for one night, right?”

I slid a hand between her legs and gave her inner thigh a squeeze. “Absolutely.”

As the waitress cleared away our dessert dishes, I decided it was now or never. “It’s a beautiful night tonight,” I said, nodding in the direction of the restaurant’s big front windows. “How about we take a walk along the canal?”

I kept my voice casual but inside, my pulse raced. I knew what would happen during that walk—and so did two-thirds of the women with me.

The tension between us, which had been deflating the whole meal, now ratcheted right back up. Samantha nibbled her bottom lip, her brilliant eyes sparkling, while Yukiko leaned against me with a happy sigh, like she was already saying yes to me in her mind. Only Marcie looked like she was honestly considering the question.

“That sounds absolutely perfect,” Yukiko purred. “Let’s do it.”

“I’m in,” Samantha agreed. “You’re coming with us, right, Marcie?”

Marcie frowned. “You’re my ride. I’m not going anywhere.” Slowly her gaze traveled between each of us, taking note of the giddy looks on her fellow besties’ faces. “Is everything okay?”

“Couldn’t be better,” Yukiko whispered, checking her lipstick in her pocket mirror. “Shall we?”

We paid the bill and stepped out into the cool night air. Gabrielle’s was located so close to the canal that ran through the heart of Stillwell that someone sitting on the outdoor patio during brunch could reach out and touch one of the many morning joggers who used the path to exercise. At this time of the evening there were only a few people out and about. A couple shot us glances as we passed, but no one commented on the single man taking three beautiful young women half his age on an evening stroll.

We walked in pairs, Yukiko’s arm looped through mine while Marcie and Samantha followed just behind, their giggles and whispers carrying on the breeze. Every time a chilly blast of wind blew across the water Yukiko pressed herself against me tighter, resting her head against my shoulder.

“This is so nice,” she whispered. “I’m trembling, Jack.”

“I should have brought you a jacket,” I said.

She shot me a look. “It has nothing to do with the cold and you know it,” she said, her eyes intense and a smile playing on her lips. “I love you. I really do.”

“Me too,” I whispered, giving her a little kiss on the forehead. “Not long now.”

Another few minutes of walking and we reached our destination. It was perfect: a wooden deck jutting out over the canal, forming an observation platform that fishermen sometimes used to cast their lines. I’d scouted it out weeks ago, making sure that we’d have the place to ourselves. Out here the sounds of city traffic faded away, swallowed by the gentle burbling of running water against the boards. The night was clear, the canal sparkling with the reflections of thousands of stars.

I led Yukiko near the edge, Samantha and Marcie just behind. When I turned, reaching into my pocket, I saw streams of tears already running down Yukiko’s cheeks.

She did say she wasn’t going to make it to me opening the box, I thought. I guess she really did mean that.

“Yukiko,” I said, my voice low but steady.

The note in it was the same that sounded at the beginning of any proposal in a Hollywood movie. Hearing it, all three of the girls knew exactly what I intended. Marcie gasped; Samantha let out a girlish squeal of glee. Yukiko clasped her hands over her mouth, choking back a sob as she stared at me with so much love my heart melted.

“I love you, sweetheart,” I told her, meaning every word. “You’re the center of my world. I can’t imagine doing life without you—and I don’t ever want to imagine it. You’re fierce, loyal, and kind. You’ve seen me at my absolute worst and didn’t even flinch, because you knew I could come back from it.”

Behind us, I could hear Marcie and Samantha crying.

“I never thought I’d meet a woman like you,” I told her. “I didn’t think women like you existed, honey. I wasn’t lying when I said I wanted to wake up every morning seeing your face for the rest of my life. And no matter what else happens with this crazy, unconventional life the two of us are building, that’s never going to change. Because you mean everything to me, Kiki.”

Yukiko gasped as I dropped to one knee and pulled the ring from my pocket. The little moan she let out when I opened it and the diamond caught the moonlight let me know Samantha and I made a very good decision at the jewelers.

“Make me the happiest man in the world,” I asked, looking up into her eyes. “Yukiko, will you marry me?”

She could barely speak. Her lips formed a tight little line as tears spilled down her cheeks. She tried to get out a word, sobbed, then nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“You will?” I asked, my heart jumping into my throat.

“Yes,” Yukiko said, recovering as she threw herself into my arms. “Yes, Jack! Oh my God, yes, yes, a thousand times yes…!”

Relief washed over me like a dam bursting. I pulled Yukiko’s mouth to mine, her lips crashing against me as her body trembled with joy. I wiped away some of her tears as she recovered, her sobs turning to giggles as the full force of what had just happened sunk in.

“I love you,” Yukiko whispered, trying to master herself. For once, my ultra-pragmatic girlfriend was too emotional for words.

Not my girlfriend, I realized. My fiancee. The future Mrs. Jackson Avery…

The sound of applause made me turn. Samantha and Marcie stood a short distance away, clapping for us both as they blinked away happy tears.

“Congratulations, Daddy,” Samantha said. She managed to bury her feelings at watching this happen to someone else so deeply that I don’t think even Yukiko noticed them. “You two deserve it. You’re going to be very, very happy together…”

I shared a look with Yukiko. After a moment, my fiancee nodded.

“Go for it,” Kiki whispered, giving my ass a squeeze.

Samantha frowned, her brows furrowing together. “Go for what?” she asked.

I stepped forward, grinning. “I’m not done yet,” I said, reaching into my jacket.

The shock of it hit Samantha Lowry like a blow. I’d literally never seen her so thrown off of her game before—when she realized what I was about to do, she nearly toppled over and went tumbling into the canal. I think she might have if Marcie wasn’t there to put a hand around her waist and help hold her up.

“Samantha,” I said. Something sounded more right than that, so I decided to be bold. “Babygirl. I was dead before I met you.”

“Oh my God, Daddy,” Samantha sobbed, her hands over her mouth.

“Not physically, but on the inside,” I said. “The first time I saw you, something woke up inside of me that was asleep for almost twenty years. When you pulled me into that sorority house bathroom you might not have thought you were saving a man’s life, but you were. I… I cannot believe how lucky I am that a woman like you loves me.”

“I feel the same way,” Samantha whimpered, leaning on Marcie. “Oh fuck I love you so much, Daddy…”

I nodded. “The law says I can’t do this,” I told her, opening the ring box. “But my heart says something different. I can’t put you on the dotted line, babygirl—but that doesn’t change anything. That doesn’t change the way I feel about you. The way I’m always going to feel. In every sense of the word except that, you’re going to be my wife in every fucking way that matters. I want you with me. With us. Always.”

I slid to one knee.

“Will you marry me, babygirl?”

Samantha froze, her mouth open, then let out a shaky laugh. “You mean it?” she whispered, her voice barely hanging on. She glanced over at Yukiko, who was nodding with a smile. “But Kiki—”

“Is going to be Mrs. Jackson Avery,” I said. “But you and I know the truth. You’re my wife just as much as she is. If you’ll say yes, that is, babygirl—”

It was as far as I got.

Samantha kissed me, hard, pulling me to my feet. “Yes,” she panted, breaking the kiss with a feverish look in her eyes. “Fuck yes, Daddy. And fuck yes, Yukiko!”

Yukiko stepped up next to me with a smirk. “You don’t need to ask my permission, but I appreciate it,” Kiki purred, putting a hand on Samantha’s shoulder. “You really didn’t see it coming, Sam?”

The blonde shook her head as she slid my ring onto her finger. “I had no clue! When Jack took me shopping for your ring, I figured…” She trailed off as the pieces clicked together, her eyes glancing down at her fingers as she remembered Kate and her ‘nine and three-quarters’ finger measurement. “You clever bitch!”

“Guilty as charged,” Yukiko said.

“I know that had to be your plan,” Samantha giggled. “Oh fuck, I’m going to have so much fun being your co-wife. Sister wife? What the hell do we call each other, once we tie the knot?”

“We’ll figure something out,” Yukiko said with a shrug. “We’ll have time.”

Marcie looked like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “Wow,” the coed whispered, shaking her head in amazement. “That’s so awesome, Sam! I guess I’m going to have to get used to you having two wives, Jack…”

I turned to Marcie, reaching into my pocket.

“No,” the coed gasped, tears springing to her eyes. “Jack, you didn’t…!”

This time, I had two of the most beautiful women I’d ever met flanking me. My voice was softer, less commanding, but no less heartfelt. “Babygirl,” I said, the word somehow sounding completely different than when I used it with Samantha. “You are my heart. I know the two of us haven’t had a ton of time together to get used to the way things are now. But this is real. I love you, I care about you, and I don’t care who knows it.”

“Jack,” Marcie said. “My father—”

“I’ll handle him,” I promised. “I can handle anything, babygirl, as long as I’ve got you by my side.” I sank to one knee, pulling out the ring Yukiko and I picked out in secret. “You won’t be any different than Samantha or Kiki, no matter what the law says. You’ll be my wife, honey. Marry me.”

Marcie hesitated for only a moment. “Jack…” she whispered, voice trembling. “There’s something I want to say.”

I waited. “Of course, babygirl,” I said, my heart in my throat.

Marcie took a second to compose herself. “I love you. I’ve loved you for so long, and I didn’t even know. When you say that Samantha brought you back to life the night the two of you hooked up… I guess that goes the same for that night at Elizabeth Baines’s house. It hit me all at once that it was you, that it was always you, and that I was a total fucking idiot for not realizing it sooner…”

“It couldn’t have been much sooner, babygirl,” I told her. “Both of us know I’m not that kind of man. I’m into grown women, even if they are a little younger than me sometimes.”

Marcie nodded. “I know. I should have paid more attention, Jack. All that time you were suffering, I didn’t even realize it. You shouldn’t even have had to come to Stillwell in the first place—I should have come to you when I was old enough and told you how I felt.”

“If you’d done that, then Jack never would have met us,” Samantha said with a smile. “And I’d never have met Daddy. And I might not ever be able to forgive you for that, Marcie.”

That made Marcie laugh. “I just wanted to say it,” she whispered. “And also that I freaking adore you. And that I will absolutely marry you!”

I pulled Marcie into my arms, sliding the ring onto her finger as she sobbed and kissed me. Samantha and Yukiko piled on, the four of us tangled in a tearful, joyful embrace beneath the stars. I was glad we’d gotten to do it this way: quiet and private, without any big drama. All four of us knew what we wanted. Why wait?

Yukiko broke away first, one thigh sliding up and down against the side of my leg as she kissed me. “Take me home, Jack,” she purred. “Back to the penthouse. I’ve got a surprise for you, too.”

A surprise? I cocked an eyebrow—if Yukiko had been planning something, she’d managed to hide it not just from me but from her fellow sorority sisters as well.

“I,” Yukiko whispered, licking her lips, “am ovulating.”

I blinked. “But sweetheart, you’re—”

I looked. And then saw. Yukiko’s dress was sleeveless as well as backless, and right along the underside of her arm near her shoulder was a tiny adhesive bandage, the same shade as her skin. She’d removed her implant.

My mouth went dry.

“Kiki,” I groaned, my voice rough. “What’s this?”

For once, there was nothing practical about the way my future wife looked at me. Yukiko’s eyes shone feverishly as she bit her bottom lip, her body trembling against mine. “We broke all the other rules,” she said, her voice thick with need. “Why not this one, too? I won’t be showing by the time we’re at the altar—no one needs to know. And I’m ready. I want this.”

My heart skipped a beat as the full impact of her statement hit me. “We do have a habit of doing things out of order,” I grunted.

Yukiko smiled. “I’m so fucking fertile right now,” she panted, her tongue slowly working around her lips as she ground herself against me. “I want you to get me pregnant tonight, Jack. I need your cum inside me, filling me up, making me yours for-fucking-ever. I want to walk down the aisle grinning because I know the wedding is just a formality—that you’ve already claimed me in every way that matters.” She batted her eyelashes up at me, wild with lust. “Please? I promise, for the rest of our lives I will be the most pragmatic, practical wife you could ask for. But tonight I want to have some risky fucking sex with the man I’m going to marry. I need it.”

I groaned, my cock going as hard as a girder. “Alright,” I growled, letting a hand slide to her ass. “Consider it an early wedding present.”

She went up on tiptoe and kissed me. “I’m not going to waste a single second of our lives together,” she promised. “I love you, Jack.”

“I love you, too,” I said.

Samantha giggled, pulling Marcie close. “You hear that? Jack’s gonna knock his fiancee up tonight. You wanna watch?”

Marcie’s eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed with more than just the alcohol and the high of my proposal. “Yeah,” she panted, her tone telling me just how turned on she was. “Yeah, I’m down for that. Maybe even a little more than that…”

The rest could wait for later. Right now, I had a future wife who needed me.

And some celebrating to do.


Chapter Seven

We made it back to the penthouse in the blink of an eye.

Okay, it wasn’t literally a blink, but it sure felt like it. After hearing what Yukiko really wanted from me, no straight man with blood in his veins could have stopped himself from bringing his harem of soon-to-be wives home right away to celebrate their upcoming nuptials. I don’t think the Stillwell Police Department could have slowed me down if they’d tried to pull me over. Even a SWAT team might have been insufficient.

Yukiko didn’t take her hands off me the whole drive. In the backseat, Samantha and Marcie made out like they were on fire, a tangle of limbs and lips and pale, supple flesh glimpsed in the rear-view mirror. They couldn’t wait—and why should they?

Yukiko noticed. “Save some for Jack,” she purred, laughing as she lifted her lips from my neck. “I doubt he’s going to be satisfied with just one of us tonight.”

Samantha let out a lusty moan. “I’m just getting this sweet little thing warmed up for you, Daddy,” the coed groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Mmh, she tastes so fucking good! You’re going to be such a sweet dessert for Daddy, aren’t you, Marcie?”

Yukiko chuckled as she returned her attention to me. “I’m so fucking wet for you right now, Jack,” she whispered, her hand squeezing my bulge. “I need you to breed me tonight. You want that too, right?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” I growled. I could see the silhouette of my condo complex in the distance, across the street from the lights of the local deli.

“I thought so,” the Asian coed whimpered. Her tongue slid into my ear, making me shiver, then she pressed her lips against me and spoke in a whisper only I could hear. “Wearing your ring and taking your last name is wonderful, but that’s not what really matters. You know that, don’t you?”

I nodded.

I could feel Yukiko smirk. “This is deeper than that—this is primal,” she insisted. “I’ll be your wife when I get to the altar and I say my vows before God. But when you fuck a baby into me tonight, that’s when really I’ll be yours. Forever.”

I groaned, nearly swerving us into a ditch. “Jesus Christ, Kiki!”

She laughed. “Get us home, stud. Your wives need to get fucked.”

The lobby of the condo building was empty—no realtors or stray sorority sisters waiting to throw a wrench into our night. We spilled out of the elevator at the top floor and made our way into the penthouse, not bothering to switch on any of the lights. The curtains were pulled back from all of the glass windows, filling the living room with the glittering radiance of the city skyline.

Yukiko tugged off her dress in a single fluid motion, letting it drop. Underneath she wore no bra, just a pair of black lace panties that were already so soaked they clung to the outline of her mound. Behind her Samantha was already peeling off Marcie’s gown, the pink fabric pooling at her feet.

I grabbed Kiki’s hips and pulled her to me. “Bedroom,” I growled, getting ready to lift her into my arms and carry her.

Before I could, she stopped me. “No,” she growled, a hand on my chest. “That’s not where I want it to happen.”

Intriguing. “Then where?”

Yukiko gestured with her chin at the door to the private balcony. “Out there. Like you did with Samantha that first night.”

I couldn’t help but snicker. “You heard about that, huh?”

“She’s only bragged about it a hundred times,” Yukiko drawled. “Take me outside, Jack. Bend me over your balcony and give me the fucking I deserve.”

God damn. “Yes ma’am,” I grunted.

Yukiko grinned. “You’re going to make one hell of a good husband if you keep that up—”

Her words broke off in a cry of surprise as I lifted her off of the carpet. Yukiko was light enough that I could toss her over my shoulder with one hand, the other stabilizing her lower back as I made my way over to the balcony door. Her cries turned to moans as she realized just how strong the man she was going to marry truly was.

“Yes!” Yukiko groaned. “Take me, Jack. Don’t stop until I’m full!”

As I opened the sliding glass door, I saw double. For a moment, the memory of that night with Samantha filled my mind’s eye—the coed bouncing up and down in my lap, covered only by a blanket, impaling her soft pussy on my hard cock while college students partied below.

Then it faded, and there was only Yukiko.

No college kids this time—there was nobody waiting out in the street. Yukiko slid her thumbs in her panties and tugged them down, kicking them back inside the apartment as they reached her ankles. She gave a gentle shiver, the moonlight shining on her bare breasts and taut little tummy.

Then she bent over the railing with her elbows and presented her ass to me. Her pussy glistened wetly beneath it, her mound swollen and ready for conquest.

“Fuck me, Jack,” she begged, her voice raw with passion. “Fuck your fiancee. Fuck your soul mate.”

God, that really just said it all, didn’t it?

My slacks hit the floor as I stepped up behind her, boxers pulled down as I pushed the crown of my cock into her dripping, needy pussy. She wiggled her hips a bit to give me the perfect angle then moved against me, impaling herself in the same moment that I thrust balls-deep inside of her.

Yukiko was shameless. She tossed her head back and screamed, her nails digging into the railing as she rode me back.

“Yes!” she cried, her back arching in the moonlight. “Fuck me, Jack! Your big cock feels so good inside me! You barely fit inside my tight, wet little pussy!”

I clapped a hand over her mouth as I thrust into her. You’re going to get us fucking arrested, I thought, laughing madly at the idea. Would Tasha be the one to show up and ‘arrest’ me if we got a noise complaint?

Yukiko bucked and thrashed against me, crying wordlessly into my palm as we fucked. The slap of my hips against her thighs filled the balcony, the noise made by two animals rutting primally hard and fast. Yukiko was right about what she wanted: this wasn’t lovemaking, and it wasn’t even really sex. It was breeding.

It was me getting off as hard as I could inside my wife, so I could give her the baby she so desperately desired.

Nothing felt strange about thinking of Yukiko as wife, even if we hadn’t said our vows. Everything she’d said about our relationship had been correct—the two of us existed on a level deeper than the modern conception of marriage. In a very real sense, she’d become my wife that very first night I fucked her brains out on the hood of my sports car.

This was just us consummating it.

My fingers slid free from Yukiko’s lips, going to her throat. She moaned as I squeezed, letting her feel how easy it would be to throttle her while my cock pistoned inside of her from behind. She arched her back so hard that she could see me when she turned her head, though only the whites of her eyes were showing.

“I love you,” Yukiko rasped, her walls clenching around me. She was going to cum, and when she did, I wouldn’t be able to hold back any longer. “I’m your wife, Jack. I’m the queen of your fucking harem! Knock me up, baby, give me that cum! Give me your hot seed…”

My hips were a blur. A few more hard thrusts and I felt Yukiko shatter beneath me, her knuckles going white and her toes curling as she came. She let out a high, keening cry, her eyelids fluttering with bliss as everything between her legs got so much hotter and tighter that holding my load became an impossibility.

“I’m such a slut,” Kiki groaned, pressing her body against mine as I neared the peak. “Gonna be pregnant for you in my wedding dress. I need you to breed me stupid, Jack. Turn your smart little CEO wifey into a filthy breeding toy in the bedroom…”

“Here it comes,” I grunted, my balls tingling. “Fuck, Kiki, I’m gonna shoot…!”

“Do it,” she begged, her face lighting up. “You know where to put it. Right in my womb. Bury that load deep and keep it there! God, my cervix is begging for it—!”

With a roar, I went right over the peak. One more hard thrust and I was shooting, deep and hard against the walls of Yukiko’s pussy. Thick ropes of cum spurted from my cock as bliss washed over me like fire on my skin, sizzling where my hands held my future wife. “Mine,” I growled, holding her against me as I emptied inside of her. “All mine.”

“That’s right,” Yukiko whimpered, kissing me hard as I shot my load. “Keep that cock buried inside me. Fill me completely, and don’t pull out until you’re sure you won’t waste a single drop…”

Her words were so hot that I nearly came a second time. Just as she asked, I kept myself hilt-deep inside of her as we both came down from our peaks. Every little movement of our hips made us groan from how sensitive we were; the way her walls wrapped around me felt so sinfully pleasurable that I could have kept myself like that all night long.

Finally Yukiko leaned over the railing, pressing her hot cheek against the cool metal. “Holy shit,” she panted, laughing with bliss. “I swear to God, Jack, my body was made for yours. I’m going to feel that tomorrow…”

I couldn’t help but grin. “Yeah you are,” I agreed. “I wish I could keep this buried in you until sun up.”

Slowly, Yukiko worked her hips on me. “Fuck your load in a little deeper,” she groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. Moving like that felt almost too intense, but Kiki knew just how much friction the two of us could handle. “Go slow, just grind it down deep where I can really feel it. God, you stretch me out so fucking well.”

Both of us trembled with aftershocks as my cock pumped slowly into her. Yukiko stared down at the place where the two of us joined, watching in the moonlight as my cock slowly fucked every last drop of our juices deep into her cunt. Finally she impaled herself balls deep on me one last time and held herself there, using my cock like a cork to seal my load right where it belonged. I swore I could feel her walls gripping it, sucking the seed into her womb.

“You took every fucking drop for me, Kiki,” I said proudly. “Good girl.”

She beamed at me. “I can’t wait to be a mommy,” she whimpered. “Thank you, Jack. Thank you for giving me one night to stop thinking and just be wild.”

I pulled out of her slowly, my cock still hard. “Something tells me we’ll be doing this more than once,” I told her with a chuckle. “Giving you all those babies you want is going to be real easy, Kiki…”

“God damn,” a voice purred behind me. “That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

I glanced over my shoulder. Both Samantha and Marcie stood in the doorway, the sliding glass door open to the elements. Behind them, the massive double bed had its sheets every which way, like the two of them had staged an impromptu wrestling match while Yukiko and I were busy.

Both of them were naked. Samantha was looking at me like she wanted to drop to her knees and clean me off with her mouth, while Marcie trembled like she wanted to be the next one of my women to get knocked up. Maybe she did.

“I’m pretty sure I just watched Kiki’s first kid get conceived," Samantha said, grinning. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you lose control like that before, Yukiko. It made me so fucking wet to watch.”

“Glad you enjoyed the show,” Yukiko said. She gave me a long, lingering kiss, her hair a sweaty halo around her head. “Now I’m looking forward to watching mine.”

“Got her all warmed up for you,” Samantha giggled, giving her bestie a swat on the ass. “She’s so keyed up I had to hold her wrists to keep her from touching her naughty little pussy while she watched you breed Yukiko. She gets almost as turned on as Kiki does watching you with other girls.”

Marcie’s blush deepened. “I… it’s hot,” she blurted, looking at Samantha like she wasn’t sure whether she wanted her mentor to shut up or degrade her even further. “Hearing Yukiko beg to get pregnant like that… it turned me on. A lot.”

I stepped into the doorway, my shadow looming over both coeds. “Did it, now?”

Marcie swallowed hard. “I want it, too,” she said, practically stammering over her words. “I mean, not yet—not until I graduate.”

“But you want it,” I growled, putting a hand on the back of Marcie’s neck.

She shuddered with lust. “I want to be your wife,” she whispered, pushing through her fear to stare up at me through her eyelashes. “In every way, Uncle Jack.”

I stepped closer, my hand going from Marcie’s neck to her jaw. I tilted her face towards mine, taking a moment to just admire how incredibly beautiful she was. How had I never seen her as anything other than my boss’s daughter before this?

“You’re going to be my wife, babygirl,” I growled, putting every bit of command into my voice I’d been too nice to expose her to before. “Tonight, I’m going to show you exactly what that means.”

Samantha’s grin turned wicked as she ran her hands over her bestie’s body. “She’s so fucking ready for you, Daddy,” the coed purred, her eyes shining like a madame with her favorite whore. “I can’t wait for the two of us to serve you together. Both of us love our Daddy so fucking much…”

Yukiko relaxed against the railing, watching both women through heavy-lidded eyes. Even after that deep, primal fucking—sex that had felt almost holy—the visual of me playing with another girl in front of her could get Kiki’s juices flowing.

“Go on, Jack,” she murmured, her fingers lazily stroking her pussy. “Fuck your babygirl. Both of them. I want to watch you make them scream.”

Samantha grinned at her. Both of the sorority sisters had an understanding; this was exactly what they both wanted. “God, we’re going to get along like a house on fire,” she said fiercely. “You are going to be so much trouble when we get back to Boston.”

“I’m discreet,” Yukiko chuckled. “Other than when Jack is fucking me on a balcony, that is.”

“You two are too much,” I grunted, returning my gaze to Marcie. “I see the bed’s unmade. Were you playing with Samantha while you watched me and Kiki?”

Marcie looked like she might cum just from the accusation. “Yes,” she whimpered, her thighs trembling. “She used her fingers on me. And her mouth.”

“Tattletale!” Samantha teased. “You should punish her, Daddy. Spank her ass raw while I suck you off like a good girl. Let her see that dick but not feel it until she begs your forgiveness…”

That sounded amazing—but not tonight. Tonight was different.

I lifted Marcie into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carried her into the bedroom. Samantha and Yukiko followed, the latter shutting the sliding door behind her but leaving the curtains open. Marcie kissed me hard, grinding herself against me as I tossed her onto the big bed with its satin sheets. Before she could decide what to do I grabbed her hips and dragged her to the edge, hanging her ass just over the foot of the bed.

Her ankles fit perfectly on top of my shoulders. My cock, still rock hard from the treatment Yukiko gave it, pushed gently against her tight, narrow slit. Her tits bounced as her back arched.

“Oh Jack,” Marcie gasped, her pussy dripping onto my crown. “I love you so much. I’m so glad you finally stopped letting my Dad tell you what to do…”

Her words were so unexpected that I laughed. That went all the way back to my first night at Stillwell. It felt like a lifetime ago, despite being just a semester.

“That was you, babygirl,” I grunted, squeezing her thighs together as I pushed inside of her. “Fuck, Samantha wasn’t kidding about getting you ready, was she? You’re so fucking wet for me…”

Marcie turned her face away, burying it in a blanket. “You’re not ashamed that I like her, are you, Jack?”

I shook my head. “The three of you are going to be mine for the rest of your lives,” I grunted, bracing my feet against the carpet as I held onto Marcie’s thighs. “I’m happy that you play well together. You’re perfect just the way you are, babygirl.”

Marcie lifted the hand with her ring and stared at it. “I’m gonna be in so much trouble,” she whispered, grinning wickedly. “But I don’t care. I love you, Jack. I love this. Fuck me. Fuck the woman you’re going to marry!”

With a single thrust, I buried my cock hilt-deep inside of my boss’s daughter.

The bed shook beneath us, the headboard slamming into the wall. With Marcie beneath me, her feet on my shoulders, every thrust was like a pile driver into her tight coed body—and from the way she squelched around me, she wanted it every bit as hard as I could give her. Her face contorted with ecstasy as we fucked, her tits bouncing up and down every time I bottomed out inside of her.

Yukiko sat down at the head of the bed and got comfortable, surrounding herself with pillows. She spread her legs, letting me see her soft, wet pussy as she idly fingered her slit as she watched Marcie getting fucked. “So hot,” she murmured, providing her sanction to the debauchery like a queen on her throne. “Pound her little cunt, Jack. Make her squeal with that big cock…!”

A flash of motion made me turn. True to form, Samantha had knelt down beside me, running her hands over Marcie’s body as we fucked. She grinned wickedly as Marcie moaned, her fingers tweaking the younger coed’s nipples and swirling around her clit as my cock pistoned in and out of her.

“Such a good girl,” Samantha murmured, climbing onto the bed and kissing the coed’s neck. “You’re taking him so fucking good, Marcie. I’m so proud of you! I’ve been proud of you the whole time you’ve been in Delta Rho, but now I’m super proud!”

Marcie looked like she might burst. “You’re so hot, Samantha,” she groaned, her eyes whirling in her sockets. “I want to be like you so much…”

“You are like me, silly,” Samantha giggled. “Both of us are Jack’s horny little harem sluts! Now cum all over my fingers so you can make that pussy nice and tight for Jack’s load!”

Marcie had never been able to disobey an order from the sorority’s president. At Samantha’s urging she went weightless beneath me, crying out as she came. A flood of juice poured from her tight, collegiate pussy, making everything so slick that even after shooting inside of Yukiko it was hard to hold myself back.

I picked up the pace, my thrusts hitting harder, the bed shaking beneath us. Dimly, I was glad that we had this floor of the condo building to ourselves—otherwise every other unit on the floor would have heard the banging and the moans and known exactly what we were doing. Marcie’s cries filled the bedroom, her body arching as I hit that perfect spot inside of her and savaged it.

“I love you so fucking much, Daddy,” Samantha purred, curled up around her bestie. “That’s why I want to do something really dirty for you. You and Marcie. Should I tell you what it is?”

I was right there and she knew it. Her naughty words were going to send me over the edge. “Babygirl…”

Samantha’s grin widened. “I want you to cum inside Marcie’s sweet little cunt,” she growled, turning possessive as she held the younger coed’s shoulders. “Then I want you to fuck me from behind while I lick every drop of your cream out of Marcie’s hole.”

“Oh fuck—!”

My cock pulsed as I came, spilling deep inside of Marcie. Her pussy milked me, clenching as it drew out every drop, her body trembling beneath me as she felt jets of my seed splash against her walls.

I didn’t hesitate. Still spurting, I pulled out of Marcie and shot a jet of spunk onto her thighs. Samantha scrambled to me, flipping around and sticking her big ass in the air. “Yeah, Daddy, fuck me—!”

She screamed as I bottomed out inside of her. Incredibly I was still cumming on the first thrust, spurting seed deep into Samantha’s pussy from the same orgasm I’d filled Marcie’s channel with. I didn’t care; I felt like a fever was burning me from the inside out. I grabbed Samantha’s hips with both hands and slammed into her, not caring how rough I was being.

My babygirl liked it as hard as I could give it to her, anyway.

“Yes, yes, ohmigawd!” Samantha cried, her mouth open as wide as an opera singer’s. “Marcie, come here sweetness! I want to fucking taste you while Daddy fucks me!”

They did just that, Samantha burying her face between Marcie’s freshly fucked thighs. The sight of the two of them together like that turned me on more than anything, and before long my cock was throbbing and jerking against Samantha’s walls as I held back a third orgasm.

Suddenly Yukiko was there, too. She straddled Marcie’s face, lowering her pussy to the coed’s mouth as she ground her slit against her. Marcie ate her out while Samantha did the same to her, all while my babygirl let me hit it from the back so fucking hard that her whole body shook every time my balls slapped against her thighs.

The pleasure built like magic. The atmosphere in the room thickened as all of us approached our orgasms; Yukiko writhed on Marcie’s face while the coed grabbed her a handful of her mentor’s hair and forced her tongue deeper into her pussy. I fucked Samantha like there was no tomorrow, slamming into her back walls with every hard thrust as she ate out my boss’s daughter.

We reached the edge and went right over. All of us.

All four of us came simultaneously. My roar mixed with Yukiko’s cry of bliss, with the muffled scream of Samantha as my cock brought her to the heights of passion. Marcie trembled on both ends, her pussy spasming against Samantha’s face as she eagerly buried her face in Yukiko’s cunt. It hit me like a thunderclap, and when I pulled out halfway through, I shot so hard that streaks of my cum made it all the way to Samantha’s shoulder blades.

It was debauched. It was pornographic. It was fucking perfect.

It was my harem, finally unleashed the way it was always meant to be.

The next thing I knew I was on the bed, surrounded by my fiancees. Yukiko crawled over and kissed me, her body soaked with sweat. “That was so fucking hot,” she managed, relaxing against me. “Watching you fuck Marcie like that… owning her like that… and then with Samantha while she made her cum… God, Jack, I’m so fucking in love with you!”

“Me too, Daddy,” Samantha said. She looked rode hard and put away wet, even more than the Asian coed. “That was insane in the best way!”

Marcie snuggled up against my other side, everything from her breasts to her cheeks nearly beet red from how hard she’d orgasmed. “Love you,” she managed to pant. “So. Much.”

We collapsed together on the massive bed, soaked in sweat and utterly spent. Someone managed to get the covers over us, and Yukiko climbed into my arms. Samantha shimmied up next to me, while Marcie lay on my other side.

Three women. Three wives. Three harem girls.

“You alright?” I managed to murmur as my eyes closed.

“Hmm?” Yukiko stirred in my arms. “I couldn’t be happier, Jack. Get some rest—something tells me you’re going to need all you can get over the next few days.”

She was right.

I’d almost made it to the finish line at Stillwell. But there were still a few obstacles left in my path that needed to be cleared, before I could head back to Boston and take the mantle of my destiny.

Thankfully, I had three beautiful women to help me every step of the way.


Chapter Eight

“Are you nervous?”

I straightened my tie in the mirror, checking out my reflection as I wiped away steam from the glass. A strand of gray hair stood out at the wrong angle from the shower, but a quick twist of my fingers got it back into place. I looked good otherwise.

“Not particularly,” I said, glancing over at my date. “Are you?”

I didn’t need Yukiko to tell me. Anyone with eyes could see how terrified the poor girl was of this dinner. She’d been fretting about it all morning and afternoon, going over the finer details of her accessories and her outfit with Samantha and Marcie. Every now and then her gaze flickered to the ring on her finger, like it was a good-luck charm designed to sooth her anxiety.

In a way, it was.

Tonight was the night. Dinner with the Tanaka’s, Yukiko’s parents. She hadn’t seen them since they found out that their daughter was dating a man half her age—and that she wasn’t the only woman who shared his bed at night. To say they’d taken it badly would be a major understatement.

“I’m not super worried about Mom,” Yukiko confessed. Standing next to me in the mirror, we looked a little like a modernized version of that couple in the painting with the pitchfork and the farmer outfits. “She’s calmed down considerably ever since she saw the post about my engagement on social media.” Her gaze traveled down to the ring on her finger and she smiled. “It’s my Dad who still concerns me.”

“I didn’t exactly ask him permission to marry his daughter,” I conceded. I found it unnecessary and maybe a little sexist to assume a father had to give permission in the first place, but Yukiko’s extended family were from Japan. They took things like that seriously, as a mark of respect.

“He didn’t deserve to be asked,” Yukiko said, her expression filled with unexpected anger. “After what he did to Mom, he’s lucky I still speak to him. God help him if he thinks this dinner’s going to be a bridge to rebuilding a relationship with me.”

“I don’t mean to be rude,” I said, glancing over at my beloved. “But if you hate the man so much, why do we even bother? We could invite your mother over for dinner and skip him entirely.”

Yukiko gave me a look like the same thought had crossed her mind more than once. “Shame is a big thing in my family,” she explained, cocking her head to the side. “My father caused a ton of it when he decided he’d rather run off to boink one of his secretaries than stay with the woman who’d supported him for twenty-five years. And I added to it when I joined the harem of a man almost old enough to be my father.”

“There’s nothing shameful about what we’re doing,” I said firmly.

“Oh, I know that,” Yukiko said with a little laugh. “But try explaining that to the members of your very large, very conservative Japanese family. Half of them post jokes in the group chat about me running off to be a geisha. And the other half are too old to know how text chains work.”

I blinked. “You’re still in your family group chat?”

She made a face. “I told you. Shame. If they removed me, I wouldn’t get to see the way they disapprove of my life choices.”

I could barely believe what I was hearing. “Sweetheart, that’s beyond the pale. I’m not going to let you torture yourself like that. You have nothing to be ashamed of.” I paused, thinking. “And I hope they at least give your father twice as much hell in those group chats.”

Yukiko laughed without mirth. “Hardly. He can sleep with as many women as he wants and he’ll never be as much of a pariah as his wayward daughter.”

I tugged at my collar. “You know, your husband-to-be also has a habit of sleeping with other women.”

Yukiko rolled her eyes. “And if my mother was into that, it would be a different story. It’d be one thing if they decided to get unconventional at their age—I’d be a little weirded out, but I wouldn’t exactly have room to judge them. But my father didn’t ask, Jack. There was no discussion. My parents got married with the expectation that each of them would be the other’s rock, their only rock, in sickness and in health. And then he walked out the door.” Her eyes burned with anger. “Honestly, that makes me even angrier than him sleeping around.”

“Does your family feel the same way?”

To my surprise, Yukiko nodded. “Honestly, that might be the one thing that wins them over to our side, besides the ring.” She leaned over and adjusted my tie. “You and I know how to keep things discreet.”

“You screaming my name loud enough for half the town to hear on my balcony isn’t exactly discreet,” I teased.

Yukiko smirked. “I’m talking about our public-facing personas. In private we’re going to have at least two other women sharing our bedroom, but all the world will see is the one happy husband and wife, with a perfectly curated social media account.”

“What do you mean, at least two?”

“Oh, come on.” She gave herself a last little checkup in the mirror. “You don’t think Maria will get tired of selling apartments and decide she wants to be more than just fuckbuddies? That Tasha will ask for a transfer to Boston PD? That none of the other Delta Rho girls will want to come visit us?”

Her words shocked me, even as they filled my mind with all sorts of naughty thoughts. “I don’t know what the future holds,” I told Yukiko, meaning it. “But right now, I’ve got three women I love and care for who’ll all be wives soon. Even if nothing else happens and the four of us stay like this for the rest of our lives, I’m happy.”

“I’m happy, too,” Yukiko agreed. “Samantha and Marcie are great. I love them—almost as much as I love you.”

I smiled.

Yukiko’s look turned wicked. “But sweetheart,” she purred, going up on tiptoe and putting her lips to my ear, “by now you have to have figured out that nothing gets my pussy wetter than watching you break in a new bitch.”

She pulled back and looked me right in the eyes. And I realized something that I should have figured out long ago.

My pragmatic, practical, sensible wife-to-be was the craziest girl I’d ever met.

“We’ll see how it goes,” she purred, back to her innocent self in the blink of an eye. “Speaking of going, we should get a move on. We’re going to be late.”

I checked my wristwatch. Yukiko was right. We had a bit of a drive ahead of us—this was no quick trip to Gabrielle’s, not for a meeting this important. I’d booked one of the fanciest restaurants in the state, about an hour away from Stillwell and forty-five minutes from the house Yukiko’s mother lived in now that her father had left. We still had a bit of wiggle room, but we’d need to burn rubber.

“You look amazing,” I told her. “Mrs. Avery.”

Yukiko blushed. “I don’t think I’m ever going to get used to being called that,” she said, her gaze traveling down to the ring on her finger. “But I can’t wait.”

“You’re not hyphenating?”

Yukiko shook her head. “Avery-Tanaka’s not the worst double surname I’ve ever heard, but it’s a mouthful. Besides, I’m your girl, Jack. Why wouldn’t I want the name?”

“Good,” I said. It made me proud. “I was afraid your mother would demand it or something like that.”

“Mom can be surprisingly accommodating,” Yukiko said as we made our way out the door. “I think you might like her, actually. Of course you’d have to spend time with her away from my father. When he’s in the room these days, she’s always either frowning or on the verge of tears.”

“Hopefully the good news about her daughter will cheer her up,” I said. “And if not, I’ll do my best to charm her.”

Yukiko gave me a grateful smile. “You do that.”

We made our way through the lobby and out into the parking lot. My McLaren waited in a rear space, near the crosswalk leading to the deli across the street. Yukiko walked just ahead of me, her earrings jangling with every step.

I reached for my keyfob, intending to unlock the door for her.

And felt something I should have noticed a while ago.

My phone.

How long had it been vibrating?

“Hold up,” I said, lifting a finger. Yukiko paused a few steps ahead of me, turning. “It’s Marcie.”

I had several missed calls from her. A… a lot of missed calls, actually. Nearly a dozen, all of which had been made in the last half-hour. How could I not have noticed?

“Marcie?” Yukiko walked over, frowning. “She’s supposed to be with Samantha tonight. Delta Rho’s got that party for the sorority sisters who are graduating this semester. Lakshmi’s one of them.”

“I remember,” I said. Yukiko had wanted to be there, but this dinner took precedence. I thumbed the REDIAL button and held the phone to my ear. “Let’s hope she’s just had a little to drink and wanted to say something frisky.”

That was probably all it was. Still, I couldn’t help but be reminded of a different call Marcie made to my phone, not all that long ago.

The line clicked. “Jack?”

Instantly, I knew something was wrong. “Babygirl, what is it?”

Marcie sounded… strange. Not frightened, not in any danger—but her voice practically crackled with stress all the same. Had something happened at the Delta Rho party? To Lakshmi, or one of the other coeds?

“Jack? Oh thank God. Have you and Kiki left for dinner yet?”

“We were just about to,” I said, sharing a look with Yukiko. A pair of headlights lit up her face from the side as a car pulled into the parking lot, heading for one of the rear spaces. “Why?”

Marcie paused for so long I could feel my pulse begin to race. “Get in the car and go, right now,” she insisted, coming to some sort of decision. “Don’t let my fuck-up ruin the night. Not when it’s so important to smooth things over with Kiki’s folks…”

“Babygirl, I need you to tell me what’s going on right this instant,” I said, the words coming out as a growl. Yukiko turned, a frown spreading across her face as she watched the car search for a space near the crosswalk. “Are you hurt? Is it Delta Rho?”

“Jack, something’s wrong,” Yukiko said, a note of concern entering her voice. “It’s that car. It’s acting weird.”

I looked. She was right.

As I watched, the car pulled across the space I had my McLaren parked in and idled. Whoever or whatever it was, they’d just boxed my vehicle in. I couldn’t pull out of the space without bumping them.

“It’s not the sorority, Jack,” Marcie said, sounding like she was on the verge of tears. “I really fucked up. I was on a video call with Mom, and she saw the ring, and she started asking me all of these questions! I tried to tell her it was no big deal, but she freaked out on me!”

I froze. We’d been planning to tell the Ramseys about Marcie once we all got back to Boston. I’d promised Marcie that once the many other issues standing in our way got sorted out, I’d make the case to her father. I’d make them understand.

On the other side of the parking lot, the driver’s side door of the car opened.

“Babygirl,” I said, sharing a worried look with Yukiko. “How much does she know?”

Marcie sniffed. “Everything, Jack. She knows about the rings, about Samantha and Yukiko, about Delta Rho… all of it.”

Shit. Shit.

“Okay, babygirl, that’s alright,” I assured her. “We were going to have to rip the band-aid off sooner or later anyway. I tell you what, as soon as Kiki and I are done with this dinner, I’ll set up a Zoom call with your father and take the heat. We’ll just have to bump the timetable up a little bit, that’s all.”

“I… I don’t think you’re going to be able to do that, Jack,” Marcie said.

Yukiko’s eyes widened. She grabbed my arm, frantic. “Holy shit, Jack, is that…?”

I looked.

And found myself staring into the eyes of Daniel Ramsey.

My boss.

END OF PART EIGHT


Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 


If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 

Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 


When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 

Return of The Magic Glasses 


When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 


With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 

Cheat Code 

Cheat Code: Volume One 

Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 


Roommate Control 

Roommate Control: A Novel 

For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

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

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

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


Roommate Corruption 

Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

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

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

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

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


The Demon Prince 

Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

Vance has a list. 

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

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


Free Use Bimbos 

Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

The plague changed everything. 

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

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

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

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

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


The Corrupter 

The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

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


About the Author 

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