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Chapter One

“You have to get out of there,” Marcie begged. “Now, Jack!”

What Marcie didn’t know was that now was already far too late. My getaway vehicle had a car parked across it, blocking it from pulling out—a car belonging to Daniel Ramsey, the man I’d considered both a mentor and a surrogate father for the last twenty years.

A man who was staring at me from ten feet away with murder in his eyes.

“Jack!” Daniel growled. “You fucked my daughter!?”

He advanced across the parking lot, his hands balled into fists. Behind him, light spilled from the interior of his rental car—he’d left it open in his haste to stop me and Yukiko from leaving for our dinner with Yukiko’s parents. He hadn’t even noticed.

How the hell had he made it all the way here?

Marcie’s voice continued babbling on the other end of the line, entreating me to run in words I could no longer hear. Next to me, my fiancée Yukiko looked more thrown off her game than I’d ever seen. I could see her trying and failing to process the fact that my boss had somehow driven the five hours from Boston to sleepy Stillwell just in time to interrupt our dinner with her parents.

I hung up on Marcie and slid the phone into my jacket pocket, then held up my hands. “Daniel, calm down for a sec,” I said, trying to smile. “Let’s talk about this—”

I realized he was going to swing on me an instant before he did it.

I ducked as his shoulder lifted, one of his fists coming around in a wide arc intended for my face. It hit nothing but air as my shoulder connected with his chest, shoving him back as gently as I could get away with. Yukiko gasped, nearly falling to the pavement on her ass in her haste to back up.

“Twenty fucking years, Jack!” There was a slightly slurred quality to Daniel’s voice, which made me wonder if I’d shoved him too hard. Then I smelled the alcohol and realized why he sounded like that. “Twenty years I mentored you! Treated you like my own flesh and blood, and you go and fuck my little girl? This’s how you repay me?”

“It’s not like that, Daniel,” I said, keeping my hands up. If I was going to deescalate this situation, I needed my boss to not see me as a threat. “I was going to tell you everything when we got back to Boston. I promise you, this isn’t some fling—”

He wasn’t listening. He sprang at me with a growl, going in for another swing.

“I helped you through Lauren!” he bellowed. “Through the death of your goddamned wife!” The second punch was slower than the first, and easier to get out of the way of. “I gave you a home when you didn’t have shit, Jack! You couldn’t keep your fucking hands off of Marcie?”

More like she couldn’t keep her hands off of me, I thought. But making Daniel see that would have been an exercise in futility. Besides, the mention of my former wife sent a spike of ice through my gut.

“Daniel, back up,” I said, trying to keep the heat out of my voice. “Calm down! You’re going to get yourself arrested!”

My boss turned, slapped the hood of a nearby car in his rage, and spun to face me once more. “Marcie’s just a girl,” he yelled, his voice somewhere between anger and despair. “You’re twice her fucking age, Jack! She’s a kid! My kid!”

“She’s a grown woman!” I shot back, stepping to the side. He still looked like he wanted to charge me, and I didn’t put it past him to try. Daniel had never made the big leagues, but he’d been one hell of a linebacker in high school. “She can make her own decisions, Daniel. About who she wants to be with, and where she wants to go to school!”

It took him a second to remember what I meant. Then my boss scoffed. “Stillwell? Marcie’s damn sure not staying in Stillwell!” His hands balled into fists, his lips peeling back over his teeth. “This goddamned town ruined her! First that Trevor kid, and now you! I should have never sent her here!”

“Well, you did,” I growled. He looked a little bit calmer; trying and failing to hit me twice had wounded his pride. “You sent me here too, remember? For God’s sake, boss, you told me to find a wife when I was in Stillwell!”

“I meant her!” Daniel roared, pointing a finger at Yukiko. “Or some other college girl. Hell, maybe I even hoped you might find someone a little closer to your own age, Jack! I definitely didn’t mean for you to hook up with my goddamned daughter!”

Yukiko had been staring wide-eyed at Daniel the whole time he’d been ranting. Now she dared to step into the conversation.

“Mr. Ramsey,” she said, her voice the epitome of calm. “Please. I know this seems like a tremendous betrayal, but Jack has only been looking out for your best interests since he arrived in Stillwell.”

Daniel whirled on her, his eyes narrowing. “Don’t you speak to me,” he snarled, a surprising amount of venom in his tone. “In fact, why don’t you go back inside, little missy? The adults are talking.”

A flash of anger showed on Yukiko’s face. “Jack is the most capable and intelligent man you’ve ever hired,” she said, sounding like someone who knew with absolute certainty that what she was saying was true. “And I’m the woman he chose to be his wife.” She held up her hand, showing my boss the sparkling diamond engagement ring on her finger. “Why don’t you come inside, Mr. Ramsey? Get a cup of coffee, sober up, and listen to what we have to say. If you’re still angry when I’m done, then you have my permission to punch my future husband in the face.”

Daniel laughed before he could stop himself. For a second the tension between us deflated, and I thought he might actually take Yukiko up on her offer.

“Husband,” he muttered, gritting his teeth as he stared me down. “What kind of husband is that? I’m starting to think that Elizabeth woman had the right idea! You’ve lost your goddamn mind since you came to Stillwell, Jack. You think this man’s gonna settle down with you after everything he’s been through? When he can’t even keep his dick in his pants when my daughter’s in the room—”

“Marcie has one of these as well,” Yukiko said, gesturing at her ring.

That caught Daniel off guard.

“I love Marcie,” I said, seizing the silence. It might be my only chance to get the words out. “You know I do, Daniel. That hasn’t changed. It’s just gotten different, that’s all.”

This time Daniel’s laugh was filled with scorn. “You crossed a line, Jack,” he growled, shaking his head. “I don’t care if you slapped some piece of costume jewelry on her finger, that’s my daughter. I’m not letting you walk away from this one—”

He shot forward in mid-syllable, his fist pulled back to swing. I had to admit, it was a clever trick—I’d convinced myself that my boss was calming down, that he wouldn’t try anything after I shoved him a couple of times. I’d been wrong.

Fortunately, he was too slow. And he’d given me too much lead time to get my shoulder up and get under the punch.

Unfortunately, Yukiko chose that moment to try and defuse things more directly.

“Daniel!” she cried, stepping between me and my mentor. “Please, stop—!”

My boss’s eyes widened. He managed to pull his punch at the last second, his fist going wide, but there was no way to stop his momentum. He slammed into Yukiko, shoving her to the side as he roared a command for her to get out of the way.

My fiancée stumbled, the stiletto of one of her high heels snapping in two as she toppled backward. She reached out for the side-view mirror of a nearby car, missed it, and went down hard, landing on her knees on the pavement. Her palms scraped the asphalt, drawing blood.

For a moment I saw her sitting there, a very un-Yukiko-like sob spilling from her as she stared up in fear at the older man still looming over her.

Then my vision went red.

I didn’t think. If I’d been thinking, I never would have been foolish enough to do what I did. But he’d hurt Yukiko.

He’d hurt my woman.

With a roar, I swung.

My fist connected with Daniel’s jaw, sending him sprawling backward. Unlike my fiancée, he managed to stagger backwards into a nearby car, falling across the driver’s side window as his head lolled on his shoulders. A good thing, too, because otherwise I would have laid him flat.

“Fuck,” Daniel groaned, his voice slurred even more. “Jesus!”

“I told you to back off!” I snapped, more than a little surprised by my own reaction. I knelt down beside Yukiko, helping her to her feet gently.

Blood trickled from her palms and her pride looked wounded, but otherwise she appeared okay. Thank God, I thought.

“Are you alright, princess?” I asked.

Yukiko nodded. I could see in her eyes how scared she’d been, but she’d never admit a thing like that in public. She wouldn’t break down until later that night, when I held her tight under the covers while she sobbed into my chest and told me how grateful she was for me keeping her safe.

“Just a little rattled,” she said, trying to smile. “Also, those were my favorite heels. Mom bought me those Louboutin’s for Christmas, she’s totally going to freak when—Jack, look out!”

I turned a moment too late. Daniel had recovered faster than I expected, his own fist swinging up to catch me right on the cheek. Pain exploded in my face as I shoved my boss away from Yukiko, giving her space to flee the fight.

“You son of a bitch!” I roared, clutching my sinuses. “Now I’m going to have to go meet Yukiko’s parents with a black eye!”

“We’re even,” Daniel chuckled. Oddly, he seemed to be in a better mood after being punched than he’d been beforehand. “Let’s be real, you deserve a hell of a lot worse than that, Jack.” He glanced over at Yukiko, guilt flashing on his face. “I am sorry I shoved you, though. That was unmanly of me.”

“No harm done,” Yukiko said, picking up her shoe. “No real harm, anyway.”

Daniel rubbed his jaw, his gaze traveling from Yukiko’s demolished high heel to the bruise slowly darkening next to my eye. “Wish I could say the same about your man,” he said, his voice radiating disappointment. “To think that all this time, I’ve been nursing a viper in the heart of my family.”

“You know me, Daniel,” I protested, holding up my hands. “You know I don’t do things without a damn good reason. I’ve spent years proving myself to you, to the company—to everybody. I didn’t plan what happened with Marcie. It just happened. But I’m not ashamed of it.”

“Neither am I,” Yukiko added.

Daniel laughed darkly. “You should be,” he told my fiancée. “The man who put that ring on your finger’s a walking mid-life crisis. Screwing coeds, his realtor, even the police! Yeah, I read the letter that Baines woman sent the company, Jack. I should have paid a hell of a lot more attention to it. I should have realized what a predator you are.”

The word hit me harder than his fist ever could. My jaw dropped open, acid spreading through my gut. Was that really what Daniel thought of me? Was that my reputation back in Boston?

For a second, the world wobbled beneath me. How had things ever gotten this out of hand? My professional life flashed before my eyes—I could already see the words bubbling in the back of my mentor’s throat.

Fired. Exiled. Martyred.

“I’m not some fucking creep,” I said, standing my ground. “I love Marcie. Just like I love Yukiko and Samantha. You don’t understand what we have.”

“You might have those Delta Rho girls fooled,” Daniel said, shaking his head. “But my Marcie’s not going to be part of that. I won’t let you stain her reputation the way you’ve stained your own. She’s not going to be shackled to your disgrace!”

Jesus. He was really going for it. I braced myself.

Before Daniel could say another word, a sound split the air.

Yukiko’s laughter.


Chapter Two

“Is that what you think?” Yukiko asked.

My boss’s mouth snapped shut. Yukiko’s tone was so harsh, so bitter, that I was pretty sure no woman in the last thirty years who wasn’t in the middle of being fired had ever dared speak to him with such scorn.

“You sound just like my father,” Yukiko said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “And if you’d ever met the bastard, you’d know what an insult that is.”

Daniel’s expression darkened. “You’re defending him? He’s dragging you through the mud, and you’re too naive to see it. Too young to know you’re being taken advantage of—”

“Oh yes, I’m an innocent little college student,” Yukiko growled, staring him down. She had more balls than most of my coworkers, I’d give her that. “He must be gaslighting me! He must be manipulating me into doing things I don’t want to do! Because God forbid I have any agency in this relationship, right? There couldn’t possibly be anything I’m getting out of this!” She stepped forward, her words dripping defiance. “I couldn’t possibly be enjoying it, could I?”

Daniel’s face flushed in a way that had nothing to do with the punch. I knew my boss well: he came from a more conservative generation of men; one where people in his position didn’t like thinking about things like these. It made them uncomfortable.

It made him uncomfortable.

But he’d really pissed Yukiko off.

“That’s not—” he began.

Yukiko wasn’t done. “I know in your day, an ‘open relationship’ meant an executive’s wife looking the other way while her husband screwed his secretary and whatever other floozies he could talk into bed with him. But it’s the twenty-first century, Mr. Ramsey.” She paused, a wicked smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth. “I like it when my husband screws other women. Because I’m screwing them, too.”

I didn’t think it was possible for my boss to actually get redder. He did. “Listen, I didn’t—”

Yukiko didn’t give him a second. She turned to me, tears blooming in the corners of her eyes, her face filling with love and devotion.

“I’m not a victim,” she said. “Neither is Marcie, as little as you want to hear that.” She turned to me, the tears streaking down her cheeks. “I’ve been running from it for a really long time, Jack, but the truth is… I’m not straight. I know I’ve told you and Samantha and everyone else that all semester, but I’m really not! I’m… I’m bi as all hell! And I’m not going to deny it anymore because the thought of my parents finding out makes my skin crawl, or because I’ve got internalized bullshit keeping me from embracing who I am!” She stood next to me proudly, her bottom lip trembling. “I love Jack, and I love the women he’s chosen to surround himself with. They’re going to be my wives, too. Even Marcie. Especially Marcie!”

In the silence that followed, I pulled her close and put a hand on her lower back. “Kiki,” I murmured, kissing one of the tears off of her cheek. “Honey, I kind of already figured that out about you. But I’m glad you’re finally brave enough to say it.” I cleared my throat. “I love that I was lucky enough to be part of you figuring that out.”

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” she admitted, smiling through the tears. “Nobody forced me into anything, Mr. Ramsey. I’m here because I want to be. And so is your daughter.”

Daniel looked like he’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. He stared in astonishment at the woman wearing my ring, his jaw hanging open. Yukiko’s raw confession of her sexuality rang in his ears, raising no-doubt uncomfortable thoughts about the woman his daughter had grown into and what she might want out of life.

He rubbed his neck, processing. “Jesus,” he muttered, staring at Yukiko. “How can such a tiny woman be so fierce?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. “I picked a good one,” I told my boss, holding Yukiko a little tighter. “Sometimes I do know what I’m doing, Daniel.”

“Marcie told me…” Daniel broke off, looking out at the other side of the street. “Hell. She begged me not to do exactly what I just did. Swore she was madly in love with you, and that you were going to make everything alright.”

“The first part is true,” I told my boss. “And I’m working on the second.”

He sighed, long and heavy, like he was already thinking of how to spin this to the firm in a palatable way. “Alright, Jack,” he said, taking a step forward. “In that case, let’s talk about how you make this right.”

Right? I could make this alright?

“That thing you said about the secretaries,” Daniel said, pointedly not looking at Yukiko. “That makes a lot of sense. I guess what you’re proposing’s not all that different from the way things used to be. As long as you can keep it quiet, it doesn’t really matter what you do on the side.”

Yukiko spoke up. “I assure you, we can keep things discreet—”

Daniel cut her off like she wasn’t even there. “But here’s the deal, Jack. That’s my little girl. That’s my Marcie. And you have… really crossed a line where my daughter is concerned.”

His refusal to even acknowledge Yukiko was beginning to rattle me. More than that, it was giving me ideas about where this conversation might be going. Ideas I didn’t like one bit.

“I’m aware of that,” I told him. “I love Marcie, Daniel. I’m not gonna hurt her.”

“God damned right you’re not,” he grunted. “Because here’s what you’re going to do for me, Jack. You are going to make an honest woman out of my daughter.”

Shit. There it was. I’d been afraid of that.

“I’m not going to tell you to kick those little sorority girls to the curb, because what you and my Marcie agree to do in the privacy of your own home is your business. Besides, it’s not like either of you would listen to me if I did. But you are going to marry Marcie.”

Yukiko’s expression fell.

“And not in some weird new age thing where you all exchange tokens of affection or talk about binding your energy or whatever woo-woo shit, either. In a church, with a priest. Legally. She takes your name, Jack.” He sized me up the way I’d only seen him do to difficult clients on the other side of a boardroom. “You do that, and… well, I can’t rightly say I’ll forgive you for what you did. But it’d go a hell of a long way towards making amends.”

I glanced over at Yukiko. The coed’s eyes were watery, and this time it had nothing to do with her confession. She looked shattered.

“We…” Yukiko bit back a sob, just barely holding herself together. “We accept.”

What!?

I turned to her. “Sweetheart, you can’t be serious—”

“It’s what has to happen, Jack.” Yukiko shook her head, her shoulders shaking silently as she struggled to get the words out. “If it means that Mr. Ramsey will accept us, I’ll step back. Marcie can be Mrs. Avery. I can… I…”

It was as far as she got.

Yukiko buried her face in her hands and sobbed like I’d never seen before. She tried several times to get control of herself and keep speaking, but it was no use. Huge, shuddering sobs wracked her frame as she turned and buried her face against my chest.

For once, Yukiko’s pragmatism failed her. She might offer to compromise for the good of our harem, but that dream of white picket fences didn’t die easily. She wanted to be the public face, the wife who helped me run the company and build my empire, and losing that hurt her like she couldn’t believe.

Like I couldn’t believe.

Seeing her like that activated all of my protective instincts at once.

For a moment, Daniel looked remorseful. Then his expression hardened.

“That woman’s got a good head on her shoulders,” he said, nodding at Yukiko. “She knows what the smart move is, Jack. She’s crying now, but she’ll be alright. In the long run, this is what’s best for all of us—”

Yukiko managed to look up at me. “He’s… he’s right,” she sobbed. “Jack… I…”

Not a chance was I going to let Yukiko go through this.

I’d die before I let that happen.

“No.” I shook my head. “No, sweetheart. He’s not right.”

She blinked. Slowly, the tears stopped.

I met Daniel’s gaze. “You don’t get to decide which of my women takes my last name,” I said, hammering in each word like tacks through drywall. “That is between me and those women. Yukiko, Samantha and Marcie. And we’ve already decided who’s going to have their name on the piece of paper that says Mrs. Avery on it.”

I looked down at Yukiko, my heart swelling with pride. “Kiki deserves it. She’ll be a good wife, a great business partner, and the best mother a husband can ask for. She’s ready for this life in a way that Samantha and Marcie aren’t. Not that I don’t love them—because I do, every bit as much as I love her—but this is a decision that we’ve made, for our lives. I’m not changing that just to make you happy. Sorry.”

Yukiko’s eyes filled with amazement. “I love you so much, Jack.”

The smile that spread across my face felt like the sun emerging on a cloudy day. “I love you too, angel. I would never take that white picket fence away from you.”

“Or the gorgeous mixed-race kids,” she murmured, remembering the ultra-pragmatic speech she’d once made to plead her case for head wife. “Fuck. Thank you, Jack. For a second there, I was about to give my soul away.”

Daniel clearly didn’t see it that way. “You’re not understanding me, Jack. This isn’t a suggestion. There’s only one way forward for all of us, and it’s this.”

“The answer’s no,” I said. “Sorry you drove all the way out here for that, boss.”

Daniel’s face darkened, his fists clenching. “Make no mistake, I will not let Marcie be some man’s mistress. If you think I’m going to hand my company over to the ringleader of this circus show you call a relationship, then you’ve well and truly lost your mind!”

Yukiko’s hand squeezed mine, her eyes going wide and frightened. Both of us knew what Daniel was threatening.

“If you don’t marry Marcie,” he spat, “we’re done. I’ll instruct the board to fire you, and I won’t be shy about telling them the reasons why. By the time the news spreads around Boston, you’ll be a fucking laughingstock. Maybe you can take your little harem out west and shoot beer cans with them in the desert the way you used to do. I hear the Mormons are always looking for new recruits.”

Mormons weren’t actually polygamists anymore—plus I knew a few, and they were all wonderful people—but I doubted Daniel wanted to hear any of that.

“Fire me if you want,” I told him, almost amused by the idea. “But I’m not bending on this, Daniel. I wasted too much of my life to not spend the rest of it doing things my way. You of all people ought to know that.”

Daniel grimaced. “Stubborn bastard,” he grunted, unaware of the irony.

“Always have been,” I agreed. “It’s up to you, Uncle Daniel. You can have me take over and lead the company through the next few decades, or you can trust in whoever the board decides ought to have the job. Either way, I’m gonna do what I love.”

His cheeks colored. “You’ll compete against me? Really?

I couldn’t help but snort. “Damn right I will. You’re retiring at the end of the year, remember? Whatever pipsqueak you put in that chair who isn’t me, I doubt he’ll be able to keep from running the company into the ground. And if he or she does happen to be competent, well—I love a challenge.”

“And there’s something else you should ask yourself,” Yukiko said, turning to face my mentor. “I know what it’s like to have no relationship with my father. Is that what you want for Marcie, too?”

He gasped—actually gasped. “How dare you…!”

“It wouldn’t come from me,” Yukiko said, calm and pragmatic once more. “In fact, it’s in my best interest for there to be strong ties between Marcie and the rest of the Ramsey Clan. But fathers who demand their daughters stay in their towers instead of running off with the handsome prince rarely end up being the good guys in the fairy tale. They’re usually the villains, actually.” She smiled without a hint of humor. “Is it worth your pride to lose your relationship with your daughter, Mr. Ramsey?”

Daniel looked stunned. “You—”

“I’m not trying to threaten you,” Yukiko added. “I just know Marcie a heck of a lot better than you think I do. And if you’re going to demand she choose between what Jack and I have built and her father’s approval, well…”

She let that thought trail off. She didn’t need to say anything more.

Daniel looked unmoved. “You can’t take my daughter from me,” he snarled, turning away from the coed. “And you’d better do what I say if you want to save your job, Jack. You owe me! You’d be nothing if it weren’t for me!”

“If you really believe that, boss,” I said sadly, “then I don’t know that we have anything else to talk about.”

He stood there staring for a long moment, wavering like he might try and take a swing at me again. That wouldn’t have gone well for him—the shiner I was sporting left me mad as hell, and I wasn’t about to go down without a fight—but he eventually relented with a growl, slapping the hood of a nearby car in frustration instead.

“You’re both insane,” he said, waving his hands like Yukiko and I might dissipate like smoke before him. “Forget this!”

He started to turn when I called out. “Daniel! Wait.”

My boss stopped, a few steps away from where he’d been standing.

Most of me wanted to let him go, but I couldn’t dismiss the evidence of my eyes and ears that easily. “You’ve been drinking,” I said, not letting him deny it. “You’re in no position to go anywhere. Take this.”

I reached into my pocket and handed him my keycard. Not for the penthouse—the last thing I needed was for him to be there when Samantha or Maria showed up—but the smaller unit I’d originally moved into during my arrival in town.

Daniel stared at it. “You expect me to take your charity?”

Something about his words irritated me. “No, I expect you to have some common fucking sense!” I snapped, my words so angry they made him start. “Marcie doesn’t need her father getting into an accident tonight. Park your car and then go sleep this off. Yukiko and I will get a hotel or something; we won’t come back until morning.”

Truth was, we’d just go to the penthouse after. But telling my boss that would just complicate things.

Daniel stared at the keycard like he was seeing it for the first time. After a long moment, he nodded. “Alright,” he said. “Sure. I will.”

“Good.” I rubbed the bruise on my cheek—damn it, that really was going to show by the time we made it to dinner. “We’ll talk about this later.”

He took the keycard.

“No, we won’t,” Daniel said. “Only one of two things is going to happen, Jack. Either you’re going to tell me you’re marrying Marcie before you walk across that stage to get your diploma, or you’ll be handing in your letter of resignation right after.”

Yukiko and I shared a look. “Understood.”

He snorted. “Sure.”

With how volatile my boss was at the moment, I didn’t push it. I hustled Yukiko into the passenger seat of the McLaren as quickly as I could then climbed in myself, studiously avoiding my own reflection in the rear view mirror. I wasn’t ready to face that yet.

The moment Daniel got the car out of the way, I peeled out of the parking space and into the night. Yukiko and I were out of there.


Chapter Three

“We’re going to have to cancel,” Yukiko said morosely. “I’ll call my parents and let them know—”

“You’ll do no such thing,” I assured her. I winced as I touched the bruise on the side of my face, my reflection flinching in the rear view mirror. “We’re not missing this dinner, Kiki. I’m going to go. Even if I have to come up with some excuse for why I’ve got a shiner the size of a silver dollar under my eye.”

An unexpected smirk rose to my fiancee’s lips. “We could always tell them I beat you,” she said with a shrug.

I glanced over at her in surprise, then back at the road. “Would that make me more popular with your parents, or less?”

Yukiko actually thought about it. “With Mom, less,” she said, checking her lipstick as we drove. “She’s never respected submissive men, even when the alternative treats her like shit. With Dad, though, I have no idea. He might find you less of a threat if he thought his daughter was manhandling you.”

“My face might be wounded, but my pride isn’t,” I told Yukiko. “We’re not doing any song and dance like that. I wouldn’t dare stoop that low.”

We nearly had the highway to ourselves. The McLaren’s headlights illuminated a straight strip of asphalt leading off into the distance, with nothing but farmhouses and rolling fields in the distance. The restaurant where we planned to meet Mr. and Mrs. Tanaka (technically, their divorce hadn’t been finalized) was still about twenty-five minutes away according to the console GPS. Yukiko and I had that long to figure out how we planned to play this.

Yukiko flipped on one of the lights above the center console and examined me as I drove. “It doesn’t look as bad as I was worried it might,” she said, touching the side of my face gingerly. “Though it’s not going to be easy to explain. Jesus, he really did try to beat the snot out of you, didn’t he?”

“Emphasis on ‘try’,” I rumbled. The fact that I’d basically come to blows with my boss and mentor didn’t sit well with me in the slightest. “He got one good hit on me, I suppose.”

“You and him ever get in a fight like that before? Or was this the first?”

I almost told her no before I remembered. “Once,” I said, wincing at the thought. “Right after Lauren’s funeral. I was angry and out of control, and I needed Uncle Daniel to reel me back in.”

“With punches?”

“Something like that.” I shook my head with a chuckle. “It’s almost funny. Back then, I was the one who wanted to throw fists and Daniel was the voice of reason calming me down. Now it’s the other way around.” I glanced over at Yukiko, then back to the road. “I’m sorry about what he said, sweetheart.”

“I’ve heard worse,” Yukiko said flatly. “Some of it from my own family.”

“Demanding I marry Marcie like that was one thing,” I said. “I can understand his position, even if I disagree with it: that’s his little girl, and he wants the best for her. But calling you names, telling you to sit down while the adults are talking… that’s not the Daniel I recognize at all.”

Yukiko laced her fingers through mine. “Thank you for standing up for me,” she said, her voice quiet but firm. “If you’d let me, I would’ve agreed to stand aside. To… to abdicate as the queen of your harem so Marcie could take the position. And I think I would have regretted that for the rest of my life.”

“Hell, Marcie doesn’t want it,” I said. “She’d be mortified if she knew what her father demanded. You know she loves you, Yukiko.”

“I know.” I felt her weight against my shoulder as she pressed herself against me. “It doesn’t change anything, Jack. I just want you to know that.”

Hmm? “What doesn’t change anything?”

I glanced over to see Yukiko staring up at me with her dark eyes. “If he fires you,” she whispered, giving me a look that said everything would be alright no matter what happened. “I don’t care if you’re not going to be the CEO of Ramsey Engineering when you go back to Boston. I want to be with you, Jack. As long as we’re together, that’s all that matters.”

A lump formed in my throat. “That’s… that means a lot to me, Kiki.”

She chuckled. “Hopefully Daniel will come around for his own sake, though,” she said, resuming her position in the passenger seat. “That company’s toast without you at the helm, Jack. If you go into business against them you’ll have three-quarters of their clients poached within the first five years.”

If I hadn’t already thought that, knowing I’d have Yukiko at my back meant I had very little doubt on that score. “I don’t know. Starting a brand new company at my age? That sort of thing is usually a young man’s game. So much work…”

“Sure, we could go on a vacation first,” Yukiko drawled. “See Europe the way you and Samantha want to, maybe get started on that whole ‘raising a family’ thing.” Both of us smiled at the thought, knowing that Yukiko had already trashed her birth control in advance of our nuptials. “But I know you, Jack. Eventually, you’re going to want more. You’re the kind of guy who’ll never be satisfied without goals to achieve. Without something to conquer.” She gave my hand another squeeze. “And once you’ve got all of us locked down, the only thing left for you to go out and conquer will be the world.”

Shoot. She had me there.

“See?” I turned down the radio as the GPS warned me about the next turn. “This is exactly why you need to be Mrs. Avery. This is what Daniel can’t understand.”

“We’ll make him see,” Yukiko assured me. “Don’t worry, Jack.”

“I’m more worried about this dinner,” I said. “We’d better start coming up with a good story to explain this bruise…”

By the time we made it to the restaurant, Yukiko and I had a decent plan of attack queued up. The meeting place lay deep in the suburbs, tucked between an outlet mall and a plaza filled with upscale restaurants, bistros and one of those terrible ‘barcades’ that always made me think of Chuck-E-Cheese for drunk adults. You couldn’t miss it: the oversized NAGOYA sign glowed bright neon, bathing the puddles in the parking lot in shades of spilled gasoline.

Yukiko sat up straighter as we pulled into a space. “Oh my,” she whispered.

“What’s wrong?” I glanced around, looking for trouble. “Something off?”

“Nothing bad,” Yukiko said. “It’s just—my parents drove separately. Mom’s car’s over there, and Dad’s is parked over here near us.”

Huh. “Well, they are getting divorced,” I said. “It makes sense that they wouldn’t want to ride over together, given the circumstances.”

“Yeah, but propriety,” Yukiko said. “Appearances are important to them—to my Dad, especially. This means something, them doing this before the divorce is final.”

“Maybe it means your mother has finally had enough of your Dad’s BS,” I guessed, cutting the engine.

Yukiko looked hopeful. “Maybe. You ready?”

I gave myself one last glance in the rear view mirror. The mark near my eye looked a little duller than before, but it still stood out.

“About as ready as I’m gonna be,” I told her. “Let’s do this, princess.”

Yukiko started. “You haven’t called me that in a while,” she whispered.

The word had an immediate effect on her. Her eyelids fluttered as spots of color exploded on her cheeks, her thighs squeezing together so tightly you couldn’t have fit a playing card between them. An involuntary little moan left her lips as she turned to the side, her breath leaving a patch of fog on the passenger side window.

“Jack?” she asked.

Part of me thought she was going to ask to fool around right then and there. “Yes, sweetheart?”

She peered at me through her lashes. “I really like that,” she panted, the vein in the side of her neck pulsing beautifully as her head lolled backwards on her shoulders. “But if you call me that in front of my parents, I’m going to fucking melt. And then I might drag you into the bathroom and do something that’ll embarrass us both.”

I couldn’t help but snicker at that. “In that case, I’ll keep it in my back pocket,” I said, circling around and opening the door for her. “Don’t worry, I’ll behave… princess.”

Another shiver shot through her. “Thank you, sir,” she purred, sounding less like my practical, power couple fiancee than a submissive wearing a blindfold and handcuffs. “I’ll make sure to reward you for it later.”

Now I was going to have that on my mind the whole dinner.

Once inside, I could see how Nagoya managed to get its venerable Yelp rating. The place looked like a nerd’s fever dream of 1980’s Tokyo, from the neon signs and waitresses in kimonos to the sushi conveyor belt that ran like a model train around the bar in the center of the dining room. There was even a koi pond near the waiting area, surrounded by reeds and filled with lazy red fish.

“Nice place. All it needs is a karaoke stage,” I said, looking around.

Yukiko sized it up with a smirk. “I think they do that on Sundays,” she said, gesturing at the waitress’s stand with her chin. “I can check if you want?”

“Maybe some other time,” I said. I glanced around, looking for the Tanakas. “We can come back later if the food turns out to be good. Maybe have a relaxing dinner for a change…”

Once Yukiko told the waitress our name, she led us into the back. This section of the restaurant was less crowded and noisy than the public-facing part, and the clientele had a well-heeled look to match. A few of the tables had those big hibachi grills in front of them, but I didn’t see any cooks performing as they made dinner. Something about the lack of them made the place feel serious.

The Tanakas had a booth tucked away in a corner. Yui’s parents sat as far away from each other as was socially acceptable.

They looked… well, normal. Remarkably normal.

Though clearly rich as hell.

“Darling!” Yukiko’s mother slid from the booth at our approach and gave her daughter a hug. Her keen eyes flickered to me, taking in the bruise on my cheek—and then the scrapes on her daughter’s palms, along with the grass stain on her knee that she’d only mostly managed to scrub away during the drive. “What happened to you? Are you alright?”

Behind them both, Yukiko’s dad rose from the booth. “Daughter?”

I didn’t like the way he said it. I also didn’t like the way he looked at me: like I was the one responsible for whatever was wrong with Yukiko. I saw him take note of the bruise on the side of my face, his expression darkening. “What is the meaning of this—?”

“Forgive me, otousan,” Yukiko said, striking a curtsy so practiced it made me wonder where she’d gone to finishing school. “I was clumsy. I tripped down the steps when Jack came to pick me up. He stopped me from hitting the ground, but he injured himself in the process.” She looked at her mother, her voice immediately shifting to a less formal tone. “Also I snapped a heel. That’s why I’m in loafers. Sorry.”

Both of them looked at her in disbelief. I could tell they didn’t buy the story, but still—with me clearly the more injured party among the two, believing anything more nefarious had occurred would have been absurd. Obviously I hadn’t been the one to scrape her up.

“That’s…” Yukiko’s mother’s gaze traveled past her daughter, to me. “I’m glad you’re alright, dear heart. Please, have a seat.”

As Mrs. Tanaka guided her daughter to the booth, her soon-to-be ex-husband made his way over to me. “Mr. Avery, yes?” he said, extending a hand. “I am Ryuichi Tanaka, Yukiko’s father. We should have met long before now.”

“I agree with you on that,” I said, shaking his hand. “Shall we?”

Mr. Tanaka didn’t look like a man going through a messy divorce. Everything about him screamed put together, from his expensive suit to his tasteful combover to the Rolex peeking out from the boundary of his cuff. I remembered Maria Alvarez’s assertion that Rolexes were for assholes and smiled internally.

He had a broad, owl-like face, with a defined chin and eyes that made me think of Daniel’s at his most intense. Despite his age he had a decent amount of muscle, enough that I’d have felt less confident of my chances against him in a parking-lot scrap than my boss.

If Mr. Tanaka didn’t resemble his daughter very strongly, Mrs. Tanaka was practically Yukiko’s mirror image. With her dark hair, slender figure and well-defined curves she looked more like Kiki’s older sister than her mother. Only the slightest bit of wrinkles marred the corners of her eyes and her forehead—and you could only see them if you were really looking for them.

If that’s what Kiki’s going to look like in twenty-five years, then I’m one hell of a lucky man, I thought as I slid into the booth.

The booth was wide but cozy. Yukiko sat at my left, with her mother close enough to her that their hips touched—Mr. Tanaka, on the other hand, sat like he wanted a three-foot buffer zone between himself and the rest of his family. We looked less like a double date than a trio taking some middle-aged businessman out to dinner. From the way Mrs. Tanaka sized her soon-to-be ex up from the other side of the table, she meant for this impression to shame him.

I wasn’t sure he’d even noticed.

We managed the opening pleasantries okay, and the waitress showed up to take our drink orders. Sapporo for me, whiskey for Mr. Tanaka, red wine for Yukiko. When Mrs. Tanaka’s turn came up she said something in Japanese that I couldn’t catch; the waitress nodded in approval.

Mr. Tanaka leaned forward. “Trying to outdrink our daughter tonight, Yui? I thought your college days were behind you.”

Shit.

Yukiko’s mother gave her husband a look that could peel paint. “Tonight is a night for celebration, darling,” she said. I’d never heard the word darling sound so much like asshole before. “Don’t worry, I’ve secured transportation home. I would never shame our family.”

Mr. Tanaka grimaced. “That’s not what I meant,” he protested. Then he grinned. “Do what you want. Make a fool of yourself for all I care. It makes no difference to me—only to our daughter.”

Before the conversation could turn ugly, I spoke up. “This is a lovely restaurant,” I said, gesturing at the empty hibachi like it was actually something worth noting. “Is this your first time here, Mr. and Mrs. Tanaka?”

Mr. Tanaka smirked. “A diplomat,” he grunted, settling back in his seat. “Well, I suppose you would be, wouldn’t you? So you’re the reason my daughter has been ducking her family’s calls for the last six weeks?”

You’re far more responsible for that than I am, I thought. I smiled.

“Something like that,” I admitted, already hating how this was going. “I should have contacted you earlier, but there’s nothing I can do about that now.”

“Huh.” Mr. Tanaka looked at Yukiko. “He’s good at pretending to be humble, at least. So you want to marry my daughter, Mr. Avery?”

“I intend to, yes,” I said.

“And you didn’t ask my permission beforehand.”

I had an answer for that ready to go, but Yukiko turned out to be even cleverer than I was. “Under the circumstances, otousan, we decided it was better to be quick,” she said, her voice meeker than I could ever remember it being. “The sooner Jack proposed, the sooner the gossip about our family would stop.”

Who was this girl? I didn’t like how much Yukiko was yielding to her father—frankly, he didn’t deserve this kind of treatment. But I understood her desire to try and make things right with her Dad, even when he was being a bastard.

My hand gripped Yukiko’s under the table—her leg bounced up and down beneath it, betraying an anxiety she was trying desperately to keep off of her face. “By now you’ve seen the social media post she made, of course,” I said.

“The ring is beautiful,” Mrs. Tanaka said, taking her daughter’s other hand. “And your resume is most impressive, Mr. Avery. I took the liberty of doing a little research once I learned of your… romance with my daughter.”

Mr. Tanaka snorted at the word ‘romance’. “You’re what? Fifty?”

“Forty-one,” I corrected. “I’m aware of the age gap—”

“Old enough to be her father, in other words,” Ryuichi snorted. He turned to his estranged wife. “Men his age aren’t looking for romance, Yui. They want assets. Something cute to show off on their arm and give them a few heirs if they haven’t got some already.” He leaned in closer, heedless of the way both women across from him were shooting daggers with their eyes. “This your first marriage, Avery? Got any kids?”

The reminder of Lauren hurt. “No kids,” I said, the words tasting bitter. “I was married once before, Mr. Tanaka. My wife died.”

Mrs. Tanaka’s eyes widened. Apparently her research hadn’t picked that part up. She must have only stuck to my professional accomplishments.

“Goodness, how terrible for you,” she said, sounding honestly stricken. “When was that, Mr. Avery?”

“It’ll have been twenty years in a few months,” I said. “I was a young man then. I didn’t have a lot to offer a woman at the time. I do now.”

“It took Jack a very long time to get over her,” Yukiko whispered. “He’s only recently re-entered the dating world.”

Before Mr. Tanaka could make another mean comment, our drinks arrived. The waitress took our orders—no hibachi chef for us tonight, apparently—and sashayed off to the kitchen in her kimono. Mr. Tanaka leered at her the whole way, provoking a disgusted look from Yukiko’s mother.

“Well it sounds like you’ve been making up for lost time,” Mr. Tanaka grunted. He took a sip of his whiskey then set it down on the table with a frown. “It would be one thing if you came to me and asked for my daughter’s hand, Mr. Avery. I don’t hate the idea of my daughter marrying a rich, older man. Saves me the trouble of having to support her.”

I nearly shot out of my chair. I’d been warned about how abrasive Yukiko’s father could be, but this was beyond the pale. It made me wonder if he hadn’t had a few drinks before he came to meet us at the restaurant.

It upset Yui, too. “Husband,” she growled, barely audible. “Control yourself.”

Mr. Tanaka either didn’t hear or didn’t care. “But apparently one college girl isn’t enough for you,” he chortled, pointing a finger. “According to that letter we got, you’ve been building yourself a whole collection in Stillwell. Apparently you’ve even got some member of law enforcement in on it?”

I wasn’t about to let him defame Tasha. “That letter was written by a vindictive woman whose son assaulted a sorority girl on campus,” I explained. “It was an attempt to sow chaos in order to save her own reputation. It failed.”

“No doubt that’s true,” Mr. Tanaka said. “The woman sounded unhinged.”

I didn’t like that gleam in his eye one bit.

“So…” he continued. “You’re saying it’s false, then? That there are no other women in your life besides my daughter?”

I swallowed hard. Here we go, I thought. Not for the first time, I wished we could have kept all this under wraps. Revealing it piece by piece after we’d been married for a few years would have been easier for Kiki and me than ripping the band-aid off in a single go.

And yet it would’ve been dishonest, wouldn’t it?

“Mr. Tanaka,” I said, bracing myself. “Yukiko and I—”

“Oh, please.”

The interjection was so unexpected that all of us turned. Next to her daughter, Yukiko’s mother sat with her arms folded beneath her breasts, her lips peeled back over her teeth.

“You are the last person with the right to complain,” Mrs. Tanaka said, glaring at her husband. “Frankly, I’m surprised you didn’t try to bring… oh, what was her name? Betty? To dinner with you.”

“Bailey,” Mr. Tanaka corrected, right before he realized what a mistake he’d made in naming his paramour. His expression fell.

“Bailey,” Mrs. Tanaka whispered. “Precisely.”

He recovered smoothly. “This isn’t about that, Yui. This is about letting our daughter run off with a ponhiki who’s probably knocked up half the girls in that college!”

“What do you care? You’ve already stained this family! If our daughter learned this behavior from anyone, it was from you!”

Mr. Tanaka was out of his seat. “My daughter is not a pony to be stabled with a dozen other fillies—!”

“You would know more about horse trading than anyone—!”

I slapped the table with both hands. “Hey!”

Both of the Tanaka parents fell silent. They whirled on me as one, standing on either side of the table, their expressions furious. At each other, and at me for interrupting them.

“Stop it right now!” I growled, my voice just low enough not to carry. “Do the two of you not see what the hell you’re doing to your daughter!?”

Both of them looked. Although Yukiko sat very quietly in the booth next to me, her shoulders shook silently as she tried and failed to hold herself together. Tears streaked down her cheeks, and her gaze was fixed somewhere off in the distance.

Probably all the way back in time to when she had a happy family.

Yui’s expression softened. “He’s right,” she said, sliding back into the booth and draping an arm over her daughter’s shoulder. “None of this is your fault, Yuka-chan. You should have been raised better than this.”

Yukiko slid from her mother’s grasp. “I was,” she said, her voice quiet but fierce. That was the Kiki I knew. “And that’s why I’m not going to be like you.”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Tanaka looked stunned.

“Yes, Jack has other women,” Yukiko said, her voice crackling with emotion as her gaze traveled from parent to parent. “And so do I. They’re the same women.”

Mrs. Tanaka’s jaw dropped. Mr. Tanaka turned as red as a beet.

Then they shared a knowing look, a spark of dreadful recognition passing between them, and I realized something that made me gasp.

They already knew.

“You’ve spoken of this… this foolishness before,” Mr. Tanaka grunted. “We thought it was behind you.”

Mrs. Tanaka took a long sip of her cocktail. “We were wrong,” she said, giving her husband a look. Unlike Mr. Tanaka, there was no anger in her expression. “It was not a phase.”

“I know what you think this is,” Yukiko said, her voice picking up steam. “Mother, you think I’m frightened that Jack will cheat on me the way otousan did to you, so I’ll just give him permission and pretend I’m alright with it. And otousan, you think I’m afraid that I’m like you and I won’t be able to stay faithful to my spouse. That random strangers will keep me happy so that I don’t walk out on Jack the way you’re doing to Mom!”

Both of them looked amazed at the change in their quiet, submissive daughter.

“But neither of those things are true,” she said, looking over at me. “I love Jack, and he loves me. We’re going to get married, and we’re going to have a life together—and that life is going to include the other women we’ve chosen to share our life with. They’re not mistresses, and this isn’t infidelity.” She squeezed my hand, her nostrils flaring as she finished her speech. “I don’t expect you to understand it. Most of the time, I don’t understand it myself. But I do expect you to love me—and to respect the choice I’ve made.”

For a long moment, both of Yukiko’s parents were speechless.

Then Mr. Tanaka exploded.

“How do you expect us to accept this!?” he roared, still standing beside the table. “You’re marrying a man old enough to be your father! Who needs a calendar to keep track of all the women he’s cheating on you with! And… and your foolish urges have returned? Those perversions!?”

I’d heard just about enough. “They’re not perversions, Mr. Tanaka,” I said, rising from the booth. “They’re who your daughter is. For God’s sake, do you not see what a wonderful young woman you’ve raised?”

He jabbed a finger into my chest. “I don’t need parenting advice from a man who thinks jamming his prick into college girls is an accomplishment!”

Something inside of me snapped.

“You ought to get on your knees and thank your lucky stars that your daughter still wants to have a relationship with you,” I growled. I felt wild, like I was letting out a little bit of that anger I’d displayed at the Delta Rho house that very first night. “She’s the one pushing for reconciliation, pal. If it were up to me, I’d whisk her away and treat her like a princess for the rest of her life and let you pound sand!”

Yukiko started to move. “Jack, please…”

“Shhh.” Mrs. Tanaka held her daughter closer. “It’s alright, dear. Let the men have their pissing contest.” There was the faintest flicker of a smirk on her face. “I’m enjoying it.”

“You are a disgrace,” Mr. Tanaka snapped, his gesture taking in me and Yukiko both. “Yukiko’s cousins, aunts and uncles will never stop snickering about her! She will never live this down, and they will never accept this!”

“Oh, I’m betting they’ll come around,” I said, giving Yukiko’s father my most winning smirk. “Not all at once, and not quickly—but money and charm tend to have an effect on people. You might have the first, Mr. Tanaka, but you’re severely lacking in the second.”

He let out an incoherent snarl. “You bastard—!”

“And when the first two fail, you can pretty much always count on grandbabies,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at the woman I love. “Your daughter has told me it’s her dearest wish to have a large family. I plan on making that wish come true before the ink is dry on our marriage certificate.”

No amount of familial anger could smother the gleeful noise that left Yukiko’s mother when she heard that last part. Leave it to Grandma to be swayed by the prospect of babies, I thought. A glance confirmed she held Yukiko more tightly than before, and her expression was practically unreadable.

Mr. Tanaka, on the other hand, couldn’t have been more obvious. “You really think I’m going to let you take my daughter away from me?” he snapped.

“You walked away from her in the first place!” I should have been quieter, but I couldn’t help myself. “You were too busy getting Bailey to show you her downward dog to be there for your own goddamned family! Your daughter is going to build a dynasty when we get back to Boston, Mr. Tanaka. She’s smarter than most of the engineers I work with, braver than half the cops in this town and for some reason, she loves me enough to want to share this completely insane life with me. And yeah, she’s bisexual.” I met Mr. Tanaka’s eyes. “I don’t give a fuck! Neither should you!”

Yukiko’s father froze. In place of anger, an almost dangerous calm settled over the man. “This dinner was a mistake,” he said.

“Funny,” I snapped. “That might be the one thing both of us agree on.”

He pulled a hundred-dollar bill out of his jacket pocket and tossed it onto the table, letting it waft to the polished surface. “Consider that your wedding present,” he said derisively. “I’m leaving.”

Yukiko gave a start. “Otousan—”

It was no use. Mr. Tanaka stormed off, startling waitresses and patrons alike as he tore through the dining room.

Before any of us could stop him, he was gone.


Chapter Four

“God damn it,” I muttered, rubbing the back of my neck. “That went about as badly as it possibly could have gone…”

A few of Nagoya’s patrons stared at me, but most had already returned their attention to their meals. The commotion caused by Yukiko’s father evidently wasn’t all that uncommon here. Either that or these people had the same sense of decorum Yukiko and I showed when we first walked in here.

Decorum that I’d shed when Mr. Tanaka insulted her.

Damn it.

I really hadn’t meant to lose my temper.

“Listen,” I said, turning to Yukiko and her mother. “I’m really sorry. We’ll go now. I apologize for ruining your evening…”

I froze. Yukiko sat next to her mother in the booth, tears drying on her cheeks. She didn’t look anywhere near as sad as she’d been when her mother and father were fighting—in fact, she was starting to recover some of her color.

And her mother…

“Sit down,” Yui Tanaka said, a chuckle in her voice. “Please. And could you wave the waitress over when you get a chance?”

I blinked. “You want to continue after what I just did?”

Yukiko’s mother made a show of looking around. “I saw nothing that merits wasting a perfectly good dinner,” Mrs. Tanaka countered. “And I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone defend my daughter so fiercely.” A shadow passed over her face. “Not even me.”

Yukiko’s brows shot skyward. “Okaasan, don’t say that—”

“No honorifics, darling,” Yui said, shaking her head. “Not tonight. Your husband to be has shamed us all with his devotion. Sit across from me, Mr. Avery. We have much to discuss.”

A little bemused, I took my seat. A wave of my hand brought the waitress to our table; Mrs. Tanaka spoke another rapid-fire burst of Japanese that sent the kimonoed employee skittering for the bar. She looked pleased with herself.

“Those should be coming in a few moments,” Mrs. Tanaka said, leaning back in her seat. “Are you alright, dear heart? I should have known Ryuichi wouldn’t be able to make it through dinner without losing his temper.”

Yukiko looked almost as surprised as me to see this behavior coming from her mother. “I’m… I’m okay,” she said, shaking her head as she processed. “I didn’t realize things had gotten so bad between the two of you.”

Mrs. Tanaka shrugged. “We’re getting divorced,” she said, like that explained everything. “Three children, twenty-four years… no one knows how to hurt you like the people you know best.” A rueful smile flickered across her face for a moment before the waitress caught her attention. “Ah, here we are!”

Our server carried a tray with three shot glasses on it. Some unidentifiable liquid bubbled faintly within—it had the same neon sheen as most of the signs in this place. Mrs. Tanaka took one as the waitress set down the tray, then gestured for Yukiko and I to do the same.

The two of us shared an uneasy look. “What’s this?” I dared to ask.

“A toast,” Mrs. Tanaka said with a sly smile. “To new beginnings. For two generations of the Tanaka clan.”

I couldn’t exactly say no to that. Giving Yukiko a shrug, I clinked my glass against Mrs. Tanaka’s. A moment later, her daughter did the same.

The liquor hit the back of my tongue and exploded.

Good lord! I didn’t cough, but it was a very near thing. I’d tried some truly bizarre liquors back in college—absinthe had been all the rage back then—but I’d never sampled a brew like this before. Sweetness like a whole bag of Halloween candy erupted against my gums, filling my mouth with the taste of mint just before the alcohol hit me hard enough to singe the hair on my upper lip. Whatever this stuff was, it had a kick to it.

Yukiko didn’t stand a chance. She went bug-eyed as she swallowed, doubling over in the booth as a coughing fit wracked her slender frame. Mrs. Tanaka watched with a small smile, noting the way I rubbed the space between her daughter’s shoulder blades and held her against me. I sensed approval in her gaze.

The liquor had no effect on Yukiko’s mother. If she can party like that on the regular, then maybe Ryuichi had a point, I thought, remembering his jibe about Mrs. Tanaka outdrinking her daughter.

“Mrs. Tanaka,” I said once the proverbial smoke cleared. “You seem surprisingly alright with the way this night has turned out.”

Yukiko’s mother shrugged. “I’m not exactly sad to see Ryuichi storming off in a huff,” she said, setting the shot glass on the table. “He deserves to have his pride checked every now and then. Maybe if that happened to him a little more often, this catastrophe could have been avoided.”

I wasn’t so sure about that. But Mrs. Tanaka’s tone made me relax a bit. Or maybe it was just the alcohol—whatever had been in that shot was strong stuff.

Yukiko’s mother turned to me. “Mr. Avery. Would it be gauche to pretend that the three of us only just arrived at this restaurant?”

I grinned. “I’m willing to start from scratch if you are,” I said, meaning it.

Evidently, Mrs. Tanaka was. “Another round, then,” she said, signalling to the waitress.

I accepted, telling myself that this would be the last alcohol I’d consume that night. If Yukiko and her mom wanted to get a little wasted while they both trashed Mr. Tanaka, I’d let them—but I had to drive my ‘princess’ home later. Fortunately Yukiko’s mother seemed to understand this. Once we’d all raised another toast, Mrs. Tanaka ordered a couple of appetizers for the table and let us make our dinner selections.

“Yukiko told me you’re a therapist, Mrs. Tanaka?” I asked once we had the table to ourselves again.

“Oh please, there’s no need to be so formal,” she countered. “Yui is fine. Honestly, I’m tempted to tell you to call me Mom, but perhaps we’re still a little early for that.”

I flashed a smile. “That would be strange, since you’re so much younger than me,” I joked.

Yui’s eyes lit up. “Flatterer!” she said, sounding pleased.

“Guilty as charged. And I’d be honored if you’d call me Jack.”

Yui settled back in her seat. “I’m a psychologist, yes,” she said, looking me up and down. “Are you in therapy, Jack?”

With anyone else, that would have been almost rudely blunt. From Yukiko’s mother, I sensed it was just par for the course.

“I probably should have been, back when my first wife passed,” I said, rubbing the bridge of my nose. “Therapy wasn’t as much of a thing back then, I’m afraid. For men, in particular.”

“A large number of my clients are male,” Yui explained, nodding along. “You’re right—many of them have been emotionally neglected by the ones they care about. Often by themselves as well.”

Spots of color showed on Yukiko’s cheeks. Whatever was in those shots had hit her a lot harder than it had me; I hoped the appetizers would arrive soon so she could get some food in her.

“Mom’s a Svengali,” my fiancee whispered like a confession. “But, like, if he used his powers for good.”

I frowned. The reference went over my head. “A what?”

“My daughter means I’m a hypnotist,” Yui said, her eyes narrowing in Yukiko’s direction. “I use deep relaxation techniques to aid my clients in making breakthroughs. It helps with stress, addictions, phobias, that sort of thing.”

Impressive. “I didn’t realize hypnosis was real.”

Yui chuckled. “Well, it’s certainly not like in the movies. No pocket watches, no mantras, no spirals. It’s really more like a form of guided meditation. But you’d be surprised at what guided meditation can do for a person who’s truly receptive to it.” She took a sip of her drink, giving me a mysterious look. “And of course, I can make people fall in love with me.”

I nearly choked. “Excuse me?”

Yui started to laugh. “I’m kidding! You should see the look on your face!”

We all laughed that one off. But as I glanced from Yukiko to the mother who looked so much like her, something told me Mrs. Tanaka likely didn’t need any hypnosis to make her male clients fall for her. Even at her age.

“If you’re really curious, you could always book a session,” Yui said, taking a sip of her drink. “I would love a chance to pick the brain of the man my daughter’s chosen as worthy to marry her.”

Yukiko started. “Mom!” She turned to me. “She always does this. I’ve never made a friend who Mom didn’t see as a potential client.”

“Thank you for the offer, but I think I’ll be alright,” I told Yui. No doubt she was right, and real hypnosis had nothing to do with any of those cheesy superhero movies or comic books I’d read as a kid. After all, if Yukiko’s mother was some kind of mesmerist, wouldn’t she have used her powers to keep Mr. Tanaka from leaving?

Unless him leaving is exactly what she wants, a dark little part of my mind whispered.

I shook my head, clearing it. That sounded a little too tinfoil hat for me.

Just then, the food arrived. Conversation took a brief hiatus as we chased our drinks with calories—Yukiko looked relieved to have something to soak up the booze, while her mother picked over the tempura and the crispy wings like a bird. Both of them looked more relaxed without Mr. Tanaka in attendance, which was both a relief and a little sad.

I wondered if the man even realized what he was losing.

“So,” Yukiko’s mother said once she’d judged I was ready to continue. “We might as well tackle the elephant in the room before the entrees arrive.”

I’d prepared myself for this. “What’s that?” I asked, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

Her look told me I ought to already know. “You want to marry my daughter,” she said, giving Yukiko a look. “Yet she would not be the only woman in your household, would she?”

We hadn’t talked about that much when Yukiko’s father was here. The sheer fact of me marrying her, along with the shock of their daughter’s open bisexuality, had been enough for him to storm off in an apoplectic rage.

“I love your daughter,” I told Yukiko’s mother. “I promise you she will never want for anything, Mrs. Tanaka. I’ll protect her, nurture her—give her the space she needs to start a family and fix the mess we’ve made with the rest of the Tanaka clan—”

Yui waved her hand at that. “I can handle them,” she said. “What I’m concerned about, Jack, is whether I can handle you.”

I blinked. “Me?”

“Yukiko is my eldest daughter,” Yui said, infusing each word with meaning. “Yes, we’ve held her to a high standard. We’ve been strict. That is because she deserves the very best. Not just with her education, or her marriage. Her life.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more,” I said.

Yui regarded me over the rim of her glass. “You really won’t remove these other women from your life?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

Yukiko stiffened beside me. “I don’t want him to!” she protested.

“Hush, dear heart.” She put a hand on Yukiko’s knee and looked me in the eye. “I am not my husband. I’m aware that my daughter is different from most women. She’s always been more curious than her siblings and her peers, in many ways.” She gave her daughter an affectionate look, as if remembering pinning report cards to the refrigerator when Kiki was back in elementary school. “In her academic life, this caused her to be an exceptionally bright student. In her personal life, it has caused chaos.”

Yukiko blushed. “Chaos for Dad, maybe,” she muttered, clearly uncomfortable. “Jesus, do we really need to talk about this…?”

“Mrs. Tanaka,” I cut in, emphasizing the formality of my tone, “your daughter is maybe the least chaotic person I’ve ever met. Nothing gets past her. She has a plan for everything. The business, our family… it’s all down to the tiniest detail. I couldn’t be more proud of her.”

“That pleases me,” she said. “Dear heart, I know that right now all of this seems like great fun. But once you are married to this man, these other women… they will be nothing but a liability for you. They will take Jack’s attention away from where it belongs: on you and his family—”

Yukiko slid out of her mother’s grip, a hurt look on her face. “They are my family,” she said. “Don’t you get that?”

Yui’s lips formed a tight little line. “Yukiko. I am not angry with you. College is the time for a young woman to engage in experiments like these. But now that you are entering the real world, hand in hand with your husband, you must become his world—”

Yukiko slapped the table so hard people across the restaurant jumped.

“You don’t get it,” she snapped, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “You’re no different than Dad! Oh sure, you say you accept me for who I am. You’ll probably put a rainbow bumper sticker on your fucking car next week and brag to the rest of the family about how tolerant you are! But you can’t handle the fact that I want this! That Jack isn’t pressuring me into living this way!”

Yui’s voice turned chiding. “Daughter, these women—”

“They have names,” Yukiko said. “Samantha Lowry. Marcella Ramsey. Sam is the president of the Delta Rho sorority, and Marcie—”

“I don’t want to hear their life stories!” Yui was aghast. “Calm yourself!”

Yukiko shook her head. “This is who I am. Jack didn’t push me into it. He just gave me the space to figure out what it is that I really want. I love them, Mom. Not as much as Jack, but only because I don’t think there’s a single thing in the universe I love more than Jackson Avery. But my husband-to-be is not the only person at this table who is excited to have those women walk down the aisle with him. With us. And you’re going to have to accept that.”

Yui stared at her daughter for a long moment. The waitress entered my field of view, carrying a tray of food and a worried expression, and I silently signaled for her to stay back for a minute until this was done. No interruptions.

“You… I…” For what I figured was probably the first time in a while, Mrs. Tanaka was stunned speechless. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you speak like this before, dear heart.”

Yukiko blinked away tears. “What?”

Something like a smile rose to Mrs. Tanaka’s lips. “The way you’re defending yourself. The daughter I sent to Stillwell University would never have dared to speak to her parents so.”

“I’m not sorry,” Yukiko said.

“It was not an insult.” Yui’s smile widened. “You sound like a lioness.”

“I sound like you,” Yukiko said, wiping her eyes. “And I’m defending my life choices because they’re mine. I made them. Not Jack, or Dad, or the family. Me.”

Slowly, Yukiko’s mother began to nod.

“Tell me about these other two women,” she said.

Yukiko’s eyes widened. “I thought you said—”

“I know what I said.” Mrs. Tanaka motioned for the waitress to approach with the food. I hadn’t realized she’d noticed. “I changed my mind. I want to hear all about them. And I want to hear it from you.”

Yukiko and I shared a look.

“Your future husband will eat,” Yui said, smirking. “He’s too skinny anyway. He needs to put some meat on those bones.”

I glanced down at myself. Clearly she saw something I didn’t. I wouldn’t have quite agreed with Maria Alvarez’s assertion that I was jacked, but I definitely didn’t look malnourished.

As the waitress set down our plates, Yukiko sized her mother up. “You won’t turn them away from this either,” she insisted. “If you’re just trying to get information, you should know Samantha and Marcie are committed…”

Yui looked almost stricken. “There is no shame at this table tonight, daughter,” she said gently. “Just the truth. Nothing you say will be used against you. You have my word.”

Yukiko swallowed hard. “Alright. Well, I told you Samantha’s the leader of Delta Rho. I knew her before all this, but we weren’t exactly friends—more like colleagues. Then Jack showed up at the sorority house one night, looking for Marcie, and everything changed…”

What happened next both surprised me and raised my admiration for Yukiko’s mother in a big way. In between bites of tonkatsu and wagyu steak, Yukiko told her mother all about Samantha and Marcie. She obviously omitted the parts about our sex life, but her admiration for the other two women who shared our bed and our hearts couldn’t help but shine through anyway. She gushed about Marcie’s strength in standing up to Elizabeth Baines, about Samantha’s fierceness in helping me take down Trevor and navigating the situation with the ethics board. She even told her mother about some of the dates we’d all been on—though she omitted the secret hot springs watched over by the Delta Rho coeds. I supposed something like that wasn’t to be shared with outsiders, even mothers.

Through it all, Yukiko’s mother was nothing but a perfect listener. She asked follow-up questions that got Kiki realizing things about her attraction to Samantha and Marcie she hadn’t even thought of; she smiled when it was right and laughed at jokes and hugged her daughter when she seemed like she might cry. I understood now what made Mrs. Tanaka such a fantastic therapist—honestly, seeing her like that almost made me reconsider a session.

Almost.

By the time my steak was down to the bone, mother and daughter were clicking in a way I figured they hadn’t in about fifteen years. Yui cackled as Yukiko retold Tasha’s story about pulling Elizabeth Baines over and watching her cold cock an officer of the law; a few minutes ago, they’d been sobbing together about Ryuichi, Yukiko promising to support her mother no matter what.

Yui leaned back in her seat, an amazed look on her face. “You really are not the girl we sent to Stillwell,” she said, sounding grateful for it. “You love those girls the way you love him. I can hear it in your voice when you talk about them.”

Yukiko’s lips formed a tight line. “I do, Mom. Are you…?”

“I’m still adjusting to all of this,” she said, waving away the question. Yet the smile on her face told me she’d done quite a bit of adjusting over the course of this dinner. “But I love you, dear heart. That’s never going to change.”

Yukiko hesitated. Then she slid across the booth and pulled her mother into a hug.

Mrs. Tanaka stiffened, surprised—then leaned into her daughter’s touch. Pride filled my chest as the two of them held each other. It wasn’t a perfect burial of the hatchet, and I sensed we’d still have friction even after the wedding. But I think both Yukiko and her mother healed a bit over the course of the evening.

“I love you, Mom,” Yukiko whispered.

“I love you too, sweetness,” Yui said. “Don’t worry about your father. I’ll handle him. And as for the rest of the family…”

Mrs. Tanaka looked over at me with a sly smile.

“Your fiance is right,” she admitted with a chuckle. “Have a grandchild or two and they’ll all come running, no matter how ‘shameful’ they find your decisions. Even Ryuichi will swallow his pride.”

“I can’t imagine that,” Yukiko said.

“I can. Sooner or later he’ll realize he gets to choose—whether to be the proud papa bringing his grandchildren Christmas presents, or the empty chair at Thanksgiving dinner.” She sniffed. “And even he is not that big of a fool.”

Yui tried to take the bill when the check came, but I refused to let her. “I’m covering this,” I said, handing her the hundred dollar bill her husband had tossed on the table. “I’d like you to give this back to Mr. Tanaka the next time you see him, as well.”

Yui snorted at that, but she took the money. As we made to leave, she slowed down, letting Yukiko and I walk a bit ahead of her. At first I took her admiring gaze as thoughts of grandkids and white picket fences for both of us—then I noticed the way her eyes lingered on me.

“Well, at least you found a handsome one,” Mrs. Tanaka said once we were outside on the sidewalk. She watched me out of the corner of her eye. “You wouldn’t happen to have a brother, would you, Jack? A cousin around your age?”

The implication couldn’t have been clearer. Somehow I managed to laugh.

“I’m afraid not,” I told her. “Two sisters. Both of them live on the other side of the country. Daniel Ramsey’s the closest thing I’ve got to a family out here.”

“Pity.” Yui reached into a pocket and came back with a slender rectangle—a business card, with her info inked on it. “Take this, Jack. If you have any trouble with Ryuichi—if god forbid he does something stupid—give me a call.” She paused. “Or if you change your mind about that counseling session.”

I doubted very seriously I’d do that. “I’ll think about it,” I said.

Yukiko gave her mother a final hug next to her car. Once her Lexus pulled out of the parking lot, I opened the door for Kiki and got into the driver’s side of the McLaren.

“Well,” Yukiko said. “That was more and less of a disaster than I expected.”

“I’ll say.” I couldn’t help but smile. “Your mother terrifies me. Of the two, I’m glad she’s the one who’s on our side.”

Yukiko laughed. “She can be a lot. And I’m pretty sure her support is conditional on those grandbabies.” She looked out the window, thinking. “But Mom is on our side. That’s huge. I’m… I’m relieved, Jack.”

“Me too,” I said.

Yukiko turned back to me. A knowing look flashed in her eyes.

“She likes you,” she said, her voice telling me she wasn’t entirely comfortable with that. “You remember that conversation we had after you hooked up with Marcie? In the kitchen?”

How could I forget? “You told me that if I’d had some bar floozy in the front seat of my sports car instead of Marcie, the two of us would have had words.”

“Some women are off-limits,” Yukiko said with a nod. “And Jack?”

“Yes?”

My gorgeous fiancee crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “My mother is one hundred percent at the top of that list. The very top.”

“Kiki,” I said. “I would never…”

“I know, and I’m certain she’d never try.” Yukiko paused. “Ninety-nine percent certain, in any case. But that is one person who will never have bedroom privileges, Jack. Don’t even think about it.”

I tossed my MILF fantasy into the mental paper shredder. “You have nothing to worry about,” I assured her, meaning it. “I would never do anything to hurt you, Kiki. I promise.”

Yukiko relaxed. “Good.”

She took my hand as I went to start the engine.

“Jack…” A flush rose to Yukiko’s cheeks as she beamed up at me. “Thank you for standing up for me tonight. And for seeing me when my parents couldn’t.”

Or wouldn’t, I thought. “You’re mine,” I told her. “That means I protect you.” I chuckled. “Besides, you did a pretty damned good job of standing up for yourself.”

Yukiko nibbled her bottom lip. “We still have to sneak past your boss when we get home,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief at the prospect.

Jesus. I’d almost forgotten. “Like a couple of teenagers coming home after curfew,” I said. “Thank God the condo’s on a different floor than the penthouse.”

As I pulled to the edge of the parking lot, Yukiko took hold of my wrist.

“Hey, Jack?”

There was something I liked a lot in her tone. “Yes, Princess?”

She giggled at the word. “All that stuff about me having kids as soon as possible…”

I gasped. She’d just taken my hand and slid it between her legs.

“How about tonight we make sure I’m knocked up before you walk me down the aisle?”

God damn. “I think I can do that, Princess.”

Yukiko grinned fiercely. “Good. Take me home, Jack. I need to finish this date night with you flooding my womb.”

I floored it.

We sped off into the night, Yukiko’s laughter trailing into the dark.


Chapter Five

By the time we made it back to my building, it was very late indeed.

Few spots remained as I pulled the McLaren into the back of the parking lot. A surge of relief filled me when I noticed Daniel’s car still sitting where he’d parked it after our confrontation. He hadn’t tried to drive drunk; hopefully he was sleeping off his bender in my old apartment, dead to the world.

“Shhh,” Yukiko whispered, taking my hand as we crossed the lobby. “Remember, everyone’s probably asleep. We don’t want to risk waking anybody.”

“You don’t want to wake up any of the other girls?” I asked.

Yukiko turned, a hand in mine and a swing in her step. “Maybe I’m feeling a little jealous after watching my mother spend half our dinner flirting with you,” she confessed, her eyes wild with passion. She pressed herself against me, going up on tiptoe and putting her lips to my ear. “Maybe I feel like I need to reassert my dominance. You’re mine, Jack. Not hers.”

As we waited for the elevator to descend, I grabbed Yukiko’s ass with both hands and held her against me. “You’re goddamned right,” I growled. “You’re my princess, Kiki. And tonight your prince charming’s going to fill you until you’re dripping.”

Yukiko groaned and slid my hand between her thighs. “Shoot it all right here,” she growled, grinding my fingers against the fabric of her panties. “Bury it deep, Jack. Put a baby in me tonight, please?”

My swimmers from the other night had probably already done the job, but it couldn’t hurt to make sure.

“I won’t stop,” I growled, nibbling her neck. “You make me act like a fucking teenager, Kiki. I can’t think with anything but my dick when you talk to me that way.”

The elevator dinged behind us. “Good,” Yukiko said.

If there’d been any fear of Daniel interrupting us, it faded when we reached the top floor. He wasn’t waiting for us—probably he’d swallowed the story that Kiki and I were going to stay at a hotel tonight. I doubt he knew I was renting the penthouse suite on my own dime.

My keycard unlocked the door. The interior of the penthouse was dark; I stood at the threshold for a few moments, Yukiko in my arms, letting my eyes adjust to the gloom.

“Looks like the party ended up at our place,” I whispered.

Even in the darkness, I could see the silhouettes of bottles on the kitchen counter. It looked like Samantha had opened up the liquor cabinet, and the suspiciously pizza-shaped boxes on the dining room table made me think they’d ordered some late-night snacks, too. Must have been a fun time—I felt slightly sorry to have missed it.

That’s alright, I told myself. They passed out too early—now they’re gonna miss this.

I led Yukiko through the living room by the elbow. Over on the couch, a dark shape stirred beneath a blanket before rolling over and snoozing once more. That was Marcie, I thought, though I couldn’t be sure. And why wouldn’t she just crash in the bed?

Yukiko stiffened at the motion, then peered up at me with a naughty grin. “I feel like I’m trying to sneak in a boy under my parents' nose,” she whispered, her voice so quiet she practically mouthed the words.

My hand slid down to her ass. “Not a boy,” I whispered back. “A man.”

The figure on the couch settled down, snoozing gently. I scanned the room for any signs of other people crashed out on the floor and found none. Doubtless Samantha was passed out in the bedroom, along with anyone else who’d slept over. Maria, maybe, or Tasha.

We wouldn’t disturb their slumber. Yet.

I guided Yukiko past the kitchen, keeping my gaze away from the bedroom. That wasn’t an option yet. Once I judged we were far enough away from the mystery sleeper not to wake them, I gave her lower back a nudge.

“Balcony?” I mouthed, gesturing with my chin towards the sliding glass door. We’d been out there recently, and I knew Yukiko liked having that gorgeous view of the city while I slid into her from behind.

But evidently, my soon-to-be wife had a different idea. She shook her head.

I cocked an eyebrow. Hmm?

Smiling in the darkness, Yukiko took my hand.

At first I thought she intended to lead me into the master bedroom. We left the living room behind and entered the hallway, Yukiko moving as quietly as a cat burglar as her fingers laced through mine. Instead, we kept walking, all the way to the end of the hall.

“In here,” Yukiko whispered, shoving me inside with a giggle.

My feet moved from carpet to tiled floor. This room was one I hadn’t had much opportunity to visit since moving in—the space’s second bathroom, intended for guests and therefore smaller than the master. I couldn’t fully make out the contours of the furnishings with the lights out, but I could tell just from the way Yukiko’s chuckles echoed that this room was a lot tinier than the one where she, Samantha and Maria Alvarez had our four-way.

Yukiko carefully slid the door almost all the way closed behind us. That sliver of hallway was the only thing that kept the room from being absolutely pitch black—even so, I could barely make out the coed’s smile as she turned to me.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” Kiki murmured, her fingers tugging at the buttons of my shirt. “Nobody knows we’re in here—they’re all snoozing. I’ve got you all to myself…”

She went up on tiptoe and kissed me. My hands went back to her ass, squeezing it like I owned it, her mouth opening against me like an extremely horny flower.

As soon as she broke the kiss, Yukiko slid to her knees.

I could see her framed in the sliver of starlight from the living room, still dressed in her fanciest outfit from dinner. Her hair was already up, so no need to pull her raven locks into a ponytail—the chopsticks in her updo did all the work. She grabbed my belt and unlatched it, the sound echoing against the tile as it mixed with her feral groan.

“Princess,” I murmured, keeping my voice down. “What are you doing—?”

Yukiko tugged the waistband of my boxers under my balls. “Getting you ready,” she whispered, the words hot against the bottom of my shaft. “I need to taste you a little bit, sir. You don’t mind if I use my mouth on you for a bit before I give you my pussy, do you?”

Fuck. That was so hot.

In response, I ran my fingers through her hair and grabbed a handful. “Take it all,” I grunted, guiding her mouth to me.

Just before her lips opened, Kiki pulled back. “Remember,” she giggled, pressing a finger against my balls, “these don’t unload until you’re deep inside me. You hold that cum back until you’re fucking me, Jack. I want it all—not a drop wasted.”

I nodded, trusting Yukiko could see the motion in the near darkness. “Now be a good girl and give me the back of your throat, princess.”

Yukiko shuddered with bliss. “Yes, sir,” she murmured, kissing the underside of my cock. “Fuck, I love it so much…”

I loved it, too. When Yukiko’s warm, wet mouth opened and took me deep, I forgot about the rest of the world. The troubles I had hanging over my head, the stresses keeping me from claiming my throne and giving my harem the happily ever after they deserved—all gone, just like that. I was in heaven.

Kiki’s head bobbed back and forth, her lips gripping me tight. Faint slurping sounds filled the bathroom as she did as I commanded, relaxing her throat and taking me all the way down to the base. I swelled bigger and thicker against the back of her throat, the pleasure so strong that I almost broke my promise right then and there.

We backed up a step, then another, and then I was leaning against the sink. Both hands rested on the back of Yukiko’s head, guiding her mouth up and down the length of my dick like I was controlling the world’s most luxurious sex toy. Kiki let herself be led, swallowing me like a good girl as she gave me sloppy head.

As I looked down, a part of me was tempted to imagine Mrs. Tanaka kneeling before me in the darkness. But I loved Yukiko too much to think of anyone but her.

Finally, Kiki decided I’d had enough. She pulled off of me slowly, running her tongue along that special sensitive spot on the underside of my crown. Even in the dark, I knew she had tons of my pre-cum on her tongue—and she savored every drop.

“I think you’re more than hard enough, tiger,” Yukiko whispered. “What’ll it be? Bend me over this counter and fuck me, or take me into the shower—”

The bathroom door opened.

Both of us froze. Yukiko’s nails dug into my thighs so deeply they nearly drew blood.

The narrow line of light became a wedge, reaching nearly all the way across the room. Kiki and I still stood in darkness, but if the person stepping into the bathroom flipped on the light, they’d see Yukiko kneeling in front of me with her makeup smeared and her lipstick all over my cock.

Please be Samantha, I thought, panic coursing through my veins. Or Marcie. Shit…

The figure fumbled around in the darkness. It took a second for me to realize what they were doing—like me, they had no idea where the light switch was. Not Marcie or Sam, then.

This wasn’t good.

After a few seconds of running their fingers across the wall, they muttered a word in a language I didn’t recognize and abandoned their search. Kiki and I watched their silhouette cross the room, headed for the toilet with halting, likely hungover steps.

As they came closer, Yukiko shifted against me, her fingers trying desperately to shove my length back into my boxers. It wasn’t working—I was too hard, and she couldn’t see well enough to get my pants buttoned. Even if she had, the sound of my belt would have clued in our intruder to the presence of other people in the room.

The figure reached the toilet and turned. Even in the near-total darkness, I knew her silhouette well enough to recognize her. It was just about the last person I’d expect to sleep over.

Lakshmi.


Chapter Six

What in the hell was she doing here?

Lakshmi should have been back at the Delta Rho house with the rest of the pledges about to graduate. The whole sorority party had been arranged on their behalf. There would have been no reason for her to follow Samantha or Marcie home.

Yukiko shifted at my knees. Maybe if the two of us didn’t move, Lakshmi wouldn’t see us. She could do her business, slip back to the couch, and be peacefully sleeping again in no time.

I glanced over my shoulder at the sink. Except if she goes to wash her hands…

The toilet seat made a sound as Lakshmi lifted the lid. Yukiko gave a start.

And the coed’s silhouette froze.

“Hello?” Lakshmi’s voice was slow and sleepy, her accent more pronounced than usual. “Is someone there…?”

She was about to come and check. Yukiko shot to her feet, turning around and using her body to hide the fact that my pants were unbuttoned. Her ass pressed against my still-hard cock, nearly making me moan.

“It’s me, Laks,” Yukiko whispered. “Kiki.”

The poor girl nearly shot to the ceiling. “Good Lord!”

Yukiko forced out a chuckle. “Sorry to scare you, Laks. I just got home—I was trying not to wake anybody up. Guess I wasn’t as quiet as I thought.”

Lakshmi put a hand to her chest. “You nearly scared me to death,” she said, rising from the toilet and closing the lid. “Why wouldn’t you warn me you were in here? And why are the lights off—?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that!” Yukiko said. Lakshmi’s hand had begun questing for the light switch once more. “Why don’t you go crash in the bedroom, Laks? You can use the bathroom in there, and I’ll take the couch.”

One of Lakshmi’s hands rose. I braced myself for the lights to come on, but the coed was just rubbing the back of her neck. “Samantha and Marcie are in there,” she said, a little ruefully. “I didn’t want to disturb them. They’re hoping that when Jack gets home…”

Whatever Samantha and Marcie had been planning to surprise me with when I got back, we’d obviously been too late to see it. Everyone else had fallen asleep.

Except for Lakshmi. Who’d just realized something.

Yukiko stiffened.

“Where is Jack?” Lakshmi’s voice was almost accusatory. “Did you come home alone?”

No sense in hiding it now, I supposed. We were busted.

“He’s right here,” Yukiko said, trying to sound casual. “We just got back from dinner with my parents. I’m having a bit of a wardrobe malfunction. I needed Jack to help me with my zipper.”

It was a lame excuse, and she knew it. More than that, Lakshmi knew it.

“Oh,” the coed whispered. “Oh.”

“Go get in the bed,” I told Lakshmi as gently as possible. “You shouldn’t have to sleep on the couch. That thing’s plenty huge—you probably won’t even notice Sam and Marcie.”

“And the master bathroom is much nicer than this one,” Yukiko added brightly.

Lakshmi hesitated. I couldn’t see the way she blushed in the darkness, but I sensed that if the lights were on, it would be spectacular.

“Yeah, okay,” Lakshmi said, her shoulders rising and falling in the darkness.

Still, she hesitated. Was she squinting, trying to see us better? Surely, she knew what the two of us had been doing—or just about to do—when she interrupted us. Why stay?

I saw her sway in the doorway, one hand on the frame.

“Marcie and Samantha both have rings,” the coed said, her voice slightly slurred. “They said you do, too, Kiki. Is it really true that the four of you are getting married? That you’re all going to share Mr. Avery?”

Mr. Avery, I thought. There was something strange about the way she said that.

Yukiko’s hand slid behind her ass, her fingers wrapping around the base of my shaft. For just a second, a thought that felt almost impossible flickered through my mind.

“Sweetheart, you’re drunk,” Yukiko said. “We’ll talk about it in the morning, okay?”

Slowly, Lakshmi nodded. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice tight. “Sure…”

The moment lengthened. Lakshmi still didn’t move.

“Can you close the door on your way out?” Yukiko asked.

The words broke whatever spell was on the coed. Lakshmi gave a little start, as if realizing for the first time where she was and what she was doing, and before either of us could say another word she was gone. The door clicked behind her, followed by her rapid footsteps down the hall in the direction of the master bedroom.

Yukiko and I both waited, the only sound in the room that of our heartbeats. Ten seconds elapsed, then twenty. If the rest of the house was going to wake up, they’d do it now.

Nothing happened.

When it became clear Lakshmi had gone back to bed, both of us began to laugh.

“Jesus, that was close,” I said, wrapping an arm around Yukiko’s waist. “That girl almost caught us in a very delicate situation.”

“Almost?” Yukiko turned around, her fingers still gently stroking me. “I think she did.”

“I don’t know what the hell she’s doing here,” I muttered, glancing over at the closed door. “Why would Samantha and Marcie bring her back to the penthouse with them? It’s almost like they wanted her to catch us or something…”

“Lakshmi said something about them wanting to surprise you,” Yukiko said thoughtfully. “She was probably the early warning system for us coming home. She gets up, greets us, gives the two of them time to get on whatever little outfits they planned to welcome you in and get each other warmed up.”

Now there was a thought. “You mean they were going to rock the bedroom with Lakshmi a stone’s throw away? Wouldn’t the poor girl hear everything?”

The corner of Yukiko’s mouth curled in the darkness. “You make it sound like she doesn’t want to hear,” she murmured, pressing herself against me. “Did you see the way she was hesitating, Jack? That girl was looking for an excuse to stay in this bathroom.”

I shook my head. “That’s crazy—”

Yukiko stroked me harder. “Why else would she insist on coming home with two girls who are planning on marrying you? If she hadn’t been drunk and half-asleep, she probably would have had the presence of mind to go for it. You could have been emptying your balls in both of us.”

I couldn’t hide my shock. “Okay, you’re crazy.”

She was. And I loved it.

“You have no idea how bad I wanted to show her exactly what I’d been doing when she showed up,” Kiki growled, her hand gripping me tight. As she spoke, she lifted one knee against the side of the sink and straddled me, grinding herself onto my rod through her panties. “I would have sounded so proud when I told her my man was about to breed me. I would have been such a good fucking girl.”

I couldn’t take it any longer. “You still want to get fucked?”

Yukiko’s giggle told me all I needed to know. “I sure as hell didn’t get you this hard just to waste it,” she purred. “But you’d better fuck me fast.”

“Hmm?”

Yukiko’s eyes shone with lust. “Lakshmi might come back,” she said innocently.

“Like you don’t wish she would,” I growled. “Turn around, princess. I want to fuck you from behind.”

No ‘wardrobe malfunction’ this time. In a few deft moves I had Yukiko’s dress off, stripping her down to her underwear and her stockings. She unhooked her bra and tossed it into a nearby hamper, then dropped her panties to her ankles while I took off everything but my boxers and my white t-shirt.

“I don’t need any foreplay,” Yukiko whimpered, her hands on the sink. “I’m so fucking wet right now, all I need is for you to stick it in—”

I did just that. One smooth, brutal stroke, and I was hilt-deep inside of her.

Yukiko turned and sank her teeth into my arm, muffling her scream of pleasure. The pain hurt, but it was nothing compared to how good it felt to enter her, to push against her back walls and feel her pussy quiver around my cock.

“Welcome home,” Yukiko whispered, her back arching. “Oh my God, babe, I feel so full with you inside me…!”

It was like coming home. I bore down and drove into her with short, fast strokes, the sound of her thighs against the counter making little slapping sounds each time I bottomed out.

“Yes, yes, yes…” Yukiko grabbed one of my hands and slid it between her thighs, my fingers swirling around her clit as my cock pistoned in and out of her. “Right there, Jack. That’s where I need you to put your cum! Flood me with it! Fill my womb until I’m bred—!”

I clapped the hand that wasn’t between Yukiko’s legs over her mouth.

“You keep yelling like that,” I growled, “and Lakshmi is gonna come back.”

My hand slid from her mouth to her throat. Her walls clenched around me as my fingers tightened, readier than ready for me to empty inside of her. I could feel how badly she wanted to milk me dry.

“Maybe I want that,” Yukiko grinned. “But not tonight. Tonight is about us.”

Fuck, I was close. Her mouth and her hands had done more than warm me up—they’d stoked my desire to the point that every thrust into Kiki’s tightness threatened to unravel me. I thrust harder, deeper, Yukiko’s body shaking beneath me as I brought her to the brink.

“Knock me up, Jack,” Yukiko whimpered, her eyes closing tightly as she hit the point of no return. “Get me pregnant. Put it… fuck, put it right here…!”

I got my hand over Kiki’s mouth in the nick of time. She screamed as she hit the peak, going weightless in my arms as orgasm crashed over her body. She spasmed against me, the walls of her cunt clenching madly around my prick as her eyes rolled back in her head.

That did it. Every thrust between Kiki’s legs just got a hundred times better. I was done.

“Here it comes,” I growled, my legs shaking as I neared the edge. The hand between her legs I moved to her taut little tummy, like a promise of what would happen in the months after I fucked her raw and knocked her up. “Fuck, princess, you’re going to get it all…”

Yukiko leaned over her shoulder and kissed me, hard. “Give it to me,” she panted, sounding almost crazy with need. “Breed me, mark me, pump me full! Don’t hold back, just shoot every last drop inside of me!”

I buried myself to the hilt and let go. The world dissolved in a haze of bliss as I shot, my cock throbbing inside of Yukiko’s tight walls as I shot my load. Thick pulses of hot cream sprayed against her inner walls, filling her fuller than full.

“Nnnngh,” Yukiko groaned, pressing herself down on me as I unloaded. “There is nothing in the world like that, Jack. I can feel you cumming. Christ, there’s so much…!”

Yukiko shuddered as she came a second time, burying her face against my shoulder to muffle the cries. The feeling of me dropping an unprotected load in her fertile pussy… well, it was primal. Deeper than marriage, deeper even than love. Yukiko had chosen me as the man to give her a child, and there was no greater compliment a woman could pay to a man than that.

No wonder it got her off.

We stayed locked like that for a long time, hearts hammering in the darkness. Both of us listened for any sign of Lakshmi or the other girls, but they either hadn’t woken up or had chosen not to interrupt us. Either way, we’d gotten away with it.

Eventually Yukiko turned, throwing her arms around me and kissing me. It was slow and filthy, and by the time she came up for air, I was almost hard again.

“If it didn’t work last time,” she chuckled, resting her sweaty forehead against my chest, “I’m pretty sure it did tonight. Good Lord, Jack, that was savage.”

“You were the one who said no foreplay,” I chuckled.

Her nails gently raked my chest. “Maybe we should let coeds catch us in the act more often,” she purred, fishing around with her toe for her panties.

Once she got them back on, I gave her my t-shirt. It fit her all the way down to mid-thigh, with the sleeves as big as pajama top. “Thanks,” she whispered, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

She moved to leave, but I stopped her.

“That stuff you said about Lakshmi,” I grunted. “Did you mean that?”

A smile spread across Yukiko’s face. “You mean do I think Laks has a crush on you? Jack, at this point there’s not a single girl at Delta Rho who doesn’t randomly wake up in the middle of the night with her panties soaked through from dreaming about you.”

“Dreaming is one thing. Actually making a pass at me is something different.”

Yukiko’s smile didn’t waver. “I mean, I guess you’d have to ask her. She certainly looked ready to me, though.” She cocked her head to the side. “Are you going to ask her?”

Something about her tone told me she hoped the answer was yes. “Right now, I’m going to get some sleep,” I told Yukiko. “And then in the morning I’m going to make some breakfast and find out how angry my boss is with me.”

“Sounds about right,” Yukiko agreed. “Except we’ll handle breakfast.”

“Sure.”

Lakshmi left her blanket and her pillow on the couch. I lay down; Yukiko shimmied underneath and bundled herself up in my arms. In a few moments both of us were drowsing, the warmth and feeling of each other’s bodies lulling us into a doze.

“Jack?” Yukiko let out a yawn.

“Yes, honey?”

Yukiko blinked slowly. “I know I already thanked you for tonight,” she said, a hand resting on my chest. “But I really, really appreciate you helping me stand up to my parents.”

“And I already told you you’re welcome,” I chuckled. “Besides, it was mostly you.”

“Yeah.” She paused. “And my Mom’s still off-limits.”

That made me do a little more than chuckle. “Duly noted.”

Yukiko leaned in, our noses practically touching. “But Lakshmi’s not,” she whispered, giving me a quick peck. “Just so you know. Not that I’m saying I want you to fuck her…”

“But you wouldn’t be upset,” I said. “I know how you operate, Kiki.”

She closed her eyes. “G’night, Jack. Sweet dreams.”

“G’night. Princess.”

Yukiko gave me one last moan as she drifted off. Speaking of soaked panties…


Chapter Seven

By the time we woke up the next morning, Daniel was gone.

A quick once-over of the downstairs condo showed that he’d spent the night there. The bed was unmade, the fridge had been raided—not that I minded, considering how badly he’d needed to eat with that much alcohol in his system—and the TV in the living room had been left on, playing Bloomberg News on mute. The bathroom was still faintly warm and humid from the shower he took before leaving.

“We must have just missed him,” I told Marcie as I stepped back into the living room. The two of us had slipped down here before the rest of the coeds woke up, intending to catch Daniel alone. “I was really hoping the two of us could talk once he sobered up.”

“He’s probably just embarrassed,” Marcie said, looking plenty perturbed herself. “Last night was intense for both of you. I’ll text him.”

While Marcie did that, I took her back up to the penthouse so Samantha and I could make breakfast. She stared at her phone the whole way, as if it might light up with a text from her father at any second.

It didn’t.

By the time we reached the top floor, Marcie had fired off a half-dozen missives to her father without a reply. Her shoulder slumped as she realized she wasn’t likely to get any response from him that morning. “He must be really upset,” she said, glancing over at me. “I don’t like this, Jack. Dad never leaves me on read.”

That’s how I know you’re a Daddy’s girl, I thought ruefully. You’ve never been in this much trouble with Daniel before. And neither have I.

I placed a hand on her lower back. “He’s probably just driving,” I assured her. “I’m sure he’ll get back to you as soon as he gets wherever he’s going, Marcie.”

Samantha was waiting for us in the foyer. The blonde coed wore nothing but an oversized Delta Rho sweatshirt and a smile, her hair a messy halo around her head. Despite how hard she’d partied last night, she didn’t look the slightest bit hungover.

She threw herself into my arms as we approached, giving me a warm hug. “Good morning, Daddy,” she purred, glancing past me and Marcie like she’d expected another visitor. “Is it just the two of you? I thought you were going to get Marcie’s dad…”

“He’s gone,” Marcie said, her voice tight. “I can’t get in touch with him, either!”

Samantha’s smile didn’t waver. “I’m sure it’s some kind of mistake,” she said, hugging the coed. Her gaze flickered to the bruise next to my eye, which had paled since last night but now stretched all the way from my temple to the bottom of my cheek. “Did Marcie’s father give you that, Daddy, or did Mr. Tanaka take a swing at you?”

“The former,” I said, rubbing the spot. “It was a pretty rough night.”

“I’ll say.” A naughty look flashed in Samantha’s eyes. “Kiki was just telling me how rough it was.” She glanced back at the door. “She and I were just getting breakfast ready. Neither of you have early classes today, right?”

We didn’t. Honestly, I was pretty much finished with my classes—even if I skipped the remainder of my engineering lectures, my grades were more than high enough to carry me to the finish line. But I still wanted to be there if I could. Some of those guys had become my friends—they wanted to pick my brain, to get advice on where to apply after graduation.

“I’m free,” I told my fiancée. Glancing down, I was pleased to see my ring on her finger.

“I’m good until this afternoon,” Marcie said, giving her phone one final check. “But you already knew that.”

The way Sam giggled told me she already had something planned. “Go on in,” she told the coed, giving her shoulder a squeeze. “Breakfast first. Then we figure out a way to get your Dad to realize what a dick he’s being.”

Once Marcie was inside, Samantha put a hand on my chest. “Jesus,” she whispered, running a nail gently down the side of my face. “I hope you gave as well as you got, Daddy.”

“I did,” I said, wincing at the memory of slugging my boss. “It was awkward as hell trying to explain it to Yukiko’s parents.”

Samantha pursed her lips. “It’s sexy,” she decided, an impish smile playing at her features. “It makes you look like a warrior. Like you fucked up some asshole who tried to mess with your women.”

That wasn’t too far off from the truth, actually. “Thanks,” I said.

I thought that would be it, but Samantha had more. She went up on tiptoe, leaning forward and dropping her voice to a whisper. “Kiki told me the two of you got pretty wild while the rest of us were asleep,” she purred, sounding a little put out to not have been included. “And that Lakshmi almost caught you?”

“She pretty much did catch us,” I chuckled. “Poor thing nearly jumped out of her skin when she realized she didn’t have the bathroom all to herself.”

Sam smiled at that. “Well, I just wanted you to know you didn’t scare her off,” the coed confided with a grin. “She’s in there with Kiki helping get breakfast whipped up. She’s very interested in hearing about all this drama with you and the Tanakas.”

I could hold forth on that topic all morning if need be. “She’s a sweet girl,” I said. “Yukiko has the oddest feeling about her, though. Told me last night she thinks Laks wants to hook up with the two of us…”

I trailed off, because Samantha looked giddy. “It’s not just Kiki who thinks that,” she purred, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. The Delta Rho sweatshirt made them look amazing when she did that. “You’ll see. Come on in, Daddy. Get something to eat and you can fill me in on everything Yukiko left out about last night.”

I protested that I’d been about to make her breakfast—then I stepped inside. The smell of coffee and frying bacon hit my nostrils, provoking an instant response from my stomach and my salivary glands. I hadn’t realized how much of an appetite I’d worked up with Yukiko the previous night until just then. I felt like I hadn’t eaten in a week!

I’d never been happier to have splurged on a place with an expensive kitchen. Samantha had left Yukiko and Lakshmi to finish up while she greeted Marcie and me; the latter was already sitting at the kitchen table arranging the silverware while the former pulled a pitcher of orange juice out of the fridge and grabbed five glasses.

If Samantha had dressed up to entice me this morning, Yukiko’s outfit was all about claiming ownership. She wore one of my button-down business shirts—the same one I’d had on under my jacket at dinner with the Tanakas—the sleeves rolled up to her elbows and the tails dangling down almost all the way to her knees. The way she moved told me she didn’t have a stitch on underneath, not that I minded. Handing a pitcher of OJ to Samantha while pulling bacon off the grill and onto a plate, she looked like a freaking domestic goddess.

I came around and gave her a peck on the cheek, my hands verifying that yes, there was nothing underneath that business shirt. “Good morning, princess,” I growled, the word provoking a blush from Kiki and knowing giggles from the rest of the girls. “How are we doing?”

God, she looked good. I really could picture myself staring at her across a breakfast table just like this one for the rest of my life.

“I’m still glowing from last night,” Yukiko whispered. “I know there’s no possible way we could know anything at this point, but I just feel different today. Like… like it’s the start of something amazing.”

I gave her another kiss. “I couldn’t be prouder.”

Marcie threw herself into a chair, her cell phone forgotten for the moment. “I want to hear exactly how it all went down,” she said, frowning as she took a glass of juice from Samantha. “I need something to take my mind off of… all this.”

One girl sitting at the breakfast table had a completely different vibe from the others. I probably should have expected it, as Lakshmi was neither a member of our harem nor someone I’d ever hooked up with in the past. Having finished helping Samantha and Yukiko, she’d been watching the breakfast proceedings with something between amusement and alarm; now, as Marcie ran her fingers through her hair and made a worried face, the patient member of Delta Rho spoke her peace.

“Am I missing something?” Lakshmi asked. “Marcie, you look as if you’re about to sink right through the floor.”

I took the seat on Marcie’s other side and put an arm over the coed’s shoulder. “I had a very eventful night last night,” I explained. Lakshmi knew about the dinner Yukiko’s parents, but clearly no one had filled her in about what had happened before. “Marcie’s father—my boss—is in Stillwell. At least he was last night.” I gestured at my bruise. “It’s how I got this, actually.”

Lakshmi gasped. “Oh my goodness,” she said, covering her mouth with her hands. “I take it he does not approve of your relationship?”

“To put it mildly,” I said, taking a sip of juice. Damn, that was good—I made a mental note to ask where Samantha got it. “I don’t know if he’s still in town, but he drove all the way from Boston when he found out what’s been going on between Marcie and I. He confronted me right before Kiki and I could leave for the meeting with her parents.”

Samantha placed a cup of coffee in front of me. “Speaking of which, you need to dish,” she said, sliding into her own seat across from mine. “Kiki let us in on a little bit about what happened last night, but I want to hear all of it. Leave no detail out, Daddy, no matter how filthy.” She glanced over at Lakshmi. “Don’t worry, everyone here’s been sworn to secrecy.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Secrecy?” I asked.

Lakshmi must have misinterpreted it, because she blushed. “I would not go telling your business to the rest of Delta Rho, Mr. Avery,” she said, practically stammering the words. “What happens between you and your wives is your business.”

Poor thing! She looked stricken. I couldn’t help but find it cute.

“They’re not technically my wives yet,” I told Lakshmi. “And I’m not concerned about your discretion. You’ve already proven to me that you can be relied upon to keep a secret.”

Lakshmi’s blush deepened. “Are you talking about last night?”

Marcie and Samantha both whirled on her. Even knowing what had happened after they went to bed, the way Lakshmi said that made it sound like we’d done a hell of a lot more.

“Actually, I was thinking of the night you helped Marcie out of a jam,” I said. “I know you’re a good friend to her, Laks. And the other girls clearly trust you,” I added, gesturing around at the coeds who’d so eagerly brought her into our home.

“You’re very welcome here,” Yukiko said, placing plates of food in the center of the table. “And that’s final. None of these sluts would dare contradict me.”

“Remind me which ‘slut’ was pulling Jack into the bathroom last night?” Samantha teased.

Yukiko grinned, then tossed a piece of bacon at her. “Tell them what happened with Daniel,” she said, taking her place at the table. “I’ll fill in any details you forget. And then I’ll tell them all about the dinner with my parents, and you can fill in anything I leave out.”

That sounded good to me. “We were in the parking lot when Marcie called,” I said, pulling the coed closer to me. “You sounded so upset I thought something had happened to you…”


Chapter Eight

In between bites of eggs and sips of coffee, I told the whole story. The women who would one day be my wives listened intently: gasping when I told them about Daniel shoving Yukiko, cheering when I slugged him in retaliation, and booing when I told them about him landing that punch on the side of my face.

But it was the ultimatum Daniel gave me right before we left that gave them pause.

“Dad… wants Jack to marry me?” Marcie blurted. “But that’s crazy! I’m not even going to graduate from Stillwell for two more years—I’m not ready to run a company!” She shared a look with Yukiko. “We all agreed that Kiki was the girl for the job!”

“Damn straight,” Samantha grumbled. “All I want is Daddy. I’m not ready for white picket fences and baby carriages yet—not for another few years, at least. But Kiki is.”

“I can’t believe you tried to agree to that,” Marcie told Yukiko. “Thank God Jack could see how wrong my Dad was being…”

“It would have been a huge mistake,” Yukiko agreed with a nod. “I don’t think I could have ever forgiven myself.”

Lakshmi coughed. “Sorry,” she muttered, waving a hand in front of her face.

She was so obvious that I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You probably think we’re making a big deal out of nothing,” I said. “That I’m going to marry all of them, so what’s the point?”

To my surprise, Lakshmi shook her head. “No, I completely understand,” she insisted. “Where I come from, open polygamy is illegal. But arrangements like the one you, Samantha, Marcie and Yukiko have agreed to are not entirely unheard of.”

“Are they now?” I asked.

Lakshmi nodded. “The issue is that a man can only have one wife,” she said, looking at each of my women in turn. “In my country, certain men—rich and powerful ones—can get away with having more than one, as long as he is able to treat them equally. But even if he does, the law would consider whichever of them does not officially marry him to be his mistresses, not his wives. No matter how close they are.”

“What we’re doing isn’t entirely legal,” Yukiko insisted. “But that doesn’t mean it’s wrong. All three of us love Jack, and all three of us consider this a life-long commitment.” She sighed deeply, shaking her head. “In a way, Daniel is right—it doesn’t matter which one of us officially takes Jack’s name. But that’s not his decision to make. We are Jack’s women, and we get to decide our own hierarchy.”

“Our own sovereignty,” Samantha said proudly. “It’s no different than Delta Rho. First we were sorority sisters, and now we’re going to be sister wives.”

“We need to come up with a better term for it than that,” Marcie muttered.

“Agreed,” Samantha said with a chuckle. “I was just making a point.”

Lakshmi turned to me. “So you won’t back down?” she asked, her expression unreadable. “You won’t change your official wife, just to make your father-in-law happy?”

Was this some kind of test? “He should be happy that his daughter has found someone she cares about and wants to be with for the rest of her life,” I said, taking Marcie’s hand. “Someone who’s going to protect her, keep her safe, and surround her with so much love that she’s never going to feel anything but totally supported. That’s what all of these girls are getting, Lakshmi. That’s what this is all about.”

“But he could withdraw your name from contention as CEO,” Lakshmi protested. “He could fire you from your job…”

Samantha laughed. “And? If Marcie’s dad doesn’t want to hand the reigns to Daddy, then he’s an idiot. No offense, Marcie.”

“None taken,” Marcie said, a smile cutting through her malaise.

“I know this man, Lakshmi,” Samantha continued, reaching across the table to put her hand in mine. “He likes to say that I brought him back to life that night at the Delta Rho house, but really it was him who taught me how to live. I couldn’t see a world past my own freaking nose before I met Daddy. I thought being the queen of the sorority was the most important thing in the world.” She paused. “I mean, it is important, but…”

“Uh huh,” Yukiko said, rolling her eyes.

“The point is, nothing’s going to stop us, Lakshmi. Even if Daniel takes away the carrot he’s been dangling in Daddy’s face for the last fifteen years, he’ll build something new. And he’ll totally clean his old boss’s clock when he does.”

Her faith in me left me touched. “That means a lot to me, babygirl,” I growled.

Samantha grinned at me like I was the most important man in the world. “Besides, he’s rich,” she said breezily. “Oh no, he might have to stop working so much and travel the world with his hot harem of horny sorority wives. What a terrible inconvenience.”

Lakshmi laughed at that, and soon Yukiko and Samantha were laughing right along with her. My mind filled with thoughts of the European vacation I’d promised my fiancées once we tied the knot. I was dreaming of all of them dressed in bikinis on some yacht in the Mediterranean when Marcie spoke up, soft but fierce.

“Even if Jack was willing to do that, I wouldn’t let him,” she said.

I turned to her. “What’s that, babygirl?”

Marcie practically had tears in her eyes. “I love you, Jack,” she said, wiping her face with the back of her hand. “I love you so much that I can’t believe there was ever a time I tricked myself into believing I wasn’t in love with you. I love you, and I love getting to share you with my best friend, and I love that you’re giving me the space to explore these crazy feelings I have about that the same way you did with Yukiko.”

“The crush is very mutual, Marcie,” Samantha purred.

“But I… I don’t want to be the paper wife,” she said, shaking her head. “It wouldn’t be right. I wasn’t the woman who brought you back to life after you lost Lauren: that was Samantha. And I’m not the woman who made this whole harem thing happen and somehow manages to keep it running smoothly, like Yukiko. I’m just a goofy sorority girl who thinks the world of you.”

“I think the world of you, too, babygirl,” I said, putting a hand under Marcie’s chin. “Don’t sell yourself short.”

“I’m not,” she said. “All three of us have different skill sets. All three of us have different things you love about us. If we ever end up bringing more girls into this crazy thing, they’ll bring different skills, too.”

Lakshmi couldn’t hide the way she lit up at that bit.

“And mine’s not to lead.” Marcie took a sip of her orange juice. “That’s not selling myself short, Uncle Jack, that’s just being honest. Kiki should be Mrs. Avery, and the rest of us should be Jack’s wives.”

“Hear fucking hear,” Samantha agreed. “You see, Lakshmi? We make this work.”

Lakshmi nodded. “I didn’t realize unconventional arrangements like this could function so smoothly,” she said, brushing down a fold in her sari. “Honestly, the four of you get along better than a lot of the married couples I know. And that’s just one spouse.”

“Speaking of married couples,” Samantha said, leaning forward with a devilish grin. “What the heck happened at dinner, Kiki? Did Daddy manage to charm your folks into accepting him as your husband?”

“We’re… part of the way there,” Kiki admitted, her lips tightening. “My mother is coming around, though my father is less accepting than ever. In fact, he might have stormed out of the dinner before it was even done…”

Yukiko told the story; I concentrated on enjoying my breakfast. She managed it with a lot more of a flair than I did, recounting the events in a way that felt even more riveting than experiencing them first-hand. All three of the other sorority girls sitting around the table loved hearing about it—and they really loved hearing about Mrs. Tanaka.

“She gave him her card!?” Samantha blurted. “Oh, she wants you, Daddy. Holy shit, Yukiko’s Mom totally wants you to be her rebound hookup!”

“That is absolutely not happening,” Yukiko insisted. “I’ve made it very clear to Jack that my mother is off-limits.”

“Oh, sure, you say that now,” Samantha teased. “Wait until she gets you in her therapy chair and starts waving a pocket watch in your face. It’ll be all ‘you are getting very sleepy… and the thought of me boinking your husband is SUPER hot…’”

“Sam, sometimes you are gross,” Yukiko chided.

Samantha grinned lewdly. “Only sometimes? I’ll have to step up my game.”

“I don’t think Jack should do anything with Mrs. Tanaka,” Marcie said, frowning. “It’s not just disrespectful to Yukiko. What if she wanted to join us? She’s so much older, she’d never fit in.”

“Maria’s older,” Samantha pointed out. “You wouldn’t be mad if she wanted to join the harem.”

Marcie’s eyes narrowed. “Maria is twenty-six,” she reminded her bestie. “That’s only, like, four years older than Yukiko. There’s a world of difference between that and somebody who was already married for as long as we’ve been alive.”

“Hear hear,” Yukiko said, using Samantha’s own phrase against her. “Also, that’s my mother, Sam. Off. Limits.”

As my soon-to-be wives argued over whether there should be a maximum age limit for harem applications, my cell phone buzzed in my pocket. The screen showed a single text, sent just a few moments ago from Daniel Ramsey:

I’ll be in town for the next few days, he’d written. When you’ve made your decision—and it had better be the right one—let me know. Tell Marcie I’m fine.

I read it twice, the sounds of conversation fading out as the words sunk in.

Understood, I wrote back.

“Marcie,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “Your Dad’s alright.”

You’d have thought I’d tossed a live hand grenade onto the table from their reactions. Marcie was up and out of her seat in a heartbeat, grabbing for the phone, and while the other girls didn’t quite jump along with her, they all leaned forward to find out what I’d just learned.

“What did he say?” Marcie asked. “Why didn’t he text me back?”

I read the message aloud, watching as the meaning sank in for everyone. “He’s not backing down. It sounds like he’s serious,” I said once I was done. “He wants an answer from me before he heads back to Boston.”

“Is that answer likely to change between now and then?” Lakshmi asked.

I thought about it—for all of two seconds. “No.”

“Disappearing and then leaving an ultimatum,” said Samantha. “And they say women are the more emotional gender…”

Marcie looked like she’d swallowed a bug. “I don’t think Dad’s bluffing,” she said, her eyes on the table. “If he’s talking about the future of the company, then he means it. Ramsey Engineering is his baby almost as much as I am.”

Samantha and Yukiko shared a long look. “If that’s the case, then we’ll adjust,” the blonde coed said, giving her bestie’s shoulder a shake. “It’s like what Jack said to Mr. Tanaka. He’s going to build a dynasty when he gets back to Boston. If your Dad wants to be involved in that, great. If not, we’ll do it without him.”

A strange look flickered across Yukiko’s face. “If Ramsey Engineering is off the table, Jack might not even want to go back to Boston,” she said, sounding like she’d only just thought of it for the first time. “I mean, we could open the firm anywhere, right? The sky’s the limit. We could go to New York, Texas, Silicon Valley…”

“Not the Valley,” I grunted. “Maybe we could go back out west, though. I do miss Montana sometimes.”

Yukiko’s expression told me she didn’t exactly think Montana was the best place to try and build a hot new engineering startup, but she wasn’t going to correct me. Not when things were this early, in any case. Besides, I was still Boston-bound. Daniel would come around.

Almost certainly he would.

The girls conversed excitedly with each other, delighting in throwing out more outlandish destinations than the last. We could move to Montreal. Or Tokyo. Or build some dacha out in the Mongolian steppe and run everything both the company and the harem remotely like some new-world Genghis Khan.

I think the girls would have suggested the moon if it weren’t too ludicrous.

“This is all putting the cart before the horse,” I told them as breakfast wound down. “We should focus on getting Daniel to come around, because the thought of trying to build something from scratch this late in the game gives me hives.” Then I smiled. “But you girls have certainly given me some interesting vacation ideas.”

Samantha and Marcie insisted on cleaning up after the meal. While they did, Yukiko gathered up her bag and gave me a quick kiss.

“I wish I could stay,” she said, giving Samantha a significant glance over the kitchen island. “But I have a presentation to turn in. Good thing the end of the semester is right around the corner.”

“I’ll see you soon,” I promised her. “Be safe.”

As Yukiko nodded, Lakshmi rose. “I should be going as well,” she said, without specifying exactly what it was that would be taking her away from the apartment at this early hour. “Thank you so much for your hospitality, Mr. Avery.”

“Lakshmi, if you don’t start calling me Jack—”

“Jack,” Lakshmi said, spots of color rising to her cheeks. “Thank you again. And all of you. You are… well, you’re certainly something special.”

Samantha grinned lewdly behind Lakshmi, her eyebrows waggling. I knew what she was implying, but I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of her letting her know that. Besides, a few moments of hesitation outside of the bathroom was not the same thing as an application to join our harem. Not at all.

Surely Lakshmi wasn’t interested in that.

I walked Yukiko down to her car and gave her another kiss goodbye. Once she pulled out of the parking lot and disappeared, I made my way back up the elevator

Where only Samantha and Marcie waited for me.


Chapter Nine

“That girl,” Samantha giggled, “is going to be trouble.”

“You think everybody is going to be trouble,” Marcie said. Even from the kitchen, I could hear her rolling her eyes. “Lakshmi’s a good girl, Sam. Besides, her parents make Kiki’s look like hippies by comparison…”

The sound of running water filled the apartment. Both coeds were still washing up from breakfast. I hung my jacket on a hook by the door and stretched, mentally ticking off fingers on my to-do list. Classes in the afternoon, rehearsals for the meeting with Delta Rho’s leadership at night. Hopefully at some point in between, I’d be able to track down my boss’s whereabouts and get him to see some reason.

Right now, though? Right now, I had the rest of the morning to myself.

With Samantha and Marcie.

“I’m just saying,” the older coed was chuckling. A cup made a clanking sound as she loaded it into the top compartment of the dishwasher. “Parental disapproval didn’t stop Kiki. If anything, it’s made her bolder. If Lakshmi decides she wants to be one of Jack’s girls, I doubt Mom and Dad are going to be able to pull her back from the brink.”

I cleared my throat, silencing them both. “Lakshmi will make her own decisions in her own time,” I said as I walked into the kitchen. “Between you and me, though, I think you’re barking up the wrong tree where she’s concerned…”

I reached the entrance of the kitchen—and froze. Samantha and Marcie stood next to the sink, grinning, covered in suds. They’d been playfully splashing each other as they cleaned up breakfast, and now both of them were practically soaked.

Samantha turned to me, her grin widening. “Hey, Daddy,” the coed purred, placing a dripping hand on Marcie’s shoulder. “Did you have fun saying goodbye to Kiki?”

“I wish she could stay and hang out with us,” Marcie mused, giving her mentor a glance. “It feels weird not having her here. The three of us should be together, you know? We’re the ones with the rings.”

Samantha didn’t bother mentioning to Marcie that if the two of them remained in Stillwell while Yukiko and I went back to Boston, they’d be away from Kiki a hell of a lot more frequently then they’d all be in the same room. But maybe the wheels were already turning in her head. She’d heard Yukiko earlier, after all.

But that was another conversation, for another day.

In the present, my babygirl had something else in mind.

“You know, it’s interesting,” Samantha said, drawing out the syllables of the final word. “You, me and Kiki have spent plenty of time together, but we’ve rarely had the opportunity to hang out with just the three of us.” She turned to the side, her grin embracing Marcie the way her arm did. “Both of your babygirls.”

Marcie’s eyes widened. “Are we…?”

With a giggle, Samantha nodded. “I think it’s time, sweetness.”

I didn’t follow. “Time for what, exactly?”

Samantha leaned against the kitchen counter, her sudsy arms crossed beneath her breasts. Not for the first time, I noticed that her t-shirt was white—which meant that the water from the sink made her look like she’d just come from one of those contests they do on the boardwalk during Spring Break. I could see everything.

And I knew Samantha liked that.

”Jack,” she said, her expression softening, “before Marcie and I go any further, I just really wanted to tell you how much we appreciate you. Both of us.”

Hmm?

Marcie stumbled over her words cutely. “You, um, gave us space,” she said, sharing a significant glance with her mentor. “And you didn’t freak out when you found out that I have a crush on Samantha. You’ve let us figure all that out.”

I couldn’t help but smile at how flustered she was. “I happen to have a crush on Samantha Lowry too, babygirl,” I admitted with a chuckle. “I’m happy the two of you get along so well.”

Samantha’s smile turned naughty. “I love Marcie. But that doesn’t mean that she gets to wriggle out of unfinished business.”

Hmm? I had no idea what Samantha could be talking about.

Whatever it was, it was making Marcie’s cheeks flush as red and ruddy as apples. I don’t think I’d ever seen her so out of sorts—not even that night I pulled her out of the Delta Rho frat party right before disaster struck.

“Sam, do we really…?” Marcie’s gaze was caught between embarrassment and desire.

The coed leaned in close. “It’s just a game,” she purred, giving me a look like she couldn’t wait to play. “Like the one Kiki and I played at the hot springs. You remember that, right?”

I hadn’t thought it was possible for Marcie to get any redder. “Where you had Uncle Jack tell you which parts of your bodies he likes best,” she said, nibbling her bottom lip. “That sounded so hot…”

It had been.

“You told Marcie about that?” I asked.

“Every dirty detail,” Samantha said with relish. “We don’t keep any secrets, Daddy. Not between the girls who wear your rings.”

That pleased me. A lot. That was the way things ought to be.

Samantha gave her bestie a nudge. “Tell him,” she purred, her breasts heaving in her wet, clingy top. “You know you want to.”

“Tell me what?”

Marcie hesitated. “It’s what you call us, Uncle Jack. That word you use. The special one, that you only use with Samantha and me.”

I nodded. “Babygirl,” I said.

Even a blind man could have seen the way both coeds lit up at the word.

“I’ve called you that forever, Marcie,” I said, stepping closer. My hand found her chin and tilted her face up to mine. “I’ve been using that word with you long before Samantha ever heard it.”

Marcie’s blush deepened. “I know,” she whispered. “But Sam… I mean, she owns it in a way I don’t.”

Samantha snorted, flicking a fingerful of suds onto Marcie’s shirt. “I didn’t know the two of you had a pre-existing relationship with that word before the night I met Daddy,” she explained, her eyes shining with mischief. “I kind of borrowed it from Marcie, didn’t I? But as Tasha would say, possession is nine-tenths of law. And I’ve certainly been possessing Daddy’s attention.”

“That you have,” I said. “You’re being a bit of a brat about this, babygirl.”

“Of course I am,” Samantha agreed, grinning like a cat with a fresh bowl of cream. “Marcie and I can’t stand this uncertain state of affairs, Daddy. It’s tearing us apart!”

This last was delivered with a flair that bordered on the dramatic. I looked at the two coeds, holding each other tighter than sisters, and cocked an eyebrow.

“I don’t think there’s much that could tear the two of you apart,” I drawled. “Wild horses, maybe.”

Samantha beamed. “Well, it’s true. Which is why we need your help.”

I could sense this was going to be fun. “Help?”

“A little contest,” Samantha giggled. “To see which one of us is really babygirl—me or Marcie. A competition where the winner is always you, Daddy.”

Marcie let out a squeak. “Samanatha!”

“Oh, don’t be so shy,” the older coed insisted. “We’ve talked about this. Every night you’ve been telling me you can’t wait until it’s just you, me and Daddy in the house. So we can really show off, without any of the other girls interrupting us.”

Now that sounded interesting. “Is this true, Marcie?”

The coed swallowed hard. “Yes,” she said, glancing to the side. “I… I want to play with both of you. Samantha’s told me so much about the way the two of you… you know, when you were alone…”

“When we fucked,” Samantha chuckled. “Marcie’s been part of it, of course, but only in a big group. This is different, Daddy.” She grabbed my belt, already tugging me in the direction of the bedroom. “Come onnn! I want to get the two of you naked already!”

I let her pull me. Marcie followed us both, her hand slipping into mine as we walked. “You okay, babygirl?” I asked over my shoulder.

Marcie gave my fingers a squeeze. “Yes, Jack,” she whimpered, practically vibrating with need. “This is all just still so crazy to me. I’m so lucky to have both you and Samantha in my life—”

“We’re the lucky ones,” Samantha insisted breezily. “That innocent act of yours might hit all of Daddy’s protector buttons, but it’s not going to help you win this contest, Marcie. You’re going to need to step your game up if you want it to be your name Daddy growls when he cums…”

That gave me an idea of what Sam and Marcie had planned. It sounded more than great to me.

Someone had made the bed and cleaned the place up after I went down to check on Daniel. The bedroom door shut behind us with a soft click—Samantha was already peeling off her wet t-shirt, tossing it across the room before tugging down her jeans and sliding off her panties. Marcie followed her slowly, her gaze darting both to her mentor and to me as she stripped down. In short order Samantha was as naked as she’d been the night I brought her out on my balcony, while Marcie wore nothing but a pair of panties and matching white socks.

I reached for Samantha, but she put a hand on my chest. “Go get in bed,” she purred, her gaze raking me up and down. “Oh, and give me this.”

Her fingers closed around the band of my wristwatch.

“Huh?” In a flash, she unclasped my watch—the same Tag Heuer that Maria Alvarez complimented during her tour of my apartment. She said with that car and that watch, I had to be into Steve McQueen, I remembered. That I liked to drive fast and live dangerously.

Neither of those things had been true at the time. But the night I took her and Yukiko sailing down those backcountry roads, I’d learned to truly love the way a girl’s heart pounded when she took a hairpin turn at seventy miles an hour.

“What are you doing with my watch, babygirl?” I growled.

Samantha either knew her away around it already or had done some Googling. She thumbed the chronometer, setting it to zero like a stopwatch, then grinned up at me. “It’s the rules of the game,” she said, her eyebrows waggling. “Sit on the end of the bed and I’ll explain it, Daddy.”

I did. I loosened my tie and unhooked my belt as I looked both coeds over. Samantha was all confidence and curves, while Marcie looked more than a little shy to be walking around topless in front of me and her bestie. I wanted them both, and I couldn’t decide which one of them I wanted to pull to me first.

Fortunately, they’d already decided.

“Here’s the deal,” Samantha said. “Marcie and I each get one minute on the clock. During that minute, we can do anything we want with you—or each other. But mostly you.”

I blinked. I was starting to understand.

“And at the end of the minute, you switch?” I guessed.

Both girls grinned. “Back and forth, Daddy,” Samantha giggled, squeezing her ample tits together. “One minute for me to do my best, one minute for Marcie to do her best, and then repeat. Until…”

“Until I’m done,” I guessed. “Until I finish.”

Her grin told me I’d hit a bullseye. “And the lucky girl who sends you over the edge is the one worthy of truly being called your babygirl,” she added, glancing over at Marcie. “What do you think of that, Daddy?”

Fuck, I liked that. I liked it a lot.

“Give me the watch,” I said, holding out my hand.

For a second, hurt flashed in Samantha’s eyes. She thought I planned to tell her no. But then I smiled. “It’ll be easier for me to time it,” I explained. “Otherwise poor Marcie won’t notice when you start giving yourself an extra fifteen seconds to try and get me off.”

Samantha let out a mock gasp. “Daddy, I would never!” she said—yet she was grinning all the same. “But you’re right; you should be the one in control. Right, Marcie?”

Marcie looked just as eager to get started as her bestie. “Uh huh,” she panted, licking her lips nervously. “I want to win, Uncle Jack. I’m ready.”

She certainly looked ready. “Alright,” I said, readying the watch. “Which one of you gets to go first? Did you decide that already, too?”

“We flipped a coin earlier,” Marcie admitted. “While you were down saying goodbye to Yukiko. Samantha gets to go first, then me.”

“You don’t have a problem with that, do you, Daddy?”

Slowly, I shook my head. “Not at all.”

Samantha pursed her lips. “Sounds like someone’s eager,” she purred, leaning in close. “Alright, Daddy, one minute each. And no cheating!”

I held up the watch, my thumb on the button. “Starting… now—”

I’d hardly got the words out of my mouth when Samantha struck.


Chapter Ten

In the blink of an eye Samantha dropped to her knees, her mouth already open as she tugged down my boxers. As the watch ticked quietly in the background, the coed let out a growl that could shame a lioness and buried her face between my legs, taking my cock into her throat with one smooth motion.

Holy shit!

My fingers found her long blonde locks and grabbed them, but there was no need. Samantha didn’t require my guidance—she was hungry, eager to make me spill in that first, frantic minute if she could. Her lips gripped me tight, working up and down the length of my prick as she worked me with that perfect, filthy rhythm she’d perfected during long nights at my apartment.

“Jesus, babygirl,” I growled, my hips bucking against her face.

Her lips left me with a wet little pop. “I didn’t come to lose,” she giggled, giving Marcie a sideways glance. “Watch me, Daddy. Watch your babygirl swallow that big dick!”

Before I could say a word she hoovered me right up, her head bobbing like a cork.

Next to her, Marcie watched in amazement, her own mouth hanging open as she watched her bestie’s work its way up and down my cock. “You’re so good at that,” she whispered, almost to herself. “Jesus, Sam, you look better than a porn movie…”

The chronometer reached the top of the watch, brushing up against the twelve. “Time,” I grunted, my voice raspy with lust.

Samantha pulled away with a tiny whine of frustration. “Porn movies have nothing on this,” she giggled, wiping her mouth. “This is love, Marcie. Now show Jack how much you love his big, hard dick!”

Marcie trembled as she wrapped her hands around me, pumping the rod Samantha’s throat had left slick and dripping. I let out a groan, my length jerking in her palm as she leaned down and pressed her lips against the underside of my crown.

If Samantha treated this competition like a sprint, Marcie was aiming for a marathon. There was a gentleness and a sweetness to the way she took me into her mouth—slowly, reverently, like she was savoring her favorite dessert.

The fact that she kept eye contact with me the entire time only made it even hotter. Her wide, adoring gaze focused on me as she took me all the way down her throat. By the time her lips grazed my balls, they were so tight I nearly lost control right then and there.

Samantha didn’t seem to mind, though. As the watch’s chronometer ticked away Marcie’s first minute, the older coed leaned in closer, running her fingers through her bestie’s hair. It felt almost impossible, but Samantha seemed to be enjoying this performance almost as much as I was.

“Fuck, look at her,” Samantha giggled, her awe-struck tone so similar to Marcie’s that I had a moment of deja vu. “Use your tongue, babygirl. Show him what I taught you.”

I doubted a girl as sweet and eager to please as Marcie had needed to be taught much of anything. But as she obeyed, her tongue tracing the underside of my shaft, the bliss that coursed up my spine was so strong that it took everything inside me not to grab her head with both hands and fuck her sweet little mouth.

“Time!” Samantha giggled, gesturing at my watch. “Thirty second break now that Daddy’s all warmed up. C’mere, you gorgeous little slut…”

Huh? We were only two minutes into this. What was Samantha doing?

What she was doing turned out to be assuming the position.

As I watched, Samantha grabbed her bestie and hauled her onto the bed, giving her round ass a quick little slap to keep her in motion. Within moments both girls were on all fours, their asses in the air and their tight, dripping slits swollen and ready for me. Marcie had tugged her panties to the side, while Samantha spread her folds with two fingers. The older girl’s mound was as bald as an egg, while Marcie’s tight, tiny little slit had a single tuft of hair over her clit, like the dot on an exclamation point.

“Break’s almost up, Daddy,” Samantha growled, wiggling her ass. “You ready to stick it in me while Marcie watches?”

Sam’s grin was wicked; but Marcie’s hunger had her beat. The younger coed licked her lips eagerly, her gaze flickering to Samantha’s wet, glistening folds. I realized with a start that while both women had been getting me ready with their mouths, they’d been getting themselves ready for the second phase of the contest.

The watch ticked past the six. Showtime.

“One minute each,” Samantha reminded me, grinning over her shoulder. “May the best girl win. Make us earn your load, Daddy—”

It was as far as she got. With a grunt, I grabbed her hips with both hands and slammed hilt-deep inside of her, filling her in one smooth stroke. Her slick walls gripped me tight as she screamed with bliss, pushing back to meet me thrust for thrust.

“Oh fuck!” Samantha made a bit of a show for Marcie’s sake, but only a bit. The way she pressed her face into the mattress and arched her back was too real—as was the way she impaled herself on me every time I braced my feet on the floor and thrust all the way into her back walls. “Yes, Daddy! Fuck your babygirl! Fill me up! Fuck, I’m going to scream!”

You’re already screaming, I thought with a smirk.

The slap of skin on skin filled the room. Marcie could do nothing but stare, amazed at the pornographic sight of me fucking her best friend and mentor so hard she’d have problems walking in a straight line for the rest of the day. I could feel Samantha’s walls gripping me tighter, the muscles of her pussy spasming as each thrust brought her closer to the peak. She was so fucking close!

“Oh fuck,” Samantha gasped, her voice shooting up an octave. “Daddy…!”

My hand came down on her ass. “Say it, babygirl,” I growled, all thoughts of the time limit forgotten.

Samantha’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Right there, Daddy,” she panted, her voice ragged with lust. “Oh fuck! I’m gonna… gonna be a good little slut for you…!”

“Be a good little slut and cum,” I commanded.

Samantha was right there. I held myself from the brink, my cock pumping in and out of her like a piston. One of her legs shook, kicking madly as she came right up against the point of no return—

“Time!” Marcie shouted.

I pulled out, my cock so hard it ached. But my frustration was nothing compared to Samantha’s, who slumped bonelessly to the blankets.

“You bitch,” she giggled, rolling to the side. “I was about to cum!”

“This isn’t about you getting off,” Marcie said, biting her bottom lip. “It’s about Jack. Oh my God…”

Marcie whimpered as I entered her, slow and deep. I tried not to be too rough with her too fast, but I’d been going full-throttle with Samantha only seconds ago. Trying to hold back was like down-shifting a sports car with the speedometer in the red.

Marcie’s back arched as she took me. “Uncle Jack,” she panted, grabbing my thigh with her free hand. “I love you so much!”

I couldn’t help but grin as I picked up the pace. Marcie might have been the innocent one in our trio, but she knew exactly how to leverage her best attributes to give Samantha Lowry a run for her money.

She couldn’t match her mentor in the filth department—so she went sweet with it, hoping to unravel me that way.

It was working.

We moved like we’d been married for twenty years and like we were fucking for the very first time. Marcie’s head lolled back on her shoulders, her long locks cascading down her back as she moaned and sighed and whimpered my name. Every time my cock disappeared hilt-deep inside of her, it came back coated with more and more of her juices.

“I love you so much,” Marcie whimpered, her nails digging into my wrists. “You’re the only one for me, Jack. The first man to ever have me—and the only…”

Now that was the kind of thing that could lead to Marcie winning.

Samantha must have known it, too. As I thrust into her mentee from behind, the president of Delta Rho crawled next to Marcie, caressing her tits and running a finger down the side of her face as the younger girl shuddered and sighed. Marcie’s babbled words of love mixed with Sam’s teasing lilt to form a filthy duet—the kind of song that could shoot straight to number one on the mental Billboard charts of a man’s favorite sexual experiences.

“You look so fucking pretty taking that dick,” Samantha cooed, stroking Marcie’s face like a proud madam watching her favorite whore entertain a client. “You’re such a gorgeous girl, Marcie. I can’t believe it took Jack this long to realize what an eager little slut he had beside him…”

“Fuck,” I groaned, burying myself as deep inside of Marcie as I could. “Babygirl, if you’re trying to win this contest, you’ve got a funny way of showing it…”

Samantha batted her lashes at me in a way that was far too innocent for a woman who was naked and covered in sweat. “Maybe I already know who ought to win,” she giggled, squeezing Marcie’s tits together. “Tell him, sweetness. Tell Jack what you really want from him.”

The groan that left Marcie made me think for a moment that she’d just had an orgasm.

“I want you to cum in me,” Marcie gasped, pushing against me as hard as she could. “I want to feel you, Jack, please! Please flood my womb with it!”

Oh fuck. Oh yeah, that touched something primal inside of me.

Samantha was looking at me like she’d just won an argument. “Tell him why, babygirl,” she purred, rolling the final word across her tongue like a piece of candy. “Be a good girl and use your words.”

“Because… because I’m yours,” Marcie whimpered, her eyes fixed on me as my cock pumped in and out of her. “Because I want you to own every part of me. Because… oh fuck… I don’t ever want you to pull out…”

I don’t think an entire SWAT team could have gotten me to pull out of Marcie at that moment. I fucked her hard and fast, her moans climbing higher every time I bottomed out inside of her tight, perfect pussy.

Just as the pleasure began to reach the breaking point, Samantha climbed up beside her bestie and spread her legs. “My minute!”

I didn’t even glance at my watch. I pulled out of one coed’s slick, gripping pussy and thrust hard into the other, stretching Samantha’s walls around me. No matter how many times I fucked her, my babygirl knew exactly how to take me.

Samantha cranked the heat up to eleven, getting really filthy with it. “Fuck me harder, Daddy!” she begged, slamming herself onto me so hard it was a miracle I didn’t feel my cock pushing into her throat from the other side. “Fuck your sweet babygirl! I love the way you put your hands on me, Daddy—I love the way your big dick fills me up so much I can’t think straight…!”

“She definitely can’t think straight,” Marcie panted beside her.

Grabbing Samantha’s hip for leverage, I grinned. “You like playing with your sister, don’t you?”

Now, when I said that, I meant that she was Marcie’s goddamned sorority sister. The two of them weren’t related in any way—just linked forever via Stillwell, their names right next to each other’s in the Book of Rho.

But you wouldn’t have known that from the way Sam’s eyes lit up.

“Yes, Daddy!” Samantha whimpered, her voice taking on a filthiness and desperation I had no idea she was capable of it. “Is it bad that I like when Marcie tastes my pussy, Daddy? Does that make me a bad babygirl or a good one?”

I knew what Samantha wanted to hear.

“It makes you very good,” I growled, grabbing her hair by the roots. “Because both of you are mine.”

I felt the change in Samantha. Her walls clenched around me, spasming madly as she met me stroke for stroke. The watch ticked on the mattress, but we barely heard it—this was about more than a single minute now.

“Good,” the blonde panted, staring at me with so much love that my heart hurt almost as much as my dick. “Because I love watching you with Marcie, Daddy. She’s so fucking sweet and perfect. I’m so happy I get to share the man I love with my best friend in the whole world!”

For the first time since this ‘contest’ began, Marcie took the initiative. She slid across the mattress, kissing Samantha’s shoulder as one hand snaked between the blonde’s thighs. Her fingers found the older coed's clit and swirled around it in circles, adding a sharp spike of bliss to the constant waves of pleasure crashing through Samantha's body each time my cock bottomed out inside of her.

Her hand moved slowly and deliberately, despite the literal ticking clock underpinning every moment of this rendezvous. Marcie behaved like she had all the time in the world—and maybe, just maybe, she did.

"I want to feel you lose control," she said, sounding as sweet as if she and Samantha were discussing the next Delta Rho mixer rather than her bestie's impending orgasm. "Cum all over these fingers and make everything nice and tight for Uncle Jack, Samantha. Show him that special face you only make when you can't hold back anymore—"

Whatever else Marcie had been about to add to filthy litany was cut off by a scream of passion from her mentor. Samantha's body went weightless beneath me as she came, her walls grinding around me hard enough to throw sparks. A flood of juice coated my cock as her pussy boiled over, every muscle in her back and shoulders tensing beautifully as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure.

By the time the blonde coed came back to herself, I needed every ounce of self-control I possessed not to spray down her walls with my load. Fortunately Samantha slid off of me, grinning, curling up beside Marcie before shoving her hips and ass to my rock-hard cock.

"Your turn," she told her bestie, licking her lips. Her eyes were still glassy with lust; she looked like a woman in a trance, which made me think for a second of Mrs. Tanaka and all those promises she'd made over dinner.

But only for a second. Nothing more—not with Marcie presenting herself.

I pushed into Marcie slowly, filling her with one hard, deep stroke. Her eyelashes fluttered; a deep moan escaped her, and her hips rocked back on me in a rhythm as ancient and primal as civilization itself. Every time I buried myself balls deep inside of her felt better than the last, leaving me closer to the peak of my passion than before.

Samantha’s hand reached between her bestie’s thighs, rubbing her in slow, sensuous circles—not for show, but because she needed to feel her.

To feel us.

The watch continued to move, the second hand passing the end of Marcie’s minute, but its ticking was forgotten. The sound of the coed’s moans drowned it out—and even if it didn’t, with Samantha still shaking from the after-effects of her orgasm she was in no hurry to take over from her bestie any time soon.

“Good girl,” Samantha purred, her soft lips embracing Marcie’s as I fucked the latter’s brains out. Her fingers pressed on the younger coed’s stomach, adding pressure and friction to that wonderful connection between the center of her pleasure and mine. “Give him everything, Marcie. Can you feel him getting close? Getting ready to come?”

Marcie’s head shot up like she’d been hit by lightning. “Yes! Oh fuck, Uncle Jack, yes…!”

Marcie trembled beneath me, right at the brink. A few more thrusts and she’d be falling off the cliff—and so would I. The fact that my wristwatch had commanded me to switch back to Samantha minutes ago no longer mattered.

“Cum for me, babygirl,” I growled, putting a hand on the back of her neck. “Cum for me right now. Fuck, I’m going to shoot—!”

Marcie looked over her shoulder, her eyes as wide as a doe’s. “I love you,” she whimpered, lost in passion. “I love you so much, Uncle Jack. Oh fuck, oh fuck Sam I’m cumming…!”

As Marcie hit the peak her bestie kissed her, hard. The sight of my two future wives making out sent me to the point of no return—and the way her hands squeezed Marcie’s tits and felt at the apex of her pussy pushed me over the edge.

My orgasm hit me a heartbeat after Marcie’s. With a groan I pushed myself as deep into her as I could, burying my cock hilt-deep as it jerked and spurted against the walls of her womb. Thick, hot ropes of liquid lava filled her to the brim and then some, reverberating against her ridges like tiny detonations.

I held myself inside of her, my hands gripping her hips tight. I didn’t stop until every last drop of sweet cream left my balls—even after, my cock plugged the entrance to her channel, keeping the seed deep inside her like a cork in a bottle of wine. Beneath me, both coeds panted and sighed, their faces covered in sweat and their hair messy haloes around their heads.

Exhausted, I slid to the mattress. Both girls were on me in an instant, placing a pillow beneath my head and their long limbs all over my sides. Marcie covered my stubble with kisses while Samantha watched, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure.

God damn.


Chapter Eleven

“That,” Marcie whispered, “was the kind of contest I could see us repeating.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “Me too,” I agreed. “Especially as it was so inconclusive.”

Samantha cocked an eyebrow. “Inconclusive?” Her gaze traveled to Marcie’s slit. “I’d say that’s pretty conclusive, Daddy.”

I was already shaking my head. “The two of you didn’t follow the rules, babygirl. You were supposed to stop every minute and switch, whether I wanted to or not.” I grinned at her. “And I’m pretty sure you weren’t supposed to come before I did.”

Samantha nibbled her bottom lip. “There was nothing in the rules against that, Daddy. Besides, I couldn’t help myself!”

I pulled her to me, a hand on her ass. “I know,” I said. “That’s why you’re my babygirl. And so is Marcie.”

Both women snuggled against me, spent. A quick glance confirmed Samantha had moved my Tag to the bedside table, where it ticked on with no idea of the debauchery it had just been used in service of. Good, I thought. I’d been afraid one of them might lie on it and break it. Or I would.

“So neither of us win?” Marcie asked.

Samantha snickered. “I’d say we both won.”

I couldn’t disagree with that. In fact…

“You know,” I said, looking up at the ceiling, “the more I think about it, the more I’m convinced that maybe this isn’t a problem. I don’t think babygirl means the same thing when I say it to the two of you. Not at all.”

“No?” Marcie asked.

Samantha caught the thread of what I was going for and giggled. “When he calls me babygirl, it’s filthy. It means ‘please fuck your slut harder, Daddy’.”

That nearly had me roll her onto her side and slip back inside her.

“But when he calls you babygirl, it’s different,” Samantha said, reaching for her bestie. “It means Jack wants to protect you. To keep you safe.” She swallowed hard, a note of emotion entering her tone. “To love you all up.”

“He loves you, too,” Marcie said, lacing her fingers through Sam’s.

“I know that,” Samantha said, wiping away a tear. “Trust me, after sex like that, I couldn’t not know.”

The three of us lay like that for some time. I was just starting to think about going for a second round—maybe in the shower this time—when Samantha suddenly rolled onto a hip and cocked her head to the side.

“Do you hear that, Daddy?” she asked.

For a second, I didn’t. Then it hit me.

“My pants,” I grunted, putting my feet on the floor. “Where are they?”

They’d been left in a small pile on the floor with the rest of my clothes. I fished inside of one of the pockets until I found my cell phone, which was buzzing like a whole hive of honeybees. I didn’t recognize the number, but it had a Stillwell area code, so I pushed the button and put the phone to my ear.

“Hello?”

“Mr. Avery?” The voice was young, female, and vaguely familiar. “Did I catch you at a bad time?”

I shook my head. “I was just catching up on some morning work,” I said, ignoring the snickers of the two coeds behind me. “Who is this?”

A pause. “This is Sidonie, Mr. Avery,” the speaker said. She pronounced it with a slight accent, not like ‘Sidney’ but like she had dough on her knee. “We met the other day during your disciplinary hearing?”

Oh. Oh. Now I remembered where I’d heard that voice.

“Ah yes,” I said, collecting myself. “You were the young woman who wasn’t aware just how deep Stillwell got itself in the shit with the Baines clan.”

I could hear her flinch all the way on the other end of the line. “I was also the person who promised to aid you in smoothing over the situation with Delta Rho’s national leadership,” she said, regaining a bit of her spunk. “Which I’ve been working on ever since our meeting.”

I sat up a little straighter. Samantha must have been able to hear some of our conversation, because the coed was suddenly all ears. “Oh yeah? Is it handled?”

This time, Sidonie’s pause was much longer. “I’m making good progress on that front, Mr. Avery. I don’t think you or Miss Lowry will have much to worry about where her status as president of the sorority is concerned.”

Behind me, Samantha pumped a fist with glee. She and Marcie high-fived, looking like they wanted to fall into each other’s arms before inviting me to have my way with both of them. Considering the good news, I was more than tempted to.

“I appreciate you letting me know,” I said briskly. “If there’s any documentation you’d like to provide me before the meeting, I’d be happy to—”

“That’s… not why I’m calling you, Mr. Avery,” Sidonie said.

Something about her tone made the hair stand up on the back of my neck. “No?”

“No.”

“What, then?” I asked.

Sidonie paused for so long I half-wondered if the call had disconnected. “It’s not something I’m wholly comfortable speaking about over the phone,” she admitted. “Would you be amenable to meeting me on campus later this afternoon and discussing it?”

I glanced over at Samantha and Marcie. Both of them looked confused—which, to be fair, was a pretty good look on them with no clothes on. But anything would be.

I did a bit of mental math. I had classes that afternoon, and while skipping them wouldn’t have been a big deal considering my grades were already high enough to secure my graduation, I had a few goodbyes I wanted to say to some of the engineering guys I’d made friends with over the semester. I also wanted to hand out a couple business cards to the brighter ones—there were two or three I could see helping me out quite a bit once I took over Ramsey Engineering.

I can do the meeting, as long as it’s quick, I thought. I wouldn’t get in too much trouble for being late, hopefully.

“I can do that,” I told Sidonie. “But only if you give me some idea of what this is all about.”

I heard her click her tongue. “You remember Mr. Long?” she asked.

“Can’t say that I do.”

“He was part of your disciplinary hearing,” she explained. “He pushed the hardest against dismissing the charges against you?”

“Oh,” I muttered. “That guy.” I remembered him: his cheap suit, his thinning hair, the naked envy in his voice when he heard about how many coeds I’d hooked up with over the course of the semester. I felt no fondness towards any member of Stillwell’s ethics board, but I liked him least of all. “What about him?”

“He might be trouble,” Sidonie said flatly. “He’s been sending messages to several high-ranking members of Stillwell University’s org chart. I don’t want to go into all of the details over the phone, but it’s safe to say that someone lit a fire under him…”

“Three guesses who,” I grunted. “And the first two don’t count.”

Elizbeth Baines. God damn it, when was she going to take the hint and get herself out of my life for good? The next time I saw that woman, I was going to give her a piece of my mind—

Sidonie cleared her throat. “It’s not Miss Baines.”

What!?

Samantha slid next to me on the bed, craning her neck to hear more clearly. She looked more surprised than I felt, which was surely saying something.

Who is it? She mouthed, her eyebrows shooting to her hairline.

I cleared my throat. “I don’t suppose you want to tell me—?”

Sidonie had already anticipated this. “I really think it’s better that we discuss it in person,” she said, her tone brooking no further discussion. If I wanted to know more, I was going to have to meet up with her in person.

Fine.

“Tell me where and when,” I grunted.

She named a time close enough that I’d need to leave soon. As far as the place, I expected the faculty offices of Stillwell University to be her choice, but there Sidonie surprised me. “You’ve been to the student commons, right?”

Had I? I could hardly remember. “Think I might have visited the food court a time or two,” I said.

Sidonie ignored that. “There’s an arcade in the basement,” she explained. “Hardly anyone ever goes down there. I’ll meet you there, and we’ll discuss what’s happened and figure out a plan to move forward.”

The arcade? Something about that rang bells in the back of my head. Where had I heard about an arcade underneath the student commons before…?

The answer hit me like a slap. It’s where Trevor and his lackeys used to hang out, I realized. Marcie told me about it back in Professor Kovarsky’s class. Him and Cargo Pants.

A glance at Marcie confirmed she was thinking of the same thing.

“I might have,” I told Sidonie. “If not, I’m sure I can get directions.”

She confirmed the plans a final time and then hung up. Both Samantha and Marcie stared at me in the silence that followed, as if trying to work out the hidden designs behind the board member’s invitation before I could.

Good luck, I thought.

“So what do we think’s going on?” Samantha said as she slipped her panties up her smooth thighs. “One of Trevor’s friends causing trouble?”

“Jack said that guy on the ethics board didn’t like him very much,” Marcie mused. “Something tells me it wouldn’t take much for him to try and throw a roadblock or two in our way.”

“If he thinks he can do that to us,” Samantha said, her expression darkening, “he’s got another thing coming. I didn’t build Delta Rho into what it is today to let it stand by idly while someone slanders Jack.”

“Let’s not be hasty,” I told the women. “I’ll hear this girl out. Discover what the problem is. And then we’ll deal with it, the way we’ve dealt with everything else.”

Marcie peeked over my shoulder. “I wanted to spend the day with you,” she said, pouting.

“I have classes,” I said.

“I was going to wait during them,” she chuckled, undeterred. “Or maybe see if you could sneak me in the back of the lecture hall.”

“We all know how that would go,” Samantha said lewdly. “But I wanted to spend some time with Jack, too. It’s so rare that you and I get him all to ourselves.”

An idea occurred to me. “Why don’t you come with me?”

Both girls shared a look.

Samantha smirked. “It would be one hell of a power play to show up with both babygirls in tow,” she said, running a finger down her chin. “Besides, who knows if you might need back-up?”

If it came to that, it would be me protecting them, not the other way around. But I didn’t need to belabor the point with Samantha. She understood that perfectly well.

I leaned over and kissed her, deep and slow. “Then let’s do it,” I told her. Then I pulled Marcie to me and did the same with her. “All three of us.”

By the time my lips left hers, Marcie’s face was alight with love and devotion. “Of course, Jack,” she said, as bubbly and eager as I’d ever seen her. “Where you go, I go.”

“Always,” Samantha agreed, lacing her fingers through mine. “All of us.”

I started to dress, then glanced over at my Tag. A smirk spread across my face.

“You girls wouldn’t happen to want to join me for a quick shower, would you?”

Both of them beamed at the thought.

“I mean, I know you just took one a couple hours ago,” I said, letting my gaze roam over their bodies. “But we did just get pretty dirty…”

Samantha rose, running her hands over her curves. “Absolutely, Daddy,” she purred. “Is that watch of yours waterproof?”

Hmm? I flipped it around to show Samantha the case back. Water resistant: 10 Bar was written across the back—a unit of measure equivalent to roughly one hundred meters. “Should be fine for a shower,” I said.

“Good.” Sam took me by one hand. Marcie the other. “Because I’m feeling a second round of the experiment. You know, just to confirm the results…”

As both girls grinned and ran their hands over my body, I led them into the bathroom. Whatever new problem stood in our way, the three of us would face it together. And if we needed help, we had a whole harem of gorgeous women ready and willing to make the impossible happen.

And if we kept Sidonie waiting a little longer than she expected?

Well, that would just be showing her who was really boss in Stillwell.

END OF PART NINE
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