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 Chapter One


 

 


“
 You
 ’
 re kidding me,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 This is ludicrous.
 ”



“
 Look, I know it sounds insane.
 ”
 Daniel Ramsey, the man I
 ’
 d considered less of a boss than a father figure for the last fifteen years, sat back in his chair and made a steeple of his fingers on the desk.
 “
 Believe me, this didn
 ’
 t originate from my corner of the business, Jack. If it were up to me, this wouldn
 ’
 t be a problem.
 ”



“
 It
 ’
 s such a small thing, though,
 ”
 I said, shaking my head.
 “
 I mean, hell
 —
 it was
 twenty years ago
 . What difference does it make now, when I
 ’
 ve done so much for the company since then?
 ”



His smile looked more like a grimace, which should have tipped me off the moment he
 ’
 d called me into the office and had me sit down for an
 ‘
 emergency meeting
 ’
 . This wasn
 ’
 t good. Not at all.



Outside the glass walls of Daniel
 ’
 s office, the business of the company continued apace. Several mid-level employees who were friends with me cast sympathetic looks as they walked by; news of this meeting had already spread through the organization. I knew it was all well-meaning, but considering the circumstances, I couldn
 ’
 t help but view it as a stab in the back.



I came to work for Daniel
 ’
 s company after a freak accident robbed me of everything I
 ’
 d built my life around over my first twenty-five years on this earth. He was an old friend of my father
 ’
 s, and when he saw the state I was in at the funeral, he offered me a job out on the East Coast with his engineering firm. I
 ’
 d been too distraught at the time to take it, but as the weeks went by and the big house in Montana I
 ’
 d shared with Lauren felt more and more lonely, I called him up.



That was fifteen years ago. In the proceeding time, I
 ’
 d become a major workaholic and a linchpin of the entire organization. We
 ’
 d built the equipment that sent a mission to the International Space Station, and it was me who they
 ’
 d called to fix the situation remotely when one of the solar panels on the satellite got flipped ninety degrees out of joint. I
 ’
 d earned a reputation for being the guy who got the job done, who stayed up late and got up early and rarely if ever took a day off. For the last five years, it was assumed by everyone in the company that I would take over when Daniel retired
 —
 last spring, he
 ’
 d announced he was leaving in twelve months.
 “
 Taking some time to work on my golf swing,
 ”
 he
 ’
 d put it.


And now this.


“
 Commonwealth of Massachusetts College
 ,
 ”
 Daniel said, the ghost of a smile flickering across his face.
 “
 That
 ’
 s where you went to school, wasn
 ’
 t it, Jack? Before you came to work for me, that is?
 ”


It was.


“
 Look, I didn
 ’
 t do it on purpose,
 ”
 I said, suddenly defensive.
 “
 Lauren, she
 …
 everything was all messed up back then. After the crash, I
 …”



Daniel held up a hand.
 “
 I
 ’
 m not blaming you, son. The
 last
 thing you were thinking of when that drunk driver hit Lauren was finishing out your college career. To be perfectly honest, I should have noticed this myself years ago. We should have corrected this error before it ever got to this point.
 ”


I swallowed hard.


“
 I was just as blinded as you were,
 ”
 he continued.
 “
 I
 loved
 Lauren
 —
 the whole family did. I still miss her, Jack.
 ”



“
 Me too,
 ”
 I said. It was the truest thing I could say.
 “
 Every day.
 ”



A few days ago, as part of the onboarding process for the turnover in the spring, our company
 ’
 s Board performed a routine background check on one Jackson Avery, second-in-command to the CEO. Meaning
 me.
 They didn
 ’
 t find anything they weren
 ’
 t expecting to
 —
 no arrests, no drunk driving, not even a speeding ticket in the last ten years.



What shocked them was what they
 didn
 ’
 t
 find.


My degree.


“
 I don
 ’
 t give a shit that you didn
 ’
 t finish college,
 ”
 my mentor rumbled.
 “
 As far as I
 ’
 m concerned, Jack, the Board
 ’
 s findings are bullshit. And if you want me to go to the mat for you on this, son, I will. I honestly don
 ’
 t think this company will last for very long if you
 ’
 re not at the helm when I finally pass over the reins.
 ”



“
 Thanks,
 ”
 I said,
 “
 I appreciate it. I might ask you to do just that, actually
 …”



A sly look entered my mentor
 ’
 s face. Over the years, I
 ’
 d learned to expect the unexpected when Daniel Ramsey got that look in his eyes. It normally corresponded with a sudden decision that changed the fabric of our business
 —
 one that appeared incredibly risky at the time, but with the benefit of hindsight, looked brilliant.
 “
 It
 ’
 s an undeniable fact, though, that you were hired to work for this company under false pretenses,
 ”
 he said slowly.
 “
 An engineering degree is
 required
 to work here, Jack
 —
 even for an entry-level position. And the Board
 damn
 sure believes the CEO should have a diploma from a reputable institution hanging up in his office.
 ”



I glanced up at my mentor
 ’
 s. His was from MIT
 —
 he
 ’
 d always been a show-off. And way richer than most of the family.



“
 And it
 ’
 s only
 …
 what,
 twelve
 credits?
 ”
 Daniel chuckled.
 “
 That
 ’
 s four classes, son. One semester could get you over the finish line. Something tells me you could do that standing on your head.
 ”


I blinked. What the hell was he trying to say?


“
 It was twenty years ago,
 ”
 I repeated.
 “
 I
 ’
 m not the same person that I was back in college
 —”



“
 No, you
 ’
 re a hell of a lot smarter now,
 ”
 Daniel said, looking me up and down.
 “
 And, frankly, you
 ’
 re much healthier. You
 ’
 re in better shape than you were back in college. Hell, you probably wouldn
 ’
 t even need the free bus pass
 —
 didn
 ’
 t I see a McLaren in your parking spot the other day?
 ”



I wasn
 ’
 t about to listen to him pick apart my automotive decisions.
 “
 That car
 ’
 s the only thing I
 ’
 ve splurged on in the last ten years,
 ”
 I shot back.



“
 I
 ’
 m not judging you,
 ”
 my mentor said.
 “
 I
 ’
 m saying you
 ’
 ll be able to
 handle
 it, Jack. That it wouldn
 ’
 t be a problem for you to, say
 …
 go back and finish your degree. Considering how hard you
 ’
 ve been working for this company, it
 ’
 d be a change of pace. Maybe almost a vacation?
 ”



I ran my fingers through my hair. My scalp was starting to tingle, and I got the distinct impression that some of the people walking past Daniel
 ’
 s office were staring at me. I
 ’
 d never been less of a fan of the company
 ’
 s
 ‘
 open door policy
 ’
 than I was at that moment.



“
 You
 ’
 ve talked about this with the Board, haven
 ’
 t you?
 ”
 I said.



To his credit, he didn
 ’
 t bother bullshitting me about it.
 “
 I have spoken with them, yes,
 ”
 he said.
 “
 We
 ’
 ve worked out a plan to tackle this issue going forward.
 ”



An issue. I was an
 issue
 ?



“
 This isn
 ’
 t fair,
 ”
 I protested.
 “
 I
 built
 this company for you, Uncle Daniel. We would have never gotten the contracts with Boeing and SpaceX if I didn
 ’
 t work around the clock making sure our solutions were up to snuff
 —”



“
 Christ, you think I don
 ’
 t know that!?
 ”



Daniel rarely raised his voice; in all the time I
 ’
 d been working for him, I
 ’
 d only seen him do it once or twice. The effect was devastating.



He leaned forward, took off his glasses and rubbed his sinuses.
 “
 Son, you
 ’
 re not seeing the big picture,
 ”
 Daniel said. He looked tired
 —
 and, I realized with a shock,
 old.
 Even if he hadn
 ’
 t been planning to retire at the end of the fiscal year, it would only be a matter of time before he
 ’
 d be forced to hand over the day to day operation of the business to someone else.


It chilled me. I needed to be ready. I needed to be the one who proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that I was ready for the big chair.


“
 Alright,
 ”
 I said, forcing my pulse to slow down.
 “
 Then explain it to me.
 ”



Daniel nodded.
 “
 How about a drink?
 ”



Today was truly a day for firsts. Daniel had a drink cart in the corner of his office: a dusty, gaudy monstrosity that looked like it had been salvaged from that TV show about Madison Avenue advertising executives
 —
 but to my knowledge, he
 ’
 d never actually used it.



“
 Sure,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Why the hell not?
 ”



Daniel rose from behind his desk with another one of those grimace-grins and went to the cart. He grabbed a bottle of whiskey that was almost as old as I was and poured us both a glass.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t have any ice,
 ”
 he said, setting the tumbler in front of me.
 “
 But I think you
 ’
 ll find you don
 ’
 t need any.
 ”



He was right. The amber liquid went down smooth; the bite I
 ’
 d associated with the cheap stuff I drank in college simply wasn
 ’
 t there.


Hell. I was thinking about college again.


Daniel took a sip, then stared at me.
 “
 I mentioned vacations a minute ago,
 ”
 he said, drumming his fingers on the table.
 “
 When was the last time you took one?
 ”



The question caught me flat-footed.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t know. Last year?
 ”



Daniel smacked his lips.
 “
 Wrong-o. I had HR pull your records. Outside of an occasional sick day, you haven
 ’
 t taken time off in the last ten years.
 ”



I did a double take.
 Ten years?
 Had it really been that long?



“
 You didn
 ’
 t even realize,
 ”
 Daniel said.
 “
 This is what I
 ’
 m talking about, son. You work, and you work, and you don
 ’
 t do anything else.
 ”
 He paused, as if deciding how far he wanted to go with this, and then pushed a little further.
 “
 A man
 ’
 s got to have a
 family
 , Jack.
 ”



Suddenly everything went cold.
 “
 I
 had
 a family,
 ”
 I said, gripping the glass of whisky very tightly.
 “
 Lauren
 —”



“
 Lauren was fifteen years ago,
 ”
 Daniel whispered, leaning forward.
 “
 Look, I love you, Daniel. I never had any boys of my own
 —
 just my Marcie. So I think of you as the son I never had.
 ”
 His lips formed a tight little line.
 “
 So what I
 ’
 m going to tell you is the same thing I
 ’
 d tell one of my boys. You
 cannot
 spend the rest of your life beating yourself up over this. Eventually, you have to move on.
 ”



I couldn
 ’
 t meet his eye. Both of us were on the verge of tears.



“
 And,
 ”
 Daniel said, clearing his throat and changing the subject.
 “
 You need a vacation, son. You know it, I know it
 —
 hell, even the damn
 Board
 knows it.
 ”



Finish my degree. Uncle Daniel was right; it probably wouldn
 ’
 t even be hard. I had nearly two decades of experience in actual, practical engineering
 —
 the theoretical problems they threw at undergrads wouldn
 ’
 t provide much of a challenge for me.



But college? Really? At
 my
 age?



I
 ’
 d be the only forty year-old man on campus who wasn
 ’
 t an employee.



“
 Look,
 ”
 I said, letting out a little laugh.
 “
 Even if I agreed to this
 —
 which I
 ’
 m not, by the way
 —
 there
 ’
 s no way for me to finish my degree. Commonwealth Massachusetts doesn
 ’
 t exist any more. It shut down
 —”



“
 In the 2008 crash,
 ”
 Daniel said, sipping his whiskey.
 “
 I know. Come on, son. You think I haven
 ’
 t already figured this out? That I don
 ’
 t have a
 plan
 to make sure my hand-picked successor gets the big chair when I go on my cross-country golf tour?
 ”



I was stunned.
 “
 Then where
 —
 ?
 ”



“
 Stillwell College,
 ”
 Daniel said smoothly.
 “
 It
 ’
 s where Marcie goes, and it
 ’
 s not too far from here. Three or four hours. It
 ’
 s a little isolated, but you can hop down to Pike
 ’
 s Point if you ever need to visit a Walmart.
 ”



Marcie
 was my boss
 ’
 s daughter, Marcella. She was the apple of his eye; half the picture frames on his desk were of her with her arm around her Dad, flashing a smile so sweet it could give a man a toothache. She was in school to become a nurse. Or a vet. It had
 something
 to do with helping people.



Shit, If I didn
 ’
 t even remember, maybe I
 did
 need to quit working so much.



My eyes widened.
 “
 They
 ’
 ll transfer my credits?
 ”



“
 They already have.
 ”
 The glint was back in my mentor
 ’
 s eye.
 “
 Marcie and I talked to them earlier this week, while the Board was discussing what to do about your
 unfortunate lapse in reason.
 ”
 The way he made air quotes let me know exactly what he thought about their description of the issue.
 “
 This is for you, by the way.
 ”



He took a manila folder out of his desk and passed it across the table. Inside of it was a single slip of paper
 —
 a schedule of classes. Four of them, to be precise: three about advanced engineering, and the other about something called "
 history of film techniques.
 ”



“
 I tried to get them to take that last one off the list for you,
 ”
 Daniel said with a dismissive look.
 “
 Apparently you missed an elective somewhere down the line, and that was all we could get you on such short notice. Marcie says it ought to be a snooze.
 ”



I stared at the schedule, open mouthed. My name was written at the top:
 Jackson Avery,
 along with my date of birth and a Student ID number.



“
 You
 enrolled
 me?
 ”
 I asked, aghast.
 “
 You actually agreed with this crazy scheme?
 ”



My mentor
 ’
 s good humor fell away. In the blink of an eye, he was as serious as I
 ’
 d ever seen him, giving me the kind of look I
 ’
 d only ever seen him give our clients. Instantly I knew this was no laughing matter.



“
 I did.
 ”
 His fingers were a steeple once more; the whiskey forgotten.
 “
 Jack, this is the most important thing in the world to me. The question of who ends up taking over this business when I
 ’
 m gone
 …
 well, I
 know
 it can
 ’
 t be Marcie. Believe me, I
 ’
 ve tried.
 ”



I couldn
 ’
 t help but snicker at that. Marcella Ramsey might have been a Daddy
 ’
 s girl extraordinaire, but she was just about the only person who could stand up to her father
 ’
 s will. She had
 him
 wrapped around her finger instead of the other way around.



“
 And I don
 ’
 t trust anybody else,
 ”
 he said, looking me right in the eye.
 “
 I consider
 you
 my heir, Jack. You
 ’
 re the only one who can lead this place into the future. I think you know that, too.
 ”



I did. I wasn
 ’
 t the most arrogant guy in the world, but I knew what would happen if one of the other executives took over for Daniel after his retirement. They
 ’
 d have us sold to some military contractor within a year, for a fraction of what we were actually worth.



“
 So
 this
 ,
 ”
 Daniel said, putting a finger on the schedule,
 “
 is an order. For the next
 —”
 he glanced over at the calendar on the wall,
 “—
 five months,
 the only thing I want you worrying about is making sure you get that degree. I
 ’
 ll hold down the fort while you
 ’
 re gone. I
 ’
 m not
 that
 old.
 ”



“
 But
 —”



“
 No buts,
 ”
 he insisted.
 “
 There
 ’
 s a couple of short-term leases written on the back of that schedule
 —
 Marcie scouted out a couple of places near campus that are still looking for tenants. Pick one, and the company will pay for it.
 ”


Wow. That was generous as hell, even by his standards.


“
 This is
 …
 a lot,
 ”
 I said, a little taken aback by how much my mentor was willing to stick his neck out for me.
 “
 But I still don
 ’
 t understand. Surely I can just take a couple classes online, and knock all this out in a month or two
 —”


Daniel held up a hand.


“
 There
 ’
 s just one other thing I want you to be thinking about,
 ”
 he said, letting stony silence settle for a few moments before he continued.
 “
 This is a personal request from me, Jack. You understand that?
 ”



I nodded.
 “
 Sure.
 ”



“
 I want you to listen to what I
 ’
 m about to say. And I want you to let it sink in.
 ”


Okay. It must have been really important, if there was all this drama.


When Daniel judged he
 ’
 d made his point, he continued.
 “
 When a man gets to be my age, son, he looks back with a clearer head than he had when he was young. He can see the mistakes he made, the good decisions that carried him along the way
 —
 and he can see for the first time what really
 mattered. What
 matters,
 present tense.
 ”


I was listening so far.


“
 I believe I have figured things out. At least a little,
 ”
 Daniel admitted.
 “
 The most important thing a man leaves behind is his
 legacy,
 Jack. His family.
 ”



I might have proven myself to be a great many things since I
 ’
 d started working at Daniel
 ’
 s company, but
 dumb
 wasn
 ’
 t one of them. I understood what he was saying. What he
 ’
 d been hinting at quietly ever since I came to work for him and far more loudly over the last few years.



He didn
 ’
 t think a single, unmarried man could serve as CEO of this company.



“
 I don
 ’
 t know how many times I have to say this,
 ”
 I whispered, shaking my head.



“
 Lauren wouldn
 ’
 t have wanted this,
 ”
 Daniel said.
 “
 You know she wouldn
 ’
 t have.
 ”



My nostrils flared.
 “
 Lauren was married to
 me
 ,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Not you. You don
 ’
 t know the first thing about what she would or wouldn
 ’
 t have wanted
 —”



Daniel held up his hands.
 “
 Don
 ’
 t,
 ”
 he said with a smile.
 “
 Just go, okay? Enjoy the vacation, don
 ’
 t get into trouble, and
 …
 you know.
 Get out
 a little bit. Put yourself out there. I
 ’
 m not saying you have to come back to us with a
 bride,
 Jack! Just see what happens.
 ”



I bit back my response. As much as he meant to me, Daniel didn
 ’
 t understand. Nobody did. Losing Lauren wasn
 ’
 t just a blow
 —
 it took everything from me. Even fifteen years later, it hurt. Hurt like hell.



But for his sake, and the company
 ’
 s, I
 ’
 d try.


And maybe he was right. Fifteen years was a damned long time to do life alone.


“
 Well,
 ”
 I said, taking the sheet,
 “
 It sounds like I
 ’
 ve got my marching orders. Even if I wanted to disobey them, I can tell it wouldn
 ’
 t go well for me.
 ”



Daniel rose.
 “
 You don
 ’
 t need to disobey them,
 ”
 he said, giving me the smile that had won over so many recalcitrant clients.
 “
 Look at this as an opportunity, Jack. It
 ’
 s not a punishment. Hell, you
 ’
 re even going to get
 paid
 while you do this.
 ”



The money didn
 ’
 t matter to me. Fifteen years of hard work with no one to spend it on meant I had one hell of a nest egg saved up. Even
 after
 paying for the fancy sports car.



“
 I
 ’
 ll do my best,
 ”
 I told my mentor.
 “
 And I
 ’
 ll keep checking my email, just in case you and the Board come to your senses and change your minds.
 ”



“
 We won
 ’
 t,
 ”
 Daniel said with a smile.
 “
 Good luck, Jack. Keep me posted.
 ”



I promised him I would. This all sounded insane to me, but I had to go along with it to get the promotion. And five months wasn
 ’
 t really all that long of a time to wait.


I had no idea at the time how much those five months would change my life forever.

 

 








 
 Chapter Two


 

Uncle Ramsey was right. The Board did not change their minds.

The notice date of my sabbatical came and went without a single meeting, and to my surprise, I was suddenly a free man. With Daniel running the business until I returned, I had nothing to worry about except for my education.

The process of finding a place to stay turned out to be even easier than I expected. All four of the addresses Marcie scrawled on the back of my class schedule had virtual tours on their websites. I liked the second one best, so I called them and said I was interested. They promptly told me the company had already taken care of everything, and all I had to do was show up.


I was tempted to rent out my apartment in the city for the five months, but the thought of someone else brushing their teeth in my sink and sleeping in my bed wigged me out too much. I didn
 ’
 t really need the money, either.



So it was that I packed everything I thought I
 ’
 d need into my fancy McLaren sports car, threw on a pair of sunglasses and an old Blue Oyster Cult playlist and drove to the middle of nowhere, New England
 —
 home of Stillwell College.


I was halfway there when my phone rang.


I won
 ’
 t lie, there was a part of me that was hoping that it was Uncle Ramsey or the Board, telling me to turn back around and come to work. But it wasn
 ’
 t. It was my boss
 ’
 s daughter, Marcella.



Marcie
 .



“
 So I heard you
 ’
 re joining the cool kids this fall?
 ”
 she asked.



I rolled my eyes, then kept them on the road.
 “
 Yeah,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Some spoiled kid signed me up for a bunch of classes I ought to have taken fifteen years ago.
 ”



I could hear Marcie scoff through the dashboard speaker.
 “
 Hey, you
 ’
 re lucky I was able to get you those classes on such short notice!
 ”
 she said, sounding like she was laughing.
 “
 I had to pull some serious strings to get you enrolled this close to the start of the semester!
 ”



In the background of her call, I could hear enough voices to make me wonder if she was at a party. At
 this
 time of the day, though?



“
 Don
 ’
 t get me wrong, I
 ’
 m grateful,
 ”
 I told her, meaning it. Marcie had nothing to do with any of this
 —
 it wasn
 ’
 t
 her
 decision to send me back to school after fifteen years in the working world. She was just trying to help me make the most of it.
 “
 History of Film Techniques,
 though?
 ”



Marcie chuckled.
 “
 Oh, that one
 ’
 s easy. Plus, you
 ’
 re taking it alongside the smartest girl at Stillwell College.
 ”



Her tone told me I had three guesses, and the first two didn
 ’
 t count.
 “
 You?
 ”



“
 Bingo!
 ”
 A sizzle of static trickled down the line, and I could hear Marcie moving.
 “
 Oops, sorry! One second, I
 ’
 m just taking this
 …
 !
 ”



“
 Marcie?
 ”
 I frowned as I cut around a slow-moving vehicle in the left lane. The driver wasn
 ’
 t paying attention
 —
 he looked like some punk kid, more interested in the cheerleader he had in the passenger seat than the rules of the road.
 “
 Everything okay over there, honey?
 ”



“
 Yeah, Jack, I
 ’
 m fine. I
 ’
 m just at a thing.
 ”



I glanced at the clock on the dashboard.
 “
 A
 thing
 ? At ten o
 ’
 clock in the morning?
 ”



Marcie paused. There was a guilty tone in her voice when she spoke next.
 “
 I
 ’
 m at rush,
 ”
 she admitted.



“
 Didn
 ’
 t they break up? I thought the drummer died.
 ”



I could hear her rolling her eyes.
 “
 Not the
 band
 , Jack. The week before classes start is when all the frats and sororities at Stillwell do recruiting. I
 ’
 m interested in joining Delta Rho.
 ”



Huh.
 “
 Delta Rho,
 ”
 I repeated, tasting the unfamiliar syllables. It had been a long time since I
 ’
 d spoken in greek letters. Lauren hadn
 ’
 t been a sorority girl
 —
 neither of us had anything to do with frats back in college.
 “
 Are they all about partying?
 ”



“
 Why?
 ”
 Marcie asked, and there was a hint of challenge in her voice.
 “
 Are you going to go running to my Dad?
 ”



The thought hadn
 ’
 t even occurred to me.
 “
 Why no, Marcie. You
 ’
 re a grown-ass, twenty-year-old woman. I kind of figured being in college meant you could make your own decisions.
 ”



“
 Good,
 ”
 Marcie said.
 “
 Dad doesn
 ’
 t like the idea of me being in a sorority. He tells me I need to concentrate on my studies.
 ”



I couldn
 ’
 t help but snicker.
 “
 He tells me the same thing, too.
 ”



She laughed.
 “
 So you get it,
 ”
 she said.
 “
 He needs to just chill out. Delta Rho does, like, a
 ton
 of good stuff for the community. They started the annual canned food drive, and it was Delta Rho girls who put up those handicapped ramps that all the churches in Pike
 ’
 s Point have now.
 ”



“
 Sounds downright charitable,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 I bet their sorority house is as quiet as a convent.
 ”



“
 Yeah, they play hard,
 ”
 Marcie admitted.
 “
 But they work hard, too. They
 ’
 re exactly who I want to be, Jack.
 ”
 She paused, and I could practically
 feel
 her getting nervous.
 “
 You really won
 ’
 t tell my Dad about it, will you?
 ”



Me? Rat on the boss
 ’
 s daughter?



Not after everything she
 ’
 d done for me.



“
 It wouldn
 ’
 t come from me,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Scout
 ’
 s honor.
 ”



Marcie paused.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t believe you ever
 were
 a Boy Scout, Jack.
 ”



“
 No,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 But I
 ’
 m apparently about to become a college student.
 ”



“
 Oh!
 ”
 I could hear Marcie do a double take on her end of the line.
 “
 That
 ’
 s actually what I wanted to talk to you about. You
 ’
 ve found a place to stay already, yeah? One of the townhouses I put on the back of your class schedule?
 ”



I nodded, then remembered this wasn
 ’
 t a video call.
 “
 Yeah. I
 ’
 m on my way there now, actually. Got all my stuff for the next five months to move in.
 ”



“
 Great,
 ”
 Marcie said.
 “
 Do you want to have brunch tomorrow?
 ”



I blinked. Tomorrow was Sunday. Classes were supposed to start on Tuesday
 —
 it would have been Monday, except Monday was apparently some obscure holiday only celebrated by particularly morose New Englanders. So I had a little downtime before I was supposed to officially restart my academic career.



Hell. Daniel told me to have some fun, didn
 ’
 t he?



“
 I don
 ’
 t see why not,
 ”
 I said, keeping both hands on the steering wheel.
 “
 Maybe you can show me around Stillwell.
 ”



“
 That would be awesome,
 ”
 Marcie said.
 “
 There
 ’
 s this really cool place by the river, right next to the canal walk
 —
 they
 ’
 ve got killer omelettes and bottomless mimosas. They
 ’
 re called
 Gabrielle
 ’
 s.
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 ll look them up,
 ”
 I promised Marcie.
 “
 Maybe I
 ’
 ll throw a housewarming party or something after this week.
 ”



“
 Killer. Alright, listen, I
 ’
 ve got to go. The current sisters are all arriving now. I
 ’
 ve got to get presentable.
 ”



Sisters?
 Something about the way she said it made it sound like she was talking about women in a coven, instead of students in a Greek organization. I was probably just being paranoid. It had been a long time since I
 ’
 d last set foot on a college campus.



“
 Sure, sure,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Good luck with Delta Rho.
 ”



“
 Good luck with classes!
 ”
 Marcie said.
 “
 And if you need to crib off my notes in that film class, Jack, I really won
 ’
 t mind
 …”



“
 Yeah, yeah,
 ”
 I said, wishing her well.


She hung up.


The mention of
 Rush
 made me think of prog rock, so I switched my Spotify over as I drove. The rest of the ride to Stillwell passed without incident, save for the fact that traffic got pretty bad about forty-five minutes out from the town limits. I stopped for gas and a quick restroom break, bought a coffee, and found that the congestion had cleared by the time I returned.



Stillwell was the quintessential quiet college town. Uncle Ramsey was right; if I wanted to visit a big box store, I was going to need to drive a good half hour at least to a bigger city. As I made my way down the main thoroughfare, traveling a little below the speed limit to get a good look around, I saw plenty of college bars and little artisanal Mom and Pop shops. But other than a McDonalds sitting at the corner of the town
 ’
 s two main roads and a grocery store with the logo of a regional chain, there was almost nothing of the corporate world anywhere.



It was like I
 ’
 d slipped backwards in time.



Maybe that
 ’
 s how I should think of it,
 I told myself, easing the McLaren through a crosswalk.
 Like I
 ’
 ve stepped into a time machine and I
 ’
 m back in my college days. I
 ’
 ve got a second chance to live them all again, and do all the things I wish I
 ’
 d done when I had the chance
 …



Maybe. Except I had a hell of a lot more gray in my hair now. And back then, I
 ’
 d only cared about doing stupid stuff to impress a single girl
 —
 Lauren.



Uncle Ramsey was right about one thing, though. I do look better now.



Back then, I
 ’
 d been handsome enough but a bit chubby. I
 ’
 d thrown shot put in high school on the track team, and the muscles I
 ’
 d brought with me to Mass Commonwealth definitely gave me a few appraising looks from the fairer sex. But by the time I met Lauren, I
 ’
 d fallen out of the habit of lifting weights and into fast food and video games.



Fifteen years of hard work later and I never missed a workout. It wasn
 ’
 t bragging to say I was in the best shape of my life. Even with the extra fifteen years.



I was
 definitely
 getting more looks this time around. Just driving through campus, I caught people stopping and staring. I flattered myself to think it was me, but it was probably just the MacLaren. It wasn
 ’
 t one of the million-dollar varieties
 —
 I wasn
 ’
 t
 that
 much of an asshole
 —
 but it was definitely one souped-up sports car. With how hard I worked, I
 ’
 d decided I deserved it.


At the next intersection, a perky blonde tugged down her sunglasses to stare at me as I waited at a red light. When I pulled away, she winked at me.


Hell,
 I thought, the compliment going right to my dick.
 Maybe this won
 ’
 t be all bad
 …



I made it to my new apartment building shortly after noon. At this time of the day the parking lot was nearly empty, with the spot nearest the door taken up by the largest SUV I
 ’
 d ever seen. As I pulled in and cut the engine, the driver
 ’
 s side door opened and a woman in leggings and an athletic top hopped out.



Damn,
 I thought, glancing at her for a second.
 What a babe. She must be here to use the gym
 …



As I stepped out of the car, the woman waved to me.
 “
 Mr. Avery?
 ”


I did a double take. Did I know this girl?


She extended a well-manicured hand with perfect white nails.
 “
 Maria Alvarez,
 ”
 she said, flashing a smile that belonged on a magazine cover.
 “
 We spoke over the phone. I have your keys?
 ”



Oh! Suddenly I was putting a face to the voice.
 “
 That
 ’
 s right,
 ”
 I said, giving her hand a shake.
 “
 You
 ’
 re the one I spoke to about the condo.
 ”



I hadn
 ’
 t realized she was such a beauty. Though she was dressed as casually as could be, Maria wore her athletic duds like they were high fashion. Her leggings hugged her round ass like a second skin, and her top was cut so low in the front that a man would have had to be a monk not to sneak a glance every now and then. Her skin was the color of coffee with just the right amount of cream in it, and her hair flowed down her back in shimmering ringlets that must have taken ages to get just right.



“
 That
 ’
 s right
 —
 I handle all of the rentals in this building,
 ”
 she said, looking up at the windows with pride.
 “
 Sorry I look like such a mess. I didn
 ’
 t realize you were coming in so soon
 —
 I had to drive over straight from the gym!
 ”



What were you doing at the gym?
 I wondered, taking in her perfect coiffure and undisturbed makeup.
 You don
 ’
 t have a single hair out of place.



I didn
 ’
 t ask. Women were entitled to their secrets.



“
 Let me show you around the facility,
 ”
 the Latina said brightly.
 “
 You
 ’
 re going to love this building, Mr. Avery. The amenities are out of this world
 …”



Maria wasn
 ’
 t lying. In addition to the indoor pool and the gym so nice it made me wonder why she had to go somewhere else to take care of her morning workouts, the condo complex had a coffee bar for the residents down in the lobby. Both Maria and I poured ourselves a cup before we headed upstairs, and I could personally verify it was one of the nicest-tasting brews I
 ’
 d ever had. I wouldn
 ’
 t need to blow any money on a Keurig once I moved in.



The condo complex stood six stories tall; my apartment was on the fifth.
 “
 I tried to get you a penthouse suite, but none were available in this building,
 ”
 Maria said with just a hint of remorse.
 “
 But I think you
 ’
 re going to be
 very
 happy with what we
 ’
 ve set up for you, Mr. Avery
 …”


Again, Maria Alvarez knew just what she was talking about. My apartment was fully furnished, all black and chrome, with a massive balcony jutting off from the kitchen to give me a view of the entire town. The place looked like a movie set, and to say I was impressed with it would have been a major understatement.


Maria insisted on giving me the guided tour.
 “
 The bathroom has a rainforest shower,
 ”
 she said with a little smile.
 “
 I know a lot of people have an issue with those being a little weak sometimes, but trust me
 —
 the water pressure in this place is
 awesome.
 ”



I couldn
 ’
 t help but wonder how she knew that.



Once she
 ’
 d shown me the whole apartment, we walked back to the living room.



“
 You
 ’
 re here for the next five months, right? Doing something for your company?
 ”



I considered how much to tell this woman. On the one hand, she was just the rental agent
 —
 but on the other, I didn
 ’
 t like hiding things from people. Even ones I
 ’
 d just met.



In the end, I decided to split the difference.
 “
 We
 ’
 re partnering with Stillwell College,
 ”
 I explained, which technically wasn
 ’
 t even a lie.
 “
 It
 ’
 s purely short-term; just until the end of the semester.
 ”



Maria nodded like that made perfect sense.
 “
 Of course. Stillwell
 is
 the center of this town. I
 ’
 ll be interested to see what you come up with. What kind of industry did you say you were in?
 ”



“
 Engineering,
 ”
 I told her.
 “
 I
 ’
 m an egghead.
 ”


To my surprise, she laughed.


The two of us made small talk for a bit, then Maria headed for the door.
 “
 Listen, if you need
 anything
 at all, Mr. Avery, please don
 ’
 t hesitate to give me a call. I want you to feel like I
 ’
 m here for you, day or night.
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 m sure that won
 ’
 t be necessary,
 ”
 I said. I felt certain she was just being polite: she probably buttered up all of her customers like this.
 “
 But thank you
 —“



A strange smile flickered across the rental agent
 ’
 s face.



“
 Here,
 ”
 she said, sliding her purse off of her shoulder and rummaging through it.
 “
 This is my card. If you find that you need anything
 —
 and I do mean
 anything
 —
 just dial me.
 ”



Interesting.
 “
 Sure,
 ”
 I said, taking the card.
 “
 I
 ’
 ll definitely keep that in mind. Thank you, Mrs. Alvarez.
 ”



“
 Miss,
 ”
 she corrected. The look in her eyes made me think of the woman who
 ’
 d been checking me out at the stoplight.
 “
 And considering how much your company is paying for a five month rental, I should be thanking
 you,
 Mr. Avery. Please keep in touch.
 ”


After giving Maria another few promises that I would, she left me. Alone in my new apartment, in a college town where I stuck out like a sore thumb.


An older,
 wealthier
 sore thumb.



I walked back into the living room. My half-finished cup of coffee sat cooling on the table; I picked it up and went over to the very nice balcony Maria had been sure to point out to me earlier. I
 ’
 d finish it outside.



As soon as I opened the glass door, the sounds of the town washed over me. Conversations from the street, the engines of cars, the shriek of a seagull who
 ’
 d wandered far afield from the nearby beach. At the end of the street, a small group of people lined up outside of a local delicatessen
 —
 I made a mental note to check it out, the next time I was hungry for a bite.



Maybe this won
 ’
 t be so bad,
 I told myself, sipping my coffee as I looked out over the Stillwell skyline.
 It
 ’
 s a cute apartment. A cute town. A cute realtor
 …



From my window, I saw Maria sashay her way across the parking lot. She didn
 ’
 t look up as she climbed into her SUV and pulled out of the lot, whistling to herself. She wore an expression on her face like she was awfully pleased with herself, and it made me wonder
 …



No,
 I thought, chuckling.
 No,
 I thought, chuckling.
 Come on, Jack. She
 ’
 s what, twenty-five? Practically young enough to be your daughter. Young women don
 ’
 t go for guys like that. They don
 ’
 t
 chase
 guys like that.



Looking back on it much later, I
 ’
 d chuckle at how much I still had to learn about the fairer sex and what sorts of things they desired. But for now, none of that weighed on my mind. Instead, as I sipped the last of the excellent coffee Maria and I had shared in the lobby of my new apartment building, I reached into my jacket and pulled out a folded piece of paper.



It wasn
 ’
 t the original sheet; I carried a Xeroxed copy I
 ’
 d been given right after I left my meeting with my boss. I also had a PDF in my email in case I misplaced this hard copy, but I knew that wasn
 ’
 t necessary
 —
 I wouldn
 ’
 t lose it. To be perfectly honest, I
 ’
 d pretty much memorized it by now.



Jackson Avery
 , the top said, along with a Student ID that didn
 ’
 t match the one I
 ’
 d had back in college. Four classes; three in Engineering, one about the history of film techniques. All of them probably an absolute snooze.



Having Marcie there might make it bearable, though,
 I thought, snickering. The office was never a more fun or interesting place than when Marcella Ramsey showed up at
 ‘
 Take Your Daughter To Work Day
 ’
 .


The sun dipped lower on the horizon. Traffic had begun to balloon; soon would come rush hour, when the streets of Stillwell were at their busiest. After that, the small college town would truly come alive.

The last weekend before classes started. All the students, all the beer, and none of the responsibilities. Not yet.

I shook my head, thinking about it. And smiled.


“
 I can do this,
 ”
 I said, whispering it as I looked over the town.
 “
 Four classes. Five months. You can do this standing on your head, Jack.
 ”



I knew I could. And I
 was
 going to do it.



Maybe I
 ’
 d even manage to have a little fun along the way.


 

 








 
 Chapter Three


 


I
 ’
 d been passed out on the couch for God only knew how long when my phone rang.


I jerked awake, snorting as I stumbled out of a dream about Lauren. For a moment I was back there, twenty years ago, and the living room ceiling of the apartment I saw when I opened my eyes was as unfamiliar to me as the contours of some planet floating through space.

Then everything clicked, and I was back in the present.


I
 ’
 d been too exhausted from my drive to Stillwell to walk down to the delicatessen or to go grocery shopping. A half-eaten pizza lay on the coffee table in front of me, along with a mostly polished off two liter of zero-sugar soda. The cable hadn
 ’
 t been hooked up yet, but the TV had a few built-in channels
 —
 an old black and white movie played on the screen. It showed a bunch of people in a lifeboat, half of whom were trying to shove a guy overboard. The other half were trying desperately to save him.



No wonder I dreamt about Lauren,
 I thought with a shudder. Then the dream faded.



“
 Shit,
 ”
 I whispered, putting my feet back on the floor.
 “
 Passed out on the couch with pizza and soda. Guess I
 ’
 m already getting into the mindset of a college student
 …”



I glanced out the window as I fished around in the couch cushions for my cell phone. Night had fallen over Stillwell, and the skyline sparkled with a thousand tiny lights. The big glass door to my balcony muffled the sound, but I knew if I went over and opened it I
 ’
 d hear cars, fights, parties. A college town, alive now that the sun was down.



I found my cell phone. When I saw the name on the screen, a spike of anxiety erupted in my guts.
 Marcie?


What did Marcella Ramsey want from me at this hour?


I put the phone to my ear.
 “
 Hello? Marcie? Everything alright?
 ”



The roar of a crowd crackled through the line. Underneath of it, I could hear a shuffling, bouncing bassline
 —
 if I concentrated, I almost thought I could hear that
 same
 bassline somewhere in the distance. A party?



Marcie said she was pledging that sorority,
 I reminded myself.
 Delta Rho.
 That
 ’
 s where she probably was, at the sorority house. The one I
 ’
 d joked was as quiet as a convent.



“
 Hello? Hey?
 ”
 I still held the phone against my ear, but I
 ’
 d already begun to relax. This was clearly a butt dial. I must have been the last person Marcie talked to over the phone, and she
 ’
 d hit the call button by accident while sitting down or walking around at the party. Everything was fine.



“
 Hey Marcie,
 ”
 I said, knowing my words would never carry over the noise of the crowd.
 “
 It
 ’
 s me, Jack. I don
 ’
 t know if this is going to go to voicemail or something like that, but I think you called me when you didn
 ’
 t mean to
 —”



The sound of the crowd quieted. The noise shifted, and I could hear the phone being lifted to someone
 ’
 s ear.



“
 Hello? Marcie?
 ”



Someone laughed.
 “
 Yo man, who is this?
 ”



I blinked. That was
 not
 Marcie. Did someone steal her phone?



“
 This is Jackson Avery,
 ”
 I growled, my hackles rising. There was no reason for me to suddenly be on my guard, yet there was something about the voice on the other end of the line I did not like. It sounded young, and not particularly sober.
 “
 I got a call from this number from Marcella Ramsey.
 ”



Laughter in the background. Someone else yelled,
 “
 who is that?
 ”



“
 Dude, I think it
 ’
 s her
 dad
 ,
 ”
 the first speaker said. Yeah,
 definitely
 not sober. About the furthest thing from it, in fact.
 “
 What the fuck?
 ”



Suddenly my hackles did more than just rise.
 “
 This is not her father, but it
 ’
 s someone who cares quite a lot about Marcie,
 ”
 I grunted, rising from the couch.
 “
 If you
 ’
 ve stolen her phone, I suggest you give it back
 —”



“
 Man, chill! Marcie
 ’
 s cool.
 ”
 The laughter took on a darker tone.
 “
 What are you, like, her sugar daddy or something?
 ”



My brows shot straight to my hairline.
 “
 Excuse me!?
 ”



“
 Yo, hang up the phone!
 ”
 The other voice was coming closer.
 “
 Get her drink, man!
 ”



Her drink!?
 Ice shot through my veins.



“
 Listen to me, son,
 ”
 I said, my tone as cold as stone.
 “
 You
 ’
 re going to hand this phone to Marcie right now. Otherwise, things are going to go
 very
 badly for you
 —”



The man
 —
 a boy, really
 —
 on the other end of the line chuckled.
 “
 Relax, gramps,
 ”
 he said, sounding sleazier than every yacht rock hit from the 1970
 ’
 s put together.
 “
 Marcie
 ’
 s in good hands, alright? We
 ’
 re gonna take really
 good
 care of her!
 ”



I
 ’
 d heard just about enough.
 “
 You put her on the phone right now
 —”


Too late. The line crackled and went dead.


What the hell? What the
 absolute
 hell?



I was out of the living room and into my bedroom in the blink of an eye. I hadn
 ’
 t unpacked yet, but my suitcase sat at the foot of the bed, open and unzipped. Clothes peeked out from the pockets, and the keys to my car sat on top.



Every cell in my body wanted to believe I hadn
 ’
 t heard what I
 ’
 d just heard. The thought of interrupting Marcie in the middle of a social event
 —
 especially one that mattered as much to her as the rush mixer for Delta Rho
 —
 was completely antithetical to the kind of person I was. I didn
 ’
 t involve myself in unnecessary drama: I did my work, minded my own business, and focused on excelling.



But those words kept ringing in my ears.
 Get her drink. Get. Her. Drink.


Those were the kinds of words nightmares were made of.


As I grabbed my keys, I thumbed Marcie
 ’
 s number into my phone. It rang once and then went straight to voicemail, which unfortunately was exactly what I
 ’
 d expected. Either the jackasses at the party had switched Marcie
 ’
 s phone completely off, or they
 ’
 d somehow blocked incoming calls.



That was bad.
 Really
 bad.



Maybe I was making a terrible mistake, but I couldn
 ’
 t hear a thing like that and then go on with the rest of my night like nothing had happened. If nothing else, I cared way too much about the Ramseys to let something happen to Marcella.



Besides
 , I thought,
 I
 ’
 m a student at Stillwell now. Right?
 That meant I had the right to show up at keg parties
 —
 even ones thrown by the most exclusive sorority on campus.



Maybe
 especially
 those ones.



As I made my way down the stairs to the parking lot, something else occurred to me. I had no idea where the Delta Rho sorority house was located. A quick search of Google Maps for
 ‘
 Delta Rho house
 ’
 showed me nothing
 —
 the address must have been filed as something else on campus. Shit.



I could follow the bassline, maybe. But I
 ’
 d probably get lost along the way. Besides, I needed to get there as fast as possible
 —
 Marcie could be downing her spiked drink while I sat there fucking around with my phone. I needed that address!



I didn
 ’
 t know where Delta Rho
 ’
 s sorority house was.



But, I realized, I knew someone who
 did.



A click from my keyfob unlocked the McLaren. As I climbed inside, I fished out the business card I
 ’
 d slipped into my wallet, hearing smooth words in my head as I did.
 The college is the center of Stillwell, after all
 …


She answered on the second ring. From the noise in the background I could tell she was out and about, too, though nowhere near a frat party.


“
 Mr. Avery?
 ”
 Maria Alvarez asked.
 “
 Is everything alright? Is something wrong with the apartment
 —”



“
 Everything
 ’
 s great,
 ”
 I said, gunning the engine.
 “
 Listen, I need your help. It
 ’
 s an emergency.
 ”



Say this for Maria
 —
 the moment she heard that tone in my voice, she knew I meant business. She snapped to attention like a soldier on the battlefield.



“
 What do you need, Mr. Avery?
 ”
 No hesitation. I liked that about her.


The headlights kicked on, illuminating a pair of students with ice cream cones walking next to the parking lot. One of them let out a yelp and raced away, dragging the other alongside them.


“
 I need the address for the Delta Rho sorority house,
 ”
 I said, switching the phone to speaker. The GPS app showed a tiny scale map of Stillwell, with a spot to type in my destination along the top.



The request caught her off-guard.
 “
 The Delta Rho house?
 ”
 Maria asked.
 “
 Jack, whatever do you need that for
 —
 ?
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 ll explain it to you later,
 ”
 I said, the words coming out harsher than I
 ’
 d intended.
 “
 Promise. This really is an emergency, Maria.
 ”



Miss Alvarez was as good as her word.
 “
 It
 ’
 s 115 State Street,
 ”
 she said, reciting it like she
 ’
 d pulled it right off of the top of her head.
 “
 One block down from the Business School building. You can
 ’
 t miss it; they have their Greek letters on a banner over the main entrance.
 ”


I already had the address in the GPS. It beeped and let me know I had a five minute drive ahead of me to reach my destination. Good.


“
 Thank you, Maria,
 ”
 I told her, meaning it.
 “
 You might have saved someone
 ’
 s life tonight. I promise I
 ’
 ll explain all of this the next time we talk.
 ”



“
 You
 ’
 d better,
 ”
 she said. The background noise quieted on her end of the line; she must have gone somewhere she wouldn
 ’
 t be overheard.
 “
 If you
 ’
 re saving someone
 ’
 s life, I want to hear all about it. Maybe over coffee?
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 ll buy the cup,
 ”
 I promised.



We hung up, and I pulled out of the parking lot.
 I
 ’
 ll be there soon, Marcie
 , I promised, both hands gripping the steering wheel.
 Just hang in there!



The GPS claimed it would take me five minutes to make it from my apartment complex to the Delta Rho sorority house. I did it in two minutes and thirty seconds, flat. Way more people stared at me this time around as my sports car sped down the street, the engine roaring like a hungry lion. I barely noticed
 —
 the only thing I could think about was Marcie, and what kind of trouble she might be in. I turned the radio off and concentrated, silently willing every red light to turn green and stay that way.



Stillwell
 ’
 s campus snuck up on me. One minute I was driving through the business district, and the next my car was wading through a sea of college girls with short skirts. Jocks drank beers out of paper bags. Several people shouted as I drove by, but I did my best to ignore them. I was a man on a mission.


By some miracle, the sidewalk directly in front of the sorority house was clear. I pulled up to the curb and hopped out of the McLaren, ignoring the stares (and more than a few hoots and hollers) from my soon-to-be fellow students as I made my way to the front doors, taking the steps two at a time. A few people stepped forward to try and halt me with questions, but the look on my face must have convinced them to shy back.


As I reached the top of the stairs, the big double doors of the sorority house opened. A slender Asian girl in a tight black dress stepped out onto the landing, her eyes widening in alarm when she saw me rushing at her like a bull. Something about her bearing told me she was one of the Delta Rho leaders; possibly the one who
 ’
 d planned this shindig.



“
 I
 ’
 m sorry,
 ”
 the woman said, putting herself between me and the party going on inside. Her eyes narrowed, and I wondered if she suspected me of being a law enforcement officer. If so, she definitely hadn
 ’
 t noticed the car.
 “
 Is there something I can do for you, sir
 …
 ?
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 m not a
 sir
 , I
 ’
 m a student,
 ”
 I growled, glancing over the woman
 ’
 s shoulder. It wasn
 ’
 t hard
 —
 I
 ’
 m six-one, and she had to be a full foot shorter than I was. Now that I was looking at her, I noticed a fancy-looking pin next to her collar
 —
 the Delta Rho logo in gold.
 Definitely
 one of the queen bees.
 “
 And I
 ’
 m looking for somebody. Somebody who might be in a whole hell of a lot of trouble.
 ”



Confusion filled the woman
 ’
 s eyes.
 “
 Listen, we don
 ’
 t want any fights,
 ”
 she said, holding up her hands.
 “
 This is a Delta Rho sorority party
 —
 we have a reputation to uphold
 …”



I couldn
 ’
 t help it
 —
 I saw red.
 “
 If one of your pledges gets
 sexually assaulted
 tonight, what do you think that will do to your
 reputation
 !?
 ”



The woman
 ’
 s eyes widened like saucers. The color drained from her face, and I could see the shock written across her features.
 “
 Excuse me?
 ”



“
 There is a bad situation developing in there,
 ”
 I said, pointing past her.
 “
 Are you going to let me handle it, or are you going to wait until it gets a hundred times worse?
 ”



I didn
 ’
 t
 know
 beyond a shadow of a doubt what was about to happen to Marcie. And yet I could feel it. Deep in my gut, I knew exactly what those frat boys had planned for my boss
 ’
 s daughter. One look in her eyes, and I could tell that this woman knew it, too.



Her gaze hardened.
 “
 Who
 ’
 s in trouble?
 ”
 she asked, sounding more like a soldier than a sorority sister.



I glanced into the living room of the house, which was standing room only.
 “
 Marcella Ramsey,
 ”
 I said, hoping she might be hiding behind some of the furniture.
 “
 Goes by Marcie.
 ”



“
 Marcie? I know her. She
 ’
 s one of the new pledges.
 ”
 She stood on tiptoe to look over the heads of the crowd
 —
 easier in six-inch heels
 —
 and frowned.
 “
 You know her, Mr
 …
 ?
 ”



“
 Avery,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Jackson Avery. And yes.
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 m Yukiko,
 ”
 the woman said with a nod.
 “
 Let
 ’
 s go find your friend.
 ”



“
 Sure thing, Yukiko.
 ”


Together, we made our way through the crowd. A few guys, drunker than the rest, tried to get in our faces as we pushed towards the rear of the living room. But one look at the expression on my face and they got second thoughts.


Next to me, Yukiko cupped her hands around her mouth.
 “
 Anyone seen Marcie?
 ”
 she asked, going back up on tiptoe in her heels.
 “
 New pledge, brown hair, bodycon dress?
 Anybody
 ?
 ”


No one looked helpful. Most were too drunk to even hear us.


As much as I hated it, I had to think like a creep.
 If I were up to no good with some sweet college coed, where would I take her?
 Even considering the possibility turned my stomach, but I had to find Marcie.



The carpet shook beneath my feet with every step. God damn, that music was
 loud.
 Loud enough that
 …



I would want to get away from it,
 I thought.
 So I can focus on what I
 ’
 m doing.



I turned to Yukiko.
 “
 Upstairs.
 ”



She nodded, her expression darkening even further.
 “
 Follow me.
 ”



I wouldn
 ’
 t have thought it of her, but when that five-foot-nothing girl stepped in front of me, she transformed into a lion.
 “
 Move!
 ”
 Yukiko shouted, barreling through the crowd of drunk coeds and leering jocks.
 “
 Come on, jackasses, this is an emergency!
 ”


To say I was impressed would have been a major understatement.


The crowd parted before us like the Red Sea, watching with confusion as we reached the stairs and took them two at a time. Yukiko stayed in the lead, her presence enough to get the other sorority girls blocking our path to move to the side and let us through. My suspicion that she was one of Delta Rho
 ’
 s leaders hardened into a near-certainty.



She led me down one hallway, but instinct took over.
 “
 No,
 ”
 I grunted, thinking like a creep.
 “
 This way. There
 ’
 s another bedroom all the way in the back, right?
 ”



“
 Well, yes, but
 —”


Yukiko trailed off. Through the wall, the sound of muffled shouting could be heard. It could have just been someone having too much fun. But deep down, I knew it was something else entirely.


Marcie.



The edges of my vision went red. Yukiko had just enough time to get out of my way as I raced down the hall, the sounds of shouting and laughter growing louder the closer I got to the rear of the sorority house. The door was closed, but it wasn
 ’
 t locked, and I threw it open without a care for whether or not I might be interrupting some innocent young college students in the middle of a tryst.


The bedroom looked trashed. There were empty beer bottles on nearly every shelf and piece of furniture, and someone had torn the covers off of the bed and left them in a messy pile on the floor. Two men stood at the foot of the bed, arguing over a young woman writhing in confusion on the mattress.

My heart skipped a beat. It was Marcella.


“
 Marcie!
 ”
 The word came out as a growl.
 “
 Get the fuck away from her!
 ”



The two boys glanced up from the bed, their eyes widening. Both of them were younger than I
 ’
 d expected
 —
 probably they were freshmen, who
 ’
 d snuck in to be part of the Delta Rho celebrations. Jackasses. One wore a faded baseball cap, backwards, while the other was dressed in dorky cargo shorts and a concert t-shirt from some heavy metal band.



“
 Yo, what the fuck?
 ”
 Cargo Shorts hissed, backing away from the scene of the crime.
 “
 I told you this was a mistake, Trevor!
 ”



Trevor
 —
 Mr. Baseball Cap
 —
 flashed a sleazy grin, holding up his hands like he wanted to show us he was no threat.
 “
 Woah, woah,
 ”
 he said, sounding like
 we
 ’
 d
 done something wrong instead of the other way around.
 “
 Whatever happened to knocking before entering?
 ”


Yukiko entered the room behind me. She sized the two young men up as I went to Marcie, her eyes narrowing to slits.


“
 The only men on tonight
 ’
 s guest list were some boys from Delta Omicron,
 ”
 she said, her tone accusatory.
 “
 Neither of you look like Delta-O
 ’
 s.
 ”



“
 We
 ’
 re friends with them,
 ”
 Baseball Cap insisted.
 “
 Besides, we were just leaving. This girl
 ’
 s had too much to drink
 —
 she got sloppy, you know? We brought her up here to make sure she was okay.
 ”



“
 We were going to call her an Uber,
 ”
 Cargo Shorts whined.



Bullshit.



“
 Marcie?
 ”
 One look at my boss
 ’
 s daughter told me all I needed to know.
 “
 Honey, are you alright?
 ”



For a gut-twisting moment, I wasn
 ’
 t sure if she was conscious. Then Marcie cracked one eyelid open with a groan. The iris beneath was glassy, like a woman in a hypnotic trance.



“
 Huh?
 ”
 she groaned, trying feebly to rise from the mattress.
 “
 Jack? Jack, what
 ’
 s going on
 …
 I feel sick
 …
 ?
 ”



“
 You just hold on tight,
 ”
 I assured her. Seeing Marcie in such a state activated all of my protective instincts at once, and all of a sudden I knew that not even a pack of wild dogs would have been able to drag me away from her.
 “
 I
 ’
 ve got you now, girl. We
 ’
 re gonna get you out of here.
 ”



Someone gasped.
 “
 Oh shit!
 ”
 Cargo Pants said.
 “
 Trev, is that her
 dad
 ?
 ”



Trevor ignored him.
 “
 Good thing you got here when you did, sir,
 ”
 he said with a big smile.
 “
 She
 ’
 s really messed up, man.
 ”



Something cold spread through my chest as I stood up and turned.
 “
 I know,
 ”
 I said, fixing the young man with the kind of look they say can kill. I wished it could.
 “
 You
 ’
 re the one who
 messed
 her up. You admitted as much over the phone.
 ”



Trevor
 ’
 s face filled with shock for a second, but just a second.
 “
 That was
 you,
 ”
 he said, backing away with an awkward grin.
 “
 Shit, man, that was just a joke
 —”



In the fifteen years I
 ’
 d worked for Marcie
 ’
 s father, I could count the number of times I
 ’
 d had to raise my voice on one hand. I was not a violent man. I couldn
 ’
 t even claim that I
 ’
 d ever really been in an actual fight
 —
 minor scuffles in middle school notwithstanding. I
 ’
 d never needed to raise my hands against my fellow man, and so I hadn
 ’
 t.



That night, I did something I
 ’
 d never done before.


I cold cocked that son of a bitch right between the eyes.


It was what the kids back in my day called a
 two hit fight.
 I hit him, and he hit the floor. Trevor went down on his ass, the bundled up carpet only partially breaking his fall.



The meaty smack rang in my ears. My knuckles throbbed gently. I felt like
 …
 well, like a different sort of man than I
 ’
 d been a few minutes ago. I
 ’
 d never done
 anything
 like that before.



It was like fifteen years of repressed emotions bubbling to the surface all at once. Right then, I knew I was mad enough to kill that boy
 —
 that if I didn
 ’
 t exercise a little self control, there
 ’
 d be only one of us leaving that bedroom.



Calm down, Jack,
 I commanded myself.
 The last thing you need is to end up in a jail cell tonight.



Cargo Shorts let out a whine like it was
 him
 who
 ’
 d been hit. Behind me I heard Yukiko gasp, but her shock was fringed with a noise like approval. She liked a man who
 got things done,
 I could tell.


Trevor had just started to recover when my shadow fell over him. With the light behind me and murder in my eyes, I must have looked like some berserker left over from a medieval battlefield.


“
 You and your friend get the fuck out of here and don
 ’
 t come back,
 ”
 I growled, the words tearing themselves from my throat.
 “
 Now.
 ”


His baseball cap hung at a crooked angle on top of his head. He winced as he adjusted it back to where it was, then placed his fingers on his forehead. A bruise had already started to form there, and I sensed it was going to deepen into a black eye.


“
 You fucking
 prick
 ,
 ”
 Trevor wheedled.
 “
 You punched me
 —”


I grabbed his collar and hauled him to his feet.


I didn
 ’
 t even have to
 think
 about it.



“
 Look at me,
 ”
 I said, staring right into his eyes. Unlike before, my words weren
 ’
 t angry
 —
 they fell from my lips like stones, cold and true.
 “
 If I ever see you at a party on this campus again, or hanging around a woman at a bar, you
 ’
 re going to be
 lucky
 that a punch in the fucking face is all you got tonight. I
 ’
 ll make sure you don
 ’
 t get out of the fucking hospital until after the rest of your class has
 graduated.
 ”


His legs kicked madly. Holy shit, I was holding him right off the ground.

When did I get so strong?


“
 That
 ’
 s funny,
 ”
 Trevor managed to wheeze.
 “
 Go back to your fucking office job, old man
 …”



I smirked.
 “
 Wrong-o. I
 ’
 m a
 student
 , buddy.
 ”


His eyes bulged out of his head.


“
 That
 ’
 s right,
 ”
 I said, savoring the look of terror on his smug face.
 “
 You picked the wrong man to hang up on,
 Trevor.
 If I see you again, your ass is grass.
 ”



Your ass is grass?
 It was the kind of thing people said in afternoon TV shows, not real life. But Trevor flinched, and his buddy in the cargo pants was already halfway out the door.



I let him go. I wasn
 ’
 t as worried about him
 —
 in the short time we
 ’
 d gotten to know each other he
 ’
 d struck me as a follower. Not a nice person, but someone who
 ’
 d never have gotten up the nerve to slip a pill in a coed
 ’
 s drink without a buddy egging him on. I made a mental note to find out who he was later, though, and keep tabs on him.


With a grunt, I shoved Trevor against the wall. A couple of empty beer bottles spilled onto the floor and he glanced at once like he was thinking of picking it up and hitting me with it.


“
 That would be
 very
 bad for you,
 ”
 I said, meaning it with every fiber of my being.
 “
 Run, twerp. Before I change my mind and put you in the hospital.
 ”


He ran.


He bolted from the bedroom like a scared little boy, without so much as a look at Marcella. He shot past Yukiko and dove through the bedroom door, startling the young blonde woman who
 ’
 d come running upstairs to see what was going on.


As the smoke cleared, she smiled at me.

I froze in my tracks, my heart skipping another beat.


And stared into the eyes of the hottest damn woman I
 ’
 d ever seen.


 

 








 
 Chapter Four


 

 


“
 Wow,
 ”
 the blonde said, looking at me like I
 ’
 d just stepped out of her darkest fantasy.
 “
 That was impressive. For a minute there, I thought you were going to kill him
 …
 !
 ”



For the first time in fifteen years, I couldn
 ’
 t come up with a pithy response. If Marcie had activated every protective instinct hidden deep in the primal, caveman part of my psyche, the sight of this girl had pushed a
 whole different
 set of buttons.



Ones that were connected to
 very
 different circuits in my male brain.



She sashayed into the bedroom like she owned it, surveying the carnage with a bemused expression. Right up until her gaze fell on Marcie, and her face fell.
 “
 Oh
 fuck.
 ”



“
 Yeah.
 ”
 I felt a surge of anger, even though I ought to have been relieved. Weren
 ’
 t these women supposed to be looking out for girls like Marcie?
 “
 You
 ’
 re fucking lucky I got here when I did. Something real fucking bad was about to happen in this room
 …”



“
 Jack?
 ”
 Marcie slurred her words, but she
 ’
 d managed to prop herself up on one elbow and look around.
 “
 What
 …
 what
 ’
 s happening to me? Jesus, my head! Feels like I
 ’
 m on a roller coaster even though I
 ’
 m lying down
 …”



“
 You stay right there, babygirl,
 ”
 I grunted, putting a hand on her shoulder.
 “
 I
 ’
 ve got you.
 ”



Even a blind man couldn
 ’
 t have missed the way both Yukiko and the blonde
 ’
 s cheeks heated up at the word
 babygirl.
 I should have thought about that, about what it meant, but at the moment there was no room in my brain for anything but Marcie.



“
 I want to go home,
 ”
 Marcie groaned. She sounded like she was about to cry.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t like this party, Jack
 …
 !
 ”


Suddenly Marcie groaned, her shoulders heaving. She closed her eyes and whimpered, her hair a messy halo around her head.


The blonde
 ’
 s expression collapsed.
 “
 Fucking
 hell
 ,
 ”
 she snapped, looking almost as angry with herself as I
 ’
 d been with those boys.
 “
 Now I wish you
 did
 kill them. Lakshmi!
 ”


She directed this last word over her shoulder. A few moments later I heard the sound of someone stomping up the stairs, and a slender Indian girl joined us in the bedroom. She looked even more put together than her sorority sisters, if such a thing was possible, in a purple and black sari over the Delta Rho sweatshirt all the sorority sisters had on.


“
 What
 ’
 s going on?
 ”
 she asked, with just a hint of an accent.
 “
 I heard a commotion
 —”



“
 Lakshmi, I need you to take this girl back to her dorm,
 ”
 the blonde said.
 “
 She
 ’
 s had a really bad night.
 ”



Lakshmi nodded. She assented to the blonde
 ’
 s order so easily that I instantly understood the pecking order. Yukiko was nominally in charge of this party, but this blonde girl was in charge of the
 whole sorority.
 The queen bee.



“
 Here,
 ”
 Lakshmi said, gesturing at Yukiko.
 “
 Kiki, help me get her up
 …”



Kiki?
 Yukiko blushed at the name, but she did as her friend suggested.



“
 Hold up,
 ”
 I grunted. Some of my anger had cooled, especially after seeing the blonde
 ’
 s reaction to finding Marcie like this, but that didn
 ’
 t mean I was about to let them take over.
 “
 I
 ’
 ll take her back. That
 ’
 s why I
 ’
 m here.
 ”



The blonde stepped forward.
 “
 No no no, you
 ’
 re staying right here,
 ”
 she said, a faint smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.
 “
 I need to talk to you,
 sir.
 There are things we need to discuss.
 ”



I was already shaking my head.
 “
 If it
 ’
 s about the cops, I don
 ’
 t care,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 Just let me take Marcie and get out of here
 —”



Lakshmi lifted her head.
 “
 What do you think it will look like, you dragging a half-comatose girl through the student commons?
 ”
 the Indian woman snapped.
 “
 You think there won
 ’
 t be talk? That Marcie
 ’
 s reputation won
 ’
 t be harmed?
 ”



I hadn
 ’
 t thought about it like that.
 “
 She needs me to protect her,
 ”
 I shot back.
 “
 Seeing as you girls did a piss-poor job of it.
 ”


All three of them gave me a look like they knew they deserved that.


“
 Let Lakshmi and I handle it,
 ”
 Yukiko said, putting a hand on my shoulder.
 “
 We
 ’
 ll take her back to her dorm, make sure she gets plenty of water. We
 ’
 ll stay with her until she
 ’
 s feeling better. With us, it
 ’
 ll just look like a pledge who drank too much at the pre-semester mixer and got sloppy.
 ”



She didn
 ’
 t need to say the rest.
 With me, it
 ’
 ll look like something else.


Shit.


I didn
 ’
 t want to let Marcie go. But just as I
 ’
 d promised myself to keep her safe, I knew that Marcella Ramsey cared a hell of a lot about her reputation. Letting her keep her dignity was protecting her, too.



My lips formed a tight little line.
 “
 You take her straight there,
 ”
 I said, looking Yukiko right in the eyes.
 “
 You
 make sure
 she
 ’
 s safe. And you have her text me when she
 ’
 s feeling better, so I know I don
 ’
 t need to swing by and take her to the emergency room. You understand that?
 ”



Fear shone in Yukiko
 ’
 s eyes at my intensity. Fear and something else.



“
 Yes sir,
 ”
 she whispered.
 “
 I promise.
 ”



“
 As do I,
 ”
 Lakshmi said. She
 ’
 d already taken a bottle of water out of her purse and was helping the half-comatose Marcie swig a little.
 Good woman,
 I thought.
 “
 I know she
 ’
 s your daughter, sir, but we
 ’
 ll take care of her like she was our sister
 —”



“
 I
 ’
 m not her father,
 ”
 I said, shaking my head.
 “
 I
 …
 I
 work
 with her father.
 ”



Both girls looked a little confused at that, but they were in no position to argue with me. I could tell they also hadn
 ’
 t quite understood me when I told those boys that I was a student here at Stillwell, but that was another thing we
 ’
 d all agreed not to spend any time arguing about tonight.



Lakshmi and Yukiko got Marcie onto her feet. She was still drifting in and out, but the water had helped a bit. She looked like she didn
 ’
 t know where she was, and only barely understood that the two women helping keep her upright were her future sorority sisters. The blonde she hadn
 ’
 t acknowledged at all.



“
 Marcie,
 ”
 I said, cupping my boss
 ’
 s daughter
 ’
 s chin. God, when had she grown up? The last time I
 ’
 d seen Marcella had only been six months ago, but it felt like she
 ’
 d gotten years older since our last run in at her Dad
 ’
 s office. In her college duds she looked like a young
 woman,
 instead of the girl I knew.
 “
 It
 ’
 s me, Jack. Can you hear me?
 ”



“
 Jack?
 ”
 Marcie muttered.
 “
 Mmh, Jack, you
 ’
 ve gotta stop doing what my Dad tells you all of the time.
 ”


I shook my head and laughed. It was a constant refrain with her.


“
 Marcie, these girls are going to take you home, okay?
 ”
 I said.
 “
 They
 ’
 re going to watch over you until you
 ’
 re feeling better. It
 ’
 s
 safe
 to go with them, babygirl. You don
 ’
 t have to be afraid. Alright?
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 m
 …
 I
 ’
 m not afraid,
 ”
 she said, her eyes as glassy as pebbles.
 “
 Thank you Jack. I don
 ’
 t
 …
 I don
 ’
 t know what
 ’
 s wrong with me tonight. Why am I dreaming that
 you
 ’
 re
 here at my sorority party?
 ”



I shook my head.
 “
 Take good care of her,
 ”
 I said, looking at Yukiko and Lakshmi in turn.



Both of them assured me that they would. Then, with Marcella
 ’
 s arms over each of their shoulders, they made their way out of the room and out of the sorority house.


Leaving me standing in the bedroom with the blonde.

She stared at me for a few long moments once we had the room to ourselves, her gaze lingering on my shoulders and my chest.


There was
 something
 between us. I could feel it. I
 ’
 d felt it since the moment I saw her.



It was something I
 ’
 d never expected to feel again.



Something I hadn
 ’
 t felt in
 fifteen fucking years.



“
 You almost beat those boys to a pulp,
 ”
 she whispered, something like wonder in her tone. Though the party still raged on downstairs, she
 ’
 d made no move to shut the door.
 “
 Two on one, and they wouldn
 ’
 t have stood a chance against you. Jesus, I should hire you as Delta Rho
 ’
 s bouncer
 …”



“
 You couldn
 ’
 t afford me,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 You want to talk about what the fuck just happened, miss
 …
 ?
 ”



She shook her head. Evidently giving me her name wasn
 ’
 t at the top of her to-do list.
 “
 Not here,
 ”
 she said, glancing back at the door.
 “
 Too many ears.
 ”
 She gestured with her chin.
 “
 Bathroom.
 ”



I hadn
 ’
 t noticed it before. Evidently this room was the master, back before this whole building got converted to Delta Rho
 ’
 s sorority house. A fairly spacious bathroom lay on one side, connected by a single door.



I walked inside, the blonde following me. It wasn
 ’
 t much to look at, but the vanity mirror was impressive and the shower had a marble bench and one of those fancy rainforest shower heads. I doubted it got much use in a place like this.


The blonde shut the door, then turned around and pressed her ass against it. She smiled, and I was momentarily struck dumb by the sight of her.


She was even shorter than Yukiko. Maybe they were the same height, and the Asian girl was just in heels instead of boots. The blonde
 ’
 s were leather, expensive, and hugged her legs all the way up to mid thigh like a second skin. She wore the same puffy Delta Rho sweatshirt as all the other sorority girls, but unlike them she had large enough breasts that it accentuated her curves rather than hiding them. Her miniskirt was almost criminally short.



She met my eyes. Hers were sky blue, and they contrasted perfectly with her tanned, smooth skin. She looked like an All-American cheerleader, like the girl the football team
 ’
 s winning quarterback carried off the field over his shoulder after the big game before taking her home and knocking her up. Her cheekbones, her smile, her soft, glossy, pouty lips
 …
 every feature made my heart pound harder than the last.



“
 You
 …”
 I began, tongue-tied for the second time in fifteen years.


It was as far as I got.

The blonde grabbed the back of my neck, lifted herself into my arms, and smothered my mouth with hers.

Holy shit.


Holy fucking shit.



It
 ’
 s the last thing I expected, and I could have kicked myself for not seeing it earlier. Fortunately my hands were quicker than my brain
 —
 unlike the rest of me, they remembered exactly what to do with a girl as beautiful as this blonde temptress. I pushed her up against the door and kissed her harder, letting my fingers roam beneath her sweatshirt and over the swell of her ass.



Her ass
 …
 wow.
 High and firm and tight as a drum. It was the kind of ass men drooled over, that they
 ’
 d fight each other for a chance to spank. I could only imagine how luscious her breasts were.



“
 Mmmh,
 fuck!
 ”
 the blonde
 ’
 s mouth left mine, her lips tilting in a grin.
 “
 Holy shit, that was even hotter than I hoped. Jesus, you were like an
 animal
 when you knocked that asshole out
 …
 !
 ”



I
 still
 felt like an animal. Feelings I
 ’
 d been pushing to the bottom of my brain for years and years bubbled to the surface, bringing with them emotions I
 ’
 d thought I
 ’
 d forgotten. Passion. Need.
 Lust.



The blonde was panting hard from the kiss. She brushed a lock of hair out of her face and let out a laugh, wrapping her legs around my hips.
 “
 You okay? You look like you
 ’
 ve seen a ghost!
 ”



Not seen,
 I thought, guilt churning like acid in my gut.
 More like I
 ’
 m holding one.



All of a sudden, I felt like a fool. A horny fool who
 ’
 d let all his sense migrate from his big brain to his little one. How could I let myself do this
 —



Mischief filled the blonde
 ’
 s eyes. Her hands went straight to my belt.



“
 What are you doing?
 ”
 I managed to gasp, my eyes going wide.



The blonde licked her lips, giggling.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t like to waste time,
 ”
 she said, shaking her head as her deft fingers worked my belt free.
 “
 When I see something I like, I go for it. And you
 ’
 re the hottest fucking man I
 ’
 ve seen in my entire college career.
 ”
 She slid her hand beneath her miniskirt, her hand moving between her thighs in a way that was unmistakable.
 “
 Watching you protect that pledge made me so fucking wet I can
 ’
 t think straight. Want me to prove it to you, Daddy?
 ”



Oh. Oh
 fuck.



That word washed over me like a warm breeze on a cold day. My cock jerked in my boxers, throbbing against the fingers of the hand the blonde didn
 ’
 t have buried beneath her skirt, and she giggled like she knew she had me.



“
 I
 ’
 m so fucking horny,
 ”
 the blonde panted.
 “
 Don
 ’
 t think
 —
 just
 fuck
 me! Fuck my tight, wet, bald little pussy, Daddy!
 ”


Before I could say a word, the blonde pulled her hand out from beneath her skirt and slid her fingers into my mouth.


She wasn
 ’
 t lying. She tasted positively
 feral.



The second her pussy juice exploded on my tongue, I lost control. Fifteen years of thinking I
 ’
 d sealed myself off from my baser instincts forever dissolved in an instant. I was
 alive
 again, alive and horny with a gorgeous coed in my arms.


With a grunt, I lifted the blonde off the wall. She came with a squeal, her thighs tensing around me as she clung to my frame. I carried her over to the edge of the sink and parked her pert ass on it, then ran my hands up her thighs as I hiked up her skirt.


“
 You bad little slut,
 ”
 I growled, staring right into her eyes. I could tell from the way they sparkled that she was
 loving
 this
 —
 that turning me into this beast excited her the way riding a bucking bronco excited a cowboy.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t even know your name and you
 ’
 re dragging me into some frathouse bathroom for a quickie?
 ”



“
 I
 ’
 m a good judge of character,
 ”
 she purred, running her fingers through my hair. Her tits heaved in her sweatshirt, straining the fabric.
 “
 I came here tonight hoping I might find a suitable boy to go home with. Instead, I found a
 man.
 ”
 She grinned, parting her thighs.
 “
 Are you really going to pass up that opportunity, Daddy?
 ”



God
 damn.
 “
 Babygirl, you have no idea what that word does to me.
 ”



The blonde laughed.
 “
 I know exactly what I
 ’
 m doing, Daddy. And tonight, I
 ’
 m doing
 you.
 ”



With her skirt hiked all the way to her waist, I could see what the blonde had been doing to herself while we talked. Her pussy glistened with juice, freshly shaved, her folds so warm and inviting that it took everything inside me not to rip off my pants and bury my prick hilt-deep inside of her that instant. She wasn
 ’
 t shy about showing herself off, either. She
 liked
 me staring.



She loved the attention. I might have only met her a few minutes ago, but I already knew she was the kind of girl who
 thrived
 on it.


I grabbed her legs and pulled them apart, spreading her thighs like my favorite snack. The blonde groaned and arched her back, her head tapping the mirror behind the sink as she presented her beautiful body to me.


With a wink she grabbed her sweatshirt and tugged it off, tossing it into the corner. Underneath she wore nothing but a lacy black underwire bra, and her tits were every bit as big and juicy as I
 ’
 d imagined.



“
 Fuck me,
 ”
 she begged, a crazed look entering her eyes as she grinned.
 “
 I
 ’
 m wet. I
 ’
 m horny. I fucking
 need
 that cock
 —”


Maybe she did, but my fingers were what she got. As she unzipped my pants, I put one hand around her throat and slid the other between her parted thighs. What I found waiting for me was wet and warm and so soft and yielding that my heart hurt a little bit from longing.


It was hard to tell which the blonde liked more
 —
 the pleasure or the control. She relaxed into my touch, trusting me to hold onto her neck without hurting her too badly. As my fingers pushed into her, she pulled my thumb loose and wrapped her lips around it, sucking greedily.



She was
 soaking
 wet. The sound of her slick walls filled the bathroom as I pumped two fingers into her cunt, stabbing deep at that special, spongy spot I knew so much better than some nineteen-year old stoner. The blonde groaned
 deep
 as I hammered her g-spot, rubbing her clit with my thumb as I explored her inner walls from all directions.



“
 Oh my gawwwd,
 ”
 she whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head.
 “
 Daddy, yesss! Oh fuck, I
 ’
 ve been such a bad girl! Hold me tighter, Daddy
 —
 tighter, Daddy
 —
 punish my pussy! Ah, just like that! Shit,
 ohmygawd
 that
 ’
 s so good!
 ”


Somehow in the middle of all this, the blonde managed to get her hand around my cock. The second her fingers worked their way from my crown to my base, I hissed and clutched her throat even tighter. The blonde went crazy, sucking my thumb as her pussy squeezed me tight, her inner muscles sucking at me like they were starving for my seed.


Jesus Christ, I couldn't think to save my life. All of it: my job, the awful thing that had almost happened in this sorority house, the fact that I hadn't allowed myself to have this much fun with a woman in fifteen years
 —
 none of it mattered. I fingered her hard and fast, her body shuddering against the faucet as she locked eyes with me.



"Don't stop," she rasped, licking the tip of my thumb as she worked her fingers around the head of my cock. "Right there! That's it, that's right, I'm your nasty little babygirl, Daddy! Your nasty, naughty babygirl... oh
 FUCK
 –
 !"


The blonde tossed back her head and screamed with bliss, her body going weightless as her back arched like a bow. The sound of her orgasm echoed around the closed bathroom, and for a moment I worried it might even be heard above the music and the party going on downstairs.

Then I thought about how many times this room had probably already been used for this exact same purpose and grinned.

Maybe it was wrong for me to enjoy this so much while Marcie was across campus, still suffering the side effects of whatever pill those two creeps had given her. But she was in good hands. I knew Yukiko and Lakshmi would watch over her until she was right as rain.

Besides, what could be better for a girl like Marcie than a couple of her fellow Delta Rho sorority sisters to make sure nothing went wrong?

As the blonde came down from her high, she panted and sucked my thumb into her mouth. A second later she grabbed the back of my head and pulled my mouth down to hers, kissing me with every bit of pent-up sexual energy still humming through her system.

"That was so fucking good," she groaned, sounding like she couldn't believe how hard she'd just came. A naughty look entered her eyes. "Tell me what to do, Daddy. You've earned it."

Really?


“
 I mean it,
 ”
 she laughed, nibbling her bottom lip.
 “
 Your wish is my command. You make me want to be so fucking bad right now! Nggh, I need you, Daddy. I
 ’
 ve needed you my whole fucking life and I didn
 ’
 t even know it!
 ”


The feeling was mutual.


Fuck. What
 did
 I want from this gorgeous babe?



Well, I'd felt what she could do with that naughty tongue of hers
 …


"On your knees," I said, my voice hoarse with lust. "I need to fuck your sweet little face, babygirl."

The blonde groaned like that was exactly what she'd hoped to hear. "Yes, Daddy. God, I want to taste that cock so fucking bad...!"

She slipped off the countertop and slid to her knees, not bothering to lower her skirt or fix her bra. She finished undoing my belt and freed my cock fully from my boxers, her eyes widening as the full length came into view.


"Oh fuck, you're so big," the blonde groaned, wrapping her hand around the shaft. "How is your
 cock
 even perfect?"


Her words filled me with confidence, and I decided to be bold. "Because I'm a man," I said with a cocky smirk. "And I know just how to treat you, babygirl."

I think she might have come a second time right then and there.

The blonde rubbed the tip against her lips, then opened wide and took me in deep. Her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, covering me from the tip to the base as she swallowed me down her throat. Her tongue swirled around the ridge of my crown, hitting every sensitive spot on my manhood as she groaned with bliss, savoring the taste.

I leaned back and watched her in the mirror. I hadn't had much use for pornography with my workaholic schedule, but even I had to admit that there was something to watching a girl this gorgeous worship a man's member.


I could get used to this
 , I thought, the last of my lingering guilt about how my Lauren might have felt about my exploits fading away. She'd never wanted me to suffer.



I put my hand on the back of the blonde's neck and thrust, pushing deeper into her mouth. I'd warned her I wasn't going to be gentle
 —
 I knew she wanted me to fuck that dirty little mouth
 —
 and every time I filled her throat, she gagged and groaned and made noises like this was the greatest night of her life.



Before I knew what I was doing, I had both hands on her head. My hips shot forward, using her throat the way my fingers had used her tight little pussy as I buried my length hilt-deep inside of her. She swallowed me eagerly, never once tapping out or asking to come up for air. I felt her gag reflex working like the engine in my sports car
 —
 her tight throat squeezing the tip of my cock expertly, with just the right amount of pressure, so that before I knew it the familiar tingle was working its way from my balls up to the crown of my shaft.


"Fuck," I grunted, realizing with a start that I was already at the point of no return. "I'm gonna... oh fuck..."


She'd known before I did. The blonde
 winked
 as she doubled her efforts, swallowing me like she was drowning and my cock provided the only air. The pleasure built until it was blinding, until it was my whole world, and then my toes were curling and a roar like a hungry lion was bursting from the back of my throat.


I came.

I came so hard it shocked me. Relief washed over me like a dam bursting as I emptied myself inside the blonde's eager little mouth, her lips wrapped so tightly around my cock that not a drop of my seed was wasted. She swallowed again and again, groaning with bliss as I emptied my balls into her sweet little mouth. Her slurps made me feel like a fucking king.


She didn
 ’
 t stop until I was completely empty. Even then, she covered my crown and the meat of my cock with kisses, like she wanted to
 thank
 my dick for shooting so much cum down her dirty little throat. Fuck, I felt dizzy.



“
 I love the taste of your cum,
 ”
 she whispered, looking up at me from her knees.
 “
 Will you fuck me now, Daddy?
 ”


Oh wow. Was I really going to do this?


One objection flickered through my mind.
 “
 Babygirl, I don
 ’
 t have any condoms
 …”



The blonde laughed.
 “
 You don
 ’
 t have to worry about that, Daddy,
 ”
 she purred, rising to her feet.
 “
 It
 ’
 s taken care of.
 ”
 She pointed at a spot near the top of her arm, where an almost imperceptible scar showed on her skin.



The things girls do these days,
 I thought.
 God bless technology.



She bit down on her bottom lip, giving me a look as innocent as it was filthy.
 “
 You can nut in me raw,
 ”
 she said, grinning from ear to ear like a crazy person.
 “
 You can empty your balls inside my pussy, Daddy. Do you want to? My little pussy is
 aching
 for it
 …
 !
 ”



Without a hint of shame or self-consciousness, the blonde turned around and placed one knee on the counter. She thrust her tits forward, arching her back like a girl in a dirty video as she lifted her ass into the air. Her tight little pucker winked at me, and her swollen mound dripped with juice. Fuck, her folds were so soft and pink. I knew they
 ’
 d treat my cock even better than her mouth.



And yet
 …



I looked around the bathroom, seeing it through the eyes of a man who
 ’
 d already gotten his rocks off once. Old clothes and garbage littered the floor, and some of the sorority sisters had left a bunch of their makeup and lipstick all over the sink. The blonde barely had room to present herself for doggystyle.



“
 No.
 ”


The word was out of my mouth before I could call it back.


“
 Excuse me?
 ”
 The blonde stared at me over her shoulder. Honest shock shone in her eyes, and I realized this was
 not
 a woman used to members of the opposite sex telling her no.
 “
 You really don
 ’
 t want this pussy?
 ”


I grabbed her ass like I already owned it, watching her face fill with bliss.


“
 I do,
 ”
 I told her.
 “
 But not here. Not in some dingy frathouse bathroom. You deserve better than that, babygirl.
 ”



The blonde
 ’
 s expression changed. A moment ago, she
 ’
 d been on the cusp of getting angry with me. Now she stared at me like she
 ’
 d just realized she
 ’
 d hit an even bigger jackpot than she
 ’
 d expected. Her eyes lit up with mischievous glee.



“
 What do I deserve, Daddy?
 ”
 she asked, licking her lips.



I reached over and picked up her sweatshirt, then tossed it to her.
 “
 Come on,
 ”
 I grunted, gesturing for her to follow me.
 “
 I
 ’
 m taking you back to my place.
 ”



“
 Your place?
 ”
 Her face lit up.
 “
 You have a
 place
 ?
 ”



“
 Apartment a little ways from campus,
 ”
 I told her.
 “
 You can see the whole city from my balcony. You
 ’
 ll love it. I
 ’
 ll drive.
 ”



Her jaw dropped open.
 “
 Absolutely! Take me home, sir. I want to show you how bad I can be once we have the place all to ourselves!
 ”



I couldn
 ’
 t wait to find out.


And something told me she was going to be surprised by what I could do, too.

 

 








 
 Chapter Five


 


“
 Holy shit.
 That
 ’
 s
 your car!?
 ”



The McLaren was right where I
 ’
 d left it. A few students had come up and taken selfies with it, posing for their social media like the sports car belonged to
 them
 instead of a stranger, but no one had tried to deface it or break in. They didn
 ’
 t dare
 —
 not with word of the fight already spreading through the party.



“
 Yeah, the really nice one
 ’
 s in the shop,
 ”
 I said with a smirk.
 “
 I hate to drive around campus in a beater, but it was the best I could do on short notice
 …”


The blonde stared at me for a moment, then laughed.


“
 You are such an asshole,
 ”
 she said, grinning at me.
 “
 I love it.
 ”
 She stepped forward, running her hand over the hood of the McLaren like it was a dangerous animal.
 “
 What are you, a finance guy?
 ”



“
 Something like that,
 ”
 I said, keeping it purposely vague.



I was tempted to ask her for her name. But she hadn
 ’
 t asked for mine, although I couldn
 ’
 t remember if she
 ’
 d heard it when she overheard me talking to Yukiko. Either way, I didn
 ’
 t want to spoil what this was between us.



Tonight I was
 Daddy,
 and she was
 babygirl.
 That was enough for a one-night stand. I sensed the blonde found all this even hotter that way.


Honestly? So did I.


With a shrug she climbed into the passenger seat,
 oohing
 and
 ahhing
 over all the little bells and whistles inside. By the time we
 ’
 d peeled out of the parking lot, she
 ’
 d scooted almost completely out of her seat and into mine. Her hands roamed my lap, her glossy lips against my cheek, fooling around while I sped through the streets of Stillwell in the middle of the night.



At some point I put the windows down and let the wind blow through our hair. The blonde giggled and pushed herself harder against me, her fingers straying beneath my zipper and into my boxers.
 Fuck
 that felt good.


I was tempted to push her wet little mouth into my lap and enjoy some road head on the way there. But I could wait. The next time I took her, I wanted something sweeter than her mouth.

The parking lot of my apartment complex was nearly full by the time we got back. Only a few spaces remained open, most of which were the furthest from the front entrance. I pulled the McLaren into one and cut the engine, glancing over at the nameless blonde as I did so.


She stared up at the high glass windows, her lips slightly parted in the neon light of the delicatessen.
 “
 Wow, nice place,
 ”
 she whispered.
 “
 And you
 ’
 re a
 student
 ?
 ”



“
 You
 ’
 re never too old to learn a few new tricks,
 ”
 I said, grinning at her from the driver
 ’
 s seat. After a moment, she grinned back.
 “
 Come on, I
 ’
 ll give you a tour.
 ”



The lobby was mercifully empty. Part of me worried that my realtor might have been skulking around, and I
 ’
 d have some awkward explaining to do as I escorted a girl half my age in a sorority sweatshirt up to my apartment. But no one stopped me.


The blonde clung to me the whole ride up. The second we were in the elevator, we started making out hot and heavy, not stopping until we reached my floor.


I
 ’
 d impressed my date so far.


But my place was what really blew her mind.


“
 Oh
 fuck
 ,
 ”
 the blonde said, a look of disbelief filling her face as we entered the living room. For a moment I winced, thinking she
 ’
 d seen the empty pizza box on the counter, but she wasn
 ’
 t even looking at that. She stared out over the city, her eyes sparkling like diamonds as she saw the gorgeous wrap-around balcony on the other side of the sliding glass door.



Maria assured me that balcony was the place
 ’
 s best feature. Seeing the look the blonde gave me when she realized what I likely had planned for it, I finally understood why.



“
 This is
 beautiful,
 Daddy,
 ”
 the blonde said, using the D-word as easily as she would have used my name.
 “
 You have an amazing apartment. How long have you been here?
 ”



“
 A day,
 ”
 I admitted. A wave of unreality washed over me, and I laughed.
 “
 All of this is crazy. You know that, right? I just got to Stillwell this morning. I haven
 ’
 t even checked out the neighborhood yet, and I
 ’
 m bringing home a girl I barely know
 …”



The blonde must have seen something in my eyes. She stood up a little straighter, giving me a look like she knew she didn
 ’
 t want this to go sideways.



“
 Look,
 ”
 she said, the corners of her mouth curling in a smirk.
 “
 You
 ’
 re
 really
 hot. And you got my pledge out of a jam tonight. I saw the way you were with Marcie, by the way
 —
 what turned me on wasn
 ’
 t
 just
 you shoving that dumb boy into the wall. It was the way you made her feel safe.
 ”



“
 Safe?
 ”



The blonde nodded.
 “
 There
 ’
 s pretty much nothing that a hot older man who makes women feel safe can
 ’
 t talk me into. You
 ’
 re, like,
 totally
 my Kryptonite.
 ”



I suppose I was. But she was
 my
 Kryptonite, too. I
 ’
 d just realized that.



God, when was the last time I
 ’
 d been this excited? I really did feel like a college student again
 —
 like I
 ’
 d just lucked out and managed to talk a hottie who was way out of my league into coming back to my dorm room.



Except I
 ’
 d never been like during my first run through college.



Would I be like that
 now
 ?



“
 Could this older man talk you into coming out on the balcony?
 ”
 I asked.



A little tremor shot through the blonde
 ’
 s body, and I knew this was just what she
 ’
 d been waiting for me to ask.



“
 I would
 love
 to see the city, Daddy,
 ”
 she purred, nibbling her bottom lip like she
 ’
 d never had a dirty thought in her whole damn life.
 “
 But it might be a little cold out there this late. Could you get me a blanket?
 ”


Huh? Yeah, that made sense.


“
 Sure,
 ”
 I said, nodding.
 “
 Give me just a sec.
 ”



I went into the bedroom and stripped the comforter off of the mattress. Fortunately the room came furnished, just like the rest of the apartment
 —
 Maria, or whoever she worked for, had spared no expense where my rental was concerned. The thick fabric felt silky in my hands, and I tossed it over my shoulder as I made my way back to the living room.



“
 I
 ’
 d offer you a drink,
 ”
 I said, stepping out of the hall.
 “
 But I haven
 ’
 t had time to hit the grocery store yet
 —“


I froze.

The blonde stood in the middle of my living room, wearing nothing but a smile.


She
 ’
 d taken off her clothes in the few moments I
 ’
 d been gone, discarding them in a neat little pile on the floor. Her body looked even better than I expected. Goosebumps rose on the skin of her heavy breasts, and a slight gap showed between her thighs as she reached out for the comforter.


I could hardly believe how good she looked.

She knew it, too.


She giggled as she wrapped the fabric around her curvy frame, cinching it just above her breasts.
 “
 Perfect,
 ”
 she purred, flashing me the kind of smile that made men my age do very,
 very
 stupid things.
 “
 Don
 ’
 t worry about the drink. You don
 ’
 t need to get me wasted to have your way with me.
 ”



She sashayed over to the sliding door. I held it open for her, and the sounds of the city at night filled the living room as a gust of wind blew through the gap. She was right
 —
 it was a little chilly outside.



The balcony itself had been furnished, but only just. Two comfortable looking chairs and a glass table sat near the railing. When I first saw the setup I
 ’
 d pictured myself sipping my morning coffee out here, not entertaining a coed wearing nothing but my bedsheet.



Fuck, I thought. I
 ’
 m a lucky man.



The blonde patted the seat of one of the chairs with a smile.
 “
 Have a seat, Daddy,
 ”
 she purred, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
 “
 God, the view is so nice from up here. We
 ’
 re up so high that the people look like ants down there. It
 ’
 s so beautiful.
 ”



”
 You
 ’
 re so beautiful,
 ”
 I murmured, taking a seat.



Somehow, my babygirl had the temerity to blush.
 “
 Oh, you are trouble,
 ”
 she panted, spots of color rising to her cheeks.



I
 ’
 m
 trouble!? I thought.
 Are you kidding me?



”
 You should know I have a weakness for gentlemen who are absolutely
 filthy
 when they get a girl alone,
 ”
 the blonde whispered.
 “
 Although I haven
 ’
 t met any at Stillwell. Until you came around, I was despairing of having to be celibate for the whole semester
 …”



Try fifteen years
 , I thought. But that was over now.


While she talked, the blonde unfastened my belt. I thought she was going to take off my pants, but instead she just unbuttoned them and tugged my boxers underneath my balls. I was already rock hard, but with me sitting and our balcony on such a high floor, no one except for someone above us in the penthouse suite could see it.


She gave me a few strokes, grinning from ear to ear, then turned around. Slowly, she hiked up the comforter until the back of it rose above her round, heart-shaped ass, letting me see her cheeks and the swell of her mound. Her slit dripped with juice, like she
 ’
 d been waiting to get lucky for weeks instead of riding my fingers to orgasm in a sorority house bathroom less than an hour ago.



I realized what she was going to do a second before she did it.
 Good lord
 …


With her fingers around my base, the blonde sat down in my lap. Impaling her tight, wet little pussy on my prick in one smooth stroke.


”
 Oh
 fuck
 yes, that
 ’
 s nice,
 ”
 she groaned, arching her back. The blankets wrapped around her tits and her taut little tummy didn
 ’
 t go anywhere
 —
 anyone looking from street level would have just seen two people sitting on their balcony late at night, watching the city enjoy a Saturday on the town. They had no idea that every inch of my rock hard cock was stretching her walls, or that her honey was dripping from her slit onto my thighs.



“
 So nice,
 ”
 I agreed, wrapping an arm around her.
 “
 Put your hands on the railing, babygirl. Lean over it and get a really
 good
 look at the view.
 ”


She knew exactly how the game was played. The blonde half rose from my lap, putting her forearms over the metal railing. When I looked down, I could see my cock half in and half out of her wet, tight pussy. The sight was so hot that I grabbed her hips with both hands and thrust upward, filling her hard and fast.


“
 Mmmh, it
 ’
 s so gorgeous!
 ”
 the blonde whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. The faces she made while I fucked her from behind made me want to propose marriage right then and there. How could a girl this beautiful be single? How could some rich old lecher not have swept her up and locked her down the instant she
 ’
 d set foot on campus.
 “
 Keep going, Daddy, keep fucking me. I can see people down there on the street! Hi!
 ”



She
 waved
 to them. She actually waved.



“
 They have no fucking idea what we
 ’
 re doing right now, Daddy,
 ”
 she giggled, not missing a beat as she watched me over her shoulder.
 “
 They don
 ’
 t have a clue that you
 ’
 re rearranging my guts better than any man who
 ’
 s ever taken me to bed
 —”


Before I knew what I was doing, I had my hand around her throat.

Just like before, she trusted me implicitly. My babygirl relaxed into my touch, grinning dreamily as she pulled my thumb into her mouth and worked her tongue around it. Her hips slammed down on me harder, greedier, like she wanted to feel me fucking her throat from the other side. Honestly, I felt like I could.


“
 I don
 ’
 t want to hear about other men,
 ”
 I growled, a surge of something dark and dominant welling up inside of me. Holy shit
 —
 where had
 this
 guy come from? Had he been inside of me all along.
 “
 Not now, not ever. You understand?
 ”



Babygirl looked at me like she
 ’
 d just scratched a winning lottery ticket. I could see the words flashing behind her eyes:
 all that and he
 ’
 s a DOM, too!?



“
 Absolutely,
 ”
 she purred, somehow managing to sound innocent with eight inches of my cock inside of her.
 “
 But you know this is different, right, Daddy?
 ”



I reached down and gave her ass a spank, savoring the way she squealed with pleasure.
 “
 You
 ’
 re goddamn right it
 ’
 s different.
 ”



Her tongue ran over her glossy top lip as she threw herself back onto me harder.
 “
 I swear to God I
 ’
 m not usually this kind of girl,
 ”
 she panted, the muscles of her sex gripping me like a fist as she rode me with a vengeance.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t do this kind of shit with guys
 —
 much less guys I just met. But you
 ’
 re something else, Daddy. I
 ’
 m really,
 really
 into you. So into you that it
 ’
 s fucking
 scaring
 me
 …
 .!
 ”



It scared me a little, too, how fast we were moving. But it felt right. It felt
 perfect
 . It felt like exactly what we both needed.


Unable to restrain myself any longer, I rose from the chair with my prick still buried inside of her. The blonde let out a groan of pure bliss as I shoved her up against the railing, fucking her hard and fast from behind. The metal shook as I pummeled her pussy with intense strokes, until her whole upper body leaned over the railing.


Her eyelids fluttered, and her inner walls clenched.
 “
 Ngggh, Daddy yes!
 ”
 Her mouth opened as wide as an opera singer
 ’
 s, her tongue lolling as she arched her back and pressed herself as hard and deep against me as she could go.
 “
 Fuck me hard, fuck your babygirl hard Daddy! Oh shit, I
 ’
 m gonna cum, I
 ’
 m going to fucking
 cum
 all over your cock
 …
 !
 ”


One more hard thrust and my babygirl did just that.


I clapped my hand over her mouth just before she let out a scream that the entire fucking town would have heard. Her body shuddered beneath me, her pussy gripping me hard enough to throw sparks as she whimpered and groaned against my hand. I couldn
 ’
 t make out the words she was saying as she rode out her climax, but
 Daddy
 and
 thank you
 were definitely in there.



I think I even heard the word
 love
 slip out a time or two. But if I brought that up with her later, I felt certain that she
 ’
 d deny it.



Slow, hard strokes
 , I thought, dropping my pace as a flood of juice coated my cock.
 No sense in finishing too early, Jack. This is the best night of your life
 —
 at least the best one in fifteen years
 —
 so you
 ’
 d better enjoy it.


I intended to. I was going to enjoy everything in my life from now on, not just a one-night stand with the hottest blonde in my new college.


Babygirl tapped my hand to let me know I could remove it from her mouth. She gasped as I set her free, her hair a sweaty mess against her forehead. Her legs were like wet noodles from how hard she
 ’
 d cum
 —
 if I weren
 ’
 t still pinning her to the railing, she
 ’
 d have slipped and landed on her ass.



“
 Holy
 shit
 ,
 ”
 she whispered, staring at me like she
 ’
 d just discovered I was some kind of God.
 “
 That was incredible. Jesus, I
 ’
 ve
 never
 been fucked like that before.
 ”



I didn
 ’
 t vary my speed.
 “
 Uh huh,
 ”
 I grunted, trying to ignore the liquid lava bubbling in my balls. I
 ’
 d come closer to going over the edge than I realized, and prolonging the magic was going to take a little effort.



“
 I mean it,
 ”
 she insisted.
 “
 You know just how to touch me. How to kiss me. How to
 fuck
 me.
 ”
 Something changed in her eyes, and I realized she
 ’
 d just come to some kind of decision about me.
 “
 Take me into the bedroom, Daddy. I
 ’
 ll do anything you tell me to do.
 ”



Even after what we
 ’
 d just been through, her words caught me off-guard.
 “
 Anything?
 ”



A naughty smile lit up her face.
 “
 A man who can make me cum like that deserves to have his every fantasy catered to,
 ”
 she purred.
 “
 Tonight, I
 ’
 m all yours. Your dream girl. Your naughty little secret.
 ”
 She turned around, making no move to cover herself up.
 “
 I promise I won
 ’
 t tell anyone, Daddy. I want to make you feel
 so
 good. I want to do everything you say
 …”



God damn
 . How could a woman be so innocent and so shameless at the same fucking time?



Without a word, I got up and led her into the bedroom. The blonde wasn
 ’
 t
 quite
 able to walk in a straight line, but I couldn
 ’
 t fault her for trying. She leaned against me, grinning like my cock had removed all her worries and her cares. Probably it had.



She started to climb onto the mattress, but I stopped her.
 “
 Edge of the bed,
 ”
 I grunted, patting the foot.
 “
 Park your cute little ass right here, babygirl.
 ”


She nodded. The blanket fell from her shoulders, leaving her naked as she sat down and spread her thighs. A full-length mirror hung at the side of the room, showing a reflection of her in profile as she preened for me. God, she looked cuter than a button.

With a grunt, I grabbed her ankles and lifted them onto my shoulders.


The motion nearly dragged the blonde right off of the bed. She let out a squeal as her center of balance shifted, her nails digging into the sheets as I pulled her ass right to the very edge of the mattress. If I hadn
 ’
 t been holding her so tightly, she really would have fallen, so I couldn
 ’
 t blame her.



Her demeanor shifted as she realized what I
 ’
 d just done. With her thighs up on my chest and her ankles on my shoulders, she couldn
 ’
 t have been in a more submissive position if I
 ’
 d had her handcuffed. Her pussy quivered, her tight little pucker visible just beneath it. As I watched, she spread her folds with her hand, showing off her pink interior.



“
 I
 ’
 m going to fuck you just like this,
 ”
 I told her, pushing the crown of my cock into her slit.
 “
 And I
 ’
 m not going to stop, babygirl. Not until my balls are completely empty and every drop of this cum is deep inside of you where it belongs.
 ”


From the way her eyes burned as she looked up at me, she wanted this just as much as I did.


“
 Yes, Daddy,
 ”
 she whimpered, the very picture of innocence.
 “
 I promise to be a good girl for you
 —”


I reached down and wrapped my hand around her throat.


“
 I
 ’
 m not going to be
 nice
 ,
 ”
 I growled. Even I didn
 ’
 t know where I was going with this
 —
 the words came out of my mouth as if someone else were speaking them through me.
 “
 You called me a gentleman, but I don
 ’
 t
 want
 to be a gentleman when I
 ’
 m with you, babygirl. I want to ride you hard and put you away wet. I want to spank those gorgeous tits of yours and fuck your face
 …”



Holy shit. My words shocked me
 —
 I didn
 ’
 t know I had it in me.



But the blonde did. My
 babygirl
 did.



“
 I know, Daddy,
 ”
 she said, her tongue pressing against the interior of her cheek.
 “
 That
 ’
 s why I
 ’
 m here, Daddy. That
 ’
 s why I
 ’
 m here. So I can give you everything you want
 —”



Her words broke off in a
 scream
 as I thrust myself hilt-deep into her cunt. Just like I promised, I didn
 ’
 t hold back. I wasn
 ’
 t
 nice.
 I was savage, and cruel, and I used the gorgeous blonde underneath me like she was nothing more than a living sex toy.



She fucking
 loved
 it.



Everything I
 ’
 d ever thought I knew about the opposite sex was wrong. The lessons I
 ’
 d learned my first go-round through college had turned out to be bullshit, all misguided chivalry and unmet expectations. This blonde cared about me
 —
 cared
 deeply
 —
 despite having only met me tonight. And it was specifically because I wasn
 ’
 t sweet, or nice, or like all the other boys who mooned over her whenever she walked around campus.


I was a man. A man who knew how to do things.

Who knew just how to bring these feelings out of my babygirl.


I lost track of how many times I made her cum. Eventually it just felt like a constant, low boil
 —
 a wave that coursed back and forth through her body, refusing to break. She groaned, she cried out, she clutched the covers and arched her back and praised me as the greatest lover in the world. Except the words she used were a hell of a lot dirtier than that.



I think she was surprised by how long I managed to hold my load. A lesser man would have spilled in her almost instantly, but I fucked her until the bed beneath us was practically in splinters, savaging her pussy with hard, deep strokes that never gave her time to surface for air. I couldn
 ’
 t tell where she ended and I began
 —
 every little movement made both of us sigh and growl, the bliss growing to levels that were frankly unbearable.


My cock swelled bigger and thicker in her channel, hitting spots I knew no man had ever even gotten close to before. She felt the change and threw herself back on me with gusto, watching me watch her gorgeous tits bounce up and down with every thrust.


“
 Cum in me, Daddy,
 ”
 she begged, so loudly that my neighbors were probably going to complain.
 “
 Please, I
 know
 you need to cum! Fill up my pussy
 —
 blow your load deep inside me, Daddy, put it
 right
 where it belongs
 …
 !
 ”



With a roar, I did just that. The world shattered, fireworks exploding behind my eyes as I hit the point of no return and crashed right through. I grabbed the blonde
 ’
 s thighs tightly enough to bruise as I unloaded inside of her, my cock jerking and spurting. Thick, creamy ropes of semen sprayed against her walls, going deep into her bare pussy as I shot again and again.


It felt like it went on for hours, but in reality only lasted for a few heartbeats. When it was over, the blonde pulled me on top of her with her legs, giggling and wrapping her arms around me as we kissed.

The next thing I knew, the two of us were under the covers.

Her body pressed against mine, soft and fine and warm. Her lips brushed my ear, and before I could say anything to her, she buried her face in my chest and closed her eyes.

There were about a million things I wanted to say to her. But I felt so good, and the moment was so perfect, that I kept my big mouth shut and enjoyed it instead.


Within minutes, both of us were snoozing in each other
 ’
 s arms.


 

 








 
 Chapter Six


 

The next morning, I woke up alone.


Consciousness returned slowly. Something buzzed on the nightstand next to my bed; it was this that had so rudely interrupted my slumber. I rolled over with a snort, fully intending to show the offender who was boss and go back to sleep for several more hours. Maybe snuggle that hot blonde I
 ’
 d brought home last night and see if she was up for another round
 …


Everything came rushing back in. My eyes shot open.


It was Sunday. The buzzing on my phone was my alarm, which I
 ’
 d set early because I was supposed to be meeting Marcie for brunch at that place by the river she was so excited to take me to. Gabrielle
 ’
 s?



No one lay in bed beside me. The pillow next to mine still smelled faintly of the blonde
 ’
 s perfume; the scent filled my head with memories of the things we
 ’
 d done last night.



Holy shit,
 I thought, chuckling.
 That was wild. Is my whole college career going to be like this?



I
 ’
 d really hit the ground running. At this rate, I stood a good chance of fitting four years of campus debauchery into a single semester. I wondered what my boss would think of me now, if he knew what he
 ’
 d set off by insisting I come to Stillwater to finish my long-neglected degree.



As I silenced my phone
 ’
 s alarm, I noticed a sheet of paper sitting on my bedside table. Picking it up revealed it to be an envelope
 —
 a piece of junk mail I
 ’
 d pulled out of my mailbox when I first moved in addressed to
 ‘
 resident
 ’
 .
 A note was written on the back:


 


Daddy,





Had a wonderful evening with you. Can
 ’
 t wait to do it again sometime soon.


Kisses,

S

 


Underneath the single
 ‘
 S
 ’
 was a doodle of a heart, along with a phone number. I smirked to myself as I copied it into my cell phone, naming it the single letter. A little mystery to start my college career off right? That sounded fun. I wondered if I could find out
 babygirl
 ’
 s
 name before I called her.



Because I was
 going
 to call her, I knew. After the night we
 ’
 d had, I needed to see her again.



I had just enough time to shave and shower before I had to leave. My stomach rumbled for food and my brain craved a cup of coffee, but I could get both of those at Gabrielle
 ’
 s once I arrived. Not being late to see Marcie took precedence.


After all, I needed to be sure she was alright.


Relief filled me when I saw I
 ’
 d received a text message from Marcie
 ’
 s phone a little after midnight last night, assuring me she was feeling better and that we were still on for brunch. Then I felt a stab of shame
 —
 I hadn
 ’
 t
 responded
 to that text, because I
 ’
 d been busy banging the mysterious Miss
 S
 six ways to Sunday.



I should have been there for her,
 I told myself as I stepped into the lobby of the apartment building.
 I ought to have insisted on taking her home myself.



But what would that have done? Hurt her reputation, just like Yukiko and Lakshmi insisted it would. And if I
 ’
 d left that party without talking to the blonde, without sneaking into the bathroom with her, nothing else that happened that night would ever have transpired. I
 ’
 d still be
 …



“
 Dead inside,
 ”
 I muttered.


Harsh words, yes. But true.


I hadn
 ’
 t realized just
 how
 much I
 ’
 d been putting my life on hold until I was holding that pretty blonde coed in my arms. Yes, I
 ’
 d suffered when I lost Lauren
 —
 but so much of the suffering I
 ’
 d been through in the last fifteen years had been self-inflicted. No one put a gun to my head and forced me to live like a monk while I worked for Daniel
 ’
 s company. No one insisted it would be a good idea for me to put off growing a family in favor of growing someone else
 ’
 s business.



It was incredible how one night could give a man a whole new perspective on life. Though I doubted she had any idea what she
 ’
 d done, that blonde had given me a precious gift. Even if I never saw her again
 —
 and honestly, even with her leaving a little note and a phone number behind the chances of a girl like her actually wanting to
 date
 a guy like me were pretty damn low
 —
 I
 ’
 d always cherish that night we
 ’
 d spent together.



I was going to enjoy this semester at Stillwell. I was going to complete my degree, then return in triumph to the company I
 ’
 d spent fifteen years building into a powerhouse. Once Daniel retired, I
 ’
 d take the throne and the C-suite position, just as we
 ’
 d always planned.


But I was going to be a different man when I got back to Boston. That was for damn sure.

My former coworkers were in for one hell of a surprise.


I turned the radio up as I drove across town. Sunday morning in Stillwell had a totally different feel than Saturday night
 —
 I saw numerous young people doing the fabled
 ‘
 walk of shame
 ’
 , girls in party dresses waiting at
 ‘
 walk
 ’
 signs next to joggers and people taking their dogs out for a morning stroll. Most everyone under twenty-five looked squinty and vaguely hungover.



Gabrielle
 ’
 s turned out to be right next to the river, so close that a customer sitting at one of the outside tables could have reached out and touched someone jogging on the canal trail. The reservation Marcie made was fairly early, yet the parking lot was packed
 —
 I ended up having to park the McLaren a block or so away at a spot with a parking meter and walking over to the cafe.



I got a few stairs as I approached the hostess
 ’
 s podium. A cute redhead in a suit jacket and a skirt watched me get close with a customer service-ready smile.



“
 Reservation, sir?
 ”
 She asked, glancing down at a tablet with a floor plan of the restaurant. Nearly all of the tables were marked in red.
 “
 It
 ’
 s currently an hour and a half wait for a table, but if you
 ’
 re willing to sit at the bar I might be able to get you in a little sooner
 …”



At this time of the morning?
 I wondered. Wow, this place really must be as good as Marcie said.



“
 I
 ’
 ve already got a reservation,
 ”
 I said, scanning the tables. Marcie was nowhere to be found.
 “
 Um, should be under Ramsey?
 ”
 She
 ’
 d probably used her last name.



The hostess scanned the screen, then nodded.
 “
 Yes, I
 ’
 ve got Ramsey. One member of your party
 ’
 s already arrived.
 ”
 She grabbed a menu.
 “
 Follow me
 —”



“
 Hold up.
 ”
 Something she said stuck in my head.
 “
 What do you mean,
 one
 member? It should just be the two of us.
 ”



Her smile didn
 ’
 t waver.
 “
 Pardon me, sir, but the reservation is for a party of three,
 ”
 she said, double-checking the tablet.
 “
 If that
 ’
 s not the case, I can update
 …”



“
 No, that
 ’
 s fine,
 ”
 I said. Huh. Marcie must have invited one of her college friends along for the ride.
 “
 Sorry. I
 ’
 m not the one who made the reservation
 …”



The hostess smiled like people made these errors all the time.
 “
 Follow me,
 ”
 she said.



I did. She led me past tables and booths, walking quickly through the largest section of the restaurant, then turned down a side hallway. The sounds of conversation quieted until I almost could have believed Gabrielle
 ’
 s was mostly empty. Neat effect.


Marcie waited in a corner booth, a cup of coffee in front of her and an anxious expression written across her face. When she saw me she nearly jumped out of her seat, moving like a spring that had been coiled too tightly.


“
 Jack!
 ”
 Relief flooded her features. Had she been worried I might not show?
 “
 It
 ’
 s so good to see you!
 ”



“
 Sorry I
 ’
 m a little late,
 ”
 I said, scooting in across from Marcie. The hostess left us with a menu and a smile.
 “
 I, uh, overslept.
 ”



“
 That
 ’
 s totally fine,
 ”
 Marcie said, brushing away my apology.
 “
 I can
 ’
 t believe you
 ’
 re really
 here
 , Jack! I never expected you to really come to Stillwell. Even when my father pitched this crazy idea of having you spend a semester here to finish your degree, I told myself it wouldn
 ’
 t happen!
 ”



“
 Your Dad has a way of making sure people do what he tells them,
 ”
 I said, glancing over the menu. Everything looked incredible; my stomach rumbled like the first stirrings of an avalanche, and I realized just how much of an appetite I
 ’
 d worked up last night.
 “
 As I
 ’
 m sure you know.
 ”



“
 Totally.
 ”
 Marcie snickered as only a Daddy
 ’
 s girl could. Unlike me and everyone else who worked at Daniel Ramsey
 ’
 s firm, she had
 him
 wrapped around her little finger instead of the other way around.
 “
 It
 ’
 s so freaking good to see you, Jack! I just wish
 …
 you know
 …”



“
 It was under better circumstances?
 ”
 I asked.



Just then, a waitress sashayed over. I ordered a cup of coffee, black, while Marcie asked for two mimosas.
 “
 We might as well get this party started off right,
 ”
 she told me as the woman walked away. Then her expression fell.
 “
 Jack, about last night
 …”



I was already shaking my head.
 “
 It wasn
 ’
 t your fault,
 ”
 I said, frowning deeply.
 “
 Honestly, I wish we
 ’
 d called the cops. The more I think about it, the more it pisses me off that we let those assholes go without a proper punishment.
 ”



Marcie
 ’
 s face filled with shock.
 “
 No! Could you imagine the scandal? Delta Rho would never recover, Jack. No, it
 ’
 s really good that you handled it the way you did. I just
 …”


A tremor passed through Marcie. Her chin wobbled; tears formed in the corners of her eyes. I could tell she was on the verge of breaking down sobbing.

I moved without thinking. In the blink of an eye I was out of my side of the booth and in hers, putting my arm around her the way I knew her father would have if he was here to listen to this story. She stiffened up for a second, shocked by my boldness, then relaxed against me with a stifled sob.

The way she did it was so close to the way the blonde last night reacted to my hand around her throat that I coughed.


“
 It
 ’
 s alright,
 ”
 I assured her.
 “
 Marcie,
 you
 ’
 re
 the victim here. You don
 ’
 t have anything to feel bad about, darling.
 ”



She managed to smile through the tears.
 “
 I just wish you hadn
 ’
 t seen me like that,
 ”
 she said, shaking her head.
 “
 Kiki and Lakshmi told me you were, like, a
 total
 gentleman about it, but it still sucks. Please,
 please
 promise me you won
 ’
 t tell my Dad about this.
 ”



“
 Your father?
 ”
 I hadn
 ’
 t even considered it.



Honestly, I knew there wasn
 ’
 t even really much point in going to the police
 —
 those boys had been stopped, so twenty-four hours later it would have been a case of he-said, she-said. I
 was
 thinking about tracking that Trevor guy down and kicking his ass, though.



Marcie clearly wasn
 ’
 t thinking that way.
 “
 If Dad knew what happened last night, he
 ’
 d pull me out of Stillwell,
 ”
 she insisted.
 “
 You know how he is. You know how he acts whenever anything happens to his
 little girl
 .
 ”



I did.
 “
 Alright. But Marcie, something
 very
 bad almost happened to you last night. You know that, right?
 ”



Her eyes widened.
 “
 Know it? I haven
 ’
 t stopped thinking about it, Jack. How if you hadn
 ’
 t shown up when you did, I would have spent last night doing a lot worse than puking in a dorm room toilet while Kiki held my hair back and Lakshmi rubbed my shoulders.
 ”



“
 It sounds like those girls took good care of you,
 ”
 I said, grateful for it. I
 ’
 d had my worries about letting Marcie go back to the dorms in the company of someone who wasn
 ’
 t me, but those girls had good heads on their shoulders. I liked them.
 “
 I
 ’
 m glad.
 ”



“
 Jack.
 ”
 Marcie stared right into my eyes, her lips a tight little line.
 “
 I mean it. My Dad
 cannot
 hear about this
 …”



God damn it. How did she manage to activate all of my protective instincts at once? Daniel Ramsey wasn
 ’
 t the only man Marcella had wrapped around her finger. As it turned out, I had no more defense against her charms than he did.



“
 It wouldn
 ’
 t come from me,
 ”
 I said, holding up a hand.
 “
 Scout
 ’
 s honor.
 ”



Marcie held my gaze for a second, then snickered.
 “
 You were never a Boy Scout, Jack.
 ”



“
 Yeah, but I once got a compliment in youth group for stacking chairs better than anyone else,
 ”
 I said with a smirk.
 “
 That
 ’
 s almost the same thing, right?
 ”



The waitress came back with my coffee and the mimosas. I was a bit wary about mixing two acids this early in the morning
 —
 at my age, you had to watch out for your stomach
 —
 but Marcie didn
 ’
 t hesitate. So neither did I.



She took a dainty sip of hers and let out a little
 mmh
 of pleasure.
 “
 Damn, they know how to make those here,
 ”
 she said, grinning.
 “
 Have you figured out what you
 ’
 re going to eat, Jack? They do this incredible thing with eggs Benedict and pico de gallo
 —
 it
 ’
 s out of this world!
 ”



I smiled, grateful that we
 ’
 d gotten past the hard part.
 “
 Not really sure. You
 ’
 ve been here more than me
 —
 maybe I ought to let you make the food decisions.
 ”
 My gaze slid over a bunch of
 ‘
 protein breakfast bowls
 ’
 stuffed with veggies and
 ‘
 lean turkey sausage
 ’
 , and I winced.
 If I
 ’
 m a college student again
 , I thought,
 I want some college student food
 …



“
 How about steak and eggs?
 ”
 I asked.
 “
 That good here?
 ”



Marcie laughed.
 “
 That
 ’
 s good
 anywhere
 , Jack.
 ”



“
 That is not true,
 ”
 I said, glancing up as the waitress returned to the table to take our orders.
 “
 Some of the places your Dad
 ’
 s sent me to over the years were severely lacking in the diner department. You ever been to Winslow, Arizona?
 ”



“
 Like the Eagles song?
 ”
 Marcie asked, flummoxed.



“
 Yeah,
 ”
 I laughed.
 “
 As it turns out, no one hates that song more than the people who actually have to
 live
 in Winslow
 …”



The waitress took our orders, and I told Marcie all about the truly awful business trip I
 ’
 d taken for Daniel a year or two after I started working for his firm. She giggled and laughed throughout, refilling her mimosa several times, and gradually the last remnants of the awkwardness about last night began to fade away.



We
 ’
 d be fine. We were friends. I
 ’
 d seen Marcie at her lowest point, but if she was eager to put it behind her, then so was I.



Something else occurred to me as I wrapped up my story. We were still nowhere near getting our food
 —
 plates came out of the kitchen with a quickness, but with the sheer number of customers, I knew we
 ’
 d still have to wait awhile. Thank God for free bread baskets.



“
 The hostess told me something kind of funny,
 ”
 I said, downing the last of my second mimosa and placing the empty glass on the table.
 “
 When I first got here. She said this was supposed to be a reservation for
 three
 people?
 ”



A guilty look flashed across Marcie
 ’
 s face.



“
 I
 ’
 m guessing they cancelled since they
 ’
 re not here,
 ”
 I said, realizing I
 ’
 d hit pay dirt.
 “
 Marcie, do you have a boyfriend?
 ”



Her mouth formed a little
 ‘
 o
 ’
 of surprise.
 “
 I do not!
 ”



Oh. Then what
 …
 ?



“
 She
 ’
 s coming,
 ”
 Marcie insisted, holding up her hands.
 “
 She just texted me and said she
 ’
 s running a little late.
 ”
 Her lips twisted in a wicked
 moue
 .
 “
 I can
 ’
 t believe the
 hostess
 spoiled the surprise, of all the things!
 ”



“
 Surprise?
 ”
 I asked. I
 ’
 d never been a man who particularly liked surprises.



“
 I guess I can tell you,
 ”
 Marcie said, taking another sip of her drink. Every last trace of awkwardness had vanished from her face; she looked like a cat with a whole bowl full of cream.
 “
 As it turns out, something good
 did
 come out of last night, Jack.
 ”



“
 Something good?
 ”



Marcie beamed.
 “
 You are looking at Delta Rho
 ’
 s newest pledge for the fall semester,
 ”
 she said, tapping her chest with a thumb.
 “
 I
 ’
 m going to be a Delta Rho girl, Jack!
 ”



“
 That
 ’
 s wonderful news!
 ”
 I said, lifting my glass to her in a makeshift toast.
 “
 I know that
 ’
 s exactly what you were gunning for, Marcie. I
 ’
 m glad you
 ’
 re getting what you want.
 ”



Her eyes took on a faraway look as she spoke.
 “
 I
 ’
 ve already been assigned a
 big
 ,
 ”
 she said, putting a hand on the table.
 “
 That
 ’
 s a mentor, Jack
 —
 someone who makes sure you that you pass all the evaluations to be a Delta Rho and don
 ’
 t make a fool of yourself during the pledging period
 —”



“
 Honey, I know what a
 ‘
 big
 ’
 is,
 ”
 I said, shaking my head.
 “
 This isn
 ’
 t my
 first
 time at a college, you know?
 ”
 She was so excited that some of it spilled onto me, making me a little giddy. Or maybe that was just the mimosas.
 “
 So who ended up getting the honor? Lakshmi? Or was it, err,
 ‘
 Kiki
 ’
 as you all call her
 …”



“
 Neither,
 ”
 Marcie said, grinning from ear to ear.
 “
 Oh, it
 ’
 s so freaking cool, Jack! All the other pledges are going to be
 so
 jealous of me
 …”



Huh
 …



“
 Honey, you sound like Taylor Swift
 ’
 s going to be your mentor or something!
 ”
 Acid churned in my gut; I really shouldn
 ’
 t have put alcohol on top of coffee.
 “
 It can
 ’
 t be that big of a deal
 —”



“
 Oh shit!
 ”
 Marcie grabbed my hand and squeezed.
 “
 She
 ’
 s here. Try to look natural, Jack
 …”


A simple request.

And totally impossible.


Because walking over to our table with the biggest smile on her face was
 her
 . Without a hair out of place or a single fold in the wrong direction on her outfit.



Like she hadn
 ’
 t been on her knees for me in a sorority house bathroom less than twelve hours ago.



Like I hadn
 ’
 t seen her with a blanket wrapped around her naked body as she bounced up and down in my lap while waving at strangers from my balcony.


Like this was all perfectly normal.


“
 Jack, I want you to meet Samantha Lowry,
 ”
 Marcie said.
 “
 The
 President
 of the Delta Rho Sorority. Jack, she
 ’
 s my
 big!
 ”


 


  








 
 Chapter Seven


 


“
 Sorry I
 ’
 m late,
 ”
 Samantha purred, sliding into the booth across from Marcie and me.
 “
 Traffic was
 so
 terrible on the way into the city. I
 ’
 m sure you know how it is
 —”



I stared at her, dumbfounded. To anyone looking at us, we were nothing but two young women and an older guy sitting at a table, discussing college business. Only I noticed the way Samatha
 ’
 s gaze lingered on me a fraction longer than was appropriate, or the touch of mischief around her eyes and her soft, pouty mouth.



“
 That
 ’
 s totally fine,
 ”
 Marcie said, all excitement.
 “
 Samantha, I want you to meet Jackson Avery. He works with my father
 —”



“
 We
 ’
 ve met,
 ”
 I said dryly.



A confused look flickered across Marcie
 ’
 s face.
 “
 You two know each other?
 ”



“
 We met at the party,
 ”
 I said quickly. If I let Samantha talk, there was no telling
 what
 might come out of her mouth.
 “
 She was there with the others, you just didn
 ’
 t notice her. It was her who convinced me to let your sorority sisters take you home instead of doing it myself.
 ”



Marcie
 ’
 s expression changed.
 “
 Oh! Wow, geez
 —
 I guess I didn
 ’
 t even notice. Samantha, forgive me
 …”



Samantha waved her hand like a queen approving a peasant
 ’
 s petition.
 “
 There
 ’
 s nothing to forgive, babes,
 ”
 she said, aiming a wink in my direction.
 “
 You weren
 ’
 t in the best state of mind last night. And both of us were way too focused on the situation with you to make introductions.
 ”



Samantha was right. We hadn
 ’
 t made
 introductions
 .



We
 ’
 d done a hell of a lot more than that.



“
 Excuse me,
 ”
 I said, sliding out of the booth.
 “
 I
 ’
 ll be right back. I need to run to the little boy
 ’
 s room.
 ”



The blonde
 —
 Samantha Lowry
 , the queen bee of the sorority Marcie desperately wanted to be a member of
 —
 started to rise right along with me.
 “
 That
 ’
 s perfect, actually,
 ”
 she said with a smile.
 “
 I need to fix my makeup. Can you escort me, Jack?
 ”



With the way she was grinning at me, I knew she had something wicked planned. But turning her down would have been rude in the extreme
 —
 and worse, might have tipped Marcie off to the fact that there was something between her mentor and I. I couldn
 ’
 t say no.



“
 Sure,
 ”
 I grunted.
 “
 You lead the way. I don
 ’
 t know where it is.
 ”



Together, we made our way down the hall. Samantha giggled as we walked, nibbling her bottom lip as she glanced over at me. I didn
 ’
 t say anything.



I couldn
 ’
 t stop thinking about last night. About the way I
 ’
 d put my hands on this woman
 —
 how I
 ’
 d wrapped my fingers around her throat as I tried to fuck her right through my bed, pounding her so hard that she wouldn
 ’
 t be able to walk the next day.



Except she clearly
 could
 .


We reached the bathrooms, and Samantha walked right past them. At the end of the hall, a little door opened on a concrete patio with a view of the river, with benches for smokers and a little trash can to throw away stubs. Mercifully, we had it all to ourselves.


“
 I
 ’
 m shocked you managed to wake up in time to make it to brunch,
 ”
 Samantha purred as I shut the door.
 “
 I thought I
 ’
 d fucked you well enough that you
 ’
 d sleep for a week, Daddy
 —”



I grabbed her and pulled her to me. She let out a little gasp, then grinned even
 wider
 . Fuck, she liked that a lot. So did I.



“
 Look at
 you
 ,
 ”
 Samantha whispered. She ran the fingers of one hand through my hair, gently rubbing her thigh against the bulge in my slacks.
 “
 So keyed up. You want to take me into the bathroom and get a quickie, Daddy? I know for a fact that the door locks, but I can
 ’
 t guarantee I
 ’
 ll be quiet enough that sweet little Marcie doesn
 ’
 t hear
 —”



“
 You,
 ”
 I grunted. I was mad at her for pulling this little stunt, and being mad at her just made me want to bang her brains out even more. Probably while pulling her hair and spanking her naughty ass.



Of course, that
 ’
 s exactly what
 she
 wanted me to do, too.



“
 Me,
 ”
 she agreed, striking a little pose.
 “
 Come on, Jack, are you
 really
 shocked? You knew last night I was in charge at that party.
 ”



“
 I ought to slap the shit out of you,
 ”
 I growled.
 “
 Except that would just make you even bolder.
 ”



Samantha grinned.
 “
 It
 ’
 s like the old joke about mosquitos and sorority girls,
 ”
 she teased, running a finger down the fabric of my shirt.
 “
 Only one stops sucking when you slap them
 …”



I grabbed the wrist she
 ’
 d put on my chest.
 “
 What game are you playing right now, Samantha?
 ”



That got through to her. Samantha
 ’
 s eyes widened for a moment, though the smirk on her gorgeous face came back with a vengeance.


I was starting to get to know that smirk well. I liked it almost as much as it irritated me.


“
 I don
 ’
 t know if you
 ’
 ve noticed,
 ”
 she purred,
 “
 but I
 ’
 m kind of in charge of Delta Rho. I
 ’
 m used to getting what I want.
 ”
 She looked at the hand around her wrist like she was remembering what I
 ’
 d used it to do to her heart-shaped ass last night, and she chuckled.
 “
 And after the night we shared, I
 ’
 ve decided I want you.
 Daddy.
 ”



“
 You keep calling me that,
 ”
 I growled, my cock throbbing in my boxers,
 “
 and I
 ’
 m going to do something that ruins your queenly reputation.
 ”



Samantha
 ’
 s eyes lit up with the challenge.
 “
 Mmh, you promise?
 ”



Holy shit. I hadn
 ’
 t expected her to play chicken with me.



After a moment, she shook her head.
 “
 No. We don
 ’
 t want Marcie to know what
 ’
 s going on, now do we? You
 ’
 re supposed to be
 helping
 her get into Delta Rho, Jack. If she finds out you took the sorority
 ’
 s president home last night and banged her like a drum, she
 ’
 s
 totally
 going to lose her shit.
 ”



I swallowed hard.
 “
 Is this why you decided to be her big?
 ”



Samantha giggled.
 “
 I
 ’
 m in charge of whether or not Marcie pledges successfully. I mean, I was always the one who gets to decide that
 —
 I
 ’
 m the president, after all
 —
 but now I get
 direct
 control over her sorority career. I
 ’
 m the deciding factor in whether or not she achieves her dream. If I
 ’
 m happy, she passes, and the world is her oyster. If I
 ’
 m
 not
 happy
 …”


She grinned, not needing to say anything else.


The implication hit me like a slap in the face.
 “
 You
 ’
 re blackmailing me,
 ”
 I said.



She pouted.
 “
 Don
 ’
 t think about it like that,
 ”
 she said, every bit as bratty as she
 ’
 d been when I dragged her to the foot of my bed and rammed my cock hilt-deep inside of her.
 “
 Think of it, like, a
 really hot
 reason to carry on a secret affair with the sweetest piece of ass on campus. Having to hide everything from Marcie will make it even naughtier.
 ”
 She turned and wiggled her ass against me.
 “
 And when you get me to yourself, you can punish me for it. In fact, I
 expect
 you to. I
 ’
 m a naughty, naughty girl, Daddy.
 ”
 She grinned up at me, like she
 ’
 d just played the chess move that would checkmate my king.
 “
 I can
 ’
 t wait to see what you do to make me pay for using you this way.
 ”



God damn.
 “
 Sounds like you
 ’
 ve got me over a barrel,
 ”
 I growled.
 “
 If I want to protect my boss
 ’
 s daughter, I
 ’
 ve got to do exactly what you say. Otherwise you
 ’
 ll make sure she gets rejected from the sorority of her dreams.
 ”



Samantha hadn
 ’
 t expected me to say that.
 “
 I
 ’
 m not going to fuck Marcie over,
 ”
 she insisted.
 “
 Don
 ’
 t even think about her, Jack. This is about
 us
 .
 ”


Maybe. But Samantha held all the cards here where Marcie was concerned. Worse, she knew it. That smug little smile she kept giving me was proof positive of that.


But there were some things she
 couldn
 ’
 t
 control.


And maybe I was one of them.


“
 We really should get back,
 ”
 she teased.
 “
 If we
 ’
 re not at the table soon, Marcie will wonder what
 ’
 s taking us so long. She might even come looking for us. I don
 ’
 t think you want her to see me with my thigh so high up on you it looks like you
 ’
 re trying to sneak fuck on the back patio
 …”



I shook my head.
 “
 We
 ’
 ll go. Just one thing.
 ”



Samantha nodded.
 “
 Uh huh?
 ”



“
 I just want to make sure I understand the terms of this
 arrangement
 ,
 ”
 I said, putting emphasis on the final word.
 “
 So there
 ’
 s no confusion between the two of us.
 ”



Her grin told me she thought she
 ’
 d won.
 “
 Sure. The deal is this: you act like a sweet guy on campus and help Marcie however she wants. And when you get a text from me, or when I show up at your
 gorgeous
 apartment, you turn into my dirty Daddy and treat me like the slutty babygirl you
 know
 I am deep down inside. You do that, and I
 ’
 ll make sure this is the best semester of Marcie
 ’
 s life. And yours.
 ”



“
 Uh huh,
 ”
 I said, matching her smirk with one of my own.
 “
 There
 ’
 s just one thing I
 ’
 m not hearing. The word
 exclusive
 .
 ”



Samantha blinked.
 “
 Hmm?
 ”



“
 I need to be there when you call,
 ”
 I said, savoring the way the realization began to dawn on her.
 “
 Ready to make you feel like my dirty little slut. And believe me, Samantha
 —
 after the way you
 ’
 ve pulled this stunt right in front of Marcie, I
 will
 be ready to punish you. But when we
 ’
 re not together, you don
 ’
 t have any say in what I do. Is that right?
 ”



A strange smile flickered across her face.
 “
 I
 ’
 m not asking you to
 ‘
 go steady
 ’
 with me,
 ”
 she laughed.
 “
 I don
 ’
 t want to wear your promise ring
 —
 I just want you to blow my back out whenever I get the urge for a hot older man who knows how to fuck
 —”



“
 Good,
 ”
 I said.
 “
 I
 ’
 m glad we understand each other.
 ”


The moment lengthened. I waited for Samantha to give in.

And she did.


“
 Okay,
 what
 are you planning?
 ”
 She demanded, looking both turned on and irritated by the amused way I kept looking at her.
 “
 You keep acting like I made some kind of big mistake
 …”


I leaned in close, my lips brushing her ear.


“
 That
 ’
 s because you did,
 ”
 I snickered.
 “
 You could have had this all to yourself if you were a little bit nicer, Samantha. But last night, you did more than just make me feel like a real man for the first time in a
 long
 ass time.
 ”



I thought of Yukiko. Of Lakshmi. Even of Maria, my realtor, and the way they
 ’
 d all looked at me. The way Samantha
 ’
 s sorority sisters blushed when the word
 babygirl
 slipped out of my mouth.



“
 You helped me realize that maybe you
 ’
 re not the only girl on campus who
 ’
 d appreciate a man who knows his shit,
 ”
 I snickered.
 “
 You
 ’
 re right
 —
 this
 is
 going to be the best semester of my life. And you know why?
 ”



Samantha let out a little moan. I could
 feel
 her pussy boiling over as I held her close, smug and cruel.



“
 I
 ’
 m going to fuck every last one of your sorority sisters,
 ”
 I said, savoring the look of shock on her face.
 “
 And when I do,
 babygirl
 , I
 ’
 ll be sure to tell you all the dirty shit they did for me while I punish you for being so naughty. Maybe you
 ’
 ll even be able to keep up.
 ”


I was certain that no one had ever dared talk this way to Samantha Lowry. Not at Stillwell, at least.


Her mouth formed a little
 ‘
 o
 ’
 of shock.
 “
 Daddy
 …”



I left her just like that, gasping on the patio. With a grin, I made my way back into the crowded restaurant, whistling to myself as I walked. I
 ’
 d worked up one hell of an appetite, and I was ready to begin brunch for real.



I think I
 ’
 m going to like Stillwell
 , I thought.


My final semester of college was about to become my best ever.








 
 Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In
 …




If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?










Augmenting: The Magic Glasses




 
The Magic Glasses




When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings!






 
Return of The Magic Glasses




When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control?




 
Tales of the Magic Glasses




With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire!




 
Family of the Magic Glasses



Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!

 



Cheat Code




Cheat Code: Volume One





Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of
 control and dominance
 over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes
 work in the real world!
 




 Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the
 geeky goddess
 who frequents his store to the
 bratty waitress
 who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his
 submissive bimbo fantasy
 ! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?




 



Roommate Control




Roommate Control: A Novel





For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with
 two hot babes
 would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both
 bubbly cheerleader
 Casey and
 buxom science nerd
 Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway.



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




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



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






 



Roommate Corruption




Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella





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



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



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





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




 



The Demon Prince




Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One




Vance has a list.



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



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





 



Free Use Bimbos




Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series





The plague changed everything.



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




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




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



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



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




The Corrupter




The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy





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