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Chapter 1: Dead End
The fluorescent light above my cubicle flickered like it was having a seizure.
Fitting, since I was about to have one myself.
I stared at the half-eaten container of General Tso’s chicken congealing on my desk. The orange sauce had formed a skin that looked like something you’d scrape off a petri dish. When had I ordered that? Yesterday? Last week?
Time meant nothing in this corporate purgatory.
My monitor displayed seventeen lines of Python code that should have taken me twenty minutes to write. Instead, I’d been staring at it for three hours, occasionally alt-tabbing to Reddit or checking my bank account balance.
$2,847.32.
At forty-one, that was my net worth. Pathetic.
The Slack notification sound chimed again. Another “urgent” request from some middle manager who wouldn’t remember my name if his quarterly bonus depended on it. I ignored it, like I’d ignored the previous twelve.
My phone buzzed. A text from my ex-wife Jennifer: “Can you cover Emma’s soccer camp fees? I’m short this month.”
Translation: her new boyfriend’s motorcycle payments were more important than our daughter’s activities. Not that I could judge—I’d been equally shit with money when we were married. Maybe worse.
I typed back: “Send me the info,” then immediately regretted it. Where was I going to find $300? Credit card? Already maxed. My 401k? What little was left after the divorce wouldn’t cover a weekend in Atlantic City.
The chair squeaked as I leaned back, feeling the familiar tightness in my chest. Probably stress. Or the three energy drinks I’d chugged since lunch. Or the fact that I hadn’t exercised since… Jesus, when was the last time?
College, maybe.
I caught my reflection in the black screen of my second monitor. Pale, puffy face. Thinning hair that I kept promising myself I’d deal with. The beginnings of a double chin that made me look like a deflated balloon.
When had I become this?
The worst part wasn’t even the physical decay. It was the memories of what I could have been.
By late 2009, Bitcoin would trade for less than one-tenth of a cent. I could have scooped up fifty thousand of them for pocket change. Instead, I’d laughed at my roommate Dave when he bought a hundred bucks worth. “Digital currency? Come on, man. That’s not real money.”
Dave cashed out at $50,000 per coin. Bought a house in Austin, started a consulting firm, married a yoga instructor who looked like she belonged in a magazine.
Me? I was debugging inventory management systems for a company that sold industrial lubricants.
Google would go public on August 19, 2004, at eighty-five dollars a share. I’d had the date circled on my calendar, a reminder from a finance blog I followed. I’d almost pulled the trigger on a thousand shares. Almost. But what if it crashed? What if I lost my savings?
I played it safe instead. Keep your head down, do your job, save for retirement.
How’d that work out, genius?
Then there were the women. God, the women I’d let slip through my fingers.
Natalie Morrison from my sophomore year. Brunette with green eyes and a smile that could stop traffic. She’d actually asked me to study with her. Multiple times. I was too nervous, too convinced she was out of my league.
She married a hedge fund guy. Three kids, house in Westchester, Facebook photos of family vacations in Tuscany.
Sarah Chen from my first job. Software engineer, brilliant, gorgeous, and she’d laugh at my stupid jokes during team meetings. We’d grab coffee, work late together, and there were moments—moments when I knew she was waiting for me to make a move.
I never did. Too worried about workplace policies, about what people would think, about rejection.
She’s a VP at Amazon now. Probably makes more in a year than I’ll see in ten.
The chest tightness got worse. I reached for my water bottle—empty, of course—and tried to take a deep breath.
This was my life. Forty-one years old, divorced, broke, alone, and slowly killing myself with takeout and fluorescent lighting.
My daughter barely knew me. Every other weekend felt like an obligation for both of us. What did I have to offer a twelve-year-old? Stories about debugging database queries? Lessons on how to waste your potential?
The pain in my chest sharpened, like someone was tightening a belt around my ribs.
I loosened my tie—when had it gotten so tight?—and tried to stand up. The room tilted sideways.
Not good.
My left arm felt heavy, numb. The kind of numb you get when you sleep wrong, except I hadn’t been sleeping.
The pain spread up my neck, down my arm, across my back like someone was pouring molten metal under my skin.
Heart attack.
The irony was perfect. Dying in a cubicle at 9:47 PM on a Thursday, surrounded by fast food containers and energy drink cans, working on code that would be obsolete in six months.
I fumbled for my phone to call 911, but my fingers wouldn’t cooperate. The device clattered to the floor.
The fluorescent light flickered faster now, strobing like a dying disco ball.
My vision narrowed to a tunnel. At the far end, I could see my monitor displaying those seventeen useless lines of code.
What a waste.
What a fucking waste of everything.
If I had one more chance—just one—I wouldn’t make the same mistakes. I’d buy the stocks, make the moves, take the risks. I’d tell Natalie how I felt, ask Sarah to dinner, build something instead of just maintaining other people’s broken systems.
I’d live like I actually had balls instead of cowering behind excuses.
But that wasn’t how life worked. You get one shot, and if you blow it, you spend the rest of your days wondering what if.
The pain exploded across my chest like a grenade going off.
The fluorescent light went dark.
And so did I.




Chapter 2: Second First Day
I woke up to sunlight streaming through a window that wasn’t mine.
The ceiling was wrong. White acoustic tiles instead of the water-stained drywall of my apartment. The bed was wrong too—a narrow twin mattress that barely contained my body, not the queen-size I’d been sleeping alone in for three years.
And I felt… good.
Not just rested. Actually good. Like my body had been reset to factory settings.
I sat up, expecting the usual symphony of aches and pains—the lower back that seized up every morning, the shoulder that clicked when I moved it wrong, the general feeling of being held together with duct tape and regret.
Nothing.
I felt like I could run a marathon. Hell, I felt like I could run two marathons while solving calculus problems and writing poetry.
The room came into focus. Cinder block walls painted institutional beige. A desk that looked like it had survived the Cold War. A dresser that had seen better decades. On the wall, a poster of Jessica Alba in a bikini that I’d bought freshman year and somehow never taken down.
Freshman year.
University of Maryland. Denton Hall, Room 314.
This was my dorm room from 2003.
“What the fuck?”
My voice cracked like I was going through puberty again. I cleared my throat and tried again. Better, but definitely higher than it should be.
I stumbled to the mirror above the dresser and nearly fell over.
The face staring back at me was eighteen years old.
Not eighteen-ish. Not young-looking for forty-one. Actually eighteen. Smooth skin, full hair, bright eyes that hadn’t been dulled by decades of disappointment. I looked like the photos from my old Facebook profile—back when Facebook was still “thefacebook” and you needed a college email to join.
I touched my face. The reflection touched back. Real skin, not a dream. Warm and firm and impossibly young.
My chest was narrow, shoulders barely filled out my t-shirt. No gut hanging over my waistband. I could see my feet without having to lean forward.
“This isn’t possible.”
But there I was. Eighteen again, in my old dorm room, on what looked like the first day of classes.
I needed proof. Something concrete.
The alarm clock on my nightstand read 8:17 AM, Sunday, August 31, 2003.
My laptop sat on the desk—a chunky Dell that had seemed cutting-edge at the time. I powered it up, listening to the familiar whine of the cooling fan that sounded like a leaf blower compared to modern machines.
The desktop loaded. Windows XP. Internet Explorer. I clicked the icon and was greeted by the familiar dial-up screech of a 56k modem. No, wait. The room had a campus Ethernet jack. Blazing T-1 backbone. My god, I’d forgotten what fast internet felt like in this era.
I navigated to CNN.com. The headlines made my heart race:
“Bush Administration Pushes for Iraq Resolution” “Stock Markets Continue Volatile Trading” “SARS Headlines Dominate News”
Real headlines from 2003. Not some elaborate dream or simulation.
I was actually here. Actually young again. With twenty-three years of future knowledge rattling around in my teenage brain.
The possibilities hit me like a freight train.
I grabbed a notebook and started writing:
•             Friendster has just broken three million users.

•             Google will go public on 19 August 2004 at eighty-five dollars. Mark the date.

•             Apple stock is trading at about thirty cents, split-adjusted.

•             Netflix is still a DVD-by-mail service.

•             Amazon is mostly books.

•             By late 2009, Bitcoin will trade for less than one-tenth of a cent; I’ll scoop up fifty thousand of them.

My hand shook as I wrote. These weren’t just investment tips—they were winning lottery numbers. I knew exactly which companies would explode, which trends would dominate, which technologies would change the world.
But first, I needed cash.
Domain speculation. That was the quickest play. I could register a bunch of generic domains for eight bucks each, then flip them to corporations who’d pay thousands rather than fight trademark battles.
I opened my browser and navigated to GoDaddy. The site loaded with all the grace of a drunken elephant, but it loaded.
Search: friendster.com
Available.
My heart pounded. Friendster was the big social network right now. But it was vulnerable. I could do better.
I clicked “Add to Cart.”
Search: teslamotors.net
Available. Elon Musk was still at PayPal. Tesla Inc. wouldn’t be founded for another few months.
Add to cart.
Search: youtube.com
Taken. Damn. The domain had been registered in 1997, sitting unused.
I kept searching, adding domains to my cart:
•             pic-share.com

•             live-stories.com

Close enough to the real thing that I could either sell them to the actual companies or pivot to something similar if the original names were already taken.
Total cost: $200. I had $847 in my checking account—saved up from my summer job at Circuit City.
I clicked “Proceed to Checkout.”
A knock at my door interrupted me mid-transaction.
“Mike? You awake?”
I recognized the voice immediately. Tommy Rodriguez, my roommate freshman year. Good guy, terrible hygiene, obsessed with PlayStation 2.
“Yeah, come in.”
Tommy opened the door, looking exactly like I remembered—skinny, acne-scarred, wearing a Metallica t-shirt that hadn’t been washed in weeks.
“Dude, you look weird. Like, alert. It’s not even eight AM.”
“Just excited for classes to start.”
He stared at me like I’d announced my intention to join the circus. “Classes? Bro, it’s syllabus week. Nobody does anything but figure out which professors are gonna be easy As.”
Right. I’d forgotten how college actually worked. Show up, coast through easy classes, party on weekends, graduate with a mediocre GPA and no real skills.
Not this time.
“I’m thinking differently about school this semester.”
“Whatever, man. I’m grabbing breakfast at the dining hall. You coming?”
“In a few minutes. Need to finish something.”
Tommy shrugged and left. I completed my domain purchases, watching my checking account balance drop to $647.
Worth every penny.
I needed to move fast on the stock plays too. My parents had set up a small investment account for me—maybe $2,000 in mutual funds that they’d insisted would “teach me about the market.”
I could liquidate that and put everything into Apple. At thirty cents a share, I could buy eight thousand shares with a little margin from the broker. When the iPhone launched in four years, Apple would be trading at over $20 a share before the big splits. That was a staggering return.
$2,000 would become $24,000.
Not life-changing money, but enough to make bigger plays.
The dining hall could wait. I needed to call my investment advisor—well, my parents’ guy who’d been stuck managing my tiny account.
But first, I should probably shower and change clothes. I still felt like I was living in a dream, and the hot water might wake me up.
Or it might confirm that this was all real.
I grabbed a towel and headed for the communal bathroom. The hallway was exactly as I remembered—industrial carpet that had seen better decades, fluorescent lighting that made everyone look like extras in a zombie movie, and the persistent smell of Axe body spray mixed with stale beer.
College. Fucking college.
I’d wasted this entire experience the first time around. Skipped classes, avoided girls, played it safe with everything that mattered.
Not again.
The shower water was lukewarm at best—some things never changed—but it felt amazing against my young skin. No aches, no pains, no weird lumps or spots that hadn’t been there the week before.
I was eighteen, healthy, and armed with twenty-three years of future knowledge.
Time to rewrite history.
I was toweling off when I heard voices in the hallway. Female voices. Laughing about something.
“—can’t believe Professor Martinez assigned homework on the first day.”
“I know, right? It’s like, hello, syllabus week?”
I recognized that second voice. Light, bubbly, with a slight Southern accent that she’d tried to hide but never quite managed.
Emily Chase.
The girl who’d friend-zoned me so hard I’d needed therapy.
Well, not therapy. But I’d definitely written some embarrassing poetry about her.
I cracked the bathroom door and peered out. There she was. Emily Chase. Walking down the hallway with her roommate, a vision in skimpy denim and cotton. Her blonde hair bounced with every step, a golden halo around a face that was pure, innocent trouble. She wore a pair of tiny denim shorts, frayed at the hem, that barely covered the curve of her ass. They were tight enough to show the toned muscle of her thighs and the perfect, round shape of her cheeks. My eyes traveled up her tanned legs to the main event. A thin, white tank top hugged her petite frame, and it was immediately obvious she was braless. Her small, perky tits strained against the fabric, the outline of her hard nipples perfectly visible. She looked exactly like I remembered, but my memory hadn’t done her justice. This wasn’t a dream. This was a walking, talking, five-foot-four-inch superstimulus designed to short-circuit the male brain. And it was working.
But this time would be different. This time I knew what I was doing.
This time I had confidence.
I got dressed quickly—jeans, t-shirt, sneakers—and headed for the elevator. Emily and Jennifer were waiting for it, chatting about their schedules.
“Hey,” I said, walking up with what I hoped was casual confidence.
Emily turned and smiled. That same bright, flirtatious smile that had turned my brain to mush twenty-three years ago.
“Mike! I was wondering when you’d surface. Tommy said you were being weird and studious.”
“Just getting a head start on the semester. You know how it is.”
“Do I?” She laughed. “This from the guy who slept through half of Biology last spring?”
Right. I’d been a different person then. Lazy, unmotivated, afraid of my own shadow.
“People change,” I said.
The elevator arrived and we stepped in. Emily pressed the button for the ground floor.
“So what’s your first class?” she asked.
“Economics with Professor Stone.”
Emily’s eyes lit up. “Oh my God, you’re so lucky. I heard she’s like, ridiculously hot. All the guys are trying to get into her classes.”
Professor Vanessa Stone. The woman I’d fantasized about for an entire semester without ever having the balls to approach her during office hours.
Another chance to rewrite history.
“What about you?” I asked.
“English Lit with Professor Kim. Should be fun.” She shifted her weight, stretching her arms up in a casual, unconsciously seductive move. The thin fabric of her tank top rode up, exposing a strip of tanned, toned stomach. My eyes locked onto the sight—the smooth skin, the faint outline of her abs, and the tantalizing hint of a pink lace thong peeking over the waistband of her shorts. It was a fleeting glimpse, an accidental flash of skin that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to my cock. “Want to grab coffee after classes?” she asked, oblivious to the effect she was having on me. “I feel like we barely talked all summer.”
The old me would have stammered out some excuse. The old me would have been terrified of reading too much into the invitation.
The old me was dead.
“Absolutely,” I said. “Meet you at the campus coffee shop around three?”
“Perfect.” She smiled again, wider this time. “It’s a date.”
The elevator opened and they walked off toward the dining hall. I didn’t move, just stood there and watched her go. My gaze was glued to her ass. The tiny denim shorts hugged every curve, cupping her cheeks and flexing with each step. Her hips swayed with a natural, hypnotic rhythm, a perfect pendulum of feminine grace and raw sexual promise. I watched the material crease and stretch, imagining my hands gripping those hips, pulling that perfect ass against me. The stirring in my jeans was undeniable now. It had everything to do with teenage hormones, amplified by a forty-one-year-old’s lifetime of regret and unfulfilled desire.
I had a second chance at everything—money, success, relationships, life itself.
And I wasn’t going to waste a fucking second of it.




Chapter 3: Stake Building
Three days later, my phone rang at 6:47 AM.
“Michael Carter?” The voice on the other end of the line was crisp, professional, and sounded expensive.
“Yeah?”
“This is David Chen, representing a California EV start-up. We understand you own the domain teslamotors.net.”
I sat up in bed, suddenly wide awake. Tommy was still snoring across the room, probably dreaming about Grand Theft Auto.
“That’s correct.”
“We’d like to discuss purchasing it from you. Would fifteen thousand be acceptable?”
I almost choked. Fifteen thousand dollars? For a domain I’d registered three days ago for eight bucks?
Silence on the other end. Then: “I’m sorry, I think there’s been a miscommunication. This is regarding the domain registered to your name. We’re prepared to offer—”
“Twenty-five thousand,” I said.
More silence. “That’s… significantly higher than our initial offer.”
“It’s significantly lower than what you’ll pay if you have to fight this in court.” I had no idea if that was true, but it sounded good. “Tesla is a great name for an electric car company. Don’t you think?”
“How did you—” He caught himself. “We’ll need to discuss this internally.”
“Take your time. The domain isn’t going anywhere. I’ll expect to hear from you by the end of the week. We can use Sedo for the escrow to keep things clean.”
He hung up. I stared at the phone, heart pounding.
Holy shit. It was working.
By the time I got to my Economics class, I’d fielded three more calls. A shell corporation offered twenty thousand for pic-share.com. Some logistics startup wanted live-stories.com for twelve grand.
Total potential windfall: fifty-seven thousand dollars.
From a two-hundred-dollar investment three days ago.
I walked into the lecture hall with a swagger I’d never felt at eighteen. Hell, a swagger I’d never felt at forty-one.
The room was packed. Economics 101 was a required course, which meant mostly freshmen who’d rather be anywhere else. I grabbed a seat in the third row—close enough to seem engaged, far enough back to have a good view of the whole room.
And then Professor Vanessa Stone walked in, and every conversation stopped.
She was a walking, talking hourglass, a monument to mature female sexuality. Her chestnut hair cascaded past her shoulders in glossy waves. She wore a tight, black pencil skirt that hugged her wide hips and rounded ass, and a silk blouse that was straining against the swell of her massive tits. I mean, truly massive. The kind of huge, natural breasts that made you question the laws of physics. Her cleavage was a deep, shadowy canyon that promised untold wonders. She moved with a slow, deliberate sway, the kind of walk that knew every man in the room was picturing her naked. And I was no exception.
“Good morning, class. I’m Professor Stone, and this is Introduction to Economics.”
Her voice was warm honey with just a hint of authority. She set her briefcase on the podium and turned to write on the whiteboard, giving us a perfect view of how the fabric stretched across her ass.
Someone behind me whispered, “Jesus Christ.”
Yeah. I remembered that feeling.
But this time I wasn’t going to just sit there fantasizing. This time I had a plan.
Professor Stone launched into her introduction, covering supply and demand curves with the kind of passion that made dry economic theory sound like foreplay. I took notes—real notes, not the doodles I’d drawn twenty-three years ago—and raised my hand twice to ask intelligent questions.
She noticed. Eye contact, a subtle smile when I demonstrated that I’d actually read the textbook over the summer.
Good. Very good.
Class ended at 10:50. As students filed out, chattering about how hot the professor was, I gathered my things slowly. No rush. Let the room clear.
“Excuse me, Professor Stone?”
She looked up from her papers, and I caught a whiff of her perfume. Something subtle and expensive that probably cost more than my textbooks.
“Yes, Mr…?”
“Carter. Michael Carter.” I stepped closer to her desk. “I wanted to thank you for that explanation of market efficiency. The connection to information asymmetry was really insightful.”
She smiled, genuinely this time. “You’re welcome. It’s refreshing to have a student who’s actually engaged with the material.”
I let that hang in the air for a moment. “I find economics fascinating. Especially behavioral economics—how psychology drives market decisions.”
“Really?” She leaned against her desk, and I noticed how the movement made her blouse gape slightly. Professional cleavage, but cleavage nonetheless. “Most freshmen just want to know what’s going to be on the exam.”
“I’m not most freshmen.”
The words came out more loaded than I’d intended. She held my gaze for a beat longer than necessary.
“No,” she said softly. “I don’t think you are.”
My cock stirred in my jeans. Down, boy. Not yet.
“I should let you get to your next class,” I said. “But I’d love to continue this conversation sometime. Maybe during office hours?”
“Of course. Tuesdays and Thursdays, two to four PM.”
“I’ll see you then, Professor.”
I turned to leave, then paused at the door. “Oh, and Professor? You were right about information asymmetry. It’s amazing what advantages you can have when you know something the market doesn’t. You might want to keep an eye on Apple. I hear they’re trading at about thirty cents a share, split-adjusted. Seems undervalued to me.”
I left her with that cryptic comment and walked out feeling like I’d just won the lottery.
Which, in a way, I had.
My next class was Computer Programming with Professor Williams—a balding, coffee-stained man who looked like he’d been coding since the dawn of FORTRAN. The course was supposed to be an introduction to Java, but I’d been programming for twenty years in my previous life. This was going to be easy money.
I found a seat near the back and was setting up my laptop when she walked in.
Chloe Dawson.
I’d forgotten how stunning she was.
I’d forgotten how fucking stacked she was. Her raven-black hair was pulled back in a simple ponytail, framing a face dominated by thick, black-framed glasses that screamed nerd. But the body was pure, unadulterated sex. She had a gray sweater that clung to a pair of surprisingly full, heavy tits. But the real masterpiece was her lower body. She had a pair of tight jeans that were doing the Lord’s work, showcasing a truly spectacular ass. It was huge, round, and perfectly shaped, the kind of ass that could start a religion. Her thighs were thick and powerful, straining against the denim. She was the ultimate nerdy girl fantasy: shy, smart, and secretly built like a porn star.
Jesus. How had I been too intimidated to talk to her the first time around?
She sat two rows ahead of me, slightly to the left. Perfect angle to appreciate the way her sweater stretched across her full tits, the way her jeans molded to her hips when she shifted in her seat.
Professor Williams started his lecture, droning about object-oriented programming principles that I could have taught in my sleep. I let my eyes wander to Chloe, watching the way she chewed on her pencil when she was thinking, the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.
Halfway through class, she dropped her pencil. It rolled under the desk behind her—my desk.
She turned around to retrieve it, and our eyes met.
“Sorry,” she whispered, reaching under my chair.
She bent over, and the entire world narrowed to a single, perfect image. Her sweater rode up, exposing a strip of pale, smooth skin at the small of her back. But my eyes were locked lower. Her ass, perfectly framed by the tight denim, was a masterpiece of genetic engineering. It was a perfect, high, rounded shelf, straining against the fabric. I could see the outline of her thong, a tiny triangle of lace lost in the vast, glorious expanse of her cheeks. My cock gave a hard throb in my jeans. It was an involuntary, primal reaction. The kind of reaction a man has when confronted with a truly world-class ass.
“No problem,” I said, handing her the pencil.
Our fingers brushed as she took it. She lingered for just a moment, looking at me with those dark eyes.
“Thanks.” She smiled—shy but genuine. “I’m Chloe, by the way.”
“Michael. Nice to meet you.”
She turned back around, but I caught her glancing back at me twice during the rest of the lecture.
After class, I made my move.
“Chloe, wait up.”
She stopped by the door, adjusting her backpack. The movement did wonderful things to her chest.
“Hi again.”
“This might be forward, but Professor Williams is pretty boring, and I have a feeling this class is going to be rough for some people. Want to study together sometime?”
She blinked, clearly surprised. “You think I need help?”
“I think you’re smart enough to realize that group study sessions are more fun than struggling alone.”
She considered this, chewing on her lower lip. Fuck, that was cute.
“Actually, yeah. That sounds good. I’m already lost on some of the object concepts.”
“Perfect. What’s your schedule like?”
“Pretty open. I’m kind of a hermit.” She laughed, a little self-deprecating. “Most of my free time is spent reading or… other stuff.”
Other stuff. I remembered now—Chloe had been into fantasy novels, online forums, probably some pretty kinky fan fiction based on the way she blushed when she said it.
“Nothing wrong with having hobbies,” I said. “What kind of other stuff?”
“Just… nerdy things. You’d probably think it’s weird.”
“Try me.”
She looked around to make sure no one was listening, then leaned closer. Close enough that I could smell her shampoo—something fruity and sweet.
“I write stories. Online. Fantasy stuff, mostly.”
“Like Lord of the Rings fantasy, or…?”
Her cheeks turned pink. “More like… romance fantasy. With… adult themes.”
Bingo. Chloe Dawson wrote erotic fan fiction.
“That doesn’t sound weird at all,” I said. “Sounds creative.”
Her eyes widened. “Really? Most people think it’s perverted or whatever.”
“Most people are boring.”
She smiled then, a real smile that transformed her whole face. “You’re not what I expected, Michael.”
“What did you expect?”
“I don’t know. Most guys in computer science are either total nerds who can’t talk to girls, or bros who think programming is just a stepping stone to getting rich quick.”
“Which category do I fall into?”
“Neither.” She adjusted her glasses, studying me. “You’re different. More… confident, I guess. Like you know something the rest of us don’t.”
If only she knew.
“Coffee?” I asked. “I know a place off campus that’s better than the student union swill.”
“I’d like that.”
We walked across campus together, and I found myself enjoying the conversation more than I’d expected. Chloe was funny, smart, surprisingly dirty-minded when she got comfortable. She made jokes about Professor Williams’ unfortunate coffee stains, speculated about which students were going to drop out by midterms, and—when she thought I wasn’t paying attention—snuck glances at my ass.
The coffee shop was crowded, so we grabbed a table in the corner. Chloe ordered some complicated drink with extra shots and whipped cream. I stuck with black coffee.
“So,” she said, wrapping her hands around her mug, “what’s your story? You don’t seem like a typical freshman.”
“What makes you say that?”
“The way you carry yourself. The questions you asked in econ class this morning. Most eighteen-year-olds don’t have that kind of… presence.”
I took a sip of coffee, considering how much truth to reveal. “I guess I just have clear goals. I know what I want out of college, out of life.”
“Which is?”
“Success. Real success, not just getting by.” I leaned forward. “I want to be rich enough to do whatever I want, date whoever I want, live however I want.”
“That’s refreshingly honest. Most people pretend money doesn’t matter.”
“Money doesn’t buy happiness, but poverty sure as hell buys misery.”
She laughed. “I like that. Mind if I steal it for one of my stories?”
“Only if you let me read them sometime.”
Her cheeks went pink again. “They’re pretty… explicit.”
“I’m an adult.”
“Barely,” she teased, but there was something in her eyes—curiosity, maybe interest.
My phone buzzed. An email from a protonmail address: “This is David Chen. We accept your terms. Twenty-five thousand for teslamotors.net. We will initiate the transfer through Sedo escrow tomorrow.”
I tried to keep my expression neutral, but Chloe noticed something.
“Good news?” she asked.
“You could say that.” I showed her the email.
Her eyes went wide. “Holy shit. Twenty-five thousand dollars? For a website name?”
“Domain name. And it’s just the beginning.”
“The beginning of what?”
I grinned. “Getting everything I want.”
She stared at me for a long moment, then leaned back in her chair. “You know what? I believe you.”
My phone rang again. Another buyer, another offer.
The money was just the start. With cash in hand, I could make real investments. Eight thousand shares of Apple. A handful of January 2006 five-dollar Apple LEAPS, just in case. And I’d be ready for the Google IPO next year.
But more than that, I could invest in myself. Gym membership, better clothes, confidence that came from knowing I was going to win.
And I could invest in relationships. Real relationships with amazing women who’d barely noticed me the first time around.
Starting with the brilliant, secretly perverted computer science major sitting across from me, looking at me like I was the most interesting thing she’d ever encountered.
“So,” I said, “want to grab dinner tomorrow night? I’m thinking somewhere nice. I’ll be able to afford it soon.”
“Are you asking me on a date, Michael Carter?”
“I’m asking if you want to celebrate my first business success with me.”
She smiled, slow and mischievous. “I thought you’d never ask.”
Yeah. This was going to be fun.




Chapter 4: Lecture Hall Heat
Tuesday morning arrived with the kind of crisp September air that made everything feel possible.
I’d spent the weekend fielding calls from corporate lawyers, negotiating domain sales, and setting up meetings with investment advisors. By Sunday night, I had forty-seven thousand dollars sitting in my checking account and a portfolio strategy that would make Warren Buffett weep with envy.
But none of that mattered as much as the fact that I was about to sit in Professor Vanessa Stone’s Advanced Macroeconomics lecture.
Advanced. Not the intro course I’d taken as a naive eighteen-year-old. This time, I’d sweet-talked my way into her upper-level class, convincing the registrar that my “extensive independent study” qualified me for the prerequisite waiver.
The lecture hall was smaller than the intro classroom—maybe fifty seats instead of two hundred. Graduate students and ambitious underclassmen, the kind of people who actually gave a shit about learning.
I arrived fifteen minutes early and chose my seat carefully. Third row, center. Close enough to make eye contact, far enough back to appreciate the full visual experience.
Other students trickled in, talking quietly about weekend parties and upcoming assignments. I ignored them, focusing on my notebook and the investment research I’d printed out that morning.
Apple stock had opened at thirty-one cents. I’d bought eight thousand shares at market open, using a bit of margin from the broker.
Then she walked in, and every rational thought evaporated.
Professor Vanessa Stone was not just a woman; she was a sexual event. A walking, breathing fantasy in silk and charcoal. Her hair was pulled back in a loose, messy bun that screamed “I just got fucked on my desk and I’m late for class.” A few strands escaped to frame a face that was all high cheekbones and full, painted lips. She wore a cream-colored silk blouse, and the word “wore” was doing a lot of heavy lifting. The fabric was stretched to its absolute limit across a pair of massive, heavy tits. The top two buttons were undone, revealing the deep, shadowy valley of her cleavage. Below that, a charcoal pencil skirt hugged her wide, womanly hips and a perfectly round, shelf-like ass.
But it was the way she moved that really got to me. Confident, graceful, completely aware of her own power. She set her briefcase on the podium with practiced efficiency, then turned to face the class.
“Good morning. For those of you who don’t know me, I’m Professor Stone, and this is Advanced Macroeconomics Theory.”
Her voice was warm honey with just enough authority to make you want to do whatever she asked. I felt my cock stir in my jeans and forced myself to focus on taking notes.
“Today we’re going to discuss market inefficiencies and their relationship to information asymmetry.” She moved to the whiteboard, her heels clicking against the floor. “Can anyone give me an example of a market where information asymmetry creates opportunities for unusual profits?”
A few hands went up. Graduate students, mostly, offering textbook answers about insider trading and labor markets.
Professor Stone nodded politely at each response, but I could see she was waiting for something more interesting.
I raised my hand.
“Yes, Mr…?”
“Carter. Michael Carter.” I stood up slightly, making sure she could see me clearly. “I’d argue that domain name speculation is a perfect example of information asymmetry creating profit opportunities.”
She tilted her head, curious. “How so?”
“Well, if you know that a particular company or technology is going to be important in the future, but the market doesn’t recognize that value yet, you can register related domain names for eight dollars and sell them for thousands.”
“Interesting theory. Do you have any practical experience with this?”
I smiled. “I sold a domain name last week for twenty-five thousand dollars.”
The classroom went quiet. A few students turned to stare at me.
Professor Stone’s eyebrows rose slightly. “Which one?”
“teslamotors.net. I registered it because I believe electric vehicles are going to be huge in the next decade. The market disagreed with me, right up until a stealth EV startup’s legal team called to purchase it.”
She leaned against the podium, a casual movement that had devastating effects on the structural integrity of her blouse. The silk pulled taut across her chest, outlining the perfect, round shape of her huge tits. I could see the delicate lace pattern of her bra through the thin material. My mouth went dry. I imagined ripping that blouse open, freeing those magnificent breasts, burying my face in them. “That’s a fascinating example of information asymmetry in action,” she said, her voice a low purr that vibrated straight through my balls. “What other markets do you think are currently mispricing future value?”
This was my moment. Time to show her exactly how different I was from her other students.
“Social networking is about to explode,” I said. “Right now, everyone thinks it’s just a fad for college kids. But I think connecting people online is going to be one of the biggest opportunities of the next decade.”
“What makes you so certain?”
“Human nature. People want to connect, share, validate themselves through social interaction. The internet makes that possible on a scale that’s never existed before.” I leaned forward, making eye contact. “Friendster has just broken three million users, and they’re adding more every day. That’s not a fad—that’s a fundamental shift in how people communicate.”
The room was completely silent now. Even the graduate students were listening.
Professor Stone pushed off from the podium and walked closer to my row, her eyes never leaving mine. “And how would you monetize that insight?”
“Advertising revenue based on targeted user data. If you know someone’s age, location, interests, and social connections, you can serve them incredibly specific ads. That’s worth way more than traditional media advertising.”
“Because the targeting is more precise.”
“Exactly. A billboard shows your ad to everyone who drives by. A social network can show your ad only to twenty-two-year-old women in Boston who like yoga and drink Starbucks.”
She nodded slowly, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “That’s remarkably sophisticated thinking for an undergraduate.”
“I read a lot.”
“Clearly.” She walked back to the board, but I caught her glancing at me twice during the movement. “Let’s expand on Mr. Carter’s example. How might information asymmetry create other investment opportunities?”
The rest of the lecture felt like a private conversation between Professor Stone and me, with forty-eight other people eavesdropping. She’d pose a question to the class, I’d give a detailed answer drawing on knowledge I wasn’t supposed to have yet, and she’d build on my response with increasingly complex economic theory.
It was intellectual foreplay, and we both knew it.
When class ended at 11:50, students filed out with the usual chatter about assignments and weekend plans. I packed my things slowly, letting the room clear.
“Mr. Carter?” Professor Stone’s voice stopped me at the door. “Could I speak with you for a moment?”
I walked back to her desk. She’d taken off her blazer at some point, draping it over the back of her chair. The silk blouse was now the only thing between me and paradise. It was thin, almost translucent under the fluorescent lights. I could clearly see the intricate black lace of her bra, a delicate cage struggling to contain the sheer volume of her tits. My cock was so hard it hurt.
“Your insights today were quite impressive,” she said, leaning against the desk. The position pushed her chest forward slightly, and I had to force myself to maintain eye contact. “Where did you develop such a sophisticated understanding of market dynamics?”
“Independent study, mostly. I spend a lot of time reading financial news, investment research, economic theory.”
“Most eighteen-year-olds are more interested in beer and video games.”
“I’m not most eighteen-year-olds.”
She smiled at that—the same smile from our first meeting, but warmer somehow. “No, I don’t think you are.”
We stood there for a moment, the silence stretching between us. I could smell her perfume again, something subtle and expensive that made me want to step closer.
“Professor, can I ask you something?”
“Of course.”
“Do you ever get tired of teaching the same basic concepts to students who don’t really want to learn?”
Her smile faded slightly. “What makes you think I’m tired?”
“The way you light up when someone actually engages with the material. Like you’ve been waiting all semester for a real conversation.”
She stared at me for a long moment, and I saw something shift in her expression. Professional distance giving way to genuine interest.
“You’re very perceptive, Michael.”
“I pay attention.”
“To what?”
“Everything.” I let my eyes travel briefly down her body, then back to her face. “Especially things that matter.”
Her breath caught slightly. Just for a second, but I caught it.
“I should… I have another class to prepare for.”
“Of course. I don’t want to keep you.” I shouldered my backpack. “But I was hoping I could schedule some office hours with you. I have some questions about market theory that might be too advanced for class discussion.”
“Office hours are Tuesdays and Thursdays, two to four.”
“Perfect. I’ll see you Thursday.”
I turned to leave, then paused at the door. “Professor?”
“Yes?”
“That example you gave about information asymmetry in the labor market? You might want to look into a company called Google. They’re going to IPO on August 19, 2004, at eighty-five dollars. Mark the date.”
“Google?”
“Trust me on this one.”
I left her staring after me, and I could feel her eyes on my back all the way to the door.
The hallway was buzzing with post-class energy, but I barely noticed. My mind was replaying every moment of the lecture, every glance, every subtle signal.
Professor Vanessa Stone was interested. Not just academically—personally.
The old me would have convinced himself he was imagining things, that a woman like her would never be attracted to a college freshman.
But the old me had never walked into her classroom with the confidence of a man who’d just made fifty thousand dollars in a week, who knew exactly which stocks to buy and which technologies would change the world.
The old me had never looked her in the eye and talked about market theory like he’d been studying it for decades.
The old me was a fucking amateur.
My phone buzzed with a text from Emily: “Coffee later? I want to hear about your mysterious business ventures ;)”
I smiled, typing back: “Absolutely. Meet you at three?”
“It’s a date! Literally this time haha”
Emily Chase. The bubbly blonde who’d friend-zoned me so hard the first time around. Now she was the one pursuing me, flirting openly, making it clear she was interested in more than friendship.
And in two days, I’d be sitting across from Professor Stone in her office, discussing advanced economic theory while trying not to stare at her incredible tits.
Life was fucking good.
I walked across campus toward my next class, feeling like I owned the world. Students moved out of my way without realizing it, responding to the confidence that radiated from every step.
I had money, knowledge, and a plan that was already working better than I’d dreamed.
But most importantly, I had time. Time to do everything right, to make all the moves I’d been too scared to make before, to claim everything I’d been too weak to fight for.
The investment accounts were just the beginning. The real prize was the life I was going to build—rich, successful, surrounded by beautiful women who wanted me as much as I wanted them.
Starting with Thursday afternoon office hours with the sexiest professor on campus.
I couldn’t fucking wait.




Chapter 5: Campus Celebrity
Friday night, and I had thirty thousand dollars burning a hole in my pocket.
Well, not literally in my pocket. The money was sitting in three different investment accounts, quietly growing as Apple stock climbed and my domain sales continued to roll in. But the psychological effect was the same—I felt rich, confident, unstoppable.
Time to celebrate.
The sports bar off campus was packed with the usual crowd of college kids nursing cheap beers and pretending to understand football strategy. I found a table near the back, ordered a pitcher of decent beer, and pulled out my phone to check the week’s betting lines.
Maryland vs. Florida State. The Terps were 14-point underdogs, which was fucking ridiculous. I remembered this game—Maryland would win outright, 31-17, thanks to a pick-six in the fourth quarter that nobody saw coming.
I walked up to the bar where Sal, the owner, was wiping down glasses with a towel that had seen better days.
“Sal, you still taking action on college games?”
He looked up, squinting at me. “You old enough to be in here, kid?”
I slid a hundred-dollar bill across the bar. “Old enough to make interesting wagers.”
Sal palmed the cash and grinned. “What did you have in mind?”
“Maryland straight up. Five hundred.”
“Five hundred? Kid, Maryland’s gonna get their asses kicked. You sure you want to throw away that kind of money?”
“I’m sure.”
“Your funeral.” He made a note in his little black book. “Maryland straight up, five to one odds. You win, you get twenty-five hundred back.”
I nodded and returned to my table, already planning my next bets. I had insider information on six games this weekend, and if everything went according to my memory, I’d have fifteen thousand dollars by Sunday night.
The bar was getting crowded, and I was halfway through my second beer when I heard a familiar laugh from across the room.
Emily Chase stood near the dartboard, wearing a tight pink tank top and the kind of short denim skirt that should have been illegal on a college campus. She was with her usual crew of girlfriends, all of them looking like they’d stepped out of a beer commercial.
But Emily was the one who caught my eye. The way the pink fabric hugged her small, perky tits. The way the skirt showed off her tanned legs and the curve of her tight little ass. The way she moved with that bubbly confidence that made every guy in the room stare.
She hadn’t noticed me yet, which gave me time to appreciate the view.
Emily bent over to line up a dart throw, and I got a perfect shot of her ass in that tiny skirt. She wasn’t wearing much underneath—just the hint of lace panties visible when the fabric rode up.
Fuck. No wonder I’d been obsessed with her the first time around.
She sank the dart and spun around, celebrating with her arms raised above her head. The movement made her tank top ride up, showing off her flat stomach and the tantalizing curve of underboob.
That’s when she saw me.
“Michael!” She waved, bouncing slightly on her toes. The bouncing did incredible things to her chest. “What are you doing here?”
“Celebrating a good week,” I called back.
She said something to her friends, then walked over to my table. Every step was a masterclass in casual sexuality—hips swaying, tits jiggling slightly, that bright smile lighting up her entire face.
“Mind if I sit?” she asked, already sliding into the booth across from me.
“Please.”
“So what are you celebrating? More mysterious business deals?”
I poured her a beer from my pitcher. “Something like that. You having fun with the girls?”
“It’s okay. But I’d rather hang out with you.” She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. The position gave me a perfect view down her tank top. No bra. Just small, perfect tits with pink nipples that were getting hard in the air conditioning. “You’re way more interesting than listening to Jessica complain about her ex-boyfriend for the millionth time.”
“Glad to be of service.”
She giggled—that bright, musical sound that had driven me crazy twenty-three years ago. “You know, you’re different than I remembered from last year.”
“Different how?”
“More confident. Like you know something the rest of us don’t.” She took a sip of beer, leaving a trace of foam on her upper lip that she licked off with the tip of her tongue. “It’s sexy.”
The old me would have blushed and stammered. The new me just smiled.
“Maybe I do know something.”
“Like what?”
“Like the fact that Maryland’s going to beat Florida State tonight.”
“Bullshit. FSU is ranked fourth in the country.”
“Want to bet?”
She raised an eyebrow. “What kind of bet?”
“If Maryland wins, I get to take you somewhere nice for dinner. Really nice, not just the campus pizza place.”
“And if FSU wins?”
“You get to pick what we do for our next date.”
“Next date?” She smiled, slow and flirtatious. “Who says there’s going to be a next date?”
“The way you’re looking at me right now.”
She blushed slightly, but didn’t deny it. “You’re pretty sure of yourself.”
“I have good instincts.”
“Okay, you’re on.” She held out her hand. “But when FSU destroys Maryland, I’m going to make you do something embarrassing.”
We shook on it, and I held her hand just a moment longer than necessary. Her skin was soft, warm, and I could feel her pulse racing under my thumb.
The game was on one of the big screens, sound muted in favor of classic rock from the jukebox. I watched Emily more than the action on the field, enjoying the way she got into it—cheering for big plays, groaning at penalties, unconsciously pressing closer to me as the game got tight.
By the fourth quarter, she was sitting next to me instead of across from me, our thighs touching as we shared the bench seat. Every time Maryland made a good play, she’d grab my arm, her small hands electric against my skin.
When the pick-six happened—exactly like I remembered—she screamed and threw her arms around my neck.
“Oh my God! You called it! How did you know?”
Her body was pressed against mine, soft tits crushed against my chest, her face inches from mine. I could smell her perfume, something light and fruity that mixed with the beer on her breath.
“Lucky guess,” I said.
“That wasn’t luck. That was… I don’t know what that was.” She pulled back slightly, but kept her arms around my neck. “You’re full of surprises, Michael Carter.”
“You have no idea.”
The game ended, Maryland winning 31-17, and the bar erupted in celebration. Someone bought a round for the house, the music got louder, and Emily’s friends dragged her back to the dartboard for more games.
But she kept looking over at me, smiling that bright smile, making sure I was watching when she bent over to throw darts or danced to the music.
She was putting on a show, and we both knew it.
Around midnight, her friends started talking about heading back to the dorms. Emily came back to my table, swaying slightly from the alcohol.
“Walk me home?” she asked.
“Of course.”
We said goodbye to her friends and stepped out into the cool night air. Emily immediately moved closer, linking her arm through mine.
“I can’t believe you predicted that game,” she said as we walked across campus. “It’s like you can see the future or something.”
“Maybe I can.”
“Really? What else do you see in my future?”
I stopped walking and turned to face her. She looked up at me, eyes bright with alcohol and something else. Something hungry.
“I see you having dinner with me tomorrow night. Somewhere expensive.”
“What else?”
I stepped closer, backing her against a tree at the edge of the quad. “I see you realizing that I’m not the same guy you knew last year.”
“I already realized that.” Her voice was breathier now, barely above a whisper. “The question is, what are you going to do about it?”
I cupped her face in my hands, thumbs stroking across her cheekbones. “This.”
I didn’t hesitate. I crushed my mouth to hers. It wasn’t a soft, tentative kiss. It was a fucking invasion. I devoured her mouth, my tongue plunging past her lips, tasting the beer and sweet lip gloss. She gasped into my mouth, a sound of pure, unadulterated shock that quickly turned into a moan of surrender. Her body went pliant against mine, her small, firm tits pressing into my chest. She rose up on her toes, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me deeper. Her tongue met mine, a wet, eager dance that sent a jolt of fire straight to my groin. My hands slid down her back, past the dip of her spine, and found what I was looking for. Her ass. I cupped her cheeks through the thin denim of her skirt, squeezing the firm, round globes. She was perfect. A handful of pure, athletic perfection. She moaned against my lips, grinding her hips against my already-hardening cock. “Fuck, Michael,” she breathed, her voice thick with lust. “I knew you’d be a good kisser.” “We’re just getting started,” I growled, my mouth moving from her lips to her neck, sucking a dark mark into her soft, tanned skin. She whimpered, her head falling back to give me better access. “Not here. Someone will see.” “You like that, don’t you?” I whispered, my hand sliding from her ass to the front of her skirt, pressing against the heat between her legs. She was already wet. Soaking wet. “The idea of getting caught.” “Yes,” she panted, her hips bucking against my hand. “But I want you all to myself. My dorm. My roommate’s gone for the night.” That was all the invitation I needed. We didn’t run. We practically teleported across campus, a tangle of limbs and desperate, open-mouthed kisses. We stumbled into her dorm building, the air thick with the smell of stale pizza and cheap air freshener. “Stairs,” she gasped, pulling me away from the elevator. “Faster.” The stairwell was cold and smelled of concrete and disinfectant. The only light came from the emergency fixtures, casting long, distorted shadows. It was perfect. The second we were on the landing, she spun and slammed me against the cinder block wall, her mouth attacking mine with a ferocity that took my breath away. Her hands were everywhere, tearing at my shirt, fumbling with my belt. “You’re so fucking hot,” she panted, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “I’ve been thinking about this all night. All week.” “Tell me what you’ve been thinking about,” I commanded, my voice rough. I spun us around, pressing her back against the cold wall. She gasped, her eyes wide and dark with a mix of shock and pure, animal arousal. “This,” she whispered. “You being in charge. Taking what you want.” “Good.” I kissed her again, hard and deep, one hand tangling in her blonde hair while the other went straight for the hem of her pink tank top. I pushed it up, exposing her tits to the cool air. They were perfect. Small, perky, with pale pink nipples that were already pebble-hard. “Jesus, Emily,” I groaned, my mouth leaving hers to latch onto a nipple. “Oh, fuck,” she cried out, her back arching off the wall. “That feels… oh, God.” I sucked and licked and teased her nipple with my teeth, my other hand finding her other breast, pinching and rolling the hard peak between my thumb and forefinger. She bit her lip, trying to stifle a scream, her hips grinding against mine in a frantic rhythm. I could feel the thick, hard ridge of my cock pressing against her stomach through my jeans. She could feel it too. Her hand slid down between our bodies, her small fingers wrapping around my erection through the denim. “Fuck, Michael, you’re so hard,” she whimpered, squeezing me. “So fucking big.” “That’s all you,” I growled against her breast. “You do this to me.” My hand slid down her flat stomach, under the waistband of her tiny skirt. I found the thin lace of her thong and hooked a finger in it. It was soaked. “And you’re so fucking wet for me.” I pushed the flimsy fabric aside and my finger slid home. Her pussy was tight, hot, and slick with her juices. She cried out, a sharp, high-pitched sound that echoed in the stairwell. “Shhh,” I whispered, my thumb finding her clit. “Don’t want to get caught. Not yet.” I rubbed her clit, a small, hard pearl hidden in her slick folds. She whimpered, her whole body trembling. “Please,” she begged, her hand desperately stroking my cock through my jeans. “Please, Michael, make me come.” “You want to come for me, baby?” I slid another finger inside her, stretching her, fucking her with a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Right here on the landing?” “Yes! God, yes, please!” Her inner walls clenched around my fingers. She was so close. “Come for me, Emily,” I commanded, my voice a low growl. “Let me feel you fall apart.” I pressed down hard on her clit while my fingers pumped in and out of her tight, wet heat. Her orgasm was a violent, beautiful thing. She screamed into my shoulder, her body convulsing against mine. Her pussy spasmed around my fingers, milking them, drenching them in her hot, sticky come. Her hand squeezed my cock so hard I almost lost it right there. “Holy shit,” she panted when the shudders finally subsided, her legs shaking. “Holy… fuck.” She looked up at me, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, her lips swollen from my kisses. “Your turn,” she whispered, a wicked smile spreading across her face. Before I could say a word, she slid down my body and dropped to her knees on the cold concrete floor. “Emily, wait—” “I want to,” she said, her voice firm. She looked up at me, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “I want to taste you.” She unzipped my jeans and pulled my cock out into the open air. It sprang free, thick and throbbing, slick with precum. “Oh, wow,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “You’re even bigger than I thought.” Her small hands, with their chipped pink nail polish, wrapped around my shaft. The sight of her delicate fingers on my hard cock was almost enough to push me over the edge. She leaned forward and licked the tip, a slow, deliberate taste. My hips bucked involuntarily. Then she took me into her mouth. It was heaven. Hot, wet, and tight. She wasn’t an expert, but she was enthusiastic as hell, sucking and licking with a desperate, greedy energy that drove me insane. I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her pace, pushing her head down, forcing her to take me deeper. “Fuck, your mouth feels amazing,” I groaned, my balls tightening. She pulled off with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the head of my cock. “I’ve been dreaming about this,” she confessed, her voice breathy. “Keep going,” I grunted. “I’m close.” She went back to work, her head bobbing faster now, her hand stroking the base of my shaft. I could feel the pressure building, a tidal wave of pleasure about to crash. “I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice strained. She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her eyes wide. “Come for me, Michael. Let me see it.” That was all it took. With a final, desperate groan, I exploded. Thick ropes of my cum shot out, splattering against the concrete wall behind her. She watched, fascinated, a triumphant smile on her face. We stood there for a moment in the aftermath, breathing heavily, the only sounds the distant hum of the building and our own ragged breaths. She stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and smoothing down her skirt. “So,” she said, her voice still a little shaky. “Dinner tomorrow?” I laughed, pulling my jeans back into place. “Absolutely.” “Good.” She leaned in and gave me one last, soft kiss. “Now I’m going to my room before I get us arrested.” She turned and walked up the stairs, and I watched the sway of her perfect ass until she disappeared around the corner. I leaned against the wall, a wide grin spreading across my face. Everything was going according to plan. No. This was better. So much better.




Chapter 6: Friend Zone Exit Interview
The campus café at 11 PM was nearly empty—just a few stressed-looking students cramming for midterms and the perpetually caffeinated barista who looked like she’d been there since the Clinton administration.
Emily sat across from me in our corner booth, wrapping her hands around her oversized coffee mug like it was a security blanket. She’d suggested this meeting an hour after our stairwell encounter, texting me with uncharacteristic directness: “We need to talk. Neutral ground. Tonight.”
“So,” she said, not quite meeting my eyes. “That happened.”
“That happened,” I agreed.
“I’m not usually the girl who… I mean, I don’t typically make out with guys in public stairwells.” She took a nervous sip of her latte. “Especially not guys who are apparently dating other people.”
“Are we talking about Chloe?”
“Are we dating? Chloe, I mean. Are you two actually together?”
“We’re figuring it out.”
Emily was quiet for a moment, processing this. “She’s really smart. And pretty. In that whole sexy-librarian way.”
“She is.”
“And I just… threw myself at her boyfriend in a stairwell like some kind of…”
“Like some kind of what?”
“I don’t know. Desperate girl who can’t handle not being the center of attention?”
I leaned forward. “Emily, is that really what you think happened tonight?”
“Isn’t it? You were with her, I showed up drunk and flirty, and I basically seduced you into cheating.”
“First, you weren’t drunk. You’d had two beers over three hours. Second, I kissed you. And third…” I paused, choosing my words carefully. “What if this isn’t about cheating?”
“What do you mean?”
“What if it’s about figuring out what we all want instead of forcing ourselves into categories that don’t fit?”
She stared at me over her coffee cup. “That sounds like something someone says when they want to have their cake and eat it too.”
“Maybe. Or maybe it’s something someone says when they realize that the whole concept of ‘having’ people is the problem.”
“Michael, I need you to be really honest with me right now.”
“Always.”
“Do you have feelings for me?”
“Yes.”
“And for Chloe?”
“Yes.”
“So what am I supposed to do with that? Just accept that I’m sharing you? Hope for whatever attention you can spare between your real girlfriend and your studies?”
The pain in her voice made my chest tight. “What do you want to do with that?”
“I don’t know!” Her voice rose slightly, then dropped as she remembered where we were. “I don’t know. This isn’t… this isn’t how things are supposed to work.”
“According to who?”
“According to everyone. According to movies and books and the way people talk about relationships.”
“And how’s that working out for most people?”
She laughed, but there wasn’t much humor in it. “Fair point. Half my friends are miserable in their relationships.”
“Because they’re trying to force complex feelings into simple boxes.”
“Or because people are selfish and want everything without considering how it affects others.”
“Both can be true.”
Emily took another sip of coffee, studying my face. “What would this look like, hypothetically? This non-traditional thing you’re suggesting?”
“I don’t know yet. That’s something we’d all have to figure out together.”
“All of us?”
“Me, you, Chloe. If everyone’s interested.”
“And if Chloe isn’t interested in sharing?”
“Then we respect that and figure out what’s fair for everyone.”
“What if I’m not interested in sharing?”
“Same answer.”
She was quiet for several minutes, watching the late-night students at other tables. I could practically see her working through scenarios, weighing options.
“I need to tell you something,” she said finally.
“I’m listening.”
“When I saw you with her earlier this week… when I realized you two were getting close… I wasn’t just disappointed about losing a potential boyfriend.”
“No?”
“I was jealous of her. Not just because she had you, but because…” She blushed, looking down at her hands. “Because she looked so confident. So sure of herself. Like she knew exactly what she wanted and was going after it.”
“You seem pretty confident to me.”
“In some things, yeah. But not in… intimate things. I’ve always been the flirty girl, the one who teases but doesn’t follow through. Because following through means risking actual vulnerability.”
“And Chloe doesn’t seem vulnerable?”
“Chloe seems like she’s already past the fear. Like she’s decided that whatever you two have is worth the risk of getting hurt.”
I reached across the table and took her hand. “What would be worth that risk for you?”
“Honestly? The chance to feel as alive as I felt tonight. That moment in the stairwell when you kissed me… I’ve never felt anything like that.”
“Like what?”
“Like I was exactly where I was supposed to be. Not performing, not trying to be what someone else wanted. Just… present.”
“That’s not about me, Emily. That’s about you giving yourself permission to want something real.”
“Maybe. But it happened with you.”
“It could happen with anyone you felt safe enough to be real with.”
She squeezed my hand. “What if I want it to be you?”
“Then we talk to Chloe.”
“What if she hates the idea?”
“Then we respect that and find another way forward.”
“What if she’s okay with it but I get weird about sharing?”
“Then we deal with that when it happens.”
“You make it sound simple.”
“It’s not simple. But it’s honest.”
Emily pulled her hand back and wrapped it around her coffee mug again. “Can I ask you something else?”
“Anything.”
“Why me? I mean, you could probably have any girl you wanted. You’re smart, successful, confident. Why complicate your life with someone like me?”
“Someone like you?”
“Someone who’s scared and unsure and probably going to mess this up.”
“Emily, you think confidence means never being scared. But real confidence means being scared and doing it anyway.”
“Is that what you think I’m doing?”
“I think you’re braver than you give yourself credit for. You could have avoided this conversation, pretended tonight never happened, gone back to being safely flirty and uncommitted.”
“But I didn’t.”
“But you didn’t. You’re here, asking hard questions, being honest about what you want even though it scares you.”
She smiled for the first time since we’d sat down. “When you put it like that, I do sound pretty brave.”
“You are pretty brave.”
“Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. “Here’s what I want.”
“Tell me.”
“I want to try. Whatever this is, however it works out. But I need to talk to Chloe first. Not about permission—about boundaries. About how we make sure nobody gets hurt.”
“That sounds very mature.”
“Don’t sound so surprised.”
“I’m not surprised. Impressed, maybe.”
“Good.” She finished her coffee and stood up. “Walk me back to my dorm?”
“Of course.”
As we walked across the quiet campus, she slipped her hand into mine. “One more question.”
“Shoot.”
“Are you sure you know what you’re doing? With all this unconventional relationship stuff?”
“Not even a little bit.”
“Good,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Because if you had it all figured out, it would probably mean you weren’t taking it seriously enough.”
At her dorm entrance, she turned to face me. “Thank you for tonight. For being honest, for not trying to talk me into anything.”
“Thank you for giving us a chance to figure this out right.”
She stood on her toes and kissed me, soft and sweet and full of possibility. “Talk to you tomorrow?”
“Talk to you tomorrow.”
I watched her disappear into the building, then walked back to my own dorm with a strange sense of accomplishment. We’d just navigated one of the most complicated conversations I’d ever had, and somehow we’d both ended up feeling better about the situation.
Emily was right—I had no idea what I was doing. But for the first time in either of my lives, that felt like the beginning of something worth discovering rather than a problem to be solved.
My phone buzzed with a text from her: “Thank you for not making me choose between being brave and being safe. Sweet dreams, Michael.”
I smiled, typing back: “Thank you for choosing both. Sweet dreams, Emily.”
Three days from now, if everything went according to plan, we’d all sit down together and figure out how to build something that worked for everyone.
It was terrifying and exhilarating and completely unprecedented.
In other words, it was perfect.




Chapter 7: Building Trust
Three days after our first coffee date, I found Chloe in the computer lab again, hunched over her laptop with that familiar look of concentration that made her glasses slip down her nose.
“Stuck on something?” I asked, pulling up a chair beside her.
She looked up, a small smile breaking across her face. “Michael. I was hoping you’d show up.”
“Just finished my Entrepreneurship Club meeting. Figured I’d find you here.”
“How did it go?”
“Better than expected. Apparently having real money makes people very interested in your opinions.” I gestured at her screen. “What’s the challenge today?”
“Same assignment from Professor Williams, but I’m trying to optimize the algorithm. Make it more elegant.” She bit her pencil thoughtfully. “I keep thinking there has to be a better way to structure the data flow.”
I leaned closer to study her code, close enough to catch that fruity scent of her shampoo. “Mind if I take a look?”
“Please.”
As I reviewed her work, I was struck again by how brilliant she was. The code was already functional, but she was right—it could be more elegant. More importantly, she was thinking like a real programmer, not just someone completing an assignment.
“Here,” I said, pointing at a section. “You’re iterating through this array twice. What if you combined these loops?”
Her eyes lit up as she saw the solution. “Oh! That’s so much cleaner. And faster.”
“Exactly. But Chloe?”
“Yeah?”
“You would have figured that out on your own. You always do.”
She blushed, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “You’re just saying that.”
“I’m not. You’re one of the smartest people I know. You just need to trust yourself more.”
She was quiet for a moment, saving her improved code. The lab was nearly empty—just a few other students scattered at distant workstations.
“Can I ask you something?” she said finally.
“Always.”
“The other night, when we were talking about… fantasies and stories…” She glanced around nervously. “I keep thinking about what you said. About dominant men who can see through the shy act.”
My pulse quickened, but I kept my voice steady. “What about it?”
“Do you really see me that way? As someone who’s just acting shy?”
“I see you as someone who’s exactly as shy as she wants to be in any given moment.”
She considered this, chewing her lower lip. “That’s… actually pretty accurate.”
“Tell me more.”
“It’s like… in my stories, the women start off uncertain, maybe even scared. But they’re not really scared of the man—they’re scared of how much they want what he’s offering.”
“And what is he offering?”
“Permission,” she said softly. “Permission to want things nice girls aren’t supposed to want. Permission to stop being in control all the time.”
“Is that something you want? Permission?”
She met my eyes directly for the first time in the conversation. “From the right person.”
“What would the right person need to do to earn that trust?”
“Show me that he understands the difference between taking control and taking advantage.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Show me that he cares about my consent, not just my submission.”
“That makes perfect sense.”
“Really?”
“Really. You want someone strong enough to lead, but trustworthy enough to follow.”
She nodded eagerly. “Exactly. In the best stories, the dominant character never just takes what he wants. He makes her want to give it to him.”
“Like a reward system?”
“Sort of. Like… building trust in layers. Each time she says yes to something small, it proves he’s worthy of something bigger.”
I leaned back in my chair, studying her face. “What would be a small yes for you?”
Her cheeks turned pink. “I don’t know. Maybe… letting someone see what I read when I think no one’s watching?”
“And a bigger yes?”
“Letting them know what those stories do to me.”
“And the biggest yes?”
“Trusting them enough to make those stories real.”
The air between us felt charged with possibility. I could see her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat.
“Chloe,” I said gently, “would you like to try a small yes tonight?”
“What did you have in mind?”
“Come back to my room. Tommy’s at his girlfriend’s place. You could show me one of your stories—just read it to me. Nothing else has to happen.”
“Just read it?”
“Just read it. And maybe talk about what you like about it. Help me understand what appeals to you.”
She was quiet for a long moment, internal debate playing out across her features.
“Okay,” she said finally. “But I get to pick the story.”
“Of course.”
“And if I get too embarrassed and want to stop…”
“We stop. No questions, no pressure.”
“And you won’t think I’m weird?”
“Chloe, I think you’re brilliant, beautiful, and fascinating. Reading your writing isn’t going to change any of that.”
She smiled then, a real smile that transformed her whole face. “You’re really not what I expected, Michael.”
“Neither are you.”
“Good different or bad different?”
“The best kind of different.”
An hour later, we were sitting on my bed, her laptop between us. She’d chosen something from her bookmarks—a story about a confident professor and his shy graduate student.
“The setup is pretty standard,” she said, her voice nervous but determined. “But the way it develops… the psychological elements… that’s what I find compelling.”
She began to read, her voice growing steadier as she got into the rhythm of the narrative. It was well-written, psychologically complex, and intensely erotic. But what fascinated me more was watching Chloe as she read—the way she responded to certain passages, the parts that made her voice catch slightly.
“She likes being challenged intellectually before she’s challenged physically,” I observed during a pause.
“Yes! That’s exactly it. The mental seduction is more important than the physical.”
“Because it proves he sees her as a complete person, not just a body.”
“Right. He wants her mind first, then her submission becomes a gift instead of just… taking.”
“What else do you notice about their dynamic?”
She scrolled down, finding another passage. “Here—see how he checks in with her? He’s dominant, but he’s also paying attention to her reactions. He adjusts based on what she needs.”
“Responsive dominance.”
“Exactly. It’s not about following a script. It’s about reading your partner and giving them what they need, even if they can’t ask for it directly.”
We talked for another hour, dissecting the story’s psychology, discussing what made certain scenarios appealing versus uncomfortable. Chloe became more animated as we talked, her initial embarrassment giving way to enthusiasm for the subject.
“Can I ask what you’re thinking right now?” I said when we reached the end of the story.
“I’m thinking that this was much less scary than I expected.”
“Good scary or bad scary to begin with?”
“Good scary. Like… the kind of nervous you get before something you really want but aren’t sure you’re ready for.”
“And now?”
“Now I’m thinking I might be more ready than I thought.”
I reached over and took her hand, intertwining our fingers. “There’s no timeline here, Chloe. We can go as slow or as fast as feels right to you.”
“What if what feels right to me is faster than what makes sense?”
“Then we’ll figure it out together.”
She squeezed my hand. “I have another confession.”
“I’m listening.”
“I’ve been having dreams. About you. About… things we could do together.”
“What kind of things?”
“The kind where you tell me what you want, and I discover I want it too.”
My cock stirred in my jeans, but I kept my voice gentle. “Would you like to tell me about one of those dreams?”
She bit her lip, considering. “Maybe… maybe next time. When I’m feeling braver.”
“Whenever you’re ready.”
She leaned over and kissed my cheek, soft and sweet. “Thank you for this. For taking it slow. For making me feel safe.”
“Thank you for trusting me.”
“I do trust you,” she said, and I could hear the surprise in her own voice. “I really do.”
After she left, I sat on my bed thinking about what had just happened. We’d spent two hours talking about dominance and submission, fantasy and desire, trust and consent. She’d shared something deeply personal with me, and I’d proven I could be trusted with it.
It wasn’t the explosive sexual encounter from my original timeline. It was something better—a foundation. The kind of genuine connection that would make everything that came after feel earned instead of just lucky.
My phone buzzed with a text from her: “Thank you for tonight. I haven’t felt this understood in… well, ever. Sweet dreams, Michael.”
I smiled, typing back: “Sweet dreams, Chloe. Thank you for sharing part of yourself with me.”
The next step would come when she was ready. And when it did, it would mean something deeper than just physical satisfaction.
It would mean trust.




Chapter 8: Midnight Study Session
“I don’t understand why this keeps throwing an error.”
Chloe stared at her laptop screen, thick-framed glasses reflecting the glow of code that should have compiled but didn’t. It was past midnight in the computer lab, and we were the only ones left—which had been the plan all along.
“Let me take a look.” I scooted my chair closer to hers, close enough to smell her shampoo and catch the subtle scent of her skin.
She’d dressed for studying—gray sweater that hugged her curves, jeans that showcased her incredible ass and thick thighs. But there was something different about her tonight. A nervous energy, like she was working up the courage to say something.
“Here’s your problem,” I said, pointing at line 23. “You’re trying to call a method on a null object. Need to check if it exists first.”
“Oh.” She bit her lower lip, a habit I’d noticed whenever she was thinking hard. “That seems obvious now.”
“It always does once you see it. That’s the thing about programming—the solutions are simple, but finding them is hard.”
She made the fix, saved the file, and compiled successfully. The program ran perfectly.
“You’re a lifesaver,” she said, turning to face me. Our chairs were close enough that our knees touched. “I would have been here all night trying to figure that out.”
“Happy to help.”
We’d been doing this for two weeks now—study sessions that started as homework help and gradually became something more. Chloe was brilliant, but she second-guessed herself constantly. All she needed was confidence.
And maybe a little encouragement to embrace the dirty thoughts I could see her trying to hide.
“So,” I said, “what’s your reward system when you finish a big assignment?”
“Reward system?”
“You know, something you do to celebrate. Watch a movie, eat ice cream, read a good book…”
She blushed, looking away. “I don’t really have one.”
“Come on. Everyone has something they do when they want to relax.”
“It’s embarrassing.”
“Try me.”
She hesitated, then minimized her coding environment. For just a second, I caught a glimpse of her browser tabs underneath.
Archive of Our Own. Literotica. Something called “DeviantArt” that I was pretty sure wasn’t about visual art.
“Chloe,” I said softly, “what kind of stories do you like to read?”
Her face went crimson. “I told you it was embarrassing.”
“The kind with adult themes?”
She nodded, not meeting my eyes.
“Fantasy romance with explicit scenes?”
Another nod.
“What’s your favorite type?”
“Michael…”
“I’m not judging. I’m curious.” I reached over and touched her hand. “What gets you excited when you’re reading?”
She looked up at me then, eyes wide behind her glasses. “You really want to know?”
“I really want to know.”
She took a shaky breath. “I like… dominant men. Strong, confident guys who know what they want and aren’t afraid to take it.”
My cock stirred in my jeans. “What else?”
“Guys who can see through the shy, nerdy girl act and recognize that she’s actually… hungry for things.”
“What kind of things?”
“Things nice girls aren’t supposed to want.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Rough things. Being told what to do. Being… used.”
Fuck. Chloe Dawson had just confessed to having submissive fantasies, and she was looking at me like she wanted me to do something about it.
The old me would have been too shocked to respond. The old me would have made some awkward joke and changed the subject.
The new me knew exactly what to do.
I reached over and closed her laptop. The soft click echoed in the silent computer lab. Then I turned her chair to face me. “Chloe. Look at me.” She lifted her head, her dark eyes wide and luminous behind her glasses. Her pupils were blown wide, a mixture of fear and raw, unfiltered arousal. “I’m not going to judge you,” I said, my voice low and steady. “I’m not going to think you’re a pervert. I’m going to tell you a secret.” I leaned in closer, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’ve been thinking about you, too. Not as a study partner.” “You… you have?” she stammered. “Every time you bite your pencil, I imagine those teeth sinking into my shoulder while I’m fucking you from behind. Every time you bend over, I picture myself grabbing those incredible hips and taking you right there. And every time you blush, I wonder what you’d look like with your face flushed and your eyes rolled back in the middle of an orgasm.” A choked sob escaped her lips. “Michael, you can’t… you can’t say things like that.” “I just did.” I stood up, holding out my hand. “The question is, what are we going to do about it? Come here.” She stared at my hand for a long second, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Then, with a look of pure, reckless abandon, she took it. I pulled her to her feet and backed her against the cold wall of the lab, caging her in with my body. The air crackled with tension. “Tell me what you want, Chloe,” I commanded. “I… I want you to kiss me,” she whispered, her eyes fluttering shut. “Ask me properly.” A shiver ran through her. “Please, Michael. Kiss me.” I crashed my mouth down on hers. It was a brutal, claiming kiss. I plundered her mouth, my tongue tangling with hers. She tasted of coffee and mint and pure, unadulterated want. She didn’t just kiss back; she devoured me, her hands gripping my shirt, her body pressing desperately against mine. I could feel the soft, heavy weight of her tits against my chest. I broke the kiss, both of us panting. “More,” she gasped. “More what? Use your words.” “Touch me,” she begged. “Please, I need you to touch me.” My hands went under her sweater, my fingers finding the warm, soft skin of her back. She arched into my touch with a low moan. I found the clasp of her bra and unhooked it with one smooth, practiced motion. Then my hands came around to the front and cupped her tits. “Fuck,” I breathed. They were perfect. Heavy, full, and soft, with dark, thick nipples that were already pebble-hard. I flicked them with my thumbs, and she cried out. “You like that, don’t you?” I growled into her ear. “Being touched like a slut.” “Yes,” she whimpered. “God, yes.” “Tell me what the men in your stories do, Chloe.” “They… they take control,” she panted, her hips starting to grind against my hardening cock. “They make her their property. They fuck her like they own her.” “Is that what you want?” I gripped her chin, forcing her to look at me. Her glasses were slightly askew. “You want me to own you? To fuck you like you’re mine?” “Yes,” she breathed, her eyes blazing. “Then from now on, you call me ‘sir’. Understood?” The word hung in the air between us. I saw the conflict in her eyes—the shy nerd versus the secret pervert. The pervert won. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, and the sound was the sexiest thing I’d ever heard. My cock strained against my jeans, threatening to rip through the denim. “Good girl.” My voice was rough with lust. “Now, get on that desk. On your hands and knees.” Her eyes widened, but she didn’t hesitate. She scrambled onto the large wooden desk, her incredible ass rising into the air as she got into position. The sight was breathtaking. Her jeans stretched taut over the perfect, round globes of her ass, the fabric disappearing into the valley between her cheeks. “Sweater off,” I commanded, my voice hoarse. She pulled it over her head, her movements clumsy with arousal, revealing her back and the black lace of her unhooked bra. “Bra off, too.” She let it fall to the desk. I walked around so I could see her from the front. Her heavy tits hung down, swaying slightly with her ragged breaths. Her nipples were dark and engorged. “You are a work of art,” I said, my voice filled with genuine awe. I reached out and took a nipple between my fingers, rolling it gently. She moaned, a low, guttural sound. “Please, sir. I need…” “You need what? Tell me.” “I need you to touch my pussy,” she begged. I unbuttoned her jeans and tugged them down her thick thighs, along with her simple cotton panties. They were soaked. “Look at you,” I said, my voice a low growl. “Soaking wet for me. Did you touch yourself thinking about this?” “Yes, sir,” she admitted, her face burning with shame and arousal. “Every night.” I knelt down behind her. The view was intoxicating. Her spectacular ass, the pale skin of her inner thighs, and the dark, wet slit nestled between them. I parted her cheeks, exposing her slick, pink folds. “You’ve never done anything like this before, have you, Chloe?” I murmured, my finger tracing the edge of her wetness. “Yes, sir.” “You’ve been saving this for someone who would understand your fantasies.” “Yes.” I slid one finger inside her. She was impossibly tight, impossibly wet. She cried out, her body tensing. “Relax for me, good girl,” I whispered, adding a second finger, stretching her, getting her used to the feeling of being filled. “Tell me about the fantasies. Tell me what you want me to do to that tight, wet pussy.” “I want you to fuck it, sir,” she panted, her voice trembling. “Hard. I want you to own it. I want you to fill it with your cock and then your cum.” Fuck. Nerdy dirty talk was my new favorite thing. I worked my fingers inside her, finding her rhythm, feeling her walls clench and flutter. I found her clit with my thumb and rubbed it in slow, deliberate circles. “You’re going to come for me, Chloe,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Right here on this desk. You’re going to scream my name.” “I’m so close, sir, please…” Her orgasm hit her like a lightning strike. She screamed my name, a raw, primal sound that echoed in the empty lab. Her body convulsed, her pussy spasming around my fingers, flooding them with her hot, slick juices. I pulled my fingers out with a wet pop and stood up, unzipping my jeans. My cock sprang free, thick and aching. She turned her head, her glasses crooked, her hair a mess, her face a mask of pure bliss. Her eyes widened as she saw my erection. “It’s so big, sir.” “And it’s all for you.” I grabbed a condom from my wallet and rolled it on. “Now, ask me for it.” “Please, sir,” she begged, her voice thick with need. “Please fuck me. Please put your cock inside me.” I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her slick entrance. “Keep your glasses on,” I commanded. “I want you to feel every inch of this.” I thrust forward. The sensation was electric. She was so tight she felt like a velvet vise, her pussy stretching to accommodate me. She screamed as I buried myself to the hilt inside her. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groaned, my hands gripping her wide hips. “It hurts so good, sir,” she cried. I began to move, a slow, powerful rhythm. I fucked her deliberately, each thrust a statement of ownership. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room. Her tits swayed, her magnificent ass clenched with every impact. “Tell me you love it,” I growled, picking up the pace. “I love it, sir! I love being your slut!” “My nerdy little slut,” I corrected, slapping her ass lightly. The red handprint on her pale skin was beautiful. “My good girl.” I reached around and found her clit, rubbing it as I pounded into her from behind. “Oh, God, sir, I’m going to come again!” “Come on my cock, Chloe!” Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first. She screamed, a long, keening wail of pure pleasure, her inner walls clamping down on my cock, milking me, pushing me over the edge. “FUCK!” I roared, my own release tearing through me. I came hard, my hips bucking, flooding the condom as I filled her completely. I collapsed on top of her, our bodies slick with sweat, both of us panting. After a long moment, I pulled out slowly and disposed of the condom. I helped her sit up and handed her her clothes. She dressed slowly, her movements languid and satisfied. She looked at me, a shy, sweet smile on her face. “That was…” she started. “The first of many,” I finished for her. “If you want.” “I want,” she said, her voice firm. “I want to be your good girl, sir.” I pulled her into my arms and kissed her, a long, slow kiss filled with the promise of all the filthy, wonderful things we were going to do together. Corrupting Chloe Dawson was going to be my new favorite hobby.




Chapter 9: Private Consultation
Thursday, 2:15 PM. Professor Stone’s office hours.
I knocked on her door, portfolio in hand, trying to look like a dedicated student rather than a man who’d been fantasizing about her for the past two days.
“Come in.”
Professor Vanessa Stone’s office was exactly what I’d expected—sophisticated, elegant, with just enough personal touches to hint at the woman behind the professional facade. Diplomas on the wall, economics journals stacked neatly on her desk, and a single framed photo of her at some faculty dinner, smiling that same enigmatic smile that had been haunting my dreams.
She looked up from her computer, and the full force of her presence hit me like a physical blow. Today she was pure, untouchable authority. A navy blue blazer, sharp and professional, over a cream silk blouse. But the professionalism was a lie. The blazer was unbuttoned, and the silk blouse was stretched to its absolute limit over the massive, heavy swell of her tits. Her hair was pulled back in a loose chignon, exposing the elegant, vulnerable line of her neck. It was a look designed to communicate power, but all it did was make me want to bend her over that expensive desk and fuck her until she screamed my name.
“Michael. Right on time.” She gestured to the chair across from her desk. “Please, sit.”
I settled into the chair, noting how her office smelled like her perfume—something expensive and subtle that made me want to lean closer.
“So,” she said, closing her laptop and giving me her full attention, “what questions did you have about market theory?”
“Actually, I wanted to discuss information asymmetry in emerging markets. Specifically, how early recognition of technological shifts can create investment opportunities.”
She leaned back in her chair, a small smile playing at her lips. “Ah. Still thinking about your domain name success?”
“Among other things.”
“Such as?”
I pulled out my portfolio—charts, graphs, and investment projections that I’d spent hours perfecting. “I’ve been researching companies that I think are positioned to benefit from long-term technological trends. I’d value your perspective on the economic fundamentals.”
She raised an eyebrow and gestured for me to continue.
“Apple Computer, for instance. Currently trading around fourteen dollars a share. Most analysts see them as a niche player in the personal computer market, but I think they’re missing the bigger picture.”
I spread out my analysis on her desk. She leaned forward to examine it, and the universe narrowed to the V-neck of her blouse. The movement caused the silk to gape open, giving me an unobstructed view of paradise. I could see the lacy black cup of her bra, the swell of her enormous tits spilling over the top, and the deep, shadowy canyon of her cleavage. Her skin was smooth and creamy. I imagined burying my face there, inhaling her scent, tasting her skin. My cock was rock-hard, pressing painfully against the zipper of my jeans.
Focus, Carter. Business first.
“What bigger picture?” she asked.
“Consumer electronics convergence. Right now, we have separate devices for music, communication, computing, photography. But processing power is increasing exponentially while components are getting smaller. Eventually, all of those functions will merge into a single device.”
She studied my projections, unconsciously biting her lower lip as she absorbed the information. The gesture was innocent, but it sent blood straight to my cock.
“This is remarkably sophisticated analysis for an undergrad,” she said finally. “Where did you develop this level of insight?”
“Independent research. I spend a lot of time studying technology trends, reading industry publications, analyzing patent filings.”
“Patent filings?”
“You can learn a lot about a company’s future plans by looking at what they’re trying to protect. Apple has been filing patents for touch-screen interfaces, integrated audio systems, mobile communication devices. They’re not just thinking about computers—they’re thinking about reimagining how people interact with technology.”
She leaned back in her chair, studying me with those intelligent hazel eyes. “You continue to surprise me, Michael.”
“How so?”
“Most students your age are focused on the immediate future—next weekend’s party, next semester’s schedule. You’re thinking years ahead, seeing patterns that even industry experts are missing.”
“Maybe I just have a different perspective.”
“Maybe you do.” She stood up, and the movement was a slow, deliberate symphony of shifting curves. She walked around the desk and perched on the edge, directly in front of me. It was a power move, and we both knew it. The position put her thighs at my eye level. Her pencil skirt rode up, exposing several inches of smooth, stocking-clad leg. She crossed them slowly, the whisper of nylon on nylon the only sound in the room. It was the sexiest sound I’d ever heard. “Can I ask you something?” she asked, her voice a low murmur.
“Of course.”
“What do you really want out of college? And don’t give me the standard answer about getting a good job and starting a career.”
I looked up at her, noting how the afternoon light streaming through her window created a halo effect around her hair. “I want to build something significant. Create wealth, influence, legacy. I want to be the kind of man who doesn’t have to ask permission or wait for opportunities—I want to create them.”
“That’s ambitious.”
“Is that a problem?”
“Not at all. Ambition is… attractive.” She crossed her legs, and I caught a glimpse of thigh above her stockings. “But ambition without wisdom can be dangerous.”
“What kind of wisdom?”
“The wisdom to recognize that some things are worth more than money or power.” She was looking directly at me now, her voice softer than usual. “Relationships. Trust. The ability to connect with people on a deeper level.”
“I agree completely.”
“Do you? Because in my experience, driven men often struggle with genuine intimacy. They’re so focused on conquering the next challenge that they forget to appreciate what they already have.”
The conversation had shifted into personal territory, and we both knew it. The air between us felt charged, electric with possibility.
“What about you?” I asked. “What do you want?”
She seemed surprised by the question. “What do I want?”
“Beyond tenure and research grants and academic recognition. What does Professor Vanessa Stone want that has nothing to do with economics?”
She was quiet for a long moment, studying my face. “You’re very direct.”
“Is that a problem?”
“It’s… refreshing. Most people are afraid to ask real questions.”
“I’m not most people.”
“No,” she said softly. “You’re not.”
Another moment of silence, heavy with unspoken possibilities.
“To answer your question,” she said finally, “I want to feel alive again. I want to remember what it’s like to be excited about something other than market data and regression analyses.”
“When did you stop feeling alive?”
“Gradually. Marriage to the wrong person, career pressure, the endless cycle of publish or perish. Somewhere along the way, I realized I’d built a life that looked perfect from the outside but felt empty on the inside.”
“Marriage?”
“Divorced. Two years ago.” She looked away briefly. “He was a good man, but we wanted different things. He was content with routine, with safe choices. I needed… more.”
“What kind of more?”
She looked back at me, and I saw something vulnerable in her expression. “Passion. Risk. The feeling that life is an adventure rather than just a series of obligations.”
“Have you found that?”
“I’m starting to.”
The words hung between us, loaded with meaning. I could feel my heart racing, could see her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat.
“Professor—”
“Vanessa,” she corrected. “When we’re alone like this, you can call me Vanessa.”
“Vanessa.” Her name felt electric on my tongue. “Can I tell you something?”
“Yes.”
“I’ve been thinking about you since the first day of class. Not just as a teacher, but as a woman.”
She drew in a sharp breath. “Michael…”
“I know it’s inappropriate. I know there are rules and boundaries and professional considerations. But I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to get to know the real you. Not Professor Stone—Vanessa.”
“You don’t know what you’re saying.”
“I know exactly what I’m saying. I see how you light up when someone actually engages with your ideas. I see how lonely you are, how much you want someone to see past the professional facade to the passionate woman underneath.”
“This is dangerous territory.”
“The best things usually are.”
I stood up, closing the distance between us. She didn’t move away.
“You want to know what I think?” I said, my voice low. “I think you’re tired of playing it safe. I think you want someone who challenges you, who appreciates your intelligence and your beauty and isn’t intimidated by either.”
“And you think you’re that someone?”
“I know I am.”
She stared up at me, lips slightly parted, breathing shallow. “You’re eighteen years old.”
“And you’re thirty-two. So what?”
“So I’m your professor.”
“Only for one semester.”
“Michael…” But there was no conviction in her protest.
I reached up and touched her face, running my thumb along her cheekbone. Her skin was incredibly soft, and she leaned into the touch despite herself.
“Tell me you haven’t thought about this,” I said. “Tell me you haven’t wondered what it would be like.”
“I can’t.”
“Then don’t fight it.”
I leaned down and captured her mouth with mine. For a split second, it was soft, questioning. Then she fucking melted. Her lips parted, and she met my kiss with a hunger that stunned me. This wasn’t a tentative, exploratory kiss. This was a desperate, pent-up, “I’ve been fantasizing about this for weeks” kiss. Her hand came up, not to push me away, but to fist itself in my shirt, pulling me closer. She tasted of coffee and expensive lipstick and a deep, womanly musk that was all her own. I plundered her mouth, my tongue tangling with hers in a wet, frantic dance. I slid my other hand to the back of her neck, my fingers tangling in her hair, tilting her head back so I could deepen the angle. A low, guttural moan escaped her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that vibrated through my entire body. I pressed her back against the desk, my hips grinding against hers, letting her feel the thick, hard ridge of my erection through my jeans. She whimpered against my mouth, her body going pliant. I could feel the soft, heavy weight of her tits crushed against my chest, the heat of her body seeping into mine. When we finally broke for air, we were both panting, our faces inches apart. Her lips were swollen and wet, her eyes dark and hazy with lust.
“We shouldn’t have done that,” she whispered.
“But we did.”
“This is crazy. I could lose my job, my career—”
“Hey.” I cupped her face in my hands, forcing her to look at me. “Nothing has to happen that you don’t want to happen. But don’t pretend you didn’t feel what I felt just now.”
She closed her eyes, leaning into my touch. “God, Michael. You have no idea what you do to me.”
“Tell me.”
“You make me feel things I haven’t felt in years. You make me want to take risks, to stop being careful all the time.”
“Then stop being careful.”
“It’s not that simple.”
“It could be.”
She opened her eyes, searching my face. “What are you proposing?”
“Dinner. Somewhere off campus, somewhere we can talk without worrying about being seen by students or faculty.”
“A date?”
“Call it what you want. I just want to spend time with you. The real you, not the professor version.”
She was quiet for a long moment, wrestling with herself. I could see the internal battle—desire warring with caution, passion fighting against professional responsibility.
“Saturday night,” she said finally. “Seven o’clock. Antonio’s, downtown.”
“I’ll pick you up.”
“No. I’ll meet you there. This has to be… discrete.”
“Of course.”
She stood up, smoothing down her skirt, trying to regain her professional composure. But I could see the flush in her cheeks, the slight tremor in her hands.
“You should go,” she said. “I have another student coming in ten minutes.”
I gathered my papers, but paused at the door. “Vanessa?”
“Yes?”
“For what it’s worth, I think you deserve to feel alive again.”
She smiled then, soft and genuine. “Saturday night, Michael. Don’t make me regret this.”
“I won’t.”
I left her office feeling like I’d just conquered the world. Vanessa Stone—brilliant, beautiful, sophisticated Vanessa Stone—had agreed to have dinner with me.
The woman I’d fantasized about for an entire semester twenty-three years ago was going to be mine.
And this time, I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity.
Saturday couldn’t come soon enough.




Chapter 10: Movie Night
“Emergency study break,” Emily announced, bursting into the library’s quietest corner where Chloe and I were dissecting a particularly nasty algorithm. “You two are coming with me.”
She was a whirlwind of bubbly energy, wearing a ridiculously short skirt and a tight band t-shirt that hugged her perky tits. Chloe looked up, startled, pushing her glasses up her nose.
“What’s the emergency?” Chloe asked.
“The emergency is that it’s Friday night and you’re both in here looking at code instead of participating in the college experience,” Emily declared, grabbing Chloe’s textbook and closing it. “My roommate bailed, I have a giant bowl of popcorn, and Die Hard is not going to watch itself.”
I looked at Chloe, who seemed torn between her natural shyness and the force of Emily’s personality.
“Come on,” I said. “A break would do us good.”
“Fine,” Chloe relented, a small smile playing on her lips. “But if I fail my mid-term, I’m blaming both of you.”
Emily’s dorm room was a chaotic explosion of clothes, posters, and half-empty coffee cups. She immediately made us at home, fluffing pillows on her bed and pointing us toward the popcorn.
“Okay,” she said, dimming the lights. “Rules of Die Hard night: no talking during the action scenes, quoting along is encouraged, and anyone who says it’s a Christmas movie has to do a shot.”
We piled onto her bed—me leaning against the headboard, Chloe on one side, Emily on the other. It was a casual, friendly intimacy that felt surprisingly natural. As the movie started, I found myself watching the dynamic between the two girls more than the screen.
Emily, the bubbly exhibitionist, was completely in her element, shouting lines at the screen and occasionally throwing popcorn at me. Chloe, the shy intellectual, was more reserved, but I could see her relaxing, laughing at Emily’s jokes, her initial nervousness melting away.
Halfway through the movie, during a lull in the action, Emily nudged Chloe. “See? Isn’t this better than object-oriented programming?”
“The data flow is certainly more… explosive,” Chloe admitted, and Emily laughed, a bright, genuine sound.
I felt a strange sense of contentment watching them. They were so different, yet there was an easy chemistry between them. Emily’s outgoing nature seemed to pull Chloe out of her shell, while Chloe’s quiet intelligence seemed to ground Emily’s chaotic energy.
My arm was resting behind Chloe’s shoulders, and Emily was leaning against my other side, her leg pressed against mine. It was a casual, friendly tangle of limbs, but my cock didn’t care about friendly. It was stirring, reacting to the sheer proximity of these two incredible women.
Could this ever work? The thought hit me with the force of a freight train. Not just hooking up, but something real. Something involving all three of us. The complexity of it, the potential for jealousy and disaster, was terrifying. But the thought of having both of them in my life, of building something that broke all the rules… it was the most intoxicating idea I’d ever had.
As the credits rolled, Emily stretched, her small body arching in a way that made her t-shirt ride up, exposing a strip of tanned, toned stomach. “Okay, post-movie analysis. On a scale of one to ten, how awesome is Alan Rickman?”
“Eleven,” Chloe said without hesitation.
“Correct answer.” Emily grinned. “You pass.”
We talked for another hour, the conversation flowing easily from movies to classes to campus gossip. I watched Chloe and Emily interact, noting the way they listened to each other, the way they seemed to genuinely enjoy each other’s company. This wasn’t a competition. This was a friendship in the making.
When we finally decided to call it a night, Emily walked us to the door.
“Thanks for coming, guys. I needed that.” She gave Chloe a quick, spontaneous hug. “We should do this again.”
“I’d like that,” Chloe said, and I could tell she meant it.
Walking back to my dorm, Chloe was quiet for a long time.
“What are you thinking about?” I asked.
“Emily,” she said. “She’s… a lot. But in a good way. I’ve never really had friends like her.”
“What kind of friends do you usually have?”
“The online kind, mostly. People I can talk to about books and code without having to worry about… you know, actual social interaction.”
“Is it so bad?”
“It’s just… different. With Emily, it feels easy. Like I don’t have to pretend to be anyone else.” She looked up at me, her dark eyes serious. “I can see why you like her.”
The statement was simple, direct, and completely devoid of jealousy. It was an observation, an acknowledgment of Emily’s appeal. And in that moment, I realized that my crazy idea might not be so crazy after all.
Because Chloe wasn’t just seeing a rival. She was seeing a friend. And that changed everything.




Chapter 11: Small Victories
The Entrepreneurship Club met every Friday at 4 PM in the business school’s smallest conference room, which told you everything you needed to know about how seriously the university took student business ventures.
Twelve folding chairs arranged in a circle, a whiteboard that had seen better decades, and a coffee pot that produced something vaguely resembling caffeine if you squinted and used your imagination.
But it was perfect for what I needed.
I arrived early, claiming a seat with good sightlines to the door. The other members trickled in—mostly business majors with big dreams and small bank accounts, a few engineering students looking to commercialize their senior projects, and the occasional liberal arts major who’d watched too many episodes of The Apprentice.
“Alright, everyone,” called Brad Morrison, the club president and a walking advertisement for excessive hair gel. “Let’s get started. First item on the agenda—new member introductions.”
He looked directly at me. “Michael, right? Want to tell us a little about yourself?”
I stood up, noting how the room’s attention focused on me. Three weeks ago, I would have been just another freshman trying to network his way into someone else’s success. Now I was the guy who’d made fifty thousand dollars flipping domain names while his classmates were still figuring out their class schedules.
“I’m Michael Carter, freshman, double majoring in economics and computer science. I’m interested in technology investment and identifying market opportunities before they become obvious.”
“Cool,” said Brad in the tone of someone trying to sound engaged. “Any specific ventures you’re working on?”
“I’ve had some success with domain speculation and early-stage technology investments. Made about fifty thousand in the past month.”
The room went quiet. A few people exchanged glances—the kind of looks that said either this guy’s bullshitting or we need to pay attention.
“Fifty thousand?” asked Sarah Chen, a junior who ran some kind of tutoring service. “In a month?”
“Give or take. Mostly from anticipating which companies are going to need specific web addresses as e-commerce grows.”
“How do you anticipate something like that?” This from Marcus Webb, a senior who’d been trying to launch a campus food delivery service since Clinton was president.
“Research. Pattern recognition. Understanding that most breakthrough technologies follow predictable adoption curves.” I pulled out my phone and showed them a graph I’d prepared. “Look at internet usage statistics. We’re at the beginning of an exponential growth phase. Every company is going to need a web presence, and the best domain names are being registered now by people who understand where the market is headed.”
Brad leaned forward. “What kind of domains?”
“Generic terms related to emerging technologies. Social networking, mobile computing, cloud storage. Terms that sound futuristic now but will be essential business categories within five years.”
“And you just… buy them and wait?”
“Or actively develop them. I registered teslamotors.net three weeks ago and sold it to a stealth EV startup for twenty-five thousand. They’re planning an electric vehicle subsidiary and needed the web presence.”
More silence. Then Marcus asked the question I’d been waiting for.
“Are you looking for partners? Because if you need help with market research or business development…”
“Actually, yes. I’m putting together a small investment fund focused on early-stage technology plays. If anyone’s interested in learning about venture capital strategies, I could use some research help.”
Suddenly everyone was interested. Brad started taking notes, Sarah asked about internship opportunities, and Marcus volunteered to help with “anything you need, man, seriously.”
Just like that, I’d gone from new member to the most interesting person in the room.
We spent the next hour discussing business models, with me sharing just enough insight to seem brilliant without revealing the full extent of my future knowledge. I mentioned that social networking was going to explode, that mobile devices would eventually replace desktop computers, that online advertising would become more targeted and valuable than traditional media.
Revolutionary concepts in 2002. Common knowledge by 2025.
After the meeting, half the club followed me out, peppering me with questions about investment strategies and asking for advice on their own ventures. I made plans to meet with the most promising ones individually—not because I needed their help, but because having a network of eager, grateful allies would be useful.
By the time I made it across campus to my next appointment, I was feeling pretty damn good about myself.
Chloe was waiting for me outside the computer lab, and the sight of her nearly made me trip over my own feet.
She’d taken my advice about showing off her assets, and the result was a fucking masterpiece. Gone was the shy, retiring nerd. In her place stood a sexual goddess poured into denim and black cotton. She wore a tight, low-cut black top that plunged deep, showcasing the heavy, rounded swell of her tits. The fabric clung to every curve, a second skin that left nothing to the imagination. Her jeans were so tight they looked sprayed on, a dark wash that highlighted the thick, powerful curve of her thighs and the magnificent, shelf-like perfection of her ass. Her hair was down, a curtain of raven-black silk framing a face made even more intense by the absence of her glasses. She’d swapped them for contacts, and her dark eyes seemed to smolder with a newfound confidence. She was a walking, talking wet dream, and she was all mine.
She looked fucking incredible.
“Hey,” she said, smiling shyly as I approached. “How do I look?”
“Like you’re going to cause traffic accidents,” I said honestly.
She blushed, but I could see she was pleased. “I felt weird dressing like this for class earlier. Like everyone was staring.”
“They were staring because you look amazing. How did it feel?”
“Scary at first. Then… kind of empowering? Like I was finally showing the real me instead of hiding behind baggy clothes.”
“The real you is gorgeous. And brilliant. And sexy as hell.”
Her blush deepened. “Michael…”
“It’s true. And I want everyone to know you’re mine.”
The possessive note in my voice made her shiver slightly. “Yours?”
“Unless you have a problem with that.”
“No problem at all.” She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her perfume and see the way her top stretched across her chest with each breath. “Actually, I was hoping you’d say something like that.”
“Why?”
“Because I’ve been thinking about the other night. A lot. And I want to do it again.”
My cock stirred in my jeans. “Do what again, specifically?”
“Everything.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I want you to touch me, kiss me, fuck me. I want to be yours completely.”
Fuck. Sweet, shy Chloe was turning into an insatiable little sex kitten, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced.
“Tonight,” I said. “My dorm room. Tommy’s visiting his girlfriend off campus.”
“What time?”
“Ten o’clock. And Chloe?”
“Yeah?”
“Wear this outfit. I want to appreciate how incredible you look before I take it off.”
She bit her lower lip, nodding. “Okay.”
I backed her against the brick wall of the library, caging her in. “You like this, don’t you?” I murmured, my voice low and rough. “Everyone seeing you like this. Seeing you with me.” “Yes, sir,” she whispered, her eyes darting around at the students passing by. A thrill of fear and excitement flashed across her face. “They’re all wondering what I do to you when we’re alone,” I continued, my hand sliding down to cup her spectacular ass, squeezing it possessively. “They’re wondering if you’re as dirty as you look.” A passing jock slowed his pace, his eyes glued to my hand on her ass. I stared him down until he looked away, a flush of embarrassment on his face. Chloe shivered, pressing herself against me. “Tell me what you do to me, sir.” “I fuck you,” I growled, my mouth close to her ear. “I fuck that perfect, tight pussy of yours until you can’t walk straight. I make you scream my name.” Her breath hitched. “And what am I?” “You’re my good girl. My property.” I kissed her then, a hard, claiming kiss right there in the middle of campus. It wasn’t a romantic kiss; it was a statement. A brand. I plundered her mouth, my tongue tangling with hers, letting everyone see that this incredible, sexy woman belonged to me and me alone.
When we broke apart, she was breathing hard. “God, I can’t wait for tonight.”
“Neither can I.”
I walked her to her next class, enjoying the way other guys looked at her—and the way she stayed close to my side, making it obvious we were together. The shy nerd girl was gone, replaced by a confident woman who knew exactly how desirable she was.
My phone rang as I was heading back to my dorm. Unknown number, but I’d learned to answer everything these days.
“Michael Carter.”
“Mr. Carter, this is James Phillips from Drexel Investment Management. I understand you’ve been making some interesting technology plays.”
Word was getting around the local financial community. Good.
“I’ve had some success, yes.”
“I’d like to discuss a potential partnership. Would you be available for lunch tomorrow? Say, one o’clock at the Harbor Club?”
The Harbor Club. Where serious money went to make serious deals.
“I’ll be there.”
“Excellent. Oh, and Mr. Carter? Bring your portfolio. I’m very interested in your methodology.”
The call ended, and I stared at my phone. Three weeks ago, I was a broke college freshman. Now investment managers were courting me at exclusive clubs.
My phone buzzed with a text from Emily: “Dinner was amazing last night! When can I see you again? 😘”
Right. I’d almost forgotten about my dinner date with Emily the night before. Expensive restaurant, good wine, and a long make-out session in my car afterward that had left us both frustrated and eager for more.
I typed back: “Soon. Very soon.”
Another text, this one from an unknown number: “This is Vanessa. Still on for tomorrow night? I keep telling myself this is a terrible idea, but I can’t seem to care.”
I smiled, typing back: “Seven o’clock. Antonio’s. And it’s not a terrible idea—it’s the best idea either of us has had in years.”
Three women, all interested, all incredible in their own ways. The bubbly exhibitionist, the secretly kinky nerd, and the sophisticated older woman who needed someone to make her feel alive again.
Twenty-three years ago, I would have agonized over the ethics, worried about hurting someone’s feelings, convinced myself I had to choose just one.
Now I understood something that had taken me decades to learn the first time: exceptional men don’t limit themselves to conventional relationships. They create their own rules.
And I was definitely becoming an exceptional man.
My investment accounts were growing daily. Apple stock had climbed to forty cents a share, adding thousands to my net worth. Google was still private, but I’d found a way to buy shares in a secondary market for employees—expensive now, but it would be worth millions when they went public.
More importantly, I was building a reputation. The domain sales had gotten me noticed in technology circles. My success with stock picks was impressing finance people. The entrepreneurship club saw me as a mentor figure.
And the women in my life were all responding to the confidence that came with genuine success.
I walked into my dorm feeling like I owned the world. Tommy was packing for his weekend trip, throwing clothes into a duffel bag with the efficiency of someone who’d rather be doing anything else.
“Heading out?” I asked.
“Yeah, my girlfriend wants me to meet her parents. Says it’s ‘serious’ now.” He made air quotes, looking like he was facing a firing squad. “How the hell did I get myself into this?”
“By dating a girl who wants more than just hooking up?”
“Exactly. It’s terrifying.” He zipped up his bag. “What about you? Big weekend plans?”
“Study group. Economics stuff.”
“Right. Your mysterious study group with the hot girls.” He grinned. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”
“That doesn’t rule out much.”
“Exactly.”
He left at 8:30, giving me time to shower, change into better clothes, and set up my room for Chloe’s visit. Clean sheets, good music queued up, condoms in the nightstand drawer—though after our conversation about the pill, I was hoping we wouldn’t need them.
She knocked at exactly 10 PM.
When I opened the door, my mouth went dry. She looked even better than she had that afternoon—the black top showing off her curves, jeans that highlighted every line of her hips and thighs, makeup that emphasized her dark eyes and full lips.
“Hi,” she said softly.
“Hi yourself. Come in.”
I closed the door behind her and we stood there for a moment, the tension building. She looked around my room, taking in the details—the investment books on my desk, the stock charts on my wall, the general air of someone who had his shit together.
“Nice setup,” she said.
“Thanks. Want something to drink?”
“Actually, I want to ask you something first.”
“Shoot.”
She turned to face me, nervously tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “What we’re doing… is it just sex? Because if it is, that’s fine. I just need to know.”
“What do you want it to be?”
“More than just sex. I want to be with you, Michael. Really with you.”
“Good. Because I want the same thing.”
“Even though I’m not like other girls? Even though I’m nerdy and read dirty stories and have all these fantasies?”
“Especially because of all that.” I stepped closer, cupping her face in my hands. “Chloe, you’re brilliant, beautiful, and sexy as hell. Any man would be lucky to have you.”
“But you’re the one I want.”
“And you’re the one I want.”
I kissed her then, and she melted into me like she’d been waiting for it all day. Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer, and I could feel her incredible tits pressing against my chest.
When we broke apart, she was breathing hard. “So what happens now?”
“Now,” I said, leading her toward my bed, “I show you exactly how much I want you.”
The night was young, and I had big plans for Chloe Dawson.
Plans that would leave us both satisfied and eager for more.
Just like everything else in my new life, it was going to be perfect.




Chapter 12: The Second Glass
Vanessa’s office at 7:30 PM felt different than during our usual afternoon meetings. The hallway outside was empty, the building quiet except for the distant hum of cleaning crews working the lower floors. Late evening light filtered through her windows, casting long shadows across her desk.
“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said, looking up from a stack of papers as I knocked on her open door.
“You said you had some research materials I might find interesting.”
“I do. Come in, close the door.”
I settled into the chair across from her desk—the same chair where I’d been sitting for weeks, discussing market theory and economic models. But tonight felt different. More personal.
“Long day?” I asked, noting the slight tension in her shoulders.
“Endless faculty meeting followed by budget reviews. You know how it is.” She gestured at the papers scattered across her desk. “Sometimes I wonder why I chose academia.”
“What would you do instead?”
She leaned back in her chair, considering the question. “When I was younger, I thought about consulting. Private sector work. Making real money instead of tenure-track pennies.”
“What stopped you?”
“Fear, probably. Academia feels safe. Predictable.” She smiled ruefully. “Though lately I’ve been questioning whether safe is worth it.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning I’m thirty-two years old, divorced, and the most exciting thing in my life is watching promising students discover economic theory.” She paused. “Present company excepted, of course.”
The compliment hung in the air between us. I could feel the shift in her energy—less professor, more woman.
“Can I ask you something?” she said.
“Always.”
“What do you see when you look at me?”
The question caught me off guard. “What do you mean?”
“I mean, do you see Professor Stone, the authority figure who grades your papers? Or do you see Vanessa, the person?”
“I see both. But lately, more Vanessa than Professor Stone.”
“Good answer.” She opened her desk drawer and pulled out a bottle of wine—something expensive, judging by the label. “I was going to have a glass while I worked through these budget projections. Care to join me?”
“Are you sure that’s appropriate?”
“Probably not. But I’m tired of being appropriate all the time.”
She produced two glasses and opened the bottle with practiced efficiency. The wine was deep red, rich, and definitely cost more than my textbooks.
“This is really good,” I said after taking a sip.
“Burgundy. A gift from a colleague who thought I needed to ‘loosen up a little.’” She took a sip from her own glass. “He wasn’t wrong.”
“About loosening up?”
“About a lot of things. I’ve been thinking about what you said the other day—about wanting to feel alive again.”
“What about it?”
“When was the last time I took a real risk? When did I last do something just because I wanted to, not because it was safe or expected or appropriate?”
“What kind of risk are you thinking about?”
She set down her wine glass and studied me with those intelligent hazel eyes. “The kind that involves having a glass of wine with a brilliant, attractive student who makes me feel things I haven’t felt in years.”
My pulse quickened. “Vanessa…”
“I know. This is dangerous territory. There are rules, policies, professional boundaries.”
“Are you worried about those?”
“I should be. But sitting here with you, watching you think through complex problems, seeing how you engage with ideas… I find myself caring more about the woman who wants to take risks than the professor who needs to follow rules.”
“What would taking that risk look like?”
She was quiet for a moment, swirling the wine in her glass. “I don’t know yet. That’s what makes it a risk.”
“Are you asking me to help you figure it out?”
“I’m asking if you’d want to. If the interest is mutual.”
“The interest is definitely mutual.”
“Even though I’m your professor? Even though this could complicate things?”
“Especially because of those things.”
She laughed, a warm, genuine sound. “You’re not what I expected when you first walked into my classroom.”
“What did you expect?”
“Another overconfident freshman who thought he knew everything about economics because he’d read a few business magazines.”
“And instead?”
“Instead I got someone who challenges my thinking, who sees patterns I miss, who makes me remember why I love economics in the first place.”
“And that’s attractive to you? Being intellectually challenged?”
“Very attractive. My ex-husband… he was a good man, but he never pushed me. Never made me think harder or dream bigger. With you, I feel like I’m operating at full capacity again.”
“That goes both ways. You make me want to be smarter, more analytical. You see potential in me that I’m still discovering.”
She took another sip of wine, and I noticed her hand trembling slightly. “Can I tell you something?”
“Please.”
“I’ve been having dreams about you. Nothing inappropriate, exactly, but… intimate. Conversations like this one, but without the pretense of academic discussion.”
“What kind of conversations?”
“The kind where we’re just Michael and Vanessa. Where we can explore this connection without worrying about student-professor dynamics.”
“We could do that now.”
“Could we? Here in my office, surrounded by reminders of professional boundaries?”
“We could try.”
She stood up and walked to her window, looking out at the darkening campus. “What would you want to explore, if we could set aside the complications?”
I joined her at the window, close enough to smell her perfume. “I’d want to know what you think about when you’re not being Professor Stone. What you do for fun, what makes you laugh, what you dream about.”
“And I’d want to know how someone so young developed such sophisticated insights about life and markets and human nature.”
“We could start with those questions.”
“We could.” She turned to face me, and suddenly we were standing very close. “But Michael?”
“Yeah?”
“Not tonight.”
The words were gentle but firm. I felt a moment of disappointment, followed immediately by respect.
“Why not?”
“Because I want to do this right. I want to be sure we’re both making choices we won’t regret.” She reached up and touched my face, her fingers soft against my cheek. “You make me feel alive again, but I also want to be smart about this.”
“What would smart look like?”
“Time to think. Space to be certain this is what we both want, not just what feels good in the moment.” Her hand dropped away. “And maybe a conversation about what this could be, given our circumstances.”
“That makes sense.”
“Does it? You’re not disappointed?”
“I’m impressed. And grateful.”
“Grateful?”
“That you care enough about both of us to want to do this thoughtfully.”
She smiled, and for a moment the professional mask slipped completely. I saw pure, undiluted affection in her eyes.
“There’s something else,” she said.
“What’s that?”
“If we do this—if we explore whatever this connection is—I need you to know that I don’t do casual. I don’t know how to turn feelings on and off.”
“Neither do I.”
“Good. Because casual would be a waste of what we could have.”
I reached for my wine glass, needing something to do with my hands. “So what happens now?”
“Now you go back to your dorm, and I finish these budget projections. And we both think about what we want.”
“When do we talk about it?”
“Soon. When we’re both ready to have that conversation honestly.”
I finished my wine and gathered my things. At the door, I paused.
“Vanessa?”
“Yes?”
“Thank you for the wine. And for being honest about wanting to be careful.”
“Thank you for understanding why that matters.”
“One more thing?”
“What’s that?”
“Whatever we decide, I want you to know that you’re already alive. You don’t need anyone else to make that true.”
Her smile could have powered the entire building. “Now I remember why I find you so attractive.”
I left her office feeling energized rather than frustrated. We’d acknowledged our mutual attraction, established that we both wanted something real rather than casual, and agreed to approach it thoughtfully.
Most importantly, she’d shown me that she valued both our feelings enough to want to protect them. That level of emotional maturity was incredibly attractive—and it made me even more certain that whatever we built together would be worth waiting for.
My phone buzzed as I reached the parking lot. A text from Vanessa: “Thank you for tonight. I haven’t felt this understood in a very long time. Sweet dreams, Michael.”
I smiled, typing back: “Thank you for trusting me with your thoughts. Looking forward to continuing this conversation soon.”
The anticipation was going to kill me, but in the best possible way.




Chapter 13: Professor’s Secret
Antonio’s was exactly the kind of place where professors brought dates they didn’t want students to see—dimly lit, expensive, and twenty minutes from campus.
I arrived at 6:55, wearing the best clothes I owned: dark slacks, button-down shirt, and a blazer I’d bought that afternoon with my domain money. Not designer, but close enough to look like I belonged.
Vanessa was waiting at a corner table, and the sight of her nearly stopped my heart.
She’d traded her professional wardrobe for something that showcased the woman instead of the professor. A black cocktail dress that hugged her curves like a second skin, cut low enough to display the swell of her incredible tits. Her chestnut hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and she wore just enough makeup to emphasize her natural beauty.
She looked like every businessman’s fantasy—sophisticated, sexy, and completely out of my league.
Except I wasn’t out of her league anymore.
“You look stunning,” I said as the waiter seated me across from her.
“Thank you. You clean up pretty well yourself.” She smiled, but I could see the nervousness in her eyes. “I have to admit, I almost didn’t come.”
“What changed your mind?”
“Curiosity. And the fact that I can’t stop thinking about what happened in my office.”
The waiter appeared with wine menus and specials. I ordered a bottle of something expensive, partly to impress her and partly because I could actually afford it now.
“So,” she said once we were alone, “tell me about yourself. The real you, not the student version.”
“What do you want to know?”
“Everything. Where you grew up, what drives you, why you’re so confident for someone your age.”
I gave her the edited version—middle-class suburban background, parents who valued education, early interest in technology and finance. All true, just missing the part about dying at forty-one and getting a second chance.
“And the investment success?” she asked. “That level of market insight doesn’t come from reading textbooks.”
“I have good instincts. And I’m not afraid to take risks when I see an opportunity.”
“Such as?”
“Such as asking my economics professor to dinner.”
She laughed, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. “That was definitely a risk.”
“Worth it, though.”
The wine arrived, and I went through the tasting ritual with more confidence than I’d had at eighteen the first time around. Years of business dinners had taught me how to handle wine service without looking like an amateur.
“Impressive,” Vanessa said. “Most college students order beer.”
“I’m not most college students.”
“No, you’re not.” She took a sip of wine, studying me over the rim of her glass. “Can I ask you something?”
“Anything.”
“What do you see happening here? Between us, I mean.”
“I see two adults who are attracted to each other exploring that attraction.”
“It’s not that simple. I’m your professor. There are power dynamics, ethical considerations—”
“You’re my professor for twelve more weeks. After that, you’re just a beautiful, intelligent woman I’d like to get to know better.”
“And until then?”
“Until then, we’re two people having dinner. Nothing wrong with that.”
She was quiet for a moment, twirling her wine glass. “You make it sound easy.”
“It is easy. We’re making it complicated.”
“My ex-husband used to say that. That I overthought everything, that I couldn’t just live in the moment.”
“What happened there? If you don’t mind me asking.”
Her expression darkened slightly. “Classic academic marriage that died a slow death. Two careers, different goals, growing apart instead of together. He wanted safe, predictable. I wanted… more.”
“What kind of more?”
“Passion. Adventure. The feeling that life was something to be experienced rather than just endured.” She took another sip of wine. “Does that sound selfish?”
“It sounds honest.”
“He thought I was having a midlife crisis. Maybe I was. All I knew was that I’d built this perfect life on paper—tenure, nice house, respected marriage—and I felt dead inside.”
“So you left?”
“He left, actually. Found someone who appreciated his need for routine. I kept the house and the realization that I’d rather be alone than settling for less than I deserved.”
The waiter returned for our orders. I chose the steak, she went with salmon. More wine was poured.
“What about you?” she asked. “Any serious relationships?”
“Nothing serious. I haven’t found anyone who challenged me intellectually and physically.”
“Until now?”
The question hung between us, loaded with possibility.
“Until now,” I confirmed.
We talked through dinner about books, travel, life goals. She was brilliant, funny, and surprisingly vulnerable once she relaxed. I found myself genuinely enjoying her company, not just anticipating what might come after.
But there was definitely anticipation. Every time she leaned forward, I got a perfect view of her cleavage. Every time she laughed, her whole body moved in ways that made me want to reach across the table and touch her.
By dessert, the sexual tension was thick enough to cut with a knife.
“I should probably head home,” she said, not making any move to leave.
“Probably.”
“This was… nice. Better than I expected.”
“What did you expect?”
“I don’t know. Awkwardness, maybe. Regret. Not this easy conversation with someone who makes me feel interesting again.”
“You are interesting. Among other things.”
“What other things?”
“Beautiful. Sexy. The kind of woman who makes a man think about breaking rules.”
Her breath caught slightly. “Michael…”
“Would you like to continue this conversation somewhere more private?”
“That’s a dangerous question.”
“I specialize in dangerous questions.”
She was quiet for a long moment, internal debate playing out across her features. Professional caution warring with personal desire.
“My place,” she said finally. “I live about ten minutes from here.”
“I’ll follow you.”
Vanessa’s house was a study in understated elegance—hardwood floors, expensive furniture, artwork that suggested both culture and money. But there was something hollow about it, like a model home that looked perfect but felt empty.
“Nice place,” I said, looking around.
“Thank you. Wine? I have a bottle of Cabernet that’s been waiting for the right occasion.”
“This seems like the right occasion.”
She busied herself with the wine, and I studied her in the low lighting. The dress clung to every curve, emphasizing her incredible figure. Her legs looked endless in heels, and the way she moved suggested she was very aware of her effect on me.
“Here,” she said, handing me a glass. “To dangerous questions.”
“And honest answers.”
We clinked glasses, but neither of us drank. The tension in the room was electric.
“Vanessa,” I said, setting down my wine, “can I be completely honest with you?”
“Please.”
“I’ve wanted you since the first day of class. Not just physically, though God knows I want that too. I want to know what makes you laugh, what makes you think, what makes you feel alive.”
“And what makes me come?”
The blunt question caught me off guard. “That too.”
She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her perfume. “Good. Because I’ve been wondering what it would be like to be with someone who isn’t afraid of a woman who knows what she wants.”
“What do you want?”
“You. Right now. In my bedroom.”
I didn’t need to be asked twice.
Her bedroom was a sanctuary of silk and shadows. A massive king-size bed dominated the room, draped in sheets that probably cost more than my tuition. But I barely noticed. My entire world had narrowed to the woman standing in front of me. Vanessa turned to face me, a flicker of vulnerability in her eyes. “Last chance to run, Michael. Are you sure you want to do this? I’m not a college girl you can just…” “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” I said, stepping into her space. I cupped her face in my hands, my thumbs stroking her cheekbones. “You are the most beautiful, intelligent, and desirable woman I have ever met. And I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anything.” I kissed her. It was a kiss of pure, unadulterated adoration. I poured every ounce of my pent-up fantasy into it. She responded instantly, her mouth opening, her body melting against mine. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer. The soft, heavy weight of her magnificent tits pressed against my chest, and my cock, already painfully hard, throbbed in response. “I want to see all of you,” I growled against her lips. “Then take it off,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Undress me. Slowly.” My hands found the zipper on her dress. The sound of it sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. The black fabric parted, revealing the masterpiece beneath. She was wearing a black lace bra that was fighting a losing war against her tits, pushing them up and together into a display of cleavage that defied gravity. Matching panties, little more than a whisper of lace and silk, and a garter belt holding up sheer black stockings. “Jesus Christ, Vanessa,” I breathed, my eyes devouring her. “I was hoping you’d approve,” she purred, a sultry smile playing on her lips. She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. And then her tits were free. They were glorious. Massive, heavy, perfectly round globes of flesh, crowned with thick, dark pink nipples that were already puckered and hard. They swayed slightly as she moved, a hypnotic, mesmerizing sight. “Touch them,” she commanded, her voice a low, throaty command. “I want to feel your hands on me.” I didn’t need to be told twice. I reached out, my hands shaking slightly, and cupped their incredible weight. They were even softer and heavier than I’d imagined. I kneaded them gently, my thumbs finding her nipples, rolling them, teasing them. “Oh, God,” she moaned, her head falling back, her eyes fluttering shut. “That feels… it’s been so long.” “No one’s touched you like this?” I murmured, leaning down to take a nipple into my mouth. “No one’s even looked at me like this,” she gasped as my tongue swirled around the hard peak. “Like I’m something to be worshipped.” I laved her tits with my mouth, sucking and licking and biting gently, driving her wild. She was grinding against me, her hands tangling in my hair, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. “My turn,” she said, her voice ragged. She pushed my blazer off my shoulders and started unbuttoning my shirt with surprising speed. “I want to feel your skin against mine.” In moments, we were both naked, our clothes discarded on the floor. I pushed her back onto the bed, onto the cool silk sheets, and stood there for a moment, just looking at her. She was magnificent. A goddess of flesh and desire. Her huge tits, her slim waist, her wide, womanly hips. She was everything I’d ever fantasized about in a woman. “You’re staring,” she said, a blush creeping up her neck. “I’m worshipping,” I corrected. I climbed onto the bed, straddling her hips. “And now, I’m going to taste you.” I kissed my way down her body, lingering on her breasts, her stomach, the inside of her thighs. She was writhing beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets. Her panties were soaked. I tore them off with my teeth and tossed them aside. “Michael, please,” she begged, her legs falling open. I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue finding her clit. She screamed, a raw, uninhibited sound of pure pleasure. She tasted of wine and her own unique, intoxicating musk. I feasted on her, my tongue working its magic until her entire body was convulsing, her orgasm ripping through her in a series of violent, beautiful waves. “Oh, God, I’m coming!” she cried, her hips bucking off the bed. When the shudders subsided, she lay panting, her body slick with sweat. “That was…” she started. “Just the appetizer,” I finished, positioning myself between her legs. I grabbed a condom from my jeans. “No,” she said, her voice firm. “No condom. I’m on the pill. I want to feel all of you inside me. I want you to come inside me.” The words were a potent aphrodisiac. My cock throbbed, slick with precum. “Are you sure?” “I’ve never been more sure of anything.” She reached down and wrapped her hand around my shaft, guiding me to her entrance. “Fuck me, Michael. Fuck your professor. Make me remember what it feels like to be truly wanted.” I pushed into her. She was so hot, so wet, so incredibly tight. I sank into her inch by glorious inch, her inner walls clenching around me. She moaned, a deep, guttural sound, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Oh, fuck, you feel incredible,” she gasped, her nails digging into my back. I began to move, a slow, deep rhythm at first. Her huge tits bounced with every thrust, a mesmerizing sight. I leaned down and took a nipple into my mouth as I fucked her, the combination of sensations driving us both insane. “Harder,” she begged. “Please, I need it harder.” I gave her what she wanted. I pounded into her, my hips slapping against hers, the bed creaking in protest. She met every thrust, her head thrashing on the pillow, her moans turning into screams. “That’s it,” I growled, my voice rough. “Take my cock, Vanessa. Take all of it.” “Yes! God, yes! I love it! I love feeling you so deep inside me!” I could feel her orgasm building again. I reached down and rubbed her clit, pushing her over the edge. She came with a shattered scream, her body convulsing around my cock, her pussy milking me, squeezing me. The feeling was too intense. I roared as my own release tore through me, my hot cum flooding her, filling her completely. We collapsed in a heap, slick with sweat, our bodies tangled together. For a long time, the only sound was our ragged breathing. “Wow,” she finally whispered. “Yeah,” I said, my voice hoarse. She snuggled against me, her head on my chest. “I feel… reborn.” “Good,” I said, kissing the top of her head. “That’s how you should always feel.” She was more than just a fantasy. She was a real, passionate, incredible woman. And she was mine. The night was far from over.




Chapter 14: Girl Talk
Chloe found Emily sitting alone at a corner table in the campus coffee shop, nursing a latte and staring out the window. It had been three days since our movie night, and a week since my first real date with Chloe. The campus was buzzing with gossip about my sudden financial success and my increasingly public relationships with two of the most desirable women in the freshman class.
“Hey,” Chloe said, her voice hesitant. “Mind if I join you?”
Emily looked up, a genuine smile lighting up her face. “Chloe! Of course. I was just thinking about you.”
“You were?” Chloe slid into the booth, setting her heavy textbook on the table.
“Yeah. I saw you and Michael walking across the quad earlier. You guys looked… really happy.” There was a hint of something in Emily’s voice—not jealousy, exactly, but something more complex. Longing, maybe.
“We are,” Chloe said quietly. “He’s… different than any guy I’ve ever met.”
“Tell me about it.” Emily took a sip of her latte. “He’s like a completely different person than the guy from last year.”
“I know, right? It’s like he’s got this… old soul. Like he’s lived a whole life already.”
“That’s a good way to put it.” Emily was quiet for a moment, tracing patterns on her coffee cup. “Can I ask you something? Girl to girl?”
“Of course.”
“Are you… I mean, is it serious? Between you two?”
Chloe’s cheeks flushed. “I think so. I hope so. It feels serious.”
“Good,” Emily said, and she sounded like she meant it. “He deserves someone who takes him seriously.”
“But what about you?” Chloe asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “I see the way you look at him. The way he looks at you. You like him too.”
Emily sighed, her bubbly persona deflating slightly. “Is it that obvious?”
“Only to someone who’s paying attention.”
“Yeah, I like him. A lot.” Emily met Chloe’s gaze directly. “But I’m not going to be the other woman. I’m not going to be the girl who breaks up a happy couple just because I can.”
“What if you didn’t have to be?” The words were out of Chloe’s mouth before she could stop them.
“What do you mean?”
Chloe’s face was burning now. “I don’t know. It’s just… I get so insecure sometimes. Every girl on campus wants him. He’s smart, he’s successful, he’s confident. And I’m just… me. The nerdy girl who reads dirty stories and has a weird obsession with coding.”
“Chloe, you’re brilliant and gorgeous and you have the best ass on campus. Don’t sell yourself short.”
The blunt compliment made Chloe laugh, breaking the tension. “Thanks. But you know what I mean. He’s… a lot of man. Sometimes I wonder if I’m enough for him.”
“I know what you mean,” Emily said quietly. “I feel the same way. Like I’m just the flirty party girl, and eventually he’s going to want someone more… substantial.”
They sat in silence for a moment, two very different women united by the same insecurity.
“This is stupid,” Emily said finally. “Here we are, two amazing women, both into the same incredible guy, and we’re sitting here feeling like we’re not good enough.”
“It’s not stupid,” Chloe said. “It’s honest.”
“So what do we do?” Emily asked. “Do we compete? Do we draw lines in the sand and make him choose?”
“I don’t want to compete with you,” Chloe said. “I like you. I like being your friend.”
“I like being your friend too.” Emily leaned forward, her expression serious. “Which is why I need to be honest. The thought of you two together… it hurts a little. But the thought of losing either of you as a friend hurts more.”
“What if there was a way to not lose anyone?” Chloe asked, her voice trembling slightly. “What if there was a way for all of us to be happy?”
Emily stared at her, and Chloe could see the gears turning in her mind. She was connecting the dots, seeing the radical, terrifying, and incredibly exciting possibility that Chloe was hinting at.
“That’s a crazy thought,” Emily said, but she was smiling.
“The best ones usually are,” Chloe replied, echoing my own words.
“We should talk to him,” Emily said. “All three of us. Together.”
“You think he’d be open to it?”
“Michael?” Emily laughed. “Honey, he’s the one who taught us to break the rules in the first place.”




Chapter 15: The Negotiation
The knock on my door came just as Chloe and I were finishing up our pizza. It was Emily, looking nervous but determined.
“Is this a bad time?” she asked.
“Perfect time,” I said, gesturing for her to come in. “We were just talking about you.”
Chloe blushed, pushing her glasses up her nose. “In a good way.”
Emily sat on the edge of my bed, the same spot where she’d sat during our movie night. The energy in the room was different now, charged with a nervous, exciting tension. Three pizzas and two rom-coms later, the groundwork had been laid.
“So,” Emily began, taking a deep breath. “Chloe and I talked. About… us.”
“And?” I asked, trying to keep my voice neutral.
“And we both agreed that we don’t want to compete for you,” Emily said. “But we also don’t want to just… step aside.”
“Which leads us to the crazy idea,” Chloe added, her voice a little shaky.
I looked between them, at the mix of fear and hope in their eyes. “It’s only crazy if we don’t talk about it honestly.”
Emily chewed her thumbnail, her eyes darting between us—fight-or-flight—then finally asked, “Would there be rules?”
“There would have to be,” I said immediately. “This only works if everyone feels safe, respected, and wanted.”
“Okay,” Emily said, pulling out a small notebook. “Rule number one: Radical honesty. If someone’s feeling jealous, insecure, or weird, we talk about it. Immediately. No bottling things up.”
“Agreed,” Chloe said, nodding. “Jealousy isn’t failure; it’s feedback. We’ll handle it as a team.”
“Rule number two,” Emily continued, “No secrets. If I’m with Michael, Chloe knows. If Chloe’s with Michael, I know. No sneaking around.”
“And if you two are together,” I added, “I want to know about that too.”
They both blushed, and I saw a flicker of excitement pass between them.
“Rule number three,” Chloe said, finding her voice. “Consent is ongoing. A ‘yes’ to one thing isn’t a ‘yes’ to everything. Anyone can call a timeout, at any time, for any reason.”
“Absolutely,” I said. “And any rule you need, we write it together, and we revisit whenever it stops feeling good.”
“Okay,” Emily said, looking at her notebook. “This is the big one. What are we, exactly? Are we all dating each other? Am I dating you and Chloe? Are we all just dating Michael?”
“I get why this sounds crazy—nobody wants to feel replaceable,” I said, echoing the advice from the editor’s notes. “But what if ‘us three’ means never having to choose between chemistry and loyalty?”
“I’m attracted to both of you,” Chloe said quietly. “I don’t know what that makes me, but it’s the truth.”
“I’m attracted to both of you too,” Emily admitted. “I guess… I guess we figure it out as we go?”
“As long as we’re honest, I think we can,” I said.
We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of what we were agreeing to settling over us. It was terrifying and exhilarating.
“So,” Emily said, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her face. “Now that we’ve had the boring business meeting… what happens next?”
“I believe,” Chloe said, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses, “that we have an agreement to ratify.”
“And how do we do that?” Emily asked, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper.
I stood up and walked over to the bed, sitting between them. I put one arm around Chloe, the other around Emily, pulling them both close.
“I think,” I said, my voice a low growl, “we seal it with a kiss.”




Chapter 16: Dorm Room Trio
The next night, after a day of palpable, unspoken tension, Emily arrived at my door. She was wearing a sundress that looked innocent but hugged her curves in all the right places.
“I’ve thought about it,” she said, her voice a little shaky. “And the answer is yes.”
Chloe, who had been pretending to study on my bed, looked up, her eyes wide.
I pulled Emily inside and closed the door. The three of us stood there for a moment, the air thick with possibility.
“So,” Emily said, a nervous giggle escaping her lips. “How do we… do this?”
Chloe stood up and walked over to her, taking her hand. “We start by being honest.” She turned to me. “I’m in love with you, Michael. And I’m falling for Emily too.”
“I feel the same way,” Emily admitted, her cheeks flushing.
“Good,” I said, my voice a low growl. “Because I want you both. More than I’ve ever wanted anything.”
What followed was a slow, deliberate exploration of our new dynamic. It started with a kiss—all three of us, a tangle of tongues and lips and hands that was clumsy and perfect and unbelievably hot.
Then the clothes started coming off.
I sat back in my desk chair, my cock straining against my jeans, and just watched. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen. The contrast between them was intoxicating. Emily, the petite, tanned blonde, all perky energy and tight curves. And Chloe, the pale, dark-haired goddess, with her heavy tits and spectacular ass.
“Michael,” Emily breathed, breaking a deep kiss with Chloe. “Come here. I don’t want you to just watch.”
I didn’t need to be asked twice. I moved to the bed, sitting behind Emily, pulling her back against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, my hands immediately finding her small, perfect tits through the thin fabric of her tank top. She gasped, her nipples instantly hardening under my touch.
“Better?” I murmured into her ear.
“So much better,” she sighed, leaning her head back against my shoulder.
Chloe smiled, a slow, wicked smile that was pure sex. She leaned over Emily’s shoulder and kissed me, her tongue darting into my mouth. Emily turned her head, joining the kiss, and for a moment we were a tangle of tongues and lips and hands. It was clumsy and perfect and unbelievably hot.
“Okay,” Emily panted, pulling back slightly. “My turn.”
She tugged at Chloe’s sweater. Chloe raised her arms, and Emily pulled it over her head, revealing the same black lace bra from our first night together. Emily’s eyes went wide.
“Wow,” she breathed. “You’re… you’re stacked.”
“So are you,” Chloe said, her cheeks flushing.
Emily, now bold and driven by a curiosity that was intensely erotic, reached behind Chloe and unhooked her bra with a surprising deftness. Chloe’s magnificent tits sprang free, heavy and full, their dark pink nipples already puckered.
“Oh my God,” Emily whispered, her eyes fixated. She reached out a tentative hand and cupped one, her small hand almost lost in its volume. “They’re amazing.”
She leaned forward and took a nipple into her mouth.
Chloe cried out, a sharp, piercing sound of pure pleasure, her back arching. “Fuck, Emily, yes!”
While Emily worshipped Chloe’s tits, I turned my attention to her. I slid my hands down her flat stomach and unbuttoned her shorts. She lifted her hips, and I slid them down her tanned legs. As I’d suspected, she was wearing nothing underneath.
“No panties, huh?” I whispered, my fingers tracing the line of her hip. “Hoping for something to happen tonight?”
“I was hoping you would happen tonight,” she admitted, her voice breathy. “I didn’t know it would be… this.”
“Is this okay?”
“It’s more than okay,” she said, turning to kiss me deeply. “It’s perfect.”
Chloe, hearing this, pushed Emily gently back onto the bed. “My turn to explore.”
She kissed her way down Emily’s toned body, her hands and mouth lavishing attention on her small, perky tits until Emily was writhing and moaning my name.
“She’s so responsive,” Chloe murmured, looking up at me with lust-hazed eyes. “I love it.”
She continued her journey south, her tongue tracing patterns on Emily’s stomach. Emily spread her legs, a silent, eager invitation.
Chloe settled between her thighs. “I’ve never… done this before,” she admitted, her voice a little shaky.
“Me neither,” Emily panted. “But I want to. With you.”
Chloe leaned down and her tongue flickered out, tasting Emily for the first time.
Emily screamed, her back bowing off the bed. “Oh, FUCK! Yes, Chloe, right there!”
I watched, mesmerized, as Chloe, the shy, nerdy girl who read dirty stories, brought the popular, bubbly blonde to the brink of ecstasy. She was a natural, her tongue and fingers working with an intuitive rhythm that had Emily sobbing with pleasure.
“I’m so close,” Emily cried, her hands tangled in the sheets. “So, so close!”
“Come for me, baby,” Chloe whispered against her clit. “Let me taste you.”
Emily’s orgasm was a beautiful, violent thing. Her whole body convulsed, her hips bucking, a stream of clear fluid soaking the sheets beneath her. Chloe drank her up, not stopping until the last shudder had passed.
“Holy shit,” Emily breathed, her body limp.
Chloe sat up, her lips glistening. She looked at me, a triumphant, predatory gleam in her eyes. “She tastes amazing.”
Then she crawled up the bed and kissed me, the taste of Emily on her tongue. It was the most depraved, incredible kiss of my life.
“My turn,” I growled, flipping her onto her back.
I stripped off my clothes in record time. Chloe’s eyes widened as she saw my hard cock.
“Still think it’s big?” I asked.
“It’s a monster, sir,” she breathed, her eyes full of awe and want.
But before I could claim her, Emily stirred. “Wait.”
She crawled over, positioning herself by Chloe’s head. “I want to return the favor.”
She took Chloe’s nipple in her mouth while I knelt between Chloe’s thick, white thighs.
“Ready for me?” I asked.
“I’ve been ready for this my whole life,” Chloe panted as Emily sucked on her tit.
I pushed into her. She was still unbelievably tight despite our recent nights together, and so soaking wet that I slid inside her with a single, smooth thrust.
She screamed, a sound of pain and pleasure so intense it was almost holy. “FUCK! You’re splitting me in two!”
“I’m filling you up,” I corrected, my voice a low growl. “Making you mine.”
I began to move, a slow, deep rhythm. With every thrust, Emily would suck harder on Chloe’s nipple, and Chloe would cry out, her pussy clenching around my cock. It was a perfect, beautiful, filthy symphony of pleasure.
“Watch us, Emily,” I commanded. “Watch me fuck our girlfriend.”
Emily lifted her head, her eyes wide as she watched my cock slide in and out of Chloe’s tight, wet pussy. The sight of it, combined with the sensations she was feeling, seemed to drive her wild.
“Oh my God,” Emily breathed. “You look so good together. You’re so big inside her.”
“You’re next,” I promised.
I fucked Chloe harder, faster, my hips slapping against her incredible ass. She was screaming now, a string of curses and pleas and nerdy dirty talk.
“Oh, God, the data input is overwhelming my processors! I’m reaching critical failure!”
I reached down and found her clit. “Then let’s cause a system crash.”
I rubbed her hard as I pounded into her. She came with a shattered scream, her body convulsing around my cock, her inner walls milking me, squeezing every last drop of control from me.
I roared as I came, flooding the condom, my body shaking with the force of my own orgasm.
We collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap.
For a long moment, no one spoke.
Then Emily giggled. “I think we broke her.”
Chloe stirred, her glasses miraculously still on her face. “My subroutines are… rebooting.”
I laughed, pulling both of them close. “How are you two doing?”
“That was the most incredible experience of my life,” Emily said, snuggling against my side.
“Agreed,” Chloe murmured, kissing my chest. “The practical application is far superior to the theory.”
I looked at the two incredible, beautiful, brilliant women in my arms. One a bubbly exhibitionist, the other a secret pervert. Both of them now mine.
“So,” I said, a wide grin spreading across my face. “Who’s up for round two?”
They both answered at the same time.
“Me.”
Life was very, very good.




Chapter 17: Pressure Rising
The knock on my dorm room door came at 8 AM on a Tuesday, loud and insistent enough to wake both me and Chloe from our post-sex sleep.
“Michael Carter?” The voice was unfamiliar, authoritative.
I threw on jeans and a t-shirt, noting that Chloe was already reaching for her clothes. We’d gotten good at the quick-dress routine over the past two weeks.
“Yeah?” I opened the door to find a guy who looked like he’d stepped out of a business magazine—expensive suit, perfect hair, the kind of confident smile that usually meant trouble.
“Derek Hunter. I’m a senior here, president of the Investment Club.” He held out his hand like we were old friends. “Mind if I come in? I’d like to discuss some business opportunities.”
I didn’t shake his hand. “What kind of opportunities?”
“The kind that could make us both very wealthy. Or very poor, depending on how this conversation goes.”
Behind me, Chloe finished getting dressed and grabbed her backpack. “I should head to class,” she said, kissing my cheek. “Text me later?”
“Of course.”
She squeezed past Derek, who made no effort to get out of her way. His eyes followed her ass as she walked down the hallway.
“Nice girlfriend,” he said once she was gone. “Computer science major, right? Chloe Dawson?”
The fact that he knew her name set off alarm bells. “What do you want, Derek?”
“Like I said, to discuss business. May I?”
Against my better judgment, I let him in. He looked around my room, taking in the investment books, the stock charts, the general air of someone who had money to burn.
“Impressive setup for a freshman,” he said. “Though I suppose when you’re making the kind of profits you’ve been making, you can afford nice things.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Sure you do. Domain speculation, early-stage tech investments, some very lucky stock picks. Word gets around in certain circles.”
He sat in my desk chair without being invited, crossing one leg over the other. “See, here’s the thing, Michael. I’ve been running investment schemes at this school for three years. Small stuff, mostly—helping rich kids manage their trust funds, taking a percentage for my expertise. But lately, some of my clients have been asking about you.”
“About me?”
“About the freshman who turned two hundred dollars into fifty thousand in a month. About the kid who’s somehow predicting market trends better than most Wall Street analysts.” He smiled, and it wasn’t friendly. “That’s quite a track record for someone with no formal training.”
“I read a lot.”
“Bullshit. Nobody’s that lucky just from reading Forbes.” He leaned forward. “So I did some digging. Talked to some people, called in some favors. Want to know what I found?”
“Not particularly.”
“I found nothing. No investment history, no mentor, no family connections to finance. Just a regular kid from suburban Maryland who suddenly developed superhuman market instincts.” He paused. “That’s the kind of thing that makes people curious. The wrong kind of people.”
“What’s your point?”
“My point is that curiosity can be expensive. Especially when it involves federal securities regulations.”
My blood went cold. “What?”
“Domain speculation using insider information could be considered securities fraud, depending on how you acquired that information. And your stock picks… well, let’s just say the SEC takes a dim view of patterns that look too good to be true.”
“I haven’t done anything illegal.”
“Maybe not. But investigations are expensive, time-consuming, and they have a way of destroying reputations even when no charges are filed.” He stood up, adjusting his suit jacket. “Fortunately, I’m in a position to help you avoid that kind of scrutiny.”
“For a price.”
“For a partnership. You obviously have access to quality information. I have experience managing it discreetly. We could do very well together.”
“And if I’m not interested in partners?”
His smile turned predatory. “Then I’d hate to see what happens when certain regulatory agencies receive anonymous tips about unusual trading patterns from a University of Maryland freshman. Especially one who’s been spending time with professors outside of class.”
The threat was clear, and it included Vanessa. Somehow, this asshole knew about our relationship.
“How do you—”
“Know about you and Professor Stone? Please. You’re not as discrete as you think. Antonio’s has security cameras, and her neighbors notice when she has overnight guests young enough to be her students.”
Rage flared in my chest, but I kept my voice level. “What do you want?”
“Fifty percent of your current portfolio, plus half of all future gains. In exchange, I make sure nobody asks uncomfortable questions about your methods or your personal life.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Then Professor Stone loses her job, you get investigated for securities fraud, and that pretty little girlfriend of yours finds out what kind of man she’s been sleeping with.” He headed for the door, then paused. “Oh, and Michael? I’d think carefully before trying anything stupid. I have friends in very high places, and you’re just a freshman with more money than sense.”
He left, closing the door behind him with a soft click that somehow sounded more ominous than a slam.
I sat on my bed, mind racing. Derek Hunter had just threatened everything I’d built—my investments, my relationships, my entire second chance at life.
The old me would have panicked, maybe even given in to his demands. The old me had always been afraid of confrontation, of powerful people who seemed untouchable.
But the old me had never had this much to lose. Or this much to fight for.
I grabbed my phone and called Chloe.
“Hey,” she answered after two rings. “Everything okay? You sound weird.”
“Can you meet me at the computer lab? I need your help with something.”
“Sure. What kind of help?”
“The illegal kind.”
Pause. “I’m on my way.”
Twenty minutes later, we were alone in the computer lab. I’d given Chloe the full story—Derek’s threats, his knowledge of my investments and personal life, the ultimatum.
“So this asshole wants half your money or he destroys your life,” she summarized.
“That’s the gist of it.”
“And he knows about you and Professor Stone.”
“And about you and me.”
She was quiet for a moment, fingers drumming on the keyboard. “You know what I think?”
“What?”
“I think Derek Hunter made a very big mistake.”
“How so?”
She smiled, and there was something predatory in it. “He threatened the wrong nerd.”
She pulled up a browser and started typing, fingers flying across the keyboard with the kind of speed that made my attempts at programming look like finger painting.
“What are you doing?”
“Research. If Derek Hunter is running investment schemes on campus, there has to be a digital trail. Bank records, email communications, maybe some transactions that don’t look quite legal to the right eyes.”
“Can you actually find that stuff?”
“Michael, I read erotica about hackers taking down corrupt corporations. You think I don’t know how to apply those techniques in real life?”
I watched her work, noting the intense concentration on her face. But after twenty minutes, her expression grew frustrated.
“Problem?” I asked.
“He’s not as stupid as I hoped. The university network is locked down tight, and his personal accounts have two-factor authentication.” She pushed her glasses up her nose. “This is going to take more than just brute force.”
“What do you need?”
“Social engineering. We need to get him to give us access voluntarily.”
“How?”
Chloe’s fingers paused over the keyboard. “I need you to call him. Right now.”
“And say what?”
“Tell him you’ve been thinking about his offer. That you want to meet tomorrow to discuss terms. Keep him talking for at least five minutes.”
“Why?”
“Because while you’re distracting him, I’m going to clone his phone.” She pulled out a small device I didn’t recognize. “Signal interceptor. If I can capture his phone’s data while he’s on a call, I can bypass his security.”
I dialed Derek’s number, my pulse quickening. He answered on the third ring.
“Michael! I was hoping you’d call.”
“I’ve been thinking about our conversation,” I said, watching Chloe work frantically with her device. “Your partnership offer.”
“Excellent. I knew you were a smart kid. When do you want to meet?”
“Tomorrow afternoon? I have some questions about the structure.” I caught Chloe’s eye—she held up three fingers, then two.
“Of course. My office at—”
“Actually, I’d prefer somewhere off campus. More discrete.”
Keep talking, Chloe mouthed silently.
“Sure, sure. You’re learning to think strategically. I like that.” Derek’s voice was smug. “There’s a coffee shop downtown, Brewster’s. You know it?”
“I can find it. What time works?”
“Two o’clock? And Michael—bring documentation of your current holdings. I want to see exactly what we’re working with.”
Chloe gave me a thumbs up and nodded.
“Sounds good. See you tomorrow.”
I hung up as Chloe furiously typed commands into her laptop.
“Did it work?”
“Working on it… come on, come on…” Her screen filled with code. “Got it! His authentication tokens, message history, the works.”
But her celebration was short-lived. “Shit.”
“What?”
“He’s got a remote wipe protocol on his sensitive files. The moment he detects unauthorized access, everything gets deleted.”
“So we’re screwed?”
“Not necessarily. But we have maybe thirty minutes before his security software realizes what’s happened.” Her fingers flew over the keyboard. “I need to prioritize what to grab first.”
Twenty-five minutes later, sweat beading on her forehead, Chloe leaned back in her chair.
“Please tell me you got something.”
“I got something. But Derek’s smarter than I gave him credit for. He compartmentalizes everything—separate accounts, coded communications, layers of protection.”
“What did you find?”
“Enough. Financial records showing systematic skimming from client accounts. Communications with Professor Harrison about grade modifications—not explicit, but clearly transactional.” She showed me her screen. “And this is the smoking gun.”
It was an audio file. Derek’s voice, clearly recorded on his phone during what sounded like a private meeting.
“…the beauty of the university system is that everyone assumes students are too naive to be running serious money. Nobody looks too closely at a few thousand here and there…”
“When was this recorded?”
“Last week. He must keep voice memos of his schemes for some reason. Probably insurance against his partners.”
“Is this enough?”
Chloe was already pulling up multiple windows. “It’s enough to start. But Derek’s going to know someone accessed his files within the next hour. We need to move fast.”
She started copying files to secure servers, sending emails to multiple recipients—campus security, the Dean’s office, the student newspaper.
“What about his father’s law firm?” I asked.
“Already sent. Along with the state attorney general’s office and the FBI’s financial crimes division.” She looked up at me, grinning fiercely. “Derek wanted to play in the big leagues. Let’s see how he handles real scrutiny.”
Her phone buzzed. Then again. And again.
“What’s that?”
“News alerts. The story’s already breaking.” She showed me her screen. “Campus security just executed a search warrant on Derek’s dorm room. The business school is launching an immediate investigation. And…” Her grin widened. “Derek’s father just issued a statement distancing his firm from his son’s ‘alleged activities.’”
My phone rang. Derek’s number.
“Don’t answer it,” Chloe said quickly. “Let him sweat.”
It rang again. Then stopped.
“He knows,” I said.
“He knows someone took him down. But he can’t prove it was us. All the evidence came from his own devices, his own records.”
I pulled her into a hug, amazed by what she’d accomplished. “You’re incredible.”
“I’m pissed off,” she corrected. “Nobody threatens my boyfriend and gets away with it.”
“Derek Hunter just learned why you don’t mess with a computer science major who writes revenge fantasies in her spare time.”
“Damn right he did.”
My phone buzzed with a text from Emily: “Derek Hunter just got arrested outside the business building! Campus is going crazy! What did you do?”
“Word travels fast,” I observed.
“Good. Let everyone know what happens when someone tries to blackmail Michael Carter.” Chloe grabbed my hand. “Come on. Let’s go watch the show.”
We walked across campus to find a crowd gathered outside the business school. Derek was being led away in handcuffs, shouting about lawyers and constitutional rights while campus security and actual police ignored his protests.
“Michael!” Emily appeared at my elbow, bouncing with excitement. “Did you see? Derek Hunter got busted for embezzlement! Apparently he’s been stealing from his investment clients for months.”
“Terrible,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.
“I heard he tried to blackmail someone and it backfired spectacularly,” she continued. “Whoever took him down must be really smart.”
I looked at Chloe, who was watching Derek’s perp walk with obvious satisfaction.
“Yeah,” I said. “Really smart.”
Back in my dorm room, the adrenaline from the day’s events finally began to fade, replaced by a quiet intensity. The victory dinner had been fun, full of laughter and bravado, but now, in the privacy of our shared space, the reality of what had happened settled in. Chloe was curled up on my bed, scrolling through news articles about Derek’s arrest on her laptop. Emily was pacing by the window, still buzzing with nervous energy. “I still can’t believe you guys took him down,” Emily said for the tenth time. “He seemed so… untouchable.” “No one’s untouchable,” Chloe said without looking up from her screen. “They just have firewalls that are harder to crack.” I sat down on the bed next to Chloe, putting my arm around her. She leaned into me, but I could feel a tension in her shoulders that hadn’t been there before. “You okay?” I asked softly. “I’m fine,” she said, a little too quickly. “I’m glad we did it. He deserved it.” “But?” She sighed, finally closing her laptop. “It’s just… one thing to read about this stuff in stories. It’s another to actually ruin someone’s life.” “You didn’t ruin his life,” I said firmly. “He did. You just exposed the truth.” “I know. But it still feels… heavy.” Emily came over and sat on Chloe’s other side, taking her hand. “Hey. You were a total badass today. You protected us. You protected Michael.” “He threatened you,” Chloe whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “He knew about us, about Vanessa… he was going to use all of that to hurt Michael. I couldn’t let that happen.” Tears welled in her eyes. “I was so scared. Not of the hacking part. But of what he could do to you.” I pulled her into a hug, and Emily wrapped her arms around both of us. We stayed like that for a long moment, a silent, tangled knot of reassurance. “He can’t hurt us,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “Not as long as we have each other.” Chloe looked up at me, her dark eyes searching mine. “Promise?” “I promise.” She let out a shaky breath and then, in a move that was pure Chloe, her expression shifted from vulnerable to determined. “Okay,” she said, wiping her eyes. “Emotional crisis averted. Now, I think my boyfriend needs some… stress relief.” Before I could react, she slid off the bed and knelt in front of me. Emily giggled, a bright, happy sound that broke the last of the tension in the room. “What are you doing?” I asked, though my cock was already stirring in my jeans. “Reassurance,” Chloe said, her voice regaining its sultry confidence. “You had a stressful day. You were threatened by a rich asshole. You need to be reminded who’s in charge.” She unzipped my jeans and pulled my cock out into the open. It sprang free, already half-hard. “Oh, he’s definitely stressed,” Emily observed, her eyes gleaming. She knelt down next to Chloe, her blonde hair mingling with Chloe’s black strands. “Maybe he needs two nurses.” “I think he does,” Chloe agreed. They both looked up at me, a silent question in their eyes. I just nodded, my throat too tight to speak. What followed was the most intense, loving, and mind-blowingly hot experience of my life. It wasn’t like our first time, which had been a chaotic explosion of lust. This was different. It was slow, deliberate, an act of worship. They took their time, their hands and mouths working in a perfect, intuitive harmony. Chloe, with her nerdy intensity, was surprisingly clinical, exploring every inch of me with a focused curiosity. Emily, the bubbly exhibitionist, was all playful energy, her tongue and lips teasing and promising. “You’re so big,” Emily murmured against my shaft. “The structural integrity is impressive,” Chloe added, her mouth full. I leaned my head back against the wall, my hands tangled in their hair, and just let them take care of me. It wasn’t just about the physical pleasure, which was off the charts. It was about the trust, the intimacy, the unspoken declaration that we were a unit, a team. That we would protect each other. “You two are incredible,” I gasped as the pressure in my balls began to build. “We know,” they said in unison, and then they both giggled. They brought me to the edge, their mouths and hands working in a perfect symphony of pleasure. It was a slow, delicious torture, a reassurance that went deeper than words. It was a promise. When I finally came, it was with a groan that was equal parts pleasure and gratitude. They took all of it, their dedication unwavering. Afterward, we all just collapsed onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and shared affection. “Feel better?” Chloe asked, her head on my chest. “Much,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Good,” Emily said, snuggling into my other side. “Because you’re going to need your strength for what we have planned for the rest of the night.” I looked at the two incredible women in my arms, and I knew, with a certainty that went bone-deep, that I could handle anything the world threw at me. As long as I had them. That evening, the three of us celebrated at an off-campus restaurant. Emily was still buzzing about the campus drama, Chloe was quietly proud of her hacking skills, and I was relieved that the threat to our relationships had been neutralized.
“To Derek Hunter,” Emily said, raising her beer. “For learning that karma’s a bitch.”
“To protecting what matters,” Chloe added.
“To having girlfriends who are smarter than I deserve,” I said.
We clinked glasses, and I realized something important: I wasn’t just building wealth and success in this second life. I was building a family. People who would fight for me the way I’d fight for them.
Derek Hunter had threatened to destroy everything I cared about.
Instead, he’d just shown me how much I had worth protecting.
And how far my girls would go to protect it.
My phone buzzed with a text from Vanessa: “Heard about the excitement on campus today. Hope you weren’t involved in anything dangerous. See you Thursday for our ‘study session’? 😘”
I smiled, typing back: “All clear. Thursday can’t come soon enough.”
Life was good. And getting better every day.
Derek Hunter was finished, my investments were secure, and my relationships were stronger than ever.
Time to start thinking about the next phase of my plan.
Silicon Valley was calling.




Chapter 18: Counter-Play
The campus newspaper headline read: “INVESTMENT CLUB PRESIDENT ARRESTED FOR EMBEZZLEMENT.”
I folded the paper and set it on Vanessa’s desk, grinning at her shocked expression.
“Derek Hunter,” she said, reading the article. “I know him. He’s in my Advanced Corporate Finance seminar. Or was—I doubt he’ll be continuing his studies.”
“Doubt it.”
We were in her office for what had become our regular Thursday “consultation,” though these sessions had evolved far beyond academic discussions. Today, Vanessa wore a burgundy blouse that highlighted her curves and a pencil skirt that made my cock hard just looking at it.
“According to this, he was embezzling from his investment clients and bribing professors for grade changes.” She looked up at me. “You wouldn’t know anything about how this information came to light, would you?”
“Why would I know anything about that?”
“Because Derek Hunter has been asking questions about you for weeks. And because I know you well enough by now to recognize when you’re being deliberately evasive.”
I leaned back in my chair, studying her face. “What if I told you he tried to blackmail me?”
Her expression hardened. “About what?”
“About us. He knew about our relationship and threatened to expose it unless I gave him half my investment portfolio.”
“That son of a bitch.” The profanity sounded strange in her cultured voice, but the anger was genuine. “What did you do?”
“Had a friend look into his background. Turns out Derek was very bad at covering his tracks.”
“A friend with computer skills?”
“A friend with excellent computer skills.”
Vanessa was quiet for a moment, processing this. “He threatened me too, didn’t he? My job, my career.”
“That was part of it, yes.”
“And you protected me.”
“I protected us. All of us.”
She stood up and walked around her desk, perching on the edge directly in front of me. The position put her thighs at eye level, and I could see the lace edge of her stockings.
“How can I thank you?” she asked softly.
“I can think of a few ways.”
She smiled, that slow, sensual smile that never failed to make my pulse quicken. “I was hoping you’d say that.”
She stood and walked to her office door, turning the lock with a deliberate click.
“Vanessa…”
“It’s after hours. No one’s in the building except security, and they’re on the ground floor.” She walked back to me, her hips swaying. “Besides, I think my hero deserves a proper reward.”
She straddled me in the chair, her skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her stockings. My hands went automatically to her hips, pulling her closer.
“Here? In your office?”
“I’ve been fantasizing about having you here since our first meeting,” she admitted, grinding against the bulge in my jeans. “The risk makes it even more exciting.”
She kissed me then, deep and hungry, her tongue dancing with mine. I could taste coffee and desire, could feel her heart racing against my chest.
“I want you,” she whispered against my lips. “Right here, right now.”
“What if someone hears?”
“Then I’ll have to be very, very quiet.” She bit my earlobe. “Can you make me be quiet, Michael?”
Challenge accepted.
I stood up, lifting her with me, and set her on the edge of her desk. She leaned back, propping herself up on her hands, and I had a perfect view of her body—the swell of her tits under the silk blouse, the curve of her hips in the tight skirt, her long legs in those killer heels.
“Beautiful,” I murmured, running my hands up her thighs.
“Touch me,” she breathed. “Please.”
I slid my hands under her skirt, finding the lace of her panties. They were already damp with arousal.
“So wet,” I observed, stroking her through the thin fabric.
“I’ve been thinking about this all day.”
I pushed her panties aside and slipped one finger into her slick heat. She gasped, her head falling back.
“Quiet,” I reminded her, adding a second finger.
“It’s hard to be quiet when you’re making me feel so good.”
I worked her systematically, curling my fingers to hit that spot that made her writhe. Her breathing became ragged, and she bit her lip to keep from moaning too loudly.
“You like being fingered in your office?” I asked.
“God, yes. It’s so dirty, so wrong.”
“But it feels so right.”
“Yes. Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”
I could feel her getting close, her walls starting to flutter around my fingers. I pressed my thumb to her clit, rubbing in tight circles.
“Come for me, Vanessa. Come on my fingers while anyone could walk by outside.”
That pushed her over the edge. She bit down on her hand to muffle her cry as her orgasm hit, her whole body shaking with pleasure.
“Fuck,” she breathed when she could speak again. “That was incredible.”
“We’re not done yet.”
I helped her off the desk and turned her around, bending her over it. Her ass looked amazing in that tight skirt, and I couldn’t resist running my hands over it.
“You’re going to fuck me on my desk?” she asked, looking back at me.
“If you want me to.”
“I want you to. I’ve wanted it since that first day of class.”
I unzipped my jeans and freed my aching cock. Vanessa spread her legs wider, giving me perfect access. I pushed into her slowly, savoring the feeling of her tight, wet heat surrounding me.
“Oh God,” she whispered. “You feel so good inside me.”
“So do you.”
I started moving, slow and deep at first, mindful of the need for discretion. But as her pleasure built, I found it harder to maintain control.
“Harder,” she begged quietly. “Please, I need it harder.”
I gripped her hips and started fucking her with increasing intensity. The desk creaked slightly under us, and I could hear the soft slap of skin against skin.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”
“You love being fucked in your office, don’t you?”
“I love it. I love how dirty it makes me feel.”
“My dirty professor.”
“Your dirty professor,” she agreed. “Yours.”
The possessive note in her voice sent me over the edge. I thrust deep and came hard, filling her with my cum. She moaned softly as she felt me pulsing inside her.
We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, connected in the most intimate way possible.
“That was worth the wait,” she said finally.
“Definitely.”
I helped her straighten her clothes and fix her hair. She looked perfectly professional again, except for the satisfied glow in her eyes.
“Thank you,” she said as I gathered my things.
“For what?”
“For protecting us. For making me feel alive again. For being the kind of man worth taking risks for.”
I kissed her once more, soft and gentle. “Thank you for being worth the risk.”
I left her office feeling like I’d conquered the world, but my celebration was far from over. Chloe was waiting for me back at my dorm, and I had plans to properly thank her for taking down Derek Hunter.
I found her at my desk, laptop open, still digging through the digital wreckage of Derek’s life.
“Find anything interesting?” I asked.
“Just making sure all his accounts are properly seized and his academic records are thoroughly fucked,” she said without looking up. “Oh, and I may have leaked his private messages to a few gossip blogs. He won’t be able to show his face at any college on the East Coast.”
“Remind me never to piss you off.”
“Too late. You’ve already seen what happens when someone threatens my boyfriend.” She closed the laptop and turned to face me. “Speaking of which, how was your meeting with Professor Stone?”
“Productive. She’s grateful for our help with the Derek situation.”
“I bet she is.” Chloe stood up and walked over to me, her hips swaying. “But I’m the one who actually did the work. Don’t I deserve some gratitude too?”
“What did you have in mind?”
She smiled, slow and wicked. “I’ve been reading some new stories. Research, you might say.”
“What kind of research?”
“The kind involving spanking and dirty talk and a very grateful boyfriend showing his appreciation.”
My cock stirred in my jeans. “I think that can be arranged.”
“Good,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Because I’ve been a very, very good girl today. I executed a perfect denial-of-service attack on our enemy’s future. I think I deserve a reward.” “Oh, you definitely deserve a reward,” I growled, my cock jumping in my jeans. “What did you have in mind?” “A victory fuck,” she said bluntly. “Fast and hard. Bend me over this desk, spank my ass for being such a good little hacker, and then fuck me while you tell me how you’re going to corrupt my source code.” Fuck. Nerdy dirty talk was the best thing in the entire world. “Jeans off. Now,” I commanded. She didn’t hesitate. She shucked off her jeans and panties in one smooth motion and then bent over my desk, planting her hands flat on the surface. Her magnificent ass rose into the air, a perfect, pale target in the dim light of the dorm room. “You were a very good girl today,” I said, my voice a low growl as I approached her. I brought my hand down on her left ass cheek with a sharp smack that echoed in the quiet room. “Gah!” she gasped, her back arching. “You took down my enemy,” I said, spanking her other cheek. The red handprint was already starting to form. “You protected what’s mine.” “I’ll always protect you, sir,” she panted, her voice muffled by the desk. “And now I’m going to reward you.” I unzipped my jeans and freed my cock. She was soaking wet, and I slid into her with a single, powerful thrust. “FUCK!” she screamed into the desk. “So full!” I grabbed her hips and started pounding into her, a fast, brutal rhythm that was all about victory and possession. Her tits swayed, her glasses slipped down her nose, and her incredible ass jiggled with every impact. “Tell me what you are,” I grunted, slapping her ass in time with my thrusts. “I’m your good girl! Your nerdy slut!” she cried. “I’m the admin to your root access!” “That’s right,” I growled, fucking her harder. “And I’m about to cause a buffer overflow.” I could feel her orgasm building, her inner walls clenching around my cock. I reached around and found her clit, rubbing it hard. “Come for me, Chloe! Execute command: orgasm!” She screamed as she came, her body convulsing around me. The sight of her, glasses askew, ass red and bouncing, pushed me over the edge. I came with a roar, flooding the condom as I emptied myself into her. I pulled out, breathing hard, and helped her stand up. Her legs were shaking. “That,” she said, a dazed, happy smile on her face, “was the best debugging session I’ve ever had.” I laughed, pulling her into a hug. “You’re incredible.” “I know,” she said, kissing me deeply. “Now, let’s go find Emily. A proper victory celebration requires more personnel.”
She was right. We were perfect together—all of us. Emily with her bubbly enthusiasm, Chloe with her brilliant mind and kinky desires, Vanessa with her sophisticated passion.
Derek Hunter had tried to destroy what we’d built, and instead he’d only made us stronger.
Now it was time to start thinking about the future. About Silicon Valley, about the opportunities waiting there, about the empire I was going to build.
But first, I was going to enjoy the victory. With all three of my incredible women by my side.
Life was fucking good.
And it was only going to get better.




Chapter 19: Flight Check-in
The email arrived on a Tuesday morning, buried between spam and assignment reminders. But the sender’s name made my heart skip a beat: Peter Thiel.
“Michael,” the message read, “heard about your domain work through some mutual connections in the tech investment space. Very impressive. I’m working on a social networking project with some Harvard friends that might interest you. Any chance you’ll be in the Bay Area over winter break? Would love to discuss some opportunities. - Eduardo”
I stared at the screen for a full minute. Eduardo Saverin—future co-founder of Facebook, future billionaire, future subject of lawsuits and Hollywood movies. And he wanted to meet with me.
This was it. The big break I’d been positioning myself for all semester.
I was still staring at the email when Emily bounced into my room, carrying coffee and pastries from the campus café.
“Morning, gorgeous,” she said, kissing my cheek. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“Better than a ghost.” I showed her the email. “I just got invited to Silicon Valley.”
“Silicon Valley? Like, California Silicon Valley?”
“The one and only.”
Chloe appeared in my doorway, laptop bag slung over her shoulder. “What’s all the excitement about?”
“Michael got invited to meet with some tech guy in California,” Emily explained.
“Peter Thiel,” I clarified. “He’s working on something that could be huge.”
Chloe set down her bag and read the email over my shoulder. “Social networking project. Sounds interesting. When are you going?”
“Winter break, probably. It’s only three weeks away.”
“Three weeks?” Emily’s face fell. “But we just… I mean, we were going to spend winter break together. All of us.”
I looked between my two girlfriends, seeing the disappointment in their faces. Over the past month, we’d become inseparable. Study sessions, meals, nights spent exploring each other in increasingly creative ways. The thought of leaving them for three weeks felt wrong.
“What if you came with me?” I asked.
Emily brightened immediately. “To California? Really?”
“Why not? I’m going to need research help, local support, someone to keep me grounded. And winter in California sounds a lot better than winter in Maryland.”
“I’m in,” Emily said without hesitation.
“Chloe?” I asked.
She was already pulling out her phone. “Let me check flights. If we book soon, we can probably get decent prices.”
“Wait,” I said. “There’s someone else we should ask.”
They both looked at me questioningly.
“Vanessa. She’s been talking about needing a real vacation, and she has connections in the academic tech world that could be helpful.”
Emily and Chloe exchanged a look. We’d talked about Vanessa—they knew about our relationship, had even met her briefly at a campus coffee shop. But this would be the first time all four of us traveled together.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Chloe asked. “I mean, mixing the professor with the students?”
“She’s not just a professor anymore. She’s part of this, part of us.”
“Part of us how, exactly?” Emily asked.
It was a fair question. We’d never explicitly defined what we were—three college students and their professor, all in various romantic relationships with each other. But it felt like more than that.
“I guess we’ll find out,” I said.
That evening, I met Vanessa at her house. She answered the door in yoga pants and a sweater that hugged her curves, looking more relaxed than I’d seen her in weeks.
“To what do I owe the pleasure?” she asked, leading me to her living room.
“I have a proposition.”
“I like propositions.”
I told her about Eduardo’s email, about the opportunity in Silicon Valley, about my plan to spend winter break building connections in the tech world.
“That sounds incredible,” she said. “What does it have to do with me?”
“Come with us.”
She blinked. “What?”
“Come to California. Take a real vacation, meet some interesting people, see what’s happening in the tech world from an academic perspective.”
“Us?”
“Emily, Chloe, you, and me. A working vacation.”
She was quiet for a long moment, processing the implications. “Michael, are you asking me to go on a group trip with your other girlfriends?”
“I’m asking you to come with your boyfriend and his other girlfriends.”
“Is that what I am? Your girlfriend?”
“What do you want to be?”
She smiled, that slow, sensual smile I’d come to love. “I want to be whatever makes you happy. All of you.”
“Then come to California.”
“This is crazy, you know. A professor traveling with her students, all of us in some kind of unconventional relationship arrangement.”
“The best things usually are crazy.”
She laughed. “You keep saying that.”
“Because it keeps being true.”
“What would the sleeping arrangements be?”
“We’ll figure it out. The important thing is that we’re together.”
She was quiet again, and I could see her working through the implications, the risks, the possibilities.
“Okay,” she said finally.
“Okay?”
“Okay, I’ll come to California with you. With all of you.”
I kissed her then, hard and grateful. She responded eagerly, her hands tangling in my hair.
“There’s one condition,” she said when we broke apart.
“What’s that?”
“If we’re doing this—all of us together—then we do it right. No more sneaking around, no more pretending we’re just friends. We own what we are.”
“And what are we?”
“Happy,” she said simply. “We’re happy.”
Two weeks later, we were at BWI Airport, looking like the world’s most unusual travel group. Emily bouncing with excitement in a sundress that showed off her legs, Chloe calm and organized with color-coded itineraries, Vanessa elegant in travel clothes that probably cost more than my textbooks, and me trying to believe this was actually happening.
“Flight 447 to San Francisco, now boarding,” the gate agent announced.
“This is it,” Emily said, grabbing my hand. “We’re really doing this.”
“Any second thoughts?” I asked the group.
“None,” Chloe said firmly.
“Not a one,” Vanessa added.
“Are you kidding?” Emily grinned. “This is the adventure I’ve been waiting for my whole life.”
We boarded the plane, having splurged on first-class tickets—four seats in a United 777 first class, two-four-two layout that would let us sit together. The twelve thousand dollars for the tickets had been a significant chunk of my liquid assets, but this wasn’t just a vacation. This was an investment in our future, in the relationships that mattered most to me, and in making sure we arrived in Silicon Valley feeling like the successful team we were becoming. Sometimes the statement you make is worth more than the money you save.
Emily and I took one pair, Chloe and Vanessa the other.
As we settled in for the six-hour flight, I realized this was a milestone. The first time all four of us were together as an acknowledged unit, traveling toward our future.
“So,” Emily said once we were airborne, “what’s the plan when we get there?”
“Meetings, networking, exploring opportunities,” I said. “And figuring out how to make this work.”
“This?” Chloe asked from across the aisle.
“Us. All of us together.”
“I have some ideas about that,” Vanessa said with a smile that made my cock stir.
The flight attendant dimmed the cabin lights for the movie, creating a more intimate atmosphere. Emily curled up against my side, her hand resting on my thigh.
“I’m excited,” she whispered. “About California, about the opportunities, about us.”
“Me too.”
“I have a confession,” she said quietly.
“What’s that?”
“I’ve been fantasizing about all of us together. Really together.”
My cock hardened. “All of us?”
“All of us. Is that weird?”
“Not even a little bit.”
Across the aisle, I noticed Chloe and Vanessa having their own quiet conversation. Chloe was blushing, and Vanessa had that predatory smile she got when she was thinking dirty thoughts.
“What are you two talking about?” I asked.
“Girl stuff,” Vanessa said innocently.
“What kind of girl stuff?”
“The kind involving you,” Chloe said with a grin.
Emily giggled. “I think we’re all thinking the same thing.”
“Which is?”
“That we’ve never all been together,” Emily said. “In private, with nowhere to go and nothing to interrupt us.”
My heart was pounding. “What are you suggesting?” “I’m suggesting,” Vanessa said, her voice a low, sultry purr that was for my ears only, “that we have a very large, very private hotel suite waiting for us in Palo Alto. And I, for one, intend to make very poor, very delicious decisions the moment we arrive.” Emily, who had been listening intently, let out a little squeak of excitement. Her hand, which had been resting innocently on my thigh, began a slow, deliberate journey upward. “I like that plan,” Emily whispered, her fingers brushing against the thick ridge of my cock through my jeans. “A lot.” Across the aisle, Chloe was blushing furiously, but her eyes were bright with a familiar, kinky excitement. “The logistical parameters of a four-person dynamic are… complex,” she said, her voice a little shaky. “The potential for simultaneous data processing is… high.” “Is that your nerdy way of saying you’re turned on?” Emily giggled. “My nerdy way of saying I’m about to short-circuit,” Chloe corrected. The rest of the flight was a delicious, slow-burn torture. We didn’t do anything overt. We didn’t need to. It was all in the stolen glances, the “accidental” touches, the whispered promises. Emily kept her hand on my thigh, her fingers occasionally stroking me through my jeans, sending jolts of electricity through my body. Across the aisle, Vanessa would lean over to whisper something to Chloe, giving me a perfect, lingering view of her magnificent cleavage. Chloe, in turn, would bite her lip, her eyes meeting mine with a look that was pure, unadulterated filth. By the time we landed, I was so hard I was worried I wouldn’t be able to stand up. The hotel suite was even better than I’d imagined. A sprawling space with a panoramic view of the city, a massive living area, and, most importantly, a bedroom with a king-size bed that looked big enough to host a Roman orgy. The moment the bellhop closed the door behind him, the carefully constructed dam of our restraint broke. It was Emily who made the first move. She turned to Chloe, her eyes sparkling. “You made me a promise on the plane.” Chloe’s blush returned. “I did?” “You promised you’d let me taste you,” Emily said, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. Before Chloe could respond, Emily pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as Chloe melted into it, her hands coming up to tangle in Emily’s blonde hair. Vanessa just smiled, a slow, knowing smile. She walked over to the mini-bar and poured four glasses of champagne. “I think,” she said, her voice a low purr, “that our working vacation has officially begun.” She handed me a glass, her fingers brushing against mine. Then she turned her attention to the two girls on the couch, who were now locked in a heated embrace, their hands starting to explore. “It seems our two younger members are… bonding,” Vanessa observed, a wicked glint in her eye. “It seems so,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Perhaps we should give them some space,” she suggested, leading me toward the bedroom. “And find our own way to… debrief.” The moment we were in the bedroom, she pushed me back onto the bed and began to undress me, her movements slow and deliberate. But my eyes were on the living room, where Emily was now pulling Chloe’s sweater over her head. “Patience, Michael,” Vanessa murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. “Good things come to those who wait.” But I didn’t have to wait long. A few minutes later, Emily and Chloe appeared in the bedroom doorway, both of them flushed and breathing heavily. Emily was completely naked, her petite, tanned body a perfect contrast to Chloe, who was wearing nothing but her unhooked black lace bra and her glasses. “We decided,” Emily said, her voice a little shaky, “that we don’t want to leave you two out of the fun.” “An excellent decision,” Vanessa said, her voice dripping with amusement. She was still fully dressed, a stark contrast to the two naked girls. What followed was a masterclass in seduction, orchestrated by Vanessa. She had us all lie on the bed, with me in the middle. Then, she directed the girls. “Emily,” she said, her voice the perfect mix of authority and sensuality. “You’re going to start at his mouth. Kiss him. Deeply. Chloe, you’re going to start at his feet. I want you to worship every inch of him.” The girls obeyed without question. Emily’s mouth descended on mine, her tongue plunging deep, while Chloe’s soft hands and hot mouth began a slow, torturous journey up my legs. It was a sensory overload. The taste of Emily, the feel of Chloe’s tongue on my skin, and the sight of Vanessa, fully clothed, watching us with a predatory smile. “Good girls,” Vanessa purred. “Now, switch.” They switched positions, Chloe taking my mouth in a bruising, desperate kiss while Emily’s playful, expert tongue began to work its magic on my balls. “Now,” Vanessa said, her voice dropping lower. “Both of you. On his cock. I want to see you share him.” My cock was so hard it felt like it was going to explode. The sight of Emily and Chloe, the blonde and the brunette, the bubbly exhibitionist and the nerdy pervert, both looking up at me with pure, unadulterated lust before taking me into their mouths together… it was almost too much. Their mouths worked in a perfect, uncoordinated harmony that was somehow hotter than any professional porn I’d ever seen. Emily was all wet, sloppy enthusiasm, while Chloe was more focused, more intense, her glasses slipping down her nose. “That’s it,” Vanessa said, her voice a low growl. She was undoing the buttons of her blouse now, her eyes never leaving the scene on the bed. “Show him how much you want him. Make him beg.” And I did. I was completely at their mercy, a helpless instrument for their pleasure. It was the most intense, most erotic, most mind-bending foreplay of my life. This wasn’t just sex. This was a declaration. This was the beginning of us.




Chapter 20: Takeoff
San Francisco International Airport buzzed with the energy of travelers heading home for the holidays, but I barely noticed the crowds. I was too busy marveling at how completely my life had transformed in just four months.
Four months ago, I’d been a dead man. Literally.
Now I sat in a Lincoln Town Car, speeding down the highway from SFO to Palo Alto, surrounded by three incredible women who’d chosen to build their futures around mine.
Emily perched on the arm of my chair, deliberately hiking her short skirt up her tanned thigh. She wasn’t wearing any panties. I got a brief, shocking, and utterly perfect glimpse of her shaved, pink slit before she casually covered herself again. She noticed me looking, my mouth suddenly dry, and leaned in close.
“Like the view?” she whispered, her breath hot on my ear. “Just a little preview of what’s waiting for you at the hotel. I’m going to be a very, very bad girl for you.”
“Always.”
Across from us, Chloe was bent over her laptop, ostensibly checking our hotel reservations but actually monitoring my investment accounts in real-time. My portfolio had hit $127,000 this morning—Apple stock climbing steadily, Google preparing for their IPO, Bitcoin still years away but other opportunities multiplying daily.
Vanessa sat beside her, grading papers with one hand while the other rested possessively on Chloe’s thigh. The casual intimacy between them still amazed me. Three weeks ago, they’d been strangers. Now they moved together like they’d been lovers for years.
“Michael,” Vanessa said without looking up from her papers, “remind me why we’re meeting this tech investor again?”
“Because he’s about to help create the most valuable social media company in history.”
“And you know this how?”
“Good instincts.”
She smiled. “Your instincts have been remarkably accurate so far.”
That was an understatement. My “instincts” had made me rich, gotten me three incredible girlfriends, eliminated my enemies, and positioned me perfectly for the tech boom that was about to reshape the world.
“We’re here,” the driver announced, pulling up to the hotel.
“That’s us,” Emily said, bouncing to her feet.
As we gathered our things, I caught sight of myself in the lounge’s mirror. The transformation was remarkable—gone was the soft, defeated forty-one-year-old who’d died in that cubicle. In his place stood an eighteen-year-old with the confidence of a man who knew exactly where he was going.
Lean body from regular gym sessions. Expensive clothes that fit perfectly. The kind of relaxed posture that came from knowing you could afford whatever you wanted. And most importantly, the easy smile of someone who’d learned to take what life offered instead of settling for what he was given.
“You look pleased with yourself,” Chloe observed as we walked toward the gate.
“I have reason to be.”
“Care to share?”
I gestured at the three of them. “Four months ago, I was nobody. Now I have you three, more money than I know what to do with, and I’m about to meet one of the future founders of Facebook.”
“Facebook?” Emily asked.
“Trust me on this one.”
I used the forty-five-minute drive to review my strategy. Peter Thiel, the PayPal co-founder and early Facebook angel, wanted to discuss social networking—specifically, how to monetize a platform that connected college students. I had insights that wouldn’t occur to most people for years: mobile integration, targeted advertising, global expansion, the psychological hooks that would make social media addictive.
More importantly, I knew which decisions would make people billionaires and which would destroy partnerships.
“You’re thinking very hard over there,” Vanessa observed from the seat beside me.
“Just planning our future.”
“Our future?”
“All of ours. This trip isn’t just about business—it’s about positioning ourselves for the next phase.”
“Which is?”
I took her hand, intertwining our fingers. “Building an empire.”
The plane descended through the evening sky, Silicon Valley spread out below us like a circuit board made of lights. Somewhere down there, in dorm rooms and garages and coffee shops, the future was being coded into existence.
And I was going to be part of it.
Our hotel in Palo Alto was walking distance from Stanford. I’d booked a suite with two bedrooms and a living area—plenty of space for all of us to be comfortable.
“This is gorgeous,” Emily said, spinning around the main room. “And look at that view!”
She was right. Floor-to-ceiling windows showed the lights of Stanford campus and the hills beyond. It looked like success.
“I’m starving,” Chloe announced. “Should we order room service?”
“Actually,” I said, “I made dinner reservations. There’s a place downtown that’s supposed to be incredible.”
“Fancy?” Vanessa asked.
“Very.”
“Good. I brought the perfect dress.”
An hour later, we walked into Evvia, one of Palo Alto’s most exclusive restaurants. The hostess led us to a corner table where we could see and be seen—important in a town where being noticed by the right people could change your life.
“So,” Emily said once we’d ordered wine, “what’s the plan for tomorrow?”
“I meet Peter Thiel at 2 PM. Coffee, casual conversation, see where it leads.”
“And us?” Chloe asked.
“You’re my research team. Emily, I need you to map out the Stanford social scene—who’s dating whom, which parties matter, how information flows through the student body.”
“I can do that.”
“Chloe, I want technical analysis. What are students actually doing online? What tools are they using? Where are the gaps in current technology?”
“Already on it.”
“Vanessa, I need the academic perspective. Which professors are doing interesting research? What funding opportunities exist? How does innovation actually happen in university settings?”
“Consider it done.”
The food arrived—Mediterranean specialties that tasted like they’d been prepared by artists. We ate and talked and planned, the conversation flowing between business strategy and personal intimacy with the ease that came from truly knowing each other.
“I have a confession,” Emily said as we finished dessert, her foot finding my crotch under the table. “I’m so fucking turned on right now I can barely sit still. Watching you command this table, plan our future… I want you to command me like that in bed.”
“My professional opinion,” Vanessa added, her voice a low purr, “is that your ambition is the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever encountered. My personal opinion is that I’m going to fuck you on every available surface of that hotel suite.”
My cock was rock-hard under the table. Chloe, who had been quiet, leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear. “When we get back to the room,” she whispered, her voice trembling with suppressed excitement, “I’m going to be your data-entry slut. I want you to dictate to me, and I’ll take it all down. Every last drop.”
Fuck.
The walk back to the hotel was a blur of suppressed lust. The moment the suite door closed, it was on. “Pitch practice,” Emily announced, dropping to her knees and unzipping my fly with a predatory grin. “You need to be relaxed and confident for your big meeting.” She took my cock into her mouth, her technique somehow both innocent and incredibly slutty. At the same time, Chloe moved behind me, pressing her heavy tits into my back while her hands roamed over my chest. “Tell me your strategy, sir,” Chloe whispered, her voice a perfect imitation of a submissive secretary. “I need to record all the important details.” Vanessa just watched from the couch, a glass of wine in her hand, a look of pure, possessive pleasure on her face. She was the queen overseeing her court, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. “First,” I gasped as Emily’s mouth worked its magic, “we secure the initial funding…” What followed was a debauched, incredible celebration. A perfect end to the first chapter of my new life, and a perfect prelude to the next. We didn’t just fuck. We connected, we planned, we built the foundation of our empire on a bed of silk sheets and shared ambition. By the time we finally collapsed in a tangled, satisfied heap, I was more ready than ever for the future.
The next morning arrived bright and clear, California sunshine streaming through our windows. I dressed carefully—business casual that said successful but not trying too hard. The others were getting ready for their own missions, mapping Stanford’s social and academic landscape while I focused on changing history.
“You look perfect,” Vanessa said, adjusting my collar.
“Confident but approachable,” Chloe agreed.
“Sexy as hell,” Emily added with a grin.
“Wish me luck.”
“You don’t need luck,” Vanessa said. “You have something better.”
“Which is?”
“You have us. And you have the future.”
I kissed each of them goodbye and headed out into the Palo Alto sunshine, walking toward my meeting with destiny.
Peter Thiel was waiting for me at Café Strada, exactly as I’d researched. Confident, intense, the kind of guy who saw the world in terms of systems and leverage. He stood up as I approached, extending his hand.
“Michael Carter?”
“Mr. Thiel. An honor.”
“Call me Peter. Thanks for making the trip out here.”
We ordered coffee and found a quiet corner table. Peter studied me with intelligent eyes, clearly trying to figure out how an eighteen-year-old freshman had developed such sophisticated insights into technology markets.
“So,” he said, “tell me about your domain work.”
I launched into my pitch, weaving together market analysis, technological trends, and strategic vision in a way that made Peter lean forward with interest. I could see him recalibrating his assumptions about me with every sentence.
“Impressive,” he said when I finished. “Very impressive. You clearly understand where this industry is heading.”
“I try to think several moves ahead.”
“Good. Because I want to talk to you about something big. Something that could change how people connect online.”
“I’m listening.”
“My roommate Mark has been working on this social networking site. Started as a Harvard thing, but we’re thinking about expanding it to other colleges. The growth potential is enormous, but we need people who understand the business side.”
“What kind of people?”
“Smart ones. People who can see the bigger picture.” He leaned forward. “People like you.”
I kept my expression neutral, but inside I was celebrating. This was it. The moment that would make me part of Facebook’s founding story.
“Tell me more.”
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