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Chapter one
Home for Thanksgiving


Chloe and I didn’t even make it to the front step before my mom flung open the door. Diane Mercer was a master of organized chaos, and as always, she looked like she’d just won a round against the universe. Her hair was pulled back into a no-nonsense clip, but the smile was pure warmth.

“There’s my boy!” She wrapped me in a hug, arms locked tight, then pivoted smoothly to Chloe. “You must be Chloe. Honey, you’re even prettier than your photos.”

If Chloe felt awkward, she didn’t show it. “Thank you, Mrs. Mercer. The house smells incredible.”

“Diane, please. You can drop the Mrs., unless you want me to feel ancient.” She winked at me, then ushered us inside with the practiced efficiency of a nurse moving triage down the hall.

Everything was exactly as I remembered, only maybe a little more crowded with nostalgia. Family photos lined the entry, all the way to the living room. There were embarrassing shots of my middle-school bowl cut, my little brother, Ethan, grinning through a black eye, my parents at some long-forgotten costume party. The fireplace was working overtime, licking orange over the mantle where Diane had added a new row of miniature pumpkins.

Dad, Bob, sat on the couch, one hand nursing a mug, the other manning the TV remote. He wore his usual uniform of jeans and a pressed button-down, his only concession to the holiday a slightly crooked turkey pin. When Chloe and I walked in, he set down the mug and rose with a smile.

“Noah, good to see you.” He offered a handshake. I gave him a proper hug anyway.

He looked at Chloe with the studiousness of a man performing an operating system update. “You must be the Chloe I’ve been hearing about. Welcome.”

She melted him with a smile. “Thank you, Mr. Mercer. You have a beautiful home.”

Dad grunted, clearly pleased, then dropped back into his seat. Classic Bob. Emotionally linear, but at least he was trying.

In the armchair beside the fire, Ethan had staked his claim on the best angle. My brother wore a fitted tee and jeans, hair styled for maximum effect. His girlfriend, Olivia, sat next to him, pretty in a deliberately low-maintenance way: ponytail, flannel, blue jeans that looked painted on. She had a softball player’s build and a resting face that said she’d seen bullshit before and wasn’t afraid to call it out.

Ethan’s eyes checked Chloe not once, not twice, but three times in the span of the first minute. He stood up and clapped me on the shoulder. “Bro! You made it. And you brought Chloe.”

He gave her the kind of grin that should have been illegal in at least eight states. “Hey. I’m Ethan. You must be a genius too if you can keep up with this guy.”

I couldn’t really blame him. Chloe was a drug all her own, a radiant force that left every set of eyes in the room dazed and blinking as though they needed sunglasses to process her. In the few short months we’d been dating, she had transformed, blossomed, until even I found myself stunned by the sight of her. She wore a thin, V-cut tee, not scandalous, not really, but the way the fabric clung to her, stretched taut between her breasts, and the way she moved would send the edge of her golden cleavage flickering into view, tight and gleaming with the barest hint of the soft white lace of her bra, a vision that flashed and vanished before you could fully hold it in your mind.

The yoga pants clung to her, black and cut off just below the knee, sculpting every inch of her legs and hugging her hips. The sheen of her calves caught the light with each step she took, a slick, glossy shine that traveled up from ankle to knee. It was impossible to ignore the way her ass looked. God, help me. Her ass belonged in the history books—or maybe it deserved its own Wikipedia entry.

She had kicked off her shoes at the door, baring toenails painted a glossy red, perfectly matched to the lacquer on her fingers and the pop of lipstick brightening her bubble gum lips. Three parts sin, with a dusting of sugar at the edges. Chloe drew eyes everywhere we went, but watching the effect she had on my little brother was nothing short of soul soothing. If she left me dizzy, he must have been on the verge of passing out.

Chloe giggled, sliding closer to my side so our shoulders touched. “If by genius you mean I know how to pick the smartest, kindest, and most handsome man in the house, then yeah. I’m basically Einstein.”

Olivia’s mouth curled in something that wasn’t exactly a smile. “Nice to meet you, Chloe. Heard a lot about you.”

“It’s all true,” Chloe shot back, still grinning. “I even come with a party trick. I’m unbeatable at Celebrity Heads. Or so I’m told.”

That was my cue. “Game night is sacred around here. Loser does the dishes.”

Diane clapped her hands, delighted. “You remember the rules. I knew I raised you right.”

Chloe dropped onto the sofa, yanking me with her. She curled against me, tucking her legs up so her thigh pressed against mine. It was a bold move. Full stake of territory. Ethan’s gaze locked on Chloe’s legs, then darted away when Olivia elbowed him, none too gently.

Diane brought out a tray of snacks. Cheese puffs, mini quiches, and a bowl of that cranberry relish my dad pretended not to like but always finished. The prep was pure Mercer: everything right down to the napkins stamped with cartoon turkeys.

We got the sticky notes and sharpies. Bob set up the scoreboard: one for each of us, “Legacy Rule” in effect. Last year’s champion, Ethan, God help us, got to pick three names to try to stump everyone. He looked at the pile like it was a freshly printed playbook.

I slipped my phone open while they bickered over who got to go first. The group chat with Chloe and Rory was already lighting up.

Rory: Are you sure you want me to come? I don’t want to make things weird with your family.

Me: It’s totally normal. My mom already asked if you were coming.

Chloe: Please come! I need reinforcements! This crowd is sharks and I’m already getting ganged up on.

I fired a side glance at Chloe, who looked the picture of innocence, phone in one hand, the other on my thigh, tracing slow circles with her thumb like she owned real estate there.

Ethan scribbled a name and stuck it to my forehead. “Don’t peek. And remember, three strikes and you’re out.”

Olivia’s tone was clipped. “So, same rules as last year?”

“Exactly.” Diane handed Chloe a sticky note. “Don’t go easy on him.”

Chloe flashed her blue eyes at me, then whispered, “Should I give you a hard one, baby?”

She said it just loud enough for Ethan to hear, and he nearly whiplashed his neck turning.

I lowered my voice. “You could try, but you’ll probably lose.”

Her hand found mine under the table, fingers lacing tight. “You’re on, Outlier.”

Bob snorted, catching the nickname. “That’s new. What does it mean?”

Ethan smirked, jumping in. “It’s what they call him on campus. Because he’s… well, you know. An outlier.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “Let’s play before Ethan embarrasses himself.”

With the stack of sticky notes prepared, Chloe leaned up and pressed a whisper-kiss to my jawline, then stuck my note to my forehead. Her scent, coconut and something purely her, washed over me. The pressure down there hit hard, pleasure sparking alive and crawling through my jeans, making my cock thicken and tug at the denim. I could feel it straining for more, my body giving itself away with no shame, not even caring about anything else around me.

The first round started. I asked, “Am I alive?”

Ethan snickered. “Not even close.”

Chloe giggled into my shoulder. Her sticky note said “Beyoncé.” She batted her eyes, “Am I a performer?”

“Definitely,” Dad said. “But you might want to narrow down your genre.”

Diane’s turn: she was assigned “Harry Potter,” courtesy of Ethan’s difficulty picks. She asked, “Am I real?”

The laughter was instant. Chloe whispered loudly, “Depends who you ask. Some of us think you live in the closet.”

Diane swatted the air in mock offense. “Next!”

Ethan’s note said “Thor.” He flexed. “Am I good-looking?”

“Oh my god,” Olivia muttered. “Conceited much?”

He grinned, “It matters.”

Olivia’s note said “Megan Rapinoe.” She seemed annoyed but rolled with it.

The game spiraled quickly. Chloe never left my orbit, constantly whispering ideas or tracing her nails up my arm. Whenever I got an answer right, she kissed my cheek. It was playful, a little possessive, and absolutely by design.

Ethan kept missing his questions, probably because his brain was somewhere between Chloe’s thighs and her smile. Olivia’s eyes grew sharper with every round. By the third time Chloe called me “baby,” Olivia’s hands curled tight on her note pad.

My phone vibrated. Group chat was at it again.

Rory: I’m still not sure. What if it’s awkward with Noah’s parents?

Chloe: It’s only awkward if you don’t come! Don’t make us drive over to your house and haul you out by your bra.

Me: Ethan already asked if you were coming. He’s hoping you’ll put him out of his misery.

Rory: He was always too easy. Fine. I’ll think about it…

Back in the living room, Chloe cracked open a soda and leaned across me, pressing her chest to my arm through the thin fabric of her tee. Ethan blinked, caught, and nearly forgot it was his turn.

“Am I American?” he asked, still staring at Chloe.

Dad took pity. “Negative, kid. You’re mostly Scandinavian, I think.”

Chloe's eyes sparkled. "Ethan, you're not even trying. Ask if you have a hammer."

Ethan's eyes widened with realization. "Am I Thor?" He pumped his fist when everyone nodded. "See? I told you I'd get it."

Olivia shot daggers at him, then scribbled her next pick with force. “Let’s see you get this one, genius.”

Olivia’s smile was all teeth now, the kind that said she was two moves away from breaking something expensive.

Diane refreshed the snack tray. “Chloe, I have to say, you seem very comfortable here. Most people are a little overwhelmed by our traditions.”

Chloe squeezed my hand, all sunshine. “Honestly? It feels like home. Noah’s the only thing missing from most places I’ve ever lived.”

My mom’s face lit up. “Then you have to come for the Christmas game. And every holiday after that.”

Group chat buzzed again.

Chloe: If you chicken out I’m telling Serena you owe her three fro-yo runs.

Rory: That’s blackmail. Kind of sexy, not gonna lie.

Me: You’re coming or I’m texting your sister the freshman photos. You know which ones.

Rory: Brutal, both of you. FINE. But I expect to be greeted properly, Outlier.

Chloe: Best offer you’ll get all night.

I turned my focus back to Chloe, who’d decided her version of “helping” involved feeding me snack bites and guessing every single celebrity on my behalf. When I finally guessed “Napoleon Dynamite” she squealed and threw herself into my lap, giving me a hug that lasted a little too long for family comfort.

Dad coughed awkwardly. Diane pretended not to see. Ethan stared openly, jaw dropped, and Olivia didn’t even bother hiding her scowl.

By the second round, the seating situation had gone tribal. Olivia clung to Ethan’s arm, her nails digging in every time he so much as looked at Chloe. My mom tried to keep the peace by asking about campus. Bob started telling a story about the time I re-wired the Christmas lights and shorted out the circuit. Chloe laughed loudest, nestling closer with each pass.

“Am I more famous for brains or beauty?” Chloe asked, asking her next question.

Diane answered without hesitation. “Beauty. But you’re no slouch in the brains department, either.”

No surprise. Chloe was “Elle Woods.” She flexed her biceps and shot me a wink. “So, you think I’m a lawyer?”

“Not unless you count the court of social media,” I said.

She giggled and leaned in, this time kissing me straight on the lips, and she lingered, holding it, just a fraction longer than was strictly comfortable. When she finally pulled away, her eyes sparkled, like she’d just shared a secret.

Ethan actually gaped, and his jaw didn’t snap closed until Olivia elbowed him again.

Olivia finally got tired of the charade. “Do you want my soda, Ethan?” Her tone made it sound like she meant poison, not soda.

He shook his head, then looked back at Chloe like he couldn’t help himself.

“Bro, you must be living the dream,” he whispered during a lull.

Chloe heard it and squeezed my thigh, hard. “Trust me, he’s earned it.”

Olivia’s lips thinned, ready to snap.

Before she could, Diane piped up, “Noah, are you sure we have enough snacks? I can whip up something else if you want. Chloe, is there anything special you like?”

Chloe didn’t miss a beat. “I’m easy, Diane. I like whatever Noah gives me.”

The room went silent for half a second, then Ethan snickered and Olivia just glared.

As the next round started up, my phone buzzed again.

Rory: Leaving in five, so brace yourself. I’m bringing Serena.

Chloe: YES. My girl power sidekick is coming. I can’t wait.

Me: I’ll save you a seat. Or my lap.

No sooner had I put my phone away than Chloe took my hand and started tracing little circles into my palm. It felt more intimate than it should have for a family event, but everyone in the room had picked a hill to die on.

By now, the fireplace made the whole living room feel like a sauna, but nobody moved. The game had hit its stride: more laughter, more trash talk, Ethan trying to flirt without Olivia breaking his wrist.

Chloe kept up the affection, never more than an inch from me, her touch casual and constant. It wasn’t performance; it was her being herself, comfort turned up to eleven. Her love language was PDA and she loved me like nobody else on Earth.

Olivia’s smile had gone paper thin. She bristled every time Ethan looked at Chloe, which was about every three seconds.

The food disappeared, the scoreboard filled up, and our collective energy funneled into the next round. The tension? That wasn’t going anywhere.

When the doorbell rang, the house went silent for exactly one heartbeat.

Game, set, chaos.

***

By round three of Celebrity Head, things had spun straight into chaos.

On my right, Chloe was basically welded to my side, her legs tucked under mine, her little hand sliding to knead my thigh whenever I made her laugh. Across the table, Olivia did her best not to look threatened by the queen of St. Celeste, but every time Chloe “accidentally” brushed her golden hair across my arm, Olivia’s jaw flexed like she was chewing on a pack of nails.

Ethan, meanwhile, spent more time checking out Chloe’s cleavage than even pretending to play. I’d catch him sneaking glances, get that annoyed big brother twitch, then realize it was a lost cause. My little brother was drowning, and the lifeguard wasn’t coming.

But that was all just the warmup act.

Diane was in full host mode, ferrying refilled drinks and heaping seconds onto plates, pausing only to snap phone pics “for the family group text.” My dad, Bob, The Human Bandwidth, sat at the head of the table, quietly tracking who was winning and who was bending the rules. The only topic not being discussed was why Chloe, the hottest girl anyone had ever seen at our house, was sitting on my lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.

That changed the second the doorbell rang.

It was one clean ding-dong, sharp enough to slice through Chloe’s latest giggle and my mom’s all-star casserole.

I got up, Chloe’s hand trailing me for another second. “Don’t be long, babe,” she teased.

Dad was right behind me with his, “Who could that be?” voice, but he stayed planted, probably figuring if it was a serial killer, I’d handle it.

I pulled open the front door.

And found myself staring at the full-throttle glamour of Rory Bennett, hair perfect, smile loaded, heels high enough to weaponize, flanked by her sister Serena.

It was like someone had ordered two sorority goddesses on rush delivery.

“Hi, Outlier,” Rory purred, then grabbed my shirt and went straight for my lips. Not a quick peck, either but a slow, head-turning, straight-on kiss that tasted like vanilla lip gloss and a little bit of smug victory.

Behind her, Serena smiled at me like she’d just discovered her secret favorite dessert.

“Happy Friendsgiving,” Rory added, fingers lacing through mine in a way that was… not ambiguous.

I was still processing when the living room detonated.

Ethan made a sound halfway between a gasp and a strangled laugh. He was locked onto Serena, the tall, honey-blonde vision in a silk blouse and jeans that made her look like a lifestyle influencer accidentally lost in the Mercer ‘burbs.

If Ethan had been distracted by Chloe, the arrival of Rory and Serena had him straight-up malfunctioning.

Olivia’s face froze mid-bite, then she looked at me, then at the girls, and immediately seemed to regret her entire last twenty minutes.

My mom lit up. “Rory! Oh, we’re so glad you could make it.” She swept into the entryway, gave Rory a hug, then moved straight to Serena. “And you brought your sister! Welcome, welcome…”

Dad was next. “Good to see you again, Rory. And you too Serena,” he said, shaking her hand like she was there for a job interview, not to sabotage my family’s definition of normalcy. “I can’t believe you used to babysit Noah!”

Serena, cool and composed, gave my dad a polite smile. “Good to see you again, Bob. It’s been a minute.” Then she let Mom usher her into the living room.

But Rory? She stayed glued to my side, hand locked in mine, thumb stroking my knuckle like she wanted everyone to see. The “old ex” act was officially cancelled. She was there to stay.

Chloe’s eyes sparkled as we rejoined the group. “Hey, pretty girl,” she said to Rory. “Come sit by us.”

Rory didn’t hesitate. She plopped down on my other side, so now I was sandwiched between my past and my present, while Serena settled next to Ethan and Olivia, adding rocket fuel to the already volatile mix.

If the tension before had been background noise, now it was the main event.

Mom got busy arranging extra plates and pouring wine like she’d been prepping for an army. “There’s plenty! Please, Serena, help yourself. Have you ever played Celebrity Head before?”

Serena grinned. “Actually, I haven’t. But I catch on pretty quickly.”

Ethan just stared.

Rory, for her part, leaned into my arm, pressing her side to mine in a way that made sure everyone noticed. “Is Chloe crushing the competition, or is she going easy on you tonight?” she teased.

I gave her a dry smile. “If she started going easy, the family would mutiny. That’s not really my survival plan.”

Chloe draped her arm across my shoulder and gave Rory a look that was half challenge, half invitation. “You can team up, but you’ll both still lose.”

“Guess we better work together,” Rory said, shooting Chloe a conspiratorial wink and squeezing my hand under the table.

For a split second, the entire table just watched.

Even Dad cleared his throat, like he wasn’t sure if he’d missed a chapter or a whole damn novel.

Olivia set down her fork with a little more force than strictly required.

But then Mom, ever the MVP, smoothed it over. “Okay, let’s play! Serena, you’ll need a sticky note.”

Chloe leaned forward, plucked one off the pad, and scrawled a name before slapping it to Serena’s forehead. “Welcome to the arena,” she said, grinning.

Rory snorted. “Does she know to hide her tells around you yet?”

I shot Chloe a look. “She’s a quick learner. She’ll survive.”

“Unlike you,” Chloe whispered, playful heat in her tone as she tugged on my wrist and snuggled closer.

If you’d looked at us from ten feet away, you might’ve thought I was dating Chloe, maybe had some recent drama with Rory, and Serena was the beautiful wildcard distracting my brother. The reality? Chloe’s thumb was tracing slow circles on my leg, playing dangerously close to my rock hard cock. Rory kept finding excuses to rest her head on my shoulder, and my brother had stopped even pretending to play the game.

Olivia, for her part, stewed, her poker-face eroding every time Ethan forgot she existed.

For the next half hour, the room became a social pressure cooker.

Chloe guessed Taylor Swift in four questions and celebrated by planting a kiss square on my lips, giggling when Olivia rolled her eyes.

Rory, not to be outdone, bantered her way through her clues, only instead of a victory dance, she went for the full body press, sliding against my side as she whispered, “You’re not nearly as subtle as you think.”

I grinned. “You’re the one making it obvious.”

She shrugged, smiled, and squeezed my knee under the table, fingers lingering up my thigh before moving back to her own game board.

Dad watched all of this with the blank-faced intensity of a chess grandmaster trying to predict the endgame.

Mom started making concerned humming noises, glancing at me, then at the girls, back at me.

Ethan? He was cotton-mouthed, glassy-eyed, and tongue-tied, answering questions in single syllables while Serena’s laughter rippled over him like a warm spell.

At one point, Rory leaned in and whispered something into my ear, her lips actually grazing my skin. Heat climbed up the back of my neck, but all Chloe did was smirk like she’d just won her favorite reality show.

The night blurred forward, the harem dynamic ratcheting up every minute, until finally, in a lull between rounds, Mom set down her wineglass, folded her hands, and went straight for the jugular.

“Noah, honey, I’m a little confused. Are you… dating both Rory and Chloe?”

A record-scratch moment if there ever was one.

Even Bob blinked, as if he hadn’t done the math until just now.

I could’ve dodged. Could’ve gone political. But that’s not what anyone expected from the Outlier.

So I met her gaze, zero hesitation.

“Yes, I am.”

The weight of that silence was physically measurable.

Ethan’s jaw dropped. His eyes darted to each girl, Chloe, radiant and utterly relaxed, and Rory, coiled snug to my left, glowing with satisfaction. Then over to Serena, who looked quietly pleased by the entire scene.

Olivia just stared at the table, lips pressed tight enough to blanch.

Dad made a noise like he’d been hit with a static shock. “Well, that’s—hmm.” He cleared his throat, then tried again. “Is that, uh, common… at your school?”

Chloe rescued him with a soft, “It’s more common than people admit, honestly.” She laced her fingers through mine, just to drive the point home. “But in this case…Noah’s kind of extraordinary.”

“I don’t think there’s a rulebook for this,” Rory added, completely unbothered as she leaned in. “But it works for us.”

Mom's eyes kept cycling through emotions—shock, confusion, concern—like a slot machine that refused to land. Her fingers twisted her napkin into a tight spiral. "And they both...know about each other? They're...okay with this arrangement?"

I nodded once, firmly. "They're sitting right here, Mom. They're more than okay with it."

Chloe’s laugh was pure sunshine. “He’s more honest than most boys would be.”

Dad tried to rally. “As long as everyone is… happy.”

“We are,” Rory said, her hand now parked on my thigh beneath the table. “Promise.”

Ethan exhaled, but it sounded like the wind knocked out of him.

Serena, who had been quiet so far, finally spoke up. “Noah’s respectful. He treats both of them very well.”

That earned a look of gratitude from Mom, who I could tell was still holding out hope this was a passing college phase.

Dad just settled for steering the game back on track, but he fumbled his next Celebrity Head question so badly Chloe burst out laughing and draped herself even more obviously across my lap.

Ethan was completely rattled. He messed up two turns in a row, trying to ask Serena about her major while she deftly deflected with compliments, her hand lightly grazing his forearm every time she explained a rule. Olivia went full mutiny at that point, launching pointed comments at Ethan that bounced straight off his hormone-drenched armor.

The rest of the night became a series of provocations.

Chloe and Rory tossed “Outlier” back and forth, sometimes teasing, sometimes affectionate, sometimes both in the same breath.

Chloe: “Bet you didn’t expect to win at Celebrity Head and girl math tonight, did you, Outlier?”

Rory: “He can multitask. Unlike some.”

Serena just watched, amused and unshakable.

Mom kept peering at the three of us with a combination of curiosity and concern. Every time Chloe or Rory touched me, Mom’s lips puckered like she was about to say something, but she always held back at the last second.

Dad, seeing the writing on the wall, tried to focus on the game only to have it derailed again and again by the smallest touch, the wildest laugh, or Chloe whispering into my ear.

By the end of the night, Ethan was completely fried, head snapping every time Serena smiled, his own girlfriend now openly glaring at me as if I’d personally invented the concept of harems just to torment her.

And all throughout, my answer echoed in the background:

Yes, Mom. I’m dating both of them.

No one was ever going to forget it.

***

It only took one trip to the front hallway for the entire night to hit terminal velocity.

Serena shrugged on her coat, moving with the kind of poise that belonged in a black-and-white movie. Chilly, aloof, but burning under the surface. Rory was pure energy, all confidence and swingy hair, the kind of woman who made even a walk to the car look like the highlight reel for a perfume ad.

Chloe and I steered them out of earshot, then pulled the front door shut. The cold slapped me in the face, and I tasted electricity in the air. Holiday lights snaked along every porch in sight. Warm gold, ice blue, a few red bulbs left over from Halloween, casting the whole block in a weird, festive glow.

For once, there was no audience. Except Ethan, who, true to form, immediately plastered himself to the window, eyes wide as a cartoon character’s.

I’d stumbled beneath a sprig of mistletoe my mom had already hung over the front porch. I didn’t even see it. I just stepped forward, and suddenly there it was, right above my head.

Serena stopped in her tracks before anyone else could speak. She eyed the mistletoe, a wicked little smile curling the corners of her lips, then closed the space between us. She smelled like sharp winter and soft flowers; her lips parted and her nostrils flared, mixing her perfume with the bite of cold air.

“By law, I have to kiss you. You don’t mind, do you?” Her voice dropped a shade lower, softer, like velvet dragged over rough stone.

Legs weak, head spinning, I could barely choke out, “It’s tradition.”

Her mouth curved, just at the edges. She kissed me once, slow and sweet, deliberate. A sample, a tease, just enough to make me hunger for more.

Second kiss: her hands mapped my chest, fingertips tracing the buttons of my shirt, sliding up to where my collar met my skin. She held me there and kissed again, longer, more intent. Her lips moved in time with mine, savoring, as if she was memorizing every sensation for later review. I tasted lip balm, mint, and the slip of floral perfume that lingered in my lungs.

The third kiss brought all motion to a halt.

Serena pressed in, her lips molding to mine. There was no rush, no nerves, nothing but intent, the world narrowing to the feel of her mouth. She drew it out, and when I finally parted my lips, she chased it, her tongue flicking inside with a spark that made Chloe laugh behind us.

Serena’s hand slid to my jaw, holding me in place, the other still fisted in my shirt. She tasted like honey, or maybe something wilder, something that whispered secret promises.

When she pulled back, her cheeks were pink and not from the cold. “I’ve wanted to do that since the day you walked into the dining hall,” she said, voice quiet but steady.

“You should kiss him like that every time you see him,” Chloe chimed in. “Did you see his face? Priceless.”

“I guess I can share with you, big sis,” Rory tossed in. “She’s always had a thing for younger guys. Especially Noah.”

Serena didn’t look away; her fingers traced my jawline, dragging every nerve into sharp focus. “I’ll see you back on campus, Noah.” She stepped to the side, composure slotting back into place, but her eyes were still dark and hungry. “We should find some quiet time for just you and me. What do you think?”

I nodded like a fool, stunned, unable to string words together. The girl who had starred in every wet dream since middle school had just kissed me like I was the only thing she wanted. Serena Bennett, the babysitter who haunted my late-night fantasies, the one who could probably launch a porn site from my memories alone.

And now, for the first time, she was mine to taste.

Serena had no sooner stepped back than Rory zeroed in.

She threw both arms around my neck and rocked up on her toes, her lips crashing into mine like we were the only two people left in the world. Instantly, everything else faded: the porch, the lights, the weight of Ethan’s ogling face on the glass. All I felt was the athletic softness of Rory’s body pressed to mine, her tongue darting out for a taste, her breath hot and fast despite the cold.

I cupped her face, thumbs skimming below her cheekbones, and let her draw as much as she wanted. If there were rules against this sort of goodbye in suburbia, we’d just broken them.

Rory finally eased back, brushing her nose against mine, lips rosy and a little swollen.

“Don’t make me wait too long,” she whispered, voice charged. “I’m jealous Chloe gets you all to herself tonight.”

Chloe’s hand found my lower back. She leaned in, all sunshine and cheerleader vibes, and nudged me toward the door. “Want to walk them to the car?” she asked, grinning.

“Yeah,” I managed, though my pulse was all tangled up in the memory of Serena’s tongue and Rory’s all-in heat.

We took the sidewalk together, my arms slung around both girls. Serena looked straight ahead, but her pink cheeks gave her away. Rory couldn’t stop glancing back at the house, clearly relishing the invisible drama unspooling inside, especially Ethan’s drop-jawed expression at the window.

Halfway down the driveway, the entire street lit up with another kind of glare: Olivia, storming past like she’d just been fired from an episode of The Bachelor.

She didn’t look at me. Didn’t look at Ethan, either.

Face absolutely burning, Olivia stomped down the block, boots hammering the concrete. Her fists were clenched, and every step seemed designed to punish the pavement for my sins.

I heard Chloe’s little exhale, half pity, half relief. “That went better than expected,” she muttered, just loud enough for me to hear.

Serena and Rory just grinned.

At the curb, I spun Rory for one last hug, and she went with it, wrapping her arms around me and sneaking in a final, greedy kiss. Serena got one, too. A softer, slower goodbye, all tongue and lips, that made my legs go slack.

The Bennett sisters made their way to the car, arms linked, the legends of St. Celeste even more dazzling under the shimmer of holiday LEDs.

I stood on the porch with Chloe, her head on my shoulder, while the wind did its best to freeze me in place.

From behind us, Ethan’s silhouette loomed in the front window, shoulders hunched, mouth a thin, hard line. I didn’t have to read his mind to know he’d just seen the playbook for a life he’d never imagined possible.

Chloe squeezed my hand, then pulled me back inside, her laugh fizzing in the night like leftover champagne.

Ethan never moved from the window.

On the street, Olivia vanished into the cold, her footfalls echoing long after she was out of sight.

And all I could taste were the kisses I’d just collected, each one different, each one perfect.

If Mercer Family Game Night was supposed to be about togetherness, I’d say we nailed it.


Chapter two
Midnight Creaking


Chloe spent the rest of the evening glued to me, riding shotgun through Mercer family traditions like she’d auditioned for the role her entire life. If there was a moment she didn’t totally own, I missed it. Even after the game dissolved and everyone drifted to bedrooms, she kept finding new ways to press her body to mine, hand on my back, thigh sliding over, lips grazing my neck every chance she got.

By 11:47, the house was dead silent. The family had retreated: dad snoring in his chair, mom stacking plates in Tetris-perfect towers, Ethan convinced he was the main character in a sexual horror film after watching Serena and Rory kiss me under the mistletoe. The air was thick with the aftershock of what we’d just pulled. Legacy traditions blown up, lips still tingling from three different women.

Chloe was “assigned” the guest room, but the second my door shut, I knew that was bullshit. There was a glint in her eye that promised mischief, and I’d bet my next semester’s tuition she’d be on the move the minute the coast cleared.

Sure enough, at 12:05 sharp, Mercer time, always ten minutes ahead, my bedroom door creaked open. She was in, the way she walked purposeful but impossibly soft. Even in the darkness, she looked electric: bare feet, yoga pants riding up on her hips, thin tee tight on her chest, nipples diamond-hard and poking through the cotton. Her golden hair was loose, tumbling wild, glinting in the sliver of hallway light. All the confidence in the world, and none of the fear.

She shut the door behind her. The click was soft but might as well have been a starter pistol.

“Hey, baby.” Her voice was a whisper, but it crackled louder than any lullaby.

I barely had time to sit up. Chloe launched herself at me, scrambling into the narrow bed like she was born to break rules. “Single bed, huh?” she teased, voice husky as she pressed herself against me, legs straddling my lap.

“What can I say?” I grinned, hands running up her thighs. “The previous tenant didn’t get a lot of visitors.”

Chloe giggled and gave a wicked smile. “Oh, you’re getting a visitor tonight.”

Her mouth found mine. The first kiss was hot and urgent, her tongue slipping between my lips, tasting, claiming. She tugged at my hair, grinding down against the bulge straining my boxers. Every second cranked the energy higher, tighter, until all I could hear was the thump of my own heartbeat.

She broke the kiss, breathless, and looked around the room, sizing up the two shelves of childhood sci-fi novels, the faded robotics trophies, the photo of me as a twelve-year-old dork at the science fair, braces in full effect. She snapped her attention back to me, laughter bright in her eyes. “God, you were a little nerd.”

“And you’re about to fuck the biggest one in the building,” I shot back. “Unless you’re scared of the mattress squeak.”

Her grin got predatory. “I hope it screams.”

She shimmied out of her tee in one motion. Her bra, white, lacy, criminally thin, barely contained the swell of her breasts. She scooted closer, pressing her chest to my face, mashing the D-cups against my cheeks so I could taste the warmth of her skin through the fabric. The scent of her, coconut sunscreen, skin, and something sweetly animal, washed over me and rewired my entire nervous system.

I tongued one nipple through the mesh. She gasped, arching into me.

“Somebody’s needy.” I teased, flicking her through the lace, my cock now hammering at my boxers, every pulse bringing me closer to the edge.

Chloe grabbed both my hands and planted them on her tits, her eyes daring me to do something about it. “Touch me,” she said, no filter, no shame.

I did more than that. I unhooked her bra, slow enough to make her whimper, then peeled it off, letting her breasts spill free in my hands. Fuck, she was perfect. Large, round, tanned to the color of daylight, nipples flushed pink and already hard as glass.

I dove in, sucking and licking, switching back and forth, squeezing gently. Her breath quickened, and she rocked her hips, grinding against my lap. “God, yes, baby. Harder. I love when you suck them.”

Her voice carried, echoing off the walls. If anyone was listening in, they were in for a show.

I pinched her nipple, feeling the quiver shoot through her. Chloe’s thighs tensed around my hips, clamping down and locking me in place.

“Fuck, Noah. Keep going, just like that.”

I took her at her word, alternating between sucking and swirling my tongue, my hands kneading her breasts. She moaned louder with every pass, her body shaking with anticipation.

She slid her hand down, yanked at my waistband, and freed my cock, already harder than a crowbar. Her fingers wrapped around it, warm and slippery, stroking from base to tip. “Missed this on the plane ride,” Chloe purred.

“Couldn’t tell,” I said, voice raw.

She pumped my cock, slow and mean, sending lightning just beneath my skin. I was seconds from exploding.

I flipped her onto her back, bracing my weight on one elbow so I could reach down and peel away her yoga pants. She kicked them halfway off, then used her heel to strip them the rest of the way, panties and all. Her pussy was bare, golden, dripping wet. Already so slick I could see the way she shimmered in the blue shadow of the night light.

I hooked both her knees and parted them, opening her up to me. The sight was enough to push my self-control onto life support.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I told her, honest as a heart attack.

She wiggled her hips. “Don’t just stare at it, baby. Eat me.”

I went down on her, kissing my way up her thigh, then across her mound, tasting the warmth and the salt. She was soaked. Seriously, if you bottled her wetness, you’d have the world’s most addictive energy drink. I licked up and down her slit, savoring her, then circled my tongue around her clit, flicking gently.

Chloe lost it. Her fingers shot into my hair, pulling, yanking, guiding me. “Yes, yes, fuck, right there, don’t stop—”

I doubled down, licking harder, then sucking just enough to send her into orbit. The moans coming out of her mouth could’ve woken the dead, and the mattress cooperated by groaning with each shift of my weight. I could hear the headboard tapping the wall, rhythmic, desperate, like a drummer trapped in a closet.

“Please, please, more,” Chloe begged, bucking against my tongue.

I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them just so, while lapping at her clit. She started to shake, legs clamping around my ears, heels digging into my back. The bed sounded like it was about to collapse under us, and if my brother was awake, he was probably dialing a sex therapist.

She came with a cry, hips slamming up so my mouth was smashed against her labia. “Oh god, Noah! NOAH! Don’t stop, I’m coming, I’m—!”

Her pussy clenched and pulsed, sending gush after gush of her nectar onto my fingers and tongue. I went with it, licking and sucking until every aftershock ran its course.

I resurfaced, wiping my mouth. “You okay?”

She sprawled out, limp, a wild smile stretched across her lips. “If I was any more okay, I’d need to be hospitalized.”

I grinned, then lined myself up between her thighs. “You sure you want round two?”

She nodded, biting her lip, blue eyes bright and hungry. “Please. Need to feel you inside me, rutting me until you explode.”

I slid my cock into her, slow at first, just the tip, relishing the obscene tightness, the velvet heat gripping me like she never wanted to let go. I rocked forward, burying myself deep, and the single bed let out a death rattle that would’ve made an exorcist proud.

Chloe shrieked, the sound bouncing off the drywall with zero shame. “Oh fuuuck—yes!”

I started thrusting, deep and steady, and the entire room joined the party. The mattress thudded and squeaked, the headboard clattered against the wall in perfect sync with my pace.

Chloe met every thrust with a wildness I’d never seen. A tangle of hands and hair and golden skin. One leg curled up around my waist, the other braced against the footboard for extra leverage. Her nails scraped down my back, marking territory.

“Harder, Noah. Don’t hold back.”

She didn’t have to ask twice. I grabbed her ankles and spread them wide, hammering into her with everything I had. Each slap of skin on skin was loud, primal, made more intense by the knowledge that Chloe wanted the world to hear.

She arched up, breasts bouncing in rhythm with our collision. “Fuck, yes. Gods, that’s so good. Keep going. Fill me, baby. Want to feel you leak from me for days.”

I leaned down and bit her earlobe, then latched onto her neck, sucking until I left a mark. Her pussy milked my cock, squeezing, coaxing, as she slid toward the edge again.

Outside, the house was silent, but in here it was a riot. The mattress wobbled, smacking the wall. My childhood posters stared down at me, probably scandalized. I couldn’t even care, every scrap of dignity burned away by Chloe’s moans.

I felt her body tense, everything winding tighter. She looked up at me, desperate, searching.

“Do it, Chloe,” I begged, my own self-control unraveling by the second. I was barely holding back the tidal wave. Her face was wild and beautiful, eyes slitted and shining, lips parted, hair tossed in a golden snarl across the pillow. The only thing in the world was the way she moved her hips under me and the way I was about to lose it, spectacular and raw.

She hit the edge with a full-body convulsion, her back arching so hard I thought she might snap in two. “Oh fuck! Noah! NOAH!” Her voice was a siren, splitting through the walls, probably through every floorboard in the old house. She came so hard I could feel her pussy clamp down, muscles rippling, milking my cock like she wanted to take the last piece of me with her. For a fraction of a second she was weightless, a living, writhing sculpture, every tendon strung tight, nails embedded in my deltoids, legs locked around my hips, pubic bone grinding down to get every last atom of friction.

I tried to hold on, I really did, but her orgasm sent an electrical fire through my spine. The tension broke, and the dam inside me shattered. My cock pulsed and jerked, and I shot hot ropes of cum deep into her, every spasm of her body wringing me out, drawing more and more until I was nothing but a trembling animal. I was still throbbing, still surging, my balls draining with a force that left me dizzy.

The bedframe squealed, headboard hammering the wall, and Chloe rode wave after wave, shuddering and gasping and chanting my name. The sounds she made weren’t even human anymore. Half sob, half laugh, complete surrender. Each contraction drew another shot from me, and I could feel my release mixing with hers, heat and slickness and raw, feral need.

She finally collapsed under me, arms flung wide, breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. I felt her heartbeat racing through her chest, every pulse in sync with mine. She looked up, blue eyes glazed, mouth quivering in the aftermath.

“God. You—” Chloe tried to speak, then just shook her head, laughing softly even as her whole body trembled. “You’re trying to kill me, baby?”

“Science experiment,” I managed, brushing sweaty hair from her face. “Wanted to see if it was possible to liquefy a human from the inside out.”

She laughed with real joy, hugging me so tight I could feel her muscles fluttering. Her body was warm and sticky against mine, our sweat and cum slicking my thighs and her stomach. I loved the mess, the wildness, the proof of what we’d just done. She buried her face in my chest, sighing like she’d just run a marathon. “God, I love you so much.”

We laid there, tangled, breathing each other’s air, the room still vibrating with the echo of what we’d done. My cock was still inside her, softening but unwilling to ever leave. She squeezed around it, just for fun, and I shuddered again, oversensitive and incapable. I kissed her hair, her cheek, the corner of her eye, tasting salt and perfume and pure, unfiltered Chloe.

She nuzzled closer, one leg thrown over my hip, her hand tracing lazy circles on my back. “I’m not going back to the guest room,” she whispered, voice raw. “This is my bed now. Yours too.”

I smiled, nipped her earlobe. “It only fits one.”

She grinned, sucking at my neck until I knew there’d be a mark. “Then we’ll just have to stack.”

We didn’t talk, not really. We just existed, fused together in the dark, letting the warmth and exhaustion soak through us until I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began.

I collapsed on top of her, both of us panting, sticky and ruined.

She giggled, voice high and wrecked. “Holy shit, babe. You just filled me with a river of cum.”

She wasn’t exaggerating. When I finally slipped out of her, a thick, creamy trail began its slow journey down her thigh.

Chloe watched it, proud as anything. “That’s so fucking hot. Are you sure we can’t stay here forever?”

I wiped sweat off my brow and pulled her closer, wrapping her up in my arms. The bed was tiny, but neither of us wanted space.

She nuzzled her face into my neck, her hair spread wild over the pillow, legs tangled with mine. “I’m not sleeping anywhere else for the rest of the trip, just so you know,” she murmured. “I don’t care if it’s standing room only.”

“Good. Because I’d have dragged you in here if you didn’t come on your own.”

She laughed, a warm, elated sound, with zero shame baked in. “Can we do it again? Like, immediately?”

I smirked. “You trying to become legend around here?”

“No, but I want to be the reason Ethan never looks at a normal girl again. Did you hear how loud we were?”

I looked at the wall. “Pretty sure my brother’s in cardiac arrest.”

She snorted. “He’ll live. I might need water first, though. If I don’t hydrate, you’ll have to carry me to the next family function.”

I squirmed out of her leg lock, grabbed a t-shirt and boxers, and kissed her once more for the road. Cum was still sliding down her leg, glistening in the thin moonlight, and she didn’t bother wiping it away.

I paused in the doorway, looking back just to lock that vision in my brain.

Chloe, sprawled naked and golden on my old bed, hair in a sunburst, covered in sweat and my cum, the happiest woman alive.

If there was a better way to start a family holiday, I hadn’t found it.

Time to score some water and see if I could survive the next round.

***

I crept down the hall in just my boxers and a threadbare tee, ears straining for any sign of adult movement. The air smelled like burnt-out candles and leftover cranberry. Down the hall, the house was silent, but as I padded into the kitchen, I nearly ran headlong into my brother.

Ethan was frozen in front of the fridge, light spilling everywhere, his own boxers riding dangerously low on his hips. He had a paper towel wadded up, clearly mopping off the evidence, and his face was redder than half the wines on the Thanksgiving table.

For one split second, he looked like he wanted to crawl inside the crisper and never come out.

“Oh, fuck,” he blurted, then tried to hike his boxers up without dropping the towel. The cleanup wasn’t subtle. His abs were shiny with cum, and there was a telltale wet patch high on his thigh. “Dude. Shit. Sorry. I didn’t know anyone’d be up.”

I kept my voice deadpan, just to mess with him. “Didn’t peg you for a midnight protein shake, E.”

He dropped his head, but the embarrassment only lasted a millisecond. By the time I hit the faucet for water, he was in full comeback mode. “Bro, was that? Was that really Chloe in there with you?”

“Who else would it be?” I filled the glass, not looking at him.

He ignored the question. “Dude, I heard everything. The walls in this place are, like, tissue paper.” He tossed the paper towel away and stepped closer, curiosity already killing shame. “You were straight-up wrecking her. I almost didn’t believe it was real.”

“Yeah, well. She’s not exactly shy.”

Ethan shook his head, running a hand through his tousled hair, eyes wild with adrenaline. “I mean, I get it, but—Jesus. She’s the hottest girl I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen Sydney Sweeney in a bikini. No offense, but how the fuck did you pull that? I thought girls like her only dated, like, pro athletes or TikTok millionaires.”

I shrugged, letting the ice clink in the glass. “Guess she likes nerds.”

He whistled, low. “Nah, bro. You must have, like, nerd superpowers.” He eyed me, then lowered his voice to a whisper. “Are you also nailing Rory? Like… at the same time? Dude, did you have both of them in bed together?”

I glared, hard, but Ethan was immune. “Not answering that.”

He grinned, firing back. “So that means yes. Holy shit. You had a three-way with Chloe Ross and Rory Bennett? That’s, like, a fantasy draft for the ages.”

I didn’t bother dignifying it. Instead, I went for the jugular: “How’s Olivia these days?”

He grimaced, then waved off the question. “Irrelevant. Not when Chloe’s in the building. Jesus, you don’t even know what that did to me. Hearing her moan your name, legs wrapped around you like she was being exorcised… I almost couldn’t handle it.”

“That’s what cold showers are for, E.”

He ignored the dig, charging ahead. “Would you, like, not even kidding, would you ever share her? Just for a night or something? I swear, I’d just want a taste. Please tell me you’ve at least thought about it.”

I snorted. “Get in line, man. There’s a waiting list about a mile long.”

He winced, but then got weirdly serious. “No, like, I really mean it. I don’t even think I could go back to Olivia after hearing what you did to Chloe. And then seeing you make out with Rory and Serena? Wild. You had three absolute ten-out-of-ten girls all over you, and here I am, cleaning jizz off the kitchen tile.”

I lifted the water, cool against my palm. “Life’s tough for the little brother.”

Ethan sighed, then dropped the bomb. “You know I’m applying to Ashbourne, right? I wasn’t gonna say anything until I got in, but, dude, after tonight? If even half the women at St. Celeste are like Chloe, I’m basically signing my soul away.”

I smirked, unable to help it. “You’re gonna need more stamina. And maybe a new cleanup routine.”

He laughed, light and resigned, rubbing his abs with the hem of his shirt. “Seriously, though. If there’s ever a shot, ever, of, like, even just a party thing with Chloe… hook me up? I’d owe you for life.”

“You’d owe me more than that. And Chloe’s not a party favor. I love her, man. The thought of another guy ever being with her makes me physically ill.”

He dragged in a breath, chin tipped up, eyes rolling toward the ceiling. “Whoever got into her first, before you... lucky fucking bastards.”

I hesitated, then glanced away, shifting my stance, but brothers had a sixth sense when it came to reading each other. The twitch in my jaw, the way my shoulders stiffened. He raked shaky fingers through his hair, his eyes going round, hungry for the truth. “Don’t even fucking say it.”

“I’m not saying anything,” I replied, voice easy, letting it hang.

A beat. Then he sank to one knee, hand braced on the floor like he needed grounding, and blurted, “She was a virgin? Holy motherfucking God.” The words cracked out of him, raw and amazed. “You know what, don’t even confirm it. I’d rather not know.”

“I wasn’t planning on saying a word,” I said, a low laugh leaking out.

He gazed up, desperation naked in his eyes, the shine of hope mixed with defeat. “Please, Noah. I’m literally on my hands and knees here. I just want you to hook me up. Five minutes, that’s all I’m asking.”

“No,” I shot back, grin widening. “Stop asking.”

He sobered a little, nodding. “Yeah, okay. Sorry. It’s just—God. She’s unreal. I’ve never seen anyone even close to her. When she bent over earlier, and her tits… Bro, that’s living the dream. You’re a legend.”

I almost felt bad, but then remembered all the years he flexed on the field, all the high school parties I never got to crash. This was balance.

I started for the door, glass in hand, but Ethan called after me. “Seriously, think about it though. And, uh—good luck. I don’t know how you survived in there. That was like a porn soundtrack set to repeat.”

I grinned back at him. “Practice. And I actually love her, if you can believe it.”

He made a face like that was the weirdest part of my entire harem. “Wild. Couldn’t be me. But if you ever get bored…”

“Get some sleep, E. We’ve got the big Mercer breakfast in the morning. You’ll need the carbs.”

He went quiet, then gave one last volley:

“Hey, Noah? Do you ever regret it? Like, not just sticking to one girl? Or ever think you’ll lose your mind juggling all that?”

I paused. Thought about Chloe upstairs, probably finger-painting my cum across her thigh and smirking at the ceiling. Thought about Rory, and Serena, and every woman who ever fucked up my sense of self.

“Nah,” I said. “Losing my mind’s the fun part.”

I left him there, bare-chested, awe-struck, probably planning his next move. Maybe I should’ve warned him that no matter how many games you win, there’s always another round.

Chloe was waiting for me in my bed, still naked, still glowing, and somehow hungrier than before.

If anyone was keeping score, I was breaking every record in the book.


Chapter three
Lab Prep


The thing about obsession? It doesn’t need an audience. It doesn’t even need a clock.

The second the holidays ended, I was back in the Innovation Lab, last one in, first one out, most nights not even bothering to look at my phone unless it buzzed with an update from a harem member or a desperate alert from the campus server. This was my home now. The only part of St. Celeste that made sense, no matter how wild my real life got.

After dark, the lab was a different world.

The main lights were down. The only glow came from the computers and the lunar blue of the LED incubators dotted across the room, each one humming with a low, steady confidence. The 3D-printer in the far corner talked in its own language, a chorus of precise, mechanical chirps broken only by the occasional hiss of sterilizer spritzing across the countertop.

Regular people might’ve called it cold. Or lonely.

But for me, it was serenity bordering on sex.

You want details? Here:

The odor was all stainless steel, isopropyl, and the faint undercurrent of burnt plastic from the new FDM extruder. Sterile trays were stacked with glass pipettes, each marked with micro-dot codes, a tiny arsenal of tools ready for the next round. On the nearest counter, the scaffold prototype sat inside a clear petri, blue-white gel pulsing slightly under the magnifier’s light.

I’d spent three days and two all-nighters running the recipe through every variable, tweaking the peptide chains, recalibrating the growth factor intervals, doubling the micro-filaments in the base matrix. Failures stacked up like Tinder rejections. Good on paper, garbage in practice.

But tonight felt different.

My hands didn’t shake. I didn’t even bother with gloves. The touch of glass and polymer was more honest bare. The hydrogel mixture in the pipette was viscous, dripping in a slow, syrupy line that caught on my fingertip. When I set it onto the scaffold, the reaction was instant.

The matrix swelled, absorbing fluid, the nano-structured honeycomb flexing with a living, almost obscene hunger. Under the microscope, the scaffold’s surface looked like a skyline at sunrise: blue-grey mesh spreading into a perfect grid, every node firing and adapting as the tissue sample pressed in.

I lost track of the world. It was just my breath, the whir from the incubator, and the shockwave of oh-fuck-it-worked thundering through my chest.

I documented everything. First, my phone out, video rolling from every possible angle. The camera caught the time-lapse: hydrogel crawling into the scaffold, fusing, transforming. It wasn’t just adhesion. It was integration, total and seamless.

My notes? Relentless. Fast, clipped phrases, even my inner monologue adopted the tempo of lab protocol.

At 21:13, scaffold demonstrates full hydrogel absorption within 38 sec.

Nano-architecture adapts in real-time to tissue contour. No visible shearing or collapse.

Initial cytocompatibility tests = stable (sample C-19).

I took a dozen snapshots, then shifted to the upright microscope for detailed imaging. My fingers, long, a little rough, but precise, handled each slide like it was a priceless artifact, slotting it under the lens, refocusing, capturing. I cycled through three magnifications, logging the way the scaffold shimmered into place. A perfect, cellular ballet.

The sensation was pure adrenaline, but I kept it leashed. Excitement was a tool, not a distraction.

If you watched me from across the room, you’d see a guy hunched over the workstation, shoulders squared, every movement thought-out and deliberate. I tapped the pen once before each note, my personal tell, then dove in again. Adjust, record, review, repeat.

Isolation didn’t bother me. Here, the only currency was results.

I paused only long enough to flip back through the previous week’s data, scanning for variables I’d missed. The earlier versions all failed at the interface, shearing, incomplete bonding, micro-fractures at hour 24. But not this time. This time was different.

The interface was clean.

Even the 3D model on my laptop rendered it as flawless: smart-scaffold polymer mapping to live tissue, no artifact, no dead space. I ran the simulation twice to be sure, eyes never leaving the screen.

I felt the shift the way you feel a thunderstorm breaking, pressure changing, horizon opening. I’d crossed the threshold.

It was beautiful.

For a second, I let myself savor it, leaning back, muscles tight, a grin sneaking across my face. The blue light bounced off the steel workbench, dappling my forearms, making my skin glow faintly like I’d stepped into some cyberpunk fever dream.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding, then sat forward and started the next test.

Tissue sample C-19 was already loaded onto the secondary tray, a sliver of synthetic muscle. I introduced the hydrogel-prepped scaffold, then pressed closer to the microscope, eyes straining for the first sign of response.

It happened in under a minute.

The scaffold softened, flexed, wrapped the sample like a memory foam cast. Under the lens, the matrix dissolved gracefully right where it should, leaving behind a trail of living cells, no residue, no mess. The camera’s shutter ticked off images, each more perfect than the last.

On the bench, the control group lagged behind, barely even keeping up. My version had lapped the field.

I started outlining the protocol for the morning trial, scribbling the design so fast the sharpie almost ripped the page. Each line fed the next, science fusing with momentum.

That was the drug, right there. That edge when you know you’ve built something no one else could’ve. The world outside? Didn’t exist. For another hour, I tunneled into the data, brains and body locked together in a state of pure, relentless hunger.

I’d never felt more alive.

When the clock above the door slipped past midnight, I rolled my neck and flexed my hands, relishing the ache. The workbench shimmered in the blue-white haze, littered with evidence of obsession: used pipettes, notes scrawled on napkins, empty energy drink cans, a spent ink pen gnawed to the quick.

I grabbed another slide, loaded it with a new sample, and started the process again. By now, every motion was tattooed into muscle memory, steady, measured, no wasted effort, like a surgeon prepping for open heart.

The hum from the 3D-printer was the only sound, unless you counted the occasional shiver from the LED panel above, which sometimes flickered when the main generator cycled.

No distractions. No interruptions.

Just the surge of possibility: the realization that, for the first time, the BioPrint Regenerative Scaffold was performing exactly as designed. Maybe even better.

My pulse raced, but my hands never lost their calm.

If the rest of the world thought I was breaking down? They were wrong. This was how I fixed myself: microns at a time, pursuit to pursuit, control wrenched from chaos until the data fell into line.

Tonight, the scaffold fell into line.

And for a second, the future didn’t just look bright, it looked like victory, measured and absolute, burning under blue-white lab lights until nothing else even registered.

***

There’s a rhythm to late-night labs, quiet, relentless, immune to surprise. But the second Dr. Vivian Ross swung open the glass door, all that discipline went straight out the window.

Her heels broadcast her presence before she did. Three crisp clicks on the polished floor, then a soft pivot as she took in the whole scene. Me hunched over the microscope, bench littered with evidence, blue LEDs turning my skin ghostly.

She was breathtaking, even in the context of straight-up scientific authority: hair pinned up, face cool and composed, blouse open just enough at the neck to hint at the promise of skin and curve beneath. The tailored skirt hugged her hips, moving with a subtle intent that would’ve made a lesser man forget why he was working after midnight in the first place.

“Mr. Mercer,” she said, her tone as precise as a pipette.

I got to my feet and didn’t bother hiding my excitement. “Dr. Ross. You’re up late.”

She looked me over, top to bottom sweep, unhurried, as if cataloging every variable. “Breakthroughs don’t keep to business hours. You know that better than anyone.”

Her perfume hit second, a sophisticated note, sandalwood and vanilla, riding over the ozone-clean scent of the lab. The effect was instant: memories of desire, power, and something more dangerous rippled in the small space between us.

I gestured to the workbench. “You’re going to want to see this. The hydrogel finally integrated.”

Her eyes widened, just a fraction, before she schooled her expression back to neutral. “Let’s take a look.”

We closed the distance, shoulder to shoulder now, all pretense of safe separation gone. She leaned in behind me as I clicked through the images on the monitor, her breath tickling my ear, her hair so close I could have reached out and traced the line of her jaw.

She studied the images with a hawk’s intensity. “That’s the C-19 sample?”

“Yes. Watch this.” I cued up the time-lapse animation, my fingers moving with brisk confidence over the trackpad. The video showed the hydrogel creeping into the scaffold, every microstructure adapting in real-time. “It’s total absorption. No dead space. No loss of tensile strength.”

She let out a barely-audible exhale. “That’s... remarkable.”

I grinned, knowing the data spoke for itself. “It gets better. The scaffold dissolves on cue, leaving behind nothing but living tissue.”

Dr. Ross put a hand on my shoulder, steadying herself as she bent closer for a better look. Her touch was unexpected, warm, decisive, subtly possessive.

For a heartbeat, I couldn’t tell if the throb in my chest was pride or something more primal.

Her attention moved to the microscope. “Show me on the slide?”

I nodded and prepped the tray, fingers confident despite the new, tight energy winding between my ribs. When she stepped up beside me, our arms brushed, her sleeve against my bare forearm, silk on skin, a collision of worlds. Neither of us flinched.

She adjusted the fine focus, her hand sliding over mine, and lingered for a beat longer than strictly necessary. The microscope rendered the scaffold’s perfection in high-res contrast, every edge clean, every cell in place.

She straightened, lips parted just a little, then dropped her voice. “How long did it take you to get here?”

I shrugged. “Three years. Or thirty-eight seconds, depending on which metric you like.”

That got a real laugh, low, unfiltered, genuine. “I see the rumors weren’t exaggerated. Ashbourne’s loss, our gain.”

I met her gaze over the rim of the glass slide. Her eyes were cool and bright, but there was heat in the way she locked on to me. “It’s only a breakthrough if it holds up under your scrutiny.”

She considered, then offered a slow nod of respect. “I’ve reviewed the latest literature. No one’s even close to this level of adaptive integration. You’ve leapfrogged six research groups in one night.”

She let that hang in the air, as if daring either of us to name what it meant.

I chose honesty. “I wanted to prove you were right to take the risk on me.”

Her lips twitched. “You have. Considerably.”

She drifted closer, studying the petri again, but her focus was divided, half on the science, half on the tension simmering between us.

I loaded another slide, tensing as our fingers touched, a jolt running up my arm, chasing straight to somewhere lower. This time, she didn’t move away. Instead, she mirrored my movement, guiding the sample into place with the ease of someone who trusted me implicitly.

Under the lens, the new tissue was even better. Cells bridging the scaffold, weaving themselves together in a seamless, almost erotic dance. I pointed to the region of interest.

She leaned in until our arms were pressed together, heartbeat to heartbeat. “The way it adapts... it isn’t just reactive. It’s predictive. Anticipating changes before the sample even applies pressure.”

My brain scrambled for words. “That was the theory. Now it’s real.”

She set the slide down, turning to face me fully, her body close enough to register against all my nerve endings.

“The implications are massive,” she said, voice soft but urgent. “Human repair tissue, nerves, even organ systems. If this scales, you’ll rewrite the entire regenerative medicine field.”

I could feel her eyes searching mine for any hint of bravado, any weakness. There wasn’t one.

“I trust the work,” I said. “But I also trust your judgment. Tell me what I’m missing.”

She circled me, slow, graceful, the professor dissecting the student but every step dialed up the voltage. “You’re missing the credit, Noah. No one else thinks in systems like you. This isn’t just science. It’s art.”

Her words landed, and for a second, I struggled to hide the effect. Compliments from Dr. Ross weren’t like the usual faculty flattery. Her praise carried weight. Expectation. Need.

“You taught me that people aren’t blueprints,” I said, voice faintly rough. “But sometimes… it’s nice when things fit together.”

She smiled, small, but it lit up her whole face.

For three beats, neither of us moved. The only sound was the whirr of the incubator and the shared cadence of our breathing.

“Are you always this relentless?” she finally asked. “Or are you just showing off for me?”

I let the silence do half the work. “You’re the only one worth showing off for.”

That seemed to break her. Her eyes softened, and she closed the gap between us, just enough that I could smell her perfume over the chemicals, feel the heat bleeding off her skin.

She gestured to the bench, her lips brushing the shell of my ear as she spoke: “You realize what you’ve done here, don’t you?”

“Not until you spell it out for me,” I whispered back.

She traced her finger down the side of the petri dish, then over my own hand, gentle, decisive. “You’ve closed the gap every biomed engineer dreams about. You’ve made the impossible look inevitable.”

The air between us was charged, full of unspoken possibility, the kind of bristling energy that turns professional boundaries into afterthoughts.

For a moment, it wasn’t about the scaffold or the data points. It was just us, two minds, two bodies, caught in the gravity of a shared obsession. Every word was loaded, every touch a little closer to crossing a line that neither of us was even pretending to ignore anymore.

She gripped my wrist, holding it steady. “Don’t get comfortable, Mr. Mercer. The real work comes next. We’ll need to run parallel trials, document every parameter—”

I cut her off, a half-smile pulling at my mouth. “I never get comfortable. And I never stop chasing.”

Her eyes glittered, equal parts challenge and approval. “Good. I’d expect nothing less from you.”

For a heartbeat, I thought I might go for it, abandon science for sensation, right there on the sterile countertop.

But she beat me by a second.

She leaned in, her lips close to my jaw, her voice velvet over steel. “You should show me the scaffold in action, up close. The real thing.”

I clicked the next sample into place, hands steady but blood roaring in my ears.

She watched me work, every move scrutinized and catalogued. When I stepped back to let her take over, her thigh bumped mine, just enough to let me know what was waiting if one of us had the balls to make the next move.

The line was gone. We both knew it.

Dr. Ross didn’t just see me as a student anymore. She saw me as an equal, maybe even as a rival, or something more dangerous.

The microscope faded into background noise. Every nerve I had focused on the shape of her body beside mine. The curve of her waist, the flush on her cheeks, the way her lips parted whenever I said something she liked.

We didn’t say another word for a long time. The science was over; the game was in play. It was just a matter of who’d cross the boundary first.

Turns out, it was both of us.

***

The tension was a live wire. Pure, electric, no safe ground anywhere in sight.

I moved first.

With the blue glow bouncing off my hands, I stepped to the door, flicked the lock, and dropped the overheads to their softest night setting. The LEDs from the incubators and the red blink from the emergency panel painted the whole lab in a palette of danger and secret. It felt like the world outside didn’t exist or, if it did, it knew better than to intrude.

Dr. Ross never took her eyes off me.

She lingered on the far edge of the workbench, blazer already unbuttoned, lips parted, eyes hungry. The line between us was gone; even the pretense of teacher and student had vaporized.

I drifted back, heart pounding, every step measured like I was stalking a rare, dangerous compound. Her gaze met mine and held, daring, curious, a little wild in a way that made my cock twitch against my pants.

“You know this is a violation,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

I didn’t bother with bullshit. “Worth it.”

She waited, breathless, while I closed the distance. The air between us was thick with possibility.

I kissed her soft, testing, a question.

She answered by grabbing the front of my shirt, yanking me in, and taking my mouth with a ferocity that nearly buckled my knees. Her lips were hot, deliberate, tasting and claiming in a way that said she’d been waiting years, maybe decades, for someone who understood what she needed.

I palmed her waist, feeling the smooth silk of her blouse and the fire underneath. She arched into me, hair tumbling loose, the world contracting to just her tongue and the scratch of her nails on my scalp.

“Is that all you’ve got, Outlier?” she whispered, taunt wrapped in need.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I lifted her onto the edge of the workbench, scattering a tray of slides and a spent notebook. The metal was cold, almost shocking against the backs of her thighs, but she didn’t flinch. She just pulled me between her open legs, skirt riding high, thighs strong and eager as they locked around my hips.

I ran my hands up, found her breasts, absurdly full for the tailored armor she always wore, pressed together by her crossed arms and the push of my chest. I craved the feel of them bare, soft, then harden beneath my grip. Her nipples strained under the fabric, obvious even in the half-light. I pinched one gently through the blouse, and her breath caught in her throat.

“Touch me,” she demanded.

I obliged, unbuttoning her blouse, slow and patient even though my composure was shot to hell. Each button revealed more skin, marble, pale in the blue glow, flushed pink at the valley between her breasts. Her bra was black lace, the kind reserved for someone special, and she shrugged off her jacket like it was nothing. The straps slid down, and her tits spilled out, heavy and irresistible.

I sucked one into my mouth, lips closing around her nipple, tongue lashing circles while my hand gripped the other breast and kneaded it roughly. She moaned, way louder than I would’ve expected from the university’s ice queen.

“God—yes.” Her hands shot to my head, fingers threading into my hair, holding me tight. “Bite.”

I bit, just enough to make her gasp, then soothed the sting with my tongue. I had her completely undone, legs curling tighter, grinding her heat against the straining line of my zipper.

I wanted her like I’d never wanted anyone. Urgent, yes, but also starved for the intimacy of total surrender. The kind you only get with a woman who scares you a little.

I slid my hands down her sides, over her hips, and pulled her skirt up to her waist. Her panties were black silk, already dark with wetness, and when I ran my finger along the seam, she shivered.

“Fuck, Noah. Don’t tease.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I hooked the fabric aside and slid two fingers into her. She was hot, soaked, her pussy clenching around my fingers so tight I almost lost it right there.

I pumped slowly, curling to find her spot, and watched her face. The way her lips slackened, her eyelids fluttered, her composure falling away piece by piece until what was left was pure, unfiltered Vivian.

Her hand worked my belt loose, got a fistful of my cock through my pants, stroked it with a clinical, devastating precision that was all scientist, all woman. She yanked the zipper down, freed me, and hissed as her palm closed around the head.

“You want me inside?” I challenged, pushing her hard against the table.

She just stared me down, eyes wicked. “What do you think?”

I swung her legs wide, lined up, and drove into her. One hard, perfect stroke, the heat of her enveloping me, squeezing and pulsing all the way in. The feeling was so intense it wiped out thought. Instinct took over.

She was unbelievably tight, her pussy wet and clutching, each thrust forcing a gasp, a curse, a shudder from her.

I pounded into her, pace rough to start, iron control barely holding it together. Her ass bounced on the slick surface, bare skin smacking metal, the sound echoing in the empty lab. I gripped her hips, thumb digging into the soft flesh above her thigh, and fucked her harder, deeper, desperate to make her lose the last scrap of restraint.

She met me stroke for stroke, nails raking my back, her breasts heaving with each collision.

“You feel that?” I growled, pinning her wrists over her head. “You feel how much I want you?”

She locked her ankles behind the small of my back, pulling me into her with a violence that shocked us both. Her body arched off the bench, blouse bunched at her elbows, hair wild around her face. She was pure, elemental tension, a force of nature caught in the act of unmaking herself.

She hit the edge first, and it was not clinical or quiet. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide open, a ragged scream shattering the hush of the lab. Her whole body convulsed, orgasm tearing through her in waves, her pussy clenching so hard around my cock I almost cried out. I could feel every tremor, every erratic squeeze. Sheer, unfiltered need, no room left for dignity.

The way she shattered, it undid me. There was nothing left to study or analyze, just the brutal fact of her pleasure and the wild, unscientific precision with which she took me apart. I slammed into her, desperate, relentless, every muscle in my body straining, and then I was gone. No warning, no control, just pulse after pulse as I came deep inside her, my cock throbbing against the impossible grip of her walls.

Each spasm of her cunt wrung another spurt from me, like her body knew how to draw out every last drop. I groaned, helpless, stilling for a split second just to feel the molten slide of her heat, the tight, greedy flutter that milked me dry. My brain was white noise, fireworks. There was only the sensation of her wrapped around me, clutching and gasping, refusing to let go.

She kept coming, riding each aftershock with a brutal, beautiful honesty. Her nails carved lines down my back, her thighs shaking around my hips, her chest slick with sweat. I watched her shudder through the last of it, lips parted, eyes glazed and wild, the queen of the universe and a wreck at the same time.

I stayed inside her, buried to the hilt, both of us panting and trembling. The lights from the incubator flickered, casting blue shadows across her skin, and for a second the only thing anchoring either of us to reality was the weight of our joined bodies and the taste of sweat and sex in the air.

Neither of us said a word. There was no need. The bench rattled once more beneath us as she exhaled a long, shaky breath and relaxed her grip, letting my hands find her face, her neck, the damp line of her clavicle. I kissed her there, slow and reverent, as if I could map every nerve ending one by one, as if I’d ever be able to forget the way she felt in that moment.

We stayed like that, tangled, sweaty, raw, until the aftershocks finally faded.

Her eyes found mine in the neon dark. There was no guilt, no apology. Just the wild satisfaction of someone who’d finally stopped pretending.

“Was that the outcome you predicted?” she breathed, a shaky laugh riding the words.

“Not even close,” I admitted. “But I’d run this trial again. Any time.”

She smiled, all wolf and warmth.

I traced the line of her throat, watched her relax back on the steel, the flush of orgasm still painted across her skin. Her hair had come loose, tumbling over her shoulders, wild and radiant in the lab’s low light.

We didn’t rush. The world could wait.

I stayed inside her, softening, not quite willing to let her go. She squeezed, just for fun, and we both laughed, quiet, complicit, high on the shared secret.

The lab was a mess, slides scattered, blue glow reflecting off sweat-slicked bodies, her blouse fanned open, my pants barely hanging on. It was everything professionalism tried to smother, and so much better for it.

When I finally pulled out, cum spilled down her thighs, obscene and perfect on the backdrop of the sterile table.

She scooped some with her finger and tasted it, eyes locked on mine, daring me to ever forget.

Next-level sensation. Next-level memory.

We cleaned up what required cleaning, but left most of the evidence behind. Sweaty, half-dressed, souls reset.

She smoothed her skirt and buttoned her blouse, but the mask wasn’t coming back. Not now. Not after that.

I cupped her chin, kissed her softer this time, savoring it.

She whispered, “This changes nothing. Except everything.”

Right there, in the blue-lit aftermath, I realized that lines weren’t just crossed, they were erased.

This was her lab, but tonight? The formula was ours.

We stood in the hush, bodies humming with afterglow, unhurried, unwilling to give the moment back to science just yet.

And for the first time in my life, I was more than the outlier.

I was the experiment nobody else had the nerve to try.


Chapter four
Recognition


Sunlight smeared across the foot of my bed, catching on the blondes and golds tangled up in the sheets beside me. First came the scent: coconut, sweat, and a faint, lingering trace of victory sex. If you’d told me months ago that I’d be waking up with two of the hottest women on campus naked in my bed, I’d have called you delusional.

Now? This was my Tuesday.

Chloe was all golden limbs and confidence, draped half over my chest like a living, breathing reward. Her hair tumbled over my shoulder, wild and glossy, brushing my neck with every sleepy exhale. The covers didn’t bother to hide her. One tanned thigh curled over my hip, her bare tits mashed soft against my side, nipples peeking at me through a mess of sheets. She was warm and sticky, and I could still spot the faint red marks where I’d gripped her the night before.

On my other flank? Rory. Lethal. Strategic. Absolutely breathtaking. She lay on her stomach, ass up in the air, cheek pressed to my bicep like she owned it. From this angle, every curve was high-def. Her perfect, high ass sculpted in the morning light, the shadowed valley of her back leading down to a glimpse of bare, swollen lips. Her face was peaceful, but the grip of her hand wrapped around my thigh said she wasn’t sleeping any more than I was.

For a while, I just absorbed the impossible.

My cock had no such chill. Even soft, it twitched and ached, pinned between Chloe’s golden thigh and the heat of her slick, creamy center. She shifted, the motion grinding along my shaft until I had to fight not to groan out loud.

Rory noticed. Of course she did.

Her eyes blinked open, lashes fanning, and she lifted her gaze to find me watching. Hazel-green, sharp even with sleep, and instantly locked in on my hard-on standing at attention under the sheet.

“Morning, Outlier.” Her voice was a dark, sexy smoke. She shifted up, dragging her body along my hip. “Seems like you survived the night.”

“Barely,” I said, tongue thick in my mouth. “Pretty sure you both tried to kill me.”

Chloe’s fingers did a slow walk up my chest, nails scratching lightly. “We’re just getting started, baby. Wait until you see what happens before noon.”

I laughed, mostly to hide how fucking turned on I was. “If I die, I want this on my headstone.”

Rory grinned and reached for the spot just under my navel, tracing lazy circles above the sheet. “I’d pay extra for a highlight reel.”

I let my head drop back against the pillow. “You want highlights? Jesus.”

The words tumbled out before I could think better of them. “You know what happened after Friendsgiving? I made it back to the lab, full Mad Scientist energy. Zero sleep, zero distractions. Everything was prepped for a big push on the Regenerative Scaffold. But that’s not even the wild part.”

I had their attention. Chloe perked up, her blue eyes huge and wild. Rory’s nails dug a little deeper, scraping along my hip bone.

“Don’t stop now,” Chloe whispered, her voice lowering, silkier. “Tell us what happened.”

I kept my gaze straight ahead, half for effect, half to keep from losing composure.

“So. I was in the lab, right? The regulars had cleared out. Just the hum of the benches and the blue LED glow, like something out of a thriller. The hydrogel was prepped—perfectly tuned this time. I dropped it onto the scaffold, and for the first time ever, it worked. Like, really fucking worked.”

Chloe’s breathing picked up. I could feel her heartbeat through her tits, pressed tight to my ribs.

“How do you mean?” she asked, eyes never leaving mine.

I let the story slow, teasing it out. “It absorbed instantly. The cells fused to the matrix—clean, total, no residue. The simulation was flawless. My hands were literally shaking. I logged every second of it, didn’t even bother with gloves.”

“God, that’s hot,” Chloe muttered.

But Rory, ever the analyst, wanted more. “That’s when Dr. Ross found you, right? She checks the labs at night sometimes.”

I smirked. “Exactly. She walks in, heels, full armor. Except when she sees the sample, something changes. She’s hooked. Not on me, at first, but on the work.”

Chloe was nearly purring with anticipation. “Then what?”

I dropped the punchline. “She made me show her up close. The microscope. The time-lapse. I’m thinking she’s going to start grilling me, but instead, she puts her hand on my shoulder and just… stays there.”

Chloe’s hand slid further down, now inches from my cock.

“Did you fuck her?” she whispered, almost reverent.

I didn’t blink. “She wanted it as much as I did. So yeah, I fucked her. Right there on the workbench. Her skirt up, blouse off, legs wrapped around me. We barely kept it together long enough to clean up after.”

The effect was instant.

Chloe’s eyes went dark, pupils swallowing the blue. She licked her lips, the tip of her tongue wetting her bottom lip like she tasted what I’d just described.

“Was it good?” she asked, almost a challenge.

I met her stare. “She came so hard she clawed my back. Afterwards, she just laid there, catching her breath.”

Rory’s breath hitched; a tiny sound, quickly swallowed, but her hand found my cock under the sheet and wrapped around it, stroking me to full hardness in seconds.

Chloe shivered, then slid down my body, her blonde hair fanning across my chest and ribs. She didn’t pause. Her mouth found my cock under the covers, seizing the head and sucking deep, desperate like she’d been dreaming about this all night.

“Fuck, Chloe—” I lost the thread of the story as she bobbed her head, tongue swirling the crown, hand milking the base with measured, expert confidence.

Rory kissed me. No hesitation, no shame. She rolled up onto her side, pulling my face to hers, tongue plunging into my mouth, her body slick and warm against my skin.

I was sandwiched, mouth, then mouth, then more sensation than I could process. Every time Chloe swallowed my cock, Rory kissed me harder, her breath trembling with need she could barely keep contained.

Chloe popped off, breathless, eyes blazing. “That’s so fucking hot, Noah. Was she tighter than me?”

I grinned, cock twitching in her grip. “Nobody’s tighter than you, baby.”

She dove back in, sucking me all the way until I hit the back of her throat. Her gag reflex was gone; all I felt was wet heat, muscles rippling around my shaft like she wanted to extract the secret formula straight from my balls.

Rory wasn’t content to stay passive. She slipped her hand around, cupping my jaw, stroking her slick, soaked pussy against my hip like she couldn’t wait a second longer.

“Let her finish you with her mouth,” Rory whispered in my ear. “I want to see you cum before I ride you.”

Chloe moaned in agreement, the vibration sending a shock straight through the base of my cock.

The world dissolved. For a few minutes, all I could do was bask. Chloe’s mouth working me in slow, obscene circles, Rory’s hands roaming my chest, her tongue sliding along my jaw and biting my earlobe.

I wasn’t going to last.

Chloe sensed it; she gripped my thighs, pinning me, and took me all at once, lips sealed, cheeks hollowed as she sucked for every drop.

“Shit. Chloe, I’m—”

She sucked harder, and it was over. My cock jerked, every muscle seizing, and I blasted a thick shot of cum into her mouth, then another, then more, Chloe swallowing it all, never slowing. White noise in my ears, black stars in front of my eyes. The cum geyser just kept coming, overfilling her mouth until she swallowed with a dirty, satisfied groan.

Rory kissed me through it, catching my moans, her nipple hard as a diamond against my palm.

Chloe finished with a flourish, licking up the shaft, milking the last drop, then popping off and grinning, face lit up with mischief.

“You are so fucking good at that,” Rory said, watching Chloe in awe.

Chloe preened. “Practice makes perfect.”

Rory arched an eyebrow. “My turn, Outlier. Think you can handle it?”

That was less a question and more a dare.

I was already hard again, cock jacked up by round two, and the girls weren’t going to let me recover.

Chloe climbed onto my lap. She straddled me, breasts swinging right in my face, her pussy already glistening and hungry. She fed me her nipple, and I latched on, savoring the taste, nipping her, teasing her as she ground her bare pussy against my cock.

Rory was having none of it. She knelt behind Chloe, hands on her shoulders, then leaned over, lining my cock up with Chloe’s dripping entrance. One slow push, and I was inside. Heat, pressure, pure velvet hugging every millimeter.

Chloe’s eyes rolled back. “God, yes. Just like that, baby. Fuck me.”

She rode me in slow, tight circles, squeezing with her pussy, milking me, her tits bouncing inches from my face. I grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks, guiding her up and down until the room echoed with slap after slap, wet, raw, primal.

Rory watched, eyes dark and greedy. “Make her cum on your cock,” she whispered in my ear. “Then you’ll fuck me, and I’ll show you who’s really in charge.”

The challenge worked.

Chloe set the pace, hips rolling, clit grinding against my pubic bone. She rode harder, wild and unfiltered, every bounce driving me deeper until I popped out at the top of one thrust slippery with her juices.

Rory wasted no time. She grabbed my cock, aimed it at herself, and impaled herself in one swift, practiced move. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, wet and pulsing. She was a furnace, all muscle and intention, using every inch of me like she’d been waiting her whole life to claim it.

She rode me reverse cowgirl, ass grinding against my hips, hair wild, hands braced on my thighs for leverage. Chloe and I watched, transfixed. Each slap of Rory’s ass against my abs was a thunderclap, louder than anything I’d heard outside a football stadium.

Chloe couldn’t take it; while Rory rode, Chloe bent down, sucked my balls into her mouth, alternating between licking my shaft and flicking her tongue over my sac. The sensation was nuclear.

Rory looked over her shoulder, hair in her eyes. “Who do you want, Noah? Say it.”

My voice came out a rasp. “Both of you. Always.”

She grinned, pleased, and redoubled her pace, slamming down hard, taking me to the hilt each time.

The bed was a disaster. Sheets twisted, pillows on the floor, frame creaking with every collision.

At one point, Chloe flipped around and gripped Rory from behind, hands sliding around to maul her tits while I kept fucking up from below. Skin on skin, the sound obscene, their moans overlapping, filling the room like a symphony scored for the depraved.

Chloe whispered in Rory’s ear, dirty encouragements: “Take him, girl. Let him fuck you so hard you forget your own name. God, that’s hot, fuck, look at his giant dick pounding you.”

It didn’t end there. They switched again, Chloe rolling under me, spreading her legs, pussy dripping and shining. I slid in, fucking her missionary, kissing her until she screamed. Every thrust was a home run shot, my balls slapping her ass, her legs locked tight around my hips.

Rory straddled my face. Her pussy hovered over my mouth, and I went for it, licking fast, tongue circling her clit while Chloe’s pussy milked my cock. The flavor was sweet and raw, a blend of her and me and a long history of wanting.

They stacked on me. Chloe under, Rory above, both writhing, both chanting my name.

When Chloe came, it was a full-body seizure: her back arched, tits pressed to my chest, her pussy spasming around my cock like it never wanted to let go. The gush was instant. Juices flooding, hot and desperate, slicking my thighs and her own.

I couldn’t hold back.

I pulled out, cock glazed and dripping, spun Rory onto her back, and drilled into her. Her pussy was even tighter than before, velvet and suction, coaxing every thought and every drop from my body.

Rory grabbed my face, eyes locked on mine. “Fill me, Noah. I want it all.”

That was it. I drove all the way in, hips slamming, frame shuddering under the force of it. The orgasm ripped through me, white hot, total, blood pounding in my ears. My cock pumped jet after jet of cum deep inside her, burning every nerve raw in the process.

Rory wailed, nails carving into my shoulder blades, her pussy clutching and pulsing with every shot I delivered.

I collapsed on her, groaning, while Chloe snuggled up at my side, sticky and grinning and utterly satisfied.

The world swayed. I had to close my eyes just to keep from blacking out. Sweat, cum, and bliss, all of it smeared across us, the sheets, the ruined bed.

I rolled to the side, catching my breath, feeling the wet mess leaking from between Rory’s thighs.

Chloe kissed my chest, licking a salty bead of sweat. “You’re a fucking machine, baby.”

“Can’t help it,” I murmured, still catching up to myself. “You girls break every law of physics.”

Rory chuckled, then shifted, pressing her creamy, fucked-out pussy against my thigh. There was no missing the slow ooze of cum dripping from her, pooling on the sheets in a messy halo.

She kissed my jaw, soft and lingering. “That was incredible.”

Chloe laughed, tucking closer. “Best morning ever.”

We lay there, tangled, sticky, the room filled with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Round one, three-way: in the books.

I couldn’t wait for round two.

***

Three mornings later, I walked into the Innovation Lab feeling like I was marching into an arena. The usual crowd was there, postdocs, undergrads, the random over-caffeinated genius, but the mood was different. The incubators hummed louder, the glow from the racks cast everything in spaceship blue, and the scent? Pure chemical ambition. Ozone, ethanol, and the faintest ghost of burnt polymer.

I barely had time to claim my corner workstation before Dr. Ross swept in. Sharp as ever, heels, blazer, not a hair out of place. No sign that three days earlier, I’d had her screaming my name on that very bench. If anything, she looked even more in command.

She zeroed in on me, voice low but all business. “You ready for this, Mr. Mercer?”

“Always,” I said, meeting her eyes. “But what exactly should I be ready for?”

She nodded, satisfaction flickering in her gaze. “Your breakthrough got the attention of the Academic Affairs Committee. They’re convening here in thirty minutes. I told them you had a presentation that would change their view of regenerative medicine.”

My pulse kicked up. “Is that all?”

She grinned, barely a blip. “Don’t be modest. Make them remember your name.”

She turned and disappeared, leaving a wake of confusion among the grad students. I let the adrenaline settle, then got to work.

First, the slides: every graph, every image, every heat-mapped simulation rendered in crisp, surgical detail. The BioPrint Regenerative Scaffold took center stage, time-lapse of the hydrogel fusing, shots of the matrix dissolving, side-by-side comparisons with the industry standard (mine lapped them, easy). I loaded the deck, rehearsed the opener, then flexed my hands and checked the projector for alignment.

At 10:01 sharp, a battalion of campus elites filled the conference alcove, deans, gray-hairs from the med school, a couple biotech bigwigs who wore their suits like they’d invented the color navy. The room went silent.

Dr. Ross slipped into the back row, arms crossed, jaw set. I knew that look. She expected a flawless run.

I stepped up to the podium, hands steady, heart drumming a vicious beat. For a second, I scanned the room. Not the kind of crowd that could be finessed with charm. They wanted substance, impact, a reason to put their reputations on the line.

Fine. I delivered.

First slide: the problem. Current scaffolds failed at micro-integration; tissue regrew but rarely survived in the long term. You could see the committee start to tune in. This wasn’t amateur hour.

Second slide: my solution. The hydrogel, the peptide matrix, the dynamic adaptation under real load. I let the video roll out, blue tendrils climbing into the structure, every movement predictable, controlled, efficient.

I dialed it up a notch. “Early prototypes failed for lack of feedback. My design incorporates live-sensor arrays. Watch what happens under cellular stress.”

I hit play.

The scaffold flexed, real-time, nearly sentient, adapting to every curve and pressure. The simulation was clean, no artifact, no dead zones.

Someone in the third row gasped. Two committee members jostled forward, jaws tight.

I pointed, slow, methodical, letting the data do the heavy lifting. “This is the first scaffold to dissolve clean, no chemical residue. The cell layer is all that’s left. Native tissue integration, zero exogenous footprint.”

Questions started, first a trickle, then a flood. What was the error rate? (Less than two percent.) Had I run controls for cytotoxicity? (Twelve times, every sample stable.) Could this scale? (Already running models for larger volume; initial projections looked better than hoped.)

I didn’t stutter. I didn’t flinch. Every answer was precise, mapped, calibrated.

Dr. Ross watched like a hawk, eyes never leaving my hands as I fielded curveballs from every corner. At the moments that mattered, the leap in tensile strength, the dissolution curve, the moment where simulation and reality finally synced, I caught whispers, even approval from the toughest skeptics.

At the close, I set up the final image: side-by-side histology of my scaffold and a legacy sample. The difference was night and day. My cells were aligned, uniform, alive. The control was chaos.

I let it hang there.

Silence.

You could feel the shift. The weight of possibility dropping all at once. The dean just stared, thumb tapping the table. One biotech guy actually muttered, “Holy hell.”

When the applause came, it was hesitant at first, then stacked as more of them realized what they’d just seen.

Dr. Ross smiled, just a twitch. For her, that was a standing ovation.

I wrapped with a closing line. “It’s only a beginning, but I think we’re onto something that changes everything. Thank you.”

As I stepped back from the podium, I could see people already firing off texts, tugging at their neighbor’s sleeves, gearing up for round two. The academic food chain had just gotten a new apex predator.

In the back, Dr. Ross caught my eye and gave the smallest nod.

I’d just made history right there in the lab where it all started.

If every day at St. Celeste could be like this, I’d never need another high again.

***

There are different kinds of fame. The kind you earn. The kind that’s thrust onto you. And then there’s the special, sex-drenched flavor reserved for the guy who’s rumored to be fucking two campus legends at once.

That last one? That was me.

It started with a look. Tight, loaded, from the Ashbourne Tech crowd across the quad. One glance at me and they straight-up bristled, jaws set, hands jammed deep into their letter jackets like maybe this was all a setup, a cosmic glitch they refused to accept.

Next, the girls, floods of them, whispered in every corridor, staring when they thought I wasn’t looking. Some smiled, wide and wolfish. Others blushed and ducked away. But every single one was clocking me, tallying rumors, weighing the odds.

I kept my eyes down, but it didn’t help.

At the first café, I barely made it inside before a wall of noise hit. A low, insistent murmur layering over the clink of mugs and the grind of espresso. I snagged a table by the window, textbooks out, laptop open, and tried to look like I gave a shit about protein alignment instead of the label they’d already pasted to my chest.

Didn’t work.

Three tables to my left, a trio of sorority girls giggled over their smoothies, shooting glances and not bothering to keep their voices down.

“That’s him, look,” one stage-whispered, “he’s the one with Chloe Ross and Rory Bennett. Both of them. I heard he’s a genius.”

“I heard he’s got a whole harem in the sorority house. Serena, too.”

“No way,” the third girl said, but her eyes were glued to me. “I’d believe it. He looks dangerous.”

“And hot as hell.” One of them said it, crisp and hungry, and the words hit like a spark in a powder trail. Instantly they all dissolved into giggles, a chain reaction, bright and breathless, every laugh sharp as the summer sun.

I tried to ignore it, but my shoulders drew tight, fingers tapping the table in a staccato I couldn’t control. Every so often, I’d peek up and catch another set of eyes, sometimes from the faculty, sometimes just random students. Always staring.

Across the room, I spotted a pack of Ashbourne guys, all muscle and attitude. They watched me with open contempt, like I’d pulled a bank job and gotten away with it. I could guess the conversation: who did I think I was? What kind of scam was I running?

I did my best to focus, pages, notes, the cold logic of science, but the static was everywhere. I could feel the paranoia brewing in my chest, an urge to get up and run. Instead, I pressed deeper, letting the numbers and formulas buffer me from the noise.

It worked for maybe three minutes. Then someone in the next booth muttered:

“Seriously, he’s just a scholarship kid. How the fuck did he pull that? I’d kill to trade lives for a weekend.”

“Maybe he’s got a magic cock or something,” the other replied, deadpan.

My cheeks flared hot, and I came this close to snapping my pencil in half. For a second, I just sat there, suspended between two versions of myself. The fierce pride in what I’d made with my own hands, and the nerve-fraying, sick feeling of everyone looking at me, dissecting it, deciding what it was worth.

But the truth was, I couldn’t stand in both places. It had to be one or the other. In the end, every single time, I’d pick the girls.

I stacked my books and bailed, heading for open air.

Even outside, the looks followed. Every hallway, every courtyard, everyone seemed to know. People leaned in, stances shifting, words hanging until I passed. They’d coined new nicknames overnight: Outlier, Harem King, even “the Ross sisters’ tamer.”

When I reached the quad, the noise was louder than before. And there, in the center of it, stood Chloe and Rory, side by side in the sunshine.

Chloe wore a cropped yellow top and denim shorts, her golden hair wild around her cheeks. She waved like she owned the world. Beside her, Rory looked devastating in red, curves on full display, her eyes finding mine and locking me in.

They didn’t give a damn about the stares. If anything, they leaned into it.

I crossed the quad, felt the air get tighter, every head turning. Chloe called my name, loud and clear. “Noah! Over here, babe.”

Rory grinned, eyes sparkling. “You’re late, Outlier.”

When I reached them, Chloe pounced first, wrapping her arms around my neck and planting a kiss dead center on my lips. A beat later, Rory slid up on my other side, pulled my chin to hers, and matched the move. Two kisses, perfectly timed, perfectly public.

The effect was nuclear.

From all sides, gasps. A girl tripped over her own feet, mouth hanging open. Guys near the science building just stopped walking, frozen. Even a couple professors did double takes like maybe their lecture notes had just self-destructed.

Chloe just giggled, squeezing my waist. “Told you he looked good today.”

Rory winked, then whispered, “You know we’re the talk of two universities, right?”

I shrugged, pulse hammering. “Was hoping for a little privacy.”

Chloe stuck her tongue out. “Good luck, baby. You’re not getting it back.”

We turned, arms wrapped, and walked together toward our next class. And everywhere we went, the cycle started over, eyes, whispers, heads turning and hearts breaking.

At first, it was embarrassing. The nerves, the self-doubt, the sense that maybe I’d stumbled into something too big to control.

But with every step, with the heat of their bodies pressed to mine, that panic melted into something else, something that tasted a hell of a lot like pride.

I’d gone from invisible to infamous.

And I wouldn’t have traded it for anything.


Chapter five
Christmas with Chloe


The Ross family didn’t do Christmas small. They did it big, loud, and unapologetically luxurious. Every square inch glowed, white lights strung in razor, straight patterns along the eaves, a six-foot gold-and-silver wreath on the front door, and twin nutcrackers standing silent guard over the porch like bouncers at the world’s fanciest nightclub.

Chloe squeezed my hand on the walk up, her grip tight enough to make my knuckles tingle. She was pure holiday sex appeal in red velvet, the neckline plunging just enough to make me forget the California chill. Her perfume, coconut with a hint of cinnamon, washed over me with every step, keeping my heart rate two beats above safety.

Inside, the place was chaos wrapped in a bow.

The first thing you noticed was the scent: live pine, real cinnamon, and something sweet baking in the kitchen. The entry hall hit you with an ambush of garland, holiday cards, and a Christmas tree so loaded down with ornaments it looked in danger of collapse. Shiny reds, glittery gold, whole armies of glass figurines lined every surface. Every photo on the wall was Ross Family at Peak Presentation. Ski trips, galas, and a few throwbacks to the kind of matching-sweater Christmases you thought only happened in catalogues.

Chloe led the way. Her legs, bare and golden, flashed every time her dress shifted. “Do not be nervous. Daddy just likes to act scary.”

“If he throws me out the window, at least the hedges will break my fall,” I deadpanned.

She grinned, blue eyes sparkling. “You’ll be fine. Besides, you have me for backup.”

I wasn’t so sure. I felt like a research grant walking into a hedge fund’s annual meeting.

The door opened before we even rang.

Maxwell Ross, Chloe’s father, the legend, the hard ass, stood in the doorway. Six-two, sharp blue eyes, hair in a salt-and-pepper wave that didn’t move even as the wind cut around him. His suit was black, pressed, and perfect, with silver cufflinks and a tie that probably cost more than my laptop.

He didn’t smile. He measured me, top to bottom, no hint of warmth, then thrust out a hand like he expected me to fail a test.

I matched his grip, refusing to give ground. “Good evening, sir. Thank you for having me.”

His palm was a slab. Zero give. He sized me up, expression flat. “We keep a strict holiday start time, Mr. Mercer.” His voice was low, level. “I appreciate punctuality.”

Chloe slipped her arm around my back, nudging me over the threshold. “Daddy, this is Noah, the one I’ve told you about.” Her tone was all sugar. “I hope you’re ready to be impressed, because he’s the campus superstar these days.”

Max arched one eyebrow, but the handshake didn’t budge. “We’ll see about that.”

Inside, the heat and light wrapped around us, dazzling. Dr. Vivian Ross appeared from the kitchen, somehow both elegant and relaxed. Her dress was emerald green silk, fitted to her curves, the neckline demure but the silhouette all hourglass. She wore her dark hair twisted up, every line calculated to project power and grace at the same time.

She smiled, faint, knowing, as she moved to greet us. “Noah. You’re right on time.”

I nodded. “I wouldn’t miss it. Thank you for inviting me.”

Next in line: Brooke. She barreled down the stairs like Christmas came with a wrestling entrance theme. Her hair was a wild red mane, dress black and cut low enough to show off her perfect cleavage and the smooth sweep of her golden shoulders. She shot me a wink even as she hit me with a hug that bordered on tackle.

“Merry Christmas, Outlier,” she purred in my ear. “I hope you saved some appetite for dessert.”

I choked down a laugh. “That depends on what’s on the menu.”

She grinned, bright and unfiltered, then let go without a hint of self-consciousness.

Behind her, Mia drifted in, softer, quieter, golden tan offset by a pale-blue wrap dress that hugged all the right places. Her hair was glossy and loose, eyes luminous with a gentle kind of confidence. She moved like she’d been poured into her heels.

“I’m glad you’re here, Noah,” she said, offering a smile that didn’t ask for attention. It just happened.

Before I could answer, another presence materialized: Evan.

He was the only one in the family who went for “California formal”, open-collar, navy shirt tucked into slim dark pants, sandy hair brushed out of his eyes. He grinned at me, and the energy shifted, tension breaking just enough to let the air in.

Evan clapped me on the shoulder with the easy familiarity of our Ashbourne days. "Look who finally made it to the Ross family circus," he said, grinning. "Been telling them for months you're not as much of a nerd as they think."

I laughed, falling back into our old rhythm. "So you're the one who's been doing damage control. Appreciate it, roomie."

The swirl of introductions blurred as holiday music drifted from the living room, classic, classy, the kind of soundtrack that announced you were about to eat a meal no one would ever forget. The dining room glowed. At the center: a table big enough to seat a jury, polished to a mirror shine, every place setting an event in itself. Linen napkins, gold-edged plates, stemware that caught the light in prisms.

And the food. It was a full-assault Christmas spread. Turkey, beef tenderloin, at least four side dishes dressed in holiday glamor, and enough homemade bread to carb-load a swim team.

Chloe maneuvered me to my seat. I landed between her and Brooke, a setup that felt as much like a dare as an invitation. Across from me, Mia and Dr. Ross. At the head, Max. At the foot, Evan, who slouched in with confidence that only a brother could pull off.

Everyone settled in, crystal filled, plates stacked.

The moment we all sat down, Max took control.

***

“So, Noah. Chloe tells me you’ve had some success at St. Celeste.” The tone was father-of-the-year if your dad was a Fortune 500 CEO.

I met his gaze. “I’ve been lucky to work with some incredible people. We’re pushing the boundaries on tissue regeneration. My current project is the BioPrint Regenerative Scaffold. It’s designed to dissolve as new tissue forms, no residue.”

Brooke nudged my knee under the table, smirking. “Translation: he’s changing the game. Most researchers are still on training wheels compared to him.”

Max didn’t flinch. “Impressive. But what makes it different from the legacy models? Commercially, everything’s saturated until you break the physics.”

Dr. Ross leaned forward, elbows perfectly spaced, every gesture controlled. “We could let Mr. Mercer explain, unless you’d rather take the floor yourself, Max.”

He inclined his head, a silent show of respect. “Please. I want to hear it from the source.”

All eyes shifted to me. Even Chloe went quiet, her hand resting on my thigh under the linen.

I kept my voice steady. “Traditional scaffolds act as temporary molds. They’re static. My model’s dynamic. It adapts to the micro-environment in real time. Self-assembling peptide networks, programmable delivery systems for growth factors. It acts less like a cast and more like a living framework.”

Mia’s eyes sparkled. “The prototype can even detect changes in cellular pressure, right? That was the breakthrough.”

I grinned at her, making sure the spotlight landed where it belonged. “Absolutely. Mia’s data analysis was what made the difference. She caught the way the hydrogel migrated across the tissue gradient. No one else saw what she did. We’d still be stuck at version 1.5 if she hadn’t flagged it.”

Mia flushed, subtle, but real. Her mouth curled in a faint, proud smile, and she ducked her head like she wasn’t used to public compliments.

Even Dr. Ross looked impressed. “Amelia’s intuition for the human variable is unmatched.”

Brooke hoisted her wineglass. “Can confirm. Mia’s the reason any of us made it through statistics alive.”

Evan chimed in. “I try to keep up, but most of the time I’m just here for the color commentary. If you want someone to make a Ted Lasso metaphor out of this, I’m your guy.”

Laughter rippled around the table, cutting the tension by half. Even Max’s lips twitched, almost but not quite into a smile.

He wasn’t finished, though.

“Three questions for you, Noah,” Max said, voice calm but laced with challenge. “One: what’s the real timeline on the prototype? Two: what barriers do you see for upscaling? And three: why hasn’t someone else beaten you there already?”

Chloe squeezed my thigh, a silent vote of confidence.

I went methodical. “We’re running animal models within two months. Human trials are obviously years out, but for soft-tissue repair, we’ve got early adoption interest from three hospitals. Barrier is always funding for the jump from benchtop to bedside, regulatory, cost per unit, materials science. But Dr. Ross’s team is working on it.”

Brooke, never one to stay silent, added, “If the world ran on stubbornness, Outlier would already be CEO of his own startup.”

Max nodded, expression unfazed. “Why you, then? What’s your edge?”

I considered, then went for the truth. “Systems thinking. Most research is siloed—biology, chemistry, engineering, never in the same room. I mapped the failure points across all three, then rebuilt from the ground up. But honestly, a lot of it is Mia and her approach to signal analysis. She looks for meaning in what everyone else ignores, noise, outliers, the unpredictable.”

Mia’s eyes met mine, and for a second the table didn’t exist. Just the two of us, and the fierce, bright pride burning in that split moment.

Brooke caught the look and snorted, not unkind. “My sister, the secret weapon.”

Chloe leaned in, voice low, intimate. “I told you he was different, Daddy. He actually credits his team.”

Max watched, tongue flicking over his teeth in thought. “I’ve seen a lot of bright young men come through this house. Most lose their edge the minute someone tells them they’re special. That’s not your style, is it?”

I shook my head. “Compliments don’t pay rent. The work either stands or it doesn’t.”

That landed. Max nodded, a touch slower, then reached for the wine with a steady hand. “Good answer. I’d invest in you, given the right proof.”

Dr. Ross’s gaze never left my face. “You underestimate the value of intuition in science, Max. Sometimes the best breakthroughs come from outside the algorithm.”

He shrugged. “Maybe. But the world runs on return, not romance.”

Evan took the alley-oop, deadpan: “So, what you’re saying is the best research is just a really good investment portfolio?”

Everyone actually laughed this time, even Max. Holidays or not, Evan knew how to pull the ripcord on family tension.

Brooke turned back to me. “Are you allowed to say your biggest fuck-up in front of the table, or is this strictly a ‘Top Chef’ audition?”

I grinned. “Failure? Sure. First animal test, the scaffold sheared clean through the muscle. I stayed up all night trying to figure out if I’d blown a math variable or just invented the world’s most expensive paper shredder.”

Chloe giggled, her hand sliding higher on my thigh. “I’m guessing you fixed it.”

“Not alone. Mia spotted a flaw in the stress modeling data. Turned out to be the key.”

Mia blushed deeper, but this time she didn’t look away. “I just read the numbers. Noah rebuilt the model in six hours and built a new physical prototype in twelve.”

Brooke’s voice went soft, rare for her. “They’re both too modest, honestly.”

Max sipped his wine. “What’s your five-year plan, Noah?”

I shot straight. “Finish the scaffold, see it in human use. Maybe consult for commercial partners, but mostly, prove it can change lives. I care more about the solution than the spotlight.”

Chloe’s breath caught beside me, a subtle exhale, but I felt it.

Evan tossed a bread roll to Mia. “Five bucks says he’s on a magazine cover before I finish grad school.”

Mia smiled, softer than before. “He’d probably burn it for warmth before showing it off.”

Dr. Ross let her gaze slide to Max. “See what I mean? He fits.”

Max considered me like he was crunching his own private algorithm, sizing me up for some mental ledger, or, hell, maybe the future son-in-law draft pick. He took his time, eyes tracking the details like he couldn’t afford a single miscalculation. “You remind me of someone I used to work with. Ruthless with problems, gentle with people. It’s rare.”

I inclined my head. “I learned from the best.”

He nodded, almost approving. “Dinner’s getting cold. Let’s eat.”

Chloe leaned in, mouth brushing my ear. “You crushed that, baby.”

Brooke, not to be outdone, slid her hand under the table and squeezed my thigh hard enough to remind me nothing was ever simple here.

Across the table, Dr. Ross just smiled, eyes glittering with promise.

For the first time all night, I let myself relax.

Christmas at the Ross house wasn’t just about presents or the perfect turkey.

It was about being seen.

And for once, I wasn’t the outsider.

I was sitting at the center, harem to my right and left, genius in my lap, and the full weight of the Ross family watching every move I made.

If there was a better way to close out the year, I hadn’t found it.

***

The meal proper started in a flurry of silver and crystal, each course more decadent than the last. Fat slices of tenderloin, potatoes whipped to silk, vegetables roasted in enough olive oil to make a cardiologist weep. Chloe lavished me with smiles, and Brooke never passed up a chance to brush her bare thigh against mine, even as she double-dipped on the garlic bread. Conversation ping-ponged between campus stories, wild family legends, and the occasional hard swerve back to business.

Max, it turned out, never really let up. The man could’ve run a CIA interrogation with less intensity.

“Let’s get granular,” he said, voice slicing through the bubble of sibling banter. “If you’re prototyping in January, what’s the runway to reliable scale production? And what’s the true materials bottleneck, peptide chain cost, or a supplier issue?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but something caught me off guard.

Under the table, a foot, decisive, stockinged, unmistakably feminine, traced up my ankle. Not a light brush, but a deliberate stroke, the heel landing perfectly before gliding up my calf. I froze. My fork hovered mid-bite, and for a split second, every neuron in my body redirected south.

I shot a glance across the table.

Dr. Ross looked back at me, expression exactly the same as before, composed, queenly, lips parted only to sip her wine or answer the occasional crossfire from Max. Her hands never left the table. Her eyes might as well have been running a clinical trial on how long I could last.

I managed a breath, then tried to answer. “The biggest variable is, ah, batch consistency. 3D-printed frameworks scale, but the hydrogel purity is make-or-break. Every ounce of contamination blows it up.”

A pause. Dr. Ross’s foot glided higher, now mapping slow circles behind my knee, just enough to send a full-body shiver racing north. I wanted to bite my lip but didn’t dare.

Max didn’t skip a beat. “Who’s your best supplier on the hydrogels? Anyone in the Bay Area?”

Dr. Ross’s foot pressed in, kneading my calf like she wanted to see if I’d squirm.

“Uh, two main sources, actually. Sigma’s local but inconsistent. For highest quality, you have to contract through—” I lost my train of thought for a second. Brooke, right then, chose to slide her hand under the table and onto my thigh with the subtlety of a Vegas blackjack dealer.

Chloe noticed. Instantly, she covered with a laugh. “Dad, don’t grill him too hard. He’s the only reason we’ll ever get published in Science.”

Evan, picking up the rescue, said, “Every time you grill a genius, an angel loses its lab funding.”

The table chuckled, but Max just leaned in, relentless.

“If the hydrogel is the bottleneck,” Max pressed, “how will you keep quality up at volume? Labor, automation, or IP?”

Brooke’s hand eased in, slow-motion, working up my inner thigh. I could actually hear the blood pounding in my ears. Dr. Ross’s foot rolled behind my knee, hypnotic, insistent. My cock lurched in anticipation, stiffening like it was desperate to impress the entire top floor of the house.

I tried to steady my breathing, but I was a walking live wire.

“Automation, to a point,” I managed. “But human QA on the—fuck, I mean, on the gel homogeneity is critical, especially for early runs. The IP is defensible, but the challenge is always—always—the… uh…”

Brooke, under the table, found my zipper. It slid open with a deadly little click I was sure everyone could hear. Her hand was cool, nimble, and she showed zero hesitation. She fished through my boxers, fingers expert as hell, and curled around my cock, already fully hard and pulsing so fierce it might’ve had its own heartbeat.

I almost lost it right there. My wine glass jerked, and I coughed hard, barely covering the sound with a tight sputter.

Across the table, Dr. Ross’s eyes caught mine. She didn’t blink, not even as her foot drifted higher, now stroking the inside of my thigh in long, measured sweeps.

Brooke started stroking me, slow and rhythmic. Her grip was firm, her pace unhurried. She leaned in, whispering, “Don’t lose your place, Outlier.”

I gripped my fork so hard the tines bent.

Chloe, knowing exactly what was happening, squeezed my thigh in perfect time with Brooke’s hand. Her eyes danced between me and her sister, all encouragement and zero shame. The pressure, the solidarity, was dizzying.

Max, oblivious, hammered away. “Have you charted a cost curve for post-pilot runs? What’s your target per unit? More importantly, when do you actually think you’ll be able to put this into a human trial?”

I could barely focus. Brooke pumped my cock under the shield of the heavy tablecloth, her hand wicked, her touch sending lightning through my spine. Dr. Ross’s foot was now so high on my thigh I kept expecting her to hook me behind the knee and pull me under the table.

It took everything not to groan.

“Projected cost per unit is… uh, dropping fast,” I said, voice strained. “We’re using off-the-shelf polymer blends, and Mia’s algorithms cut waste by nearly thirty percent. If we hold the line, we could have a clinical prototype—”

Brooke swiped her thumb over the head of my cock, finding a bead of precum and smearing it over the tip in careful, torturous circles.

“—by the end of spring semester. Earliest. But only if FDA doesn’t sandbag us.”

Chloe took over. “Daddy, did you know Noah’s team just scored faculty funding for the entire next phase? Mom’s committee approved it, something that never happens after just one round of review.”

Max tilted his head, half-impressed, half-predator. “That’s rare.”

Brooke maintained her pace, steady, relentless. The pleasure climbed so fast I actually had to glance at the chandelier to keep from shuddering.

I could see Mia notice, curious, but not prying. It was Evan, though, who broke the spell. “If this stuff works, are you going to quit school and open your own company, or are you going to stay at St. Celeste and drive the rest of the faculty insane?”

Brooke pumped harder, short, tight strokes that made my jaw clench. Dr. Ross’s foot grazed right up to the bulge itself, then retreated, just to tease me.

I forced myself to breathe.

“Not sure,” I rasped, voice running rough. “Depends on if I… if I survive the holidays, honestly.”

Brooke squeezed my cock, milking precum from the tip, fingers working in precise, devastating little stutters even as her face above the table stayed cool, almost bored.

Chloe’s hand moved over mine, lacing our fingers. “He’s too good for us, isn’t he?”

Brooke snorted. “I wouldn’t say that, babe. He’s handling himself just fine.”

Chloe shot her a knowing glance, a raw blue fire that made my cock even harder in Brooke’s hand.

On the other side of the table, Dr. Ross silently watched, her lips barely parted, a hint of a smile playing at the edges.

Max shifted, eyes locking on me one last time. “I suppose we’ll see if you can deliver on your promise. Christmas is about miracles, after all.”

Brooke’s hand was merciless, driving me to the edge, backing off, then ramping up the pressure just when the conversation dared to dip toward normal. My face burned, my knuckles shone white where I gripped the fork, and more than once I had to stop talking, feigning a thoughtful pause while Brooke nearly broke my mind.

Dr. Ross’s foot never stopped—up, down, swirling slow, never letting me forget she was there.

“Outlier’s always been good at handling pressure,” Evan joked, the words loaded.

Chloe giggled, then squeezed my hand again, her body humming with pride and something darker. A hunger I was only just beginning to understand.

I managed to finish the answer, barely. “If we can run the validation trial by June, they might even name a paper after us. But for what it’s worth, I think the best work is what happens when no one’s looking.”

Especially under a table, where the real miracles happened.

Max finally relaxed, signaling to the kitchen for dessert.

Brooke smoothed my zipper closed, casual as anything. Her hand lingered, giving my cock a final squeeze before letting go. Under the table, Dr. Ross’s foot withdrew, trailing a promise along my leg.

Chloe’s hand found my own, and she squeezed so hard I thought she might never let go.

Above the linen, everything looked normal. Below, I was barely holding together.

If this was what Christmas dinner at the Ross house was like, I couldn’t wait to see what happened once the rest of the family left us alone.

I exhaled, pulse hammering.

The harem was just getting started.


Chapter six
Cream Pie for Christmas


Ibarely made it out alive.

One more stroke from Brooke under the table, and I’d have painted the Ross family centerpiece with a load hot enough to make the tree lights flicker. I excused myself, voice tight, legs numb. “Bathroom, just a sec.” If Max clocked the situation, he showed veteran-level restraint by not saying a word. Chloe squeezed my hand and shot me a look equal parts pride and hunger.

In that hallway, the polished wood gleamed, but all I could focus on was the pressure in my pants and the lingering sensation of Brooke’s grip, cool and relentless. I practically sprinted for the guest bathroom, fingers trembling as I yanked the door shut behind me.

The silence inside was a gut punch. Tiny room, single pedestal sink, cold blue tile underfoot, and a pocket of shadows from the dim vanity light. I braced myself on the edge of the sink, breathing in short, sharp bursts. My cock throbbed—angry red, almost leaking through the fabric. I was seconds from losing it.

This was supposed to be a rescue mission, but apparently, I’d just lit the fuse.

A soft shuffle from the hallway. That instant, adrenaline shock.

The handle turned.

Door cracked, and Brooke slipped in, shutting it with a gentle but lethal click. The lock snicked into place.

She didn’t bother with pleasantries. “Chloe insisted I come check on you,” Brooke whispered, her voice dark with intent. That smile. The slow sideways stretch of her lips should’ve come with a warning label.

She didn’t just close the distance. She stalked me. Black dress riding up, hair wild, blue eyes locked on my jaw like she was plotting the best way to leave a mark.

I tried to protest. “Brooke—” but my brain shorted out as she sank to her knees right in front of me.

“Shh. Let me.”

She had my zipper open before I finished blinking. The second my cock sprang free, her eyes went wide, hungry. Brooke wrapped her hand around the base, tight, possessive, and stroked slow, milking out a bead of slick precum.

“God, you’re hard,” she muttered, tongue flicking her lips. “Must be my fault.”

I didn’t have time to answer. Her mouth sealed around the head, hot and wet and perfect. She took me deep in one steady glide, lips stretching, cheeks hollowed, the pressure instantly cranking my pulse to critical.

The noise was obscene. Her spit, the wet pop as she bobbed, the hitched, desperate inhale every time she pulled back for breath but never let go. Her tongue worked circles under the crown then flattened, sliding up the underside smooth as velvet. The pleasure was torture, raw and hungry, tinged with the edge of panic that someone would hear, someone would wonder why two voices suddenly went missing from the table next door.

It didn’t matter.

Brooke sucked my cock like she wanted to own it forever. Her rhythm was merciless, fast, then slow; twisting her fist, then pausing just to lick the head while her free hand tugged my balls gently, rolling them, coaxing more. She made eye contact every time, daring me to lose my shit.

“Fuck, Brooke,” I hissed, barely above a whimper. I gripped the sink so hard my knuckles went white.

Her answer was to bury me deeper. She gagged, just a little, eyes watering, but she didn’t flinch. It only made her more determined. The heat of her mouth, the way her lips sealed so tight, every downstroke slicker than the last. My whole body shook with effort not to explode instantly.

A moan from her throat sent vibrations down my shaft. If there was a world record for oral, she’d already shattered it.

Outside the door: voices, laughter, the clink of glasses. Inside: the symphony of her sucking, slurping, and the ragged pulse of my own breathing as I tried, tried and failed, to keep quiet.

I braced one hand on her head, fingers sliding into her wild red hair. She twisted, letting the strands fan over her cheeks, eyes fluttering closed as she bobbed faster, deeper, saliva running down my length to pool at the base. The image was pure porn, a goddess on her knees, ruined lipstick, flushed cheeks, and my cock vanishing between her lips again and again.

She popped off, gasping for air, stroking me rapid-fire. My tip smeared her cheek with precum, and she grinned, proud and filthy. “You gonna cum for me, or do I need to work harder?”

I wanted to answer, had a comeback lined up, but she swallowed me whole again, this time humming around the head until I nearly blacked out.

The pressure built, every nerve raw. It was like being wound tighter and tighter, the tiniest sound or touch away from losing control in the most humiliating, spectacular way possible.

Brooke must have sensed it. She slowed, teasing, tongue flicking the slit, then licked me from base to tip, savoring the taste, inhaling with pure, animal delight.

Her nails scratched my thigh, then settled around my balls, massaging, coaxing. Her other hand twisted in counter-rhythm to her mouth, and the double sensation nearly buckled my knees.

I tried to stay upright, tried to hold the edge, but it was a losing battle.

She kept going. More. Harder. Wet noises, the soft slap of her palm, the obscene, gorgeous pop every time she took me deep. The ache in my cock crested, my hips stuttered, and I tasted iron as I bit my own tongue, desperate not to grunt too loud and tip off the whole damn family.

Brooke grinned up at me, lips stretched wide, tongue lapping at the tip like it was her favorite treat. “You taste so fucking good,” she whispered, the words sending a jolt straight to my balls.

If there’s a heaven for men, it’s a locked guest bathroom with a devil in red hair sucking your cock and nobody on the other side realizing you’re seconds from coming apart.

She bobbed faster, deeper. I could hear the desperate gulp every time I hit the back of her throat, but she held steady, refusing to let up. Her spit coated my shaft in glistening streaks. If she wanted proof of her power, the mess on her face and the wild slurping noises would’ve been enough.

I felt the flood coming, balls drawing up, every muscle in my abdomen flexing, but I didn’t want to finish in her mouth. Not yet. Didn’t want the moment to end before I tasted her.

I gripped her jaw, gentle but urgent, and tugged her up.

Brooke didn’t protest. She popped off with a gasp, face flushed, mouth dripping. I pulled her to her feet and kissed her, no hesitation, open-mouthed, sloppy, her moan pouring into my throat. I could taste myself on her lips, on her tongue, and it just made me harder.

Her hands flew to my chest, nails raking, dragging me closer. My own hands wrenched her dress down, exposing those legendary D-cups, the kind of tits that could cause riots at the beach. They bounced free, nipples pink and already hard, begging for attention.

I didn’t waste time. I sucked one into my mouth, using my tongue to flick and swirl while my palm kneaded the other. Brooke arched into me, her breath hot against my ear.

“God, yes. Suck them. Don’t stop. Fuck, Noah, you’re so good.”

I shifted to the other nipple, biting gently, then sucking hard enough to leave a mark. Her body trembled, every exhale a whispered curse. The heat from her chest, the scent of her perfume and skin, the forbidden urgency of a quickie in her parents’ house. It was a cocktail engineered for madness.

She wrapped a thigh around my leg, grinding her pussy against me through her dress. I could feel her heat, the slickness even through the fabric, and it turned my brain to static.

I alternated between her breasts, switching every few seconds, careful to tease the nipples with just enough edge to make her moan into my mouth. With every pass, she grew wilder. Arch of her back, claw of her hands, shudders racing down her body.

I switched from sucking to licking, then to gentle bites, watching her face melt with pleasure. Every time my teeth grazed her nipple, her moans grew softer but needier. A raw, hungry little noise just for me.

If there was ever a Hall of Fame for bathroom hookups, we’d just earned our own plaque.

I pulled her close, mouth pressed to her ear. “You’re going to get us caught.”

She laughed, a low, wicked sound, and rolled her hips into mine, grinding my cock against her bare thigh. “Only if you can’t keep quiet, Outlier. You still want it?”

Rather than answer, I sucked her nipple so hard she gasped, nearly losing her balance.

She steadied herself, fingers tangling in my hair, and murmured, “Don’t ever stop. Make me feel it.”

I found her mouth again, kissing her deeper, anchoring her to the cold tile while my hands roamed over her ass, up her back, squeezing, testing, staking my claim.

Brooke responded in kind, grinding into me, her hands everywhere, her need painted across her skin and echoing in every stifled moan. Her breasts glistened with my spit, nipples swollen and flushed, proud evidence of exactly what I’d been doing.

Our breath fogged the mirror. The air was thick with sex and barely contained risk.

With every second, the need grew sharper, hotter, heavier, bordering on reckless.

But if you gave Brooke a wall, she’d find a way to break through.

I braced her against the sink, thrusting my hips so my cock slid between her thighs, leaving a slick trail on her skin. The pressure was exquisite, torture in slow motion.

“Harder,” she begged, voice barely a whisper. “Please, Noah. I’m so fucking wet.”

I alternated sucking her nipples, then biting her neck, kissing her jaw, drawing out every gasp and shudder. My cock throbbed between us, desperate for more, but I wanted to savor the way her body practically melted under my hands.

She rocked into me, matching every move. “If you cum on me, I’ll die happy,” she muttered, grinding the tip against her slick, bare thigh.

I almost did.

But not yet.

We tangled mouths and hands, skin on skin, until the only thing left was the promise of what came next.

If the rest of the family wondered why I’d vanished with Brooke for so long, let them guess.

I’d never needed a woman the way I needed her in that tiny, airless bathroom.

She left me trembling on the edge, cock still leaking, desperate to be inside her. But I wanted to stretch out every second, make the buildup last, so that when we finally snapped, it’d be one for the record books.

We stayed locked together, breathing hard, our sweat and spit mingling on her bare chest while her hands dug into my back. The tile was cold, but every inch of Brooke was pure, liquid heat.

When I finally let her come up for air, she licked her own nipple, eyes dancing with slutty triumph.

“If you last another five minutes, I’ll make it the best Christmas you’ve ever had,” she whispered, then dropped her hand to my cock and stroked once, for effect.

I grabbed her jaw, pulled her lips to mine, and claimed her all over again.

In the Harem Olympics, this was a lead nobody could chase down.

We were just getting started.

***

I couldn’t wait another second. If we kept kissing, kept teasing each other, I’d blow just from the way Brooke moaned when I tongued her nipples. And if the ache in my cock was anything to go by, neither of us was faking it.

I spun her to face the mirror.

Brooke caught her own reflection, pupils wide and cheeks flushed. For the tiniest moment, she grinned, a hungry, predatory flash, then planted her palms against the edge of the sink and arched her back, offering her perfect dancer’s ass like she’d been born for it.

I bunched her dress up to her waist, exposing a lacy black thong already soaked through. Her skin glowed gold even in the shitty bathroom light, and the sight of her ass, round, high, flawless, nearly short-circuited me. I hooked a finger under the band and yanked the panties aside, baring her pussy.

Dripping. Swollen. Slick as sin.

My cock throbbed, so hard it ached. I lined up behind her, not even pretending to savor the anticipation. One hand gripped her hip, the other palming her cheek, firm, possessive, ready to leave a bruise.

I pushed in, burying my cock inside her in one smooth, devastating thrust. The heat and pressure nearly knocked me out. Brooke’s breath stuttered, and she clamped a hand over her own mouth to muffle the sound.

Her pussy hugged me, slick and tight and pulsing with want.

We locked eyes in the mirror.

She bit down on her own fist, knuckles white, trying not to moan loud enough to wake the neighbors. Her hair fell in wild red waves around her shoulders, sweat already beading at her temple. The image was unreal: fucked-out, electric, desperate.

I drew back and slammed in again, harder. Skin met skin with a wet, obscene slap. The sink groaned in protest, rocking under the force of each thrust.

Brooke’s ass rippled with every hit, jiggling so perfectly I couldn’t look away.

“Fuck,” I gritted, fighting to keep my own voice below a war cry. “Look at you. You’re incredible.”

She managed a wild, glassy-eyed smile in the mirror, then went back to biting her lip, hips pushing back to meet every thrust.

The way her pussy gripped me, clenching, milking, refusing to let go, nearly snapped my self-control. Wetness coated my cock, glinting in the mirror with every pull-out, every hard drive home. The rhythm was primal: in, out, in, out. She soaked me, juices dripping down her thigh to spatter on the blue tile floor.

Outside the door, distant laughter and the faint clink of holiday china. If anyone walked past, we were dead.

But Brooke never cared about danger. She thrived on it.

I doubled down, both hands grabbing her hips, spreading her wider. The extra leverage let me pound harder, deeper. The sound was deafening in that tiny space, flesh on flesh, the muffled smack of Brooke’s ass against my pelvis, the harsh, desperate breathing as we both hunted the edge.

She looked up, tears shining in her eyes, mouth slack with pleasure. I caught her gaze in the mirror and lost myself in it.

“That’s it, baby,” I growled, unable to slow down. “You love this, don’t you?”

She nodded, eyes rolling back as her pussy clamped down even harder.

I angled my hips, hunting for the spot that made her lose it. The second I nailed it, her whole body shuddered, thighs trembling, arms locked straight as she braced for the onslaught.

I watched everything. My cock vanishing into her, glistening with her slickness. The shape of her ass straining against my grip. The flush creeping down her spine and across her bare back. If it was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up.

Brooke tried to keep quiet, but her moans broke through, soft, pleading, desperate. Every time I slammed home, her voice hitched. It was a miracle no one heard and came knocking.

The sink creaked louder, threatening to tear out of the wall, but neither of us slowed down. If anything, the risk sharpened the edge.

She slammed back into me, meeting each thrust with a hunger I’d never felt from anyone else.

I reached around, fingers slipping between her thighs to find her swollen clit. She was so wet it was almost friction-less. The second I touched her, she jerked, hips bucking, pussy squeezing my cock in frantic, rhythmic pulses.

She gasped, face contorting as she fought to keep the scream buried. “Oh god, Noah. Fuck! Don’t stop, don’t ever stop.”

I didn’t. Faster, harder, deeper.

Each thrust sent a fresh jolt rippling through us, the mirror reflecting everything we’d surrendered to: her untamed, shameless, breasts bounding and clapping together as she arched forward, my hands braced at her hips, cock plunging in and out, relentless, our bodies straining and shuddering and unraveling, second by second, breathless and wild in the heat of it.

I watched her fall apart.

Her body tensed, quake rolling from her toes to her scalp. Her eyes squeezed shut, lips bitten raw, both arms shaking as she pummeled the edge of the sink with white-knuckled fists.

Brooke’s climax detonated like a bomb, violent, primal, a seizure that rippled from the tips of her toes to the roots of her hair. I could see the exact instant it hit her: her reflection’s eyes snapped shut, mouth stretched in a silent scream, every muscle in her back rigid and trembling. The shudders ran down her body in aftershock convulsions, thighs quaking as she bore down on my cock, each spasm milking me with insane, merciless pressure.

She was so fucking tight I thought she was trying to rip me in half.

But that only threw gasoline on my own fuse, and before I could brace, the dam inside me fractured. The pleasure boiled up from my spine and exploded, white heat, total sensory overload. I buried myself to the hilt and groaned, the sound too raw to be human, emptying everything into her at once. My cock pulsed, shot after shot, filling Brooke’s cunt with so much cum it overflowed and ran in hot streams down her thighs.

She collapsed into the bathroom mirror, forehead pressed to the glass, arms shaking as she tried not to collapse. Her ass presented, still impaled on me, pussy fluttering and squeezing, draining every last drop. I pressed up behind her, pinning her in place, my own knees about to buckle as the world spun dizzy and airless.

We were welded together, sweat and spit and cum and body heat fusing us into one sticky, ruined organism.

I couldn’t even move. My heart pounded so hard it shook my whole body, ribs threatening to crack with every beat. My vision blurred at the edges, making the ugly blue bathroom tiles pulse like a strobe light.

Brooke moaned, a low, animal sound, then started laughing, high and wild, cheek smushed against the mirror as if she’d just won the best prize on Earth. Her ass wiggled back on my cock, like she couldn’t bear to let me go, not even for a second.

I tried to say something, but all I could manage was a ragged gasp. My hands were still gripping her hips, fingertips sunk so deep I’d probably leave marks for days. I traced a shaky line up her spine, found her shoulder, and squeezed, as if to anchor us both to the ground and make sure we didn’t evaporate into the ether.

The rest of the house creaked with the sounds of normal life: chairs scraping, glasses clinking, the low hum of human voices. It felt impossible that anyone could be so ordinary when we’d just broken every rule of physics in this shitty little bathroom.

Slowly, I eased out of her. The sensation was so intense, I had to grit my teeth to keep from cumming again right there. My cock slid free with a wet, obscene pop, strings of milky fluid following the motion, smearing down the insides of her legs. Brooke let out a tiny whimper, then reached back and cupped her pussy, as if trying to hold the mess inside.

She turned around, breathless, tits heaving, hair wild and tangled with sweat. Her face glowed with triumph. She wiped a streak of my cum off her thigh, licked it from her fingers, and grinned.

“Jesus, Outlier,” she panted, “you fucked me stupid.”

I would’ve laughed, but my throat was still fighting for air. All I could do was lean against the sink and stare at her, at the smeared lipstick, the flushed skin, the perfect, messy, post-fuck beauty that made her look more alive than any person I’d ever seen.

Brooke slipped her panties off the rest of the way, balled them up, and stuffed them into her clutch. She fluffed her red hair, straightened her dress, then gave me a wicked once-over. “You’re dripping everywhere,” she said, voice husky. “If we don’t clean up, someone’s gonna know exactly what happened in here.”

She grabbed a wad of toilet paper and dabbed herself, then turned her attention to me, stroking the length of my cock with lazy, admiring fingers. “Still hard,” she marveled, then sucked the tip into her mouth, just for a second, as if she couldn’t help herself.

I shuddered, barely keeping upright. “You’re insane.”

Brooke winked and offered me a square of Charmin, her face all mischief. “Better get yourself right, genius. Or do you want the whole family to see you like this?”

She rinsed her face, ran damp fingers through her hair, and after a quick glance in the mirror, looked as if she’d just stepped out of a magazine. I cleaned up, tucked myself away, and tried to remember how to walk.

Brooke pressed herself to my side, lips grazing my ear. “Don’t worry, baby. It’s not like tonight is the last time we’re going to do this. This is the beginning of a beautiful relationship.” She nipped my lobe and gave my ass a slap before slipping out the door like nothing had happened.

I stood there for a long minute, trying to process the absolute madness of what we’d just done, the taste of her sweat and sex still heavy on my tongue.

Then, with my legs still shaky, I splashed water on my face, straightened my shirt, and followed her back toward the dinner table, praying no one noticed the afterglow burning off me like a solar flare.

The world had reset: Max pouring another glass of red, Dr. Ross quietly fielding questions from Mia, Chloe leaning forward to meet my eyes the second I returned.

Chloe's eyes locked with mine across the table, her smile a mix of knowing pride and arousal. She gave me the tiniest nod, not just approval, but congratulations. Dr. Ross's gaze flickered between Brooke and me, her perfectly manicured fingers tracing the rim of her wineglass with deliberate slowness, the corner of her mouth curling upward in silent conspiracy.

But the others, most importantly, Mr. Ross seemed blissfully unaware of the sexual violence Brooke and I perpetrated under their noses.

Brooke was back in her seat, cheeks a little pink, but otherwise a vision of holiday perfection. Under the table, her bare thigh pressed against mine, slick, warm, and unmistakably marked by what we’d just done.

She shot me a look. I caught it, held it, and let the smile twist my lips.

There was nothing more intoxicating than a shared, filthy secret in the middle of a perfect, innocent Christmas.

Conversation hummed, plates clinked, and I drowned in the knowledge that I’d just lived the family dinner fantasy, twice over, and it wasn’t even dessert yet.

Brooke squeezed my leg, subtle and knowing.

We both knew the truth: we’d never look at this bathroom, or this table, the same way again.

Let the rest of the house keep talking about research, holiday plans, or the latest Ross rumor.

We had already won.


Chapter seven
Harem Wives


Funny thing about obsession, once it got its hooks into me, even sleep felt negotiable. I came back to St. Celeste with two hours to unpack, and by the time the new year’s emails started lighting up my inbox, I was already ghosting the world and hiding in my favorite place: the Innovation Lab.

If home was chaos and muscle memory and the scent of Chloe’s hair all over my pillow, the lab was the opposite: blue LED serenity, every surface wiped clean, the air cold enough to remind you that real life didn’t make house calls here. Even the motion-sensor lights greeted me like an old friend, blinking awake under my palm as if they’d missed my fingerprints.

For twelve hours, I lived in that windowless box.

Notes stacked up beside me. Every line tight, underlined, logged. It was like doing CrossFit for the brain: load the slide, check the microscope, log the sample, repeat. I refined the hydrogel mix, tweaking ratios with the kind of stubbornness that made wives leave husbands and grad students throw beakers against the wall.

C-22 sample: failed at 18-minute mark. Cell death at interface.

Try 30/70 solvent blend next batch.

Note: tweak microfilament density on Scaffold B. Maybe up the peptide content by 10%. Chloe was right, higher absorption = cleaner dissolution curve.

My pen moved so fast my own handwriting got lost in the blur. When my hand cramped, I didn’t pause. I just switched to dictating memos into my phone, voice gone hoarse from hours of silence.

The workbench was littered: pipettes, soaker pads, mugs smeared with espresso residue, and, every three minutes, the sharp little *ping* of my phone.

The notifications were relentless.

Chloe—

Baby are you alive in there or did the robots eat you.

If you miss me any harder I’ll have to call campus security

PS: You left your charger at my place and it misses you.

Rory—

Fun fact, you’re not the only one who knows how to ghost people.

I brought you coffee. Come claim it before it explodes.

And for the record, I’m still not over that thing you did at the Ross house. Just saying.

I’d ignored most of it. No sense pretending otherwise. I’d ignored all of it. But I’d already learned my lesson with Rory. There was no point in burying my head in the sand again, not forever, not this time. The girls deserved more than my inattention. When they called for me, I would give them everything. All of me, nothing held back, nothing else intruding. That was the promise I made to them, and to myself.

Still, the thrill of the scaffold outperforming its own math was enough. It was like foreplay with no safe word, an endless edge I didn’t want to step back from. My hands moved with absolute precision: adjusting slide position, tapping the lens into focus, logging every goddamn heartbeat the tissue samples produced.

Sunset came and went. At some point, the janitorial crew made a pass outside the glass wall, giving me a look usually reserved for guys who eat alone at steakhouses. If they wondered if I was sleeping in here, they weren’t far off.

By 11:30 PM, the only light in the building was mine.

I checked the last sample, logged the data, and exhaled for maybe the first time all day. The notes were perfect, the scaffold holding at triple the expected duration, and the cloud of euphoria that followed was the kind you didn’t get from drugs or sex, just pure, uncut victory.

My phone buzzed again.

Chloe—

We’re going to stage an intervention if you don’t come home soon.

PS: Wear the gray hoodie, I like how it smells after sex.

Rory—

If you’re dead, I’m calling your mother. If you’re alive, text like a normal person.

You have 10 minutes before we break down your door.

That got me moving.

I packed down the bench and staggered out of the lab, body vibrating with caffeine and micro-wins. Walking across the empty quad, I tried to remember how to function around people who weren’t made of cells and polymer. The night was cold and utterly quiet, the only sound my sneakers on stone and the distant hum of a vending machine that hadn’t worked since October.

I stepped into the hushed foyer of the sorority house, the grand hallways deserted, most of the girls dead to the world upstairs. My shoes clicked and echoed across polished tiles, a cadence that followed me up the staircase. I was halfway to my own suite, mind on autopilot, when I noticed them: just outside my door, posed like a glossy magazine spread and impossible to miss. There they were, radiant in every sense of the word, stunning as always.

Chloe: wild blonde hair, leggings and bomber jacket, sitting cross-legged on the carpet like she was waiting for a prize. Rory: flawless as ever, red lips, cheekbones sharp enough to get you arrested, leaning against the doorframe with the kind of patience that dared you to try and impress her.

They didn’t look at each other so much as vibe off each other. Two storms in a holding pattern, every molecule waiting for the right trigger.

Chloe saw me first. She popped up and marched right over, her arms crossed and her mouth already curled into drama mode.

“Excuse you, Mr. Scientist. Did your thumbs fall off, or are you just too important to text back your girlfriends?”

I blinked, half in shock, half in awe. “Was buried under about a million miles of data. Sorry. Didn’t know there was a quiz.”

Rory arched an eyebrow, unimpressed. “You failed. Badly. We’ve been out here for twenty minutes. Long enough for Chloe to start redecorating your door with stickers.”

Chloe flashed a grin. “I had options, babe. But I like you too much to go full vandal.”

She closed the space and grabbed my hand. Rory followed, brushing imaginary dust off my shoulder like she’d been assigned curator duty for my dignity.

“Next time, you answer when we call,” Rory said, low and velvet. “Or else Chloe’s going to start using glitter glue.”

Around us, the hallway started to wake up. Doors creaked, lights snapped on, and at least two sisters from the end of the hall peeked out, eyes widening before they ducked back inside. Seeing me flanked by Delta Omega Sigma's hottest blonde and the infamously untouchable Rory Bennett wasn't exactly part of the sorority's nightly routine even if my room had become unofficial harem headquarters.

Chloe saw the peanut gallery and didn’t even blink. Instead, she hugged my arm and smushed her tits against me through the hoodie. “You heard the man. After-hours harem support squad, reporting for duty.”

Rory chimed in, looping her arm through my other side. “Tell everyone you meet the rumors are true,” she said, just loud enough for the nearest gossip mill to catch.

I unlocked the door, and all three of us slipped inside as one seamless organism. For anyone watching, there was exactly zero ambiguity: this was not a study group, or a cramming session, or anything except what it looked like. A man with two women who both expected to get their way.

Inside the room, the rush of heat and scent hit instantly, Chloe’s coconut-and-vanilla, Rory’s perfume with the bite of something dark and expensive, and the general electricity of three bodies all wound up and ready to see who’d break first.

Chloe kicked off her sneakers and dove for the bed, spreading out like she’d been living here forever. Rory leaned against the desk, crossing her arms and shooting me a look that could only be described as predatory curiosity.

“So, what’s the headline?” Chloe said, wriggling on the covers. “Did you solve biomedical engineering tonight, or were you just hiding from your harem?”

I dropped into the desk chair, suddenly aware of how twitchy my hands still were. “Bit of both,” I admitted. “The scaffold’s holding. You’d like the time-lapse, Chlo. It absorbs the hydrogel like it’s alive.”

Rory's eyes flickered with something almost like pride. "You always were relentless. It's why you're not stuck in the middle of the bell curve like these other idiots."

She jerked her chin over her shoulder, referencing the peanut gallery and their barely-suppressed whispers.

Outside the door, the buzz hadn't faded. I swore I heard someone mutter, "No way, that's both of them in there," followed by a half-strangled, "God, it's not even midterms yet." The sorority sisters weren't even trying to hide their curiosity anymore.

I glanced at Chloe, who was watching me with open hunger and a smirk.

“Word on the street,” I offered, “is that Outlier’s officially fucking up the campus curve.”

Chloe moaned, boneless in her satisfaction. “You have no idea how much I missed you.”

Rory moved closer, planting herself on the arm of my chair and running her fingers through my hair with an absentminded, almost possessive grace.

“We’re not letting you disappear into the lab without backup again,” Rory said. “If you need supervision, you’ve got options.”

Chloe perked up. “I volunteer as tribute.”

Her riff had Rory grinning, rare, but legit. “Not if I claim Mondays and Wednesdays first.”

I laughed. “Guess we’ll need to build a schedule.”

Chloe rolled onto her stomach, gleaming with mischief. “Maybe. But tonight, we just claim our territory.”

The implication was clear, hanging in the air like static before a lightning strike.

Outside, the world could gossip all it wanted. Inside this room, everything made sense.

If the Ross house taught me about chaos, St. Celeste’s first night back drilled home the point: I belonged to them now, and they were damn proud to show it.

Round one of the new semester?

Already legendary.

***

Don’t get me wrong, threesomes are great, but if you’ve never been the main character in a tug-of-war over whose night you belong to, you haven’t lived. The second the door shut and the hallway noise faded, Chloe and Rory went straight from playful banter to full-on strategic mode.

Chloe claimed the bed, legs folded up, loose tee riding dangerous on her bronze thighs. She plucked at the covers with quick, nervous fingers, then batted her lashes at me like she was about to pitch a startup.

“So, ground rules,” she announced, blue eyes flashing. “Monday, Wednesday, Friday are mine.”

She didn’t even blink.

Rory raised an eyebrow, lips curled in a smirk. “That’s bold. You get three nights, I get the same?”

Chloe beamed. “Equal rights, babe.”

Rory planted herself at my desk, arms folded, looking for all the world like she was about to close a deal at Goldman. “Fine. Then I take Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday.”

Done," Chloe shot back. "But you have to actually show up on your nights. None of that ghosting Noah at six PM because you have a model UN thing."

Rory rolled her eyes, but I could tell she loved the challenge. "Please. If I wanted to debate theoretical ownership, I'd have joined law review. I'm here for the real thing." Her gaze locked onto mine, not Chloe's. "I'm here to win."

The intensity in her eyes made my throat go dry.

For a few seconds, the only sound was the three of us breathing, a tight little triangle of tension and hunger. Then I snuck in a question: “And Sunday? Do I just revert to single-celled organism status, or is that a wild card?”

They traded glances, smirks blossoming. Rory leaned in, voice velvet and slow: “We both stay Sunday. That way, if you survive the week, you get a reward.”

Chloe nearly clapped. “Oh my god, yes. Every Sunday, we both sleep over.”

“And what happens after sleep, genius?” I asked, deadpan.

Chloe waggled her brows. “What doesn’t?”

The raw confidence from both was addictive. If you’d told me a year ago that I’d need a literal spreadsheet to keep up with my girlfriends, I’d have accused you of wishful thinking. Now, it was just… life.

Rory shifted closer, perched on my chair’s arm, and lazily raked her nails through my hair. Her perfume laced the air, dark and inviting. The move was so natural, so unselfconscious, it made my pulse spike.

Chloe’s hand wandered to my thigh, nails tracing slow circles. “He’s happy already. I can see it.” She grinned, wicked and warm at once. “So what’s got you so wound up tonight, babe? You’re like a coiled spring.”

I exhaled, letting the last of the lab tension out. “Honestly? The scaffold worked. Perfect adhesion, no residue. I ran the last test three times just to make sure it wasn’t a fluke. Data looks good. All we need is to replicate at scale.”

Rory’s eyes sharpened. “That’s huge, Noah. Is it the hydrogel recipe, or the new print matrix?”

“Both,” I said, a little surprised they were tracking the details. “Chloe was actually right. The higher absorption blend spiked our numbers. But the peptide ratio tuned the structure; otherwise, the cells just sheared off like before.”

Chloe lit up, bouncing on the bed. “Wait, so my idea actually helped?”

I nodded. “You’re basically co–first author if this goes public, babe.”

She puffed up, pride glowing from her face. “Told you I was secretly a genius. I just don’t wear it like an ugly cardigan.”

Rory squeezed a little tighter, clearly impressed. “That’s why I’m here, Outlier. You don’t just break rules, you make new ones. Like, no one else would obsess over micro-filament ratios for weeks. But you do.”

For once, I let myself absorb the praise. “It’s easier when you’ve got the world’s best distractions.”

Rory gave a low, dangerous chuckle. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

Chloe’s hand slid higher on my thigh, testing, teasing, but not in a rush. She was happy to let the moment hang, like she wanted to see how long I could savor it before giving in to pure animal greed.

“So walk us through it, Professor,” Chloe said, settling in for the story. “How does the new model actually work?”

I took a breath, then ran through it, minus the jargon. “Old scaffolds act like scaffolding, static, more form than function. Mine adapts as it integrates. With the new hydrogel, it literally predicts the growth path, dissolves, and leaves zero trace. All the cells left behind are native. It’s as close to real tissue engineering as anyone’s pulled, at least at bench scale.”

Rory whistled, low and genuine. “You’re going to be famous.”

“Yeah, but only if the next week doesn’t eat me alive.”

Chloe giggled, leaning harder into my side. “Good thing you have an official support team. I’ll make snacks.”

Rory braced her chin on my shoulder, dragging her fingers across my scalp. “And I’ll keep the other crazies off your back.”

The tension in the room was different now, less charged, more settled. Like we’d rolled from high-stakes auction to afterparty, the three of us just existing in this rarefied, heady space.

I looked back and forth between them, Chloe’s blue-fire eyes, Rory’s razor wit and stubborn confidence, and felt the buzz of something I’d never put words to before. Maybe belonging, maybe just the sense that for once, the world had gotten the formula right.

Chloe nuzzled my arm, voice sticky and sweet. “I love this. I love that we just… make it work.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, dropping my head against Rory’s hand. “Me too.”

Rory laughed, rich and low. “That’s because you finally learned how to delegate.”

“Your schedule of days and times will be a spreadsheet that would put NASA to shame,” I quipped.

Chloe pulled a face. “Ew, don’t make Sunday night sound like astronaut training.”

We all cracked up, loud enough that if anyone was listening through the drywall, they’d have no doubt who was running the night shift at this end of the hall.

By the time we settled, it was chaos in the best way: my hair tangled by Rory’s expert fingers, Chloe’s palm hot on my thigh, and the new world order fully in effect.

No drama. No bullshit. Just three people, renegotiating desire like they’d invented it.

If ever there was a sign that I’d made the right call, it was the sound of Chloe’s laughter and the rare, fragile warmth in Rory’s eyes as she watched me, content.

Sunday nights were going to be legendary.

But right now?

This was perfect.

***

If there was an Olympic event for turning heads, we’d have taken gold before breakfast.

Monday morning on campus: sunlight spilling across the quad, students shuffling in from all corners like it was the season’s first migration. I walked tall, flanked by Chloe on my right, bare legs flashing under a pleated skirt, hair wild and gold, and Rory on my left, red sweater clinging to her curves, jaw set like she owned the sidewalk. Every step was a statement. Every arm locked tight around mine was a public service announcement.

Eyes followed. Rumors trailed us like perfume. You could actually hear the whispers spike as we passed the admin steps:

“That’s the guy with both Ross and Bennett—”

“They’re really just… together? At the same time?”

“I heard Chloe made out with Rory at that holiday party. Maybe he gets both?”

Whoever wrote the campus social code hadn’t budgeted for this.

Chloe leaned in, lips against my ear. “Ready for the main event, baby?”

“All I want is caffeine and plausible deniability,” I deadpanned.

Rory grinned, walking taller. “Not a chance. This is history.”

We made it to the café, a low hum of energy waiting inside. People sat in cliques. Athletes, honors kids, the Ashbourne Tech crowd sat in their usual corner, every one of them clocking us instantaneously. When we hit the threshold, it was like a record scratch. Conversations stalled. I thought someone dropped a tray, but it was just the collective gasp as Chloe pressed tighter into my side.

We made our way to the front, every head on a swivel. Even the barista paused, picking up on the buzz.

We hadn’t even ordered before the Ashbourne table started muttering.

“That’s a fucking circus,” one guy said, not subtle. “No way the admin lets this go.”

Another piped up: “He’s hacking the system. No one pulls both.”

At the center of it, king of the assholes, was Chase, bigger than memory, still tan and smug, varsity jacket stretched over shoulders built by protein shakes and white-collar rage.

He didn’t just glare. He went nuclear.

“I call bullshit,” Chase said, voice booming across the espresso bar. “Noah’s just taking advantage. You really want people to think you’re into this, Rory?”

Chloe’s eyes went wide, but not in fear. She was loving every second. “He’s just mad his own harem tryouts never worked out,” she whispered.

Rory met Chase’s gaze, stone cold. “You had your chance, Chase. Move on.”

He wouldn’t quit. “It’s fucking weird, is what it is. He’s using both of you. Can’t you see that?”

The whole café froze. Even girls at the next table stopped scrolling their phones.

I went to speak, but Rory cut me off. She twisted, took my face in her hands, and pulled me down for a kiss that was pure showstopper, wet, unhurried, zero ambiguity. Her lips crashed into mine, tongue sliding deep, her nails digging into my hair like she wanted everyone in the building to see exactly who owned whom.

For a second, the only sound was her breath against my cheek. Then Chloe, not to be outdone, giggled and planted a matching kiss on my neck, leaving a smear of coconut-scented lipstick as her hands roamed my chest.

Every gaze in the room locked on us. Some jaws dropped. Some girls just watched, eyes gone wide with the kind of hunger you usually only see at strip clubs or Black Friday sales.

Chase looked like he’d been punched. “See? This is what I’m talking about. You’re humiliating yourself.”

Rory pulled back, lips slick, eyes bright. “No, Chase. That’s what being wanted looks like. Try it sometime.”

Gasps. A few actual laughs. One girl at a side table gave Rory a silent golf clap.

Chloe hugged my arm, pride radiating off her like sun off metal. “We’ll have the cold brew and two chocolate croissants, please,” she told the shocked barista.

We found a table dead center, like a flag planted on Mars. Rory curled into my left, Chloe on my right, and neither seemed worried about the hush that followed us through the entire café.

But the best detail? The stares from the girls in the back. Some ashamed, some curious, one or two so openly intrigued they started typing notes into their phones. This wasn’t scandal. It was revolution.

Rory sipped her coffee, lips still parted. “Next time, we make him really sweat.”

Chloe nuzzled my shoulder, blue eyes twinkling. “You’re not scared, are you, baby?”

I grinned. “Isn’t fear supposed to be a turn on?”

Chloe purred. “Only when you’re the one causing it.”

By the time our pastries landed, the entire café had settled into a new normal. Some girls whispered with actual fascination. A few of the Ashbourne meatheads shot us death glares, but nobody pushed further.

For once, being the harem main character wasn’t just rumor, it was front page news.

And damn, it tasted good.

***

By 8 PM, the DOS common room was quieter than the average crime scene. Velvet chairs, soft lamps, and the occasional glint of city lights off the ocean, but the real heat came from Chloe, stretched out next to me on the L-shaped couch, bare feet tucked under my thigh. The textbook in her lap hadn’t been opened past chapter five, but she pretended to care every time someone walked by.

And people walked by.

First it was a micro-batch of sisters in yoga pants, giggling about something and tossing a “hey, Noah” over their shoulder. Then a pair of juniors who did the classic double-take, eyes darting from me, to Chloe, to each other, and then away, whispering so loud I could’ve graphed the pitch curve with a tuning fork.

Chloe smirked, flipping a page she hadn’t read. “We’re celebrities. Want an autograph, babe?”

I kept my voice deadpan. “You do signatures, I’ll do mug shots.”

She elbowed me, then switched tactics. She leaned her head against my shoulder, hair smelling like coconut and sun, and let her hand rest, casual as a cat, on my thigh. Too intimate for the house rules, but this wasn’t a house that enforced rules unless you got caught.

Other sisters passed. A few called a half-hearted greeting. But if you watched their faces, you could tell every one was doing mental math, trying to decide how the new world order was going to play out.

Things leveled up when Mia entered.

She was always softer energy: wrap sweater, big mug of tea, quiet confidence that made you feel like you’d wandered into her living room by mistake. She spotted us, smiled, then drifted over, sliding onto the adjacent cushion so close her thigh pressed against mine.

“Evening, Chloe. Noah,” she said, voice warm.

Chloe grinned. “Mia, you here to save him from failing out? Not a chance.”

Mia gave a half-laugh, then leaned in, eyes scanning the notes open on the table. Her shoulder nudged mine, a subtle claim or maybe just a comfort thing, but the effect was immediate. My pulse spiked, and for a beat, I forgot what cardiovascular diffusion even meant.

“Word around the house is that you’re not just here for the science lectures,” Mia teased, sipping her tea.

Chloe barked a laugh. “That’s one way to put it.”

Mia looked straight at me. No games, just the calm confidence of a woman who’d seen every version of me and still liked what she got. “People are talking,” she said, as if it were weather.

Chloe rolled her eyes, not even pretending to care. “Let them talk. Last I checked, nobody here was doing anything as fun as us.”

That landed with a little shockwave. Even Mia’s lips twitched in a smile.

I shrugged. “If the rumor mill’s firing on all cylinders, at least it’s got good fuel.”

A trio of freshmen wandered past just then, all three clocking us. No masks, just straight-up fascination. Chloe winked at them, then nuzzled closer.

The dynamic got weirder, better, when Brooke floated through. She didn’t sit, just wandered into my sightline, leather jacket over a band tee, hair a wild red halo around her face. For a half-second, she met my eyes, and there it was: the secret smile, the unspoken code that said, “see you later, genius.”

Mia caught the glance, but only raised an eyebrow.

Chloe noticed, too, but instead of bristling, she just squeezed my thigh a little tighter like she was daring the rest of the house to make a move.

The study session never really found its stride. Instead, it went meta, Chloe reading names from her phone, Mia offering actual real answers to the problem set, me logging every touch, every unsaid word, in the back of my mind for later.

If harem life was a master class, tonight’s lesson was on subtle cues and loyalty. Mia’s soft laughter, Chloe’s “don’t fuck with me” pride, and Brooke’s silent promise all blended together, a cocktail of want and anticipation.

We were supposed to be picking apart enzyme kinetics, but the real subject was power.

And rumor or not, everyone in the house knew exactly who was running the seminar.

By the time we packed up, Chloe kissed the side of my neck, Mia squeezed my hand, and Brooke was already gone, leaving nothing behind but the lingering scent of orange blossom and adrenaline.

The legend was growing. And for once, I was happy to let it.

***

Every house had its pressure points. At Delta Omega Sigma, it was the laundry room, cement walls, humming machines, and a single flickering lightbulb that was always about to die. You could smell bleach, softener, and the faint tang of midnight secrets baked into every thread of the windowless box. Perfect place for a rendezvous, if you didn’t care about your heartbeat staying under a hundred and fifty.

Brooke texted at 11:50. Meet me in 10. Don’t get followed.

I waited exactly nine minutes, then walked the back hallway like I belonged. The other floors were silent, not even a hint of late-night cramming or Netflix spillover. I slipped down the stairwell, conscious of how every footfall echoed just a little too loud. At the bottom, the laundry sign blinked, neon-paint letters peeling, but the intent was clear.

She was already inside, door propped with a dryer sheet box.

The second I stepped over the threshold, Brooke closed and locked the door behind me. Two decisive clicks, a sound that promised either sex or blackmail, if you knew her at all.

“Miss me?” she purred, crowding me up against the dryer. A load spun inside, thudding in lazy, offbeat cycles. The surface vibrated, low and dangerous.

Brooke didn’t wait for permission.

Her mouth crashed into mine, tongue urgent, energy sharp as a live wire. Her hands slid around my neck, pulled me down to her height, and then she was kissing me like she was starving. Her lipstick smeared but she didn’t care. Her scent was orange blossom and heat, hair a wild red halo even under laundry room LEDs.

I barely managed to breathe, let alone ask a question.

She grinned against my lips. “Chloe knows,” she whispered, words buzzing in my ear. “She told me it’s fine. As long as we’re discreet.”

I could’ve laughed, but she cut me off with another kiss, hips grinding into mine like she was ready to torch every sorority rule on the books.

Brooke worked fast. She unzipped my jeans with one hand and had my cock out before I even made sense of the mechanics.

“God, I’ve been thinking about this every second since you fucked me at Christmas,” she whispered, pumping me slow, each stroke deliberate and hungry. “You have no idea how wet it makes me, sneaking around where anyone could catch us.”

My blood shot south, and I locked both hands onto her hips, pulling her flush against me. Her skirt rode up, and I slid my palm under, pure skin, no panties, just the raw, velvet heat of her sex, already slick and open for business.

She gasped as my fingers found her slit, clit standing out stiff and begging for attention.

“Fuck, Noah,” she hissed, “don’t tease. Just take me.”

I obliged. I peeled her skirt higher, bare her ass to my hands, then spun her so her back hit the dryer. It hummed between us, rumbling every time the drum rotated. Perfect rhythm section.

Brooke was already working off my shirt, fingernails raking my abs, then back to my cock, which she stroked with filthy expertise. “You’re so fucking hard. Even when you’re pretending to be a genius, you’re all animal under it.”

I yanked her top overhead, black tank, no bra, D-cups bouncing out, nipples pink and pointed with need.

She laughed, low and wild, chest swelling as she pressed her boobs together. “See something you like?”

I didn’t answer, just dove in, sucked her nipple, licked and bit, switching sides until she was moaning and writhing.

Her hands didn’t stop moving. One kept my cock on high alert, the other dug into my hair as she forced my face deeper between her tits.

“God, yes. Bite harder. Mark me. Fuck, yes, just like that.”

I left a ring of red around her nipple, then pulled back to look her in the eye. “If you don’t keep your voice down, we’re dead.”

She squeezed my cock, fingers stroking faster. “Then fuck me so good I can’t talk.”

We stripped the rest of the way in record time. Her skirt hit the tile floor, my pants followed, and we were both naked, clothes pooled at our ankles, bodies pressed between the humming dryer and the sharp, clean edge of risk.

Brooke pushed me back, then hopped up onto the machine, legs wide, pussy glistening in the cold blue overhead. I stepped between her thighs, lined up, and in one slow thrust, buried myself inside her.

The wet heat was unreal. Her cunt hugged my cock so tight I barely managed to keep from cumming on the first stroke. Maybe it was the danger, maybe it was just Brooke, but I’d never felt anything like it.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, heels digging in. “Harder. I want to feel it in my teeth.”

I obliged, building a rhythm in sync with the dryer’s thump, each slam of my hips echoed by the machinery, noises layering over each other in a dirty symphony. The dryer rattled, so did the cabinets, and I knew if anyone was close, they’d hear everything.

That was the point.

Brooke arched back, hair streaming down, tits bouncing with every thrust. I grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks wider, giving myself more leverage to fuck in deep and hard.

Her moans kept climbing, but she bit her own hand to stay quiet, eyes locked on mine, expression split between want and raw, predatory hunger.

“Don’t stop, baby,” she whispered. “God, nobody’s ever, fuck, nobody ever did it like this. You fucking ruin me.”

I wasn’t exactly in control. My own body was shaking, each pulse of her cunt dialed up by the thought of getting caught.

I leaned in, lips pressed to her ear. “If you cum, you have to swallow the noise.”

She nodded, grinning. “Make me.”

I switched up, angled my hips, started pounding her spot on every downstroke.

The effect was electric.

She dug her nails into my back, scratched and clawed, fighting not to scream. Her thighs trembled, a shivering little dance that ran all the way up her legs, and she arched her back high, leaning into every hard thrust. Wetness drenched my cock, leaking down my shaft to spatter onto the metal surface. Every now and then the dryer would lurch, making us buck and shift with the machine. Brooke ate it up, matching tempo for tempo.

I sucked her nipple again, licked circles around it, then bit, gently, but enough to make her shudder.

Her breathing turned ragged. “Oh god, oh god, I’m so close. Just a little more.”

I slammed her harder each time, balls tight, cock swelling as I threatened the edge. Her pussy milked me with every stroke, squeezing, rippling, refusing to let go.

Our sweat mixed with the scent of detergent, skin slick and electric under my hands.

Brooke’s head slammed into my shoulder. “Now, Noah. Please. I want to feel you cum in me, fill me up. Yes, yes, fuck!”

The force of Brooke’s orgasm was like nothing I’d ever felt, nothing I’d ever even imagined. One moment she was fully, fiercely alive, face twisted in wild pleasure; the next, she arched so hard I thought she’d snap, jaw clenched to stifle a scream, hands scrabbling at my shoulders for leverage. The physicality of it hit me. Her muscles clamped my cock so tightly it was all I could do to stay upright on my own legs. Her entire body rippled and shook with aftershocks, a primal, involuntary chain reaction I could only ride out and bear witness to.

She locked her ankles behind my back, digging in her heels, holding me inside even as her hips bucked and rolled. The first gush of her orgasm soaked me, hot and sudden, slicking my cock and thighs, dripping down onto the humming dryer until the metal was slippery beneath my palms. A heartbeat later, she pulsed again, clenching around me with a strength that bordered on violent.

The animal part of my brain took over. I seized her ass and yanked her to the edge of the machine, fucking her up into her own climax, refusing to let her come down. Brooke moaned, low, desperate, guttural. She bit into my shoulder, muffling the noise, but I could feel the vibrations of her voice against my skin, taste the need in her breath. She wanted this. She wanted it all. She wanted to be ruined and rebuilt.

The sight of her trembling, the sounds she made, the raw, unfiltered hunger in her face. It pushed me straight past the point of no return. I felt my balls tighten, the pressure building, then a blinding white heat took over. I slammed in, deep as I could, and held there as I came. One pulse, then another, then another, each one wrung out of me by the unrelenting grip of her cunt. I could feel my cock swelling, feel myself shooting into her, filling her with everything I had left.

Brooke’s body welcomed it, every spasm and contraction milking the cum out of me, drawing it up into herself like she was trying to drain my soul. The orgasm went on longer than it should have, too many beats, too many spasms. I was raw, shaking, mind blanked to the world except for the contact of our two bodies, locked together in this brief, perfect engine of mutual destruction.

She held on through every second, refusing to let go, refusing to let me retreat. Her hands clawed at my back, nails digging lines, leaving stinging reminders that I’d been there, that we’d done this. Even after her climax ebbed, she twitched and gasped, eyes closed, mouth open in a silent vow. For a moment neither of us moved. We were both spent, washed by the afterglow and the ghost pulse of the dryer beneath us.

My head dropped to her shoulder, forehead pressed to the warm, sweaty skin just above her collarbone. I could smell the laundry detergent, the faint citrus blast of her perfume, the raw scent of sex. I shuddered again, softer now, and she stroked my hair, soothing and possessive at the same time.

Slowly, we remembered the world outside the laundry room. Brooke’s breathing settled back into a human rhythm, her grip on me relaxing but never fully letting go. The machine kept humming, a mechanical heartbeat that somehow sounded smug.

I glanced down to where we were still joined, the sight obscenely hot, a thin sheen of our mixed fluids streaked across her thighs. Brooke looked, too, and grinned, satisfied and a little wild, the way she always wanted to be remembered.

She kissed my chin, then my mouth, a gentle heat, tasting the adrenaline on my lips. Our tongues brushed and lingered, but not with the raw, reckless fire we’d already unleashed. Instead, she softened, tongue sliding slow, unhurried, while her fingers threaded into my hair and her heels found the backs of my thighs, drawing me closer.

Time trickled forward. A minute, maybe two. When we finally broke apart, Brooke looked at me with eyes transformed by the aftershocks of what we’d done. Her gaze was gentler, but she was still utterly Brooke, unfiltered and bold. “That was fucking insane,” she whispered, voice still shaky, lips brushing my ear. “We should get caught more often.”

I managed a laugh, but we both knew it wasn’t just about the risk. It was about this, about being stripped down to nerve endings and skin, about needing somebody so badly you’d risk everything for one more second together.

When the shudders died, I just held her, body limp, still impaled, sweat slicking our chests together.

Brooke kissed my jaw, lazy and satisfied. “That’s one for the record books.”

I eased out, cock coated in a mix of cum and pussy, the stuff leaking freely from her and pooling on the dryer top.

She hopped down, thighs trembling, and cleaned herself up with a rag from the basket.

I wiped myself off, then watched her slip into her skirt, still no panties.

Brooke shot me a grin as she fixed her hair. “One down.”

“What?”

She winked. “Eleven to go. Chloe keeps a map of the house. I’ll borrow it and check off every room. Laundry, check.”

We dressed in silence, then she kissed me, hard, once, just to seal the pact.

Brooke opened the door and checked the hallway. “Wait three minutes, then follow. Don’t get noticed.”

She melted into the darkness, predator again.

I lingered, listening to the machines thrum.

When I finally slipped out, the hallway was quiet, but I could’ve sworn I saw a shadow by the stairs, maybe a sister on her way to sneak a snack, maybe just a ghost.

Either way, the legend had grown.

And the next round was already loading.


Chapter eight
Ren's Surprise


The Innovation Lab at night was different from any classroom, any sorority bedroom, any place I’d ever fucked or fantasized. Out here, the buzz wasn’t from caffeine or gossip but from humming refrigeration units, the slow heartbeat of microscopes left in sleep mode, and the blue-white LED strips that threw shadows across the bare metal benches. It was the closest I’d ever get to a monastery, except instead of monks, you had horny geniuses and bioengineered dreams.

Tonight, there was just me. The night shift, king of the glassed-in box.

And, apparently, Ren.

Ren slipped into the lab like a whispered secret, her presence commanding attention without a single word. She had a striking blend of her heritage, half-Japanese, half-American, resulting in an enchanting allure that caught the light. Her glossy, waist-length black hair framed her heart-shaped face, and her almond-shaped eyes sparkled with a rich, deep brown that hinted at her dual lineage.

As she moved closer, the fitted jeans accentuated her curves, and her cropped top revealed a hint of sun-kissed skin that glowed with vitality. The combination of delicate features and a confident demeanor made her appear both ethereal and grounded, a breathtaking mix that drew people in effortlessly.

She snuck up on me so smooth it almost didn’t register. One minute, I was tuned in to the glowing monitors and the next, every sense was hot-wired by her perfume (floral, complicated, a little dangerous) and the click of her Converse on tile.

She wore her black hair in a glossy, waist-length fall that probably bankrupted the campus salon monthly. Big, liquid-brown eyes with that hint of a cat curve. Jeans so tight the designers must have had her body in mind, and a cropped top that left her navel bare and her arms glowing in the blue fluorescence.

But what really got me, what drew my eyes like lasers, were the breasts pressing against the fabric of her top, big and high and unapologetically front-and-center. For the first week I knew her, I assumed there was no way they were real, but the way they moved, the way they responded, alive and unfiltered under lacy trim, told a different story.

She had a notebook in one hand and an art pen tucked behind her ear. The look was pure “I’m just here to catch up on my research,” but her expression, her body language, the way she stared at my face and then let her gaze slide (slow, hungry) across the table to my hands, it was all wrong for homework. It was audition tape material.

“Late shift, Noah?” she said, voice low and knowing. The words snapped across the empty space and bounced off the steel racks.

I shrugged, still stuck between the technical language flooding my brain and the visual punch of Ren in front of me. Hot didn’t even begin to describe her. “Work’s quieter when nobody else is fighting for the bench. What’s your excuse?”

Ren smiled, white teeth setting off the perfect shape of her glossy lips. “I could tell you I’m working on a commission, or that I’m secretly your number one fan. But you’d know I was lying.” She slouched onto a stool, notebook flipping open, but the way she did it, back arched, elbows up, breasts squished, turned the move into a striptease. “Maybe I’m just here to see what a real genius looks like in his natural habitat.”

She let the silence hang. Not nervous, never that. Just waiting for me to react.

I leaned back, giving her the full once-over. “You going to draw me, or interrogate me?”

“Can’t it be both?” Ren grinned, then let her gaze wander over the mess of hydrogel samples, logged slides, and my loose stack of research notes. “Word on the street is you’re about to solve tissue engineering and make a bunch of old men obsolete.”

I tried to play it cool, but underneath, my pulse kicked. “Depends on who you’re listening to.”

“Oh, I listen to everyone,” she shot back, eyes gone sly. “Especially your harem. In fact, Brooke told me you’ve hooked up with her twice already.” She said it like a dare, not a confession. “That’s impressive, even for this neighborhood.”

If my ears burned, she didn’t let me off the hook. She wanted the reaction.

“Brooke talks too much,” I said, but it didn’t have any heat. “Surprised she didn’t give you a play-by-play.”

“Only the good parts,” Ren said, tapping the spine of her notebook. “But I’m an artist. I like to see for myself.”

The tension felt different than with Chloe or Rory, less scripted, more experimental. Like we were both running a hypothesis nobody wanted peer-reviewed.

She set down her notebook, stood, and drifted closer. Now, less than a foot away, every detail sharpened: the flawless skin (olive with a gold undertone, something impossibly smooth about her arms and neck), the way her hair picked up the blue light and flattened it against her high cheekbones, and, below, the faintest tremble in her chest every time she inhaled.

“You’re not just here to talk about the scaffold,” I called her out, because why pretend? “What is it, Ren?”

She didn’t blink. “Here’s the thing. I want to know how it feels to be part of the main event. Watching is fun, but… I want in. Starting now.”

She hooked her thumb under the hem of her crop top and, with a practiced flick, peeled it up and over, baring a lacy, midnight-blue bra that looked like it had been commissioned by science and sin in equal measure. Her breasts, holy shit, even from three feet away, were massive yet not absurdly so. They were not only all-natural and big, but the kind that arched upward, defied gravity, and jiggled perfectly as she shifted her weight. They literally stole the breath out of my lungs.

If there was any doubt about her intentions, it died under the motion of her hand tracing from the edge of my lab coat pocket, up my ribcage, and straight across my pecs to the notch of my throat. Every inch she mapped sent a fresh jolt to my cock.

“You know what else is true?” Ren’s voice was soft, but the words cut laser clean. “I like what I see. And I’m tired of pretending I don’t.”

Her other hand caught my jaw, thumb running along the line of my cheek. “I want to know what this is like, the whole harem thing. I want to know how you move. How you taste. How you handle it when the smart ones say they want you.”

She pressed in. Her tits, barely contained by that delicate lace, mashed against my chest with sweet, round pressure. The bounce, the way her nipples poked bold through the bra fabric, left nothing to the imagination. The smell of her shampoo, jasmine, maybe, or something richer, hit me with a dose of sexual vertigo.

In the blue-shadowed hush of the lab, it felt like the rest of the world shut down. Only the props, beakers, clamp stands, stacks of microplates, reminded me we weren’t in a bedroom, but rather a temple to the mind.

She dipped her face closer, lips grazing my ear. “Come on, Noah. Pretend I’m your next experiment. Show me something I’ll never forget.”

My cock strained against my jeans, so hard it was almost comical. Still, I managed a controlled smile. “You sure you want that, Ren?”

She nodded, eyes locked on mine. “I want it rough. I want it real. And I want it in here, where nobody else gets to see unless we say so.”

She took my hand and planted it, full palm, on her painstakingly perfect breast. Through the lace, the heat was immediate, her nipple stiff against my thumb. The weight of it filled my hand, more than I’d guessed, more than her artfully tailored tops ever suggested.

Her words, low and insistent: “Do it, Noah.”

My rational brain scattered. Instinct took over.

I squeezed, then dragged my thumb back and forth over the peak, loving the way her body responded, hips shifting, lips parting, a flutter running along her jaw. For a beat, all I could do was drink in the sight: her hair tumbling wild, her hands finding my shoulders, the perfect oval of her face gone soft with anticipation.

I kissed her. Hard at first, then leaning into it, letting her taste fill my mouth, something sweet, maybe green tea or maybe just adrenaline. She moaned, loud enough to bounce off the lab’s glass walls and then back again.

Her hips rolled against me, grinding her pussy into my thigh, jeans taut and straining.

I slid another hand behind her, cupping the curve of her ass and hauling her closer. Ren gasped into my mouth, but didn’t slow down. If anything, she started to tremble, like her body was already halfway to a climax just from the touch.

She nipped my bottom lip, pulled back, and grinned. “Damn. I see why Brooke needed a refill.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, a raw, honest sound that felt like the first time all night I’d let go of control.

Ren glanced around, eyes sweeping the cluttered benches, the glowing monitors, the mirrored tiles. “You know what would be hot?”

I arched a brow. “Surprise me.”

She slid her palm down my chest, mapped each button, then snaked a finger into my waistband. “Lose the lab coat.” She paused. “And don’t you dare look away when I pop these girls out.”

She shucked the bra with a move that looked practiced, maybe even rehearsed. Her tits spilled free, bouncing with a heavy, hypnotic sway. Nipples dark, hard, swollen with need. The sight was pure pornography, gorgeous, unfiltered, exactly what a man would conjure if fantasy had a search engine.

Ren smirked, full confidence, no apology. “You’re not the only one with a secret talent, Noah.” She cupped both breasts, squeezed them together, and let them bounce once, then twice, knowing damn well what that did to my self-control.

My own hands were already undoing buttons, my jacket sliding off, then my shirt until I was bare to the waist. She pressed in, skin to skin, the heat of her chest against mine sending my senses into overdrive.

Her hands mapped the ridges of my abs, then slid under the belt line. “You ready?” she breathed.

I was past ready. I was terminal.

But if I learned anything about harem dynamics, it was that the real fun started when you let the girls take the lead.

***

She nudged me backwards, using her hips and her breasts as levers. We ended up pressed against the cold stainless steel of the main workstation, her, grinning like the cat who’d eaten every canary, and me, desperate not to lose my mind before she even unzipped my pants.

The lab, all chrome and circuitry, faded to the background. It was just Ren. Her curves, her smile, her body language saying let’s rewrite every protocol and see who comes out standing.

I reached out, caught her by the waist, and hauled her flush. Her breasts mashed to my chest, nipples dragging fire across skin.

She looked up, lashes at half-mast. “I want you inside me,” she whispered. “But I want to taste you first.”

I nodded, probably looking dazed.

She flashed a smile at me, the kind that curled at the edges, then sank down to her knees, all in one motion, a silent dare, a gift, a promise glittering in her eyes. “Let’s see what all the fuss is about,” she murmured, almost as if testing the words on her tongue, not quite sure if I was meant to hear them. The air hung thick for a second; her challenge lingered between us, electric and certain.

The next round belonged to her.

And I already knew I wasn’t going to survive it.

Ren didn’t mess around. The second her knees hit the tile, she owned the tempo. It was all eye contact, devious smile, and a hand steady enough to make an artist out of anyone. I braced myself against the cold steel, my pulse hammering so loud I barely heard the fridge compressor cycling nearby.

She unzipped my jeans, knuckles brushing the line of my abdomen. She didn’t even hesitate, just fished my cock free, slow and deliberate, savoring the reveal. Her eyes flared with a jolt of satisfaction.

“Fuck,” she breathed, voice almost reverent. “Guess Brooke wasn’t exaggerating. You have a beautiful cock.”

The observation should’ve been clinical, but the way she said it, like I was her favorite sculpture, sent heat straight to my balls.

Ren worked my cock with both hands at first, thumb tracing the ridge, palm twisting in slow, greedy pulls. She took her time, eyes locked on mine, letting the anticipation stretch until I nearly lost the plot.

Then she leaned in. Her tongue flicked across the tip, gathering a bead of precum and rolling it over her lips as if she was taste-testing my resolve.

The first full stroke of her mouth, wet, hot, perfect, was like nothing I’d ever experienced. She sealed her glossy lips around the head and slid down, cheeks hollowing, eyes fluttering just enough to show she was savoring every second.

The blue lab light cut hard shadows over her face, highlighting her high cheekbones and the way her dark hair fanned over her shoulders. Behind her, the tangle of lab glass and metal cast wild reflections on the wall. The room smelled of sweat and ozone.

Ren sucked with precision, sometimes slow and deep, letting my cock glide all the way into her throat, then pulling off to lap the crown with her tongue in lazy, teasing circles. She never lost pace, never broke contact. The only breaks were to gaze up at me, mouth stretched wide and lips glossed with spit.

“God, baby. Your cock tastes amazing. I could suck it all night.”

She formed a seal with her lips around the head of my cock, sucking gently, her tongue lapping teasing circles across the tip, relentless and purposeful. The rush of pleasure that shot through me was instant, a heat pooling low, threatening to overwhelm. It was all-encompassing, the sensation of her mouth coaxing, the warm pressure of her lips and tongue leaving me teetering on the edge.

“I’m going to come if you keep that up,” I warned, voice raw.

She grinned, still stroking, and popped off just long enough to murmur, “The girls were right. Your cock is a drug.”

Then she dove back in, swallowing me to the root, nose buried in my lap, the suction so intense I had to grip the workstation edge to keep from buckling.

Overhead, the blue LEDs painted everything in science fiction. Each thrust of my hips made the glassware on the bench tremble. The sound, wet and messy, punctuated by her little moans as she worked me, turned the air electric.

Ren didn’t rush. She milked me for all I was worth, alternating between deep, punishing plunges and gentle, almost reverent licks along the underside of my shaft. One hand cupped my balls, rolling and tugging, the other wrapped around my base, keeping me trapped in the heat of her mouth.

My mouth was parched as I stared down at her, pulse thrumming in my ears. She was beautiful, exquisite, but that didn’t quite capture it. Ren could easily go head-to-head with Chloe; she absolutely did. But the comparison felt impossible, like asking a true chocolate fiend to declare allegiance between Godiva and Ghiradelli. Ren was spectacular, a jaw-dropping vision compared to almost anyone else, the kind of beauty that left most people in the dust. But Chloe Ross was a breed apart, an outlier, something else entirely.

She popped off, gasping, and let my cock slap wet against her cheek. “You gonna cum for me, Noah?”

“Not yet,” I managed. “Want you riding me when I do.”

Her eyes went molten. “Deal.”

She scrambled to her feet, the lab light catching the curves of her bare breasts. They swayed with her movement, hypnotic in their rhythm, big, springy, each heavy enough to demand attention, with dark, stiff nipples that had only grown harder in the cool air of the lab. Standing like this, her breasts looked even more magnificent. The sight hit me with textbook perfection, each curve and bounce pure and utterly unenhanced, all-natural. My cock twitched just watching how her full and flawless tits commanded the room, creamy and bold and so real it made my throat go dry with want.

Ren shimmied her jeans down her thighs, wiggling just enough to make her ass bounce for my benefit. Her panties, a tiny lace scrap, came next, and she stepped out of them with a slow, practiced kick.

She hopped up on the workstation, legs spread, pussy glistening in the blue light. “You want me?” she asked, brazen as a sex goddess painted by moonlight.

“You already know I do,” I admitted, crowding closer.

She grabbed my cock, lined me up, and pulled me in, one smooth motion, burying me to the hilt inside her dripping, heat-soaked cunt.

We both gasped at the contact. The fit was perfect. Her walls squeezed me in a velvet vice, greedy and eager, pulsing with every stroke.

Ren set the pace, rocking her hips in slow circles, then grinding down so hard the slap of flesh echoed against the steel. Each move sent her tits bouncing, jiggling in time with our bodies. I couldn’t keep my hands off them. I squeezed, kneaded, sucked her nipples until she gasped, loving the way they filled my palms.

The science of it, blue LED’s, the chill of the steel, the weird backdrop of gurgling incubators, should’ve made it less sexy. But it didn’t. It just upped the ante.

Ren fucked me with confidence and intent. She treated my cock like her new favorite toy, squeezing with her pussy, riding me with tight, athletic control that left me helpless to do anything but hang on and try not to lose it.

“God, baby. You fit perfectly inside me.” Her words slid over me, warm and thick, draping my soul like syrup. The way she said it made my cock twitch, like she’d just unlocked something hungry and desperate inside me. The sound of her voice wasn’t just noise; it was an elixir, sinking in deep, lighting my nerves on fire, and making every inch of me feel owned.

Every time I slammed into her, the glassware on the counter rattled, some pieces doing a shiver-dance like they might tumble and shatter if we got any more reckless.

Ren’s hands mapped my shoulders, nails digging in, then eased back to cup her own tits, squeezing, pinching, showing off. “You like these, don’t you?” she purred.

“Obsessed,” I growled, and sucked her nipple with enough force to leave a mark.

She moaned, hips slamming down. “Fuck, Noah, that’s so good. Don’t stop. Harder.”

I obliged, rutting up into her with relentless force. Her pussy got wetter, hotter, spasms building as she neared the edge.

Through it all, Ren’s artist brain was in overdrive. She glanced down, sweat slicked over her skin, and grinned. “You see the color? The way the blue light hits your back, it makes your muscles look unreal. Like you’re carved out of crystal or something. You’re so hot and you don’t even know it.”

I ground into her, tilting up for the perfect angle, and she arched, tits swelling, breath stolen.

“God, you’re beautiful” she whispered.

Our bodies crashed together, loud, reckless, messy. The slap of flesh, the squeak of skin against metal, the low grunts and moans like a private soundtrack.

Ren’s head lolled back, hair damp and wild. “Yesss, fuck, fill me, baby.”

She started to shake first, her whole frame wracked by a tremor so fierce it made me think for a split second that the steel table might detach from the floor. Ren’s face twisted, lips peeled back from her teeth, a snarl and a gasp and a laugh all tangled together as her orgasm crashed over her like a rogue wave. It was pure, animal shock. Her nails clawed at my upper arms, then at my chest, then at her own breasts as she seized. A wild, guttural noise ripped from her throat, echoing off the tile and through the maze of glassware behind us.

Her pussy clamped down, a velvet vise snapping shut around my cock with such force I thought for sure I’d black out before I could even process the pleasure. A flood of heat and slick washed over me, her pulses so strong they almost forced me out of her, but she was locked on, thighs welded to my hips as she rode every aftershock. The blue lights overhead flickered as she arched her back, breasts thrust high, nipples almost blue in the cold.

I held on, hands cinched at her waist, willing myself not to lose it. But that was a fantasy. Ren’s orgasm was contagious, a chain reaction set off in my own body before I even realized I’d reached the brink. The sight, her eyes rolling back, the sweat glistening between her breasts, the absolute shamelessness of her pleasure, threw every switch in my brain. I slammed up into her, depth and rhythm lost, rutting like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted.

The pressure built, then detonated. Everything below my ribs went electric, then molten. I came hard, in fast, brutal pulses, filling her with wave after wave until I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began. Ren’s cunt milked every drop, her hips still circling, grinding, desperate to squeeze out every last ounce. Every time she shuddered, some new ripple of sensation blazed up my spine. I swore, maybe loud enough for the hall to hear, but I didn’t care. There was nothing left but this, Ren’s heat, the gluey, wet drag of her body on mine, the taste of her sweat on my lips when she collapsed over me.

She slumped, breasts pressed to my chest, sticky and warm, her breath coming in ragged little gasps into the crook of my neck. For a long, bright second we were fused, her skin fused to mine, my cock still deep inside her, both of us just shuddering and cursing and laughing because neither of us had the words for what we’d just done to each other. She kissed me, hard, and bit my lower lip, then nuzzled her nose into my shoulder, a satisfied animal after the kill.

I ran a hand down her spine, slow, and felt the shiver that passed through her. She wrapped her legs around my hips and squeezed, milking one last shudder from us both. We rocked there, together, not moving, not speaking, letting the mess of us cool in the open air. My cock softened inside her, but she held me in place, content to savor the afterglow.

For a few seconds, the whole world was just the two of us, her pussy fluttering around my cock, sweat and cum dripping down our legs, breath ragged and urgent.

We clung to each other, braced against the workstation as if gravity had given up.

The glassware stopped shaking. The lab went full hush, just the whir of a fan, the pulse of blue light, and the echo of our release still vibrating in the air.

Ren traced sweat from my face and kissed me, deep, thorough, a work of art in itself.

We were both wrecked, but in the best possible way.

“Next time, we’re bringing body paint,” she joked, still panting. “Would look insane in this light.”

I laughed, still inside her, not ready to let go.

Night belonged to us now, and the lab would never forget it.

***

The crash after a round like that left my brain humming, my legs rubbery, and my skin buzzing electric. For a long minute, Ren just clung to me, her breath washing the sweat from my neck and chest. Our bodies were slick with sex and success, a blend of hers and mine, and the salt tang of it mixed perfectly with the ozone lab air.

She finally eased off, my cock sliding from her with an obscene wet pop that made both of us laugh. Cum dribbled down her thigh and splattered on stainless steel. Nothing lab-grade is ever really sterile, but we’d just rewritten the contamination protocol.

Ren snatched a box of lint-free wipes from the nearest cart and cleaned herself with the efficiency of someone who’s done studio cleanup at four in the morning. She dabbed the worst off my cock, and for a second, stroked it with an extra, lingering squeeze that made it clear she wasn’t done with me. Not by a long shot.

“Nice,” she said, admiring the mess. “If the next artist-in-residence showed up now, they’d commission a whole series on the afterglow.”

I started re-buttoning my shirt, but she was already shimmying into her bra and jeans, her tits bounced as she tucked them away, the sight nearly as hot as watching them loose and wild.

We got ourselves presentable (at least as far as the Delta Omega Sigma dress code ever went), then just leaned against the bench, trading sly smiles and the kind of looks that wrapped you up like memory foam.

She was first to break the silence.

“You know, Chloe and Rory totally gave me their blessing,” said Ren, smoothing her hair and glancing at her phone. “Chloe’s plotting a three-way already. She wants you to pick the time and the place, but she’s got outfits ready to go.”

I blinked, unable to hide the shock. “You’re kidding.”

“Not even close,” Ren grinned. “Check your phone if you don’t believe me. There’s a whole thread in the DOS group. Everyone’s betting how long it would take for you to fold me into the roster.”

It was impossible not to smile. “That’s insane.”

She shrugged, casual as any cat who’d just raided the fish market. “Harems love expansion packs. Word is, you’re the hottest ticket on campus. I’m just glad I got signed before the waitlist.”

That killed me. I shook my head, still spinning, and let her settle into my lap as we shared the bench.

“What about Mia?” I asked, remembering the curve of her ass in yoga pants and her smile when she thought no one was looking.

Ren’s eyes lit up, understanding instantly. “She’s next. Trust me. She definitely wants you. Maybe even more than I did.”

“And Serena?”

Now she laughed, full and low. “If you can get past her goddess-tier cool, she’ll melt for you. And rumor has it, she’s even more wild than Brooke once you break the ice.”

We let that hang for a second, overwhelmed by the absurd reality of the situation.

Ren softened, surprising me. She brushed a stray lock of hair from my eyes, slow and gentle. “You look good like this. Wrecked, but happy.”

“Didn’t realize I had a look,” I said, voice hoarse.

She kissed my cheek, a sweet, feather-light thing that felt a hundred times more intimate than the sex. “You do now. Want to know our new safe word?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“Crosslinker,” she whispered, the word dripping with innuendo. “If you ever need to call it, I’ll know exactly what it means.”

We settled on a couple other signals, her tugging her earlobe, me tapping a pen twice, stupid science stuff. But it felt right, and it was ours.

Cleanup finished, hair reset, and the only thing left was a kiss goodbye.

Ren squared up, eyes glittering in the blue light, then grabbed me by both sides of my jaw and mashed her lips to mine—hungry, claiming, a little feral. When she pulled away, I was left dizzy, gasping, and probably a shade or two pinker than when we’d started.

She lingered at the door, grinning. “Just so you know, you officially broke lab protocol tonight. Fifty demerits, and docking your hours for future misconduct.”

I laughed, loving the easy confidence. “Want to submit that to the review board, or let me work off the fine?”

She winked. “Both. See you at breakfast, Outlier.”

She left with her hips swaying, dark hair a waterfall down her back, and all I could do was stare after her, mindless, happy, hard-pressed to believe what just happened.

The lab stilled. My body still tingled. If you’d told freshman-year Noah this was his future, he’d have laughed you off the bridge.

Now? I was the luckiest bastard in Pacific Heights.

And I couldn’t wait for the next late-night experiment.


Chapter nine
Date Night


The Delta Omega Sigma common room wasn’t exactly built for privacy. Plush white couches, glass coffee tables, and an energy level that never dipped below “fashion week pre-game.” Gossip hung in the air like an aerosol, sweet, toxic, and impossible to ignore.

I’d just settled into my usual corner, catching up on research notes and inhaling the scent of cinnamon from a candle someone had torched down to the glass, when a shadow fell over my table.

Mia.

She was in a wrap sweater and soft blue leggings, hair loose around her shoulders, eyes as deep as ocean water at midnight. What struck me was the quietness she carried: not the studied hush of someone holding back, but real serenity, warmth that pulled oxygen out of the room and replaced it with something softer. Something more addictive.

“Can I join you?” she said, voice gentle but confident.

“Uh, yeah, absolutely. It’s your house,” I shot back, only slightly less awkward than I felt.

She tucked herself onto the armrest beside me, hands folded in her lap, looking for all the world like she was about to referee a therapy session, not detonate my heart rate.

For a second, neither of us spoke. The noise from the other end of the room, girls arguing over Bravo reruns, Brooke bellow-laughing at something on her phone, filled the silence.

Then Mia went for the jugular.

“Would you… maybe like to go to dinner tonight?”

I blinked, halfway convinced I’d misheard. “Wait, like an actual date?”

Her cheeks bloomed with a blush that made my pulse skip. “If you want. I’ve been… Well, there’s this place in Pacific Heights, and nobody ever invites you on a real date, and I thought—” She caught herself, smiling shy, eyes flicking up to mine. “It’s okay if you’re busy.”

Busy? I’d have broken into a Zoom defense at midnight if it meant saying yes to her.

“I’d love that,” I said, probably too fast.

Relief rippled through her, subtle but real. She nodded, lips curling in satisfaction. “Perfect. I made us a reservation at eight. I hope that’s not too late?”

“It’s absolutely perfect,” I answered, trying to keep my voice steady. “Where should I pick you up?”

She told me her room and gave me the name, a restaurant I’d only seen on Google reviews, the kind of place that closed deals for hedge funds and ruined men with weak expense accounts.

She sensed my nerves and grinned. “You don’t have to wear a suit, but… maybe something you’d wear to impress a Dean.”

“Got it,” I said. “Academic hot-shot, but with date-night flair.”

We locked eyes. The room seemed to tilt, as if the conversation was about twenty times more important than anyone else realized.

She finally said, “See you at 7:45?”

I nodded, heart thudding.

Mia smiled, gentle, inviting, a secret only we could share. Then she slipped off the armrest, pausing just long enough to touch my shoulder with her hand as she left.

Her scent, vanilla and sandalwood, with a thread of jasmine, lingered for minutes after.

When I looked around, the common room had gone suspiciously quiet. At least three sisters, Jenna, maybe Ren, and a floater from the senior class, were openly staring.

Ren, fresh off last night’s mutual destruction, shot me a lazy wink from her spot by the window. The look said it all: “Good luck surviving this one, Outlier.”

The news spread through the house with viral speed.

By the time I’d made it to my own room and closed the door, there were already pings from the group chat.

Chloe—

Mia asked you on a DATE-date? Officially obsessed.

P.S. Wear the dark shirt, the one that makes your arms look insane.

Brooke—

You better fuckin’ treat her right, genius.

She’s nervous. Don’t be late.

Even Rory, queen of smirking, weighed in:

If you break her heart, I’ll break your legs. That is all.

No pressure.

I exhaled and leaned against the door, feeling every ounce of adrenaline hit at once.

Harem life might have been chaos ninety percent of the time, but this—this was new territory.

It was time to get ready.

***

I treated the wardrobe selection like a critical experiment: variables, controls, three possible outcomes (impress, underwhelm, or nuclear fail).

First iteration: classic blazer, open collar. Too faculty-vibe. Next: black button-down, slim-fit chinos, but even I could admit it looked like “trying too hard to hide an engineering degree.”

The answer was a light blue oxford, barely fitted, sleeves rolled, paired with tailored gray pants that suggested more confidence than I felt. Scent: after a quick shower, I went with something subtle, just enough to whisper “presentable” without making my presence a chemical weapon.

Hair: quick rake of the comb, just wild enough to avoid Mom-Approved.

Shoes: black leather, polished, but not the murder-your-feet kind.

I checked myself in the mirror and tried to imagine what Chloe would say. Probably “sexy nerd chic, ten out of ten.” Brooke might’ve gone with “looks like you could fuck someone on a boardroom table and then pass the midterm after.” Either way, I could live with it.

I dusted off my best smile, braced for impact, and headed out.

Walking the hallway, I felt the eyes immediately, doors cracked open, whispers behind them. Someone plucked a sprig of rosemary from the vase and stuffed it in my pocket. (“It’s for good luck,” said the girl, not even pretending to be subtle.)

By the time I made it up to the senior suite, the tension was almost cartoon-level.

Mia’s door was closed. But the lounge outside it wasn’t empty.

Brooke lounged on the chaise, painted nails tapping a silent code on her screen. She looked me up and down, slow and approving.

“You clean up well, Mercer. Decent shot she wants to jump you before the appetizers.”

Chloe, barely hiding in the shadows, leggings and a sweatshirt, grinned at Brooke’s assessment and gave me a thumbs up.

“She’s been fussing with her hair for twenty minutes,” Chloe whispered. “You know, for you.”

I felt the heat in my cheeks. “I’ll try not to disappoint.”

A hush spread through the landing.

Then the door eased open.

And there was Mia.

She wore a deep navy dress, nothing sparkly, nothing overdone. Just a wrap that hugged her hourglass shape, soft fabric draping her chest and shoulders so perfectly it looked like she’d been sewn into it by a magician. The neckline dipped just enough to show off the swell of her breasts, and the skirt hit at mid-thigh, revealing legs that looked even longer, softer, more inviting than I remembered.

Her hair fell in gentle waves over one shoulder, catching the light and making her skin glow gold. A single necklace, silver, heart-shaped locket, rested at the hollow of her throat.

She’d done something with her makeup, just a hint of shimmer, nothing overplayed, but her lips and eyes stood out, runway-ready.

But the real knockout? The nervous smile.

She gave me one look and then bit her lower lip, as if she was trying not to bolt back into her room. I saw her hands tremble before she caught herself, smoothing the hem of her dress with slow, careful fingers.

Brooke’s jaw actually dropped. “Fuck, Mia. That’s—okay, that’s a power move.”

Chloe nearly squealed, then covered her own mouth, eyes sparkling like she’d just hit the jackpot.

Mia didn’t even look at her sisters. She looked at me.

I couldn’t breathe for a second.

“Hi,” she said, voice barely audible.

“Hi,” I echoed, sounding like a man who’d just landed on the moon.

For a moment, we just stood there, drinking each other in.

Mia broke the tension. “You look wonderful, Noah.”

So do you, was what I wanted to say.

What came out was, “You’re incredible.”

She blushed hard, down to the collarbones. “Thank you. I was worried I overdid it.”

Brooke snorted. “You did not. Go before I tell him all your secrets.”

Chloe bounced, silent, rooting for her big sister.

The world compressed into this: the smell of vanilla and jasmine, the brush of my palm against Mia’s as I offered her my arm, and the way her hand slid perfectly into place at my elbow as if it belonged there.

We took the first steps toward the stairs. The house went dead silent.

And then, a ripple: whispers, gasps, the unmistakable “holy shit, is that Mia with him?” echoing from the second floor. Even the girls on the terrace leaned in to watch, one snapping a photo and texting it before we hit the landing.

It was like walking onto the set of a dating show, or the pilot for a scandal series set on the cliffs of the Pacific.

And, for once, I didn’t hate the attention. With Mia on my arm, I felt about ten feet tall and so fucking alive it hurt.

We hit the foyer. I opened the door. She paused, glanced back at the gallery of faces peeking from behind the banister, every one burning with curiosity, envy, or hunger.

Mia squeezed my arm.

“Ready?” she whispered.

There was only one answer.

“With you? Always.”

We stepped into the night, leaving the whispers and the stares, and the boiling curiosity of the house, behind us.

Mia didn’t let go.

Not for a single step.

And as the door swung closed, sealing us away from the crowd and the speculation, I realized the only thing that mattered now was whatever happened next.

Dinner, tradition, decency be damned.

Tonight, she’d made a move that rewrote the rules.

And I was already addicted to her version of the game.

***

The Uber ride to Pacific Heights was pure California cinema, city lights flickering past the windshield, the hum of energy that built with every block we climbed toward the cliff. Mia’s hand never left mine, her thumb tracing lazy circles on my knuckles while she pretended to be absorbed in the world outside.

Truth was, neither of us could stop grinning.

She’d picked the restaurant: Luminaria.

The place looked more like a private club than somewhere you could just walk into. Facade bathed in gold light, fountain out front bubbling like it existed solely for TikTok. Inside, polished wood floors and glass walls with a view that swept the city in one arrogant, breathtaking gesture. Even the air felt engineered: a blend of sea-salt, expensive wine, and the vanilla-and-jasmine note I’d already come to associate with Mia.

A hostess greeted us with a smile—professional, but with an edge of “oh, we know you.” Within five seconds, every set of eyes at the bar had flicked our way.

If being with Chloe or Brooke in public was a scandal, showing up in here with Mia was a declaration of war.

The maître d’ was a trim guy in a suit so fitted it almost squeaked. “Welcome! I have you under Ross, party of two?”

“That’s us,” Mia said, her voice all warm honey. She didn’t overplay her hand; she was just… present.

He beamed. “Lovely. This way, please.”

As he led us through the restaurant, the glances turned real. Maybe it was the dress, or the fact Mia didn’t usually do Out-There dates, but every woman in the place seemed to clock her. Some sized her up. Others tried to suss what angle she was pulling.

The men?

They never stood a chance.

At a table near the windows, a gaggle of junior faculty from St. Celeste weighed us with mixed admiration and envy. One even whispered, “That’s Mercer, right? The one from the news last week?” The other, more subtle, just watched Mia’s body as she glided by.

We landed in a corner booth that felt like a stage and a sanctuary rolled into one. Banquette curved around the back, soft white leather, perfect sight line of the city sparkling beneath us. Candlelight did miracles for Mia’s skin, and the mirrored glass behind us made every touch and glance a little more intense.

She slid in beside me, crossing her ankles and letting the dress ride up just a bit, enough to make my pulse jackknife.

Wine arrived without us asking. “Compliments of the house,” said the server, bowing with just enough reverence that I wondered if he was nervous to serve us.

Mia smiled, soft but direct. “This is beautiful, isn’t it?”

I nodded, clearing my throat. “I feel a little underdressed.”

She shook her head. “Not at all. You look amazing. The blue brings out your eyes.”

I went to object, but got distracted by the way the candlelight played in her hair. “You look… It’s going to sound corny, but you look like the night invented you just to make everyone else jealous.”

She laughed, full, rich, just a little raw around the edges. “That does sound corny. But I love it. Keep going.”

A beat of mutual brownout, where we both stared and neither of us had the words to break the moment. Then Mia took up the menu, scanned it, and set it down.

“I’m supposed to be all over the tasting menu,” she confided. “But honestly, I just want to share whatever you’re having. Is that weird?”

“Not even a little,” I told her, already plotting how to feed her the best bite on every plate.

From there, we settled into the ritual: order a couple appetizers (“I trust you,” she told the server, making him blink and go almost pink at the ears), choose two mains, and lock in the chocolate soufflé for dessert.

The small talk engine fired on cue.

She asked about class, so I gave her my best “thermodynamics efficiency rant,” which had her giggling before I even hit the good lines.

She told me about her psychology research, and the way her professors tried to hide behind fancy terminology while she picked their arguments apart in half the time. For once, I got to be the audience, watching her come alive, gesturing, voice animated, her confidence so effortless it actually made my breath catch.

The food came, first a salad that looked like modern art, then some kind of crab-and-mango thing that shattered my expectations.

We traded plates without a second thought. She speared a bite, handed me the fork, and licked her lips when she saw I liked it.

“Is this normal for you?” I asked, genuinely curious. “Or am I part of your secret wild side?”

Mia’s eyes sparkled. “This is the most fun I’ve had on a date… ever. Mostly I play host for my sisters, or do group things. But this? This feels different.”

“I like different,” I said.

She reached across the table, hand landing soft on my wrist. “I knew you would.”

As the meal stretched, so did the conversation, out of the safe zone and into the territory nobody ever wanted to risk.

She started it.

“Can I ask you something, Noah?”

“Anything,” I said, meaning it.

“If the BioPrint project hit it big, and you got every headline, every magazine cover, all the acclaim, what would you actually want after that?” she asked. “Would it be enough?”

I had to think.

For a long time, all I’d cared about was getting through the next test, the next filter, the next gate. But staring across the table at Mia, her fingers curled around her wineglass, her expression open and gentle, it felt like a trap and a lifeline at the same time.

“I want to make something that lasts,” I said, slow and honest. “Not just in a journal or a patent office, but… something people use and don’t remember who made it. Like…” Words failed for a second. “I guess I want to help, but not in a way that gets my name on a plaque. More like, if a kid walks again, or someone gets to keep their arm, and nobody knows I was behind it? That’s the dream.”

Mia went very still, eyes wide.

“That’s beautiful,” she whispered. “I think most people pretend they want to change the world, but you—” She hesitated, catching the emotion before it could spill. “You actually mean it.”

I shrugged, equal parts proud and embarrassed. “Sounds less dramatic when I say it aloud.”

“No, it sounds exactly right,” she shot back. “You know, I always thought you’d end up with someone who was just as ambitious as you. Not someone who… wants to heal, not conquer.”

I arched a brow. “You think you don’t fit that?”

She blushed, looking down. “Sometimes I feel like I’m just… support staff. Even in my own house, I’m the background. Not the star.”

I squeezed her hand. “You’re not background at all. I notice you every time you walk in the room, Mia.”

For a second, everything else, the restaurant buzz, the city lights, all of it went mute.

She inhaled, soft but sharp. “Can you ask me the same question?”

So I did.

“What do YOU want, Mia? If you had the rest of your life to do anything, and no one would ever judge you?”

For a moment, she went inward. The candle flame jittered in the crystal, and I saw her face change, not dark, but real.

“I’d want to help girls, especially the ones who think they have to be perfect,” she said, voice low. “I’d open a counseling center on the coast somewhere. I know it sounds small, but… I want to be the place people come to heal. Not the person who gives a TED Talk or wins a national award.”

I let it settle, the shape of what she was really saying: the war between the image and the soul.

“Is that what your mom expects?”

Mia’s laugh was gentle, but bitter at its edge. “Our family runs on expectation. Mom wants me to do what she did. Lead departments, publish, be the star. The thought of disappointing her… scares me more than actually failing at anything.”

There it was, the raw wound behind the perfection.

The next question hovered: “Did someone actually break your heart?”

I almost chickened out.

She answered anyway, as if reading my mind.

“When I was a sophomore, I fell for someone—hard. He was a TA, older, kind, made me feel important.” She looked away, then back. “He left for Europe. Never even said goodbye. I spent a year pretending it didn’t wreck me. I didn’t tell anyone. Not even Chloe.”

I could feel the thud inside my ribs, a mix of anger for the guy and awe that she’d said it out loud, to me.

“You deserved better,” I said.

Mia’s eyes glimmered in the candlelight. “Maybe. But you don’t always get what you deserve.”

I didn’t let go of her hand the rest of the meal.

People definitely noticed. At least two tables behind us whispered through their entrees, and I was pretty sure one of the junior profs snuck a candid with his phone aimed low.

But the only thing I really cared about was Mia, her laugh, the way her eyes glowed when I made a dumb joke, the hand that gripped mine just a little tighter every time I let the armor drop.

Dessert arrived: a dark chocolate soufflé that steamed as the server cracked it open and poured in the cream. For a second, I forgot every insecurity I’d ever had about eating in public with the harem.

Mia took a spoon, dipped it, then offered me the first bite.

It was perfection: bitter, sweet, edged with something unexpected.

As I chewed, she licked her lips, then dipped in for her own. Little bit of cream smeared at the corner of her mouth, not cute, not messy, just alive.

She caught me staring and grinned, mischief on full display.

“Want to get out of here?” Mia whispered.

My cock twitched, utterly at her mercy.

“More than anything,” I said.

As I stood and offered her my hand, I caught the last look from the table nearest us, a flicker of jealousy, maybe even longing. Mia saw it too and leaned in, squeezing my palm.

“Doesn’t matter what they say,” she murmured. “I know what I want.”

We glided out of the restaurant. All the eyes followed, but for once, I didn’t care. Mia’s hand in mine was the only thing that felt real.

The night air was cool, scented with ocean and orange blossoms from the planters outside.

As we walked toward the lights of St. Celeste, our bodies drew closer. We didn’t have to say a word.

The boundaries had changed. And everyone watching, whether out of envy, lust, or pure curiosity, could see it.

I was with Mia. The real her, not the perfect version.

And for the first time in forever, I felt like the rumors might finally be telling the truth.

***

The air outside the restaurant had shifted. It wasn’t just colder, it was charged, electric, like the world was watching and waiting to see what happened next. Mia’s hand found mine again, this time lacing our fingers so tight it felt like we’d practiced. We drifted down Pacific Avenue with no real destination beyond “closer” and “now.”

The city glowed, every window and streetlamp reflecting in her hair. She matched her pace to mine, leaning into my side on the sidewalk as if she was staking a claim. With each block, the conversation got deeper, more personal, stripping away every layer we’d worn for the crowd inside Luminaria.

“What was your favorite part of tonight?” she asked, voice soft.

I squinted at her, joking. “You, obviously. Was that a trick question?”

She rolled her eyes, but the smile was sincere. “No—like, really. What made it good?”

“It was the honesty,” I said, thinking out loud. “Nobody’s ever asked me about the after, you know? The part that comes once the spotlight dims.”

Mia walked in silence for a second, her hair brushing my cheek in the wind. “You always want to be invisible, don’t you? Even though you’re the center of everything right now.”

“That’s the wild part,” I admitted. “I’m starting to like the chaos. Maybe because it means I get to choose the people I want with me.”

She pressed closer, bumping my hip. “Even if it means drama?”

“Especially then,” I said. “Drama’s better than silence. I learned that the hard way.”

She nodded, and there was a sadness in her eyes that made me want to stop, pin her to the brick wall, and just tell her it was okay. Instead, she kept walking, savoring the tension between us like she was drawing out the world’s best punchline.

We cut through the quad, now almost empty except for a couple straggler students and the hum of distant party music. Mia let her hair down, literally, shaking it loose and laughing as she spun ahead of me. The moment was like something out of a movie, and the way she looked back, eyes shining, almost dropped me to my knees.

We walked into the sorority house together, our footsteps echoing on the marble foyer. Mia led me up the curved staircase, her fingers still intertwined with mine, until we reached the second-floor hallway. Outside her door, the one with the small whiteboard covered in her suitemates' inside jokes and a string of fairy lights framing the frame, she turned to face me, placing both hands on my chest.

“One more thing,” she said, voice lower, urgent.

“Anything.”

Her blue-gold gaze found me, direct and devastating. “I want you to know something. I don’t care about the rumors. Or what people are whispering. I know about you and Ren, and Brooke too.”

My throat tightened.

“Mia, I—”

She pressed a finger to my lips.

“Don’t,” she smiled. “Chloe actually encouraged me to go for this. To go for you.”

I blinked, caught between relief and awe. “You’re serious.”

She tilted her head, like “duh.” “We talk. We support each other. And Chloe told me she wants you to be happy. So do I.”

The weight of her words dropped through my ribcage and made my heart go full tilt.

She leaned in, breath warm, perfume wrapping around me like a heatwave. “And just so you know, on our second date, I don’t think I’ll be able to resist you like I am tonight.”

It was both a tease and a promise.

My cock lurched, blood pumping so hard my ears rang.

She kissed me.

God, did she kiss me.

It was slow. Intentional. Her lips pressed to mine, soft at first, then urgent as she melted into my hands. I cupped her cheek, thumb stroking her jaw. Her body curved to my chest, breasts flattened across my shirt, every inch of her alive and vibrating with need.

We didn’t hurry. We didn’t hold back, either.

She parted her lips on a soft moan—barely audible, but enough to make my grip tighten around her waist. For a firework-bright second I wanted to throw caution out the window and take her, right there in the shadow of the hallway. But I didn’t. I made it last. Savoring the flavor of her mouth, the vanilla and sweetness, the haunting, defiant undertone of someone who’d just decided to start living for herself.

When we broke apart, both of us were breathless.

Mia’s face glowed, cheeks bright, eyes wild, mouth swollen from the kiss.

She ran a thumb across my lower lip, as if memorizing the shape.

“Next time,” she whispered, “I want more.”

I almost told her I did too, but the words got lost somewhere between my brain and my heartbeat.

She stepped back, hand trailing down my arm. “Good night, Noah.”

“Good night, Mia.”

She slipped inside, door clicking quietly behind her.

I stood in the hall, shaking, sweating, wanting. The taste of her lingered on my tongue, and the echo of her honesty rewrote every rumor that had ever been spun about us.

The house was silent, but I knew damn well there’d already be a dozen messages lighting up the group chat.

By morning, everyone on campus would know Mia Ross made her own rules.

If they called it a scandal, fuck them.

She called it a beginning.

And honestly? So did I.


Chapter ten
There was a Movie?


The day began as a haze of contentment, not unlike the mornings before. Chloe was draped over me, soft and bare, her golden hair spilling across my chest and her breath slow as tide. The weight and heat of her body had nearly coaxed me back under when my phone shuddered to life on the nightstand. I reached for it in the half-light, careful not to disturb my insanely gorgeous girlfriend sprawled on top of me.

I thumbed open the notification: a message from Serena. My brows drew together in sleepy surprise as the screen pulsed with its pale blue glow.

Chloe shifted, the movement subtle but unmistakably possessive, her limbs winding around mine as she burrowed closer. Her voice, when it came, was sleep-rough and sweet against my ear. “Who is it?”

“It’s Serena,” I murmured, still staring at the message. “She wants me to come over to her room tonight. Apparently she’s planning a horror movie marathon.”

That woke Chloe instantly. She propped herself up on her elbows, her breasts flattening luxuriously against my chest, every trace of sleep vanished from her brilliant eyes.

“Oh my God, she’s totally going for it,” Chloe said, practically vibrating with excitement. “You have to say yes.”

I blinked, thrown by the certainty in her voice. “Going for what?”

Chloe grinned and kissed me, lips plush and insistent. “You, obviously. She’s been plotting this for weeks. Underneath all that princess polish, the girl is seriously devious. She’ll fuck your brains out, no question.”

A rush of disbelief and anticipation twisted in my gut, leaving my lips dry. “No fucking way,” I managed.

Chloe bucked her hips, slick heat enveloping my cock in an instant; the sensation sent my thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind. “Uh… yeah. Have you not noticed how she looks at you?”

I tried to focus. “Serena was my babysitter,” I protested. “She doesn’t see me like that.”

Chloe’s laughter was low and throaty. “Babe, everyone sees you like that. You’re basically the genius heartthrob of campus. Of course she wants you. You’re not a kid anymore.”

She slid down, guiding my aching cock inside her with practiced precision. Her pussy clamped around me, tight and scorching hot, drawing a groan from deep in her chest. “God, I love your morning wood almost as much as I love you.”

She began to ride me, slow at first, but when I reached to toss the phone aside, Chloe caught my wrist and wrenched the device from my hand before I could protest. Her breasts filled my palms as she deftly typed out a reply to Serena, hitting send with a wicked gleam before tossing the phone away.

Chloe crashed her mouth against mine and pulled my tongue between her lips, devouring me with a hunger that matched the frantic rhythm of her hips. The bed rocked in time with her moans, wild and unrestrained.

When Chloe finally broke away, she increased the pace, strands of honey-blonde hair trailing over my face as she rode me harder. “You’re going to fuck me now, and Serena after. But I want a threesome. Promise?”

My palm slid over her plump, perfectly rounded ass, fingers digging in with a greedy squeeze as I claimed a handful of tender flesh. She moved for me, swaying her hips in a slow, hypnotic figure-eight, grinding me deeper with every pass, tightening around my cock as if she’d been made for this. “Of course, baby. I promise.” My voice came out rough, thick with want, but I didn’t let go; I held her there, feeling her shape herself against me while she worked her hips, determined to wring every inch of pleasure out of both of us.

***

The movie was supposed to be the main event, but the second I hit the top floor, I realized just how naive that fantasy was.

Serena’s door was open a crack, the soft wash of candlelight and Netflix logo glow leaking across the polished wood. I double-checked the number, just in case I’d hallucinated my way to heaven by mistake.

But the vision waiting on the other side of the door was pure, undiluted sex.

Serena Bennett, tall, golden, and bare-legged—stood in the center of her room wearing a tank top so thin you could read my pulse through it. There was no bra, no apology. Just the free-swinging honesty of D-cups outlined perfectly under a scrap of pale blue cotton and a pair of yoga shorts that barely covered the essentials. Her hair was up in a messy twist, wisps tumbling out to frame her jaw in ways no reality TV writer could invent. Even her ankles looked elegant, tanned and smooth against the silvery comforter.

She arched a brow as she saw me hovering in the doorway. For a half-second, I forgot how to breathe.

“Hey, Noah,” she said, voice velvet and knowing. “Didn’t get lost on the way, did you?”

I swallowed, working to keep my gaze above her chest and failing miserably. Her breasts were perfectly outlined beneath her shirt, and every curve dragged me back to the blur of my teenage years and every desperate, horny fantasy I’d ever had. Just looking at her now, I could feel my cock thickening in my jeans, the way it used to in the middle of class when I was a whisper over fourteen and barely knew what to do with it. My face burned. I was ogling her tits like some awkward virgin reliving all the wet dreams I thought I’d outgrown, and I could only pray she didn’t notice me staring.

“Nope,” I said. “Your directions were perfect.”

She smiled, cool, understated, and loaded with promise. Her tank top hung loose, gapping open at the sides, and every time she reached for something, her phone, the popcorn, the remote, I got a crystal-clear view of her breasts. Full, high, and utterly unfiltered, those tits could make a priest rethink his entire ideology.

Serena padded around the room, dimming the main light, stacking pillows, cueing up the movie on her laptop. Each move was deliberate, just slow enough to give me time to sample every curve, every flash of bare skin as the fabric shifted. She bent forward to plug in her charger, and her tank top dangled straight down without a care in the world, her D-cups swinging free and proud. Thick nipples thrust out, on full display, bold and unapologetic. There was zero chance she didn’t know exactly what she was doing.

If the goal was to spike my blood pressure before we hit play, she’d already won.

She tossed me a can of seltzer. “Pick your poison. Horror, romcom, or something so bad it’s good?”

I tried to appear thoughtful, but the truth was, my brain was stuck in a hard loop watching her chest ripple under that paper-thin fabric. “Horror’s fine,” I managed, setting the drink on her nightstand. “Unless you’re more in the mood for something trashy.”

Serena pressed her lips together, like she was trying to bottle up a secret—and maybe she was, because a grin threatened to spill. “You know, Chloe says I look exactly like another famous Serena. From Gossip Girl. Serena van der Woodsen.” Her voice fell into a low, sly purr, and she leaned in, letting the neckline of her tank swoop open just enough to catch my eye. “What’s your opinion?”

Of course, I had always thought she could double as Blake Lively’s twin. I’d logged so many hours of Gossip Girl with Chloe that the idea was practically gospel. “I’m with Chloe,” I said, weighing the evidence. “You look and sound just like her.”

Her gaze sharpened, pleased. “I think Chloe’s obsessed with the show because my wardrobe is mostly ‘brunch in the Hamptons’ anyway.”

She flicked on the TV, cueing up the streaming menu. The blue light painted her skin, making her look like a cross between a beach goddess and the wildest dream I’d ever had. She hopped onto the bed, curling her legs under her, and patted the spot beside her.

“Come here. Unless you’re afraid of the view,” she teased.

I dropped onto the comforter, feigning composure.

The bed was soft, the comforter cool against my legs, but the heat radiating off Serena was something else. She tucked a pillow behind her back, drew her knees up, and let the shorts ride even higher on her thighs. The tank top slid sideways, baring the swell of one perfect breast, nipple and all, before she bothered to tug it back into place.

She caught my stare and smirked. “You okay, Noah? You look like you’ve never seen a girl in pajamas before.”

That was a joke. There was nothing pajama about this look. This was pure Harem Invitation, giftwrapped and ready.

I played it cool. “I’m just trying to remember if this counts as a real date or if you’re about to make me do SAT flashcards.”

She rolled her eyes. “You think tutor Serena would show up braless? Please. Tonight, I’m just Serena. No test prep required. You’re getting the full girlfriend experience.”

Girlfriend experience. The words rocked me to the core.

My cock, already throbbing, kicked inside my pants, the fabric damp where the flood of pre-cum leaked along my shaft. Every twitch sent another jolt, insistent and uncontrollable, as if my hard-on was trying to punch through the front of my slacks just for a taste of her. Even through the tightness, I could feel the sticky warmth pooling, slick and urgent, spreading along the length of me. I gritted my teeth, my entire body tensed by the mess she was making of me before we had even started.

The room filled with the opening strains of the movie, something tense, generic, and instantly forgettable compared to the woman at my side. We both pretended to care for about five minutes. She kept shifting, scooting closer, eventually resting her bare thigh flush against mine.

Every move, every laugh, every brush of her skin against my arm was driving me insane.

She stretched, pretending to watch the screen, and her tank top slid up, baring the underside of her left breast, soft, gold, and only a hair away from total exposure.

Serena let it hang. No hurry. It was a game, and she always played to win.

“Remind me, did your first babysitter ever show up like this?” she purred, glancing sideways.

My throat went dry.

“Not even close. Of course, you would know since you were my first babysitter,” I admitted, voice low.

She grinned, a wicked edge to it. “I remember those days. You were a total nerd, but cute. Always trailing me around the backyard like you wanted to ask a question but were too shy.”

I held her gaze. “I was terrified of you. You were, like… the hottest thing in Santa Clarita. Also, you could drive. That was next-level power.”

She laughed, shaking her head just enough to make her boobs bounce under the thin shirt. “Stop. You’re going to make me blush.”

“You can try,” I shot back. “But you were my first real crush. No contest.”

She let that hang, eyes searching my face. “You serious?”

“Dead serious. You have starred in more wet dreams than I can count. You were the star of my very first one, actually. I used to fantasize about you all the time; you were always front and center, naked in my head, and I’d wake up soaked. You were a living, breathing fantasy for me.”

Her breath caught, tiny, but I noticed, and her eyes danced, equal parts arousal and curiosity. “What kind of fantasies?”

I swallowed, pulse pounding. “Every kind. But mostly… you like this. Hair down, braless, crawling across your bed. The things I did to you in my dreams would make a porn star blush.”

She exhaled, nostrils flaring, then let her hand drift to my knee. The touch was light, but intentional.

“God, Noah. If I’d known, I might’ve made a move sooner. I always thought you were too smart for a girl like me.”

I laughed, caught off guard. “You were way out of my league. Honestly, you still are.”

Serena let the silence hang, electric as the air before a summer thunderstorm. Her hand slid up, fingers curling possessively around my thigh. “That’s so funny, it’s ridiculous. You should look in a mirror if you haven’t already.”

The heat of her touch licked higher, crawling up my skin, but I kept my voice even. “You could like Chloe,” I said.

“You know, I used to brag to my friends that the Mercer boy next door would grow up to be a genius. Turns out, I was right. Also, you got tall. And hot. God, are you hot. If Chloe hadn’t beaten me to the punch, you would already be mine.”

I felt the heat in my face, but there was no backing down now.

She scooted closer, her thigh pressing into mine, her bare foot tracing the inside of my ankle. Her tank top slouched low, tight enough over her breasts that one good sneeze would’ve blown the whole thing open.

“I can’t stop staring at you,” I admitted.

“Good,” she whispered, voice gone husky. “I wore this for you, you know.”

She leaned in, lips close enough that I could taste the vanilla from her body lotion.

For a second, we just hovered there, eyes locked, bodies humming with the kind of tension that makes or breaks people.

Then, softly, like a dare, she brushed her mouth against mine.

It started tentative, a single, uncertain kiss, her lips cool and plush, the pressure feather-light.

I let her set the pace.

She nipped my lower lip, then locked eyes. “Is this okay?”

I didn’t answer. I just kissed her harder.

Her mouth opened under mine, hungry, electric, instantly more than I could process. We fell sideways into the pillows, her body stretching along mine, warm skin everywhere. The tank top slipped off her shoulder, baring more gold, more soft curve, until her left nipple peeked out, bold and pink against the pale blue.

Her hand found my jaw, and she pulled me in. The kiss went wild, hot, messy, a little desperate. All the years of wondering what she’d taste like, what the rhythm of her breath would feel like against my mouth, and now I had it. Reality shattered every fantasy I’d ever written in my head.

I slipped a hand up her waist, fingers tracing the line of her ribs. She arched into it, nipple brushing my palm through the fabric, and she shuddered. Her tits were magnificent, big and impossibly perky, perfect in my hand.

She kept kissing me, relentless. Her tongue tangled with mine, mouth slick and hungry. For a second, she broke off, breathless, and bit my earlobe.

“You ever jerk off thinking about this? About me?” she whispered, voice dripping with sin.

“Constantly. A hundred times but probably more. Every fucking year since you left for college,” I shot back.

She moaned, rocking her hips against mine. The yoga shorts rode high, baring her ass, and the tank top, barely hanging on, finally surrendered. One breast popped free, nipple hard and swollen. Serena didn’t bother tucking it back.

She just stared at me, daring me to touch her.

I did.

I cupped her breast, thumb rolling over the tip. She gasped, eyes fluttering, then lunged for my mouth all over again.

The movie played on, forgotten. The only plot I cared about was the woman now straddling my hip, bare skin pressed to my chest, making out like we’d invented the concept.

For the next few minutes, we lost ourselves in the heat and the hunger.

Every touch, every kiss, every shiver told me this wasn’t just nostalgia or some harem stunt. This was Serena, raw and real and finally mine.

When she finally slowed, hair wild, lips slick, and both her breasts on full display, she grinned down at me in triumph.

“Still think I look and sound like Serena van der Woodsen?” she panted.

I traced her nipple, loving the way her whole body reacted. “More like the version the CW couldn’t air.”

She laughed, low and wrecked. “Good. Because I’ve been waiting to fuck you since the day you leveled up from class nerd to Outlier.”

I gripped her hip, kissing her again. “Then what are you waiting for?”

She bit her lip, eyes dark with intent. “Absolutely nothing.”

And that was the end of movie night as we knew it.

Tonight, it was just me and Serena. Hands, mouths, memories, and the insane rush of making up for every lost year in a single, endless kiss.

***

We didn’t half-ass the transition, we detonated it.

The second my hand closed around her breast, Serena’s whole body changed. She arched harder against me, letting out a gasp that sounded more like a promise than a plea. Her nipple was stiff under my thumb, the skin hot and velvet-smooth. I watched her face as I teased it, then lowered my mouth and sucked the tip into a tight, wet seal.

Serena moaned, fingers tangling in my hair. “God, yes. I always wondered how that would feel.”

I grinned, drunk on her want. “Better than you imagined?”

She laughed, wrecked, breathless. “A thousand times better. Touch them, baby. I want you to touch every inch of me.”

That was all the invitation I needed.

I cupped both breasts, weighed them, then flicked my tongue from one nipple to the other. Each time I switched, she shuddered, hips lifting, chest swelling, the kind of reaction you can’t fake. I sucked her hard enough to leave a red circle, then bit gently, and she lost it, clawing at my shoulders, breath coming in short, wild bursts.

I kissed down her cleavage, licking and nipping at every inch of exposed skin. Her hands slid under my shirt, nails raking my abs, then yanked the fabric overhead in one smooth motion. When I was bare, she straddled my waist, tits bouncing as she settled on top of me.

Her tank top was history, tossed aside, leaving her basically naked except for the clinging band of those yoga shorts. Her tits were pure art: big, perfect, pink-tipped, and swinging in my face every time she moved.

She ground her crotch against my cock, and through the thin layer of her shorts, I felt her heat, wet, urgent, impossible to miss.

“Ever fuck one of your babysitters before?” she teased, rolling her hips.

“Only in every fantasy I ever had,” I breathed.

Serena pushed the shorts down, baring her ass. She peeled them off and kicked them aside, then dragged her pussy up my thigh, leaving a wet trail of slick on my skin. She wasn’t wearing panties. Of course.

“Just so you know, I fantasized about this too,” Serena said, voice low and dirty. “You, grown up. Smart, dangerous. When you were younger, I knew you would grow up hot, and I always wondered if the genius would fuck as good as he solved problems.”

I grabbed her hips, lining her up.

“Test me,” I dared.

Serena wrapped one hand around my cock, stroked it twice, then lined it up at her entrance.

“Ready?” she purred.

I could barely speak. “Take what you want.”

She lowered herself slow, letting the head slide in, then further, her walls gripping me inch by inch. The heat was insane, hot, velvet, slicker than any porn could have prepared me for. She moaned, dropping all the way down until my cock was buried deep inside her.

“God, you’re thick,” she gasped, rocking her hips in a tight circle. “I can feel it in my stomach, baby. So fucking good.”

I watched her ride, tits bouncing, hair wild, her ass clapping against my thighs every time she slammed down. She set the pace, sometimes slow, grinding, letting me savor the pressure; sometimes fast, bouncing until my balls ached and the bed creaked under us.

Every move was pure dominance.

She leaned over, bracing one hand on my chest, and let her boobs swing in my face. “This what you dreamed about, baby? Your babysitter bouncing on your cock with her tits in your face?”

I grabbed both, squeezed, then sucked her nipple hard, pulling a shriek from her lips.

“Fuck, Noah, yes!” Serena rode me harder, slamming down until the base of my cock ground against her clit. She was dripping wet; every thrust coated me in her honey, making it easier to hammer her deeper.

She didn’t hold back. “You gonna fill me up, genius? You going to pump your cum inside the girl you couldn’t touch all those years?”

That line nearly snapped me.

I jerked my hips, matching her rhythm, hands locked on her ass, spreading her cheeks to drive myself even deeper.

Nothing had prepared me for how she looked, how she felt, how fucking loud she’d be when it finally happened. Serena’s back arched like she’d been hit by a live wire. Her hands clamped down on my chest, nails raking rivers down my skin, and for a split second her face went from lust to outright shock, like the orgasm had snuck up on her, ambushed her from inside out, and there was nothing she could do but ride the lightning. Her pussy clenched around me, velvet walls milking my cock so tight it felt like I’d gotten trapped in a fist. Her head snapped back, hair whipping, and she shrieked my name so violently I was genuinely surprised no one burst in from the hallway.

I’d never seen anything so unfiltered, so raw and unscripted. She flailed, body shaking, tits bouncing with every spasm, and the look on her face was pure, animal want, nothing left of the smirking babysitter or the taunting older girl who used to lord her age and experience over me. There was only Serena, stripped bare of every defense, gasping and writhing like I’d somehow given her an electric shock straight to the core.

I was so hard I genuinely worried I might black out, but then she locked eyes with me, those ocean-glass irises, wild and wicked, and ground herself down harder, pinning me to the bed with her full weight. The fucking grip she had, my cock was basically being ripped out by the root. Her hips ground in a slow, brutal circle, like she wanted to carve a memory of herself into my DNA. I felt every inch, every pulse, every humming nerve as she came again, a rolling tidal wave of orgasm that had her body convulsing around me.

And it wasn’t just physical. I could see her mind short-circuit, like she was reprogramming the last decade of our history in a single, endless second. All the years of distance and teasing, every snide sisterly remark and every “I always thought you’d end up in jail or in the Ivy League,” all of it was just gone, obliterated, rewritten, destroyed by the wet, slick grind of her pussy and the look in her eyes as she claimed me.

It broke something in me, too. I grabbed her hips, dug my fingers in like I was never letting go, and started thrusting up to meet her. Every time I slammed up into her, she let out this filthy, helpless noise, a noise you’d never expect from someone who once made me pancakes and told me to eat my vegetables. Now she was the one being devoured, helpless and breathless, riding my cock with the abandon of someone who’d decided to make up for every wasted year in a single night.

She started talking, too, fast, breathless, out of control. “Oh my god, Noah, yes, you’re so fucking big, fill me up, oh god, fuck, you’re going to make me—” her words collapsed into a scream and she came again, thighs shaking, her whole body locking down around me like a vice. The pressure was so insane, so relentless, that I lost it, coming so hard I saw stars. My cock swelled and pulsed, balls drawing up tight, and I let go inside her, shooting rope after rope of cum deep into Serena’s already spasming cunt.

The heat, the thickness, the feeling of her squeezing every last drop out of me as she kept riding, kept grinding, kept milking me like she wanted proof of every fantasy I’d ever had about her, fuck, it was overwhelming. I groaned and bucked up into her, hands glued to her hips, feeling the slick, wet mess we’d made leaking down my length, dripping onto the sheets, soaking us both in sweat and something deeper.

Serena didn’t slow at all. She just kept moving, kept grinding, kept working every last twitch out of me. Her tits bounced and shuddered with every thrust, sweat running in beads between them, and her mouth hung open in a half-laugh, half-moan that didn’t sound human. We fucked in this crazy, desperate spiral, neither one of us willing to come down, both of us addicted to the crash.

The second my orgasm started to fade, she leaned forward, hands braced on either side of my head, hair falling around us like a curtain. “You still with me, baby?” she whispered, voice shredded and wild, like she’d lost all control.

I nodded, barely able to speak. “Never been more here.”

She smiled, feral and triumphant, and started kissing me again, hard and messy and with enough tongue to leave my lips numb. She ground her hips in slow, greedy circles, milking every last drop, and I could feel my cock start to harden again, still trapped inside her, still surrounded by heat and pulse and the scent of sex.

She didn’t let up. If anything, she pressed down harder, squeezing me with every muscle she had. “You feel that?” she purred. “That’s what you do to me. That’s what you’ve always done to me, even when I pretended I didn’t see you.”

I started to respond, but then she clamped down and gave a twist that made me yelp. “Mine,” she whispered, and bit my shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark. “You’re mine, Noah. Tonight, tomorrow, whenever I want you.”

I couldn’t argue. I didn’t want to. I just pulled her in and kissed her, hands on her back, sliding down to her ass to hold her in place. My cock was still half-hard, still throbbing inside her, and the feeling of her wrapped around me, velvet and slick, was like nothing I’d ever imagined. The world had telescoped down to this bed, this moment, the taste of her sweat and the sound of her laugh and the feel of her body straddling me, refusing to let go.

Serena finally collapsed on my chest, both of us a soaking mess, but she never stopped moving. She rocked her hips in a lazy, greedy rhythm, as if she could pull another orgasm out of me just by willpower alone. I wasn’t sure if that was possible, but if anyone could do it, it was her. The way she looked at me, cocky and wild and a little bit evil, made me believe the rules had changed.

She laughed through her third climax, voice gone high and wild. “Yes, Noah, god yes! Cum inside me, make it messy, just like that—”

I swore, barely managing to breathe. A second orgasm welled inside me, and I stiffened as hot jets blasted into her, each spasm wrung out by the grip of her cunt. Even after I finished, she kept squeezing, milking me until the sensation faded from pleasure to raw, oversensitized pulses.

Serena collapsed forward, tits mashed to my chest, both of us panting like we’d just run a marathon.

Her hair brushed my jaw, sweat streaking her forehead. “Damn. All those years of foreplay paid off.”

I kissed her, feral and hungry, still hard inside her.

She wriggled her hips, grinding down. “You’re still ready?”

“With you? There’s no off switch.”

Serena grinned, wicked as sin. She started rocking again, slow this time, letting the fullness drag every nerve ending to the surface.

“You want to go again?” she whispered, nipping my lip.

“Try and stop me.”

She braced herself, shifting the angle so her tits bounced in my face. I sucked a nipple, bit the other, and she moaned, deep and wild.

For the next round, she built the rhythm. Up, down, grinding in circles, then quick, shallow bounces that sent her butt clapping against my pelvis. My cock, already soaked with our mixed cum, slid in and out with zero resistance. The mess just made it hotter.

“Fuck, Serena, you’re insane,” I groaned.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she hissed. “I want every drop. Want everyone in this house to know who’s breeding me tonight.”

The taboo hit home. Her, my babysitter, the ultimate forbidden fruit, now spread and riding me with the ferocity of a woman who’d waited a decade for payback.

She leaned close, breath hot in my ear. “You want to really fuck me up? Tell me you want to get me pregnant. Fill me until I leak down my thighs. Don’t waste a drop.”

That broke something in me. I seized her hips, slammed her down, and pounded up into her with savage, desperate force. She met every thrust, hungry, wild, milking my cock just like before.

The room blurred. Movie audio flickered in the background, pointless now. The only reality was the slap of skin on skin and her voice in my ear—

“Breed me, Noah. Make my pussy yours. Ruin me for every other man. Make me yours forever.”

I couldn’t hold back. Orgasm hit, even harder than before, body bucking, cock pulsing as I emptied everything inside her.

Serena milked it, every squeeze of her cunt drawing another spasm, another drop.

We collapsed, tangled and sticky, my cock still buried to the hilt.

She didn’t slow, though.

With a wicked smile, she popped off my cock—chest heaving, thighs glistening with our cum.

She spun me so my back hit the headboard.

“Time for a new angle,” she announced.

Serena dropped to her knees between my legs, wrapped both tits around my shaft, and started fucking her cleavage. The sensation was unreal, soft, slick, pressure on all sides as she bobbed up and down, smearing my cockhead along the deep valley between her breasts.

She looked straight up at me. “You like that, genius? You going to cum for me again?”

She spat on the tip, jerked me with both hands, then caught just the head between her lips, sucking with obscene focus, tongue swirling the slit.

I moaned, unable to process the overload.

She stroked and sucked, alternating, until I was ready to burst.

“Inside or on my tits?” she asked, eyes dancing.

“Inside,” I managed, barely coherent. “I want to breed you.”

Serena groaned and mounted me again, this time reverse cowgirl, her ass high, pussy milking my length as she rode with perfect control.

She braced her hands on my knees, bouncing, looking over her shoulder as her blonde hair stuck to her sweaty back. Each slap of her ass against my lap was a shockwave, wet, raw, fierce.

“You gonna cum for me, stud?” she taunted. “Pump your babysitter full again?”

I grabbed her hips, holding on as she went harder. The pressure built, my cock swelling, and when I hit the edge, it was like drowning.

She felt it, too. Her pussy clamped and rippled, and she dug her nails into my leg.

“Now,” Serena hissed, “fuck, now! cum for me again—”

I obeyed, zero hesitation. The first shot hit so hard it made me see stars. I filled her, wave after wave, until it leaked out and dripped down the backs of her thighs.

She collapsed, ass up, panting.

We lay there, both destroyed.

But somehow, we weren’t done.

Serena twisted, smiling lazy and filthy. “You got one more round in you, genius?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

She bent over the edge of the bed, presenting her ass. “Then do it like this. No holding back.”

I lined up, slid in, and started pounding her from behind, slow at first, just to savor the way her pussy gripped me, then faster, until the bedframe rocked with every hit.

Her ass was incredible. High, tight, jiggling on every thrust.

I hammered her, hands locked around her waist, pulling her back into me.

Serena moaned loud, not caring who heard. “Fuck, yes, fuck me! Don’t stop! Fill me again, baby—harder—”

Her body tensed, then shattered, cunt spasming around my cock, milking every inch.

The view, the sound, the feel of her, all of it smashed my last restraint.

I let go, cumming one more time, cock swelling as I pumped her full yet again. Cum overflowed, splattering the sheets and dripping down her thighs.

When I finally pulled out, she caught the mess with her fingers and sucked them clean, eyes locked on mine.

“God, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” she confessed, falling back onto the bed.

We lay tangled, sticky, sweat-cooling. The TV played on, some faceless hero fighting digital ghosts, but the only battle that mattered had already been won here.

Serena rolled against me, head on my chest. “That night over Thanksgiving. I almost pulled you into my car to fuck you right there in the back seat.”

I laughed, stroking her hair. “That would’ve given my little brother an aneurism.”

She grinned, biting my shoulder. “Next time, I won’t hold back.”

We caught our breath, trading stories, her about cheating curfews to see her college boyfriends, me about the letter I almost wrote her at graduation and never sent. In the quiet between, neither of us moved to clean up; we liked the mess, the way it sealed the bond.

When the next round started, it was slower, her mouth working my cock, then easing back onto me with lazy, rolling hips.

We lasted as long as we could, wringing every drop of pleasure from the night. I lost track of how many times we had sex, but we went all night.

By the time the sun threatened the horizon, we were spent, cum pooled between her thighs, sheets glued to our skin, both of us fused together in a sticky, satisfied mess.

Serena kissed me, one last, soft press of lips.

“We should do movie night more often,” she whispered.

I laughed, the sound raw. “Next time, let’s skip the pretext.”

She agreed, curling around me as the world faded out.

We slept like the dead, spoils of war, nothing left to prove except how fucking good we were together.

And when I finally closed my eyes, I knew one thing for sure:

No fantasy could ever top the reality of what we’d just done.

***

The first thing I noticed was the sunlight. Thick, gold strips breaking through Serena’s curtains and painting the bed in tangled shadows. The next thing I noticed was her: naked, draped over me, watching with a look that could end marriages.

Serena lay flat on top, skin warm and slippery from the night’s sweat and sex. Her tits pressed into my chest, her hair a tangled halo, legs braided with mine like she’d never let go. For a moment, I thought she might want to just lay and bask. But the smirk on her lips said otherwise.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice a husky purr. “Hope you’re not worn out. I’ve got plans.”

She didn’t wait for a response.

Serena slid down my body, her breasts trailing over my abs, her nipples dragging soft electric lines right to my cock, which, predictably, was already hard again.

She didn’t even pretend to be shy.

Her hands wrapped my shaft, stroking it gently, lining up the swollen head with her lips. She gazed up, blue-green eyes locked on mine, then opened up and took me into her mouth all the way to the hilt.

The heat, the suction, the perfect, filthy slide. My brain went instantly offline.

She bobbed her head, taking every inch, cheeks hollowing with effort. Her tongue flicked the underside, then swirled the crown, milking precum with every pass. She moaned around my cock, the vibration sending aftershocks up my spine.

But what killed me was the eye contact. She never looked away, not for a second. She wanted me to see every second, every detail.

She eased off just long enough to whisper, “You know what I want, right? I want to join the harem, Noah. I want to be your favorite. Let the others try to keep up. I’m not backing down. Not even for Chloe.”

With that, she plunged back down, throat stretching, mouth sealing tight, sucking me with ruthless focus. Each stroke got wetter, filthier, drool running down to my balls as she devoured me like a champion.

She popped off, lips glossy and chin smeared with spit. “You going to let me in, baby? Let me fuck you day and night until the whole campus knows you own me?”

My cock twitched in her grip, obedient.

She grinned, kissed the tip, then straddled my waist, body glowing in the morning light.

Serena hovered, rubbing her pussy along my length, coating it with slick. Then, with one practiced roll of her hips, she slid me inside. Every inch disappeared into her heat, her walls clenching in a slow-motion vice.

She leaned forward, hair falling around my face, tits pendulous and heavy as she started to ride me. The rhythm was slow, deliberate. She wanted to savor every second.

“You like this?” she growled, bouncing harder. “You like waking up to your old babysitter riding your fat fucking cock?”

I grabbed her ass, squeezing, thrusting up to meet her. “Fuck yes. Don’t stop.”

Her pace got savage, fast, wild, her tits swaying, clapping together, and her breath turning to ragged gasps. Every time I bottomed out, she moaned, loving the stretch, the mess.

“You going to cum in me again, stud?” she taunted. “Breed me right. Let everyone else know I belong to you now.”

The taboo, the hunger, the sense that this was both forbidden and inevitable, it crashed through me like a drug.

I held on, thrusting wild, and when I came, it was pure, blinding overload, my cock pulsing and filling her for what felt like forever. She shuddered, still grinding, milking every drop until the sheets were soaked and both of us shaking.

Serena collapsed forward, sticky and triumphant.

We caught our breath, her head tucked under my chin.

“Just so you know,” she panted, “I want you. All the way. And I’m not about to play nice just because there’s competition.”

I laughed, rolling with the insanity. “You think you can skip the line?”

She bit my shoulder, playful and fierce. “I don’t skip, baby. I run.”

She lay there, chest rising and falling, her sweat mixing with mine.

I felt the shift, not just in my cock or my pulse, but in the shape of my whole fucking life.

Serena Bennett. My first crush. My old babysitter. Rory’s sister. All tangled together, impossible to separate, like memories pressed under glass. Now she lay beside me, not as the girl I used to know but as the leader of the new charge. She had something to prove, fighting to carve out her place in the harem, and not just anywhere, but right at the top, shoulder to shoulder with Chloe. Not above her. Never above Chloe. Nobody could ever outpace Chloe; she set the standard, untouchable. But Serena was determined to press forward, to claim her spot in the pack, and she burned with the need to be seen at Chloe’s side, not behind her. The dynamic cracked in the air: Chloe, the undisputed queen, and Serena, the hungry and electric underdog, ready to stake her claim but knowing exactly where the line was drawn.

It was dangerous, complicated, like setting off a nuclear detonation in the middle of a chess match. But it was also right, in a way nothing else had ever been.

She curled tighter to me, lips brushing my jaw.

“Buckle in, baby. Because I’m not letting you go.”

I didn’t want her to.

As she drifted off, I ran my hand down her spine, memorizing every curve, every scar, every inch I’d missed all those years.

Outside, the sunlight crept higher, bathing us in new rules and zero regrets.

If anyone was going to rewrite the future, it would be Serena Bennett. And I already knew I wanted to see how far she’d go.

The game was on.

And I couldn’t wait for the next move.


Chapter eleven
Office Hours


The hallway outside Dr. Ross’s office was dead quiet, just the muted thump of my pulse in my ears, and the distant echo of shoes tapping on tile somewhere far down the admin wing. I stopped at the heavy door, triple-checked that I wasn’t trailing a mess of harem lipstick or sorority glitter, then rapped once, clean and professional.

Inside: a heartbeat of silence, then Dr. Ross’s voice, sharp and deliberate.

“Come in, Noah.”

I stepped over the threshold. Instantly, the mood changed.

The office didn’t just look expensive, it was intimidating as hell. Desk bigger than my old kitchen table, heavy with paperwork and gleaming with some kind of micro-finish you only ever saw in dark academic dramas. Bookshelves behind her, stacked with trophy journals and framed degrees. There were a few unnamed artifacts. A chunk of stone, maybe from Greece or somewhere older than the U.S. patent office, and a glass award shaped like a helix. To the right, the wall was all windows, city lights running wild in the blue dusk.

She was waiting, already standing, so much poise it made you want to fix your posture just to match. Vivian Ross wore a button-down in dark silk, sleeves rolled back, hair up in a precise twist. The soft, gold glow from the desk lamp caught the lines of her jaw and played across her curves in wicked, impossible ways.

In that moment, every rumor about her, brilliant, beautiful, dangerous, felt like an understatement. She was pure voltage.

She didn’t speak, not at first. Instead, she watched me with those eyes: hazel, piercing, and always two chess moves ahead.

I cleared my throat, willing my body to behave.

“You wanted a progress update?” I asked, low and steady.

She nodded, but instead of sitting behind her desk like an ordinary academic, she circled to my side, not so close it was obvious, just close enough that I could smell sandalwood and something deeper. She gestured to the two chairs set up for a one-on-one, but stayed standing until I took a seat.

The door eased shut behind me, then, with a subtle, practiced move, she rotated the lock. The metallic click felt both unnecessary and absolutely perfect.

The signal was impossible to miss: whatever happened in here was staying in here.

Vivian dropped into the chair beside me, crossing her legs, the silk of her blouse stretching tight across her chest. Her first move was all business. She slid a thin stack of printed research notes in front of me, margins littered with comments in blue ink.

“I reviewed your latest scaffold data,” she said, voice crisp. “The absorption curve on batch 6B is impressive. But…?” She cut me a sly, sidelong glance.

“But the signal-to-noise ratio at day four is borderline. If we scale up, I’m worried we’ll lose cell adhesion again,” I said, scanning my own work like I hadn’t already memorized every typo and outlier in the sheet.

“Exactly,” she replied, and just like that, we were off, debating polymer ratios, how the smart-scaffold would respond if we dialed up the growth factor pre-load, whether we could swap out the base gel for something with better shear resistance.

It should’ve been clinical. But it wasn’t.

Every time our fingers brushed over the papers, hers annotating, mine tracing lines, it felt like a live wire running under the surface. There was no mistaking the heat in the air. She leaned in when she argued, voice under control but eyes burning, lips catching the light with every carefully chosen word.

I caught myself staring once, then twice, drawn to the dip in her blouse, the delicate chain at her throat, the way her hair threatened to unravel when she got passionate about a hypothesis. Each brush of her hand was a deliberate test, and every time she touched the edge of my notepad, my cock twitched in perfect, traitorous synchronization.

We hammered through a dozen protocol tweaks, but if you replayed the audio, ninety percent of it was just subtext. Her gaze trapped mine, held it, then let go like she was testing my limits for fun.

When she assigned me the next experiment, twice the run time, different starter cells, her fingers lingered on my wrist a half second too long.

I tried to keep my brain on work. But all I could think about was the last time we'd been alone, after midnight in the innovation lab, when I'd lifted her onto that cold stainless steel workbench, her back arching against the metal as I'd positioned myself between her thighs, her ankles locking behind me as we'd moved together, her fingernails leaving half-moon imprints on my shoulders. I remembered the taste of her lipstick, the steel of her control, and the way her voice cracked, just for a second, when I made her lose composure.

She was older, smarter, and a thousand percent more experienced. She made it clear that in this world, I was just the upstart. But there was zero question who held the power tonight. It wasn’t the woman behind the desk. It was the woman sitting next to me, practically vibrating with a tension that had nothing to do with cell counts and everything to do with what we hadn’t said since the last time our bodies collided.

Vivian drew in a breath, slow, patient. Her heels found the carpet, and she arched a little closer.

“What would you do,” she murmured, “if this were your lab and not just mine?”

I didn’t flinch. “I’d run both arms. I’d chase the anomaly, even if it meant breaking one or two rules.”

She smiled, slow, wicked, intimate. “That’s exactly what I hoped you’d say.”

For a long moment, we just watched each other.

The city lights flickered across the glass, making it hard to know if anyone could see in. The air between us thickened, every move turning deliberate. I took a risk and let my knee brush hers under the table.

She didn’t pull away.

Vivian lowered her voice, practically a whisper. “You know what I see when I look at you, Noah?”

I shook my head, not trusting my words.

“A man determined to outpace everyone, even his own mentors.” She leaned in, lips brushing close to my ear. “You’re not just the smartest in the room. You’re the one rewriting the standard.”

My breath caught. The line between professional and predatory was gone. Maybe it never really existed.

She straightened, hands smoothing the front of her blouse, but her eyes never left my face. Then, as if it were nothing, she undid the top button. Her fingers worked slow, precise, exposing another sliver of skin, the outline of lace just visible at the edge.

Neither of us spoke.

The move was pure war, an escalation, a dare, proof that the rest of the conversation was just build-up.

My cock hardened instantly; I forced myself not to adjust it in my pants. I was supposed to be the cool-headed one, the controlled, logical problem solver. But all I could think about was the urge to rip her blouse wide and run my mouth down her neck.

Vivian stepped up the game.

She reached for the printout, but instead of grabbing it, she placed her hand flat on mine. Her palm, cool, strong, deliberate, covered my knuckles, and she squeezed, just once.

I met her gaze.

The silence was electric.

“Do you want this, Noah?” she said softly. It wasn’t about the project, and we both knew it.

I didn’t bother with a lie.

“I’ve wanted it since the first time you asked me to stay late.”

She inhaled, sharp and real. The mask slipped, just for a second.

Then she was moving, up out of her chair, slow enough that I could have stopped her, but I didn’t want to. Her heels clicked on the wood, then she was in front of me, both hands finding my jaw and tilting my face up.

The kiss hit like a shock.

Not hesitant, not exploratory, but hot and hungry and absolutely necessary.

Her mouth pressed hard to mine, lips opening as her tongue demanded entry. The taste of her, wine, coffee, a trace of something floral, hit me like a wave. I let her lead for a beat, then surged up, matching her energy, hands finding her waist and drawing her flush against me.

The heat was unreal. I could feel the shape of her tits pressed to my chest, the spike in her breath as our mouths collided again and again.

Vivian moaned, soft but insistent, the sound dropping straight to my cock.

Our fingers tangled in each other’s hair; her nails raked down the back of my neck as I pulled her closer.

I lost track of the data, the city, even the name of my goddamn project.

The only thing that was real was the way her lips claimed mine like she’d waited weeks for one more chance to find out how far I’d go once the rules were gone.

She tasted like victory.

And for the first time, I realized I might want more than her approval.

I wanted her, every inch, every secret, every memory she was willing to make.

The world outside vanished.

The only thing that mattered now was how fast we could escalate.

And judging by the way she was already unbuttoning a second button, dragging my hand up to her breast, arching into my touch, I didn’t have long to find out.

The facade was gone.

This was all heat, all hunger, all history about to detonate.

And neither of us was ready to slow down.

***

The first button slid free, then the next. Her hands were hungry, drawing mine up and over the curve of her breast, making sure I felt the heat through the silk and lace. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt; for a wild second, I really did consider just bending her over the desk without a second thought.

But Vivian was one step ahead.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, tongue plunging into my mouth as her palms found the buttons of my shirt. A few came loose in a single, decisive yank. She didn’t bother with subtlety, just ripped them open, baring my chest beneath. Her nails trailed fire up my ribs; she pulled the fabric wide, then ran her tongue down my throat and across my collarbone, marking a path only she could own.

I barely noticed how the edge of the desk dug into my quads as I reached for her. I wanted her blouse gone, wanted to see every inch but she kept control, nudging my hands lower as she perched herself on the desk edge. Her hips pressed into me, the skirt of her suit hiking up to mid-thigh, stocking tops flashing, the barest peek of skin between hem and garter.

“Still think you can outsmart me?” she taunted, voice rough at the edges.

I grinned, pulling her close, pinning her with my left hand as I palmed her ass with the right. She gasped, but didn’t flinch. Her pussy, through the thin layer of panties, was already hot and soaking. I could feel the slick, needy heat as I squeezed her, as if she’d been waiting hours for this.

Vivian rocked forward, grinding her crotch against my cock, which was now tenting my pants with zero pretense. She unzipped me in a clean, practiced move, freeing my length and wrapping her fingers around it. Her touch was clinical at first, then wild. She stroked slowly, taking her time to memorize the shape and pressure.

“God, I love the way you’re built,” she whispered, dragging her fist down the shaft, thumb circling the crown. “All brains, all control, but under here you’re just… raw power.”

The compliment made my head spin. I tried to yank her panties down, but she twisted, pressing me back into the leather chair behind her desk. Suddenly, I was the one trapped. She straddled my lap, skirt riding high, blouse fully open to expose a bra so sheer it might as well have been air.

Her tits were ridiculous—full and heavy, nipples visible through the lace, the kind of cleavage that made Nobel winners risk their careers for one late-night rendezvous. She planted herself, grinding her pussy along my cock, spreading the wetness everywhere, turning the seat and my self-control into a disaster zone.

She leaned in, lips against my ear, voice trembling with both command and want. “You know, I could make you the star of every conference next year. Publish you in every top journal. You’d be the name they all begged for.” Her hips rolled, dragging her slit up and down my shaft until my balls ached. “But right now? I want you to fuck me until I can’t see straight.”

That was the last straw.

I shoved forward, hands clawing at her ass, and lifted her onto the desk, sending two stacks of printouts flying. Stapler clattered to the floor with a metallic, satisfied crash.

She laughed, wild, real, nothing like the control she wore in meetings. “Harder, Noah,” she demanded. “Show me you can handle it.”

The lace tore off in my hands. Her tits bounced free, heavy and perfect and so fucking soft I almost came just palming them. I took a nipple in my mouth, sucking, biting, rolling it between my teeth. The taste of her skin was decadent. She moaned, arching her back, hair tumbling loose as she urged me on.

I finally yanked her panties down, her legs parting instantly.

She braced her heels on my hips, the expensive leather digging into my bones as she pulled me close. Her pussy was a work of art, shaved bare, lips swollen, dripping with need. I ran two fingers through her slit, loving the way her body shuddered around my touch, then pressed my cock to her entrance.

Vivian locked eyes with me, defiant even as her voice quivered. “Do it. Now.”

I thrust in, slow at first, testing her, savoring the stretch as her cunt swallowed my cock inch by inch. The sensation was next level: hot, tight, velvet and friction layered with the wet glide of someone who’d wanted it too long. She gasped, then moaned, gripping the edge of the desk so hard her knuckles went white.

I started to fuck her hard, deep, using my hips to drive her back so the desk legs creaked and the whole surface shuddered. Every slam buried me to the root, her pussy milking me, wetness pooling beneath us and soaking the papers.

Vivian’s voice went wrecked, barely a whisper. “Yes, Noah. God, yes, that’s it. Give me all of it—”

She tried to keep control, nails raking my shoulders as she pulled me tighter. But when I upped the tempo, she melted. Her thighs locked around me. Her tits bounced with every thrust, and every time I drove in, her pussy clenched and trembled.

I leaned in, sucking her nipple, biting it until she squealed.

She retaliated, grabbed me by the jaw and kissed me feral, spit and tongue everywhere, the taste of her lips mixing with sweat and perfume.

She rocked forward, slamming her hips into mine, using her abs and thighs to milk as much cock out of me as she could. Her heels dug in, goading me on.

Half the time I was positive someone in the hall could hear every moan, every slap of skin on skin. The risk just made it hotter. The idea that at any second, a junior prof or admin could walk in on Dr. Ross, the untouchable, getting railed by her own student.

At one point, footsteps echoed past the door. We froze, bodies locked together, me sheathed inside her to the hilt, both of us bracing for a knock that never came.

“Don’t stop,” she panted, eyes wild.

I didn’t.

I bent her farther back on the desk, driving in so deep she gasped and clawed the wood, scattering more papers to the ground. The rhythm was pure animal, control gone, just the need to fill her, to make her lose the last, shivering grip on her reputation.

She met me thrust for thrust, pussy clenching in rolling waves. Every time I bottomed out, she moaned louder, more desperate. Sweat beaded between her breasts, glimmering in the lamplight.

Vivian was a goddess in this state. Hair wild, eyes burning, voice breaking as she came closer to the edge.

“Cum in me, Noah,” she snarled. “I want to feel you fucking mark me.”

Her command detonated in my head.

I grabbed her ass, pulling her higher on the desk, and pounded harder, faster, relentless.

The tension built, a storm in my muscles, a low, brutal pressure in my balls.

I slammed forward, buried to the hilt, and held there as the orgasm exploded. For a second, I didn’t even breathe, just felt my cock pulsing, pumping thick jets of cum deep inside her, flooding her tight cunt until the mess ran down my shaft and pooled on the glass surface below.

Vivian came at the same moment. Her pussy gripped me in a vice, spasms rolling through her as she shrieked, nails digging bloody tracks into my back. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a war cry that would have cracked every pretense she’d ever worn.

Even after I finished, she kept squeezing, milking me for every last drop, her hips rocking in tiny, frantic circles.

We rode the aftershocks together, bodies coated in sweat, every inch pressed tight.

She collapsed against the desk, gasping, hair sticking to her cheek.

I stayed inside her, cock throbbing, mind a blank sheet of pure satisfaction.

For a few long moments we just hung there, no titles, no hierarchy, just two animals barely remembering how to breathe.

Eventually, she caught her breath and yanked me close, lips at my ear.

“I see something extraordinary in you, Noah,” Vivian whispered, voice raw and real. “Both in the lab and out of it.”

Her nails raked my spine again, sharp and desperate.

“I’m going to fight for you. Every grant. Every publication. You belong at the top. You belong with me.”

I shivered, still embedded deep inside her, utterly at her mercy.

She grinned, a slow, predatory thing, and then twisted, sending both of us rolling off the desk and into the chair behind. This time, the balance was hers. She straddled me, cunt still sucking my cock, both hands pinning my wrists to the armrests.

She started to ride me again, slow and deliberate, every stroke calculated to wring another orgasm out of my exhausted body. Her tits bounced in my face, sweat and perfume and the scent of sex turning my senses inside out.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she purred. “You think one round is all it takes to level the playing field?”

I managed a laugh, still dazed. “You’re insatiable.”

“I’m invested,” she corrected, slamming down extra hard. “And I get what I want.”

She upped the pace, hips grinding, clit grinding against my pubic bone.

Within seconds she was trembling again, head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream.

Her pussy squeezed my cock like a fist, every muscle going rigid. She came, hard, hips jerking, body shaking as she ground the orgasm out of both of us.

The effect was contagious. My cock swelled, then blasted a second load inside her, the pulses so strong they left me dizzy and half-numb.

Vivian collapsed forward, tits pressed to my chest, sweat and cum streaking both our bodies.

I held her there, letting the afterglow fuse us together.

The desk was a disaster. Papers everywhere, evidence of what we’d just done smeared across every shiny surface.

Neither of us moved for a while.

Eventually, she looked up—hair wild, eyes glowing.

Her lips found mine again, softer this time, but still claiming.

We didn’t say anything for a long time, just breathed, the space between us thick with sweat, perfume, and the raw tang of what we’d done. I straightened slowly, muscles trembling from aftershocks, and gently eased out of her, catching the streaks of cum that glazed her thighs and the edge of the desk.

Vivian reclined against the battered heap of paperwork, blouse sagging open, skirt wrinkled halfway up her waist. She watched me with eyes that were equal parts professor and wildcat. For a second, I thought we might end up on the carpet for round three.

Instead, we got practical.

I fished my shirt off the floor—three buttons missing, collar wrinkled, but still serviceable for a late-night campus walk. Vivian fussed with her hair, fingers twisting it back into something that looked almost respectable, then grabbed a box of tissues and swept the worst of the mess from her skin. Office supplies, pens, highlighters, and that notorious stapler, got rescued one by one, along with a shocking number of research printouts now smeared with a blend of sweat, lipstick, and a solid percentage of our DNA.

Vivian didn’t bother with embarrassment. She just shot me a look that said, “We’re adults. We know the game.”

Within five minutes, we’d made the office look like a boardroom again, almost. If you knew what to look for, clues were everywhere. Her lipstick was a shade brighter than it had been at the start. Two buttons down, her blouse exposed just enough lace to make my cock twitch again. And my shirt, of course, was missing so much closure that it was practically an invitation.

She poured two glasses of water from the decanter by the bookshelf and handed one to me. I drank deeply, half to cool off and half to buy time as she slid back behind the desk and rebooted her professional mask.

She didn’t let it hide the pleasure, though. Her lips played at a private smile, and her fingers toyed with the edge of a research folder as if it were a secret no one else could crack.

Vivian locked her gaze on mine.

“You know,” she said, voice sleek and steady, “I meant every word. The BioPrint scaffold is more than a project. With the right support, with the right push, you could set the standard for the next decade of regenerative medicine.”

She paused, letting it sink in.

“I want to be part of that. Both as your faculty sponsor and as your champion. If you’re ready to take a risk, I can get you access. That means grant applications, conference invites, even a slot in the Neuroscience Innovation Cohort. The minute your data clears beta, I’ll double the funding.”

She sounded practical, but her gaze was pure heat.

“Of course,” she murmured, “excellence requires discretion. There are plenty of eyes on this campus who’d love to sabotage success that comes too fast. But nobody on the provost’s staff is smarter, or more loyal, than I am.”

She slid a printout to my side of the desk. At the bottom, she’d already signed approval as Primary Investigator.

I read it, but mostly I read the subtext.

She wanted me to win.

Maybe for herself. Maybe for me. Maybe because nobody else had ever pushed her to this edge and survived.

I felt the old tension, the urge to play it safe, to stay invisible, get torched by something newer: ambition, curiosity, and the hunger to see just how far we could go if we stopped pulling punches.

Vivian’s hand found my wrist, thumb tracing the faint scar there.

“Your breakthrough could change medicine forever,” she said, voice softer now, richer. “I want to be part of that journey.”

“I’d love nothing more,” I replied, crisp and low, and my answer coaxed a sly little smile from her mouth.

She didn’t let go. Not for a long time.

We sat in the hush, city lights sweeping patterns on the glass, both of us bracing for whatever came next.

When she finally released me, her tone clicked right back to business.

“Tomorrow night,” she said. “My house. We’ll continue the research review, just us. There are some pilot samples I want your hands on before we take them public.”

She watched me, waiting to see if I’d react.

I nodded, heart racing.

“I’ll be there,” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

She smiled, satisfied. “Good. I’ll uncork something worth celebrating.”

With that, she tidied the last of her folders, walked to the office door, and, this time, left it unlocked behind her.

The symbolism wasn’t lost on me.

Vivian Ross wasn’t just making me her protégé.

She was making me a partner.

I stepped out into the corridor. The university was asleep, but my blood was alive with adrenaline and want.

The line between ambition and pleasure had vanished.

From now on, the world was built on risk.

And I was more than ready, both for the next experiment, and for whatever Dr. Ross wanted to throw my way the next time the door clicked shut behind us.


Chapter twelve
The Real Vivian


My Uber driver didn’t know it, but he was chauffeuring me into the dead center of a high-stakes, triple-layered fantasy. The kind that could melt a man or nuke his future in one move. When we hit the curb outside the Ross residence, I sat for a full two-count, knuckles white on my phone, inventorying every window for signs of life.

The girls knew every detail of my appointment with Dr. Ross, including the private meeting in her office the day before. They hadn't just given it a green light, they demanded that I go all in. If anything, it was more than encouragement. It was an expectation, an insistence. When it came to Vivian Ross, they wanted me to seize every moment, wring every drop from those encounters, and not look back.

The house was pure Pacific Heights flex: centuries-old olive trees bracketing the walk, driveway polished to a shine, and a fountain out front that looked like it probably cost more than my old car. Every curtain was perfectly staged to suggest “we’re just a normal family,” but the lighting inside was the kind that made even the air look expensive.

Before I got out, I did a quick recon. The street was empty except for a Tesla two doors down, and the faint drone of leaf blowers from somewhere over the back hedge. I pulled my collar up, checked for anything resembling lipstick or Ren’s glitter still stuck on my face from last night’s sleepover, and climbed out into the ocean-salt air.

The walk up felt like the opening of a heist movie. First, the subtle click of the gate as it swung open. Then the soft slap of my sneakers on imported stone. I actually paused at the door, one final scan for neighbors, before ringing the bell.

It was answered instantly.

Vivian Ross, stripped of all on-campus intimidation, had gone full goddess-of-the-gleaming-lair. The silk blouse was navy, loose enough to ride her curves and hint at the line of her bra beneath. The skirt clung at the hips, but flared at the legs, grazing just above her knees. Instead of the bun, her hair fell in glossy, dark waves, framing her face and highlighting the high cut of her cheekbones.

I’d spent months seeing her as pure power. Seeing her like this, soft, but in control, snapped something loose in my spine.

“Right on time,” she said, voice lower than usual. Her fingers flicked at the edge of the door, an unspoken “come in.”

I stepped over the threshold into the land of curated memory.

Inside, the hush was velvet. Not quite silent, the air thrummed with the background thump of someone moving upstairs, and the fainter, staccato tap of laptop keys from the office over the entryway. But here, on the lower level, the world felt suspended between now and a hundred years of family ghosts.

Vivian shut the door, then let a brief smile crack her perfect mask.

“I’m glad you made it,” she said. “Did you have any trouble getting here?”

“Uber driver’s conspiracy playlist,” I joked. “But the roads were clear.”

She laughed, all warmth, no chill. “Come on, let me show you around. My husband’s home office is up there—” she nodded faintly toward the grand staircase, “—but he gets lost in spreadsheets when he’s working. We’ll have the main floor to ourselves.”

That fact should have been comforting. Instead, it dialed the voltage in my blood straight to eleven.

We walked through the front hall, past a wall of family photos. The first thing that caught my eye was a blown-up shot of the three Ross sisters, Brooke in the middle, fists up, grinning like a supermodel who’d swallowed a dare. Chloe, sunshine in human form, had her tongue out. Mia was tranquil perfection, her hair framing a smile that was one part pride, two parts caution. The next row down: school portraits of Evan and the girls, then a trio of Christmas candids by a probably-fake-but-gorgeous tree.

My body remembered the Ross family Christmas all too well. The kitchen had smelled of cinnamon and wine; I'd been sandwiched between Chloe and Brooke at that intimate table for seven. Mr. Ross at the head, Mia and Vivian across from me, Evan at the other end. I'd made a solemn promise to behave, right until Brooke's fingers found my zipper under the tablecloth while her mother's foot slid against mine. When I finally excused myself, heart hammering in my throat, Brooke followed me to the guest bathroom. The lock had barely clicked before she was bent over the sink, skirt hiked up, my reflection in the mirror showing exactly how far gone we both were. Her lipstick smeared across her chin as she bit down on her fist; my hands left fingerprints on her hips. Even now, the ghost of Brooke lingered, hot and wild, behind the glass of that family shot.

Vivian caught me staring at the photos.

Her eyes lingered on the family photos. "You have a brother, don't you?" she said, voice dipping into something private between us.

"Ethan," I replied, thinking of the paper towels in the kitchen that night. "He's younger, but somehow creates the chaos of three sisters."

“Chaos is our house specialty,” she said, flashing teeth.

As we passed the living room, the sense of decorum was shattered only by the Ross family’s brand of perfection. White couches, gold-thread pillows, shelves lined with old hardcovers and crystals that matched the ones in her office. The windows ran floor-to-ceiling, overlooking the terrace, but tonight the curtains were drawn. The only light was candle-soft, bouncing off the marble-topped tables and the vintage rug at the room’s center.

Vivian motioned toward a pair of armchairs, but then switched gears. “Actually, let’s stay comfortable. Kitchen’s through here.”

I followed her to the back of the house, where the kitchen and breakfast nook gave way to a patio veiled in climbing roses. The scent, roses, clean wood polish, something a hair spicier, hit me square in the memory banks.

She left me hovering by the island and fished two wine glasses out of a high shelf. The cabinet door didn’t creak, but the echo of footsteps upstairs kept me tuned to every move like I was living in surround sound. Chair scrape. The faintest cough or throat-clear. A heavy step, then nothing.

Vivian set the glasses on the island and uncorked a bottle, French, definitely, given the label and the way she rotated it out of habit. She poured with a steady hand, zero wasted motion, then slid a glass toward me across the marble.

“Chardonnay,” she said. “Don’t tell the undergrads, they’ll think I’m soft.”

I grinned. “Your secret’s safe.”

She picked up her glass and clinked it to mine. Our fingers brushed, and the static was real. An undercurrent that left the skin on my hand humming.

“To successful experiments,” she toasted.

“And to not getting caught,” I volleyed.

Her laugh was low, delicious.

For a few quiet seconds, we just stood there. Me, raw and exposed in borrowed confidence, and her, perfectly unattached from the buzz of campus, the politics of research, the eyes that always followed her in the academic world.

I sipped. The wine was crisp and cold, a shock after all the sexual adrenaline. I watched the way Vivian’s lips shaped to the glass, the way her chest rose just a little deeper with each breath. If she noticed me staring, she didn’t let on.

She beckoned me into the living room, then curled onto the couch with a move that was half seduction, half open invitation. She let her skirt flow loose, but the drape of the blouse highlighted her tits in a way that left no doubt she knew exactly what she was doing.

I dropped onto the couch beside her, never so close as to break protocol, but close enough to smell the faint trace of sandalwood perfuming her neck.

“So how are you feeling about the project?” she asked, voice tuned precisely for the space.

I started to launch into the science, but every word had to squeeze past the pulse in my throat and the relentless awareness of those upstairs footsteps, hovering just out of reach but never out of risk.

Part of me wanted to dwell on the data, the smart-scaffold, the numbers she’d grilled me on in her office. But another part was logging every detail in the room: the holiday photos, the shelf of Greek busts, the silk scarf tossed over the back of the chair, probably Mia’s, judging by the vanilla undertone and the faint ink stain near one edge.

My cock twitched every time I remembered Brooke’s hands in the guest bathroom, her teeth on my earlobe, her ass pressed flush to my hips. And now, here I was, barely two months later, with her mother of all people, pouring me wine and letting her skirt ride a few extra inches up her thigh.

I tried to look like I was listening, but the narrative split inside my brain. Half of me was here, trying to maintain even an iota of composure. The other half? Cataloging every flash of skin, every deliberate move, and every tiny sound from upstairs as if Maxwell Ross was seconds away from bursting in.

Vivian watched me unravel and enjoyed every second. She shifted closer on the couch, knees nearly touching.

She placed her hand on my wrist. Not as a warning, but as an anchor.

“You can relax here, Noah. I don’t bring work home unless I want to,” she murmured.

Her grip lingered, thumb teasing a slow circle over my pulse.

I cleared my throat. “So, uh… should I keep calling you Dr. Ross, or—?”

Her eyes flicked up, serious now. “Vivian. When you’re here, it’s Vivian. The rest is theater.”

The word hit like a Rosetta Stone. Vivian. Personal. Not an assignment, not a power play but something way more dangerous.

There was another scrape of a chair upstairs, louder this time, followed by the creak of an old floorboard. We both paused to listen, but the sounds faded out again, replaced by the mindless clicking of a keyboard.

Vivian’s gaze locked to mine.

She leaned in, voice dropped down to a private register. “He’ll spend all night with the launch team, obsessing over numbers. He doesn’t hear anything when he’s deep in the spreadsheets.”

A hidden message, sharp as a needle: we could do anything, and the risk would just make it hotter.

For a second she held my eyes, her hand still sealed to my wrist, the empty glass now an excuse to linger a few inches closer.

I let myself breathe in her presence. The perfume, the wine, the heat radiated off the skin beneath her blouse.

And for the first time, I realized how much of what happened next would be orchestrated by her, not me.

She was the professor, but also the conductor. She’d drawn me into her home on a weeknight way past the hour for company, husband upstairs, and a full bottle of Chablis melting the ice between us by the second.

I took a risk and brushed my thumb over the back of her hand.

She smiled, slow and feral. “Careful, Noah. You might find the real thing is even more addictive than the theory.”

I didn’t bother to hide my smirk.

But the next move was hers.

Tonight, I was playing her game.

And I couldn’t wait to see where she wanted to take it.

***

If there was a script for “bad idea, executed brilliantly,” we were about to write it.

Vivian shifted on the couch, her thigh pressing flush to mine, the silk of her skirt cool where it hit skin but warm everywhere else. Wine gleamed in her glass. For a second, the only sound was my pulse in my ears and the dull tap of a keyboard somewhere above us.

She started casual. “You know, Noah, this feels a little surreal. A year ago, you were just a name in a transfer file. Now…” She trailed off, tilting her head in a way that made her hair tumble perfectly off one shoulder.

I played the straight man. “Now you’re pouring me wine and letting me call you by your first name?”

Vivian flashed a smile, equal parts kindness and mischief. “It’s more than that. You’re the most interesting thing to happen to this house in a long time. Maybe even ever.”

She set her glass down, bracing an elbow on the backrest, turning her body until we were facing each other, knees barely inches apart.

The next words detonated between us.

“I know about you and Brooke. And, of course, Chloe. And the Bennett girls—Rory and Serena.” She arched a brow, daring me to deny it. “And, as of last week, you’re dating Mia. That’s a clean sweep.”

I didn’t even try to fake innocence.

“Is that a problem?” I asked, voice lower than I intended.

She laughed, soft and genuine. “Not even slightly. Rather, it’s quite the opposite. When I say you have my blessing, please believe me. In fact…” She paused, studying me over the rim of her glass. “I approve. Deeply.”

It was as if she’d thrown open the windows and let in a Santa Ana wind. Every wall I’d built went up in smoke.

“I guess I’m… surprised,” I admitted. “Most parents would call the police, or at least the Dean.”

Vivian’s lips compressed in an amused line. “Most parents at St. Celeste don’t understand what makes their daughters happy. Or—” she reached for my knee, fingers brushing, “what their daughters really want and need.”

The contact was electric. Even with the dozens of sexual encounters I’d had in the last week, my body’s first instinct was to go hard as stone.

She leaned in, voice dropping to a hush. “If it was up to me, I’d fill this place with more laughter. More honesty. Less pretending.”

Upstairs, Maxwell’s chair shrieked across the floor, followed by the heavy stomp of footsteps. I tensed, but Vivian only grinned wider like the risk was its own aphrodisiac.

Her hand inched farther up my thigh, heat tracing every nerve it touched.

I forced my brain to work. “You really don’t care? That your daughters—”

“—are alive for the first time in ages?” she finished for me. “No, I don’t mind. I admire it. All of you. If I was there age, I would be right by your side…with them.”

If there was a ceiling to my spiral, we’d just rocketed past it.

She let that hang, savoring the way my jaw dropped.

“You know, when I was their age? I never had anyone who saw me, all of me,” she said, chin propped in her palm. “I had ambition and a few weak-kneed suitors, but never… this. The kind of connection where you don’t have to perform. Unless, of course, the performance is fun.” At that, she ran her nails lightly over my knee, the silk of her skirt skimming my leg. “I envy my girls, I really do.”

Maxwell’s voice, some barked order to a colleague on the phone, drifted down the staircase. Whatever he said was lost in the swirl of tension wrapping around Vivian and me.

“You want honesty?” she whispered. “The man you hear up there, he hasn’t touched me in months. He’s obsessed with legacy, company growth, his own reflection. Everything but desire. It’s been years since we shared anything but a calendar.”

Her hand drifted up, palm warm on my thigh now, thumb rubbing lazy circles through my chinos. Beneath that thin shell of composure, I could practically see a woman every bit as wild and alive as her daughters just straining to claw her way out. I recognized the signs—the tension in her jaw, the flicker in her eyes, each one betraying a hunger to explode free, to let go and burn hot and bright without restraint. All that passion was coiled tight beneath the surface, desperate for a chance to finally break loose.

I could almost see my reflection in her eyes, dark, hungry, a little bit destroyed.

“I’m flattered,” I managed, breathless.

She shot me a knowing look. “I’m not sure that’s the word you’ll use in five minutes.”

We both went silent.

The air between us could have cut steel.

Then, as if she’d decided the game was over, Vivian eased her palm higher, fingers skimming the line of my zipper. Her body drifted forward, hair spilling toward me, and the kiss, when it landed, was more shockwave than prelude.

It started soft, almost unfinished, lips brushing lips. I inhaled the taste of wine, the faint thread of sandalwood, the heat of a woman done waiting.

Vivian’s hand caught my jaw, pulling me in, mouth opening under mine with a sudden hunger you couldn’t teach. She moaned, barely audible, but it landed straight in my cock. Every inch of me snapped to attention.

Some small part of my brain screamed we were insane. Maxwell was just upstairs, one bad moment away from ruining everything. The rest of me said “fuck it” and met her pulse for pulse.

I let my hands find her hips, dragging her closer. She shifted, letting the blouse pull taut across her chest, the neckline slipping just enough to reveal a flash of silk and flesh.

She straddled my lap, wine forgotten, bracing herself on my shoulders as she deepened the kiss. We clung to each other, desperate to be quiet, but unable to hide the tremor in every moan and exhale. Vivian’s tits pressed to my chest, nipples hard through the layers; her skirt rode up, bare skin brushing against my thigh.

The risk was gasoline on the fire.

She bit my lip, breath hot against my ear. “You like danger, don’t you?” she whispered.

I laughed, low and ruined. “You have no idea.”

Her hands worked my buttons, brushing open the top two, nails raking my chest. I returned the favor, palm over her ass, gripping her through the skirt as I ground her down onto my cock.

Upstairs, Maxwell’s footsteps paced. We both froze, holding the moment like a grenade. When the noise faded, Vivian melted onto me, kissing harder, grinding with new urgency, her hand now squeezing the outline of my dick through my pants.

She didn’t bother with words.

Instead, she let her body speak, hips circling, blouse sliding off one shoulder, every inch of her saying “yours, now.”

I loosened my grip and let my fingers slip under the line of her blouse, finding soft, bare skin, tracing up to the side of her breast. She shivered, lips parted, drowning in the shared risk and the promise of what we’d do next.

She rocked against my lap, clearly feeling the size of my cock under her. Her voice was wrecked velvet. “God, I see why every woman in the sorority is addicted to you.”

“You’re the one who sets the bar,” I said, kissing down to her neck.

She smiled, triumphant. “You’re about to raise it.”

We devoured each other.

Soft, careful kisses went savage, messy. Vivian’s hands tangled in my hair, my tongue found hers, and pretty soon there was nothing left but the heat of bodies and the threat of being caught.

Maxwell’s chair scraped, louder, this time, as if he was standing. We froze again, hearts matching beats, but after a minute the only sound was the click of keys.

Vivian broke the tension with a filthy, forbidden laugh. “I could do this all night. But if I don’t fuck you soon, I might combust.”

I nodded, just as wild. “Then let’s not waste time.”

She stood, grabbed my hand, and led me toward the kitchen, buttons half-open, skirt clinging, blouse unsteady, eyes daring me to follow.

Every step crackled with possibility. Our clothes were half-on, half-off, and our restraint was one breath away from detonation.

If Maxwell were to come down now, he’d find a wife and a student seconds from ripping each other apart on the kitchen counter.

And what made it even more thrilling, I didn’t care if he saw.

Vivian was in my world now-one of my girls and all that implied.

And nothing, not campus politics, not legacy, not even the threat hovering above, was going to stop us.

***

The kitchen turned into our private arena the second we stumbled in. Vivian yanking me by the front of my shirt, eyes wild, skirt swinging around her thighs. She didn’t bother with slow-burn seduction. This was pure, raw, and so dangerous the oxygen in the room felt flammable.

The lights were low, but the marble counter gleamed like a dare. She slammed me back against it, lips on my jaw, blouse already half undone. Her hands tugged at my buttons, popping them open until my chest was bare beneath her fingers. I barely had time to process before she shoved her tongue in my mouth, devouring every good intention I ever had about keeping things professional.

My hands mapped her body, skimming the soft silk of her blouse and the heat of her waist beneath it. Her skirt bunched in my grip. I lifted, twisted, and set her ass on the cold countertop, sending a half-empty glass and a random TV remote skittering to the floor.

She spread her legs, letting the skirt ride as high as it wanted, inviting me in. I stepped between her thighs, cock rock-hard and already leaking for her. Vivian hooked her heels behind my back, nails digging trenches in my shoulder blades as I kissed my way down her neck.

Above us, Maxwell’s chair scraped, a stiff warning shot that sent adrenaline rocketing down my spine. For a split second, we both stopped breathing.

“He’s not coming down,” she whispered, voice wrecked and velvet. “He never does.”

The forbidden made it hotter. My hands slid up her thighs, pushing the skirt to her waist. Her panties were silk, minimal coverage, pale gold, and already damp at the center.

I went slow, savoring the way her breath stuttered as I peeled them off. The underwear hit the floor; my hands parted her knees and pulled her hips to the edge of the counter, lining her up with the hard ridge in my pants.

Vivian’s blouse gaped, revealing a matching silk bra—lace so delicate it practically dissolved under my palm. I ran my thumb across her nipple; she gasped, arching up so the curve of her tit filled my hand.

“I’ve dreamed about this,” she admitted, kissing me hard enough to bruise. “You, in my kitchen, doing whatever you want. Letting you take control…”

Her lips trailed down to my ear.

“Fuck me,” she ordered, a whisper so feral that my cock almost tore a hole through my zipper.

I didn’t bother with finesse. I undid my belt, handful of buttons, and my cock sprang out, already flushed, so hard it ached to be inside her. She reached for it, stroking with expert control, thumb running circles over the head as she pulled me in.

She was wet, soaking, ready, her pussy glistening as she guided the tip right to her entrance.

“Now,” she breathed. “Don’t hold back. I want you to leave marks.”

I pressed in, slow at first, just the head breaching her folds, her heat and slickness wrapping around me like a liquid glove. We both moaned, but she caught my mouth with hers, muffling the sound as I slid all the way home.

Her pussy was tight, hotter than anything I’d ever felt. She clenched around me, grinding her clit against my pelvic bone every time I bottomed out. The angle was perfect, the height of the counter letting me hammer up into her without mercy, every thrust slamming her ass against the rock-solid marble.

Vivian’s hands clawed down my back, dragging me close. Her legs locked behind me, thighs flexing with every push.

“Fuck, Noah…” she gasped. “You have no idea, none, how badly I need this. How much I need you.”

I let go of restraint. My hands went to her ass, spreading her cheeks wide to drive myself deeper. The smack of skin on skin echoed around the kitchen, but nothing could drown out the sound of her pussy sucking me in, wetter with every stroke.

She leaned in, tongue on my neck, fingers raking my scalp. “You’re perfect,” she hissed, biting my ear. “You fuck me the way I always wanted, like you’ve been dying for it.”

One day Maxwell Ross would kick himself for handing over his wife to me. I growled, maybe louder than intended. The danger was gasoline now, the certainty that her husband was just twenty feet and one floor away, separated by not much more than a flight of stairs.

Vivian rolled her hips, meeting every thrust, her voice turning guttural. “Harder. He never fucked me like this. You make me feel alive… you understand me in ways he never could.”

Her eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide. Every word, every filthy urge she threw at me, made my cock jerk and swell inside her.

Above us: another chair scrape, a heavy step. We froze, fused together, both cock and pussy locked in a state of suspended animation.

Vivian’s mouth hovered at my jaw, lips trembling as she trailed kisses along my chin. “He’ll never know,” she whispered. “Not unless you want him to. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Her words hit me like a rail of pure adrenaline, sending a fresh bolt of sensation straight to my cock. Impossibly, I felt myself swell inside her, thickening, every nerve electrified as I hardened to diamond and pushed against the impossibly tight clutch of her cunt. The pressure of her body seemed to squeeze me even tighter, her wetness gripping and milking every inch.

She clawed me closer, and we started again, harder, faster, her body coaxing every inch out of me. The marble was slick under my hands from where her thighs leaked down the lip of the counter.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and yanked me into a kiss that was all tongue and shared desperation. We rocked together, her tits spilling out of her bra and bouncing with every collision.

Vivian’s voice was just for me. “Cum inside,” she whispered, nipping my lower lip. “I want a piece of you inside me. Give me all of it.”

The pressure built in my balls until my knees were seconds from giving out. I pounded her with raw, reckless thrusts, filling her, the head of my cock swelling as I edged toward release.

She gripped me like she never wanted to let go, her whole body tightening around my cock, her inner walls clamping with seismic pressure that stole my breath. Every inch of her shivered, a live wire of heat and need, and the sound she made, half sob, half exhale, fused with the throb building in my base. Her nails dug in, leaving half-moon grooves down my back and hips, guiding me in, deeper, harder, until the only thing I could think to do was fuck her so hard we’d both forget the world existed.

I braced my elbows on the counter behind her and lifted Vivian just enough to tilt her pelvis higher, and the new angle made her lose all composure. Her legs splayed, heels pounding against the cabinets, arms thrown around my neck, and her blouse hung off one arm like a flag of surrender. Her tits, perfect, swollen, the bra now just a ribbon under her ribs, bounced freely with every piston stroke, and her face was rapture and agony. She wanted this to last; she wanted it over so it could happen again.

She bit my jaw, tasting sweat and skin, and moaned into my mouth, “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. I’m almost—”

Her climax hit, a storm surge under my hands, and she locked around me so hard my cock could barely move. Those muscles rippled, milking me, and the sight and sound of her coming, wild and unashamed, yanked me into the abyss with her.

I snapped, every nerve ending molten.

I plunged in, hilted, and the orgasm detonated through my spine, a savage, animal thing that seized my brain and made my body go rigid. I came in hard, blinding pulses, every jet of cum gushing deep into her, and she took it all, greedy for every drop, her hips bucking to drink me dry. The marble counter dug into my thighs; her thighs gripped me like a vise, and I swear I felt her heart beating in time with my own.

Vivian’s moans got sharper, then broke into a laugh, giddy, fucked-out, victorious. But she wanted more. She ground her clit against me, desperate for aftershocks, and I kept pumping, slow but deep, letting the head of my cock ride her orgasm until I felt her start to come again. The second one took her by surprise. Her body tensed and shook, the spasm pulling another gout of cum out of me, and for a long, suspended moment we just held each other, both bodies locked and spasming and fused.

She collapsed forward, sweaty hair in her face, lips on my neck. I hugged her tight, dizzy and spent, and all the while the danger hovered, Maxwell’s faint footsteps, the click of a computer mouse, the knowledge that if he so much as coughed we’d be exposed.

But nothing happened. The house was silent except for us, two animals who’d just broken every rule.

Vivian pulled her head back, eyes wet, mascara smudged, mouth glossy with sweat and spit. “You’re a fucking menace,” she said, voice ruined and reverent. “That was—” Words seemed to fail her, so she just kissed me again, slow this time, tasting me, savoring the victory.

Warmth spilled down my thighs and onto the floor, a mix of her and me, and she grinned like a devil when she saw the mess. “You made me drip,” she whispered. “God, I love it.”

I gripped her ass, holding her right at the brink, and buried my face in her neck. “I could do this all night,” I said into her skin.

She shivered, relishing it. “If you stay, I might let you.”

A floorboard creaked above us. We froze. For a split second, we were statues, hyperaware of every sound in the house. But the footsteps faded, and the illusion of privacy returned.

We stayed like that, locked together, sweaty and fucked, her perched on the counter, my hands still on her body. The afterglow was a drug, and neither of us wanted to break the spell.

We clung to each other, both shaking. The kitchen went silent except for our ragged breaths and the faint tap of Maxwell’s keyboard overhead.

When the final quiver faded, I kissed her, slow, thumb tracing her jaw.

Vivian lingered on the counter, skirt bunched, cum trickling out of her and down the backs of her thighs. She looked down at the mess, then up at me, eyes sparkling with triumph.

“You are going to be a very dangerous addiction,” she said, voice ragged but glowing.

I grinned and palmed her ass one last time, squeezing hard, imprinting the moment.

But we weren’t safe yet.

Vivian hopped down from the counter, gathering her panties with a practiced flick, then wiped her thigh with a napkin. I did a speed-clean, cock still half-hard, but at least back in my pants.

We scanned the kitchen, resetting everything: blouse pulled together, skirt smoothed, random wine glass set upright. If you didn’t know what happened, you’d never guess, but the heat in the air would tell its own story.

Vivian caught my wrist as I turned to go.

“Next time, we make it to my bedroom,” she whispered, lips grazing my ear. “Tonight, I just wanted to see if you’d risk everything for a taste.”

I wanted to tell her I’d risk my scholarship, my reputation, maybe my entire future just to fuck her again, but she knew already.

At the door, she paused. Smoothed her hair, checked the hall for any sign of Maxwell.

Then she kissed me hard, so hard it made my knees go weak. Her tongue tangled with mine, and for one final second, we were nothing but need and the taste of victory.

She pulled away, eyes enormous and wild.

“Tomorrow, in the lab,” she said, dropping right back into command mode. “You’ll call me Dr. Ross. No exceptions. But when we’re alone, it’s Vivian, or better yet, Viv. When it’s just us, you’re in control.”

My cock twitched at the switch.

She gave me one last look, perfectly composed but barely holding back laughter.

“And Noah?” she said, “I hope you like research meetings. Because you’re going to have a lot more of them.”

The door opened, cold night air slapping the sweat off my skin.

Vivian waited until I was outside, then closed the door with a soft, calculated click.

I stood on the porch, heart tripping, the memory of her body still vivid everywhere she’d left marks. Upstairs, Maxwell’s light glowed in the office window, oblivious to everything.

If this was scandal, I hoped it never went public.

The real secret?

I didn’t want to wait for the next experiment.

I wanted another wild, dangerous taste right now.

But for tonight, the memory would have to do.

I headed for the street, pulse still drumming, knowing nobody—nobody—would believe who I’d just had for dessert in the Ross kitchen.

And that was the best part of all.


Chapter thirteen
Brooke's Late Night Challenge


Late-night on Sorority Row was supposed to be silent, the good girls long tucked away and the bad ones already out wrecking their reputations. But these walls had a pulse, like sex, secrets, and really dangerous ideas just marinated here after midnight.

Chloe was curled up against me, bare skin pressing close, the two of us tangled beneath the sheets. She'd already drifted off, deep and peaceful, and I was right there on the edge of sleep, eyelids heavy, body melting into the mattress. Then my phone exploded alive on the nightstand, vibrating so violently it nearly catapulted itself off the edge, and the sudden jolt knocked every trace of sleep out of my veins, sent every nerve in my body sparking to life.

Brooke:

study lounge. five minutes. bring that genius dick.

I read it twice, then a third time, because my brain didn’t want to believe it was real.

Then she sent the next missile.

Don’t make me hunt you down, babe. You’ll regret it (or love it).

Gone was the hesitation. I leaned over and pressed my lips to Chloe’s, letting her taste exactly where my head was: I was going to see Brooke. Chloe mumbled something into the kiss, a sleepy acknowledgment, before I slid out of bed. I yanked on a pair of pants, fingers fumbling at the drawstring, and gave my hair a quick rake. The urge thrummed in my chest, relentless, and I didn’t waste another second.

The hallway was black, except for the gold glow from a sconce at the landing. I moved on silent feet, only pausing at the curve in the stairs when I heard distant laughter somewhere on the lower floor. Two voices, maybe Ren and a floater from the sophomore class, trailed off toward the kitchen. I waited, holding my breath, then slipped past the gallery of dead-eyed sorority presidents and right up to the heavy double doors of the study lounge.

I hesitated, pulse hammering, cock already half-hard despite going two rounds with Chloe, then eased the door open.

Inside, it was a different world.

The wood-paneled walls were lined with books. Real, leather-bound monsters that probably hadn’t been read since the Nixon administration. Plush armchairs circled two marble tables, and a huge stained-glass lamp cast everything in gold and burgundy. The air was thick with old paper, Chanel, and the faintest whisper of citrus.

Brooke was waiting, spread out in one of the armchairs, legs up, skirt hiked so high I could see the start of red lace. Her hair was a fireball spill over her shoulders, lips glossed and parted in a wicked greeting.

A clipboard rested in her lap.

She looked up, blue eyes wild.

“Well, well. Took you long enough, stud. You sure you’re built for this kind of late-night work?”

My cock twitched. She’d barely said a word, and already the room was a furnace.

“Didn’t want to ruin the suspense,” I quipped, edging inside and shutting the door behind me. “What’s the emergency?”

Brooke leveled the clipboard at me like it was a holy relic.

At the top: “SORORITY SEX CHALLENGE. NIGHT OPS EDITION.”

She’d made a checklist, every location in the house, from “Laundry Room” to “Balcony” to “Grand Piano (optional, but sexy)”, with neat little boxes beside each. Only the laundry room, last week’s warmup act, apparently, was checked off.

She grinned, feral. “Study lounge is next. You in, or do I need to fake a research emergency and call you the long way?”

I moved closer, and the scent of her, heat, perfume, bad intentions, hit me square in the groin.

“That a dare?” I asked.

Brooke licked her upper lip, eyes glittering. “Baby, it’s a declaration of war. I’ll have you in every one of these rooms before finals, or I’ll make the house regret ever letting you through the door.”

She patted the chair next to her, then pounced before I even sat down.

The hunger in her was volcanic. She pulled me by the shirt, lips finding mine in a kiss that was all teeth and tongue. Her hands roamed, one palming the back of my head, the other already unzipping my pants like she was racing the clock.

“Every time I see you, you look so fucking composed,” she whispered, biting my earlobe. “I want to break that. I want to see you lose control. For me.”

I gripped her hips, dragging her closer. Her skirt was hiked up now, red lace panties soaking through, heat radiating like a brand. I yanked at her blouse, popping buttons as her perfect D-cups spilled free, bouncing and swaying with her movements. I filled my hands with them, feeling their weight, thumbs brushing across her hardened nipples as she ground on my lap, humping my cock through the fabric.

“Lose control, huh?” I replied, voice gone thick. “What if someone hears?”

Her laugh was velvet smoke. “Then let them. You think I give a shit what they say? I want you to make me scream.”

She didn’t wait. Brooke shifted, straddling my lap, tits squeezed between us as she yanked my cock free. She ran her palm up and down the shaft, stroking with the obscene confidence of a woman who knew exactly how it would fit inside her.

I reached between her legs, finding the bare patch at the slit of her panties. She was already soaked.

“You been waiting for this?” I teased, lining up the head of my cock with her entrance.

Brooke smirked, not even blinking. “Since we finished round one in the laundry room. You want details?”

I couldn’t resist the challenge. I yanked her panties aside, splitting the seam in the process. Her pussy gaped, plush, glistening, needy. She lowered herself in one brutal motion, impaling herself to the hilt.

Brooke moaned, clapping a hand over her own mouth to muffle the sound.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, hips working in tight circles. “God, you’re thick. You feel it right there, baby. Oh, my fucking God!”

She grabbed my jaw, forcing me to look her dead in the eye as she rode me, rhythm building fast and wild. Every other thrust, she’d slam down, tits bouncing in my face, hair wild and lips swollen.

I braced her ass, slamming up into her until the chair creaked under our combined weight.

The risk was pure gasoline. Every time I thought she might be too loud, I’d shift her angle, letting her bounce on my cock in a way that made her whole body shake but kept the room just quiet enough for plausible deniability.

She leaned in, voice a hiss. “You got no idea how much I need this. All the prim and proper bullshit. This is the only time I get to be fucking alive.”

She bit down on my bottom lip, hard, and started to bounce faster. The wet slap of her cunt on my cock echoed around the bookshelves, but neither of us cared.

I palmed her breast, thumb rolling over a nipple so hard it almost cut me. She arched, clamping down on my shaft with muscles that could’ve cracked a code.

Her orgasm hit sharp and savage. Brooke threw her head back, mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy squeezed me, milking every inch. I felt her soak me, wetness leaking down and pooling beneath my balls.

But she didn’t slow.

“Bookshelf. Now,” she growled, barely more than a whisper.

She hopped off, her thighs shaking, and yanked me over to the nearest wall. The bookcase towered overhead, lined with Shakespeare, medical journals, and three decades of Delta Omega Sigma scrapbooks.

Brooke bent over, bracing her hands against the spines, ass cocked and ready.

“Fuck me like you own me,” she ordered, spreading her cheeks.

I lined up, still dripping with her slick, and plunged inside. The angle was perfect, her ass a work of art, round and high, pussy gripping me with every thrust.

I hammered her from behind, the sound of skin on skin drowned only by the frantic thud of my own heartbeat. Brooke locked eyes with me over her shoulder, smile gone wild.

“You going to cum inside me, baby,” she panted. “You want to fuck your way onto my checklist?”

I grinned, feeling the edge. “You think I can’t?”

She clenched down, wringing my cock. “Bet you can’t outlast me.”

That was all I needed.

I slammed her harder, hands branding fingerprints on her hips as I drilled her from behind. Every third thrust, she’d moan, real, ragged, desperate. The books rocked on their shelves, a rain of dust and crime novels tumbling to the carpet.

Voices outside rippled. The sound of footsteps, then silence. We both froze, fused together, neither one daring to breathe. But the risk only made Brooke hotter.

She reached down, found her clit, and rubbed furiously as I pounded her. Her whole body went rigid, head buried in her arms as her orgasm detonated through her.

“God, Noah. Fuck. Fill me up. I want to feel you drip down my thighs when I walk to class tomorrow.”

Her cunt clamped so tight it nearly snapped me in half. I thrust twice more, then let go, cock swelling as I unloaded inside her, pulse after pulse pumping thick cum deep into her pussy.

We held that pose, her bent over, me buried inside, until the aftershocks faded.

Brooke straightened, cum already leaking down her thigh, and yanked up her skirt. She looked at the list, grinned, then pointed at the big oak study table.

“Chair’s checked off. Now, let’s see if the desk can handle us.”

She dragged me over, swept a pile of grad school applications onto the floor, and sprawled her body across the table, ass high, legs wide.

I caught my breath, then followed. This time I started slow, just the tip, teasing her entrance, using two fingers to spread her folds and watch the mess drip out.

She shivered, voice breaking. “You fucking tease. I need you, Noah. All the way.”

I lined up, slid in, and started to fuck her with long, steady strokes.

The wet glide was insane. Her cunt was so full of my cum it made a squelch every time I bottomed out.

Brooke moaned into the table, cheeks flush against the wood, hands scrabbling for purchase.

I braced myself, using her hips as handles, pinning her to the desk and grinding with every thrust.

She loved it. Every now and then, she’d look back and dare me to go faster, harder. I gave her what she wanted, fucking her until my balls slapped her clit and the air between us went humid with sweat and arousal.

Halfway through, she called for a timeout, her body trembling, breath gone, eyes wild.

She flopped onto her back, skirt bunched at her waist, tits heaving as she caught her breath.

I hovered over her, watching the way her lips trembled.

And that’s when Brooke went off-script.

She stared up at the ceiling for a second, then at me, different look now, softer, like something fragile had slipped into the room with us.

“You ever hide in places?” she said, voice gone real. “Like, when everything in your house was too loud to survive?”

I shook my head, caught off guard. “Not really. I always tried to fix it.”

Brooke nodded. “I used to hide in libraries. At home, at school, even the one at grandpa’s country club. Sometimes I’d crawl behind the sci-fi shelf and sleep with my headphones in, just to get away from mom and dad screaming at each other.”

I let it hang, sensing the shape of her confession.

“My mom tried to be perfect. My dad just left when shit got hard. But in those little corners, with books and quiet? I could pretend everything was fine. Even if it wasn’t.”

She looked away, embarrassed. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to dump trauma all over our sex marathon.”

I caught her chin, made her meet my eyes. “You don’t have to apologize, Brooke. Ever.”

Brooke’s smile flickered, then steadied. “You’re different, you know that? All the other guys either want the fantasy or the performance. You… actually give a shit. Makes it hard to stay a savage.”

I laughed, wiped her tears with my thumb, then kissed her.

Brooke devoured me, tongue, teeth, hunger all back at full tilt. She wrapped her legs around mine, cunt slick and still eager, and with a single, practiced move, she guided me back inside.

This time we fucked slow, languid, almost lazy, letting the tension roll through us in gentle waves. She clung to my neck, grinding up to meet every stroke, body melting under my hands.

She came again, quaking beneath me, then relaxed into a heap of sweat and satisfaction.

I finished inside her, a raw pulse of heat that left us both drained and euphoric.

When I pulled out, cum puddled on her thighs and the edge of the table.

Brooke found her clipboard, grinned, and made a big, dramatic X in the box next to “Study Lounge.”

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“My room next. Be there in fifteen minutes, and don’t get caught on the stairs.”

She smacked my ass, then slipped out the side door, head held high, skirt doing nothing to hide the mess leaking down her legs.

I watched her go, equal parts wrecked and exhilarated.

This was Brooke at her finest, fire at the surface, but a raw core of honesty you only glimpsed if you really paid attention.

She’d let me see it. Even if just for a second.

I tucked myself in, reset the chairs, and wiped the worst of the evidence from the desk. My heart was still racing, my balls aching, and yet I’d never felt more alive.

Game on, I thought.

Next stop: her sanctuary.

If the study lounge was chaos, Brooke’s bedroom was going to be a straight-up revolution.

***

The junior hallway after midnight was a horror movie for anyone with a conscience and a playground for anyone crazy enough to chase Brooke Ross up the stairs.

I set a timer, counted out the seconds, and made my move dead on schedule.

The hallway was quiet, but every floorboard on the main landing was a trap, especially after hours. I hugged the wall, testing each step with my toes, every muscle locked for maximum stealth. Twice, a door creaked behind me, random laughter, then what sounded like a slurred “Just get him up here already.” No idea if they meant me, but my ego took the compliment.

Brooke’s room was at the far end, gold numberplate glinting on the door. As I eased closer, I saw she’d left it open a half-inch, just enough to let me slip in without a sound.

Inside… well, this was nothing like her public persona.

First thing I saw: a grid of Polaroids pinned over her desk, each shot a window into a life nobody ever talked about. Brooke, hair wild, body muddy, hanging off the edge of a mountain with nothing but two ropes and a Red Bull. Brooke on a surfboard, mid-air, tongue out. Brooke in the dead center of a crowd at Lollapalooza, cheeks streaked with glitter, crowd-surfing while flipping off the camera.

Next to that: stacks of poetry anthologies, all dog-eared, some with pages so abused they curled at the edges. Bukowski, Plath, even a battered Neruda. Next to those was a crate, literal milk-crate, overflowing with vinyl: Bowie, Stevie Nicks, Halsey, and about twenty others I was too flustered to process.

There were little touches of girlhood, too. I spotted a silver dolphin figurine, a cracked friendship bracelet balled up under her lamp, and a faded ticket stub from a Shakespeare festival. It was as if she’d wallpapered her life in proof that chaos wasn’t just something she did, it was something she survived.

Brooke stood at the window, backlit by the city glow. She wore nothing but a cami and the world’s tiniest sleep shorts, both in black with flashes of crimson. The cami barely held her tits; the shorts might as well have been painted on.

She turned when she heard the door, locking eyes with me, and the heat of the study lounge doubled.

“Welcome to my sanctuary,” she purred, flicking the bolt on the door. “Hope you brought your appetite.”

I drank her in, stunned. In this setting, she was more than sex, she was hunger and history and some secret ingredient that made her impossible to ignore.

She crossed the room in three steps, no preamble, just pure magnetism.

Brooke slid her hands under my shirt, tugged it over my head, then pressed her body flush to mine. Her breasts flattened against my chest, nipples stiff through the thin cotton. She kissed me, longer, slower, with a kind of intensity I’d never seen in her before.

“You ever dream about me?” she whispered.

“Constantly,” I truthfully confessed, because why bother lying?

She smiled, real, no fire this time, just a kind of happiness that was almost painful to look at.

“Good,” she said, voice wrecked. “Because I want to make tonight something you never forget.”

Brooke steered me to the bed, queen-sized, sheets tangled, covers a mess of black and blood-red. She shoved the poetry aside, clearing a landing zone, then crawled onto the mattress with a stretch that made her ass pop and her tits ripple against the cami.

“Come here,” she beckoned, crooking a finger.

I joined her, and the world shrank to nothing but the heat of her skin and the reckless thump of both our heartbeats.

She straddled my lap, hair spilling everywhere. Brooke peeled off her cami slowly, letting her breasts swing free, full, high, their heft a direct challenge to physics. Each nipple begged for attention, so I took it, mouth closing over one, tongue working the tip, while my hands mapped the lines of her back.

She groaned, bracing on my shoulders as I sucked one nipple, then the other.

Her thighs locked around my waist, grinding her pussy onto my cock, both of us half-naked, nothing but sweat and skin between us.

She reached down, guided my hand up her inner thigh. Her shorts were soaked, totally pointless now. I peeled them off, and beneath there was nothing but bare, glistening want.

I stroked her slit, middle finger dipping inside. She shivered, then leaned in, mouth right at my ear.

“I love to feel you raw inside me,” she whispered.

“Is there any other way?” I replied, matching her hunger beat for beat.

She lined me up, no teasing, no delay. With a single, practiced move, Brooke sat down on my cock, swallowing me inch by inch. The stretch was insane. Her pussy clamped around me, velvet and tight, pulling me as deep as I could go.

She moaned, back arching, hair fanning down her spine as her tits bounced with every thrust.

We started slow, her rhythm was measured, almost reverent. She set both hands on my chest, fingers splayed, and rode with a rolling, grinding motion that lit every nerve in my body.

For the second time that night, I saw her drop the act.

Her eyes stayed open, locked to mine. Every roll of her hips said, “I want you to see me.”

I did. All of it.

The freckles, the scars, the sweat sheen making her skin glow gold in the moonlight.

I braced her hips, matching her rhythm. It wasn’t about domination now, it was about staying in sync, moving as one.

Brooke gasped, soft and honest. “God, Noah. You’re in my head. All the time.”

I shuddered, burying my face in her shoulder, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her hair. “You’re in mine, too.”

The next five minutes blurred into a fever dream of flesh and need. Brooke rode me with everything she had: wild, fearless, still somehow in total command of her body as it shuddered and flexed above mine. The rhythm started slow, deliberate, but soon the tempo built, small tremors in her thighs becoming full-body aftershocks, her hands alternating between digging crescents into my chest and locking tightly behind my neck as if I was the only stable thing in the universe.

But it wasn’t just frantic fucking. Every thrust, every grind, every time her hips circled down and I bottomed out inside her, I saw the meaning on her face. This wasn’t a contest or a highscore. She wanted to soak in every wave of sensation, memorize the shape of us together. I matched her, letting my hands roam from her waist to the small of her back, up her ribs, then cupping her breasts, each gasp and moan from her mouth another wordless sentence in the conversation we were writing with sweat.

She broke rhythm only to kiss me, deep and hungry, then bite my shoulder as if tasting the proof that I was real and hers. Her hair, wild from the ride, matted to her temples in damp ropes. I lost track of time, caught up in the hypnotic ripple of muscle and soft skin and the sweet, relentless pressure building at the base of my spine.

Suddenly, her whole body locked up, eyes squeezing shut, jaw flexing as she clamped down around me. She dropped her head to my shoulder and let out a low, trembling, “Oh fuck—Noah—” that fractured into a ragged cry as the orgasm took her. I held her tight as she shook, nails raking down my back, every inch of her flooded with heat and afterglow. I clung to her as she melted into me, riding out every last pulse.

She didn’t retreat, didn’t let go. Brooke just kept moving, slower, deliberate now, as if the world had narrowed to the point where only the two of us existed and nothing else mattered. Her lips grazed my ear, then my cheek, then my mouth, each kiss laced with gratitude and something close to awe.

I felt the pressure in me crest, then tip over. It was all I could do to grip her hips, thrusting up as I emptied myself into her, every muscle spasming with the force of it. She ground down, milking every drop, and finally slumped forward, our bodies fused and slick with sweat.

She stayed there, collapsed on my chest, just breathing.

For a long time, we didn’t move.

Brooke broke the spell first.

She tilted my face up and kissed me slow, savoring the taste.

“Can I tell you something?” she said, voice trembling.

“Anything.”

She pushed damp hair off her forehead. For a second, she looked almost scared.

“The thought of the future…it terrifies me,” she admitted. “Everyone thinks I’m fearless, but most days? I feel like I’m just faking it better than the next girl.”

I ran my thumbs along her jaw, amazed at how different she seemed here.

“You’ve never faked it a day in your life,” I told her.

She shook her head, laughing bitter. “That’s what everyone thinks. But I didn’t even want to go here. Mia was always the perfect daughter; Chloe’s the golden child. I was supposed to be some corporate power player, maybe law school, maybe something shiny with a title. But I suck at rules. I suck at pretending stuff matters when it doesn’t.”

She rolled off, laid next to me, staring at the ceiling.

“You know my mom still blames me for everything that goes wrong? Even the shit that isn’t my fault. Sometimes I think if I just vanished, the world would keep spinning. Nobody would notice.”

I caught her hand, laced our fingers.

“I’d notice,” I said, voice raw.

Brooke squeezed back, hard, desperate, and a little bit scared.

“You’re the only one who sees through the noise,” she whispered. “You treat me like more than a party trick. Like maybe I could be something else. Like I mean something to you.” Her words trailed off at the end almost as if she didn’t mean to say it out loud.

I rolled onto my side, pressing my body to hers.

“I promise, you’re already more,” I told her, my voice thick with conviction—and maybe a touch of desperation. “Brooke, you mean everything to me. You’re the best part of this house. The reason it feels like a home.”

Even now, in the fading light, her eyes shone bright and wet, reflecting every emotion. But this time, when our lips met, the kiss was transformed: urgent, yet soft; hungry, but so gentle I could almost taste her longing. She melted for me, let me pull her close and cradle her in my arms as if I could shield her from every shadow. I kissed her again, deeper, letting my hands reassure her that she was safe here, that she was wanted, that she was finally enough.

I trailed my hands over every inch, her neck, her breasts, the soft line of her ribs. She trembled, but didn’t stop me.

I slid down, kissing my way to her hips. Her thighs parted easily, cunt already glistening, the scent of sex and sweat filling the room.

I licked her slow, deliberate, savoring every taste.

Brooke gasped, hips arching off the bed.

“Oh, fuck… Yes. God, baby, don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

I ate her out like it was the only thing that mattered. Tongue circling her clit, then plunging inside, drawing every ounce of pleasure I could wring from her.

She grabbed my hair, riding my face, hips grinding up as she came apart in my mouth.

When she finished, I kissed my way back up, and we melted together, her tits pressed to my chest, my cock sliding between her thighs, both of us wild for more.

She rolled me onto my back, lining up and sinking down again.

This time, she fucked me with abandon. No filters, no brakes, just pure, raw need.

Her tits bounced, sweat beading on her chest as she slammed down, using every inch of me to chase her own release.

I gripped her hips, matching her pace, cock swelling as I neared the edge.

“You going to cum in me again?” she taunted, voice low.

It was already the fourth time that night. “Every time,” I promised.

She moaned, grinding down as the orgasm hit.

I filled her, hot and thick, and she milked every last drop, pussy pulsing around my cock like she never wanted to let go.

We collapsed together, bodies fused by sweat and sex.

Brooke buried her face in my neck, breath hitching.

She was crying. Not loud, just a few silent tears that smeared over my skin.

I stroked her hair, not sure what to say.

She steadied, then whispered, “I’m catching real feelings for you, and it scares the fuck out of me. You’re like my drug, Noah. I can’t resist you even when I know I should.”

My chest tightened, genuine, terrifying, perfect.

I rolled her into my arms, kissing the top of her head.

“I got you,” I whispered. “You’re safe with me. Always.”

She relaxed against me, sniffling as she trailed tender kisses along my neck, jaw and finally my lips. For a while, we just lay there, breathing. The wall clock ticked down the seconds like it was counting the cycles of a heartbeat.

Brooke calmed, letting herself be held.

As her breathing slowed, she smiled, small, sweet, only for me.

“Promise you’ll wake up before dawn? I want the kitchen on my list.”

I grinned, unable to resist. “I’ll set my alarm just in case.”

She yawned, stretching across my chest, tits flattening against my ribs.

“Swear it. I don’t want any of the lightweight sisters jumping the line.”

I laughed, hugged her closer.

“Kitchen rendezvous, sunrise. It’s a date.”

She drifted off, tangled in my arms, sweat cooling and hearts finally at rest.

I watched her sleep, wondering how the hell I’d ever go back to normal after this.

Because with Brooke, there was no normal.

There was only the next wild confession, the next secret, the next time she let me see who she really was.

And I already knew, I’d risk everything for her.

***

There’s a kind of darkness before sunrise that’s made for secrets.

If I’d dreamt Brooke into existence, this would’ve been the way she woke me, hair wild, skin flushed, eyes daring the sun to catch her in the act.

She nudged me awake at 5:01 AM, breath warm on my cheek, voice velvet and urgent.

“Kitchen time, Outlier.” Her lips brushed my ear, teasing. “Unless you want to break the chain.”

I blinked, brain slow to boot. Brooke was already up, naked in the pale wash of dawn, muscles glowing in the city light. She fished my t-shirt from the floor and pulled it on, swallowing her curves but not her attitude.

We tiptoed through the hallway again dodging creaks and the odd snore from an open door. Downstairs, the sorority kitchen looked like something out of an ad: marble counters, steel appliances gleaming, but the real story was the clutter. Coffee mugs, lipstick-stained, stacked by the sink; a half-eaten croissant on a plate; three spoons in a random bouquet by the espresso machine.

Brooke hopped onto the center island, legs spread, eyes dancing.

“Thirty minutes til the first zombies stumble down,” she said, patting the granite next to her. “We gotta move fast…or slow, if you think you can handle it.”

I couldn’t resist. I moved between her legs, hands tracing up her thighs. Even tired, my body responded on command, cock twitching to full attention the second her scent hit me.

She pulled me in, wrapped both arms around my neck, and drew me into a kiss so deep it would’ve erased my GPA if I had the balls to let her.

Brooke ground her pussy against my crotch, t-shirt riding up and flashing her perfect, tan thighs.

“Still wet from last night,” she teased, guiding my hand up to feel for myself.

She wasn’t lying. Her pussy was already slick, folds glistening in the grey-blue morning.

I freed my cock, pressed it to her entrance, and let the head split her open as she exhaled, soft and desperate.

“God, yes,” Brooke moaned, rocking her hips to swallow me whole.

I started to fuck her slow, deliberate, deep thrusts that let her savor every inch.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, ankles locked. The island gave her perfect leverage, so every time I bottomed out, her ass smacked the marble with a satisfying slap.

She arched back, tits straining against the shirt, face rapture and ache.

“You know what’s hotter than sex on a kitchen counter?” she whispered.

“What?”

“Sex with the risk that five of your girlfriends might barge in if you’re too loud.”

She laughed, the sound muffled by my mouth. I clamped a palm over her lips, daring her to try.

She bit my hand, grinned, and then let go all over again. Each bounce drove both of us closer to the edge.

Her pussy gripped me tighter and tighter, and when she finally came, her whole body shook, legs locked, mouth open in a silent scream.

I pumped inside her, cock swelling as I filled her. Hot jets of cum shot deep, Brooke loving every one, clinging to me like she was scared to ever let go.

But she wasn’t finished.

She hopped off, cum already leaking down her thighs, and spun me toward the refrigerator.

She pressed her tits to the cold steel, ass cocked and ready, and looked back over her shoulder with an expression that dared me to say no.

I didn’t.

I lined up, slid in, and started to fuck her from behind, each thrust slamming her into the fridge, the sound a deep, shivery thump that probably carried all the way to the pantry.

Brooke moaned, low and hungry. “Fuck, yes. Make the whole house jealous.”

I braced her hips, pounding her with relentless rhythm, hands branding her skin, cock working deep inside her. The view, the arch of her spine, the round of her ass, my cum dribbling down her thighs, burned itself into my memory.

She started to rave, too—dirty, wild, half laughing, half pleading for more.

“God, I want you. Want your cum. Want to always remember it was you who ruined me for every other man.”

I gripped her tighter, losing myself in the raw, animal mess of it. My cock swelled all over again, and when I let go the second time, I filled her until she sagged into the fridge, legs quivering.

We both laughed, on the verge of collapse, totally addicted.

But there was one more challenge.

Brooke slid onto the kitchen table, bracing herself on her elbows, legs spread wide.

She looked back, sweat beading on her cheekbones.

“Final round, genius. Make it count.”

I pulled her to the edge, lined up, and slid inside, her pussy now a mess of slick, cum, and the kind of heat you can’t fake.

I fucked her slow at first, just to soak in every gasp and moan, then ramped to a punishing rhythm until she started shaking beneath me.

Her hands whitened on the edge of the table, knuckles pressed to the wood.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck…”

Brooke’s orgasm was a tidal wave, body locking up, cunt milking my cock in savage, rolling pulses. I finished with her, both of us shaking, stuck together by sweat and pleasure and the secret of being alive when the rest of the world slept.

We collapsed on the table. She flat on her back, me splayed across her, both panting and dazed.

For a few minutes, the kitchen was just ours.

Brooke rolled over, grinned, then snagged her checklist from the counter. She made a dramatic X next to “Kitchen,” then flashed it to me.

“Three down, babe. You’re officially the overachiever of harem history.”

She slipped off the table, cocky and unbothered, and strolled to the coffee maker still naked except for my shirt.

As the machine burbled to life, she moved with a grace I’d never seen, tossing mugs, pouring water, humming a Stevie Nicks song under her breath.

I watched, hypnotized.

She glanced at me, then let her smile soften.

“You know, I used to dream of places like this.”

I blinked, surprised. “The kitchen?”

She poured the coffee, set a mug in front of me.

“No. A home. A place where food meant safety, where mornings were something to look forward to. When I was little, I wanted to open a café. Serve breakfast, bake muffins, play old records. No drama, no fights. Just… peace.”

She hesitated, color rising to her cheeks.

“I never told anyone that. Not even Chloe or Mia.”

I sipped the coffee, letting the warmth anchor the moment.

“Why not?” I asked, genuinely curious.

She shrugged, looking almost shy. “Didn’t fit the legend. The wild one, the rebel. Nobody wants to hear about the slutty middle sister wanting to bake scones and play vinyl. Besides, I wasn’t sure anyone would get it.”

She met my eyes, open and vulnerable.

“But I think you do.”

I reached across, squeezed her hand.

“I’d be your first customer. No question.”

She grinned, eyes glimmering with hope.

“Damn right you would. And your coffee would always be free. Perks of being my favorite fuck.”

She winked, then poured herself a mug.

We sat in the hush, letting the silence say everything words couldn’t.

But of course, paradise never lasted.

Footsteps echoed on the upper landing, a distant, sleepy shuffle, then the creak of the stairs.

Brooke stood, kissed me hard on the mouth, full, messy, and loaded with promise.

“To be continued,” she whispered, and slipped out the side door like a ghost.

I cleaned up the mugs, wiped the counter, and tried (unsuccessfully) to hide the sweat and evidence of our marathon.

As the first of the day-shift sisters wandered in, I caught the look of surprise, maybe even envy.

But Brooke’s scent lingered, and so did her secret.

For the first time, I realized there was so much more to her than anyone guessed.

And if I was lucky, I’d get to explore it, room by room, secret by secret, until the only thing left was the truth between us.

Next round, I’d be ready.

Because with Brooke, every encounter was a dare to see how alive you could be before someone caught you.

And god help me, I never wanted the game to end.


Chapter fourteen
My Mia


Campus in spring was a straight-up exhibitionist. The sunlight was a drug, filling every path, lighting up the red-tiled roofs, painting every bougainvillea bloom like it had been engineered to seduce. And at the dead center of it all was Mia and me, walking hand in hand, a living billboard the university couldn’t unsee if it tried.

If the sisters wanted to keep us a secret, they were about three months too late.

Every square foot of St. Celeste, from the arching Spanish walkways to the palm-lined quad, felt tuned to our rhythm. Fresh grass brushed my sneakers. The air was perfume and sea breeze laced with espresso drifting out of open café windows. Students buzzed past, books hugged to chests, phones out, heads whipping around to catch a better angle.

But Mia? She moved beside me like she belonged there. Hair wound into a loose twist, skin golden under the sun, eyes bright and unbothered except for the half-second micro-pauses when the attention got too sharp. That’s when she’d squeeze my hand, steady and sure. Like she was letting the world know whose side she was on.

We made it halfway across the quad before the whispers started.

“Is that Amelia Ross?”

“With him? That’s the Ashbourne guy...”

I couldn’t decide if the attention was flattering or fucking radioactive.

Mia caught a comment, gave the faintest smile, and squeezed my palm. “Ignore them,” she said under her breath, her tone dry as a psychology exam. “They’re just mad you’re not still a rumor.”

I grinned, letting the pride bloom in my chest. “You sure you want to go public with the only man on campus who’s got a Wikipedia-length scandal page?”

She laughed, real and warm. “Noah, please. If you were any more notorious, they’d name a midterm after you.”

Every few feet, we had to slow down, either for a group selfie, a debate over volleyball brackets, or a couple guys from my old materials science section pretending not to clock the hand-holding.

Most of them looked like they’d seen a unicorn. A few, the ones clinging to Ashbourne polos and entitlement, shot me dirty looks like I’d invaded a country club and kidnapped the heiress.

Mia just kept smiling, squeezing my hand until all the tension rolled right off. She wore a pale blue sundress, every curve of her perfect, soft body outlined beneath it. Between the sunlight, the bounce in her walk, and the way her golden brown hair glowed in the daylight, she could have been a goddamn ad for spring.

I drank it in, every second.

A trio of girls from Mia’s major drifted toward us, voices rising in the hush of campus gossip.

“Mia!” one called, grinning.

Mia loosened her grip and waved, but didn’t let go of me. “Hey, Tatum. How did the stats quiz go?”

The other girl shot a look at our joined hands, then at my face. “Good, but nowhere near as impressive as the company you’re keeping.” She arched a brow at me. “You must be Noah.”

I went for calm, defaulting to the handshake I’d learned at age seven. “Yeah, guilty.”

Tatum’s gaze flicked down to where Mia’s fingers threaded through mine, then back up with the kind of calculation you couldn’t fake. “Well, welcome to the inner circle. If you want tips on surviving finals, or Mia’s coffee addiction, you know where to find us.”

I made a mental note: every person Mia introduced me to wasn’t just a classmate. It was a subtle fuck-you to the rumor mill. A declaration: she was proud to have me at her side.

We said quick goodbyes and kept moving, the social heat ramping up with each new face. Whispers trailed us, some friendly, some loaded with acid.

“He’s just with her for the scholarship...”

“Please, Mia could do better.”

“Or maybe he’s the only one who actually listens to her.”

The last one took me off guard. I squeezed Mia’s hand, and her smile quirked at the edge.

She leaned in, voice pitched just for me. “Don’t take it personally. Celeste girls aren’t used to change.”

“They should get used to you,” I replied. “You’re rewriting all their algorithms.”

She snorted, pleased. “I’ll add that to my resume.”

The world shrank to the heat of her palm and the soft sway of her hips brushing my side as we climbed the marble steps toward the library terrace. The air warmed, humming with the promise of new beginnings and old secrets best left alone.

Two guys from Ashbourne posted up by the pillars ahead, laptops out but not open. They eyed us with barely disguised contempt, the kind you cultivated for people who made it on something other than family money and Saturday football.

One looked me dead in the face.

“Mercer,” he said, voice flat.

“Hey, Shaun.” I kept it neutral. “Still hitting the protein shakes?”

His jaw tensed, eyes flicking to Mia, then back to me. “You know how it is. Some of us have to work to get noticed.”

The subtext was ugly, but I let it slide. “Well, you’ve got my attention.”

Shaun shot a glance at Mia, equal parts envy and hunger. “If you ever get bored, Mia, let me know. I run labs too. Just saying.”

Mia’s smile was ice-wrapped silk. “Thanks, Shaun, but I like my labs drama-free.”

He snorted and shrugged, but the defeat was clean. As we walked past, I felt the stares burn holes in my back.

Mia waited until we were out of earshot, then squeezed my hand again, gentler this time. “Sorry. Some people never grow up.”

“You handled it perfectly,” I said, voice low. “Honestly, I’m proud to be on your arm.”

She stopped us right there on the library steps, sunlight scattering streaks of gold across the marble.

“I mean it, Noah,” she said, voice velvet with a steel lining. “You’ve got nothing to prove. Not to them, not to anyone.”

She tugged me close, just for a second, just enough for the world to see, then let go with a laugh that turned every head nearby.

We wove through the next swarm, brushing past half a dozen students loaded with textbooks and Italian-leather tote bags. The smell of ink and jasmine hung in the air, and Mia steered us onto a quieter path that ducked between the rose garden and the psych building.

Here, the whispers grew softer, but the glances lingered.

Mia leaned in. “You nervous?”

I shook my head. “Honestly? Feels good being seen. I spent too much of last year pretending I didn’t care. Now? Let them talk.”

She liked that. I could tell by the way her eyes warmed, the way her grip turned possessive.

We found ourselves at the edge of the reflecting pool, the water catching slivers of sunlight. For just a moment, nobody watched, nobody judged. It was just us.

Mia let herself rest against me, head on my shoulder, hair tickling my jaw.

She exhaled. “You make it easy, you know.”

“What’s that?”

“Believing someone’s got my back.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist, steadying her as the breeze sent a spiral of cherry blossoms through the air.

“I always will,” I promised. And I meant it.

For the rest of the walk, we took our time.

Sometimes she told me stories about her classes, about the madcap prof who made students role-play Freud versus Jung, or the friend who had a shrine to Taylor Swift in her dorm. Other times, we just walked in silence, the pulse of her hand in mine strong as a drumbeat.

When we ducked past the economics building, two girls at a patio table fell silent, snapping a secret picture that would no doubt be on the Celeste group chat before we made it to lunch.

Mia caught it. She didn’t wince, didn’t blush. She just straightened her shoulders and gave them a wave.

The world was going to talk about us, but I didn’t care.

Let them talk.

I was with Mia. And the truth was, I wanted everyone to know.

By the time we reached the café, I felt like we’d run a gauntlet, but instead of draining me, the attention made me more certain. If public meant real, I’d take it every time.

We lingered at the door, sunlight washing over us.

Mia tilted her chin up, blue eyes glinting. “Ready for lunch, Outlier? Or do you need a minute to process having the hottest girl on campus on your arm?”

I squeezed her waist, loving the warmth and mischief in her voice.

“Bring it on,” I shot back. “And after? Let’s give them something else to whisper about.”

She laughed, a sound so alive it felt like a victory.

We stepped inside, together.

***

The café at noon was everything you’d expect, a brawl of caffeine, sunlight, and rumor. The place buzzed with so much energy it barely hinged on reality: baristas slamming out shots of espresso, sunlight slicing through the windows, bodies pressed into every table like the stakes were life or death.

But at our window seat, with Mia’s fingers sliding between mine, it all felt like background noise.

We landed at a tiny two-top, tucked right up to the glass. Sunlight poured in, turning her hair molten and casting the deepest ocean-blue into her eyes. She settled into her chair across from me, smile tight with happiness and something deeper, a private kind of courage that made my pulse skip.

There were two other tables close by. As soon as we sat, the students there went silent, watching us with that performative, “I’m not watching, but I’m totally watching” interest only campus gossip could pull off.

Mia didn’t flinch. She set her bag down, drew out a notebook, and for the next thirty seconds, the two of us pretended this was just lunch, just another day. But the truth was, some part of me had never been more awake.

She glanced up, caught my eye, and grinned. “First time you’ve been here at lunch, right?”

I nodded, scanning the room. “Never made the lunch rush before. Usually just steal coffee when nobody’s watching.”

Mia laughed, then leaned closer, lowering her voice. “This is the best seat. Nobody can sneak up on us from behind, and the light makes everyone look like a Vogue cover.”

“You planning to put us on the next edition?” I teased.

She shrugged, eyes twinkling. “Maybe. If you can handle the pressure.”

The air was sharp with the smell of espresso, sweet pastries, and a hint of something spicy, probably cinnamon from the bake case. The hiss of steam and the clatter of spoons masked most conversation, but every now and then, I caught a burst of laughter or a name, usually hers, sometimes mine.

We ordered quickly. A turkey club for me, her favorite mozzarella and roasted pepper sandwich for her. As soon as the food hit the table, she sliced hers neatly in half and slid the larger portion onto my plate.

“Eat,” she commanded, a blend of mom energy and best friend in her tone. “Your brain needs protein, not just caffeine.”

I obligingly took a bite. “One day, you’ll make an amazing therapist. Or queen of the sandwich kingdom. Maybe both.”

She snorted. “If there’s a throne for emotional labor and grilled veggies, sign me up.”

I watched her as she spoke, how her hands always moved, how she tucked a napkin under my cup before sipping her iced tea, how she paid attention to every detail.

When she caught a group of girls at the back table watching us, she didn’t freeze. She just squeezed my hand, anchored us in a universe that didn’t care about rumor or legacy.

“Can I ask you something?” she said, voice gentle but direct.

I nodded. “Anything.”

She considered, then: “What’s your endgame, Noah? For the project. For…after.”

I thought for a second, rolling my thumb along the polished edge of her palm. “BioPrint’s got legs, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want something more. To build something that lasts, and, yeah, maybe to shake the system enough that nobody could ignore me, ever again.”

She nodded, eyes locked in. “I get that. Some days, I feel like I’m just living out the version of me my mother wants. But in here—” she tapped her chest, “I want more. I want to matter to people who aren’t just checking boxes. Make a difference. Heal stuff nobody else will touch.”

For a second, the whole café faded out. It was just her, brilliant, open, one of the few who actually cared about the man behind the headline.

“I think you already do that,” I said, voice rougher than I wanted.

She smiled, faintly pink now. “Maybe. But I want it to be real. For once, I want to walk down a hallway and have people see the actual me, not just the mascot, the fixer, the girl who makes everyone else’s problem go away.”

“You’re more than that, Mia,” I shot back. “You’re the reason any of this works.”

She smiled. “You mean the harem, or…?”

“All of it,” I said, meaning every word.

She let the silence stretch. We moved through half our sandwiches, trading bites and jokes about which professor was most likely to get caught in a scandal. Every time I reached for my coffee, the napkin was perfectly in place, guarding the tabletop like a force field of care.

Sometimes, just sometimes, I felt the eyes on us, especially when I reached across and traced her wrist, or when our laughter carried over the hum of espresso machines.

At one point, an upperclassman girl in pearls and a sorority tee passed by and did a visible double-take.

Mia caught my eye, daring me to react.

“Think she’s going to DM the chapter group chat?” she whispered.

“I hope so,” I said, grinning. “Maybe the truth will finally get out.”

She laughed. “Careful. If they start printing T-shirts, you’ll never live it down.”

“I can handle notoriety if you’re the reward.”

Mia flushed, deep, true, like the compliment hit somewhere vital.

Conversation turned real again, depth surging below the surface. She asked about the next steps on my smart scaffold, how I planned to test the new growth factors, whether I was scared the data wouldn’t hold. Her knowledge was ridiculous. She’d read more of my literature review than most of the lab techs, and her questions weren’t just intelligent, they were intimate.

She wanted to help, not just support.

It was addictive.

But I wanted to know her, too.

“So what about you?” I asked. “No more therapist or sandwich queen. What’s the real goal?”

For a second, Mia withdrew, tapping the rim of her iced tea, eyes glossy. “Promise not to laugh?”

I leaned in. “On my honor.”

She took a breath. “I want to open a place, like, a real one. A clinic on the coast. Safe, private, built around the idea that people deserve to be heard, not just patched up and thrown back out. Maybe attached to the university, maybe not. But it’s mine. My rules. No bureaucracy. No chasing grants or legacy points for my mom. Just healing.”

The words hit me like a punch, straight, simple, impossible to fake.

“I think you’re already halfway there,” I told her.

She smiled, all soft, but her hand trembled slightly on the cup.

“You make it easy to believe,” she whispered.

We lingered over the empty plates, watching the sunlight curl through the window. Our joined hands were bright and obvious, so obvious that two girls at the next table dropped their conversation and just stared.

Mia didn’t let go.

She reached up, tracing her thumb over my knuckles, slow, gentle, like she was cataloging the moment.

We finished the last of our drinks. The café was thinning now, though the wave of stares hadn’t faded.

I was about to suggest a walk when she cleared her throat, soft, uncertain.

“Hey, um…” she started, eyes darting to the tabletop, fingers twisting the paper cup. “Would you—” She stopped, shaking her head, then tried again. “Would you maybe want to… come by my room? After dinner tonight?”

She looked up then, eyes wide, vulnerable, hopeful. I caught the faintest tremor in her voice.

My answer was instant. “Yeah, I’d like that. A lot.”

Mia’s shoulders unclenched, and her smile, god, her smile, could have ended wars.

She looked so relieved it made something inside me ache.

“Good,” she said, voice nearly gone. “I’ll text you when the house is quiet.”

She packed away her things, hands steadier now.

We stepped into the sunlight again, side by side, and for once, the world didn’t matter.

All that mattered was her, the taste of her hope still on my tongue.

And the promise of what tonight could bring.

***

The corridor outside Mia’s room was dark and quiet, just the hum of the house settling, maybe the faint thunder of laughter from a distant TV in the lounge. But here, on this stretch of carpet, my world narrowed to the rectangle of gold light spilling under her door.

I knocked, soft.

The door swung open, and she stood there, barefoot, hair loose, face scrubbed clean and shining with nerves.

“Hey,” she whispered, like we were about to rob a bank.

“Hey,” I echoed, letting my own pulse hammer.

She ushered me inside.

The room was smaller than the others. Top floor, tucked between the end of the hall and a view that somehow turned the Pacific into a private painting. Soft lamplight glowed from the corner. Her bedspread was perfectly smooth; a pale blanket hung over the back of a reading chair, next to a small stack of color-coded textbooks and a battered family photo in a seashell frame. On the windowsill, a potted succulent grinned at me, just about the only thing more alive than my own heartbeat.

The air was beachy, vanilla, and a hint of candle smoke.

Mia closed the door, then, slow, deliberate, clicked the lock into place.

For a long second, she just stood, staring at her own bare toes, hands fidgeting with the hem of her cardigan.

I watched her.

She straightened three books that were already straight. She tucked her hair, first over one ear, then the other. She checked the window latch, then reset the angle on her alarm clock by exactly one degree.

Each move was delicate, almost ritual.

I waited, patient, because I knew what it was to need time before the truth finally surfaced.

When she circled back, she found me leaning on the edge of the bed, hands relaxed, face open.

She smiled, all nerves. “Sorry. I get like this.”

I reached out, caught her wrist. Her skin was warm, pulse thumping under my thumb.

“Hey,” I said, voice low. “You’re perfect.”

Her eyes finally met mine. A universe lived there, brighter, bluer, deeper than I’d ever seen.

We didn’t leap into passion. We sat, side by side on the edge of her narrow bed, knees touching. For a while, the room held us suspended, every sound, every breath, every question waiting to land.

Mia was the first to speak.

“I want to tell you something,” she said, voice thin at the edges. “And I need you to…just listen, okay?”

I nodded. “I’m all ears.”

She fiddled with her fingers, words coming out in soft bursts.

“I’ve never done this before. Any of it. I mean, I’ve had makeouts, and a boyfriend who got as far as second base. But sex? I just… waited. I wanted it to matter. I wanted the person to matter.” She looked up, braver now. “And you do, Noah. You really do.”

I exhaled, every muscle softening.

There was no performance in her.

I took her hands, stilling the tremor. “Thank you for trusting me.”

She nodded, face flushing. “If you’d rather, if it’s too much, or too weird—”

I cut her off. “I want to be your first. I want to be whatever you need.”

She half-laughed, half-cried, relief washing over her.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Okay.”

We sat in the hush.

Then, without warning, she leaned in.

Our lips met, soft, pure, a slow collision of want and fear and hope.

At first, she was trembling. I let her set the pace, just lips and breath, anchoring her hands in mine, steadying the quake. Her mouth tasted of spearmint and vanilla, shy at first, then opening, inviting me deeper.

We kissed for a while, slow, then greedy, letting the rest of the world evaporate.

Her hands clung to my shoulders, nails biting gently. My palms brushed her cheek, then her jaw, then tangled in the silk of her hair. Every inch of contact registered, raw, electric, impossible to fake.

Between kisses, she’d gasp my name, or whisper tiny confessions.

“I’ve wanted this forever…”

“You make me feel safe…”

“I can’t believe this is real…”

I responded with touch, with patience, with the soft sound of her name between breaths.

When the tension finally spiked, I let my hands drift over her arms, down her waist, tracing the curve of her ribs through the soft cotton. She shivered, but didn’t retreat.

I pulled back, careful. “Tell me if you want to stop.”

She shook her head, no hesitation. “Don’t you dare.”

We laughed, a shared, sudden, wild joy.

Clothes came off in increments.

The cardigan peeled away, baring the thin white tank beneath. Her chest rose in micro-quakes, breath coming faster, eyes dark with anticipation. I let her guide my hands, first over the lines of her collarbone, then, slow as sunrise, down to the edge of her shirt.

“Can I?” I asked, voice nearly shot.

She nodded, eyes wide. “Please.”

I pulled the tank up, exposing the softest, roundest breasts I’d ever dreamed up. Her nipples were dark gold, stiff, begging for attention. I traced one with my thumb, barely a touch, just warmth and comfort.

She gasped.

“More,” she managed, so I gave her more: mouth and tongue, drawing circles, then sealing my lips around the tip. She moaned, body arching toward the pleasure.

Her hands found the hem of my shirt, yanking it up, desperate for skin-on-skin.

When I was bare, she ran her palms over my chest, fingers lingering at the scar on my forearm.

“I love your body,” she whispered, eyes reverent. “Every bit.”

I kissed her to keep from falling apart.

We eased back, letting gravity pull us down onto the bed.

She lay under me now, hair fanned on the pillow, body trembling with anticipation. Her hands clung to my back, hips rocking up to meet me.

I kissed my way down, neck, breasts, stomach, pausing at every milestone, letting her acclimate to every new nerve I touched.

When I reached her waist, she arched, hips rolling.

I slipped a hand under her waistband, pausing.

“Still good?” I checked.

She nodded, breathless. “So, so good. Don’t stop. Please.”

I slid her sleep shorts down, revealing panties as soft and blue as her eyes.

She blushed but didn’t cover up. Instead, she opened her legs, letting me see all of her: plush, perfect, a hint of dark curls above a slit already wet with want.

I kissed her thighs, then the line of her panties, savoring the scent, sweet, alive, uniquely hers.

She whimpered, hips chasing my mouth.

“Can I taste you?” I asked, desperate for confirmation.

“God, yes.”

I peeled the panties down slow, giving her time to adjust.

Her pussy was art, shy folds blushing pink, glistening at the center. I started with a gentle lick, just the tip of my tongue, letting her shudder and acclimate.

At first, she was bashful, but the pleasure ate the nerves alive.

Within moments, her hands tangled in my hair, guiding me closer.

“Oh…oh, Noah…yes…that’s…”

The taste was pure want, pure Mia.

I circled her clit, then gently probed her opening, prepping her body for what would come next. Her moans were softer than my memories of Brooke or Serena, more fragile, more wary of what would happen when she finally let go.

But when her orgasm hit, sharp, sudden, overwhelming, she gasped, then sobbed my name, body locking up around my hand.

I kept it going, gentle, patient, never pushing for more than she could take.

After, she collapsed, panting, tears streaking down one cheek.

I curled up beside her, cradling her in my arms.

We lay together in the hush, breath matching, heartbeats slowing to a shared, safe rhythm.

When she recovered, she turned to me, face raw and open.

“I want you inside me,” she said, voice trembling but sure. “I want my first time to be with you.”

I didn’t rush.

I kissed her again, mouth and cheeks and eyelids, letting the afterglow of her orgasm soften every part of her body.

I stroked her hair, letting her relax into the shelter of my arms.

She reached down, found my cock, already hard and aching against her thigh.

“Will it hurt?” she asked, flashes of worry in her eyes.

“It might, a little,” I answered, honest. “But I’ll go slow. You set the pace.”

She nodded, eyes glossy with trust.

I kissed her softly, then settled between her legs.

She opened for me, thighs wide, body trembling with anticipation.

The head of my cock pressed against her entrance. I paused, checking her eyes, her hands, her every micro-expression for the signal.

She tugged me in, gentle but insistent.

“Please, Noah. Now.”

I eased in, just the head, testing her body’s limits.

She gasped, pain and pleasure, mingled.

I waited, stroking her cheek, eyes locked on hers.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, voice high but not afraid. "It’s what I want. You’re who I want."

I pressed in further, letting her stretch, letting her body adjust.

She winced, then arched, meeting every inch with a need that bordered on hunger.

Finally, I bottomed out, hilted; every inch of my cock buried deep inside her tight, desperate heat. The feeling was insanity, a dizzying, molten rush that left my legs weak and threatened to finish me right then and there. Her pussy hugged me like a velvet fist, so hot, so wet, I could barely see straight.

Her body clenched around my cock, hot and velvet, the fit unbelievably tight.

We held there, no thrusting, no tempo, just the wonder of two bodies fused for the first time.

She exhaled, then exhaled again, and her face softened from pain to joy.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me down so our chests pressed together, sweat and hearts and nerves melting into one.

“Move,” she ordered, so I did, slow, steady, letting her body lead.

Every inch was a negotiation. Every thrust, a question and an answer rolled into one.

At first, I barely moved, just rocking inside her, savoring the way she clenched and pulsed around me. She caught my rhythm, hips bucking to meet my every push, grinding me so deep I could barely breathe for the pleasure. Sensation rolled over me in relentless waves, each thrust pulling a low groan from my chest. The ebb and flow of our bodies, perfectly matched, left me dizzy with need, lost in the fever that built between us.

Gradually, the pain faded, replaced by a hunger that was all her own.

Her hands roamed my back, nails digging in, body trembling each time I hit the deepest spot.

At one point, she whispered, “Don’t you dare pull out. I want to feel you…all of you.”

I bent and kissed her, mouths tangling, moans shared in the dark.

Our bodies found a groove, slow at first, then faster, a pulsing dance of sweat, want, and the wild, simple chemistry that made this different from every other fuck I’d ever had.

I went as long as I could, savoring her gasps, the twitch of her cunt, the way her thighs locked around my waist every time I drove deep.

She came again, softer now, more pleasure than pain, a shudder that ran from her toes to the tips of her fingers.

The sensation, the emotion, the sheer raw joy of making love to her, it was almost too much.

When the edge hit me, I warned her, voice gone desperate.

“I’m close,” I panted. “You want me to—?”

“Finish inside,” she whispered, voice fierce and wild. “I want to remember it forever.”

And I did.

I lost myself completely in her, lost to the tight, trembling clutch of her body around my cock, the nearly desperate way she clung to my back, the scent of sweat and need and vanilla clinging to the sheets. There was no past or future, only the now, the grinding, endless perfection of her heat, and her voice in my ear saying yes, please, I need you, I need this, I need all of you.

When it finally hit, the orgasm was absolute. I slammed into her, hips jerking forward, my entire body seizing up as she arched beneath me, every muscle in her thighs and belly and arms straining in counterpoint. My cock throbbed, the sensation dizzying, almost painful, jets of release pulsing so hard it stole my breath, vision going white at the edges. I felt her come with me, Mia, trembling and sobbing, her nails digging crescent moons into my shoulder blades, her legs wrapped around my hips, holding me in so I couldn’t leave, even if I wanted to.

She convulsed, every shudder sending aftershocks through both of us, our bodies locked in this perfect, private loop. She bit my neck, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to mark me, her way of holding on.

I heard myself cursing softly, a string of helpless fucks and oh gods, my voice hoarse and foreign. Mia answered with her own sounds, cries of pleasure, little gasps, then these sweet, shaky whimpers that made me want to wrap her in my arms and promise her every good thing in the universe. The pressure between us was volcanic, ecstatic, but underneath was something tender and trembling. I felt the edge of it, the way she buried her face against my throat and let herself fall apart in my arms.

I kept moving, even as the aftershocks faded, slow now, almost reverent, as if I was making love to the memory of what we’d just done. The room was a blur. The world was a blur. All I could see was Mia: the sweat shining on her brow, her lips parted, the wild golden brown of her hair splayed out like a halo, and the bright wetness of her blue eyes as she looked up at me.

I softened, but didn’t leave her. Not yet.

When I finally eased out, there was nothing but softness: the way she clung to me, the way her body trembled with spent pleasure, the way she pulled my head down so our foreheads pressed together, sweat and tears and everything else we’d made.

I brushed the hair off her face, kissed her eyelids. She was still catching her breath, still shaking a little, but her eyes were so clear, so wide with awe and something I hoped was happiness.

After, we just held.

Sweat cooled on our skin. The lamplight echoed across the walls, painting us in gold and blue.

Mia curled against my chest, breath stuttering as the aftershocks rolled through.

I stroked her hair, then kissed the crown of her head, letting the words build like pressure behind my ribs.

She beat me to it.

“I’m in love with you, Noah,” she whispered, voice soft but unbreakable.

The truth was so pure it made my eyes sting.

“I’m in love with you too, Mia,” I said, voice stripped of every wall. “I’ve felt that way for a long time.”

She squeezed me closer, her mouth making a hungry ascent up my neck—a trail of heat that sent shudders through my core. Just beneath my ear, her breath feathered, and then she whispered, voice trembling with the weight of the moment: “I fell in love with you the moment I first laid eyes on you.” The words seared into me, potent and irrevocable; I could feel her fierce need in every syllable, her body molded to mine as if to fuse us together.

We let the words hang, drifting down through the hush, sealing the bond.

For a while, there was no world outside the room.

No rumors. No legacy. Just her, just me, hearts pounding together.

The succulents on the sill seemed to wink in approval.

I held her through the night, safe and steady.

When the morning finally spilled across the windowsill, pale and patient, I understood I would never be able to shake the imprint of what we’d made here. The memory felt permanent, as if every fleeting moment from the night before had fused into the foundation we’d shaped, brick by deliberate brick, our hands and hearts pressed together in the wet clay of our future.

Because love wasn’t a question.

It was the answer.


Chapter fifteen
Scandal


The sun came up mean, painting every tile and palm tree in gold and cyan like Pacific Heights had decided today was auditioning for a tabloid. I’d barely made it out of Mia’s room before the change hit: the hush in the hallway, the way even the DOS air felt charged with static. By the time I hit the main quad, it was obvious something big had detonated.

It wasn’t paranoia. Every conversation in earshot went silent the second I rounded a corner. Two girls by the rose bushes cut their gossip mid-laugh, eyes going straight to me like I was a walking pop quiz on scandal. Three steps later, a group of frat-star types in white and navy paused, not for my benefit, but to mutter, just loud enough for me to catch the drift.

“…that’s him, right? The St. Celeste fuck machine.”

“Heard he’s got Chloe Ross and half her sorority. Guy’s a legend…or a creep.”

“Heard he’s corrupting them. Like, mind control or some shit. Would kill to have his notes.”

If the stares yesterday were flirtatious, today they were surgical, the girls sizing me up, the guys all “what’s he got that I don’t,” and a few business-school types barely hiding jealousy as they tried to walk-and-text at once.

I ducked my head. Instinct, maybe. But it didn’t matter. Inside the lecture hall, the heat doubled.

The place thrummed, hundred-plus students, everyone acting like they were prepping for an exam on my sex life rather than polymer diffusion rates. Even the professor clocked me, that split-second eyebrow-raise that said she’d seen the group chat before her first cup of coffee.

I picked a seat midway up, nobody left or right. Didn’t help. The row behind me immediately started in:

“…he’s the Ashbourne guy, right? With the harem?”

“I heard he fucked the president’s daughter. And her best friend. At the same time.”

“That’s probably why the board is after him. He’s, like, a walking Title IX case.”

If I’d ever wished for invisibility, today would have been the ideal test run.

My phone buzzed hard enough to make me flinch.

Chloe:

babe plz be careful. chase & some ashbourne goons filed official complaints. it’s all over campus. even the dean knows. meet me at la playa right after class. don’t talk to anyone alone. love u ❤️

I stared at the screen for a solid minute, mind sprinting through worst-case scenarios.

Chase. Of course it was Chase. The quarterback who’d “won” Rory, the same asshole who’d spent my freshman year trying to make my life a joke at Ashbourne. Now he was taking his shot at the throne, getting backup from the other tech bros with more entitlement than brains.

My stomach bottomed out. Pure acid. It wasn’t just the rumor mill anymore. This was paperwork. Bureaucracy. Maybe even a formal hearing.

I glanced up. Half the lecture hall was still side-eyeing me.

I forced my focus back to the slides, something about hydrogel shear modulus curves, but the only curve on my mind was the one where my entire future tanked in a single week. The one I’d built with Chloe, Mia, Brooke, Ren, Rory, and Serena…and now the rest of campus was picking it apart like clickbait.

The class dragged, one endless parade of numbers and whispers and the feeling that every move I made landed square in someone’s groupchat. When it finally ended, I snuck out with three texts and a notification from the St. Celeste rumor app already waiting.

Chloe (again):

don’t stress baby. we got this. mia & rory are with me. see u there.

As I crossed campus, the air felt different. Every cluster of students had a new rumor, a new messed-up version of what I was up to.

“…he’s fucking the whole sorority, I swear. One of them’s a virgin and he’s turning her out.”

“…bet it’s drugs or hypnosis. No way those girls are that wild naturally. You saw the frat party pics?”

“…he’s corrupting them. Like, straight up predator behavior.”

Even the TA at the science library did a double-take when I stopped for coffee, her smile a mix of awe and “you’re the headline.” I wanted to crawl under the counter, but hey, if you’re going to be the subject of a sex scandal, at least get some caffeine with it.

I made it to La Playa Café right on time. Chloe was waiting outside, hair down, sunglasses huge enough to hide her whole face. She pulled me in for a fast, fierce hug, then dove straight to the important part.

“Let’s get inside. It’s already nuts out here.”

We threaded past the early crowd, a couple of juniors, someone from the Tech Ethics seminar, then slotted into the corner booth where Mia and Rory were already camped out. The second I slid in, the tension in the booth went nuclear.

Chloe squeezed my thigh under the table, her comfort zone when things went sideways. Mia offered a gentle, anchored smile. Rory was all electricity, jaw clenched, hands balled into fists on the tabletop.

I made a joke, hoping to cut the ice. “So, who’s taking odds on whether I get expelled or knighted by the end of the week?”

Chloe faked a smile but her eyes were pure fury. “Don’t even joke, baby. It’s a goddamn witch hunt. Chase is leading it. He and his Ashbourne nutjobs sent actual complaints to the university board. They’re calling you a predator. They’re saying you created a ‘hostile environment’ and corrupted the sorority.”

I let that sit. It stung. Not just for me but for the women, for the whole insane, beautiful mess we’d built.

Rory leaned in, her words sharp enough to draw blood. “This isn’t about rules. Or safety. Or even the sorority. It’s about Chase’s ego. He always hated that you could outthink him. When I dumped his ass, he swore he’d ruin you. This—” She grabbed her phone, waved it like a weapon. “This is the only way he can win.”

Her eyes flashed. If Chase had walked into the café then, I wasn’t sure he’d make it out alive.

Mia cleared her throat, calm, but zero bullshit.

“I’ve reviewed the student handbook.” She even had a color-coded page on her phone, which was vintage Mia. “If the complaint sticks, the university could suspend you pending a formal investigation. Worst case? Loss of funding, loss of research access, and possible expulsion if they paint it as ‘serial misconduct.’ But the burden of proof is on them, and they’ve got nothing but gossip.”

She softened, reaching for my hand. “You’ve never hurt anyone. Literally every woman in the story was clear about consent, more clear than most campus relationships ever get. If the board actually listens, we’ll be fine.”

I tried to speak, but the words had to climb over a wall of dread.

“So my entire shot at BioPrint, the project, the grant, the future gigs? That all disappears if they decide to make an example out of me?”

Mia nodded, frank. “Possibly. But we’re not letting it get that far. Even if formal discipline is unlikely, the board can ice you out of the program or kill your mentor access. Dr. Ross is on your side, but she can’t break university politics solo.”

Chloe squeezed my hand so tight it hurt, her confidence soaking into my bones. “We’re going to fight this, baby. They want to shame you? Us? Bring it on. I’m not scared of Ashbourne or Chase or the board.”

The booth fell silent for a beat. I looked at Rory, never more dangerous than when she was defending someone she actually cared about.

Rory set her jaw, voice crystal clear. “If anyone tries to paint us as victims, fuck them. We made our own choices. I’m happy. So is Mia. Chloe’s in love. This isn’t a ‘hostile environment.’ If anything, it’s the first thing on campus that ever felt real.”

She scanned the room, every table, every phone out, more subtle nods to the rumor mill brewing just over the ceramic lip of a cappuccino.

“Chase is a coward,” she spat. “He can’t handle the idea that he lost and that you actually found women who want you, not just to be built around his ego.”

I looked at Mia, wanting her take.

She went full therapist mode, not a trace of panic, just the controlled logic that made her the emotional anchor of the entire sisterhood.

“Chase’s campaign is designed to goad the administration into an overreaction,” she explained. “That means we need to be perfect. No drama, no theatrics. We present facts: you never pressured anyone, never abused your position, and, frankly, if they want to call out Delta Omega Sigma for being sex-positive, that’s their problem, not ours.”

She held my eyes, gentling me. “If you play it right, you come out of this stronger than before. Just don’t lose your cool. That’s what they’re counting on.”

I slid lower in the booth, the weight of it making my blood go cold for the first time in months.

“I can handle chase. I can handle rumors. But if they take the project, if they tear down everything we worked for?”

Chloe cut me off.

She leaned in, put her hands on my face and leaned in so close I could see the gold flecks in her beautiful blue eyes.

“Baby, listen. You didn’t get here because of an algorithm or a drunken sorority night. You earned every step. And nobody, not Chase, not the admin, not even the Dean, gets to rewrite that. We’ll fight with you. I’ll go on the record. Hell, I’ll bring the whole house if that’s what it takes.”

Rory’s eyes never left mine. It was eerie, the way she could read the panic even before I let it out.

She whispered, “He’s always been threatened by your calm. Your ability to stay smart when other guys would’ve thrown a punch. Don’t give him what he wants.”

I took it in. Every word.

Mia upped the ante, folding her hands, ever the moderator.

“If it helps, I’ll prepare notes, maybe even a case file. There’s gotta be precedent for this. The school can’t punish consensual private conduct unless it’s illegal, and nothing about this even grazes those lines.”

Chloe’s hand found my thigh again. Another reminder: I wasn’t alone.

We all stared at the foam melting in a single cappuccino cup for a few long seconds.

Outside, the world was still moving, students, professors, the faint click of the barista prepping another order, but in here, the future of my life as a Celeste Scholar hung on the next moves we made.

The vibe shifted. Instead of panic, something harder set in. Resolve.

Chloe spoke first, voice even but fierce. “So, what’s the plan?”

Rory bared her teeth. “We prep. We document every fucking thing. I’ll go toe-to-toe with Chase. If he wants a war, I’ll out-argue him on his own turf.”

Mia nodded, calm in the storm. “I’ll draft a testimony matrix. Get every woman who’s ever been with you to put it in writing. If we front-load the hearing with specifics, the admin will have to deal with facts.”

Chloe: “I’ll organize the house. We’ll do a unity show, make it clear there’s zero pressure, zero harm, zero regret. If DOS goes public, St. Celeste can’t sweep it under the rug.”

I felt myself breathing again.

Rory’s final shot was pure fire: “I’ll talk to Serena and Brooke and get them ready. Even if the university wants heads, I’m not letting them put you on a platter.”

The next beat was a group exhale, like we’d just thrown the first punch in a fight none of us asked for.

I looked at each of them, Chloe’s warmth, Mia’s sharp, analytical gaze, Rory’s battle-ready smile. For the first time since the texts dropped, I actually believed.

We could win this.

Mia reached across the table, catching all our hands in hers. “They want to isolate us. Don’t let them. It’s us, together. That’s how this ends.”

Outside, the rumors kept spinning, but inside, we were iron.

If the world wanted a scandal, they could choke on it.

We’d write our own headline.

And nobody, not the board, not the Ashbourne mob, not even the ghosts of St. Celeste tradition, was going to take us down without a war.

***

The chapter room was never subtle, but tonight it felt like the inside of a pressure cooker wired for detonation.

Gold plaques, velvet curtains, dark wood everywhere, they’d designed this place for secrecy and power, but tonight, the secret was the power. Every chair, sofa, and window ledge was packed with sisters, half of them buzzing like they’d just mainlined espresso, the rest pretending not to care, phones hidden but obviously recording every word.

Chloe took the floor as sunlight from the high arched window caught every gold streak in her hair. At her side stood the A-team: Rory, looking more lethal than friendly; Mia, calm and composed in a cream wrap sweater; Brooke, a living flame in ripped jeans and a tank so low you could see her entire future; Ren, casual in art-stained black; and Serena, all long legs and track-star confidence, her gaze a laser ready to slice straight through drama.

Chloe cleared her throat, and the room actually obeyed.

“I know everybody’s seen the group chats,” she started, voice bright but unyielding. “There’s a formal complaint against us—well, technically against Noah, but by extension, the whole house. Chase and his Ashbourne Tech crew are going all in. They’re calling it ‘corruption,’ ‘hostile environment.’ They want an investigation and probably our heads on a wall.”

A ripple rolled around the room, some laughter, but mostly the kind of shock you get from an electric fence.

Brooke snorted, rolling her eyes. “Oh please. Hostile environment? If anyone here was going to wreck the patriarchy, it’d be me, not some half-baked quarterback and his remedial reading group.”

A few sisters laughed outright. Some, especially the legacy girls in the second row, looked appalled that someone could joke about this with expulsion in the air.

Chloe pressed on, refusing to blink.

“They’re trying to say one man, one of the best humans on this campus, is somehow ‘preying’ on us. That we’re victims. That we can’t think for ourselves. Does anyone here believe that?” Her gaze dared the skeptics to answer.

One did. Hannah, junior, PR major with a Chanel obsession, raised her hand. “Can I just ask, like, why put the entire house in the crosshairs? The Board’s watching. Donors are watching. What’s worth risking the future for one guy?”

You could feel the nerves snap, one by one.

Rory leapt up before Chloe could answer.

“Because we’re not scared little girls,” she snapped, eyes locked on Hannah. “We’re Delta Omega Sigma. We don’t exile our friends for making their own choices. And the last time I checked, every so-called ‘victim’ in this room was a grown woman with her own brain.”

The room shivered. On Rory, anger didn’t look messy. It looked like a campaign poster.

Another hand, Carmen, the house historian, rose. “Does it really matter what we say? The university decides everything behind closed doors.”

Serena stepped forward, her presence alone enough to rewire everyone’s posture. “It matters because this house was built on three rules: loyalty, privacy, and choice. I don’t care how many men on campus feel threatened by that. Our private lives are no one’s business unless we make it so. If the university wants to start policing consensual sex between adults, they’d have to empty every dorm first.”

That got a cheer, even from sisters who’d been skeptical.

Chloe tried to thread the needle, voice unwavering. “Nobody’s saying it’s easy. But the idea that we have to hide, or apologize for being with someone who respects us? That’s not the Delta way.”

Brooke couldn’t resist: “Besides, every woman in this house knows what a real predator looks like. Spoiler: It’s not the guy fixing your computer at midnight or knocking together a bookshelf because you never asked your ex to help.”

That landed. A few girls in the back snickered. Someone actually yelled, “Testify!”

Mia coolly took the floor, her words scalpel-precise. “Here’s the logic: If the Board can expel a student for private, consensual relationships, even with multiple partners, what’s next? Monitoring texts? Banning overnight guests? We’re adults, not a convent. If anything, this house has become safer and more honest since Noah showed up. We police our own.”

Ren, standing quiet near the wall, spoke up. Her voice didn’t carry, but her words punched through anyway.

“I’ve lived with guys who didn’t listen. Who thought ‘consent’ was just a word in the handbook. Noah never crossed any boundary I set. If anything, he taught other men on campus to respect them better. He’s not the problem. He’s the proof we can do better.”

Heads around the room nodded, some surprised to hear Ren so blunt, others just registering that the old rules might not cut it anymore.

Debate flared from there, ten minutes of every possible angle. Would this impact internships? Could the Board revoke their charter? Wasn’t it easier to cut Noah loose and pretend it never happened?

Rory launched counterattacks like she was born for it. “If we fold now, we become the story Chase wants to tell: Pretty girls led astray by a bad man. Fuck that. We’re the ones in charge here. We pick our lovers, our friends, our battles. Doesn’t matter if the whole country’s watching.”

Serena’s applause was quiet but deadly. She added, “We’ve survived worse. This is just another test. If Delta falls, it won’t be because some boy made us weak.”

Chloe waited for silence, then wrapped it up. “So here’s the proposal: We go public. As a house, as a sisterhood. Nobody here was forced. Nobody here regrets. If they want a target, we’ll give them a moving one.”

Brooke grinned, ever the shit-stirrer. “Wait until you see my press release. I’ve got a whole folder of Chase’s drunk texts and shirtless snaps on file. The real hostile environment is his GroupMe on game day.”

By then, the tension had turned to adrenaline. Skeptics still eyed the exits, but the center held.

They took it to a vote, hands up for “stand united and fight,” hands down for “cut the losses and run.” Chloe counted, then counted again.

Three-quarters, maybe more, sided with defense. The rest just looked resigned to whatever happened next.

Chloe smiled, but there was steel under it.

“Delta Omega Sigma stands together,” she said. “That’s the story.”

And just like that, the war council adjourned. The queen bees and rebels drifted out, some already texting, the house humming with the kind of danger that made you want to start the next round early.

I’d spent the whole meeting outside, pacing the marble foyer like a caged animal. The second the doors opened, my entire life condensed into six shapes spilling into the hall.

They formed up around me like I was the newly crowned king and they were the secret service:

Chloe, always first, always brightest. She grabbed my hand, fingers lacing tight, her voice soft but teasing: “Told you. You’re not alone, babe.”

Rory followed, eyes sharper than razors, voice pitched so only I could hear. “If Chase tries anything, I’ll drag his ass through the mud. I don’t care what it costs. We protect our own.”

Mia, ever the anchor, pressed close on my other side. “Don’t overthink it. We’re a team. I’ll have the research and case notes ready by morning. If the Board wants to tangle with Delta, they’d better bring backup.”

Brooke, not content to just walk, literally vaulted over the last step and landed in front of me, hair wild and face flushed with adrenaline. “If you get booted, I’ll set the admin building on fire. Actually, strike that. I’ll just leak their browser history. Way funnier.”

Ren, quiet but unshakable, didn’t say anything. She just bumped her shoulder to mine, a silent, solid “you’ve got me.” That meant more than a hundred speeches.

And Serena, elegant as ever, took the rear guard, her hand on my shoulder, warmth radiating calm. “You’re not the first genius to scare the establishment, Noah. Keep your head up. They’ll fold before you do.”

The rest of the house watched from the stairs. Some with envy, some with a kind of reverence I didn’t know how to process.

But for the first time since the scandal hit, I felt…safe. Not invincible, but protected. Seen, and chosen.

The six of them boxed me in, pure charisma, chaos, grace, and grit. For once, I didn’t care how wild the headlines got.

If this was a war, I had an army.

And we were just getting started.

***

The email hit at 7:08 a.m., subject line loud enough to drown out hope.

MANDATORY—Administrative Conference, St. Celeste Office of Student Integrity

If there was ever a phrase to turn your veins to ice, it was that one.

I showed up at the admin building on the dot, trying to project any swagger I had left. Didn’t fool Reception; she barely bothered to look up, just handed me a visitor badge and told me to wait in “the conference lounge,” like I was about to be offered a discount burial plot.

Five minutes later, the door to Dean Hargrove’s office opened. I’d only seen him once before, at my welcome ceremony, a handshake so cold I had to check if I’d imagined it. This time, there was no handshake. Just a “Mr. Mercer” and a nod to the chair across from his desk.

The room was intimidation squared, dark wood, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a desk the size of a yacht, and zero personal touches other than a row of framed thank-you notes from alumni who’d “made it.” He didn’t sit. He loomed, sliding my file across the gloss of the desk, thick as a murder case and probably less forgiving.

“We’ve received a number of complaints,” he began, not bothering with pleasantries. “Regarding the nature of your social and romantic… arrangements with members of Delta Omega Sigma.”

He tapped the folder for emphasis.

I scanned the top sheet, the intake form for complaints. Chase’s name was right there, first and bold, followed by two other Ashbourne signatures and a handful of St. Celeste parents I’d never met. The language was cut-and-paste poison: “predatory,” “coercion,” “creating hostile environment for women,” and, my personal favorite, “conduct unbecoming a scholar.”

Dean Hargrove let the words hang in the air long enough for me to memorize every one.

“St. Celeste… prides itself on maintaining not only academic, but ethical standards,” he continued, voice flat as ocean glass. “Both for our students and for those who represent the university’s interests, particularly with significant research funding. There are donors, families, who expect this campus to set a certain… example.”

His gaze pinned me in place. “Unfortunately, the current narrative is that you have, quote, corrupted a significant number of our most visible women. Some are calling it a cult. Others, simply an embarrassment.”

If I’d been anyone else, that last shot might’ve broken me. But the only thing I felt was heat, anger, stubbornness, the desperate urge to defend not just myself, but Chloe and the rest of the harem.

“Sir, I’d like to clarify. Everything that happened, I mean, happens, is fully consensual. Everyone involved is of age, and—”

He cut me off with a raised hand. “The university is not a court of law, Mr. Mercer. Nor is it especially sympathetic to… creative interpretations of campus policy. Our concern is twofold: the safety and well-being of our students, which, given the complaints, is in question, and the reputation of St. Celeste in the broader community. Not least among our alumni and, as I said, donors.”

He let that one burn, too.

I swallowed, trying to reset.

“Do you…want my statement? Is there a process, or—?”

Dean Hargrove finally sat, folding his hands. “There is. The Board of Inquiry has scheduled a hearing for next Tuesday. You will have the opportunity to present your case, as will the complainants. I suggest you prepare accordingly. That means statements, supporting documentation, and, frankly, any evidence that what you’re doing is not as it appears.”

He made it sound like a formality, but the message was clear: the script was already written, and I was cast as the villain.

He slid a printout across the table. “This is your copy of the complaint. Review it. I suggest you avoid contact with the most vocal accusers until after the board hearing.”

That last bit felt like a shot at Chase, but I didn’t blink.

I took the packet, heavy, pages bristling with rumor and innuendo, and stood. For a second, I thought he might say something human.

He didn’t.

“Thank you, Mr. Mercer. You are dismissed.”

I left the office with my lungs as tight as a vice. Every step down that hallway was a war drum to the tune of “you might lose everything.” The scholarship. The research. And most importantly the six women I had fallen madly in love with. What I’d built was the entire point of clawing my way out of the middle-tier world I’d started in.

But that wasn’t the end of the story.

The second the admin building’s glass doors slid shut behind me, my phone detonated.

First, Chloe.

Chloe:

babe i heard from mia you’re out. come home. we have a plan. don’t freak. i’m making cold brew.

Then Rory, who definitely had zero chill left:

Rory:

Heard about the hearing. Do not talk to Chase. Let me handle him. If I catch him on our side of campus, I’ll finish what I started last time. Don’t respond, just prep.

Mia’s came next, pure logic and comfort:

Mia:

I’ve already got the handbook citations and two precedent cases. We’ll build a timeline, get statements from supportive sisters, and make sure your lab work is prioritized. Stay calm. We’ll debrief tonight.

Brooke’s take was classic:

Brooke:

Mercer, if you’re not out in five minutes I’m sending an Uber. We’re staging a war room. Also, if the Dean tries to bully you again, I’ll plant a glitter bomb in his inbox and leak the self-tanner pics from last year’s gala.

Ren, queen of the silent flex:

Ren:

Don’t say anything yet. Just come to the house. We got you.

And finally, Serena, short but packed with gravity.

Serena:

Heads up. The Board is not as united as Hargrove thinks. There’s leverage. We’re using it. When you’re ready, text me. We’ll strategize.

I barely made it to the bus stop before my head spun with so much adrenaline I thought time might just melt. The old me would have crumbled, maybe even run. But now? I felt the riot of determination and loyalty blasting in my pocket, and I realized something: It wasn’t just my future at stake.

It was all of ours. This was our story.

A half-dozen women and the entire sisterhood behind them had my back. Not because I’d played it safe, but because I’d stayed honest when they needed it most.

So fuck the odds.

I braced my spine, reset my grip on the folder, and stepped into the afternoon sun ready for whatever the Board threw at me.

You want war? Bring it.

I was fighting for the only future that ever mattered.


Chapter sixteen
War Room


Everything I’d ever read about war rooms said you needed hard liquor, giant maps, and about six grizzled generals. We had coffee mugs, notepads, and the most dangerous alliance of women on the coast.

If the Board was hoping to break me, they should have tried harder. Chloe, Rory, Mia, Brooke, Ren, and Serena were all here, sprawled over a sectional like the cast of a reality show, outnumbering me and each more dangerous than any university lawyer. The table in front of us looked like the aftermath of a caffeine tornado: five empty coffee cups (six if you counted the one that had notes scribbled all over), a donut box, a mini legal pad for every seat, and at least three highlighters that had already bled through the notepaper.

Honestly, the house never felt so alive.

Brooke kicked off the chaos by launching a jelly donut at a blank page, leaving a Rorschach test in powdered sugar. “You look tense, Mercer. Want me to fight your battles, or just seduce the Dean and call it a day?”

I tried to laugh. But I was vibrating so hard my coffee nearly sloshed out.

Mia noticed. “Breathe, Noah,” she said softly, hand skimming mine as if I might bolt. “We’re on your side. All of us.”

Chloe, on my other side, didn’t bother with subtlety. She grabbed my arm and clung to it like a life raft. “Ignore them. You’re not going anywhere. We’ll handle this, babe. You just focus on being the super genius you are.”

Rory rolled her eyes at the endearments. “Chloe, he doesn’t need emotional support. He needs a defense strategy sharp enough to gut Chase and his idiot posse.” She slapped a yellow legal pad on the table, every line already filled with bullet points, names, and dates. “Step one, we dismantle the complaints. Step two, we blow up the rumor mill. Step three, we show Chase for what he is, a bitter ex-boyfriend with a grudge.”

Brooke took a bite of donut, dusting her cleavage in the process. “You forgot step four: we turn the whole thing into a public relations circus and make them wish they were as interesting as us. Who wants to fake a sex tape? I’ll volunteer as tribute.”

That actually broke the tension a little. Serena snorted, and Ren, quiet in the corner, cracked a genuine smile.

But beneath the jokes, the room was buzzing with energy. They all felt it. My pulse was running formula one fast, and I kept staring at the printout of my disciplinary complaint like it was going to combust if I looked away.

Mia, always the anchor, took the floor with the grace of a therapist leading a peer support group. “Here’s what we know. There are three formal complaints: two filed by Ashbourne students and one by a parent. The language is vague—‘creating a hostile environment,’ ‘conduct unbecoming’—but they focus almost entirely on the fact that Noah is the only male in a traditionally women-centered space. There’s no claim of non-consent. No actual named victim. If we want to destroy their argument, we need evidence. Audio, written, and live testimony, basically.”

Chloe squeezed my arm again. “We got you. I’ll talk to every woman in the house, pull statements, get signatures, whatever helps. I’ll even have them record video if they want. Nobody in DOS is scared of you.”

Brooke let out a bark of laughter. “Scared? Jesus. Half this floor would murder for a night with Outlier. And the other half? They’re mad we don’t share.”

Serena finally looked up from her phone, voice cool and surgical. “There’s already momentum on our side. Several faculty allies have privately expressed concern about how selective and gendered this investigation is. We can use that. Also, there’s historical precedent. Remember the biochemistry scandal four years ago? They tried to oust a grad student on morality grounds, but the case collapsed under scrutiny. We can cite that.”

Rory flipped a page and pointed at her list. “The real problem is Chase. He’s pulling strings with his donor family and trying to turn this into a crusade about ‘campus safety.’ If we can prove he has a personal vendetta, his credibility tanks. I know people in Ashbourne’s admin. Evan can help, too. If we can get proof that Chase orchestrated this after I broke up with him, the whole thing starts to look like a setup.”

Ren cleared her throat. Her voice was barely a whisper, but when she talked, everyone shut up. “The group chat screenshots. The texts Chase sent around, calling Noah a ‘manipulator’ before any complaint was filed. If we get those, time-stamped, it’ll show this wasn’t genuine concern. He’s leading a smear campaign.”

Mia pulled the thread together, voice warm but sharp. “Basically, we focus on two things: positive evidence, statements, character, the impact Noah’s had on the house, and negative evidence, which destroys Chase’s credibility.”

The information came in waves. Pages of notes. Highlights and scribbles all over the table. Every few seconds, someone would interject another story, another angle, another idea.

I tried to keep up, but the adrenaline and the focus of six brilliant women was honestly overwhelming.

Chloe noticed and ran her fingers lightly up my forearm, drawing a line from wrist to elbow. “Don’t spiral, baby. We’re seriously over-prepared. You could sleepwalk through this and still win.”

Brooke arched a brow, grinning. “But it’s way more fun to fight. These girls are ready to go full Mean Girls if the Board tries anything.”

Rory sharpened her tone, eyes locked in. “No, we do this clean. Chase is expecting drama. He wants to provoke, get us to react. We make it all about the facts and keep hammering that nobody, literally nobody, was ever pressured or harmed.”

Serena nodded, calculating. “I’ll reach out to the campus ombuds office. And the women’s rights group, if we get them to issue a statement of support, the university will think twice about making us the test case for sexist discipline.”

Mia tucked a stray hair behind her ear and looked straight at me. “You’re going to need to give a statement. Calm, confident, direct. Not defensive. We’ll prep you for it. I’ll pull sample questions from the last three board hearings.”

Brooke stretched, popping her back, then spun her notes so they were visible to everyone. “I’ve got a list of every bad thing Chase has done since sophomore year. That includes public drunkenness, the time he trashed the library, about six different incidents where he had to be escorted out of a sorority party. We can leak it, or save it for the hearing. Dealer’s choice.”

Ren scribbled quietly, then slid a sheet over to Rory. “Here’s the summary of rumor traffic from the past two weeks. You’ll see the pattern. The complaints were coordinated. Three waves, all tied to Chase’s fraternity group chat. Use that.”

The machine was running at full speed, and with every new idea, the tension slowly drained out of my shoulders. Each woman had a mission, an angle, a way to weaponize her skills.

I was still on edge. My knee bounced under the table, and I caught myself picking at the label on my coffee cup. But with every minute, the room felt less like an ambush and more like a safe house.

Chloe leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Told you: you’re not alone.”

That made everyone look up. For a second, the room glowed with warmth, pride, and even a hint of mischief in the air. Maybe it was the donut sugar, maybe the adrenaline, but there was nowhere I’d rather be.

Then, without warning, the main doors creaked.

Every head turned.

Dr. Vivian Ross swept in, and the universe immediately shifted planets.

She wore a charcoal pantsuit, heels impossibly high, hair twisted into a bun that looked ready to survive a hurricane. The effect was pure CEO. Every woman in the room straightened subconsciously, and even the air seemed to slow down.

“Ladies,” Vivian said, voice smooth as glass. “And Mr. Mercer. I assume you’re strategizing for the hearing?”

She didn’t wait for an answer; she didn’t have to.

Vivian scanned the table, absorbing every post-it, every page, every lipstick-stained cup. Then she took the armchair at the head, crossing her legs with a calculated pause that made even Brooke pay attention.

“For the record,” she said, “I’m on your side. The university’s case is weak, but the politics are brutal. If we want to win, we take the offensive. Here’s how it goes. We use a three-pronged defense. Testimony to Noah’s character from every woman willing to go on the record, including all of you. Second, we prove Chase’s campaign is personal. Retaliation, not concern. Third, we make it clear that the real loss to St. Celeste would be losing the BioPrint project and what that means for the university’s rank and future funding.”

She let that echo.

Mia nodded instantly. “We’ve already started drafting statements. I’ll organize them, and we can submit them with our initial response packet.”

Chloe, emboldened by approval, piped up. “I’ll organize the sisters. Video, audio, whatever’s most impactful. I’ll get the Ethics Club to back us if we need a statement.”

Vivian smiled at her. A real one. “Perfect. The more unified, the better. If the Board thinks there’s even a hairline fracture, they’ll exploit it. But if the house stands together, you win in the court of public opinion before you ever sit down at the table.”

Brooke’s turn next. “Should I plant a story in the campus rumor app about Chase’s true feelings for his ex? Or just leak the screenshots of him openly declaring war on Noah?”

Vivian didn’t even blink. “Both. But time it carefully. Let the rumor build just before the hearing. Too early and it fizzles. Too late and it looks desperate. Serena, monitor the social channels and let Brooke know the second traction starts.”

Serena smiled. A cool, lethal thing. “Done. I’ll also nudge the ombuds office and the campus paper. If we funnel the right facts, they’ll run a supportive editorial.”

Vivian nodded at Rory. “You’re the tip of the lance. You know Chase, and you know how to out-maneuver him. Get every statement you can from Ashbourne. Find staff or students willing to say this was orchestrated. Play the emotional angle, but don’t overreach.”

Rory was already scribbling. “I’ll pull every string. If necessary, I’ll bring in Evan and a couple academic staff who owe me favors.”

Ren, usually invisible in these settings, looked up. “I’ll diagram the rumor timeline and produce a flowchart for the Board packet. That’ll make it clear the complaint wasn’t spontaneous. It’s all engineered.”

Vivian grinned like a shark. “Exactly. And Mia, prep Noah for the hearing. He needs to look composed but not defensive. Calm, but not passive. As if he’s disappointed, rather than angry.”

Mia tapped her notes. “We’ll run a mock hearing. I’ll prep him with every ugly question I can find in the past five years of board minutes.”

For a second, the room was silent, everyone processing, recalibrating.

Then the energy sparked again.

Vivian leaned forward, intent. “If we win, it won’t just be a personal victory. It’ll be a statement: St. Celeste values progress, diversity, and actual scholarship. The BioPrint project is a game-changer, and the Board knows it. Don’t let them forget what’s really at stake.”

A hush, almost reverent, settled for a second.

I exhaled, the last of my nerves untangling.

Dr. Ross looked straight at me, eyes bright. “You’re not guilty of anything but being ahead of your time, Noah. That’s what scares them. They want to make you an example. Don’t let them. Instead, out-think them.”

Brooke grinned, flashing teeth. “With this lineup? They’re doomed. We’re the Harvard Law of sex-positive sisterhoods.”

Even Rory cracked a smile. “They expected a puppy. They got a wolfpack.”

Chloe reached for my hand again, this time lacing our fingers tight. “You ready, baby?” she asked, voice honey and steel.

“Yeah,” I said, and I meant it. “Let’s do this.”

Vivian stood, instantly resetting the hierarchy. “Assignments start now. I want a full brief in my inbox by midnight. And Noah? Don’t worry. The Board already knows their case is weak. They just want to see if you’ll crack. Prove them wrong.”

She swept out, the echo of her heels leaving the room wired for battle.

The second the door closed, the harem sprang into action, dividing up tasks, swapping laptops, arguing over which statement would hit hardest.

Mia immediately dragged me to the far end of the couch, notebook in hand. “Run through your answers. No filters, no second guesses. The more authentic, the better.”

Brooke was already typing, hacking the campus rumor app like it was a playdate. Serena fired off emails to the ombuds office and the women’s rights group. Rory called in a favor to a friend at Ashbourne, voice already in full campaign mode. Chloe? She grabbed the list of sisters to organize on-record interviews. Even Ren, quiet as a ghost, started assembling her chart, one evidence point at a time.

It was a full-on blitz.

The kitchen staff dropped off water and more coffee; nobody noticed.

Somewhere along the way, Mia’s hand found my knee and squeezed. “We believe in you. You believe in you?”

I nodded, feeling it in my bones.

Brooke popped the last donut hole, grinning. “They should’ve known better than to mess with this harem. Honestly.”

Serena, never one for speeches, just shot me a look, blue eyes blazing. “You’re our anchor, Noah. Don’t let go.”

And Chloe, never content with silence, pressed her cheek to my shoulder and whispered, “No matter what happens, you’re ours.”

I let the warmth soak in, banishing every last drop of dread.

For the first time since this insanity started, I felt like I belonged.

Not just as the man in the middle of the scandal, but as the man these women trusted enough to fight for.

We mapped the rest of the plan, hour by hour, day by day.

Every step was accounted for. Every fear had a counterstrike.

And when the sun finally set, pouring gold through the windows, I realized something: no Board, no rumor, no bitter ex could ever destroy this.

We were unbreakable.

And on Tuesday, I planned to prove it.

***

We pressed on, barely noticing the passing of dinnertime, relentless in our pursuit of a bulletproof defense until every line of reasoning fell perfectly into place. One by one, the girls peeled away from the living room, a slow retreat up the stairs, doors softly swinging closed behind them. Before long, only Chloe remained.

She sat across from me, thumbs flicking furiously over her phone screen, blue eyes sparkling with a wicked, conspiratorial light. Whatever game she was playing, it wasn’t hard to guess where it led. Finally, she lifted her head, lips curled in a feline smile. “Come on, baby. Serena needs us in her room.”

Chloe’s obsession with Serena was no secret, nor was Serena’s insatiable appetite for sex. I could picture the two of them now, plotting my seduction over text, giggling as they set their trap and waited for me to walk right in.

Chloe took my hand, her grip electric, and guided me through the quiet house, footsteps echoing off hardwood and walls. My heart pounded; it was too easy to imagine Serena and Chloe sprawled naked across the sheets, limbs entwined, waiting to devour me. If that was their plan, I was helpless to resist.

We caught sight of Serena on the second-floor landing, her body barely concealed, an exhibition in self-confidence. Blood thundered in my ears, adrenaline buzzing through my limbs as Serena gave me a sly, come-hither crook of her finger and a smile that could melt steel. I saw the glint in her eye, a wicked promise, and I couldn’t look away.

She didn’t have to say a word. “Now” was written in the wild gold of her eyes. Chloe fell in step behind me, fingers clasped in mine, slipping into the role of co-conspirator before I could blink.

Serena’s bedroom had the best view in the house, but tonight, the only thing that mattered was the way moonlight spilled through the open blinds, painting her bed in silver and shadow. She clicked the lock, then turned with that gliding, predatory grace that made her the goddess of every man’s forbidden crush, and, apparently, my personal stress therapist for the evening.

She was statuesque under the faint blue glow, tank top thin as a whisper, no bra, her D-cups jiggling free with every stride. Yoga shorts hugged her hips like sin, showing off that sculpted ass and the track-star thighs that had haunted my primordial wet dreams since I was fourteen. Serena didn’t walk, she prowled.

Chloe, meanwhile, went straight for the bed, crawling up like she was five seconds from popping popcorn. She patted the mattress, beaming. “No pressure, baby. But we’re taking your mind off tomorrow. Tonight, we’re your fucking cheer squad.”

Serena smirked. “You heard her. But first, off with the shirt. Let me see what I’m fighting for.”

That earned a giggle from Chole, and before I could finish laughing, she had my top peeled away, leaving me bare-chested, skin prickling in the cool night air. Her fingers traced a lazy pattern from my collarbone, down the center of my chest, then lower.

“You tense?” she asked, quiet and intimate.

“Like a tuning fork,” I admitted.

“Not for long.”

She pushed me back until I hit the bed, Chloe sliding in behind to steady me, arms winding around my waist. Serena straddled my lap, knees framing my thighs, her body heat rolling off her in absolute waves.

Her hands were everywhere, shoulders, biceps, that sweet spot right at the base of my neck. All the while, her tits bounced under the tank, nipples straining so hard it drove the rest of my blood south.

Chloe nipped my ear from behind, lips hot on my skin. “He’s always so composed, even when he wants to beg. You gonna break him, S?”

A wicked smile. “That’s the assignment, right baby girl?”

She grabbed my wrists, planting my palms smack on her hips. “Touch me, Noah. Learn every curve.”

I did. She was soft, but strong, skin like silk, muscles flexing under curves engineered to end rational thought. Her waist narrowed, then flared into the kind of hips you could get lost in. My thumbs slid under her tank, grazing bare flesh, and her body shivered in response.

Chloe, never content to be a spectator, slipped her hand down Serena’s spine, fingers teasing the waistband of her shorts. “I bet he’s already hard,” she said. “He’s been watching you since forever.”

Serena leaned in, lips a hair from mine. “Is that true? You ever jerk off thinking about me, Noah? Want to know how obsessed I was, kissing you goodnight, pretending I didn’t want to drag you to bed instead?”

The possibilities spun in my mind, each more intoxicating than the last, and even if it wasn’t true, I felt their dizzying pull. Younger me would have done anything for a single night alone with Serena Bennett; back then, the want was a living, desperate thing, clawing at my insides.

I pulled her flush to me, cock already rising against my jeans. “God, I wish you would have.”

She ground down on my lap, the soft heat of her pussy rubbing through the thin spandex, so close, so ready, already damp at the center.

Serena tugged her tank overhead in one smooth motion. Her tits bounced free, heavy and full, nipples pink and stiff, each one more than my mortal hands could hope to contain. The tank hit the floor, and Chloe didn’t waste a second. She pressed her smaller body to my back, hands roaming my abs while Serena fed her breasts into my palms.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Serena hissed. “Squeeze harder. I want to feel it tomorrow.”

Chloe nipped at my neck. “You look so hot when you lose control. Go on, baby. Show her like you show me.”

Serena’s nipples were hard under my fingers, and I rolled them with just the pressure she liked. There was no mistaking the way she arched her back, breasts rising to meet my mouth as I ducked down, catching a nipple between my lips. My tongue circled her, relentless, claiming every inch with greedy swirls, and still I wanted more. I grazed her nipple with my teeth, not too soft, not too rough, demanding her surrender. Her taste was everything. I pressed in closer, covering her areola, pulling her deep into my mouth, inhaling the scent of her skin until I felt her tremble for me.

She arched back, hand in my hair, moaning low and filthy as I switched from one tit to the next.

Chloe rocked against me, hips pressing my ass, cunt slick even through her shorts.

Serena grinned down at Chloe. “He’s a quick learner. I want him inside me, but first, pants. Off. Both of you.”

She all but tore my jeans down, freeing my cock, already oozing and eager. Chloe shimmied out of her shorts, letting them pool at the foot of the bed. She wore nothing underneath. Just flawless, golden skin, slick and wet at the center, lips parted and ready.

I ditched my boxers, and for a second, the air crackled with pure need.

Serena’s yoga shorts followed, and holy hell, her body was even more perfect out of them, legs long and tan, ass heart-shaped and high, pussy shaved clean, already glistening in the moonlight.

She stroked my cock, lining it up, and Chloe whimpered, perched behind me like this was her favorite show.

Serena settled onto my lap, the head of my cock pressing against her slit. She teased me, up and down, hips rolling, coating my shaft in her slick before finally, mercifully, sinking down in one long, wet slide.

“Oh, fuck—” she gasped, head thrown back, hair wild around her shoulders.

Her pussy gripped me hard, heat and pressure making my eyes roll back. She started to ride, slow at first, letting me stretch her inch by inch. Every time she bottomed out, her ass slammed my thighs, tits bouncing hypnotically.

Serena’s voice dropped, all smoke and sex. “Christ, Noah, you fill me up so good. You feel that? How my tight little pussy squeezes you? Like it was made just for your fat fucking cock.”

Chloe moaned, rocking in place, hand working her own clit as she watched Serena fuck herself silly on my cock.

“Talk dirtier,” Chloe begged. “Say it for him.”

Serena ground down, voice going guttural. “You ever wonder what it feels like to ruin a girl for every other man? To fuck her so deep she dreams about your cock for the rest of her life?” She slammed down, pussy clenching, sweat breaking across her skin. “That’s what you do to me, baby. You stretch me so good. You make me ache, hungry, like I need you to fuck me for hours and hours just to get enough.”

She raked her nails down my chest, then dove in for a kiss, hot, bruising, so real it bordered on violent.

Chloe worked up the bed, crawling forward until her tits pressed against Serena’s back. She snaked a hand around to play with Serena’s bouncing breasts, pinching her nipples in rhythm with every stroke.

“God, you’re hot,” Chloe gasped, straddling my leg, grinding her sodden pussy on my thigh while Serena rode me like she was born for it. “Fuck him, Serena. Take his cum. Make him breed you.”

Serena moaned, voice dissolving into pure animal sound. “That’s what I want. Fill me up, Noah. Dump it deep so I can feel it for days.”

She upped the pace, bouncing faster, slamming down so hard the bed creaked in protest. Our sweat mixed, bodies slapping, the air thick with the sounds of sex and desperation.

Chloe slid two fingers into herself, moaning as she watched Serena ride me. “I’m gonna cum just watching you.”

Serena grinned over her shoulder. “Wait your turn, baby. He’s going to fuck you silly. Nice and hard, just like you like it.”

That set off a chemical bomb in my brain. I grabbed Serena’s hips, hammering up into her, cock swelling as the edge crept close. The sight, two perfect blondes, moonlight painting their curves, sweat shining on their tits, both moaning like I was the center of the universe, was almost too much.

Chloe squeezed my balls, voice ragged. “Don’t finish yet, baby. Save it. I wanna ride you while you’re still wet from her.”

Serena cackled, grinding in a slow circle before popping off, letting my cock bounce free, dripping with her juices.

“Your turn, baby girl,” she said, shoving Chloe into my lap. “Show him what that sunshine pussy can do.”

As if I needed a reminder. If I was the center of their universe, Chloe was the center of mine.

Chloe laughed, straddling me, tits bouncing as she lined herself over my cock. She was so slick the head slid right in, splitting her folds and making her gasp, high, pure, almost innocent if it weren’t for the way her cunt sucked me in.

“Oh, fuck, baby—” she cried, bottoming out, her pussy so tight I could barely move for a second.

Serena circled behind, hands on Chloe’s hips, guiding her up and down, coaching every move.

“Take it slow,” Serena murmured in her ear. “Let him feel every inch.”

Chloe moaned, bouncing gently, her eyes locked to mine. “You’re so good, baby. You’re perfect. You make me want to scream. I love you so much.”

Serena slid her hand between our bodies, rubbing Chloe’s clit while she fucked me. The result was nuclear. Chloe’s whole body trembled, sweat slicking her skin as she rode me harder, faster, until she broke with a scream, pussy clamping so hard my cock throbbed in response.

A pulse of pleasure ripped through my cock, hot and insistent, so fierce it made my vision go hazy for a moment. I was teetering on the edge, every muscle coiling with the raw intensity of just barely holding back. Months of relentless sex. That was the only thing keeping me in check now, the only thing stopping me from exploding right then and there.

I fought the overwhelming urge to come, muscles rigid and mind barely tethered to control.

Chloe stopped moving, and her breasts bounced lightly as she settled with my cock buried deep inside her. Her breath came fast, her chest rising and falling, while she stared down at me with those blue eyes, and all I could see was raw affection, pure and unfiltered. The kind of love that made my head spin. “God, baby. You make me come so hard.”

Then Serena leaned in, so close I could feel the charge in the air, and whispered into Chloe’s ear, “Let me ride him, baby girl.”

Chloe’s slid off my lap, chest heaving, blonde hair matted to her forehead.

My cock slipped free from her tight, drenched pussy with an obscene, wet sound that echoed in my ears, a blunt reminder of what I was giving up, if only for a moment. The struggle to hold back was dizzying, adrenaline buzzing through my limbs and pleasure hammering at the walls of restraint. Even as I watched my cock glisten in the aftermath of Chloe’s slick heat, I gritted my teeth and tried to steady my breathing, desperate to keep from losing it completely.

Serena grinned, licking a trail of sweat off Chloe’s shoulder, then suckling her nipple as Chloe spasmed through an aftershock.

She collapsed against my chest, breathless and glowing, but Serena was relentless. She lined up behind, guiding my cock back into her own pussy, groaning as she took me deep, then urging Chloe down beside us.

“Watch, baby girl,” Serena whispered, voice dark and dangerous. “Watch me take his seed, make him mine forever.”

She fucked herself wild, hair flying, sweat beading down her back and glistening on her perfect ass. Chloe, still dazed, reached out to finger Serena’s clit, egging her on.

Serena started to unravel, voice going raw. “Breed me, stud. Fill me so full I leak for days. I want to feel you in every step, want to cum thinking about your cock always inside me.”

Chloe echoed, voice trembling as she came again. “Please, Noah. Breed her. Fuck twins into her. I want you to knock her up right here, right now.”

That was it. I lost the last shred of composure.

The last vestige of control in my body short-circuited, and I bottomed out in Serena, slamming her down hard enough that the bed frame shuddered and the headboard thudded against plaster. The world went white: I exploded inside her, my cock swelling and jerking as cum poured out in thick, frantic pulses, flooding her so deep the overflow dripped down to wet my skin and the sheets below. Serena howled, guttural, triumphant, needy, her nails digging crescent moons into my shoulder as she clenched every muscle to squeeze out every last drop. Her pussy milked me with a greed that was almost sentient, velvet walls rippling in waves that left my nerves flayed and hypersensitive.

My brain was static and lightning. I could barely move, a shivering prisoner to the aftershocks, my heart pounding with a violence that seemed impossible for a human chest. Chloe clung to my side, gasping against my ear, her lips dancing along my jaw in a scattershot pattern of kisses and licks. She whispered pure filth through the shell of my ear—“that’s it, baby, fuck it all into her, fill her up, you’re so good, so fucking hot”—her words an electric current that kept the pleasure spiking, prolonging the peak until I thought I might black out from the intensity.

But Serena wasn’t done. She rode out my orgasm with ruthless intent, grinding through every pulse, her own climax peaking again, wetness gushing around my cock and soaking us both. Her face pressed to my chest, mouth open and desperate, she made these wild, animal sounds, half laughter, half sob, that vibrated straight down my spine. She was shaking, hair stuck to her back and face, caught in a moment so raw neither of us could fake anything. The madness of it, the shamelessness, just made it hotter.

We clung in place for ages, my cock still pulsing, Serena’s cunt gripping me like it never wanted to let go. Chloe, meanwhile, humped against my hip, riding her own palm, chasing a final release. She came with a high, gasping yelp, collapsing against my back. There was no pretense left, just sweat, cum, and three people welded together by a need so sharp it hurt.

Eventually, Serena’s body gave out and she collapsed forward, draping over my chest, still impaled on my cock. The pressure was a delicious torture, a constant reminder of what we’d done and what I still wanted to do, even as my limbs trembled with exhaustion. Chloe wrapped both arms around us, her skin feverish and slippery, and nuzzled into the crook of my arm. She kept up a stream of soft, hazy encouragement—“so perfect, so full, you did so good, you wrecked us”—even as her breath left her in ragged pulses.

Serena whimpered, her voice muffled by my chest. “Holy shit, Noah. You weren’t supposed to actually breed me. I can feel it everywhere. I’m ruined.”

Chloe laughed, throaty and delighted. “You say that like it’s a problem. He’s going to have to fuck it all out of you tomorrow.”

I tried to answer, but my mouth didn’t work, so I just held them both, Serena trembling on my lap, Chloe wrapped tight around us, and let the world narrow to heat and skin and the smell of sex. It was primal, messy, proof we were alive and together in the most ferocious way possible.

When it was finally over, we were a tangle, Serena boneless across my lap, Chloe wrapped around both of us, the sheets a mess of sweat, cum, and memories I’d never forget.

We lay there, breathing, the only sound our syncopated heartbeats and the hush of moonlight streaming through the window.

After a minute, Serena laughed, low and ruined. “That’s one way to prepare for a hearing.”

Chloe giggled, wiping sweat from her brow. “Bet those Ashbourne idiots have never had a training session this fun.”

I stroked Serena’s back, letting the afterglow erase every last trace of stress. “You two just rewrote the syllabus,” I said, barely able to keep my eyes open.

Serena rolled onto her side, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to this house, Noah. Don’t you ever forget it.”

Chloe snuggled in closer, whispering, “No matter what they say tomorrow, you’re ours. Forever.”

We drifted, wrapped in warmth and calm, our bodies sated, egos scrubbed clean, nothing but bliss left behind. If this was what it meant to be part of something real, I was never going back.

I fell asleep between them, two goddesses, moonlit and wild, sweat still tacky on our skin and the taste of victory warm as a heartbeat. Outside, the world could rage.

Inside, we were home.

And I was finally, perfectly, at peace.


Chapter seventeen
Harem Defense


If a firing squad had a Yelp page, this room was five stars.

I squared my shoulders, inhaled that hospital-clean air, and pushed open the door to St. Celeste’s “Integrity Suite.” No expense spared on the drama: vaulted ceilings, windows so tall they looked imported from a cathedral, and a conference table so glossy you could’ve used it as a runway for biotech drones. The kind of place where secrets got exsanguinated one drop at a time.

Twelve chairs behind the mahogany slab. Nine were filled, six board members in their best “above the fray” poker faces, one campus legal rep with a color-coded binder, a note-taker who never blinked, and Dr. Vivian Ross, sitting dead center like an Empress Incognito. Her suit was navy, her hair in a braid so tight it could’ve been Kevlar. The only emotion she showed was the supernova flicker in her eyes when I walked in.

I tried not to trip on my own pulse.

They motioned me to a single chair, straight back, no mercy, parked directly across from the table. No shield, no barrier. I felt every pair of eyes dig in, rifling through my secrets like morning mail.

The light was relentless, a pure blast of midday sunshine, hot enough to bleach confessions right out of your skull. If intimidation was the goal, St. Celeste scored full points.

Chase stood at the end of the table, hair perfect, suit cut so sharp it probably came with medical warnings. He filled the space the way only born winners do: with swagger, with menace, with a binder fist-clenched like the nuclear codes. The last time I saw him, he was puking an Old Fashioned onto his loafers at Greek Week. Now? He was radiating “future senator of something awful.”

He didn’t bother to look at me. Not at first.

Instead, he planted the binder on the table with a thud, then waited for the note-taker to stop blinking.

Dean Hargrove, first chair and keeper of the school’s moral flame, leaned in.

“The hearing will come to order. This is a review of formal complaints against Mr. Noah Mercer, St. Celeste Fellow, regarding alleged conduct with members of Delta Omega Sigma Sorority and violation of university behavioral standards.”

He gave the room a beat, let the words paper-cut everyone’s nerves.

“Mr. Walker, you may begin.”

Chase hit his opening like a TED Talk with a spike of bad blood.

“Thank you, Dean. I appreciate the Board’s time and attention, given the seriousness of what’s at stake. I’m here today not to sensationalize, but to advocate for the well-being of the women at this university and the reputation of St. Celeste itself.”

He let that sit. He was auditioning for a future where he told these stories on the nightly news.

“To be clear: the evidence in this binder is drawn from dozens of direct submissions. Not rumor, not innuendo. Screenshots, messages, and, frankly, eyewitness testimony. What we’re seeing is the deliberate cultivation of a hostile environment, orchestrated by Mr. Mercer, who has, for months, used his position as the first male research fellow in a women-centered space to manipulate, seduce, and compromise a significant number of St. Celeste's most visible women. Most notably, the women of Delta Omega Sigma.”

He flipped the binder open. Color tabs everywhere. I flashed, for half a second, to the annotated charts Mia had made for me. Ours were neater.

Chase continued, his voice ticking up a notch.

“Yes, I’m aware that adult students have personal lives. But when those private relationships are weaponized, when a man leverages his status to create a harem, destabilize an entire sorority, and turn the campus rumor mill into a 24/7 soap opera, the university cannot claim neutrality. We are setting precedent here. This isn’t about sex. It’s about safety, and the expectation that students, especially young women, shouldn’t be coerced or subjected to an atmosphere of intimidation.”

He shot a look to the right, toward the oldest board member, a guy with a pinstripe suit and a face like he’d just lost a country club bet. That man nodded, slow and grave.

Chase riffled through the binder, holding up a page.

“Here are just a few of the complaints,” he announced, shaking the page so the sunlight glinted off the type. “Words like ‘controlling,’ ‘toxic,’ ‘predator’—and, in one alarming message: ‘I felt like if I said no, I would be blackmailed or cut out socially.’ That’s the environment we’re talking about.”

He didn’t mention the accuser, didn’t even try. The power play was pure volume: say “predator” loud enough and nobody cares about the evidence.

A woman to Hargrove’s left, a conservative in a pearl choker with lips pursed so hard they could’ve sliced glass, actually shuddered. Two other board members leaned in, hands folded, eyes hungry for blood.

But on the opposite side, a tech guy in sneakers and a faculty rep in a jewel-toned blazer both sat back, unimpressed. The former scrolled a tablet with visible boredom; the latter scribbled a single note, then crossed it out.

I did the math. Three primed to believe. Two skeptical. The remaining board member, a tall, tired-looking man in a tie that screamed “second wife’s shopping trip”, just stared at Dr. Ross like she was the only adult in the room.

Chase wasn’t done.

He pressed his finger to the binder, every word oiled and rehearsed.

“And let’s not pretend there isn’t precedent. St. Celeste has always prioritized the dignity of its women and the integrity of its organizations. When we ignore toxic behavior, when we allow a single individual to upend tradition, degrade the reputation of a sorority, and treat women like trophies instead of leaders, we are complicit in the damage.”

He hammered that point, then let the silence sizzle.

“I ask the Board to consider: What message do we send to our students, our alumni, and our community if we allow this kind of conduct to go unchecked? Are we a university of values? Or are we just another tabloid headline, chasing tuition at any cost?”

He gestured toward me, finally turning the full beam of his smile my way. Flashy, teeth perfect, the kind of face you saw on billboards for an ad you’d never trust.

A handful of board members, male, old-guard, scent of power, nodded as if he’d just quoted a sacred text.

Dean Hargrove laced his fingers. “Thank you, Mr. Walker. The Board will now ask clarifying questions.”

He didn’t look at me yet.

The conservative woman struck first. “Mr. Walker, is there evidence that Mr. Mercer used grades, lab access, or research opportunities to pressure these women?”

Chase didn’t blink. “He’s leveraged his visibility and his position as the only man in the program. There are messages where he brags about ‘changing the rules’ and references to private meetings in the Innovation Lab after hours. At least three women say they felt it was impossible to say no.”

He didn’t name the women, couldn’t, because they were all at my defense table, prepping to make Chase eat his words.

Next question came from the tech guy: “Is there any allegation of non-consensual behavior?”

Chase darted a glance at the binder, then spoke with calculated reluctance. “There’s no outright accusation of assault. But this is about consent in the broader sense, whether these women felt genuinely free, or whether they were being manipulated by someone who knew how to build influence.”

The room vibrated on that one, half the administrators itching to push the logic, half leaning back, finding the argument a little too thin to hold water.

A third board member, the one who’d been watching Dr. Ross like she was the North Star, piped up: “Forgive me, but… is it really the university’s business to investigate consensual relationships between adults? Especially when there’s no direct claim of academic or professional harm?”

Score one for the skeptical wing.

Chase’s smile went brittle. “With respect, Professor, if we don’t act on credible complaints of predatory conduct, we open the door for worse. If we let this stand, the next headline won’t be rumors, it’ll be lawsuits. Or worse.”

He hit “worse” so hard you’d think I specialized in arson, not neural scaffolds.

A few board members looked unconvinced. The woman in pearls, however, scribbled furiously.

Dean Hargrove spoke next, voice so measured it could’ve been AI-generated. “Thank you, Mr. Walker. We’ll review your documentation and consider your larger points. Unless the Board has further questions at this time, we’ll proceed to witness testimony.”

Chase took his seat, binder locked in a death grip. I caught a scowl flicker across his face as he clocked Dr. Ross’s poise or maybe just the fact that even now, she wasn’t so much as ruffling a page of her own folder.

Dr. Ross sat forward, not a hair out of place.

“With the Board’s permission, I propose we call the first defense witness. That would be Ms. Chloe Ross.”

Her voice was all ice and velvet. The board snapped to attention. Even the note-taker seemed to take a breath.

Chase’s jaw set. He didn’t like where this was going.

Neither did the conservatives, three tight faces, suddenly wary. But the others, especially the tech rep and the faculty observer looked as if they’d been waiting all morning for the script to flip.

I watched Dr. Ross. Her eyes met mine, just for a second. Blink and you’d miss it, but the support in that glance was enough to anchor me through a dozen more of Chase’s hit jobs.

The boardroom energy shifted. Just a hair. Not a win, not yet, but the next round belonged to us.

Chloe’s footsteps echoed outside the door. Sunshine on a mission.

I drew a single long breath, bracing for impact.

Because if there was one thing more dangerous than manufactured evidence, it was the truth unleashed by the women who actually lived it.

And right now, the only thing hotter than the midday sun was the promise of what came next.

***

Chloe made her entrance like she was opening the Oscars.

She didn’t walk, she flowed. Every eye followed her as she crossed the sunbeam-slashed floor and took the hot seat. The board expected nerves. Instead, they got a masterclass in poise, all golden hair and steady blue eyes. Even Chase’s jaw flexed.

The legal rep started, doing her best “respectful, but…” routine.

“Ms. Ross, thank you for joining us. For the record, please state your relationship to Mr. Mercer.”

Chloe didn’t blink. “He’s my boyfriend. Also my study partner, mentor, and the most ethical person I’ve met at St. Celeste.” She let the words ring, then threw in a smile that could melt tungsten.

The board scribbled.

“Can you describe,” the legal rep said, “how Mr. Mercer has influenced your academic experience?”

Chloe went full sunlight.

“He makes everything better. When he transferred here, I was struggling in core science. Noah broke everything down for me, microbio, chemistry, even data analytics. My grades shot up, but it wasn’t just that. He rebuilt my confidence. He never pressured me to do anything I didn’t want to do. If anything, he made me feel safer on campus, because unlike some people, he actually listens.”

Half the room straightened. The woman in pearls looked rattled. Even Dr. Ross, who hadn’t so much as flinched all morning, let a smile ghost across her lips.

A board member, arms folded, leaned in. “Ms. Ross, are you saying there was never any undue influence? No expectation of favors, or intimidation because of Mr. Mercer’s position?”

Chloe snorted, actually snorted. “No way. If anything, I pushed for things he was too shy to ask. Everything between us was always, always mutual.”

She set her gaze on Chase, knowing exactly how to play to the crowd. “I think it’s pretty obvious nobody got manipulated here. Unless you count the way campus rumors twisted our story.”

The tech rep nodded, possibly impressed. Even the old-guard guy in pinstripes had stopped mid-frown.

The legal rep wasn’t ready to quit. “Some have described your relationship as unconventional—”

Chloe cut her off, voice like a velvet knife. “It’s 2025. If being in love with someone honest and kind is unconventional, maybe the problem isn’t us.”

She let the silence land, then turned to Dean Hargrove.

“I came here to grow. Noah helped me do that. He didn’t corrupt me. He helped me figure out who I really am. I’d say that’s exactly what this university is supposed to do.”

For a second, nobody dared interrupt.

Dean Hargrove cleared his throat. “Thank you. You may step down.”

Chloe stood, gave me a look that said you got this, babe, then breezed out. The temperature in the room actually rose on her exit. I felt it in my bones.

Mia was next, never hurried, never unprepared. She wore soft blue and a calm I envied.

She took the seat, hands folded in her lap.

The legal rep went formulaic. “State your name and your relationship to the respondent.”

“Amelia Ross. I’m Noah’s girlfriend, colleague in the Biomedical Innovation program, and former president of Delta Omega Sigma.”

Boom. Instant credibility.

“What is your perspective on the allegations made against Mr. Mercer?” the rep asked.

Mia didn’t so much as flinch. “I’ve reviewed the Student Integrity Handbook, the Safe Campus protocols, and the last five years of reportable incidents. Nothing about our relationship, personal or professional, ever violated these guidelines.”

A conservative board member tried a jab. “Ms. Ross, do you think the University should ignore possible ethical lapses just because the handbook is ambiguous?”

Mia arched a brow, ice cold. “I think the university should value facts over rumor. To my knowledge, nobody was harmed here. If anything, the environment became more open and supportive. In fact, Mr. Mercer helped reduce conflict in the sorority. He was always the first to intervene if someone set a boundary, and he’s the only man I’ve met here who actually models consent.”

She let that hang.

“Moreover,” Mia added, sliding a sheet across, “I’ve compiled recent data on relationships at St. Celeste. According to this anonymized survey, nearly 60% of students have dated multiple partners. The only difference here is transparency. If we’re going to make this a disciplinary issue, then the university needs to explain its double standard. Otherwise, we risk singling out one student not for misconduct, but for being honest.”

The faculty rep sat up straight. You could see the notes flying across their notepad.

The legal rep, now more interested in damage control, tried to pivot. “So there was never any professional leverage or intimidation—?”

“Never. If you need statements, I can provide them from every woman in the house. Including myself.”

Mia nodded, final and absolute.

Dean Hargrove closed the session, but not before Mia tucked in a last word. “One more thing, if I may.”

He allowed it.

She looked to the board, then to Dr. Ross. “If the university punishes honesty here, you discourage people from being themselves. And you send a clear message. Hide, lie, and conform, or risk everything. That’s not the St. Celeste I know, or want to represent.”

She stepped down, all grace, and the boardroom energy shivered.

Brooke didn’t wait for the invite. She practically swaggered to the seat, her hair wild, her smile pure danger.

“State your name and…”

She cut them off. “Brooke Ross. Junior. Theater major. Social chair of Delta Omega Sigma. Noah’s my boyfriend.”

The conservative suit tried to go alpha. “Ms. Ross, would you say Noah Mercer’s conduct was appropriate? Given what we now know?”

Brooke grinned, genuine, maybe even predatory. “He treated us with respect. Which is more than I can say for half the men on this campus. If you want to talk about hostile environments, start with the frat houses, not with the guy who fixed our piano and helped tutor half the sisters through pre-med.”

The pinstripe guy tried a frown, but Brooke rolled on.

“Let’s be real. If Noah was a serial dater, scoring with a new girl every week, he’d be a legend. No hearing, no drama. Guys brag about it in group chats. But because he was up front, because we all chose him, they want to make it a scandal.”

She locked eyes with Chase, and I thought he might actually flinch.

“You can’t have it both ways,” Brooke said, voice climbing. “Either you celebrate student independence, or you punish it. But don’t single out one man because he refused to play by the same tired script.”

The woman in pearls tried to regain control. “That’s quite an accusation.”

Brooke answered her with fire. “It’s not an accusation. It’s the truth. Girls on this campus have been groped, ghosted, and gaslit by men with way more power and way less backbone than Noah. Nobody batted an eye. But the second we’re happy and not hiding, it’s a ‘hostile environment.’ Please.”

There was a smattering of actual, stunned silence.

Brooke leaned back, owning the moment. “He didn’t ruin the sorority. He made it feel like home. If that’s a disciplinary issue, maybe check your priorities.”

She stood, making a show of brushing off her skirt, and dropped the mic with a single, perfect line:

“If you try to expel Noah for loving women who love him back, you’re not protecting anyone. You’re just jealous you never got the invite.”

She shot a wink my way and strutted out. The board members stared, most barely hiding their shock.

Chase scribbled furiously. This was not the hearing he wanted.

Dr. Ross set her pen down, steepled her fingers, and let the evidence speak for itself.

Hargrove cleared his throat, voice suddenly less powerful. “Thank you, Ms. Ross. The Board will… call the next witness.”

And with that, the mood fully flipped. The Board wasn’t in attack mode anymore. They were bracing for whatever storm came through the door next.

I stole a glance at Dr. Ross.

She nodded, just the faintest touch.

Round one for Team Outlier. Next up: the witness they never thought would turn on them.

Rory Bennett.

***

Rory entered with her full arsenal loaded.

She looked every inch the power broker, hair perfect, suit giving Capitol Hill with a sprinkle of influencer, folder gripped tight like she’d smuggled state secrets. The air near the board table sizzled; even Chase’s best smile curdled into a twitch.

Dean Hargrove welcomed her in, but you could already see the board bracing.

“Ms. Bennett, please state your relationship to the respondent.”

Rory didn’t even blink. “Aurora Bennett, sophomore. Former president of the St. Celeste debate team, current member of Delta Omega Sigma, and Mr. Mercer’s girlfriend, both past and present.”

She let that hang, just long enough for the next question.

The conservative board member tried to get in front of her. “And you’re here today—?”

She placed her folder on the table. “I’m here to share new evidence. Evidence that’s been overlooked, intentionally or otherwise, in the course of this hearing.”

If opening a folder could have an audio cue, hers would be a mic drop.

She laid out a sheaf of screenshots, texts, emails, and several campus group chat blasts. Chase’s name was all over them.

“First,” she began, voice pure steel, “I’d like to clarify that none of the alleged ‘victims’ listed in the complaint were ever approached for direct statements. As a member of the house, I can testify that every woman involved was not only consensual, but enthusiastic about the relationships. In fact, several of the so-called complaints originated from men, not women, who were rejected by members of the sorority.”

Boom. Ripples down the table.

She flipped to the next page, holding it up so even the pearl choker could see.

“Second: here are group chat logs, dated and time-stamped, where Mr. Walker”—she turned to glare at Chase, “brags about conquests, refers to women on campus as ‘targets,’ and encourages others to spread rumors about Noah’s romantic life to damage his reputation. Relevant citations are highlighted.”

She passed copies to the nearest board staffer, who actually flinched.

Chase tried to cut in, but the Dean waved him off.

Rory powered on.

“In addition, here are screenshots of private DMs from Mr. Walker, in which he states, and I quote, ‘I’m not letting that transfer loser walk off with the whole sorority. If we can’t ruin his scholarship, we’ll ruin his rep.’ Please note the dates. These messages predate any formal complaint.”

She let that notion detonate.

Several board members looked at each other, old guard in full denial, but the new blood ready for the next shoe to drop.

Dr. Ross interjected, perfectly timed.

“Ms. Bennett, can you clarify whether any of the women mentioned in the complaint have ever filed a report against Mr. Mercer?”

Rory’s smile could have sliced glass.

“I can. And none have. In fact, a separate folder”, she held it up, “contains written statements from every woman named, each attesting that the relationships were mutually initiated and maintained entirely by choice. If anyone felt intimidation, it was from the rumor campaigns, not from Mr. Mercer.”

She was in rare form now, not just defending me, but reclaiming her own story. You could see the pride in her posture, the way her voice never wavered, even when she leaned in for the kill shot.

“And for the record,” Rory added, “Prior to attending St. Celeste, I ended my relationship with Mr. Mercer. There was no retaliation. No threats. No follow-up drama, unless you count the rumors started by the very people sitting here today. Since then, Noah and I have reconciled, mutually consenting to our current relationship.”

She turned the last page.

“Last: video. Here’s a clip from a fraternity party several months ago, where Mr. Walker is shown encouraging new members to ‘score’ with Delta Omega Sigma women, ‘because if you don’t, someone else will get there first.’ I’ll let the board decide whether that fits the university’s standard for respectful conduct.”

She set the USB on the table. It made a louder sound than I expected. Symbolic? Yeah. Everyone in the room clocked it.

Dean Hargrove spoke softly: “The Board will review that evidence.”

But the truth was written on their faces, shock, a little shame, and for more than one of them, regret.

Rory didn’t smirk. She just packed her folder, managed a single glance my way, and spoke the only line that mattered:

“Integrity should be more than a slogan. It should mean something. That’s all I have.”

She stepped down, perfect as ever.

Chase wilted. He tried to compose himself, but you could see his knuckles whitening on the binder.

For a second, the only sound was the hum of the ventilation and the buzz of incoming disaster.

Serena drifted in next, tall, composed, every inch an athlete in a business casual suit. She didn’t waste time.

She sat, legs crossed with the elegance of a magazine ad, and gave the board her best “unflappable scientist” smile.

The legal rep started with the basic question. “Ms. Bennett, describe your relationship with Mr. Mercer.”

Serena shrugged as if the answer was obvious. “He’s my boyfriend. But we were colleagues first. My perspective isn’t emotional, it’s practical. I watched him bring stability to a sisterhood known for drama. He never pushed anyone to do anything they didn’t want. If he had, I’d be the first to report it.”

She leaned forward, tone going crisp.

“But what I saw was a man who respected every woman’s choices, even when they conflicted. I’ve seen him stop a party cold to make sure someone got home safe. I’ve never, not once, seen him exploit his position. If anything, he refused to let himself enjoy the privileges other men have abused for decades.”

Murmurs from the back row.

A faculty rep asked, “Are you suggesting the University is holding Mr. Mercer to a different standard because of the visibility of his relationships?”

Serena nodded. “Of course. If this wasn’t about optics, we wouldn’t be here. What’s being punished isn’t predation, it’s honesty. Frankly, I’m more concerned that behavior like Mr. Walker’s has gone unchallenged for years.”

She didn’t name Chase, but the air pointed fingers for her.

The conservative woman tried a last jab. “Isn’t it fair to worry that such a situation risks undermining tradition and campus harmony?”

Serena’s smile was pure honey laced with arsenic.

“Tradition only matters when it serves everyone. But the real tradition here is protecting the powerful. All we want is fairness and respect for choice.”

End of story.

She stood, smoothed her skirt, and left without a glance back.

Ren was the wild card. She came in quiet, but the effect was nearly as seismic.

Her style was no-bullshit: black tee, pressed slacks, not a hint of pretense. Even in the midst of this buttoned-up, almost clinical environment, my focus couldn’t help but drift down to her chest, the perfect roundness of it, each flawless curve more striking as she drew closer. There was a subtle, hypnotic movement, a barely-there jiggle that caught my eye as she walked, so effortless and self-assured; and I found myself, despite my best intentions, unable to look away.

Judging by the eyes of the board members, neither could they. Ren carried a presence that transcended even this stiff gathering of crusty old collegiate brass.

Ren sat, looked the Dean dead in the eye, and spoke in a clear, purposeful tone.

“I’m Ren Reed. I’m a senior, an art major, and I’ve lived at Delta Omega Sigma for three years. Noah Mercer is my boyfriend. I’ve seen it all. I’ve never felt safer than I did when Noah moved into our sorority.”

The board looked at her like she was some ancient oracle.

Ren pressed on. “Before Noah, this house had real problems. Men who crossed lines, who didn’t listen, who made us afraid to walk home at night. With Noah? He was the one who made sure we never had to lock our doors in fear. He doesn’t just listen, he sees people.”

Ren paused, glancing at me.

“I want to live in a world where guys like him are the rule, not the exception. If the university punishes him for that, what message gets sent to the next generation of women here?”

It was rhetorical, but the question landed. The note-taker set her pen down, as if there was nothing left to write.

Dr. Ross took over, guiding the closing volley with her signature grace.

“Board members, I’d like to remind us that the issue here is not one of legality or even established policy, but of whether St. Celeste values authentic connections as part of its educational mission. Let’s ensure we’re weighing evidence, not just reacting to outcry.”

She looked at me, steady as the sunrise.

Dean Hargrove nodded, then turned to me.

“Mr. Mercer, you’ve heard the testimony. Do you have anything to add before we adjourn for deliberation?”

This was the moment. The one I’d run in a thousand simulations every sleepless night.

I stood, letting every ounce of adrenaline go to my voice.

“Yes, sir. I do.”

I faced the table, hands steady.

“I understand the need for caution. I understand the need for standards. But if you want to judge me, judge me by my work, not just my private life. Give me fifteen minutes. Let me show you what my team and I have achieved in the Innovation Lab. I think you’ll agree it’s not something St. Celeste, or the world, should lose.”

I locked eyes with Dr. Ross, saw the ghost of approval there.

“My life is an open book. I’m not hiding anything. Least of all the science. If you’re willing, I’ll demo it right now.”

Hargrove tried to control his face and failed. Everyone in the room was holding their breath.

“Very well,” he said. “We’ll allow it. Proceed.”

But the real story was the silent electricity in the air. In that moment, for the first time, I knew the truth. This was my house.

And all I had to do now was prove it.


Chapter eighteen
Redemption


The table felt like a battlefield, pure intimidation, every edge gleaming. If I’d ever wanted to shoot my shot on the world’s biggest stage, I couldn’t have picked a more cut-throat arena.

I rolled my shoulders, playing it cool, but my pulse was hammering like I’d just sprinted the distance from Delta Omega Sigma in full riot gear. The Integrity Suite was less “conference room” and more “execution chamber for promising careers.” The ceiling soared overhead, a cathedral built to punish mistakes. The mahogany table was so glossy it nearly blinded me.

I pulled my bag from beneath the table, fingers trembling if you looked close. Maybe they did. I unpacked the gear one piece at a time, laying out the future of my life like it was a breakfast buffet. BioPrint prototype (sealed tight, like it would crawl away otherwise), laptop, clicker, backup drive, and a nervous energy you could smell from the next building over.

Dean Hargrove sat at the head. If there was ever a face built for bad news, it was his: cool, unreadable, not a hair out of place. On his right, two administrators, Business Affairs and Student Life, both old-school, neither looking like they even liked coffee. On the left, three more: Legal Affairs, Tech Transfer, and a guy so young he might’ve been student council in a past life. None of them smiled. Not even the legal rep. They all had notepads, paper, not digital. Ready to carve me up, one typo at a time.

And then, front and center, Dr. Vivian Ross.

She was the only one who didn’t blink as I set up. Her suit was perfect, skirt pressed, shoes with a heel high enough to wound. She didn’t meet my eye. Today, I wasn’t her protégé, or anything more. I was just another guy on trial.

Across from me, Chase sat loose, but the smile said it all. He thought he’d already won. Maybe he had. His binder was closed now, hands behind his head, that “future CEO” swagger dialed to eleven. I could smell his aftershave from two chairs away. I wanted to wipe the look off his face with a single line of code. But this wasn’t that kind of battle.

I cleared my throat, dry as the Mojave.

“Is it okay if I set up?” I asked.

Dean Hargrove gave a single nod. The silence in the room was so tight, I could’ve played it like a cello.

I plugged in my laptop, praying the OS didn’t glitch. The adapter slid into the HDMI port with the faintest click, like a rifle bolt. On cue, the flatscreen at the end of the room flickered to life, my desktop wallpaper, the St. Celeste cliffs at sunrise, mocked me before I toggled to the opening slide.

I unscrewed the lid on the prototype.

This was it: the thing I’d lost sleep for, bled over, nearly lost my scholarship (and my sanity) to build. A clear polycarbonate tube nestled in foam, filled with an intricate mesh that looked equal parts alien and art. BioPrint Regenerative Scaffold, Generation 4.4. Every nano-structured filament perfectly intact, embedded with the microchips and synthetic peptide networks I’d spent months perfecting.

The board members exchanged looks. If skepticism had a scent, it would have fogged the room. They watched my hands. Watched the slide deck pop onto the screen. Watched every micro-expression, as if waiting for me to shrug and confess I’d just Photoshopped the whole thing.

I positioned the prototype under the document camera, double-checking the focus, even though I’d rehearsed it two million times. The image flared onto the wall: a magnified slice of the scaffold’s lattice, blue-tinted and eerie, the kind of thing that looked like it belonged in an art gallery or a NASA lab. Maybe both.

Chase stifled a yawn. I caught it. Bastard.

My hands didn’t want to steady, but I forced them flat on the table.

Dean Hargrove glanced at the others, then back at me.

“The floor is yours, Mr. Mercer.”

Technically not a question, but it was as close to a death sentence as I’d ever gotten.

I took a slow breath, just enough to keep my voice from cracking, not enough to kill the nerves.

“Thank you, Dean. And thanks to the board for the time.”

I ran my thumb over the clicker. A tiny bead of sweat traced the inside of my wrist.

“Let’s start with the core of my research—the BioPrint Regenerative Scaffold. First iteration began as part of the Ross Initiative in cross-institutional biomedical engineering. What’s new, and what’s disruptive, is right here—” I tapped the prototype, making sure the camera picked up every line, “—a self-assembling, peptide-based hydrogel matrix, engineered to match native extracellular tissue, but smart enough to deliver microdosed growth factors and dissolve clean as new tissue takes over.”

The jargon rolled out, clean, practiced, but I could hear every syllable hang in the air like it was made of lead.

A board member in a brown jacket scribbled something, fast.

“On this slide, you’ll see a cross-section of the scaffold. Each layer is printed at the nano scale, polymers interlaced with living-surface peptide bands, all spun to match micro-CT scans of the target tissue.”

I advanced the slide, and the screen filled with a cross-sectional render, an impossible city of nano-channels, all lit up in color. The effect was dramatic, but the reaction in the room was strictly “prove it.”

Tech Transfer, the youngest-looking guy, squinted closer. “That’s a custom print?”

I nodded. “Every scaffold is coded on arrival. It takes two hours to conform to any patient’s tissue sample. No two are identical.”

He tried to hide being impressed, but that one hit.

From the other side, Legal Affairs cut in.

“So this technology…what’s the anticipated use case? Beyond models?”

I rolled the next slide: a series of time-lapse images of rat skin, then muscle, then optic nerve, all healing over the scaffold, dissolving as the tissue connected and grew.

“You name it. Burn victims? The matrix supports dermal regrowth, but it’s smart enough to handle cellular stress without scarification. Amputees? We’ve profiled for peripheral nerve bridging. Paraplegics? The neural interface can literally rebuild the missing sections, one cell at a time, and dissolve as the axons reconnect.”

I hit the next slide, showing time-lapse overlays of cells consuming the scaffold and leaving pure living tissue behind.

“Because the scaffold is both a physical support and a delivery system, it eliminates the need for separate dosing, donor tissue, or synthetic prosthetics. The patient’s own cells do the work. The scaffold just tells them where, when, and how to grow. Once it’s done, it disappears. No residue, no rejection.”

Business Affairs tapped their pen on the table, skeptical but leaning in. “What about tumor formation? Graft-vs-host? Synthetic rejection?”

I was ready.

“Published results show under 2% abnormal cell formation in the worst-case scenario. No tumors in rats, rabbits, and in two experiments, a pig limb. Because every matrix is built from patient-matched biomaterials, even immune-suppressed models show a near-zero rejection rate. All peer-reviewed, all replicable. If you’d like, we can forward the published data. St. Celeste will be on the lead author block for all upcoming presentations.”

That stopped things. Legal Affairs jotted two lines. Tech Transfer clicked something on his phone, maybe fact-checking in real time.

I glanced up, checking the pulse of the room. Dr. Ross was pure marble, not a hint of smile, not a millimeter shift. Maybe that was her version of “don’t screw this up.”

On the far side, Chase fiddled with his tie, eyes narrowing like he’d just realized the script might not play how he wanted.

I toggled to the next slide: a video loop of the scaffold under confocal microscopy, showing the micro-spheres swelling and releasing protein signals as simulated “wound” fluid washed over.

“There’s more,” I said, letting the tension build. “Because the scaffold isn’t just passive. Every node is programmed to sense the micro-environment, track pH, oxygen, even inflammation. Whenever the body needs more growth factor, the matrix delivers it. When the tissue is stable, it dials back. No waste, no overload. Precision healing, with nothing left behind.”

I could feel the board recalibrating.

They weren’t sold, not yet, but the shift was real. The notepads weren’t shields anymore. They were weapons in the making, prepping to figure out what kind of gold they could mine from my brain.

I adjusted the camera focus, zooming in on the prototype’s lattice until even the tiniest threads appeared clear as fishing line.

“Every segment here,” I said, voice steadier now, “is capped with functionalized peptides. When you implant it in vivo, natural enzymes dissolve the links at the exact rate of new tissue growth. If the healing process speeds up, so does the breakdown. If it slows, the scaffold waits. It’s basically a biological GPS, tracking and triggering tissue formation at the speed the body wants.”

Student Life raised a finger.

“And how far from human trials are you?”

I met their eyes. “Assuming IRB approval, and with funding, within two years on patch grafts. Four years for vascular, neural, or total organ. The only reason we’re not there now is budget and sample access. The tech is ready. The protocols are waiting for the right campus to back it.”

Legal Affairs quirked a brow. “That campus being St. Celeste?”

I nodded, not letting myself flinch.

“That’s right. Our lab’s already outpacing three major pharma groups. They have money, but we’re two prototype generations ahead, thanks to the university’s support, and a team that works twenty-four-seven.”

“Anything proprietary about the manufacturing?” Business Affairs again, eyes calculating.

“Every scaffold is printed onsite. Kits are patent-pending, but the secret sauce is in the peptide programming. It’s all code, which means St. Celeste would own the intellectual property, not just the bragging rights.”

That one landed. Even Dean Hargrove, who hadn’t so much as shifted since I started, leaned in slightly.

I kept my face neutral, but inside, I was swinging for the fences.

The tension in the room was a living thing. Nobody dared break it, not even to cough.

I could see nerves twitch in two of the board members. Even Chase, suddenly, wasn’t sure if he should gloat or sweat.

I let my hands rest on the table, solid now, finally done with their tremor. The room was dead silent.

All I had to do was keep them hooked for the main event.

If I could do that, everything, my future, my relationships, my place at this university, would finally be mine.

And I’d be able to prove, once and for all, that even a guy who walked in with nothing could leave as the last man standing.

***

If the first round was survival, the second was about glory.

Now that I had them looking, I needed to make it hurt in the best way. No more tripping over nerves. I was in my element, and with every click of the remote, the data got sharper, the images wilder, the potential impossible to ignore.

“All right,” I said. “Let’s get specific.”

I switched to the next slide, side-by-side images of wounds in animal models. The control side looked like something out of a bad hospital documentary: pitted, scarred, barely any regrowth. But the BioPrint side? Clean, seamless layers of skin, impossible to see where the injury started and ended.

“This is a thermal burn on a rat,” I said, letting the image rotate under the doc cam as well. “Traditional grafts can restore coverage, but full sensory function? Never happens. With the scaffold, you see not just skin, but sweat glands, full regeneration of nerve endings, and zero scarring.”

Student Life made a sharp note.

I toggled the next slide, microscopy images in living color. “Here’s what’s happening underneath. The scaffold releases controlled growth factors, no peaks, no overload. At every point, we track tissue formation, and once there’s enough density, the scaffold dissolves in tune with the healing.”

Legal Affairs raised a skeptical hand. “How does that compare, say, to the leading synthetic already on the market? The one from MedGenesis?”

I was ready. “We used MedGenesis as a control. Their model regrew tissue at 60% the rate of normal healing, and the cells were disorganized. Lots of necrosis. Ours? 97% tissue density, almost no cell death. It’s not just faster—it’s perfect.”

Business Affairs guy, who’d barely changed expression, whistled under his breath.

Dean Hargrove steepled his fingers. “That’s fascinating. But what about use beyond rat models? I need you to talk about people, not prototypes.”

I nodded, flipping the slide again. “Glad you asked. Here’s limb trauma on a pig, closest known model to human tissue. See the micrograph? Within 14 days, scaffold’s almost completely absorbed. By 60, the nerve is fully bridged. The animal even passed gross-motor function tests. No graft, no immunosuppression.”

I aimed the pointer at the video loop running in the corner. A pig hopping off a testing table, walking without a limp.

“Imagine that for actual patients: amputation, not a disability sentence, but a window. Paraplegics? The neural version could rewire a missing segment in the spine. Burn victims? Grafts would heal faster than infection could start. And for things like organ patching, heart tissue, liver, no more waiting for a donor. You use the patient’s own cells, and you regrow what’s missing.”

Tech Transfer practically drooled. “So this would… what, eliminate the need for chronic immunosuppression? Even for cardiac patches?”

I nodded. “Exactly. Because the material is coded to each patient, immune response is nearly zero. And because it’s temporary, there’s no risk of chronic rejection.”

Chase cut in then, voice slick as black ice. “Sure, but you’re not talking human trials. You’re talking about rats and pigs. Last I checked, every pharma in the game shows nice slides and still fails at Phase 1. Unless this is all window dressing?”

He let it hang, waiting for the Board to jump on me.

I smiled, finally, genuinely. Then I advanced the next slide: a clinical review chart, fifty-plus data points charted, all from independent labs. The numbers were so high the Board had to look twice.

“We already have two partner labs at UCLA and NorthBay Medical running the show. Here are their data, not mine.” I pointed to the blue bars, which spiked off the charts. “Look at the rates. No lab in the country is posting this kind of neural regeneration, and you can see, in the source data, every experiment is peer-audited.”

Legal Affairs squinted at the screen. He couldn’t find the flaw.

Chase shifted in his chair, but the board was focused now. No more skepticism. Just the hungry quiet of people realizing they might be sitting at the ground floor of something people would kill for.

Dean Hargrove leaned in. “Walk me through an organ application. Something the board could relate to.”

“Heart tissue, for example?” I said, already on a roll. “If you have a heart attack, today’s gold standard is donor transplants. Most people die waiting. With this, you punch a patch out of the scaffold, seed it with the patient’s own cells, cardiomyocytes, if you want specifics, and within weeks, the patch is native tissue. No more donor waitlists. No more re-hospitalization for immune issues. You get a healed heart, and you’re back to function in months, not years.”

Dr. Ross didn’t move, but her eyes glinted. It was all the approval I needed.

Business Affairs was nodding now, hooked. “That could save the system tens of millions on post-op care, not to mention the legal exposure.”

“More than that,” I said. “You’d be first to market with something that leapfrogs every established player. St. Celeste could be the patent holder for the first practical regenerative scaffold in history.”

Chase tried one last time. “You keep talking about dissolving. What’s to stop an uncontrolled breakdown? I mean, if the matrix dissolves too fast, you could actually kill the patient. You admit that, right?”

I didn’t blink. “The scaffold can’t break down unless there’s stabilized tissue to replace it. We’ve programmed enzymatic triggers that only activate in response to natural, patient-specific growth markers. I can show you.”

I reached for the prototype, hands steady now.

“This is a sample fresh from the gel printer. If I introduce a fluid with a high concentration of protease, the enzyme bodies use to break down extracellular gel, you’ll see the matrix lighten and dissolve. That only happens because there’s ‘signal’ to do so. If I drop the same sample in saline, nothing happens. No tissue, no break.”

I toggled the document cam to a live shot, prepping a tiny pipette with clear liquid, just enough to do the trick. The scaffold glistened, perfectly intact and nearly invisible except for the lattice. One drop of the enzyme solution, and even under the board’s skeptical gaze, you could see the scaffold go almost translucent at the injection site. By the end of the segment, half the visible “artwork” had vanished, clean, no residue, just the tissue sample underneath.

It was small, but the effect was real.

The room exhaled as one.

“So it really does match up to the biology,” Tech Transfer said, awe in his voice.

“That’s the point,” I said, softly now. “Everything is patient-matched. We’re not fighting the body, we’re working with it every step of the way.”

Chase actually lapsed into silence then. There was nothing left in his playbook.

Dean Hargrove’s face had shifted. Gone was the icy, untouchable mask. He looked like a man who’d just realized a scholarship scandal was the least of his worries.

“Show us the neural application,” he said.

I nodded, bringing up the last slide.

“This is the piece de resistance.”

On the screen: two severed ends of a rat spinal cord, separated by a 2mm gap—a death sentence, in previous experiments. The first frame was bleak. The next showed the scaffold cradling the gap.

Then, frame by frame, the impossible played out: nerve fibers spiking across the gulf, connecting with uncanny speed. Within two weeks, the spinal gap was gone. In three, full motor activity restored. The animal moved, walked, even reacted to stimuli.

The board watched in utter silence.

I let the video loop, the clicker idle in my hand. The time lapse made the impossible look easy. Beautiful, even.

“This isn’t just faster than any published attempt. It’s perfection. No scar, no missed signal, no loss of function. We’re not even pushing the limit yet. We just haven’t had a chance to field test at scale.”

A beat of quiet settled in, a pause so heavy I was sure even the Board felt it.

Dr. Ross watched from her seat, face still unreadable, but her fingers steepled in a way I recognized: calculation, approval, maybe even pride.

I gave the room one last beat to process.

“All we need is time. And the backing of St. Celeste. With that, the first human application isn’t ten years away. It’s two. The only thing standing in the way is institutional risk.”

Every head at the table nodded in unison, maybe even mine.

I looked at Chase, but he’d already faded to background noise. His complaint binder may as well have been kindling.

The future was here, and it was built out of the very thing they’d tried to use against me.

For effect, I hit play again, slow-motion this time, with every frame illuminated like a secret being revealed.

You didn’t need to be a biologist to understand the miracle on the screen. The two ends of a rat’s spinal cord, sliced apart, hovered in parallel like a graveyard for hope. Then, flicker by flicker, tiny nerve fibers lashed out, seeking connection. The scaffold glowed blue, holding the gap open as the ends reached, bridged, and finally fused.

Within days, the “dead” zone was gone, replaced by a living network of reconnection.

Within weeks, the animal was moving, climbing, biting and kicking like the injury had never happened. I’d watched enough control videos to know: this never, never happened before. Not in any published study. But here, it looked almost routine.

The boardroom held its breath.

I let the silence build, just a heartbeat, then another. The animal’s legs flexed. The camera zoomed in for a last shot of the healed neural band, not a scar line in sight.

“Imagine that in a human,” I said, voice so soft it made them listen harder. “Right now, a severed spinal cord is a life sentence. Our model? Restores not just tissue, but real, functional movement. And we’re only getting started.”

Tech Transfer looked dazed. “But…that’s not possible. Is that even real time?”

I nodded, letting the moment land. “Absolutely. We can loop the video in normal speed, if you want. Two weeks, not two years. All peer-verified.”

The Business Affairs guy had the air of a man re-running a dozen grant-funding conversations in his skull. “So…this could mean full paralysis, reversed?”

“Exactly,” I said. “No more wheelchairs for half the injuries. No scar tissue, no pain, no waiting. If you get the scaffold in fast enough, you can save whole sections, even get function back in chronic cases.”

I let that settle.

Then I dropped the cherry on top: a slide titled “Cellular Senescence—Preliminary Observations.” It was my boldest play, and maybe the one true moonshot in the deck.

“I know most people are focused on wound healing,” I said, “but there’s another angle. If you tweak the scaffold, adjust the peptide signals, there’s an effect on aging cells. In about 10% of my samples, old tissue exposed to the matrix doesn’t just regrow. It reverts. Telomere length goes up. Senescence markers go down. We haven’t published, but the data’s all here.”

I toggled the chart. It was like watching age run backward, cells returning to a youthful state, as if someone had hit the reset button.

That’s when the boardroom lost its composure. Tech Transfer gasped, hand to his mouth. Legal Affairs looked at the rest of the table like they’d just seen smoke turn to gold.

Even Chase froze. The color drained from his face.

But the real prize? Dr. Ross, lips pursed, allowed herself the barest nod, quick, tiny, but absolutely there. Her approval soaked through my bones like sunlight.

Dean Hargrove took off his glasses, eyes fixed on the screen. He didn’t say a word for a full fifteen seconds.

I cleared my throat and went in for the kill.

“With the right support, St. Celeste doesn’t just make the front page. You own the next decade of regenerative medicine. NIH has already flagged two papers for priority review, and at least three medical research foundations are watching us. If there’s a race, we’ve already leapfrogged the best teams in the world, Stanford, Genica, even MedGenesis in Germany.”

I rolled out the final slide, news articles, emails, and a photo of the prototype getting high-fived by an actual Nobel laureate. If the board wanted proof, I had it in spades.

We stood there, barely breathing, as the dean leaned in, eyes shining. “You’re looking at a Nobel prize,” he muttered, low and steady, like it was a secret just for us.

Right then, Dr. Ross finally spoke up, her voice even, almost matter-of-fact. “They’re already floating Mr. Mercer’s name. He’s earned quite the buzz in the scientific community.” The words hung in the air, sharp and electric, like the hum you get right before something big breaks open.

For a moment, nobody said anything; the weight of it pressed down, heavy and thrilling all at once. The Nobel. Mercer’s name. You could almost see the future shimmer, a promise about to burst into reality.

“All we need is a greenlight. A little time, a little faith, and a shot at doing what nobody else can.”

For the first time all day, the room wasn’t minefield. It was a coronation.

The board conferred, voices hushed but urgent. If I’d had a radio, I’d have piped in the NFL theme. They bent, then broke, in under four minutes flat.

Dean Hargrove looked up, eyes almost warm.

“Mr. Mercer, this Board has reviewed the evidence and your prior…testimony. Effective immediately, provided you deliver a working prototype suitable for trials by the end of the academic year, all complaints regarding your personal arrangements are considered moot. Your research, and continued association with St. Celeste, will proceed. We expect nothing less than excellence.”

He paused, as if daring me to show any sign of weakness.

I met his gaze, held it. “Thank you, sir. I won’t let you down.”

Next to him, Legal Affairs managed a smile. “I’ll want a private meeting about the IP, but, congratulations, Mr. Mercer. You’re about to become a very famous man.”

Tech Transfer went in with a handshake, strong as a clamp. “If you need anything, anything at all, you let me know.”

I signed the chain of handshakes, grinning like a lunatic, and for a second I let the feeling wash over me: I’d won. Not just the battle, but the war.

Chase didn’t even wait for the afterglow. He grabbed his binder, chair scraping hard enough to leave a mark, and stormed for the exit. The door almost cracked on the hinges. If I wanted to savor anything more, it was that.

But the last moment belonged to Dr. Ross.

She stood, crossed the room in four measured steps, and offered her hand. “Well done, Mr. Mercer,” she said, voice velvet over steel. “I hope you realize the gravity of what you’ve achieved.”

I caught it, a hint of pride, a flicker of humanity in her eyes. For a heartbeat, she was more than professor, more than judge or mentor. She was the woman who’d backed me when nobody else would.

I squeezed, not too hard, not too soft. “Thank you, Dr. Ross. For everything.”

She smiled, then straightened back to CEO mode, walking out ahead of the pack.

I packed up my gear with hands that didn’t shake anymore.

Outside, the air smelled sweeter than it had all year.

I had a future again, a real one, with teeth and muscle and enough momentum to drown out every whisper on campus. Research, dreams, and the women who’d stood with me. I owed them everything. And this time, nothing was standing in my way.

As I left the building, sunlight painted the world clinical and electric. My phone buzzed, a storm of texts already in play. I ignored them for now.

I’d just rewritten the story.

No more rumors, no more shame. Just the work, and the people who made it worth doing.

If anyone wanted a rematch, they’d know where to find me.

But first? Back to the house, back to the women I loved more than anything in the world, back to the life I’d fought to keep.

And a promise: I’d never give anyone a reason to doubt me again.


Chapter nineteen
Terms and Conditions


The world inched forward in slow motion after the board’s verdict, and by the time I hit the steps of Delta Omega Sigma, I was already plotting how to keep the real circus from blowing up. The rumors were only going to get spicier. We’d won our case, but if any of us slipped now, my scholarship and the women’s reputations would be toast.

Time to run the harem like a functional family before someone from the admin office tried to run it for us.

I texted the group to meet in the common room at 8:00 sharp to discuss our…arrangement.

You’d have thought I was prepping for a moon landing. Mia had gone full logistics officer: chairs in a perfect circle, the low marble table set with mugs, sparkling water, and a lineup of color-coded journals. Every other note-taking device known to man was in play, post-its, pens, even a mini whiteboard. The air pulsed with caffeine and way too much hairspray.

Chloe got there first, trailed by a melody of bracelets and her usual scent of coconut and vanilla. She flounced right into the seat next to mine and hooked her arm around my bicep, as if reminding everyone that, regardless of the paperwork, she had first dibs.

Brooke strolled in second, denim shorts and zero shame, a steaming cup balanced in one palm. “So is this like relationship boot camp, or are we just picking a new safe word for orgies?” she said, parking herself on the edge of the nearest ottoman with a wiggle that dared anyone to look away.

Rory arrived on her own clock, lips pursed and stride all business, a legal pad tucked under her arm. She sized up the seating arrangement for weaknesses before taking the chair with the best line-of-sight to the door.

Mia was already in place, calm and glowing, her pen moving before I even started talking. From the way she smiled, you’d think this was her dream scenario. Maybe it was.

Serena glided in, not a hair out of place, clipboard in hand. If anyone wanted to run a coup in the White House, she’d have the dress code and choreography nailed in five minutes.

Last was Ren, who looked like she belonged in an art gallery, ink smudged on her fingers and a paint-stained journal peeking from her bag. She didn’t say a word, just flashed a small, private smile and settled in with her legs tucked under her.

I looked around at the circle and tried not to feel like I was about to stand trial twice in the same week.

“Okay,” I said, letting my tone run calm but not bossy. “First order of business, now that we’re not getting kicked out or expelled, we need a way to actually make this work long-term. For all of us. It’s not just about my scholarship or your reputations. I refuse to let us be the next rumor in the groupchat.”

Chloe squeezed my arm, her head tilting to rest on my shoulder. “Aww. You’re worried about us, baby?”

I smiled. The way she said it, it didn’t sound like a punchline.

“Point is,” I continued, “we need rules. Not just for looks, real ones. Boundaries, time, signals, what to do if things get tense. Everyone gets a voice. Nobody gets ignored.”

Brooke grinned, flashing teeth. “Can one of the rules be ‘more sex, less admin meetings’?” She shot Ren a wild glance and bumped her ankle under the table. “Otherwise, I’m forming a union.”

Rory rolled her eyes but didn’t hide the smile breaking through. “Maybe start by letting everyone talk, Brooke.”

“Fine. But I get the last word,” Brooke shot back, drumming her fingers on the mug.

Mia took a slow sip of tea, then set it down, folding her hands gently. “How do you want to do this, round robin, or jump in when we feel it?”

Serena raised a hand, classic. “I’d suggest we each name our top priority, then one dealbreaker.”

Ren nodded, silent but signaling approval with a flick of her pen. She sketched something in her notebook, maybe doodling the group, or just plotting how to keep us from going nuclear.

I gestured to Chloe. “You want to start?”

She was already leaning in, body turned so she could look at every woman at the table.

“Easy,” Chloe said. “I want honesty. Like, if someone’s mad, or jealous, or just needs more, just say it. Secrets suck. I don’t care if you’re sleeping with him twice as much as me, or not at all, as long as I know where I stand. I hate the guessing part.”

Her hand snaked up to trace my jaw, her thumb soft on my skin. “And I need time with Noah. Not just hookups. Like, real time to connect one-on-one. That means dates, late-night walks, dumb inside jokes, and movies on the couch. If it turns into just sex, I’ll freak out.”

Brooke laughed, elbows on her knees, cleavage out for anyone paying attention. “She’s so cute when she acts tough. But yeah, I get it. Emotional transparency, add it to the list.”

Rory cleared her throat, sitting up straight. “Nobody’s shocked you led with that. But for me? Scheduling. I have stuff. Labs, work, campaign deadlines. I can’t do four-hour slow burns on the beach every other day. If we want this to work, we set a calendar. We block out who’s sleeping in Noah’s bed when, and we stick to it. If someone flakes, they cover the lost slot, don’t double-book and expect a make-up.”

Mia nodded, as if she’d predicted every word. “That’s actually super reasonable. I’ll second Chloe on the private dates. They’re important to me, even if they’re quick. I’m talking one-on-one time, not a group cuddle pile every night. I like sharing, but sometimes I want to feel like the only girl in the universe. It doesn’t have to be fancy, just intentional.”

She jotted a note, then looked up, blue eyes soft but insistent. “My dealbreaker? Don’t use someone else to avoid a fight. If you’re angry at me, don’t go bone my sister to blow off steam.”

Serena didn’t blink. “You think that’ll be a problem?”

Mia shrugged, half-smiling. “Just naming it before it happens, that’s all.”

Serena put her clipboard on the table, palms flat. She didn’t fidget, ever. “I’m going to be blunt. If the Board is watching, we have to appear normal in public. No overt affection with more than one woman at a time, no visible marks, no getting photographed sneaking up the stairs at midnight. We prioritize discretion off campus. No public sex at the pier, no surprise threesomes at charity events.”

“Let’s get one thing straight. I’m not giving up PDA with Noah,” Chloe said, her voice edged with playful stubbornness. “That’s a deal breaker for me.”

Serena grinned, that knowing fire in her eyes. “Relax, baby girl. I never said no PDA. I mean, you and I can’t be making out with Noah right in the middle of campus while we’re walking to class. That’s all.”

The hope flickered and dimmed in Chloe’s eyes; her lips pressed into a soft frown and she let out a long, low sigh. “Fine,” she breathed, every word thick with want. “But that would be so hot.”

Serena glanced my way, clinical but not cold. “That means we have to coordinate. If there’s a group date, fine. But in public, one pairing per event. Zero exceptions. If you want chaos, do it at home. Or in Ren’s room, if she’s game.”

Ren looked up, her dark eyes gleaming. "I'm totally game," she said, voice throbbing with real heat—the words barely past her lips before Brooke's hand shot up, palm open. Momentum crackled between them and, grinning, Ren slapped her a high five.

Brooke’s turn. She stretched both arms overhead, T-shirt riding up just enough to show her abs (she knew it, too). “I don’t love being told when and how to get off, but…whatever. I agree with Chloe: I need honesty, but not a guilt trip if I’m hornier than the rest of you. If I want to sneak him into the shower, I’m gonna do it. But if someone else is feeling left out, they get next pick. Omega rule—whoever just got railed can’t block the next person in line.”

She grinned, wicked. “Also, I want veto power on dumb positions. I’m not risking my yoga career on a failed sex trapeze just because Outlier here gets inspired.”

Chloe’s giggle cut sharp and clear. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she turned to me, smile stretching wide, a flicker of challenge in the curve of her lips. “Maybe we should try fucking on a trapeze, babe.”

Ren finally spoke, voice velvet and low. “I think everyone’s missing the point. Not every problem is solved by more rules. Sometimes jealousy just pops up. Instead of pretending we’re above it, let’s make it fun. If someone’s getting moody, we do an art challenge, or a cooking competition, or a stupid TikTok dance. Winner gets first dibs next date night, loser picks dessert. That way, nobody just stews. You redirect.”

She looked down, then flashed me a secret smile. “And I, um, don’t like being forced into group stuff if I’m not in the mood. Sometimes I want to paint, or read, and that’s enough. So add ‘solo time’ to the package, please.”

Chloe let out a breath. “This is already a better system than most of my friends’ relationships.”

Rory raised her glass, deadpan. “And it only took a campus-wide sex scandal to get us here.”

Serena stifled a smile. “Summarizing: emotional honesty, scheduled time, one-on-ones for those who need it, total discretion in public, king-of-the-hill logic for sex, and creative solutions for jealousy.”

I pulled my own notebook, flipping it open.

“Let’s put it in four buckets: Jealousy Management, Time Allocation, Public Behavior, and Boundaries, both emotional and physical. That cover it?”

Seven heads (six beautiful, one mine) nodded as if we’d just solved world peace.

I wrote the first heading and read aloud as I went.

“Jealousy Management: If anyone feels left out, call it before it gets toxic. We do something together, a game, a challenge. Winner picks the next solo date or event.”

Mia nodded, already scribbling it into her own notes. “Can the challenges be non-sexual? Like actually fun, not just raunchy?”

Brooke winked. “I mean, define ‘fun.’ Art night gets wild after three shots.”

Ren smiled, blush sneaking up her cheeks, but didn’t disagree.

I wrote the next:

“Time Allocation: Use shared calendar. Block out nights, rotate, but don’t double-book unless it’s a planned group event. One-on-ones honored, no canceling last minute unless there’s a genuine emergency; makeup has to be equal quality or better.”

Rory piped in. “And if you switch, you have to clear it with everyone involved. No secret swaps.”

I circled it. “Copy that.”

Next up:

“Public Behavior: Only one couple at a time in public. No group hand-holding, no visible marks where rumors can start. If it’s a party or event, pre-coordinate who’s on the ‘date’ roster.”

Serena nodded, businesslike. “And if you see a camera, default to friends-only body language. Leave the PDA for indoors.”

Chloe made a thumbs-up. “That’s a hard one for me, but I’ll be good. Promise.”

Brooke made a face, but even she sat up a little straighter at the thought of going viral for the wrong reasons. “Yeah, I don’t want to get booted for being a legend. Fine.”

Last:

“Boundaries, emotional and physical: Always ask before joining a scene. No pressure for group sex if anyone wants out. Solo time respected. Also, if things get heated, pause and actually talk it out, not just let it fester.”

Mia added softly, “And no using sex as a substitute for conflict resolution. That always ends badly.”

Brooke cackled. “Says the woman who can outlast me three orgasms to one. But sure.”

I finished jotting, then sat back. “Anyone want to add or edit before we sign the Magna Carta?”

The mood, which had simmered with tension at the start, suddenly lightened. Even Rory, who played it cool, was tapping her pen in approval.

Chloe took my hand and squeezed, then aimed a bright smile at the group. “I love it. We should totally make it official. Like, write it in blood or pink glitter.”

Ren, wicked, pulled out a black sharpie and drew a heart on page one of my notebook. “There. Now it’s airtight.”

Serena recited the guidelines back from memory, flawless, of course, and each woman took turns agreeing aloud, even Brooke, who did it with an arched brow and a sarcastic “aye, captain.”

Mia, ever the peacekeeper, sealed the deal: “It’s not perfect, but it’s ours. I think that’s what matters.”

Rory closed her notebook with a snap. “And if anything gets weird, we call a house meeting. Or a girls’ night out to reset.”

Brooke stretched in her seat, arms overhead, tank riding even higher. “So, are we done with the United Nations, or do we get to christen the new rules?”

Chloe grinned, pure gold. “Depends who’s on tonight’s calendar…”

Brooke and Ren swapped a glance, something private and electric, while the rest of the group let the afterglow of actual teamwork settle in.

Six women, one guy, and only a little chaos.

If we could pull this off, St. Celeste was going to need a new word for scandal. And I was going to need more coffee.

***

The last of the guidelines hit the page, and just like that, the entire room exhaled. Tension blown away, replaced by the kind of energy you only got after surviving something together, the wild, sparky charge of real partnership. Or maybe it was just the caffeine and the way Chloe’s laughter made everything better.

Brooke led the way, first to slam her notebook shut and cat-stretch in her chair. The move put her entire body on unapologetic display, red hair spilling down her back, tank top riding up to flash her golden skin and the start of those abs nobody could shut up about.

She aimed a sly look at Ren, a private, dangerous little up-and-down—and whatever passed between them was pure conspiracy.

Chloe barely waited a beat. She slid right up to my side, pressed a kiss to my cheek (then, because she was Chloe, full-on locked lips with me before I could react) and murmured, “You’re the hottest mediator this house has ever seen, baby.” Her palm found my thigh, fingers squeezing for emphasis. “I’ve gotta go finish my comms paper, but maybe you’ll come tuck me in later?”

“Count on it,” I said. Her smile could have powered half the state.

She drifted out, waving at Mia and Serena like it was just another Tuesday.

Mia and Serena hung back, collecting mugs and kind of slow-dancing their way through the usual post-meeting debrief. “Are you actually going to finish the regression matrix tonight, or just pretend and watch reality TV with me?” Mia teased, already tucking her journal under one arm.

Serena, always the stoic, cracked a tiny smile. “Maybe both. I multitask. But only if you make popcorn.”

Mia looped her arm through Serena’s, and the two wandered off, talking probability curves and making plans for a midnight snack.

Rory, who’d spent most of the meeting scheduling people into oblivion, checked her phone, thumb darting over the screen. She looked up just long enough to deadpan, “I’ve got a late shift at the lab. You three behave, or don’t, so I have something to gossip about.” Then she was gone, but not before sending a wink my way that said she knew exactly what was coming.

The atmosphere was pure comfort now, everyone taking shots at each other, sniping, laughing, and backing it up with casual touches and shared glances. Brooke ruffled Ren’s hair, Ren hip-checked Brooke in return, and for a second, I wasn’t the only centerpiece. The house felt like a living thing: loud, bright, and (maybe for the first time) truly on the same team.

Brooke leaned in, lips finding Ren’s ear. She whispered something, probably illegal in at least two states, and Ren went scarlet, eyes wide, then ducked her head with a half-giggle she tried to hide behind her hand. “Brooke!” she hissed, but the grin never left her lips.

Brooke grinned wider, all teeth and trouble. “What? I’m just eager to field test our shiny new rules.” She looked right at me, eyes extra blue, and drew me up out of my chair with zero resistance. Her palm fit mine perfectly, warm and magnetic. “C’mon, babe. It’s time to christen the new arrangement. You up for it?”

Ren, still a little dazed, slipped to my other side and laced her fingers through mine. “My roommate’s gone all weekend,” she said, her voice soft but loaded, every syllable another invitation. “Nobody to interrupt or call dibs.”

Brooke didn’t wait for more encouragement. She hauled me toward the stairs with a confidence that bordered on reckless, Ren tight on my other side, bodies already aligning as if we’d done this a thousand times.

Our hands fit together, the energy building with every step. The sound of banter and clinking dishes faded to a hush.

By the time we hit the second floor, it was just the three of us. Three hearts, three hungry bodies, and a whole night to see how well we could make the new world order work for everyone.

If there were ever doubts, they were gone now.

The real celebration was just getting started.

***

Ren’s room was pure magic. Equal parts art studio and secret garden, with a giant unmade bed as the altar in the center. String lights zigzagged overhead, casting a warm, golden haze over half-finished canvases and the soft riot of color that seemed to coat every surface. The smell of paint mixed with the clean vanilla of fresh linen and something unmistakably female. Sex, anticipation, and adrenaline all lined up in perfect harmony.

We barely got the door closed before Brooke pounced, crushing her lips to Ren’s with a hunger that made my cock throb under my jeans. Their bodies pressed together, all curves and muscle, red hair tangled in black, Brooke’s hands gliding under Ren’s tee before I even took my first breath.

Ren’s voice was a husky whimper, but her arms were strong. She yanked Brooke closer, fingers digging into her back, like maybe this was something she’d dreamed of for months and only now gave herself permission to want. She looked at me over Brooke’s shoulder, eyes bright and pleading. “You gonna stand there, or help her out?”

Brooke grinned, already peeling Ren’s shirt up and over her head. The sight was fucking electric. Ren’s body was ballerina and bombshell at once. She had a tight, sculpted waist and hips built for temptation, but the real showstopper was her chest. Two perfect, gravity-defying tits, way too big for her frame, with perky, blushing nipples that practically begged for attention.

Brooke cupped both in her hands, squeezing just enough to make Ren gasp, a reaction as sudden and addictive as a hit of pure adrenaline. Fuck. Ren’s breasts were beyond anything I’d ever seen not generated by AI. Simply unreal. She was Asian Barbie, sculpted perfection in her arms, and Brooke couldn’t get enough, not for a second. The temptation shimmered sharp inside her, wild and insistent. “God, these are spectacular. Is it bad that I want to bite them?”

“Try it and see,” Ren said, breathless.

Brooke grinned and did exactly that, her teeth gentle, then wicked, lips closing around Ren’s nipple as the girl arched and shuddered in her arms.

Watching was torture, in the best way. My cock strained against my zipper, hard, leaking, desperate, while Brooke stripped Ren naked with slow, assured movements that made it more performance than routine. Ren’s jeans were next, yanked low to reveal a strip of black thong barely masking the perfection of her ass. The girl had legs like sculpture, a dancer’s line that only made her tits look bigger by contrast.

Brooke had her own brand of intimidation. She’d ditched her shorts, standing there now in ripped tank and scarlet panties, a goddess built for power and speed. Her all-natural D-cups bounced with every motion, nipples visible through the thin cotton, hair wild and eyes brighter than summer sky.

Brooke hooked her thumbs in Ren’s panties and slid them down extra slow, baring every inch of that tight, impossible, smooth body, dark curls shaved neat and glistening at the center.

My mouth watered; I licked my lips, chasing away the dryness as I looked at Ren standing before me completely naked. I’d lost count of how many times I’d made love to her, but it was like every time I stripped her bare, her body outdid itself, as if fucking her had called forth something new. Maybe not just a goddess, but the goddess, the real Ren. The kind of woman legends whispered about. There were hard tens, sure. But then there was Ren Reed, in a league with Chloe Bennett and nobody else.

Even now, my eyes drank her in, unable to get enough. If perfection had a body, it was hers. Afire, awakened. God, I was lucky to even touch her.

Ren moaned, stepping out of them, then turning to face me, art and desire glowing on her skin. “Don’t just stare, baby. We want you.”

A jolt of arousal whipped through my gut, spinning my stomach like I’d been flung around a dozen times. My head swam, vision blurring out as dizzy need crashed over me. I wanted them. Both of them. The hunger was raw, sharper and more consuming than anything I’d ever felt before.

Brooke spun on me, eyes full blaze. “Strip for us, stud. Unless you want us to do it for you.”

I opened my mouth, but my shirt was already off, Brooke closing in, hands quick and greedy, dragging it up and over my head. Her fingers blazed a trail down my spine, mapping every muscle, before she locked lips with me, tongue tangling, hips grinding against my cock.

Ren was right behind, fingers skating over my abs, then lower, unfastening my belt in one practiced flick. Jeans went next, boxers caught in the crossfire, and two seconds later, I was just as naked and hungry as they were.

The girls circled, taking me in. I felt raw, like the only man left on earth and the luckiest bastard alive at the same time.

Brooke grabbed my cock, stroked it twice, and grinned. “Still the prettiest cock on campus.”

Ren giggled, that shyness gone now that hands and mouths were in play. “Don’t let him get too cocky. I’m pretty sure we could kill him with a double-team.”

Brooke winked. “That’s the plan.”

We tumbled onto the bed, satin cold and perfect under our skin. For a beat, it was pure chaos, limbs in every direction, laughter and kisses, hands everywhere. My cock pressed between Ren’s thighs, hot and slick, while Brooke pinned her down and devoured her lips.

Ren’s hair spread wild across the pillow, her body small under Brooke’s but so alive. Brooke straddled her hips, legs wide for balance, her own tits bouncing as she rocked in place, grinding her soaked cunt on Ren’s mound.

They kissed, deep and filthy. Then Brooke straightened, perched over Ren, and beckoned me forward.

“Sit back, Outlier. Let us show you how it’s done.”

I did as I was told, barely made it upright before Brooke shimmied up and planted herself in my lap, legs on either side of my hips. Her pussy was wet even before she lined me up, the lips hot and swollen as she stroked my cock along her slit.

Ren knelt behind Brooke, cupping her breasts in both hands. She tugged at Brooke’s nipples, rolled them, then sucked one in, tongue swirling pink to harden the bud. Brooke moaned, head thrown back, hair a flaming halo while Ren worked her over.

Brooke’s gaze locked mine, pupils blown. “You watching, Mercer? She’s got a mouth like velvet. Almost as good as her pussy.”

Ren didn’t miss a beat. “Then maybe you should let him try mine.”

Brooke grinned. “After I’m done with him.”

She pressed down, swallowing my cock all at once, warm, tight, greedy. Her hips set the tempo, slow ride at first, every drop of friction electric. I filled her up, her cunt clenching, pulling me deeper than I thought possible. Sweat already beaded at my brow.

Ren worked down, peppering kisses along Brooke’s body until her lips met the seam where we joined. She licked up the length of my cock where it vanished inside Brooke, then sucked my balls, tongue teasing, fingers never leaving Brooke’s chest.

Brooke bounced harder, riding me with zero restraint. Every slap of her ass was addictive, muscle and curve flexing in my hands. I caught her rhythm, thrust up to meet her, and her moans went wild.

Ren’s voice was a purr in my ear. “She loves it when you’re rough. Don’t hold back.”

Brooke ground down, her cunt milking me on every pass. “Fuck, yes, baby. Harder. Show Ren what it’s like when you come alive.”

I snapped my hips, driving into her so fast the bedframe shook. Sweat slicked our bodies, heat building in waves. Brooke’s orgasm hit with a shout. She slammed down, quaking, drenched, then went limp against me, panting like she’d run a mile.

Ren cradled her, kissing Brooke’s neck, then locked eyes with me. “My turn?”

Brooke slid off, collapsing beside us, but her hand found my thigh. “She’s all yours. She’s been soaking wet since we walked in.”

Ren straddled my lap, but didn’t mount me; instead, she pushed me flat, then crawled up over my face, knees framing my head.

Her pussy hovered right above my mouth, plump, perfect, glistening. I didn’t wait for instruction. I grabbed her ass, pulled her down, and buried my tongue in her.

Ren shrieked, hips clamping tight. She rocked on my face, every nerve alive, her taste wild and sweet and so addictive. Brooke fingered herself as she watched, but didn’t stay out of the action long. She kissed down Ren’s back, ran her tongue along the crease of ass, then slipped two fingers inside Ren’s cunt right alongside my tongue.

Ren lost it. Her thighs squeezed, cunt spasming, breath shattering with every lick. She came hard, body rigid, but I didn’t stop, just kept eating her, teasing her clit until she was sobbing with pleasure.

When she finally collapsed back, limp and dazed, Brooke grinned.

“Go easy, Ren. He’s got to fuck you yet.”

Ren flipped onto her back, hair a black halo in the painted moonlight. “Do it, Noah. I want to feel all of you.”

Brooke rolled me on top of Ren, then straddled my hips from behind, her tits pressed to my back. She whispered in my ear, “She’s so fucking tight, it’s a miracle she hasn’t ripped your dick off. Do her proud.”

I remembered every inch of her, the way she squeezed around me like a velvet vice, and the thought alone made my cock twitch with restless hunger. I couldn’t get enough; I craved to be inside her again, to feel that vise-grip hold me tight and milk me for all I was worth. Just the memory of her slick, impossibly snug pussy wrapping around me almost made me lose control. I needed to feel her again, to rut against her heat and get lost in the satin noose of her body. She was so perfectly tight, and I couldn’t wait to drown myself in her all over again.

Ren’s legs spread wide, inviting, and I lined up, cock dripping with need. I slid in slow, inch by inch, and holy fucking hell, she was snug, velvet, pure heat. Her pussy sucked me in, and I nearly lost it right then.

Brooke reached around, squeezed my balls, then circled Ren’s clit with her free hand.

“Fuck her, Outlier. Deep. She loves being stretched.”

The sensation was unreal. Ren’s body flexed beneath me, hips rolling in time with my thrusts, her tits bouncing with every stroke. Brooke’s hands guided my pace, urging me faster, rougher, pushing me to the edge.

Ren gazed up, sliding her fingers through my hair, pupils wide with pure lust. “Harder, baby. God, yes. Fill me up.”

I obeyed.

Brooke licked at my neck, nibbled my ear, then bent to capture Ren’s nipple between my lips. Ren’s fingers splayed across my back, nails digging deep, anchoring herself as I drove into her.

We hit a fever pitch. Sweat poured, bodies locked, every moan and shout echoing off the string-lit walls. Brooke pinched Ren’s nipple, then moved down to suck hard on her clit, her red hair a blur between our bodies.

I was losing composure. Every thrust brought me closer to the breaking point. Brooke sensed it; she twisted around, kissing me hard, her mouth open and needy, tongue filling me as my cock pounded Ren’s pussy.

Ren’s hands scrabbled at my shoulders, then locked around Brooke’s arm, grounding herself. “I’m coming—holy fuck, don’t stop!”

Her climax hit like a train, cunt pulsing, thighs trembling, voice gone raw. Brooke’s lips never left her clit, drawing it out, and the grip of Ren’s pussy nearly sucked the orgasm right out of me.

Brooke caught my face in both hands, eyes burning, and went in for the kill. “Finish for us, Outlier. Fill her up. I want to see her leaking with your cum.”

That was it, the wild, convulsive breaking point, the moment when all pretense and reserve crisped to nothing and I belonged to sensation alone.

I slammed into Ren, hips snapping, cock twitching at the edge of agony and bliss. Each thrust was involuntary, Brooke’s hand clamped on my ass, grinding me deeper, her other hand on Ren's hip to steady the collision. Ren’s pussy was a velvet vise, squeezing, rippling, coaxing every desperate pulse from my cock with a greed only matched by her needy gasps. I felt myself swelling, thickening, the animal urge to fill her so overwhelming I saw nothing but white.

I lasted for maybe three strokes before I detonated. My whole body arched and locked, muscles rigid, breath torn from my lungs. I erupted into her with a violence that should have broken me, every spasm echoing through my core. The world washed out into pure static. Heat, tremors, Brooke’s chant in my ear, Ren’s shriek, the wet slap and squeeze of her cunt milking the last of me turned my climax into a near out-of-body experience. I was nothing but raw pleasure, body boneless, heart pounding against the inside of my ribs.

Brooke didn’t let up. She grabbed my face, tongue deep in my mouth, swallowing my hoarse groan as I came. Her fingers tangled my hair, her body pressing mine into Ren's, and I was surrounded, smothered, anchored by their presence. Even as I shot the last of my massive load, Ren shuddered under me, her hips locking, and I knew she was coming again, cunt spasming around my cock, draining every drop and leaving me utterly spent.

The comedown was almost as intense. My vision fuzzed, colors blooming at the edge of my sight. I collapsed forward, pinning Ren to the sheets, my breath hot against her throat. She trembled and gasped, still pulsing, her legs locked around me. Brooke kept peppering my neck and shoulders with kisses, gentler now, murmuring between each one.

“Goddamn, Noah,” Brooke whispered, and I felt her smile against my ear. “You really don’t disappoint.”

Somewhere beneath me, Ren giggled through her aftershocks, her laughter a series of hiccuped breaths. I realized I was still inside her, the heat of her cunt clutching me even as I softened. I started to pull out, but Ren clamped her thighs tighter, like she didn’t want to let me go just yet.

“Stay, baby,” she whispered, voice gone small and shaky. “Just… for a second. I love to feel you inside me.”

Brooke’s hands went gentle, stroking my back, fingers tracing the sweat-beaded line of my spine. I could feel her heart hammering almost in time with mine. She sprawled next to us, tangling her legs with mine, her lips wandering from my ear to Ren’s cheek, where she pressed a soft, lingering kiss.

We stayed like that, bodies knotted, skin sticky, breath mingled, for a long, wordless moment. The world shrank to just this tangle of limbs and sweat and the soft afterglow of shared exhaustion. My pulse slowed, vision gradually sharpening, brain rebooting from its pleasure blackout.

When I finally rolled to the side, carefully withdrawing from Ren, she gave a tiny whimper at the loss. Her body still twitched, little aftershocks making her hips jerk and her breasts tremble. I scooped her up, spooned against her back, and Brooke flopped on the other side, sandwiching Ren between us.

The three of us lay there, chests heaving, chins resting on shoulders and arms slung wherever they landed. The room smelled like sex and skin and heat. I felt a laughter building inside me. A stunned, incredulous joy that this was my life now, that I’d just been fucked out of existence by two women who were so perfect they threatened reality with their very existence.

Ren angled her head, eyes glassy but bright, and gave me a look of pure, unadulterated love. Her hair was a mess, cheeks streaked with drying tears and sweat, lips swollen and so kissable it hurt to not be kissing her.

Brooke reached across Ren, caught my hand, and laced her fingers through mine. She grinned, wild and so alive. “Told you we wouldn’t break him,” she said, squeezing Ren’s ass for punctuation.

Ren managed a weak laugh, breathless and giddy. “I think I broke myself.”

Brooke sprawled out, one leg tossed over both our hips, her hair a wild banner across the sheets. She looked utterly wrecked. “So, yeah, this arrangement is gonna work.”

Ren snuggled close, her cheek pressed to my chest. “If you two ever need backup for a rematch, I’m all in. Just let me hydrate first.”

I wrapped my arms around them both, savoring the feel. Their soft skin, tangled limbs, sweat and afterglow and the deep, perfect hum of being woven together was pure bliss.

We lay there for ages, not bothering to clean up, cum leaking down Ren’s golden thigh, the world reduced to the slow drip of ceiling lights and the sound of our heartbeats falling into sync.

Brooke rolled her head to the side, lips curling into a smirk. “Breakfast tomorrow? Or do we fuck again and sleep through it?”

Ren giggled. “We made a rule, remember? Group breakfast. Otherwise, Rory writes us up for truancy.”

I snorted, then kissed the top of Ren’s head. “Breakfast sounds good. And if I can walk by then, maybe we’ll join the others.”

Brooke smacked my ass, gentle but pointed. “You’d better. Otherwise, Chloe stages an extraction, and we’ll never hear the end of it.”

My whole body buzzed, the ache of release mixing with something sweeter. Belonging, maybe, or just the certainty that this was exactly where I wanted to be.

We drifted, half-asleep, fingers laced, wrapped in each other and the promise of another day wilder than the last.

No alarms, no drama.

Just three tangled bodies, a house full of possibility, and a hunger that never really quit.

If the world wanted to call it scandal, they were only getting half the story.

Because for us? This was just the beginning.


Chapter twenty
Harem Engineering


If you’d told the high-school version of me that my mornings would someday start with an alarm, a lab coat, and six women vying for a piece of me, I’d have laughed myself straight into the nearest recycling bin. But this was real: seven AM sharp, me alone with the click-hum of the Innovation Lab, and the relentless forward-march of time as I tried to outpace disaster.

First order of business was always coffee. Not the pod-machine crap either. Actual brewed stuff, usually cold because I got so lost in the work I forgot it existed. On the counter, a single mug waited next to the Gen 4.4 BioPrint prototype, my name Sharpied in black marker that never quite washed off no matter how much solvent I used.

The prototype looked different every week. It had to. The board’s deadline hung over me like a guillotine they’d spelled out in prison-yard font: deliver a functioning, human-ready scaffold or kiss your research (and possibly your ass) goodbye.

So I ran it like a war campaign. My workbench was lined with progress. Gen 3.9, Gen 4.0, 4.1, and so on, all archived in labeled baggies like the world’s grossest collector cards. The current champion, Gen 4.4, sparkled under the lamp: nano-printed polymer bands, peptide hydrogel, tiny sensors inlaid like art. Perfect on paper, but Mother Nature had ways of embarrassing you if you didn’t double-check every angle.

First move: unlock the case on the 3D bioprinter, power up the custom interface, and check the settings. The blue glow of the LCD was so familiar I think it haunted my dreams. Temperature here, print speed there, composition ratios tight enough to make the old versions look like crayon drawings.

I loaded the updated formula, hands steady despite the buckets of adrenaline and sleep deprivation. One wrong decimal, and the whole thing could melt like a marshmallow. I’d learned that the hard way. Twice.

As the printer spun up, I killed time by updating my research journal. I didn’t trust AI summaries, never had, so I logged everything by hand in a battered, spiral-bound notebook, diagrams in gel pen, color coding for failures versus wins. Today was “tweak day”. I’d shifted the signal peptide by 0.2% and introduced a new microchannel pattern meant to speed vascular in-growth by at least twenty percent. If that actually worked, I’d allow myself a donut with lunch.

A clang from the printer told me the scaffold was done. I slid it onto a sample tray, then moved to the microscope, old-school, compound optics, never let me down. Under the lens, the scaffold resolved into a blue-white lattice, every strut perfectly spaced, curves so fine you could run a hair down them and never find a flaw.

I snapped pictures at every axis then rolled the tray to the tissue rig, where a slice of engineered dermal sample waited for its moment of fame. The real test: could my baby actually heal the gap, or was it just pretty scaffolding with a death wish?

I let the integration run as I moved to the wall. There, above the whiteboard, was my tactical calendar. Every day a little skull-and-crossbones marching toward “Board Final Demo” day at the end of the month. Red X’s everywhere, more than half the milestones crossed off with my favorite fat marker. Three days ago: “Complete Gen 4.3.” Yesterday: “Submit pig trial data.” Today: “Optimize vascular.” And at the bottom: “Don’t fuck up.” Underlined twice.

For about three quiet seconds, I allowed myself to hope.

Then my phone buzzed. Not an alarm. Chloe.

She ghosted into the lab less than a minute later, hair perfect, sundress so bright it made the overhead fluorescents blush. She carried coffee like a bribe, but the real prize was the smile and the impossible energy she poured into the room.

She wove around the equipment like she’d been born for it. Zero fear of the sharp stuff, just curiosity and heat. “Morning, genius,” she said, voice syrup-sweet. “Brought you the good stuff. Extra shot, no sugar.”

I reached for it, but Chloe had other plans. She bounced up on tiptoes, pressed the cup into my hand, then yanked me down for a kiss. Not the quick, peck-on-the-cheek kind. This was a full-lipped, tongue-on-the-back-row, “I own your heart, your brain, and your balls” kind of kiss.

It left me breathless. It also left a loud, candy-red lipstick print right on the collar of my lab coat. Chloe saw it instantly, grinned, and traced her thumb over my jaw.

“You’re hot when you’re in scientist mode. Maybe I’ll just leave a few more marks for the microscope to find,” she teased, and then, like she’d never detonated my nervous system, she twirled and headed for the door.

“Go break the world, baby,” Chloe called back, blue eyes alive with mischief. “Lunch after comms lab?”

“Deal,” I managed.

She was gone in a whoosh of golden hair and coconut air. The lipstick on my collar was the only evidence she’d ever been there, but it felt better than most victories.

Three minutes later, I caught sight of the lipstick mark in the reflection off my sample tray. Instead of scrubbing it off, I smiled. Why even pretend to hide it? Half the board cared more about the headlines than the science. Let them see I had a life worth envying.

Back to work.

The tissue sample under the rig was doing things even I hadn’t predicted. The scaffold attached on contact, curling in to anchor the wound margin, then pulsing faint pink as my signal peptides triggered new cell growth. I documented everything, photos, time-lapse, even a handwritten note: “Integration speed up 0.4x. Increased vascular uptake. Side effect: matrix slightly more opaque, but that’s a tweak for tomorrow.”

I jotted the new data onto a rolling summary sheet and marked another milestone off on the wall.

My phone pinged again, this time with the real monster: the relationship schedule. I’d built it out of pure necessity. There was no way to survive without it. The app mapped a full week, color-coded by name. Blue for Chloe, pink for Mia, red for Brooke (fitting), gold for Rory, green for Ren, violet for Serena, and a string of gray for the times I pretended to rest or focus on solo lab work. Dr. Ross even had her own block, strictly for research reviews and “progress updates,” though that was a minefield all its own.

Every square was filled, sometimes double-booked (group events, or the occasional sibling summit), but otherwise ironclad. It wasn’t romance; it was logistics at the bleeding edge.

I checked the week ahead: Tuesday morning labs (Chloe cameo, check), afternoon study with Rory, walking meeting with Mia, and “private dinner” with Serena tomorrow. Brooke had her “unpredictable window” marked only by a fire emoji, which meant I needed to find a closet with a lock or risk public exposure.

Chloe had left her own entry for today: “Lunch with babe, 12:45, bring proofs of Gen 4.” A heart and a winky face. I added a reminder to bring extra napkins.

With the relationship schedule, even the messiest polyamory felt like a controlled experiment. Everyone could see where they stood. No drama, no guessing games. Even jealousy, that old ghost, was reduced to a solved equation. If only all of life worked that way.

The morning ran on caffeine and focus-adjust, observe, document, repeat. By ten, I’d logged two major data boosts, updated the wall tracker, and built the next test batch for tomorrow’s pig trial. It was clinical, precise, the kind of grind that gave my brain peace, even when the rest of my life was chaos.

But I never lost sight of the reason for all the rush. Every time my phone vibrated, another reminder, another sexy text, another meme from the girls, I felt it: the engine at the center of my world. I wasn’t just building scaffolds in the lab.

I was laying brick and mortar for a future that didn’t slice me in half, didn’t force my hands to let go of one world just to hold onto the other. I wanted it all, the work that set my mind alight and the women who gave it meaning, who made every grind worth it. It was never just my future, no; it belonged to us, all seven. Maybe even eight, if things with Vivian kept heating up, if the current kept carrying us forward the way it was, undeniable and sure.

And if I had to schedule every second of my day to make it work, so be it.

That was the real scientific method: try, fail, recalibrate, and go again. Never let the system beat you. Never let the haters see you sweat.

Unless the hater was Chloe, in which case, you let her see you sweat and beg for more.

I grinned, caught the lipstick spot again in the lamplight, and went right back to the scaffold.

Because if the world wanted proof, I was going to give it to them. One perfect, engineered miracle at a time.

And maybe order donuts for lunch. If you survived this kind of morning, you deserved a reward.

***

Nobody tells you the hardest part of a multi-woman relationship is the transitions. I went from running tests on the BioPrint prototype to stepping into the echo chamber of the campus library where the only thing louder than the silence was the pulse of anticipation between me and Rory.

She was the first harem wife on today’s block. Even the way she sat, spine straight, skirt perfect, hair sleek and immovable, turned every eye in the place. At our table, she’d already constructed a defensive perimeter: books in neat stacks, legal pad with bullet points, color-coded highlighters like landmines. I took my seat, and she slid a chemistry text my way without looking up.

“You’re late. If this were Congress, you’d be up for censure,” she said, eyes scanning her calendar as if the fate of the nation hung on our tutoring session.

I shrugged. “In my defense, the rat didn’t heal itself.”

Rory smirked and finally met my gaze. Her eyes held this impossible mix of challenge and invitation. “For you, I’ll allow a motion to strike.”

We “studied,” but only if you counted her quiz questions dancing between real and suggestive.

She’d slip me index cards, some with actual science, some reading:

- “If I get this one right, you owe me a backrub.”

- “Define endothermic… with your mouth on my neck.”

- “Why are you so much hotter when you pretend not to care?”

Every time I answered, she countered. Her legs found mine under the table, and her foot traced lazy circles along my calf while she pretended to highlight key passages. The tension was wild—library-quiet, but with a current under every word.

She passed a folded note, old-school. I opened it.

In her perfect handwriting: “I’m not wearing panties. Prove you can focus.”

I nearly lost my place on the page.

Rory arched her brow, watching for cracks in my armor. I forced myself to finish three more sample problems before giving in. I scrawled on the back of the card:

- “That’s not a challenge. It’s a dare. You sure you’re ready for what comes next?”

She read it, cheeks flushing. The next hour was all barely-veiled innuendo, hands brushing as we flipped through notes, her voice dropping every time she teased me with another line that would have gotten us thrown out if anyone else heard.

We never made it past the second chapter.

When the clock hit noon, Rory packed up with military precision, leaned close, and whispered, “Meet me in the stacks after your next session. I’ll show you a trick they don’t teach in science class.”

Library seduction: accomplished.

***

Mia was next on the day’s circuit.

She preferred the slow lanes, a hand in mine, sunlight, nothing but soft conversation and the steady rhythm of being seen. We’d walk the edge of campus, her arm looped through mine, the world shrinking until it was just the two of us.

Mia asked about the scaffold, but not the way professors did. She wanted to know how it felt, what kept me up at night, what I was afraid to get wrong. Her questions ran deep, but never judged. When I doubted myself, she squeezed my fingers and reminded me, “You don’t have to fix everything. Sometimes, you just let it grow.”

She made me laugh, and that was rare.

Sometimes we’d settle on a bench, and she’d sneak her feet into my lap, expecting a massage while we mapped out futures neither of us dared say aloud. Mia always smelled like vanilla and something faintly herbal, comfort, safety, a peace I hadn’t known in years.

When she leaned her head on my shoulder, I let myself lean back. The contact was gentle, but it hit hard: with Mia, I didn’t have to perform. I could just be. She liked the silence. She liked me.

Before I left, she brushed her lips over mine, slow, thoughtful, memorable. The kind of kiss that lingered even after the moment faded.

***

Then there was Brooke.

Brooke didn’t do scheduled romance; she ambushed it. If you heard her heels in the corridor, you had maybe three seconds to brace. This time, she caught me outside the physics lab, grabbed my shirt, and yanked us both into the nearest supply closet.

Before I could even process, she was up on tiptoes, tongue in my mouth, hands everywhere.

“Miss me, lover?” she said, already working my buckle.

She had on this crop top that looked painted on. Her tits bounced with every move, nipples hard and practically slicing through the cotton. I tried to answer, but she was already stroking my cock through my jeans, then freeing it with a practiced flick.

Brooke didn’t need preamble. She turned, braced hands on a shelf, and hiked her skirt so her ass, perfect, round, hypnotic, was on full display.

“Quickie,” she said, bending over for emphasis. “They say you can’t fuck brains out in under five minutes. Prove ‘em wrong.”

I lined up, pressed into her dripping heat, and bottomed out in one smooth thrust. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, soaking wet and greedy. Brooke moaned, loud enough to risk discovery, but that was part of her kink.

I pounded into her, pace brutal and unrelenting. Every slap of skin echoed off the metal shelving, her ass rippling with every collision. She reached back, grabbed my hips, and braced for the ride.

“God, yes,” she groaned. “Harder, baby. You know I can take it.”

I did. I barely lasted three minutes. She was that good. The friction, the danger, the sight of her bared ass swallowing my cock, it all hit too fast. My balls drew tight, and I emptied inside her in a rush, spurting so deep she whimpered and clenched.

Brooke milked every drop, hips grinding back as she came around me, her moans muffled by the sleeve of her jacket.

After, she stood, wiped sweat from her brow, and turned with a devilish grin.

“Still undefeated,” she bragged, tucking her tits back into place. “Maybe next time, I’ll let you last a whole ten minutes.”

She winked, kissed my cheek, and sprinted off. I buttoned up, heart pounding, and tried to look like I hadn’t just had the best three-minute fuck of my life.

***

Next up: art therapy with Ren.

She lured me to her studio with promises of “creative breakthroughs.” In truth, it was her excuse to stare at me for hours, sketchbook in lap, tongue poking absently from the corner of her lips.

I sat at the workbench, fiddling with a scaffold while she drew. Ren’s hands moved quick—fast, sure lines, capturing more of the truth than any camera. Sometimes she’d pause, study the angle of my neck or the set of my jaw, and then go back to work twice as intense.

“You know you look different when you’re thinking,” she said, glancing up. “It’s like you’re solving six puzzles at once. Makes you hot.”

I raised a brow. “Hot, or insane?”

Ren grinned. “Depends on the sketch.”

She hopped up, perched herself in my lap, and showed me the latest drawing. It was me, lost in the microscope, focus absolute, but with a barely-hidden smile like I knew the world’s secrets and wasn’t sharing.

Ren kissed me. Light at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing until I felt my cock stir. She ground herself on my thigh, the friction making her whimper.

“God, baby. I can’t get enough of you. Did you know I get my best ideas when you touch me?” she whispered.

We fell into each other, the air charged with an electricity that made restraint impossible. Our kisses grew hungry, hands roving with no hesitation, my fingers threading beneath Ren’s shirt to clutch at the impossible fullness of her breast. She filled my palm, a weighty, perfect curve, and I wanted to lose myself in the sensation, but Ren danced just out of reach, savoring the heat between us.

Under her clothes, heat radiated from her skin, growing slicker the more I touched her. My fingers grazed the damp fabric of her panties and came away wet, evidence of her arousal clear and deliberate. Ren wanted it, all of it, but she craved the buildup most. The anticipation was its own kind of pleasure for her. Every tease, every brush, only made her more ravenous. She was wound tight, on the edge but not quite ready to fall.

“You should let me paint you naked next time,” she joked, shivering when I played with her nipple through her lace bra. “It’d be my masterpiece.”

“Maybe after finals,” I said. “Payoff for surviving the gossip mill.”

She laughed and nipped my ear. “You’re on.”

Before she went back to the sketch, she whispered something that stuck with me.

“Don’t let them change you, baby. The world can adjust to your weird.”

After she left, I checked the artist’s rendering. She’d gotten it right. Even when I was surrounded by chaos, I was anchored by them, by the work, by the insane perfection of moments like this.

***

Serena liked dinner meetings. She showed up at the lab exactly at six, bag with gourmet takeout under one arm and a calm confidence that muted any leftover stress.

She set up plates, poured us drinks, hers sparkling water, mine black coffee, because she liked me alert. She asked about the prototype, listened to every word, then drilled down with questions that would have made my grad-school instructors sweat.

“What’s your error margin in the breakdown rate?” she asked, scanning the printout like it was an admissions test.

“Under four percent. Next goal is sub-one, but that’s chasing ghosts.”

She nodded, impressed but not indulgent. “If anyone can do it, it’s you.”

While we ate, she updated me on the campus rumor scene (Chloe and Brooke were trending, apparently) and offered inside info on which faculty were rooting for Team Outlier. Serena was always elegant, never rushed, never loud, (well, she was in bed but that’s a different story) but her presence could freeze a room or light it on fire. In research, and in sex, she was the gold standard.

After dinner, she slid into my lap, pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “If you hit your milestone tonight, text me. We’ll celebrate the way you like best.”

She left me with a file of her own, detailed, flawless, annotated with Serena’s signature calm. I glanced at her handwriting, then at the way she’d left her scent on my shirt. She wore perfume like armor, but up close, it was all sex and invitation.

If I ever wanted to be distracted, Serena was the one to call.

***

And then there was Vivian.

She played by different rules. In public, she was all business. Hair up, suit crisp, voice loaded with authority.

We held our “progress reviews” in her office, always with a full audience. She’d grill me on IP, on scalability, on the ways my scaffold would outperform every rival on the market. Her questions cut, and I had to stay sharp.

But beneath that, there was always another layer, a glance held two seconds too long, a smirk when I demolished one of Chase’s old arguments, a softening of her tone when I referenced an obscure paper she’d written years ago.

She never broke character, but sometimes, when everyone else had left, she’d look over her glasses and say, “You know you’ve already outpaced last year’s Nobel winner, right? Don’t let them box you in.”

It was the highest compliment and maybe the most dangerous one. Nothing with Dr. Ross was ever simple. But every time I walked out of her office, I felt taller. Like maybe I didn’t have to apologize for being this intense, this stubborn, or this impossible to scare.

***

Day after day, the schedule rolled on: Chloe with her love, Rory with her games, Mia with her soul, Brooke with her raw hunger, Ren with her insight, Serena with her impossible standards, and Dr. Ross with the reminders that I could change the world if I refused to give up.

They knew every version of me. The lover, the scientist, the wildcard nobody saw coming. With them, I was never bored, never lonely, and always, always wanted.

It was exhausting. It was exhilarating.

And it was all mine.

By sunset, I’d crossed off two more names from the harem schedule. My brain was fried, my body a mess of endorphins and adrenaline, but my heart was exactly where it should be.

I scrolled the phone, checked the week ahead, and wondered how I’d ever lived without this much chaos or this much reason to keep fighting.

Tonight? At least three of them were plotting to get me alone.

If that didn’t drive a man to finish his work before the next deadline, nothing would.

***

If the university admin had bugged the Delta Omega Sigma common room, they’d have found a covert operation running harder than any homecoming week. The harem had gone corporate, strategizing, collaborating, and, above all, making sure nobody left the table without a smile (or, failing that, ammunition for next week’s gossip session).

Chloe called the summit, obviously. When she wanted something, the world bent to her will. She’d transformed her favorite couch into mission control, laptop open, dry erase board ready, and the event-planning Google doc projected on the flat screen for all to see.

Mia flanked her, arms full of art supplies and a tray of almond croissants she’d “just happened to bake” at dawn. She set the food on the table and started cutting pastel paper hearts (“for the scrapbook,” she said, ignoring Brooke’s eye roll).

Brooke sprawled across two chairs, stretch pants and bare feet, chugging a mimosa like it was Gatorade. She was already lobbying for a “no dress code, but lingerie encouraged” party theme, scribbling outlandish party games in the margin of the agenda.

Rory arrived armed with a spreadsheet and three highlighters, only to stop dead at the sight of Brooke’s red lace bra hanging from a chandelier. “Classy,” she deadpanned, then tried to take over from Chloe, which lasted exactly one round before Chloe sweet-talked her back into second-in-command.

Ren looked a little shell-shocked by the energy, but she kept up, sketching out invitations with a custom logo (“It’s the BioPrint, but with hearts,” she explained under her breath) and arguing with Rory about rooftop versus beach venues. Their banter was less catty, more “girlboss meets episode of Modern Family.”

Serena drifted in last, freshly showered and dressed like she was about to host a TED Talk on etiquette. She carried a folder with meeting notes, but also a list of all the faculty who needed to be kept in the loop if the launch party was going to fly under the radar.

The only absence was Dr. Ross, but that was deliberate. She’d already emailed Chloe a bulletproof plan for keeping me locked down in the lab (“uninterrupted research windows,” “no house drama between 8am and 4pm,” and “please remember to feed him real food”). She even offered to “procure celebratory champagne” for the group, as long as someone else managed the toasts. Dr. Ross’s fingerprints were everywhere even when she wasn’t.

At first, it looked like chaos. Six women, twenty competing ideas, zero willingness to compromise. But underneath was pure teamwork. Instead of fighting for my attention, they traded war stories: which one of them had managed to steal me for a full hour last week, the accuracy of my calendar app, and who made me blush hardest when I got caught off-guard.

“Everyone knows you’re his favorite,” Ren teased Chloe, sketching a quick cartoon of her with my arm around her waist. “He literally lets you write the schedule.”

Chloe beamed, unashamed. “That’s called leadership, sweetheart. Besides, we all know his real kink is ‘please, God, let me finish my grant application before midnight.’”

Brooke cackled. “I still think we should do the afterparty in nothing but lab coats. Or just the safety goggles.”

Mia blushed but piped up, “As long as we get photos for the house photo wall. I want at least one where he doesn’t look shocked to be in the harem.”

“We’ll need to run decoy events for the sorority board,” Serena murmured, already half-dialed into crisis prevention. “If the party gets loud, I don’t want to see it on the student rumor app before we get our first drinks.”

Even Rory, who once would have resented the group dynamic, now leaned into the fun, poking Ren about her hand-drawn decorations. “If you do the invitations, will you hide Noah’s phone number this time? The last groupie nearly crashed our brunch.”

They all cracked up. No edge to the laughter, just the giggly, easy affection of women who’d been through hell together and come out the other side closer for it.

Mia passed out croissants. “I don’t know if he even likes parties that big, but he deserves it. He’s worked so hard. Maybe everyone writes him a note? Something to remind him he’s more than the research?”

Brooke rolled her eyes. “I’ll write it on his cock if that makes it stick.”

That almost broke Serena. She actually choked on her sparkling water, cheeks going pink.

“I’m serious!” Brooke protested. “He’d love it. Or we just take a group shower and see whose lipstick lasts the longest. Winner gets him for the night.”

Chloe nearly lost it. “Brooke, you are an agent of chaos. But I love the lipstick game. Points for stamina?”

“Deal,” agreed Ren, wickedness blooming in her grin. “Chloe probably wins, but I want to see Mia’s game face.”

Even Serena cracked a real smile. “If you’re going for scandal, at least bring good champagne. I’ll write the thank-you notes for the faculty.”

Rory leaned back, arms folded, watching the chaos with a warmth that would have shocked her parents. “Has anyone considered that he might just want a quiet night with all of us?”

Chloe beamed. “That’s the whole point, Ror. It’s not about the party. It’s about making him feel like he actually belongs.”

Silence, just for a second, so rare when the group was together.

Then Mia, soft as always, said: “He already does. We’re just reminding him.”

They spent the next hour plotting the details: playlists, drink menus, secret handoffs to keep me in the dark. Everyone contributed. Nobody tried to one-up the others. And every plan, sexy, sweet, or somewhere in between, was about pulling off something that would blow my mind and remind me I had the best support crew on campus.

By the time I got home, the common room looked untouched. You’d never have guessed a harem-level plot had gone down.

But there was a sticky note on my computer: “Don’t look at the surprise folder unless you want spoilers. Lunch is in the fridge, and Mia says to hydrate. Counting down the days, babe. – Love, All Your Girls.”

If there was a better feeling than that, I hadn’t found it yet.

This was the future I’d wanted. One where chaos bent to the rules of affection, and nobody got left behind.

The only job left? Deliver a breakthrough big enough to make the whole game worth playing.

Not just for me, but for the team that made everything possible.

***

If there was a heaven for night owls, this was it.

The Innovation Lab was a cocoon of blue shadows and code, every square inch engineered for after-midnight triumphs or disasters. Most people crashed out by eleven; my brain never hit peak until the air buzzed with pure isolation, the campus lights drained, and the only sound was the hum of gear and my own heart skipping.

Tonight, the place was humming harder than ever. Four banks of monitors painted the air electric. On my main bench, an array of micro tools gleamed like surgical jewelry, every piece right where I’d left it. The desk was its usual split personality: notes and research journals jammed into piles, but every pipette and sample plate squared to the millimeter. My world, my rules.

If you stood still, you could taste the ozone crackle from the negative ion fans. The chamber itself, the heart of the operation, sat front and center, glass gleaming, every circuit inside ready to rewrite a chapter of medicine. A lesser man would have gone home to bask in his own legend. I wanted the proof.

I rolled back my sleeves, feeling the tension and fatigue ghosting up my arms. It wasn’t exhaustion, more like the high before a sprint. The next version of the BioPrint Scaffold nestled in its sterile pouch, pale and almost translucent, like a sliver from the future. I could see the peptide lattice glimmering faintly at the edges, ready to take the leap none of its ancestors could.

The only thing in the world that mattered was getting it right.

I keyed the main lock, gloves tight, the glass hatch hissing open. The air inside was cool and sharp, chilled for the tissue samples. My hands were steady—strange, considering how much caffeine I’d dumped into my system, or how much I wanted this. I peeled back the sterile wrap and cradled the prototype between thumb and forefinger, careful not to crush the matrix.

Every move was a little performance for the gods of chance: slice a section of test tissue, pin it in the clamp, float the scaffold over the cut, and let the chemistry do its slow, inevitable work.

I eased the prototype onto the sample right at the ablation site. The mesh settled, hugging the tissue as if it remembered being alive. Even before I closed the lid, the first changes started: a faint blush at the interface, fluid wicking in, the color shift that signaled phase one was working.

I locked the hatch, tapped the console, and set the timer.

Three weeks of prep, two million micro-adjustments, and it all hinged on whether the code behind this gel could outsmart a living cell.

The monitors flared up, filling the dark with moving graphs and data points. I couldn’t look away, not even to blink. Every time the sensor refreshed, the numbers leapt. Cell density, signal propagation, the kinetic curve of protein release, all indicators green. But what blew my mind was the video feed: a closed-circuit shot of the gap bridging, first slow, then all at once. The scaffold gloved itself to the sliced tissue, then pulled it together with a hunger that looked borderline violent.

My throat was tight as hell. I braced both hands on the edge of the console, watching the time-lapse run faster. The control samples were a joke compared to this. The new prototype wasn’t just matching best-in-class; it was vaulting right over, two, three times the rate.

The curve on the monitor spiked so hard it looked unreal.

I couldn’t breathe for a second. I yanked up the reference overlay, double-checked the calibration, and even swapped in the backup sensor. Same story. Whatever I’d done three days ago, it had changed the game. This was not just proof-of-concept. This was Nobel, if the world was ready for it.

I barked a short laugh, giddy, almost unhinged. Maybe I even swore; I don’t remember. My own hands were shaking now, not with nerves, but with the pure, raw high of nailing something no one else on earth could.

I spun over to my laptop, no wasted movement, no hesitation, and started logging the results in three mirrored files. The numbers poured in: regeneration rate, scaffold breakdown, zero measurable necrosis. Even the side-channel sensors, electrolyte transfer, pH variance, behaved better than any prior test. It was like the thing had grown a brain and decided to win.

The air felt different, charged. My skin prickled with the realization: I’d done it. Not a patch, not a band-aid, but a living bridge, pure and clean, made by my own hands. This was the kind of breakthrough people sold their souls for. All the failures, the setbacks, the late nights and early panic, totally worth it.

I slumped in the chair, burning with adrenaline so sharp I thought I might vibrate through the floor.

Before I could catch more than three breaths, my phone vibrated once, then again, then in staccato. Notifications lit the screen, each brighter than the last, and I knew without looking it wasn’t admin, or a jealous rival.

It was the harem.

First up: Chloe, blue hearts and fireworks stacked around the preview.

Chloe: How’s our genius doing? We’re planning something special for you! xoxo 💙😉

My lips curved without permission. I could picture her: sprawled on the bed in a tiny cami, sunglasses propped on her nose, orchestrating some kind of mischief with Brooke and probably texting with one hand while she taste-tested frosting from her finger.

The next banner slid in, different energy, same impact.

Brooke: Hope you’re ready for the reward waiting when you finish that prototype ;)

No confusion as to her angle. With Brooke, subtlety was for cowards. I read the message again, cock twitching at the memory of her bounce and bite, the way she’d ridden me earlier that morning like the world was going to end.

Underneath, less flashy but twice as potent:

Mia: So proud of you, Noah. Can’t wait to celebrate your success. I love you!

Mia’s warmth glowed through every word, equal parts mentor and lover, her patience and faith the thing that got me through every breakdown the rest of the world never saw. I swallowed, a little tight, feeling the edge of actual emotion push past the sex and adrenaline.

The texts kept coming, piling up in the notification shade. Even Serena chimed in, her words neat and razor-sharp.

Serena: The data stream looks promising from here. Finish strong, lover. The girls are on deck to make you theirs tonight.

I snorted. Of course she’d be monitoring the lab remotely, probably making notes on both my experiment and how she’d dismantle me after.

There were more: Ren, understated as always, sent a single emoji (a paint palette with a heart), and even Rory, who let her walls down only in private:

Rory: Don’t work too hard tonight. The house isn’t the same when you’re gone.

And as if in afterthought - so proud of you, Noah. I knew you could do it.

That made my chest tighten and I fought back tears blurring my vision.

I let the messages stack up, not bothering to type a reply. My hands alternated from the console to the phone, documenting everything: the miracle curve, the stitched tissue, the proof I wasn’t just an impostor in someone else’s lab.

Each notification pinged. Each data point confirmed it.

I was exactly where I belonged.

The rest of the world faded. The old heartbreak, the rumors, the impossible pressure of not fucking up. In the blue glow and the hush of my private war room, it was just me, the scaffold, and the women who’d for some reason decided to build this wild future alongside me.

Somewhere in the background, the chamber beeped, marking the close of the first cycle. The video feed was insane: the tissue gap was gone, replaced by a seamless band of living cells. The scaffold had already begun dissolving, every molecule snapped off in perfect harmony with the new growth. It was, in every scientific sense, impossible.

I screen-captured the hell out of the progress, uploading it to the master file and blind-copying myself on every timestamp. The work wasn’t done, not really (science never was), but for the first time ever, I had something that was undeniable.

For a weird, quiet second, I just sat.

The workstation cast wild shadows across my knuckles. I let the dark and the blue meld, the hum of the lab filling my head like white noise. I could have stayed there forever, suspended between miracle and memory.

I thumbed the phone, running back through the messages. Each one a different flavor: playful, filthy, gentle, competitive. All real. All mine.

I stared at the prototype, still humming in its test cradle, and realized what was happening.

My life wasn’t crumbling anymore.

I’d built something. A future, a love, a legend. The only thing left was to claim it. And from the way the girls were converging, I had a feeling the rest of the night would be a celebration nobody on the coast (or the Board) would ever forget.

For now, I let myself lose ten seconds, just ten, draining in the pride and the possibility.

When I finally went back to work, I did it with a grin, every cell in my body alive with anticipation.

The data was gorgeous, the harem was waiting, and for once, I didn’t have to choose between the two.

Tonight, I’d built the impossible.

And tomorrow? The rewards were going to blow the rest of the world away.


Also by Rex Sterling


Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.

Harem Lake: Full Box Set: An Unconventional Harem Romance
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This fully remastered Harem Lake box set brings together the explosive stories Birthday Bash and Daddy’s Girl—now expanded, intensified, and nearly doubled in length with a brand-new, never-before-released bonus scene! It’s hotter. It’s dirtier. It’s everything you didn’t know you needed.


After the death of his wife, Steve Parker is done mourning—he’s ready to live. And his best friend’s jaw-droppingly beautiful college-aged daughters are more than willing to help him remember how. With their curves, charm, and alluring bodies, the Wyatt sisters are temptation made flesh... and Steve’s lakeside mansion is about to become ground zero for a summer of raw, unfiltered desire.


First up is Brooke Wyatt—a sultry redhead with a wicked mouth and a body that begs to be worshipped. Her surprise 21st birthday bash is more than just a party—it’s an invitation. And when Brooke makes her birthday wish, she doesn’t blow out the candles… she ignites them.


But the heat doesn't stop there. Blonde bombshell twins, Samantha and Josie Wyatt aren’t about to let their sister have all the fun. Gorgeous, hungry, and dripping with desire, the college co-eds want Steve every bit as much—and they’ll do anything to claim their place in his bed... and in his heart.


Harem Lake is an uninhibited tale of second chances, raw passions, and the kind of wild, no-holds-barred fantasy that most men only dream of. At this lake, every rule gets broken—and every desire gets satisfied. 
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