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Chapter 1: Back to school

⚜

The Tesla looked ridiculous in the student parking lot.

Not because it was expensive. Half the cars here probably had parents who wrote checks without looking at the amount. No, it looked ridiculous because I was forty-four years old and carrying a backpack like I belonged here.

I didn't belong here. Twenty-two years ago, maybe. Now I was the guy who funded startups, not the kid scrambling to finish his degree. But here I was, walking across the quad like every other student, except I had gray at my temples and a divorce settlement that could buy most of the buildings on campus.

Richard would have laughed at me. My mentor, the man who'd seen something in a twenty-two-year-old dropout and bet on him anyway. He'd passed three years ago, and the terms of his trust were clear: finish the degree to unlock the final fifty million for the foundation. Six credits. One semester. A matter of personal pride and a promise to a dead man.

I could still hear his voice in my head, that gravelly Brooklyn accent that years of wealth had never quite polished away. "You want to make a real difference, Marcus, you finish what you start. All of it." He'd said that a hundred times. I'd ignored him about the degree for twenty-two years. Now I couldn't ignore it anymore.

I adjusted the backpack strap. The thing was ergonomic, expensive, and made me feel like an idiot. A kid walking past me did a double-take, probably wondering why someone's dad was wandering around campus with student gear. I kept my head down and kept walking.

Business Ethics was in Richardson Hall, a building I vaguely remembered from two decades ago. The lecture hall held two hundred students, and I slid into a seat in the back row before anyone could notice me.

That lasted about eight minutes.

"Before we begin," Professor Whitmore said, scanning the room, "I'd like to acknowledge that we have a rather notable addition to our class this semester." He found me in the back, and I felt two hundred heads turn. "Mr. Cole, would you mind introducing yourself?"

Damn it.

I stood because sitting felt worse. "Marcus Cole. I'm here to finish a degree I should have completed a long time ago."

"Mr. Cole is the founder of Cole Ventures," Whitmore added, because apparently my humiliation wasn't complete. "One of the most successful venture capital firms on the East Coast. We're honored to have you with us."

The whispers started immediately. Phones came out. I saw camera flashes. A girl in the front row was already typing something, probably tweeting about the old guy in her class.

"Thank you," I said. "I'm just here to learn."

I sat down. The whispers continued for the rest of the ninety-minute lecture. I tried to focus on Whitmore's discussion of stakeholder theory, but I could feel eyes on me the entire time. Every time I glanced up from my notes, someone was looking. A group of guys in fraternity letters were smirking. A woman in the row ahead kept turning around, pretending to stretch, but really checking if I was still there.

Precisely the scenario I'd dreaded. I'd considered online courses, but Richard's trust specified in-person enrollment. Some clause about "the full experience of education." The old bastard probably thought it would be good for me. Build character or something. Right now it just felt like a zoo exhibit.

When class ended, I tried to slip out quickly. I almost made it.

"Mr. Cole? Marcus?"

Three women blocked my path. Young, eager, professionally dressed in that way college students think looks mature. The blonde in front thrust her hand out like we were at a networking event.

"I'm Amanda Chen. I run the campus business association, and we'd love to have you speak at our next meeting. Or maybe you could mentor some of our members? We have a startup incubator that could really use your expertise."

Behind her, the other two nodded enthusiastically.

"I appreciate that," I said, already moving. "But I'm really just here to finish my coursework. Nothing more."

"If you change your mind--"

"I'll keep it in mind. Have a good day."

I was out the door before they could corner me further. This was exactly what I'd been afraid of. Not the learning part. The circus part. The endless requests and expectations and people wanting something from me.

My ex-wife used to say I attracted attention whether I wanted it or not. "You walk into a room like you own it," she'd told me once. "Even when you're trying to be invisible." It hadn't been a compliment. Toward the end, nothing she said was a compliment.

The divorce had been final for eight months. Fifteen years of marriage, gone in a stack of legal documents and a fight over the Aspen house. She'd gotten the house. I'd gotten my freedom. Some days I wasn't sure who got the better deal.

The cottage sat at the edge of campus, just off Greek Row. I'd rented it sight unseen, drawn by the promise of privacy and proximity. It was small--two bedrooms, one bathroom, an open kitchen and living area--but it had a screened porch that looked out over a garden, and that's where I spent my first evening, laptop open, catching up on calls I'd missed during the day.

"Let me get this straight." David's voice came through the speakerphone, my business partner of fifteen years sounding entirely too amused. "You're actually sitting in a dorm, doing homework?"

"It's a cottage. And yes."

"This is incredible. Marcus Cole, the man who once told a senator to go fuck himself in a boardroom, is worried about his GPA."

"I'm not worried about my GPA. I'm worried about getting through this without becoming a spectacle."

"Too late for that. Your little introduction is already on Twitter. Hashtag billionaire back to school."

I groaned. "I'm not a billionaire."

"Close enough for social media. Look, just keep your head down, do the work, and get out. Three months. You've survived worse."

"Fine."

"And Marcus?" David's voice shifted to something like genuine concern. "Don't sleep with any students."

"Jesus. Why would you even--"

"Because you're newly divorced, moderately attractive for your age, and surrounded by young women who know exactly how much you're worth. Just be careful."

"Goodbye, David."

"I mean it. Keep it in your pants."

I hung up on him.

He meant well. David had been with me since the early days, back when Cole Ventures was two guys in a rented office with a dream and a prayer. He'd watched my marriage fall apart. He'd seen the toll the last few years had taken. Of course he was worried.

But I wasn't here for romance. I was here for six credits and a piece of paper.

Days two through four blurred together. I found a routine. Up at six, morning run through campus, classes until mid-afternoon, work calls until dinner, early to bed. Repeat.

The running helped. It kept me moving, kept me focused, gave me something to do besides sit in my cottage and wonder what the hell I was doing here.

The route took me past Greek Row every morning. Fraternities and sororities lined both sides of the street, their houses ranging from stately to questionable. The one next door to my cottage was Sigma Theta--a large Victorian with a wraparound porch and flower boxes in the windows. It looked well-maintained, almost elegant.

The women who lived there were hard to miss.

Every morning, a few of them would be on the porch with coffee. Yoga pants, tank tops, messy hair. The uniform of twenty-year-olds who hadn't yet learned that mornings were cruel. They'd wave when I ran past. I'd nod back. That was the extent of our interaction.

One morning, a dark-haired woman in a crop top leaned over the railing and wolf-whistled. I caught a flash of tan skin and curves before forcing my gaze back to the pavement. Her friend elbowed her, giggling. I didn't slow down, but I didn't complain about the view either.

I wasn't about to change that. Couldn't afford to. I was old enough to be their father, and the last thing I needed was any kind of complication with college students. David's warning echoed in my head every time I passed that house.

In Business Ethics, Professor Whitmore announced group projects. We'd be analyzing case studies, presenting our findings, examining the ethical implications of real-world business decisions. Teams of four, assigned randomly.

My partners were three juniors who looked at me like I might eat them.

"So," I said, pulling up a chair in our first meeting. "What are we thinking for topics?"

Silence. The two women--Jessie and Maya--stared at their laptops. The guy, Brandon, cleared his throat.

"Mr. Cole, we should probably--I mean, you're the expert, so whatever you want to do is fine."

"Call me Marcus. And I'm not here to take over. I'm here to learn."

"But you've actually done this stuff," Maya said. "Real business. Real ethics problems. We've just read about it in textbooks."

"Then let's combine perspectives. I'll share what I've seen, you share what you've studied, and we'll figure it out together. Deal?"

They exchanged glances. Nodded slowly. By the end of the hour, they were actually talking, debating, pushing back on each other's ideas. I listened more than I spoke. Let them work through the problems. They were smart. They just needed someone to treat them like equals.

When the meeting ended, Brandon hung back.

"Thanks," he said. "For not being... you know."

"An asshole?"

He laughed. "I was going to say intimidating. But yeah. That too."

I walked back to my cottage feeling something I hadn't felt in a while. Useful. Not in the way I was useful at work, where everything came down to money and leverage and making deals. Useful in a simpler way. Teaching. Mentoring. Being patient with people who were still figuring things out.

Maybe Richard had been right about the "full experience of education." Maybe there was something to be gained here after all.

I ate dinner alone, like always. Worked on my laptop until my eyes burned. Went to bed thinking about spreadsheets and term papers and the strange double life I was leading.

Friday night. Day five.

I was on the screened porch around eleven, laptop open, finishing a memo I should have sent hours ago. The garden was quiet. Crickets sang in the trees. A cool breeze moved through the mesh screens, carrying the smell of autumn leaves and wood smoke.

Then the shouting started.

It came from the backyard of Sigma Theta, maybe fifty yards away. Laughter first--loud, drunk, the kind that carried--then something sharper. Someone crying.

I stood. Listened. The crying got worse. Higher-pitched. Panicked.

I was off the porch and moving before I made a conscious decision. The gate between my property and theirs was unlocked. I pushed through it and crossed into their backyard.

What I found made my stomach turn.

A young woman was tied to a lawn chair in the middle of the grass. Underwear only. Covered in what looked like whipped cream and honey, the sticky mess dripping down her skin and matting in her strawberry-blonde hair. She was shaking--not from cold, though the night air was cool enough. She was hyperventilating, eyes wide and unfocused, chest heaving in quick, shallow gasps.

Around her, a circle of older women watched. They were laughing. Drunk. Someone was recording on a phone.

None of them noticed she was in genuine distress.

I'd seen panic attacks before. In my world, they happened in corner offices and bathroom stalls, when the pressure got too heavy and the cracks started to show. I'd talked more than one founder down from the edge. Recognized the signs. Knew what it looked like when someone was drowning in plain sight.

This girl was drowning.

"Hey." I stepped into the light, and the laughter stopped. "Someone want to tell me what's going on here?"

"Who the hell are you?" One of the women stepped forward, red Solo cup sloshing in her hand. "This is sorority business."

"Your sorority business is having a panic attack." I didn't wait for permission. I pulled my pocket knife from my jacket and crossed to the lawn chair in three quick strides.

"Hey! You can't just--"

"Watch me."

The girl in the chair--she couldn't have been more than nineteen--looked up at me with wild, glassy eyes. Her breathing was ragged, each inhale catching in her throat. Classic panic attack. I'd seen it before, in boardrooms and pitch meetings and emergency rooms.

I cut the ropes binding her wrists, then her ankles. Quick, efficient, careful not to nick her skin. She didn't move. Couldn't move, probably. Her body was locked up, frozen in fear.

I shrugged off my running jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders, covering her as much as I could. The whipped cream smeared onto the fabric. I didn't care.

"Look at me." I crouched in front of her, put myself at eye level. "Hey. Look at me."

Her gaze found mine. Green eyes, flecked with gold. Terrified.

"You're okay," I said. "You're safe. I need you to breathe with me. Can you do that?"

She nodded, just barely.

"Good. In through your nose. Four counts. Ready?" I demonstrated, breathing in slowly. "One... two... three... four. Now out through your mouth. One... two... three... four."

We did it together. Again. Again. Her breathing slowed. The shaking eased. Color started returning to her cheeks. The wild look in her eyes began to fade, replaced by something more present, more aware.

Behind me, I could hear the other women sobering up rapidly. Their laughter was gone. Now it was nervous murmurs, shuffling feet, the dawning realization that they'd crossed a line.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"P-Paige."

"Paige. I'm Marcus. I live next door. You're going to be fine."

Her eyes started to clear. She looked around, taking in the scene--the watching women, the sticky mess on her skin, the lawn chair she'd been tied to. Shame flooded her face.

"I didn't--I thought I could--"

"You don't have to explain anything. Let's just get you inside, okay?"

"What is going on here?"

A new voice cut through the night. Sharp, commanding. I turned to see a woman striding across the lawn, blonde hair swinging, face set in cold fury. She was dressed differently than the others--jeans and a silk blouse, like she'd just returned from somewhere more civilized.

The drunk women scattered as she approached. Something about her presence commanded immediate obedience. She was young--twenty, maybe--but she carried herself like someone who ran things. Like someone used to being in charge.

"Kendall," one of them started. "It was just a prank. We didn't mean--"

"Didn't mean what?" Kendall's voice could have frozen steel. "Didn't mean to assault a pledge and leave her to have a breakdown while you filmed it? Get inside. All of you. Now."

They went. Even the one with the phone hurried past without making eye contact.

Kendall turned to me, and for a moment I saw her composure flicker. She hadn't expected to find a stranger in her backyard. A man she didn't know, crouched next to her half-naked pledge.

Then her eyes focused on my face, and something shifted. Recognition, maybe. Or assessment.

"You're the neighbor," she said. "The one who moved into the cottage."

"Marcus Cole."

"I know who you are." She looked at Paige, then back at me. "Thank you for helping her. This never should have happened."

I stood, helping Paige to her feet. She was steadier now, though she kept my jacket wrapped tight around her shoulders. "She needs a shower and probably some warm tea. And maybe someone to sit with her tonight."

Kendall nodded. "I'll take care of it. Of her." She turned to Paige, her voice softening. "Come on. Let's get you inside."

Paige took a step, then stopped. Looked back at me with those gold-flecked eyes, still damp with tears.

"Thank you," she whispered. "I don't... I couldn't breathe, and you..."

"You're safe now. That's what matters."

Kendall guided her toward the house, one arm around her shoulders. At the back door, she paused and looked back at me.

"I'm sorry you had to witness that. It won't happen again." Her jaw tightened. "The women responsible won't be members of this sorority by morning."

"I believe you."

She hesitated, like she wanted to say something else. Then: "Can I have your number? In case Paige needs anything. Or if I have questions about what you saw."

I gave her my number. She typed it into her phone, nodded once, and guided Paige toward the house.

At the back door, Paige tried to slip my jacket off her shoulders. I stopped her.

"Keep it," I said. "You're freezing."

"But it's ruined--"

"I don't care about the jacket, Paige. Keep it. Go get warm."

She clutched the fabric tighter, nodded once. Kendall guided her inside. The door closed behind them.

Alone in the empty backyard, I looked at the abandoned lawn chair, the scattered rope, the sticky residue on the grass. The laughter from earlier still echoed in my memory. So did Paige's eyes--that moment when she'd looked at me like I was the only solid thing in a spinning world.

I'd seen that look before. Usually across a mahogany table right before a CEO cracked under due diligence. I never expected to see it in a backyard on Greek Row.

Then I walked back through the gate, across my garden, and into my cottage.

The shower ran hot. I let the spray pound my shoulders until the tension finally released.

In bed, I stared at the ceiling. Sleep was a long time coming.

Paige's eyes kept appearing in the dark. Wild and scared and grateful. And Kendall's voice, cool and authoritative, thanking me for something that should never have needed to happen.

I'd come here to finish a degree. To honor a promise to a dead man. To stay invisible for three months and get out.

Instead, I was lying awake at midnight, wondering what the hell I'd just gotten myself into.

Three months. That was all I had to survive. Three months of classes and coursework and flying under the radar.

But as I stared at the ceiling, I knew something had shifted. The way Paige had looked at me. The way Kendall had asked for my number. The weight of what I'd witnessed, what I'd done.

I'd spent twenty years keeping people at arm's length. Investors. Employees. My ex-wife, toward the end. It was easier that way. Safer.

But the way she'd looked at me--like I was the only anchor in the storm--it felt good. Too good.

David's voice echoed in my head. Don't sleep with any students.

I wasn't planning on it. But something told me this semester wasn't going to be the quiet, anonymous experience I'd hoped for.

I rolled over and closed my eyes. Tomorrow was Saturday. Maybe things would look different in the morning light.

I hoped.
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Chapter 2: Building connections

⚜

Saturday morning. Day six.

I was on my second cup of coffee when the knock came.

The screen door showed a familiar silhouette. Blonde hair, silk blouse, that particular posture of someone who expected to be taken seriously. Kendall, the sorority president from last night.

She held a cardboard carrier with two coffees and a paper bag that smelled like fresh-baked muffins.

"Peace offering," she said when I opened the door. "And a thank-you. For what you did for Paige."

I took the coffee she offered. Still warm. "How is she?"

"Better. She slept through the night. I had one of the girls sit with her." Kendall's jaw tightened. "The three responsible are no longer members of Sigma Theta. They'll be moving out today."

"Fast work."

"I don't tolerate cruelty in my house." She said it like a fact, not a boast. "May I sit? I promise not to take much of your time."

I gestured to the porch chairs. The morning was cool but pleasant, sunlight filtering through the trees. We sat across from each other, and I looked at her properly for the first time.

Honey-blonde hair, glossy in the morning light, straight and perfect like the rest of her. Blue eyes, bright and assessing. She had a dancer's build--long toned legs crossed at the ankle, posture so precise it was almost intimidating. When she leaned forward, her silk blouse pulled tight across her chest. She looked like she belonged on a campaign stage. But I couldn't help wondering what it would take to make her unravel.

"These are blueberry." She opened the paper bag. "From the bakery on Fifth. I didn't know what you liked."

"Blueberry's fine." I took one. "You shouldn't have gone to the trouble."

"It wasn't trouble." She met my eyes directly. "What happened last night was a failure of leadership. My leadership. Those women were my responsibility, and I let things spiral while I was at a chapter conference downtown. If you hadn't been there..."

"She would have been fine eventually. Panic attacks pass."

"But they shouldn't happen in the first place. Not like that." Kendall broke off a piece of muffin but didn't eat it. "I've been president for eighteen months. We've never had an incident like this. I'm horrified it happened at all, let alone to a pledge who was already nervous about joining."

I sipped my coffee. Strong, black, exactly how I took it. Lucky guess or research? With a woman like Kendall, I couldn't tell.

"How did you know?" she asked.

"Know what?"

"How to calm her down. The breathing technique. You moved like you'd done it before."

"I have. Different context. Board meetings. Pitch rooms. High-pressure situations where people crack." I shrugged. "Panic is panic. The body doesn't care about context."

"Interesting." Those sharp blue eyes swept over my face, reading something there. "You're harder to pin down than the articles suggest."

"The articles are exaggerated."

"Most things are." She leaned back, uncrossing and recrossing her legs. The movement drew my eye despite myself. "I should admit something. I knew who you were before last night. Everyone knows Cole Ventures. When I heard we had a new neighbor, I looked you up."

"And?"

"And I was planning to introduce myself eventually. Ask if you'd be interested in speaking at one of our events." She tilted her head. "But I wanted to do it properly. Not ambush you in a parking lot like everyone else probably has."

I almost laughed. "The ambushes have been frequent."

"I imagine." She watched me over the rim of her coffee cup. "I'm a poli-sci major. Pre-law. I'm applying to Columbia and Georgetown next fall. Everyone tells me I need to network with successful people, build connections, learn from people who've actually done things." A pause. "But that's not why I'm here right now. I'm here because you helped one of my girls, and you deserve a proper thank-you."

"Consider me thanked."

"There's something else." She set her coffee down. "We have an annual mentor dinner. Next Saturday. We invite alumni and local professionals to meet our sisters, share advice, answer questions. It's one of our biggest events."

I saw where this was going. "You want me to attend."

"I think you'd be perfect for it. But I'm not going to pressure you." She held up a hand before I could respond. "I know you're here to keep a low profile. I read about the degree situation. Six credits, right? To unlock a trust for your mentor's foundation."

I blinked. "That wasn't in any article."

"No. Paige told me. She looked you up last night. Couldn't sleep, so she went down a research rabbit hole." Kendall's expression softened. "She's been asking about you, actually. I think she wants to thank you properly. The dinner would give her that chance."

I should have said no. Every rational part of my brain screamed no. A roomful of twenty-year-old women, all of them knowing who I was, all of them wanting something? It was exactly the kind of spotlight I'd come here to avoid.

But Paige's eyes kept appearing in my memory. Wild and scared and grateful. The way she'd clutched my jacket like a lifeline.

"What time?" I heard myself ask.

Kendall smiled. It transformed her face, softened all those sharp edges. "Seven o'clock. Cocktail attire, but nothing too formal. I'll text you the details."

"You have my number."

"I do." She stood, gathering the empty coffee cups. "Thank you again, Marcus. For everything."

She left the muffins. I watched her walk back toward the sorority house, hips swaying with each step, until she disappeared through the back gate.

Monday morning. Day eight.

Business Ethics. I'd almost forgotten Kendall was in this class.

She sat three rows ahead of me, on the right side of the lecture hall. I hadn't noticed her before Friday--probably because I'd been too busy avoiding eye contact with everyone. But now I couldn't not see her.

She raised her hand during discussion. Asked questions that made Whitmore pause and think before answering. Sharp questions. Incisive. The kind that cut to the heart of an issue without wasting words.

"Miss Price makes an excellent point," Whitmore said after she'd challenged his framing of a case study. "The ethical obligations of a corporation extend beyond shareholder value. But how do we quantify those obligations? Mr. Cole, as someone with practical experience--do you have thoughts?"

Every head turned toward me. Again.

"Numbers are a crutch," I said. "They let you pretend there's a right answer so you can sleep at night. Real ethics? That keeps you awake."

Kendall turned in her seat to look at me. A small nod of acknowledgment. Respect, maybe. Something warmer underneath.

After class, she fell into step beside me as I walked toward the exit.

"Real ethics keeps you awake," she said. "I liked that."

"It's nothing original."

"Most good ideas aren't. They're just forgotten and rediscovered." She adjusted her bag on her shoulder. "Can I ask you something? Off the record?"

"There's a record?"

"There's always a record when you're building a career." She smiled slightly. "Law school applications. What's the single most important thing you'd tell someone applying to a top program?"

We walked through the doors into the sunlight. Students flowed around us, rushing to their next classes. None of them paid us any attention.

"Be yourself," I said. "Not the version you think they want. Everyone writes perfect essays about wanting to change the world. The good programs see through that in about ten seconds. They want to know what actually drives you. What you'd do if no one was watching."

She considered this. "That's surprisingly honest advice."

"Were you expecting me to tell you to network harder?"

"Most people do." She stopped at the intersection of two walkways. "I have Statistics now. Different direction." A pause. "Thank you for the perspective. And for what you said in class."

"Anytime."

She walked away. I let myself watch for exactly three seconds, then turned and headed for the library.

The coffee shop on campus was called The Daily Grind. Clever. I'd avoided it during my first week, preferring to make coffee at the cottage, but I needed to print something for class and the library printer was broken.

The barista had her back to me when I approached the counter. Dark wavy hair spilled down her back, thick and wild. She was short--five-four, maybe--but what she lacked in height she made up for elsewhere. When she bent to grab something from a low shelf, her high-waisted shorts rode up, and I got a glimpse of thick, tanned thighs that made my mouth go dry.

She turned around, and I recognized her immediately. The woman from the Sigma Theta porch. The one who'd wolf-whistled that first morning.

"Well, well." Her smile spread slowly, revealing dimples in both cheeks. "You're the guy who lives next door. The hot older one."

I felt heat rise to my face. "Excuse me?"

"Don't be modest. The girls have been talking about you all week." She leaned on the counter, and suddenly I was eye-level with cleavage that could stop traffic. Full breasts straining against a low-cut crop top, tan skin disappearing into the shadows between them. "I'm Nikki. Social chair. I handle events and social media for Sigma Theta."

"Marcus."

"Oh, I know." Her brown eyes sparkled with mischief. "The hot neighbor who saves damsels in distress. Recently divorced." She ticked each fact off on her fingers, nails painted bright red. "The internet is very informative."

"Apparently."

"What can I get you, Marcus?" The way she said my name made it sound like an invitation. "Something dark and strong? Or do you prefer... sweeter?"

She was flirting. Brazenly. Nineteen, maybe twenty, with golden-tan skin and a body that belonged on a magazine cover. She knew exactly what she was doing. And exactly where I was looking.

"Just black coffee," I said. "Large."

"Boring." She turned to the espresso machine, and I tried not to stare at the way her shorts hugged her ass. Failed. "You should live a little. Try something new. I make an excellent dirty chai."

"Black coffee is fine."

"Suit yourself." She worked the machine with practiced ease. "You're coming to the mentor dinner, right? Kendall told me she invited you."

"I said I'd be there."

"Good." She set the cup on the counter, but when I reached for it, her hand covered mine. Warm. Deliberate. Her thumb traced a slow circle on my knuckles. "I'll see you Saturday, then. I'm looking forward to it."

She held my gaze for a beat too long. Her tongue darted out to wet her lower lip.

"That'll be four-fifty. Unless you want it free?" She raised an eyebrow. "I could use some advice on my marketing portfolio. Call it a trade."

"I'll pay." I pulled out a five. "Keep the change."

"Generous." She tucked the bill into her apron, fingers trailing across her chest as she did. "See you around, neighbor."

I grabbed my coffee and got out of there before I did something stupid.

Tuesday afternoon. Day nine.

Statistics was held in Morrison Hall, a building I'd never had reason to enter twenty-two years ago. The professor was a dry, methodical woman named Dr. Patel who showed no interest in my background whatsoever. I appreciated that.

What I didn't appreciate was the woman who sat down next to me.

She was tall--five-nine, maybe--with dark skin and striking features. Her braids were pulled back from her face, highlighting sharp cheekbones and a strong jaw. She wore simple athleisure, leggings and a fitted top that showed off toned arms and a flat stomach. She moved like an athlete. Long limbs, confident posture, the unconscious grace of someone who used her body for sport.

I recognized her from the Sigma Theta house. She'd been on the porch a few times during my morning runs with Nikki. Never waved. Never smiled. Just watched.

"Marcus Cole," she said as she settled into her seat. Not a question.

"That's me."

"Zara Mitchell." She opened her laptop without looking at me. "Pre-med. I'm in your Business Ethics class too, but you probably didn't notice."

"I don't notice much beyond the lecture."

"Mm." She typed something, screen angled away from me. "Must be nice. Coming back to school when you've already made your fortune. Playing at being a student while the rest of us actually need these grades."

I turned to look at her properly. Her jaw was set, brown eyes cool and challenging. She wasn't making small talk. She was testing me.

"You think I'm here to play?"

"Aren't you? Rich guy buys his way back in, gets a degree to satisfy some legal requirement. Probably has tutors and assistants handling the actual work."

"I don't have tutors. Or assistants. Not for this." I kept my voice even. "I dropped out with six credits left because I had to work. My startup was exploding and I couldn't do both. So I made a choice. Now I'm back to finish what I started."

"How noble."

"I didn't say it was noble." I met her skeptical gaze directly. "You think I'm playing tourist? Watch me in class next week. Then tell me if I belong here."

Her expression changed. The hostility didn't disappear, but it... sharpened. Became something more like interest.

"Most rich guys fold when you push them," she said slowly. "They get defensive. Make excuses. Pull rank."

"I don't fold."

"No." She examined me with those intense brown eyes. The scrutiny felt almost physical. "You don't."

Dr. Patel called the class to order before I could respond. We spent the next ninety minutes on probability distributions. Zara took meticulous notes. I caught her glancing at me twice. The third time, she didn't look away.

After class, she caught up to me in the hallway.

"I have a question," she said. "About Business Ethics."

"Ask it."

"Not here." She fell into step beside me, matching my pace easily with her long stride. "Whitmore assigned us to analyze a case where a pharmaceutical company buried negative trial data. I want to understand the actual business incentives. How someone makes that decision."

"And you think I'd know?"

"I think you've seen it happen. The real version, not the textbook version." She stopped at the building exit, turning to face me. "I'm not asking for you to do my homework. I want to understand how it actually works. Why good people do bad things."

It was a fair question. A smart question. The kind that showed she wasn't just memorizing material but trying to understand it.

"I'd be happy to discuss it," I said.

"Careful, Mr. Cole." A hint of a smile tugged at her lips. The first I'd seen from her. It changed her whole face. "People might think you're trying to mentor."

"Would that be so bad?"

"I heard about Kendall's invitation. And Nikki's..." She paused. "Performance at the coffee shop. We talk. We talk about everything." She pushed through the door into the afternoon sunlight. "Be careful. This house is full of hungry women."

She was gone before I could ask what she meant.

Wednesday evening. Day ten.

I was reviewing notes on my laptop when the knock came. Soft. Almost hesitant.

Paige stood on my porch, clutching an envelope to her chest. She wore an oversized sweater that hung off one shoulder, exposing pale, freckled skin. Strawberry-blonde waves framed her face, soft and touchable. She looked up at me with those green eyes, gold flecks catching the porch light.

"Hi," she said. "I'm sorry to bother you. I just--I wanted to give you this."

She thrust the envelope toward me like it might burn her hands.

"What is it?"

"A thank-you note." Her cheeks flushed pink. "I know it's old-fashioned. But my mom always said proper gratitude should be written down. And I couldn't figure out what to say in a text, so..."

I took the envelope. My name was written on the front in careful, looping script.

"You didn't have to."

"I wanted to." She finally met my eyes fully. "You saved me. I was--" Her voice caught. "I couldn't breathe. Everything was spinning. And then you were there, and you were so calm, and you just... you made it stop."

"Anyone would have helped."

"No." She shook her head firmly. "They wouldn't. The girls around me--they were laughing. They thought it was funny. They didn't see that I was..." She trailed off, hugging herself. The movement made her sweater slip further down her shoulder, revealing the strap of something lacy underneath. "You saw me. Actually saw me. That doesn't happen very often."

I didn't know what to say. Her voice was raw. Unguarded. No polish, no games. Just a young woman looking for someone to see her. It was terrifyingly real.

"Do you want to come in?" I asked. "I could make tea."

"I shouldn't." But she didn't move. Her eyes traced over my face like she was memorizing it. "Kendall would worry if she knew I was here. She's very protective."

"Of you?"

"Of the image." A small, nervous laugh. "We're not supposed to bother the famous neighbor. She wants everything to be perfect for Saturday."

"I don't feel bothered."

Paige smiled. It was small but genuine, and it lit up her whole face. Made her look less like a nervous college girl and more like someone worth knowing.

"Will you be at the dinner?" she asked. "I'd like to see you again. Properly, I mean. Not as a rescue mission."

"I'll be there."

"Good." She stepped back from the doorway. "Read the note? Please?"

"I will."

She turned and walked back toward the sorority house. The oversized sweater fell past her hips, but underneath I could see the hem of a short skirt, bare legs disappearing into the darkness. At the gate, she looked back and waved. I raised a hand in response.

Then I closed the door and opened the envelope.

The note was handwritten on cream stationery:

Dear Marcus,

I've written this letter three times now. I still don't have the right words.

I was terrified the other night. Really terrified. But then you were there, and for the first time in hours, I felt safe. You talked to me like I mattered. Like I was a person, not a punchline.

I won't forget that. Or you.

I hope we can be friends.

Yours, Paige

I read it twice. Folded it carefully. Put it back in the envelope.

Friends.

Right.

Saturday morning. Day thirteen.

I woke to three text messages.

Kendall: Dinner is at 7. Dress code is business casual. Looking forward to seeing you.

Nikki: Can't wait for tonight! Wear something nice--I'll be watching ;)

Zara: FYI, I'm attending this dinner. Try not to disappoint me.

I stared at my phone for a long time.

Four women. All circling. All interested in something. The question was what.

And whether I was smart enough to figure it out before Saturday night.

I showered, trimmed my beard, spent too long deciding what to wear. Settled on a navy blazer over a white button-down, no tie. Dark jeans. Professional but not trying too hard. The kind of outfit that said I belonged at a mentor dinner without screaming that I cared about impressing anyone.

The afternoon dragged. I tried to work. Couldn't focus. Tried to read. Same problem. Finally I went for a run, pushing myself harder than usual until my lungs burned and my legs ached and I couldn't think about anything except the next step.

When I got back, my phone was ringing. David.

"How's academia treating you?"

"Fine." I sat down on my porch steps, still breathing hard. "Classes are fine."

"You said fine twice. That means nothing is fine." A pause. "You sound weird. What's going on?"

I thought about telling him. About Kendall and her sharp questions. About Nikki's cleavage and her knowing smile. About Zara's challenges and Paige's thank-you note. About the dinner I was walking into tonight, surrounded by young women who looked at me like I was something interesting.

"Nothing," I said. "Just busy."

"Right." He didn't sound convinced. "Look, just keep your head down. Two and a half more months."

"I know."

"And Marcus?"

"Yeah?"

A long pause. "Never mind. Just... be smart."

We hung up.

I sat on the porch for a while longer, watching the sun sink toward the horizon. In two hours, I'd be at that dinner. Surrounded by sorority sisters. Making small talk. Trying to act like a mentor while four very different women watched my every move.

A dinner that felt less like networking and more like walking into a trap.

A trap I'd agreed to enter with my eyes wide open.

I pulled on my blazer and checked my reflection in the mirror. Forty-four years old. Silver at the temples. Lines around the eyes. The face of a man who should know better.

But knowing better and doing better are two different things.

I grabbed my keys and headed for the door.

Ready or not.


⚜




Chapter 3: Mentor dinner

⚜

The Sigma Theta house looked different at night.

String lights wrapped the wraparound porch. Candles flickered in the windows. The usual college-casual atmosphere had been replaced by something almost elegant. Women in cocktail dresses moved past the windows like shadows in a ballroom.

I adjusted my blazer and walked up the front steps at exactly seven o'clock.

Kendall opened the door before I could knock.

She wore a black dress that looked expensive. Simple, fitted, ending just above the knee. Her honey-blonde hair was swept to one side, exposing the long line of her neck. Blue eyes met mine immediately.

"Marcus." She smiled and took my arm like we were arriving at a gala. "Right on time."

"I've been told punctuality is a virtue."

"So is looking good in a blazer." Her fingers pressed into my forearm as she guided me inside. "Come. Let me introduce you to the other mentors."

The main room had been transformed. Long tables with white cloths. Real silverware. Flowers in crystal vases. About twenty women sat or mingled, all in cocktail attire that ranged from simple to stunning.

The other mentors were already gathered near the fireplace. A woman in her sixties who turned out to be Judge Patterson from the county court. A marketing director from a tech company downtown. Professor Whitmore from my Business Ethics class, looking mildly uncomfortable in a tie.

And then there was me. The forty-four-year-old venture capitalist who'd been invited because he'd cut a pledge free from a lawn chair.

"Everyone knows who you are," Kendall murmured as she led me toward the group. "Try not to let them overwhelm you."

She made introductions. Handshakes and polite conversation. The judge asked about my investment philosophy. The marketing director wanted to discuss a startup she was advising. Whitmore caught my eye and shrugged as if to say, we're both out of our depth here.

Through it all, I was aware of being watched. Curious glances from the sorority sisters. Whispers behind raised glasses. That particular kind of attention that made me feel like a specimen under glass.

Then Nikki walked past.

She wore red. A dress that probably violated several fire codes, tight across her curves and short enough that I had to force my attention back to the conversation. Dark hair tumbled in waves over bare shoulders. Those dimples appeared as she caught me staring.

"Hey, neighbor." Her hand brushed my shoulder as she passed. Lingered. Her fingers traced down my arm before she continued on, hips swaying with every step.

Jesus.

"She does that to everyone," Kendall said, appearing at my elbow. "Don't take it personally."

"I'll try not to."

"Dinner's about to start. You're at the head table. With me." She paused. "And Zara."

The seating arrangement put me between them. Kendall on my right, elegant and composed. Zara on my left, striking in deep purple, her braids pulled back to show off sharp cheekbones and those intense brown eyes.

"Mr. Cole." Zara's voice held its usual edge. "Surprised you showed up."

"I said I would."

"Most men say a lot of things."

The first course arrived before I could respond. Some kind of soup. I picked up my spoon and tried to remember the last time I'd eaten at a formal dinner that wasn't a business function.

Kendall leaned close. "Zara's been reading about venture capital all week. I think she wants to impress you."

"I heard that," Zara said without turning her head.

"Good. Then you know I'm right."

The dinner progressed through courses I barely tasted. Kendall asked questions about law school admissions, her body angled toward me, close enough that I caught the scent of her perfume. Something floral and expensive.

Zara challenged everything I said. Every opinion, every observation. But the hostility from our first meeting had shifted into something else. Something that felt more like intellectual sparring than combat.

"So you're saying the traditional VC model is fundamentally extractive," she said, leaning back in her chair. Her purple dress pulled tight across her chest. Firm breasts, larger than I'd thought, outlined clearly beneath the fabric. I forced my eyes back to her face.

"I'm saying it can be. The best firms are the ones that recognize their portfolio companies as partners, not prey."

"And your firm?"

"We've made mistakes. Everyone does. But we try to do better."

She studied me. Those brown eyes took my measure like I was a patient she was diagnosing. "Huh."

"What?"

"Nothing. Just... you're not what I expected."

"You've said that before."

"It bears repeating." Something almost like a smile crossed her face. Then she turned to her dinner plate and the moment passed.

From across the room, I felt eyes on me. Paige sat at another table, strawberry-blonde waves framing her face, green eyes catching the candlelight. When our gazes met, she smiled. Shy. Sweet. That same look she'd had on my porch when she'd handed me her thank-you note.

I nodded to her. She blushed and looked away.

Nikki passed behind my chair again. Her palm settled on my shoulder. Squeezed. Her breast pressed against my arm as she leaned down.

"Enjoying yourself, neighbor?"

"It's a nice dinner."

"It's about to get nicer." She winked and moved on, leaving the scent of something warm and spicy in her wake.

Kendall watched her go with an expression I couldn't read.

After dessert, we moved to the living room for mingling. The other mentors clustered with groups of sisters, offering advice on careers and graduate school applications. I found myself surrounded almost immediately.

Questions about startups. About funding rounds. About what it took to succeed in business. I answered as honestly as I could, conscious of how young they all were. How eager. How much they reminded me of myself at their age, hungry for any insight that might give them an edge.

Twenty minutes in, I needed air.

Kendall appeared at my elbow. "You look like you're drowning."

"Is it that obvious?"

"Only to someone watching." She tilted her head. "Want a tour? Get away from the crowd for a minute?"

I shouldn't have said yes. I knew that even as the word left my mouth.

"Lead the way."

She guided me through the common areas. Library with built-in bookshelves and leather chairs. Chapter room where they held meetings. Kitchen that could have serviced a restaurant. Everything clean and well-maintained, a far cry from the fraternity houses I remembered from my first time in college.

"Upstairs is bedrooms," she said, starting up the staircase. "Twelve of them. Four of us share, the rest are singles."

"And yours?"

"End of the hall." She glanced back at me. "Want to see it?"

The hallway was narrow. Close. Our shoulders almost touched as we walked. At the end, she stopped at a door with a small whiteboard covered in neat handwriting.

"This is me."

She didn't open it. Just stood there, back against the wood, looking up at me with those bright blue eyes.

"Marcus."

"Yes?"

"I've been thinking about something all week."

The air felt thick. Charged. I could hear music from downstairs, muffled by distance. Laughter. The sounds of a party continuing without us.

"What's that?"

"About what you said. In class. About real ethics keeping you awake." She stepped closer. Not quite touching, but close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. "I've never met anyone who talks like you do. Thinks like you do."

"Kendall--"

"I know." Her voice was steady. Calm. The same composure she showed running chapter meetings and challenging professors. "I know what you're going to say. The age gap. The inappropriate dynamics. The dozen reasons why this is a bad idea."

"Those reasons exist for good cause."

"They do." She stepped closer still. Her palm pressed flat against my chest, feeling my heartbeat through my shirt. "But I also know what I want. I've known since that first morning on your porch."

I should have pulled away. Should have thanked her for the tour and gone back downstairs to the safety of crowds and conversation.

Instead, I stood there while she rose on her toes and kissed me.

Brief. Testing. Her lips soft against mine, tasting of wine and something sweet. Her fingers curled into the fabric of my shirt, holding me in place.

I kissed her back. Just for a moment. My hands settling on her waist, the silk of her dress warm beneath my palms.

Then I stepped back.

"This isn't appropriate."

She smiled. Unruffled. A small, knowing curve of her lips.

"Maybe not. But I'm not sorry."

We stood there for a moment longer. The charged silence stretched between us. Then she straightened her dress, smoothed her hair, and gestured toward the stairs.

"We should get back. People will talk."

"They probably already are."

"Let them." She started walking, composed as ever. At the top of the stairs, she looked back. "I meant what I said, Marcus. I know what I want."

Then she descended, and I followed, trying to convince myself that nothing had changed.

Most of the mentors left around ten. Judge Patterson had an early morning. The marketing director had a flight to catch. Whitmore shook my hand with an expression that suggested he knew something I didn't.

"Interesting evening," he said.

"That's one word for it."

"Be careful, Cole. These waters run deeper than they look."

Then he was gone, and I was alone with the sorority.

Not quite alone. About a dozen sisters remained, including the four who kept finding excuses to be near me. The formal atmosphere had loosened. Someone put on music. Drinks flowed more freely.

Nikki dropped onto the couch beside me. Still in that red dress. Still testing the limits of what fabric could contain. Her thigh pressed against mine.

"You're still here." Her smile spread wide. "I'm glad."

"Thought I'd stay for a bit."

"Good." Her palm landed on my knee. Squeezed. "We can get to know each other better."

Zara sat across the room, watching with those intense eyes. She'd kicked off her heels and tucked her long legs beneath her. Her dark skin gleamed in the lamplight.

Paige curled up in an armchair nearby. An oversized cardigan over her cocktail dress, one shoulder bare. She watched me without saying anything, green eyes soft and uncertain.

Kendall returned with drinks. Handed me something that tasted like bourbon and settled into the space on my other side.

The conversation loosened as the night went on. Stories about classes. Complaints about professors. The easy banter of young people who'd known each other for years.

I listened more than I talked. Answered questions when asked. Tried to ignore the way Nikki's hand kept creeping higher up my thigh.

Around midnight, the others drifted off to bed. One by one. Until it was just the five of us in the living room.

The four of them. And me.

"So." Nikki's voice cut through the silence. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my inner thigh. "Are you single?"

"Nikki," Kendall said.

"What? It's a fair question."

I looked at the four faces watching me. Kendall's careful composure. Nikki's bold hunger. Zara's calculating gaze. Paige's quiet yearning.

"Yes," I said. "Divorced. Eight months."

Nikki's smile spread slowly. "Perfect."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Nothing." But her grip on my thigh tightened. "Just... good to know."

Kendall shot her a look that could have frozen steel. Nikki shrugged, unrepentant.

"What? We're all thinking it."

"Speak for yourself." Zara uncrossed and recrossed her long legs. But she didn't look away from me.

Paige stood suddenly. "I should go to bed." But she made no move toward the stairs. Just stood there, hugging herself, watching me with those gold-flecked eyes.

The silence stretched. Thick with want. With anticipation. With the collective weight of four women whose gazes all promised different things.

I stood. "I should go."

"Already?" Nikki pouted. "It's barely midnight."

"Early morning. Statistics homework."

"Boring." But she didn't try to stop me as I headed for the door.

Kendall walked me out. On the porch, she paused with her hand on my arm.

"Thank you for coming. It meant a lot. To all of us."

"Thank you for inviting me."

"Will we see you again?"

"I live next door. I imagine so."

She smiled. That same smile from the hallway, confident and unhurried. "Good night, Marcus."

"Good night, Kendall."

The walk home took thirty seconds. I let myself into the cottage, closed the door behind me, and leaned against it in the darkness.

What the hell was I doing?

Four women. Four college students, half my age, all of them circling me like I was something worth--

The knock came before I could finish the thought.

I opened the door to find Nikki standing on my porch.

The red fabric still clung to her curves. Dark hair wild around her shoulders. Her smile promised trouble.

"Hey, neighbor."

"Nikki. What are you--"

"I couldn't let you leave like that." She stepped forward. I stepped back. She was inside before I could stop her, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

"This isn't--"

"I saw how you watched me tonight." She moved closer. Warm brown eyes locked on mine. "At dinner. During drinks. The way your eyes kept drifting down my chest. I got here first."

"Nikki--"

She kissed me.

Nothing like Kendall's kiss. This was aggressive, demanding, her body pressing against mine as she pushed me backward until I hit the wall. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. Her tongue invaded my mouth.

My hands went to her hips before I could think about stopping them. She made a sound of satisfaction against my lips. Pressed closer. Her full breasts crushed against my chest. Her hips ground against mine, against the hardness that had been building all evening.

She pulled back just enough to speak. Her breath hot on my lips.

"I've wanted this since I first saw you running past our house. Every morning. Watching you. Imagining."

Her hands dropped to my belt. Worked the buckle with deft efficiency.

"Nikki, wait--"

"I'm done waiting."

She dropped to her knees.

My belt came undone. My zipper followed. She pulled my pants down just far enough to free me, and her hand wrapped around my shaft immediately.

"Fuck." She breathed the word, eyes widening. "Jesus, Marcus."

Her mouth closed around me.

No hesitation. She swallowed me whole, tongue working the underside as her lips slid down inch after inch. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. Dark. Dilated. She didn't blink, didn't gag. Just engulfed me to the root with a greedy, wet sound.

I gripped her hair. Couldn't help it. My fingers tangled in those dark waves as she worked me with her mouth.

"That's it." She pulled back long enough to speak, her hand stroking where her lips had been. Saliva coated her chin. "Use me."

Then she went back down. All the way. Until her nose pressed against my pelvis and I felt her throat constrict around me.

She moaned around my cock. The vibration shot up my spine. Her hand cupped my balls, massaging while her mouth worked.

I tightened my grip on her hair. Pulled her down onto me. She opened wider, letting me fuck her mouth while she knelt on my floor.

Drool ran down her chin, dripped onto her breasts straining against that red dress. Wet sounds filled the room. She gazed up at me with watering eyes and I saw nothing but hunger there.

"Nikki--"

She pulled off with a gasp. Saliva stretched between her lips and my cock. She grinned up at me, then stood and reached for the straps of her dress.

She slid them down her shoulders in one motion.

The dress pooled at her feet. Nothing underneath. Her breasts spilled free--full and heavy, tan lines marking where her bikini usually sat. Dark nipples already stiff. She saw me staring and cupped them, pushed them together.

"You've been staring at these for two weeks." She pinched her own nipples, made a small sound of pleasure. "Now they're yours."

Just smooth golden skin and a neat strip of dark hair pointing the way.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the couch. Pushed me down onto it. Climbed into my lap, straddling me.

"I've been wet since dinner," she whispered. Her hand reached between us, gripped my cock, positioned me at her entrance. "Thinking about this. About you."

She dropped her hips.

Heat wrapped around me. Tight, slick, heavy. She bottomed out with a slap of skin against skin, burying me to the hilt, and I gritted my teeth at the sensation.

"Fuck." She stayed still for a moment, adjusting. Her hands gripped my shoulders. "You stretch me so good."

Then she started moving.

She rode me hard from the first stroke, nothing tentative about it, setting a pace that was almost punishing. Her hips rolled and bounced. Her breasts swayed in front of my face.

I grabbed her hips. Pulled her down harder with each stroke. She gasped, arched her back, drove herself onto me with desperate urgency.

"Yes." Her voice was ragged. "Like that. Don't hold back."

I thrust up to meet her. The couch creaked beneath us. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room.

She came suddenly, without warning. Her whole body tensed. Her head fell back. A cry tore from her throat as she clenched around me, still riding, refusing to stop even as her orgasm ripped through her.

"Keep going." She gripped my shoulders harder. "Don't stop. I want more."

Her pace quickened. Harder. Faster. Her breasts bounced wildly with each movement. I grabbed them, squeezed, pinched her nipples until she moaned.

"That's it." She was breathing hard now, sweat glistening on her skin. "Fuck. Right there."

I gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks. Thrust up into her while she drove down onto me. The pressure built at the base of my spine.

"Nikki, I'm going to--"

"Inside me." She ground down hard, taking my full length. "I want to feel it."

That did it.

I pulled her down one final time and let go. My cock pulsed inside her as I came, filling her while she gasped and shuddered through another orgasm of her own.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Just sat there, tangled together on my couch, breathing hard.

Then she laughed. Light and satisfied.

"Best mentor dinner ever."

She climbed off slowly. I watched, still dazed, as she picked up her dress from the floor. She stepped back into it, pulled it up over her curves, ran her fingers through her tangled hair.

"You okay there, neighbor?" She grinned down at me. "You look a little shell-shocked."

"I'm... processing."

"Take your time." She leaned down and kissed me. Soft. Almost sweet. Then she straightened, walked to the door, and looked back over her shoulder.

"See you tomorrow, neighbor."

The door closed behind her.

I sat there in the dark for a long time.

My pants were still around my thighs. The couch cushions were a mess. The scent of her lingered in the air--something warm and spicy mixed with sex.

My marriage had ended in polite silence and separate schedules. This was the opposite. Loud. Messy. A nineteen-year-old claiming territory.

I finally stood. Fixed my clothes. Made my way to the bedroom in a daze.

In bed, I stared at the ceiling. Sleep didn't come. My mind kept replaying the evening. Kendall's kiss in the hallway. Nikki's hands on my belt. The way she'd looked at me as she sank down into my lap.

Four women. Four college students who wanted something from me.

I could picture David's face when I told him. The way he'd pinch the bridge of his nose. His one rule, broken spectacularly.

Too late for that.

But as I lay there in the dark, I couldn't bring myself to regret it. The guilt would probably come tomorrow. The rational arguments about power dynamics and age gaps and all the ways this could go wrong.

Right now, all I felt was alive.

For the first time in years, I felt alive.

I rolled over and closed my eyes, finally drifting off with the taste of Nikki still on my lips and the memory of her body burned into my brain.

Tomorrow, I'd figure out what all of this meant.

Tonight, I just let myself feel.


⚜




Chapter 4: Kendall

⚜

Sunday morning. Day fourteen.

I woke alone, which shouldn't have surprised me. Nikki had left hours ago. But her perfume still clung to the pillowcase, and for a long moment I lay there staring at the ceiling, replaying what had happened.

A nineteen-year-old college student had followed me home and ridden me on my couch until we both collapsed.

And I'd loved every second of it.

I forced myself out of bed. Shower. Coffee. The familiar rituals of discipline that had built an empire. Except this morning, discipline felt hollow. My mind kept drifting to Nikki's voice as she walked out my door.

See you tomorrow, neighbor.

Tomorrow was today.

I laced up my running shoes and headed out.

The route was automatic by now. Two weeks had carved grooves into muscle memory. Down the garden path, through the back gate, along Greek Row toward campus.

I passed the Sigma Theta house without slowing.

Or tried to.

"Hey, neighbor."

Nikki sat on the wraparound porch, bare legs tucked beneath her on a wicker chair. Tiny athletic shorts. Sports bra straining against her curves. Dark hair piled in a messy bun. Coffee cup in hand. That knowing smile from last night.

"Morning," I said, stopping at the bottom of the porch steps.

"Want some coffee?" She tilted her head. "Made extra. Was hoping you'd run by."

Every rational argument said to wave and keep moving. My feet carried me up the steps instead.

She handed me a mug. Strong, black, steam rising. I sat in the chair across from her and took a sip.

"Sleep well?" she asked.

"Not much."

Her smile widened. "Me neither. Kept thinking about..." Her gaze dropped to my lap. "Things."

I shifted in the chair. "Nikki."

"Relax." She laughed, soft and easy. "Not going to jump you on the porch. At least not with everyone watching." She nodded toward the house. "Half my sisters are awake. Word's already spreading."

"What exactly have they heard?"

"They know I walked you out after the party. They know I stumbled back in around two smelling like sex and expensive cologne." She sipped her coffee. "You do the math."

"And they've drawn conclusions."

"They're not stupid." She set her cup down and leaned forward. The movement made her breasts strain against the sports bra. "Last night was fun, Marcus. We should do it again."

"This situation is complicated enough already."

"Only if you overthink it." She reached out and touched my arm. Her fingers traced lazy patterns on my skin. "I'm not clingy. Don't need flowers and promises. I just know what I like." Her hand squeezed. "And I like you."

I looked at her. Nineteen years old. Full curves, warm brown eyes, dimples when she smiled. Bold and beautiful and completely unafraid.

"You're half my age," I said.

"And you've got twice the experience." She leaned closer. "That's the appeal."

Her breath was warm on my cheek. Coffee and something sweet. I could smell her perfume, that warm spicy scent, and my body responded despite every warning in my head.

"Something you should know," she said quietly. "You've caught more than just my attention."

"What do you mean?"

"Kendall. Zara. Even Paige." She sat back, watching my reaction. "We share everything in this house. And last night? After you left? The interrogation started."

"What questions?"

"Where did you go, Nikki. What did you do, Nikki. Was he as good as you imagined, Nikki." Her dimples deepened. "I may have provided some details."

The entire sorority probably knew by now.

"You shouldn't have done that."

"Why not?" She tilted her head. "We're all adults. Saw how they watched you during dinner. Kendall couldn't take her eyes off you. Zara was practically cross-examining you. And Paige..." She laughed. "That girl has it bad."

I stood. "I should finish my run."

"Don't let me scare you off." She stood too, closing the distance. Her palm pressed flat against my chest. "I'm just being honest about the situation."

"Which is?"

"That you've got options, neighbor." She rose on her toes and kissed my cheek. Soft. Almost innocent. Except for the way her hand slid down my chest to rest on my hip. "I got there first. But I've never been the jealous type." She stepped back, that bold smile returning. "Thought you should know what you're walking into."

She headed for the front door. At the threshold, she looked back over her shoulder.

"Enjoy your run, Marcus."

Then she disappeared inside, and I was alone on the Sigma Theta porch wondering what kind of situation I'd wandered into.

I ran harder than usual. Pushed until my lungs burned and my legs screamed and the only thoughts left were about the next step. Five miles instead of three. By the time I got back to the cottage, I was drenched in sweat and no closer to clarity.

Shower. Clean clothes. I forced myself to open my laptop on the kitchen table.

Statistics homework due Tuesday. Business Ethics case study to analyze. Normal student work. The reason I was here.

Except I couldn't focus.

Nikki's words kept circling. You've got options. Kendall can't take her eyes off you. And underneath it all, Kendall's voice from Saturday night. I know what I want.

My phone buzzed.

Zara: Statistics study session? Library at 2pm. I promise not to bite.

I stared at the message. Then typed back: See you there.

The campus library was a massive stone building designed to make you feel small and scholarly. High ceilings. Stained glass windows. The hushed reverence of accumulated knowledge.

Zara was already there when I arrived, tucked into a corner table near the back. Athleisure today--leggings and a fitted top showing off her athletic build. Her braids were pulled back, and she looked up as I approached with those intense brown eyes.

"You came," she said.

"You invited me."

"Most people find excuses." She gestured to the chair across from her. "Sit. We have work to do."

For the first hour, we actually worked. Probability distributions. Standard deviations. The dry mechanics of statistical analysis. Zara was brilliant--sharp, focused, every question cutting to the heart of the problem.

"You're good at this," I said during a break.

"I have to be." She closed her laptop and stretched. The movement made her top ride up, exposing a strip of toned stomach. "Pre-med. One bad grade and my scholarship vanishes."

"Full scholarship?"

"Full ride. First in my family to go to college." She met my eyes directly. "I worked my ass off for this. SAT prep at the public library because we couldn't afford tutors. Volleyball because it was the only path to visibility. Every single thing I have, I earned."

Something shifted in my chest. Recognition.

"My father drove a delivery truck," I said. "My mother cleaned houses. We lived in a two-bedroom apartment in a neighborhood nobody wanted to visit."

Zara's expression changed. The skepticism faded, replaced by genuine curiosity.

"Then how did you..."

"Had an idea. A good one. Was too young and stupid to know it was supposed to be impossible." I shrugged. "The startup exploded. I dropped out to run it. Twenty-two years later, here I am."

"Coming back to finish."

"Promise to someone who believed in me when no one else did. He left money in trust for a foundation. I can only access it if I complete the degree."

She was quiet for a moment. Her brown eyes studied me with new intensity.

"My mother still cleans houses," she said finally. "Won't let me send money. Says she'll earn her keep until she can't anymore." Her voice softened. "Every time I go home, she asks if I'm still at the top of my class. Like nothing else matters."

"Because she knows what it cost to get you here."

"Exactly." She held my gaze. "You understand that pressure. The weight of it."

"I do."

Our hands rested on the table. Close but not touching. I watched her breathing change. Saw the flush rise on her dark cheeks.

"Marcus." Her voice dropped to barely above a whisper.

"Yes?"

Her eyes flicked to my lips. Held there. "We should..." She swallowed. "...study more."

The words hung between us. Loaded with everything they weren't saying.

Then something closed behind her eyes. She opened her laptop again, fingers moving over the keys with renewed focus.

The moment broke. But the tension remained, electric and undeniable.

We worked for another hour. Conversation stayed on statistics, on coursework, on safe topics. But every time our hands brushed reaching for the same paper, every time our eyes met, the current flowed between us.

Finally, she closed her laptop.

"I should go. Volleyball practice."

"Right." I started gathering my things.

"Marcus." She paused, standing beside the table. "I heard about you and Nikki."

I went still. "What did you hear?"

"Everything." Her jaw tightened. "Word travels fast. She gave the full report this morning."

"I didn't intend for--"

"I'm not here to judge." She cut me off. "What you do is your business." But her eyes told a different story. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, then snapped back up. Hungry. And pissed off that she was hungry. "Just... be careful. You've stirred up something in that house. Nikki won't be the last one knocking on your door."

She shouldered her bag and walked away, long legs carrying her between the stacks and out of sight.

I sat alone at the table for a long time, thinking about everything she hadn't said. The tension followed me home and lingered for twenty-four hours.

By Monday evening, day fifteen, the silence in the cottage felt loud.

I was on my couch, laptop open, trying to focus on the Business Ethics case study when my phone buzzed.

Kendall: Can we talk? Privately?

I stared at the message. Typed back: My place. Whenever you're free.

Twenty minutes later, the knock came.

She stood on my porch in jeans and a silk blouse, hair loose around her shoulders. Not the business casual she wore to class or the cocktail attire from dinner. Something softer. More vulnerable.

"Marcus." Her voice was steady but her eyes weren't. "Thank you for seeing me."

I opened the door wider. "Come in."

She stepped inside. Stood in my living room, arms crossed, looking anywhere but at me.

"Want something to drink?" I asked.

"No. Thank you." She took a breath. "I've been thinking."

"About?"

"About Saturday night. About what happened upstairs." She finally met my eyes. "About the kiss."

Brief. Testing. Her lips against mine before I'd pulled away.

"Kendall--"

"Let me finish." Another breath. "I know about you and Nikki."

Of course she did.

"She told everyone during breakfast yesterday," Kendall continued. "All the details. How she followed you home. What you did together." Her jaw tightened. "She was thorough."

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean for you to find out that way."

"I'm not upset that it happened." She stepped closer. "I'm jealous that it wasn't me."

The words landed between us.

"I've thought about our kiss constantly," she said. "The way you looked at me. The way you pulled back." Her blue eyes held mine. "I told myself I was being professional. That you were a valuable connection and I shouldn't complicate things."

"That's probably wise."

"I'm tired of being wise." Another step. "Tired of watching other women take what I want."

"Kendall."

"I'm not asking for promises." She was close enough now that I could smell her perfume. Something floral and expensive. "Not asking for commitment or exclusivity or anything that would make this complicated."

"Then what are you asking for?"

"You." Simple. Direct. Completely Kendall. "I want you. Not as a mentor. Not as a networking opportunity." She reached up and touched my chest. "As a man."

Her eyes searched mine. Waiting for me to object. To cite the age gap, the power dynamics, all the logical reasons this was foolish.

The objection died somewhere in my throat.

She kissed me.

Not the brief, testing kiss from the hallway. This was confident. Deliberate. Her lips parted against mine and her tongue slipped into my mouth and her body pressed forward until every curve molded against me.

I kissed her back.

My hands found her waist. The silk was warm beneath my palms. She made a soft sound of satisfaction and pressed closer, fingers tangling in my hair.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Just kissing. Exploring. Learning each other.

Then she pulled back just enough to speak.

"Bedroom."

It wasn't a question.

I took her hand and led her down the hall.

Moonlight streamed through the curtains. Kendall stood at the foot of my bed, watching me with bright blue eyes.

"I've thought about this," she said. "Imagined what it would be like." Her fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse. "Whether you'd be gentle or rough. Patient or demanding."

"And what did you conclude?"

"That I wanted to find out."

She unfastened the first button. Then the second. The silk parted slowly, revealing black lace underneath. Simple. Elegant. Like everything about her.

I stepped closer. "Let me."

My fingers took over. Button by button. Revealing pale skin, delicate collarbones, the swell of her breasts in black lace.

The blouse slipped off her shoulders and pooled on the floor.

She was beautiful. Dancer's build, toned and graceful. Her chest rose and fell with quickening breaths as I looked at her.

"Your turn," she said.

I pulled my shirt over my head. Her hands immediately went to my chest, tracing lines of muscle, the scatter of gray hair.

"I like this," she murmured. "The gray. It suits you."

"One way to describe it."

"My preferred way." She pressed her lips to my chest, tongue tracing along my collarbone.

I reached for the clasp of her bra. It opened easily. The lace fell away, revealing her--smaller than Nikki, but firm and perfectly shaped. Pink nipples already stiff in the cool air.

"You're beautiful," I said.

"Show me."

I guided her back onto the bed. She went willingly, watching me with dark eyes as I unfastened her jeans and pulled them down her legs.

Black lace panties to match. I hooked my fingers in the waistband and drew them down. Bare underneath. Neatly trimmed. Already glistening.

"I made sure I was ready for you," she admitted. "Been thinking about this all day."

I knelt between her legs. Kissed the inside of her knee. Worked my way up her thigh with deliberate attention.

"Marcus." Her voice was breathy. "I want..."

"Tell me."

"Your mouth. On me."

I gave her what she asked.

My tongue traced along her folds, tasting her arousal, learning her shape. She gasped when I found her clit. I circled it slowly. Her hips lifted off the bed.

"Right there." Her hand found the back of my head. "Slower."

I slowed. Let my tongue move in lazy circles. Building pressure without rushing.

"Good." She breathed the word. "Now harder. Use your tongue."

I increased the pressure. Flattened my tongue against her clit and licked in long, firm strokes.

She moaned. Her thighs trembled around my head.

"Fill me." Her voice strained. "Your fingers. I need to feel you inside while you do that."

I slid two fingers into her. Hot and tight and slick. Her walls gripped me immediately. I curled my fingers upward, searching.

Found it.

"Yes." She arched her back. "Right there. Don't stop."

I worked her with mouth and fingers together. Tongue on her clit, fingers stroking inside, building toward the peak with methodical attention.

Kendall wasn't loud. She didn't scream or demand. Instead, she went quiet. Her breath caught. Her fingers tightened in my hair.

Then she came.

A full-body shudder. Her walls clenched around my fingers. Her thighs squeezed my head. I kept going through it, extending the orgasm, drawing out every tremor.

Finally, she pushed at my shoulders.

"Enough." She was panting. "Come up here."

I crawled up her body. She pulled me down for a kiss, tasting herself on my lips.

"My turn now," she murmured against my mouth.

She pushed at my chest. I let her roll me onto my back.

Kendall straddled me, her weight settling onto my hips. She reached down and undid my belt, pulled my pants and boxers down just far enough.

"I imagined this too." Her hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly. "Whether you'd be big or small. Thick or thin." She looked down at what she held. "More than I expected."

"Is that good?"

"Let's find out." She positioned herself above me. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance. "Let's see how you fit."

She sank down.

Slow. Controlled. Taking me inch by inch with deliberate patience. Her eyes never left mine. She wanted to see my reaction as she engulfed me.

The sensation hit me immediately. She was tighter than I expected, her body squeezing around me as she descended, wet heat clamping down inch by inch.

"God." The word escaped involuntarily.

"Good?" She was fully seated now, hips pressed to mine, every inch buried.

"Beyond good."

She smiled. That composed, confident smile.

Then she started moving.

Nothing like Nikki's wild urgency. Kendall moved with precision. Slow rolls of her hips that took me deep with every stroke. She controlled everything, speeding up when she wanted, slowing whenever my hips stuttered toward the edge.

"I like watching your face," she said. Her hands braced on my chest. "Seeing what I do to you."

"What do you see?"

"That you're fighting to hold back." She rolled her hips in a tight circle. "That you want to flip me over and take charge." Another roll. "That you're letting me have this anyway."

She was right. Every instinct screamed to grab her hips and thrust up. But something about Kendall made me want to let her lead. To see what she would do with control.

She rode me with quiet intensity. Eyes locked on mine. Breasts swaying gently with each movement. Lean muscles flexing, precise movements, nothing wasted.

I reached up to cup her breasts. Thumbed her nipples. She made a soft sound of approval.

"Harder," she said. "Pinch them."

I pinched. She gasped. Her rhythm faltered for just a moment before she recovered.

"That's good." Her voice was strained now. "Keep doing that while I..."

She shifted her angle. Leaned forward slightly. Found the position she wanted and started grinding in earnest.

I felt her getting close. The way her walls tightened around me. The way her breath came faster.

"Look at me," she said. "I want you watching."

Her face as she came. Eyes widening. Lips parting. The flush spreading across her cheeks. She didn't scream, didn't moan loudly. Just shuddered around me with quiet intensity, body clenching and releasing as the orgasm rolled through her.

Beautiful. Composed even in ecstasy.

When the tremors faded, she leaned forward. Her lips brushed my ear.

"Your turn."

She started moving again. Faster now. Taking me deep with every stroke. The wet sounds of our bodies together filled the room.

My hands found her hips, but I didn't take control. Just held on as she worked me toward the edge. She could feel it building--I saw recognition in her eyes.

"Stay with me," she whispered. "Give me everything."

She bore down hard, grinding deep, and that was it. The release hit like a wave crashing. I groaned and emptied into her, my body jerking beneath hers while she clenched and shuddered through one final tremor of her own.

We stayed there for a long moment, her weight on my chest, both of us catching our breath.

Then she rolled off me, settling against my chest.

"That was worth the wait," she said.

I laughed. Couldn't help it. "How long were you waiting?"

"Since that first morning on your porch." Her fingers traced patterns on my chest. "When you accepted my coffee and asked about Paige. You looked at me like I was a person. Not a pretty face or a networking opportunity. An actual person."

"You are."

"Most men my age don't notice." She tilted her head up to look at me. "You see things they miss."

"I see you."

She smiled. Soft and genuine. Not the composed mask she usually wore.

"Can I stay?" she asked. "Just tonight. I'll leave before dawn so no one sees."

I pulled the covers over us.

"Stay."

She curled against me, head on my chest, leg draped over mine. Within minutes, her breathing evened into sleep.

I lay awake longer, watching shadows move across the ceiling.

Two women in three days. Two sorority sisters who'd chosen me. And according to both of them, there were others circling.

This was spiraling somewhere I couldn't predict. I kept thinking about logistics--how to juggle their schedules, whether they'd compare notes, what would happen when they ran into each other. Somehow the age gap felt like the least of my problems now.

The hunger that had gone dormant during my marriage was wide awake. And it wanted more.

I pulled Kendall closer. She murmured something in her sleep and nestled against me.

The complications would be waiting in the morning. For now, I stopped fighting the current.

I woke to the first gray light of dawn filtering through the curtains.

Kendall was already up, slipping back into her clothes with quiet efficiency. She caught me watching and smiled.

"Go back to sleep," she whispered. "I need to get back before anyone notices."

"Kendall."

"Don't." She crossed to the bed and kissed me softly. "Don't make this more complicated than it needs to be."

"What is this?"

"Whatever we decide it is." She straightened, buttoning her blouse. "I'll see you in class tomorrow."

She slipped out of the bedroom. I heard the front door open and close.

Silence.

I lay in the dark. The room still felt heavy with what we'd done, the air thick and warm.

Two women. Two very different experiences. Nikki had been wild and urgent, claiming what she wanted. Kendall had been controlled and deliberate, conducting our encounter like she conducted everything else in her life.

Both wanted more.

And somewhere out there, according to both of them, others were watching. Waiting for their turn.

I closed my eyes. Sleep wouldn't come.

When my alarm went off an hour later, I dragged myself out of bed to face whatever the day would bring.


⚜




Chapter 5: Paige

⚜

Tuesday evening. Day sixteen.

Lectures blurred. Homework didn't happen. My brain kept replaying the highlight reel from the past few days instead of focusing on standard deviations.

Kendall slipping out before dawn. Nikki on the porch, telling me I had options. Both of them wanting more.

By early evening, I'd given up pretending to be productive.

The knock came just after seven.

I opened the door expecting Nikki. Maybe Kendall again. Instead, I found Paige.

She stood on my porch clutching a Tupperware container, strawberry-blonde waves framing her face. She wore that oversized cardigan I'd seen before, hanging past her hips, one shoulder exposed to reveal pale, freckled skin. Her eyes caught the porch light, green with those distinctive gold flecks I remembered from the night I'd found her tied to that lawn chair.

"Hi." Her voice was soft. Uncertain. "I made cookies. Chocolate chip. I thought maybe..." She trailed off, cheeks flushing pink. "Is this a bad time?"

"Not at all." I stepped back. "Come in."

She hesitated at the threshold, fingers tightening on the container. Then she took a breath and walked inside.

"I'm sorry to just show up." She set the cookies on the kitchen counter. "I couldn't sleep. Kept thinking about... things."

"What kind of things?"

"You." She said it simply, like a fact. Like the weather. "I keep thinking about you."

I leaned against the counter, maintaining distance. "Paige."

"I know." She held up a hand. "I know what you're going to say. The age difference. The complications. All of it." Her gaze met mine directly. "But I need to talk to someone. Really talk. And you're the only person who might understand."

"Understand what?"

"What it's like to feel invisible."

The words landed harder than I expected.

"The night you found me," she continued. "Tied to that chair. Covered in..." She shuddered. "Everyone was laughing. They thought it was funny. I was having a panic attack and they thought it was content for their Instagram stories."

"That wasn't your fault."

"I know. Logically. But feelings don't care about logic." She hugged herself, the cardigan swallowing her small frame. "You were the first person who actually saw me. Not the pledge. Not the entertainment. Me."

I remembered. Those wild, terrified eyes finding mine in the darkness. The way her breathing had steadied when I talked her through it.

"Come sit down," I said. "I'll make tea."

We settled on the couch with mugs of chamomile. She curled into one corner, bare legs tucked beneath her, the oversized sweater making her look even smaller. When she shifted, I caught a glimpse of pale skin at her collarbone and the strap of something cotton underneath.

"Can I ask you something?" she said.

"Anything."

"Why did you help me? That night? You could have stayed on your porch. Called someone else. Minded your own business."

I thought about it. Really thought.

"Because I've been there," I said finally. "Different situation, same feeling. Drowning while everyone watches."

"When?"

"Early in my career. Almost lost everything. A stranger stopped to ask if I was okay when no one else did." I shrugged. "I never forgot that. Sometimes one person paying attention is all it takes."

Her hand reached across the couch cushion. Her fingers were warm and small when they wrapped around mine.

"You pay attention," she said, her fingers tightening around mine. "Most people look right through me. You didn't."

"Kind of hard to miss you, Paige."

"Most people don't bother." She shifted closer on the couch, her bare knee brushing mine. "Marcus, can I tell you something?"

"Of course."

"I know about Nikki." The words came out in a rush. "And Kendall. They told me everything."

My chest tightened. "Paige--"

"I'm not upset." She squeezed my fingers. "Knowing about them didn't scare me off. It made me realize I didn't want to wait."

"Wait for what?"

"For this." She shifted closer, her bare thigh pressing against mine. "I've wanted this since you wrapped your jacket around me. Since you talked me through breathing."

"Paige--"

"Show me." Her voice was quiet but firm. "I'm tired of being careful."

She leaned forward and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, trembling slightly, asking rather than demanding.

I cupped her face. Felt the warmth of her cheeks. Kissed her back gently, letting her set the pace.

She made a small sound. Her palms pressed against my chest, fingers spreading across the fabric of my shirt.

"I've been so nervous about this," she whispered against my lips. "I didn't think it could actually happen."

"And now?"

"Better." She kissed me again, deeper this time. "So much better than I imagined."

Her fingers slid under my shirt. Timid at first, then bolder. She mapped my stomach, my chest, palms hot against my skin. Her breath hitched every time she touched a new spot.

I stood still, letting her explore. My pulse hammered against her fingertips.

She pulled back, breathing harder. "Can we... I mean, if you want to..."

"What do you want, Paige?"

"Everything." Her voice cracked on the word. "I want to feel what they felt. I want you to show me."

She was trembling, but her eyes were dead serious. I should send her home. Should be the responsible one here. Instead, I stood and took her hand. Led her to the bedroom.

The room was dim, just the pale glow from the streetlight filtering through the blinds. Paige stood at the foot of my bed, small and uncertain, watching me with wide eyes.

"Tell me if you want to stop," I said. "Any time. For any reason."

"I won't want to stop."

I stepped close. Slid the cardigan off her shoulders and let it fall in a soft heap on the floor. Underneath, she wore a simple cotton camisole and a short skirt that barely covered her thighs.

"You look incredible." I stepped closer. "And I've been wanting to get you out of that sweater since you walked in."

She blushed, the flush spreading from her cheeks down her neck. "I'm not like them. Not curvy like Nikki or--"

"Stop." I traced my thumb across her cheekbone. "You're exactly what I want right now."

She blinked rapidly, eyes suddenly bright.

"I'm not used to being looked at like this."

"Get used to it."

I kissed her again. Slowly. Taking my time. I gripped the hem of her camisole, and she raised her arms to let me pull it over her head.

Her bra was simple white cotton, practical and innocent. But her breasts were fuller than I'd expected, freckles scattered across the pale skin, pink nipples visible through the thin fabric.

I reached around to unhook the clasp. She held her breath as the bra fell away.

"Marcus." Her voice wavered.

"Still okay?"

"More than okay." She pressed closer, her bare chest against my shirt. "I just... no one's ever looked at me like that."

"Like what?"

"Like I'm worth looking at."

I pulled my shirt over my head. Her palms pressed flat against my chest, feeling the warmth, the steady beat of my heart. She looked almost surprised by how real this was.

"You're warm," she murmured. "I remember that. When you held me that night. How warm you were."

I eased her down against the pillows. She went willingly, hair spreading in soft waves around her face. Her skirt had ridden up, flashing white cotton panties that matched the bra.

I kissed her neck. Her collarbone. The hollow of her throat. She gasped with each touch, small sounds of surprise and pleasure.

"Let me take care of you," I said.

I took my time with her. Kissed her neck, her collarbone, worked my way down to her breasts. When I took one nipple into my mouth, she made a small surprised sound, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

"Oh." She squirmed beneath me. "That feels..."

I gave the other breast the same attention while my hands slid down her sides, found the waistband of her skirt. I pulled skirt and panties down together. She lifted her hips to help, and then she was bare beneath me.

Soft curls between her thighs, a shade lighter than her hair. Already wet for me. Her legs trembled as I settled between them.

"Marcus." Her voice was breathy. Nervous. "I've never... I mean, no one's ever..."

"Just relax. Tell me what feels good."

I kissed the inside of her thigh. She jumped. I smiled against her skin and kissed higher. Taking my time. Building anticipation.

My tongue dragged up her inner thigh, teasing close before pulling back. She whimpered. When I finally pressed my mouth against her, she cried out.

"Oh god."

She was soaking wet, swollen and sensitive. I licked a broad stroke up the length of her, and her whole body jerked when I found her clit.

"That's... oh, that's..."

No demands from Paige. No instructions. Just those small gasps, those trembling sounds that told me what she needed. I paid attention. Noticed what made her breath catch. What made her hips lift off the bed.

I slid a finger inside her. She squeezed around me immediately, impossibly snug.

"Marcus." Her fists gripped the sheets. "I can't... it's too..."

"Let go." I crooked my finger, pressing against her inner walls until she gasped. "I've got you."

I worked the spot that made her gasp while my tongue kept circling her clit, building pressure without rushing.

Paige made these small, wounded sounds. Whimpers. Moans that seemed to surprise her.

"Something's..." Her thighs trembled. "I'm going to..."

"Good. Let it happen."

I swirled my tongue faster, licking in firm strokes while my finger kept working.

Her hips snapped forward. A sharp, broken noise tore out of her throat. Her thighs clamped around my head like a vice, and I felt her squeeze rhythmically around my finger, the spasms rolling through her whole body.

I held her through the peak, softening my touch as the spasms faded, listening to her breath hitch and break. Finally she pushed weakly at my shoulders.

"Too much." She was panting. "Oh my god. Too much."

I crawled up her body. Her face was flushed, eyes bright with unshed tears.

"Are you okay?"

"I can't even feel my legs." She laughed, shaky and amazed. "I've never... that was intense."

I kissed her softly. She tasted herself on my lips and made a small sound of surprise.

"I want more," she whispered. "Please, Marcus. I need to be close to you."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure. I want this."

I stripped off my remaining clothes. Her eyes widened when she saw me.

"Oh." A nervous laugh. "Kendall wasn't exaggerating."

"They've been comparing notes?"

"We share everything in that house." She bit her lip. "Is that weird?"

"At this point, nothing surprises me."

I settled between her legs. She wrapped them around my waist, pulling me closer. I lined up against her slick heat.

"Go slow," she said. "Please."

I pushed forward. Just the tip. She gasped.

"Okay?"

"More than okay." Her palms cupped my cheeks. "I want to see you. The whole time."

I pressed deeper. Slow and careful. Watching her face as I filled her. She kept her gaze on me, eyes bright and wondering, afraid to look away.

When I was fully inside, I stopped. Let her adjust.

"You're so full." Her voice was hushed. "I can feel you everywhere."

I began to move. Slow, careful strokes that made her gasp. Nothing aggressive. Just the wet friction between us and the sound of her breath catching.

Her legs tightened around my waist. Her thumbs traced my cheekbones as I moved above her.

"This is..." She breathed. "I never knew it could be like this."

"Like what?"

"Connected. Not just physical." Her eyes glistened. "I feel like you're actually with me. Not just..."

"I know what you mean."

I lowered myself closer. Our foreheads touched. We breathed the same air. Her nails traced down my back, not scratching but holding on.

She was incredibly tight. Every time she breathed, she clenched around me. I could feel every inch of her grip, warm and fluttering against me.

"I think I'm..." Her voice caught. "Again. Already."

"Let go. I've got you."

I kept the same steady rhythm. Didn't speed up. Just stayed with her while she climbed toward the edge.

When she came the second time, it was quieter than the first. A long, shuddering moan, her body arching up to meet mine. I felt her clench around me, tight and rhythmic.

Heat spread through my groin. I was close.

"Paige."

"Don't let go." She pulled me closer, legs locking around my waist. "I need you."

Her internal muscles clamped down, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses. I lost it. I drove deep and held there, hips grinding into hers as I unloaded inside her. She cried out softly, nails digging into my shoulders, taking everything I gave her.

We collapsed together, limbs intertwined, neither of us wanting to move. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest, gradually slowing.

Then she started to laugh.

Soft at first. Building into something joyful.

"What?" I asked.

"I just..." She wiped at her eyes. "I came here to bring you cookies."

A laugh escaped before I could stop it. The absurdity of the situation, the sweetness of this woman, the unexpected joy of being here with her.

I rolled onto my side, pulling her with me. She curled against my chest like she belonged there.

"That was my first time," she said quietly.

I went still. "Your first--"

"Not my first time ever." She shook her head quickly. "But my first time like that. I didn't know it could feel like that. Not really. Not until now."

"What do you mean?"

"Before, it was always rushed. Awkward. Boys who didn't know what they were doing." She looked up at me, eyes wide and unguarded. "You watched me. The whole time. Most guys close their eyes or look somewhere else. You watched me fall apart."

"I wanted to see you."

"That's what made it different." Her finger traced lazy circles on my chest. "You actually cared whether I got there."

"I did."

She smiled, and something had shifted in her expression. A new confidence underneath the sweetness.

We lay there in the darkness, her body warm against mine, her breathing gradually steadying. I ran my fingers through her hair, watching the dim light shift across the ceiling.

"I should go," she said eventually. "Before it gets too late."

"You don't have to."

"I know." She kissed me softly. "But if I stay, Kendall will worry. She's already suspicious that I snuck out." A small smile. "Besides, I need time to process all of this."

We dressed slowly. Watching her get dressed was harder than I expected. I didn't want her to leave. At the front door, she stopped and looked up at me.

"Thank you," she said. "For everything."

"Thank you for the cookies."

She laughed. "The cookies. Right." She grabbed her empty Tupperware from the counter, then rose on her toes and kissed me one last time. "I want to learn more from you," she whispered against my lips. "If you'll teach me."

Before I could answer, she stepped back with a shy smile. "Goodnight, Marcus."

"Goodnight, Paige."

She walked back toward the sorority house, her sweater wrapped around her shoulders, bare legs catching the dim light. At the gate, she looked back and waved.

I watched until she disappeared inside.

Then I closed the door and leaned against it.

Three sorority sisters. All of them knew about each other. All of them sharing everything, including me.

I should have felt guilty. Should have felt like a predator taking advantage. But standing there in the dark, I didn't feel guilty at all.

I just wondered who was going to show up next.

I cleaned up the bedroom. Tried to sleep but couldn't.

Three women. Five days. And if Nikki was right about Zara, the fourth was already running the numbers.

I stared at the ceiling, waiting for the guilt to kick in. It didn't.

Wednesday morning. Day seventeen.

My phone woke me at eight. Three messages waiting.

Nikki: [eggplant emoji] [heart emoji]

Kendall: Last night was perfect. When can I see you again?

I blinked at Kendall's message. Then remembered--she must have sent this Tuesday, after our night together. The timestamp confirmed it. Sent yesterday morning, talking about Monday night. I'd been so caught up in Paige that I'd missed it entirely.

The third message was new. From Paige.

Paige: I can't stop thinking about you.

Three women. Three messages. Three different flavors of wanting.

I took my time showering. Getting dressed. Making coffee. Processing what my life had become in the span of less than a week.

When I walked to campus for my morning coffee, Nikki was behind the counter at The Daily Grind. She spotted me immediately, that knowing grin spreading across her face.

"Look who finally dragged himself out of bed." She leaned on the counter as I approached. "You look like you need a double shot, neighbor."

"Something like that."

"Hmm." Her eyes sparkled with mischief. "News flies fast in a sorority, you know."

I waited.

"Paige came home last night." Nikki lowered her voice, though no one else was close enough to hear. "Around midnight. She was..." She paused for effect. "Glowing."

"Glowing."

"She walked in with messy hair and a goofy smile she couldn't wipe off." Nikki's grin widened. "The kind of look that tells the whole house exactly who she's been with."

"I'm glad she's happy."

"Oh, she's more than happy." Nikki started making my coffee without being asked. Black, strong, exactly how I liked it. "We had a little chat this morning. All four of us. Comparing notes."

"All four?"

"Me, Kendall, Paige, and Zara." She set the cup on the counter. "Zara was particularly interested in the details."

Something shifted in my chest. "Zara was there?"

"She's always there. Always watching. Always analyzing." Nikki leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper. "She's fighting it, you know. The attraction. But she's losing."

"Nikki--"

"Don't worry." She patted my hand. "We're not jealous. We're not competing." That bold smile returned. "We're intrigued."

She slid the coffee toward me. Our fingers brushed on the cup.

"Enjoy your day, Marcus. I have a feeling it's going to be interesting."

I took my coffee and walked to class, mind spinning with everything she'd said.

We're intrigued.

Four women. Four very different personalities. And somehow, instead of tearing each other apart over me, they were... collaborating?

I thought about Paige's voice last night. We share everything in that house.

I thought about Kendall's measured calm. About Nikki's bold hunger. About Zara's fierce resistance that Nikki claimed was crumbling.

Whatever was happening here, it wasn't anything I'd experienced before. Not in twenty-two years of building companies. Not in fifteen years of marriage. Not in any scenario I could have imagined when I'd come back to finish my degree.

I was supposed to be here for six credits and a piece of paper.

Instead, I had three incredible women in my phone and a semester that was getting more complicated by the hour.

I should have been terrified. Instead, I couldn't wait to see what happened next.


⚜




Chapter 6: Complications

⚜

Wednesday afternoon. Day seventeen.

Classes dragged. Business Ethics became background noise. Even Professor Whitmore's discussion of corporate responsibility couldn't hold my attention. My mind kept drifting to Nikki's words from that morning.

We're intrigued.

Four women comparing notes about me. Four sorority sisters who should have been fighting over territory but were instead treating me like a shared resource. I didn't know whether to be flattered or terrified.

Kendall sat three rows ahead, honey-blonde hair catching the light from the lecture hall windows. She didn't look back at me. Didn't need to. The memory of her in my bed was enough to make concentration impossible.

Three women in less than a week. And according to Nikki, the fourth was already running the numbers.

My phone buzzed during the walk home.

Nikki: My room. 30 minutes. Don't keep me waiting.

I stared at the message. Read it twice. Thought about all the reasons I should say no.

Then I typed back: On my way.

The Sigma Theta house looked different in daylight. Less elegant, more lived-in. Someone had left a yoga mat on the porch. The flower boxes needed watering.

Nikki met me at the back door, finger pressed to her lips.

"Sisters are studying in the common room," she whispered. "Follow me. Quiet."

She led me through a back hallway and up a narrow staircase I hadn't seen before. Service stairs, probably. The kind of route someone used when they didn't want to be noticed.

Her room was at the end of the second floor. String lights draped from the ceiling, casting everything in warm gold. Photos covered every available surface--Nikki with friends, Nikki at parties, Nikki making faces at the camera. The bed was unmade, sheets tangled, pillows scattered. The whole space smelled like her perfume, warm and spicy.

"I told you I wasn't done with you." She closed the door and leaned against it. "We have some catching up to do."

She was already half-dressed. Oversized t-shirt that ended at her thighs. When she shifted her weight, I caught a glimpse of red lace underneath.

"What about your housemates?"

"They're busy. And I don't care if they hear." She pushed off from the door and crossed to where I stood. "Do you?"

I didn't answer. My hands were already on her waist.

She kissed me hard, aggressive from the first contact. Her tongue invaded my mouth while her fingers fumbled with my belt, too eager to be smooth. The buckle hit the floor with a clatter.

"I've been wet since I texted you." She murmured the words against my lips. "Thinking about this. About you."

She yanked my pants down and kicked them aside. Her hand wrapped around me immediately, stroking with sure, demanding pressure.

"On the bed," she said. "Now."

I sat on the edge of her mattress. She stripped her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion. That red lace thong and nothing else. Her breasts bounced as they came free-generous curves that made my mouth water. The contrast of pale swimsuit lines against her golden skin. Dark nipples hardening under my gaze.

She pushed me back forcefully, so I was lying in the middle of the bed. Then she got up on the bed herself, turned around and climbed onto my lap, straddling me, but facing away from me this time.

"Watch me take you." She looked back over her shoulder, dark hair tumbling down her spine. "You like that view?"

She reached between her legs, pushed the lace aside, and lowered herself onto me.

She swallowed me in warmth. Tight, slick, impossibly good. My hands went to her waist on instinct as she bottomed out.

"Fuck." She rolled her hips. Testing. Finding her angle. "You feel even better than I remembered."

She didn't wait. She set her pace immediately, rising and falling in slow, deliberate strokes. I watched the flex of her spine, the bounce of her ass against my thighs, the way she looked back to make sure I was watching her take every inch.

"Touch me," she demanded. "Grab my hips. Pull me down harder."

I gripped her hips. Pulled her down to meet each stroke. She made a sound of raw satisfaction, something between a moan and a growl.

"Yes." Her pace quickened. "Like that. Harder."

She leaned forward, hands bracing on the bed between my legs. The new angle drove me deeper. I could see where we connected now, her pussy stretched around me, wet and glistening with every thrust.

"More," she gasped. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I grabbed her hips and thrust up to meet her. The bed frame groaned beneath us. She cried out with each stroke, sounds muffled against her forearm.

Then she dropped forward onto her hands and knees, stripping off the thong and kicking it aside.

"Take me," she said, looking back over her shoulder. "From behind. The way I like it."

I knelt behind her. Grabbed a fistful of dark hair and wound it around my hand. She moaned at the first pull, back arching like a cat.

"God, yes." Her voice dropped to something raw. "That's it."

I thrust into her hard. The bed frame groaned, rattling the photos taped to the wall. String lights swayed overhead, casting shifting shadows across her back. She screamed into her sheets, voice muffled but unmistakable. I pulled her hair tighter, forcing her head back until her throat was exposed.

"Harder." Her voice was ragged. "Yes. Fuck."

My palm connected with her ass. The sound echoed through the room. She clenched around me immediately, a full-body squeeze that made my vision blur.

"Again."

I spanked her while I thrust. Each slap drew a cry from her throat. Her walls gripped me tighter with every stroke, milking me toward the edge.

"I'm going to--" She grabbed the sheets, knuckles white. "Don't stop. Please don't--"

She came screaming into her mattress. Her body convulsed around me, clenching and releasing in waves that pulled me over the edge with her. I drove deep and spent myself inside her, pulse after pulse while she trembled through the aftershocks.

We fell onto her tangled sheets, both breathing hard. Her skin was flushed and damp, a satisfied smile curving her lips.

"Twice in four days." She rolled onto her back, stretching like a cat in a sunbeam. "You're going to spoil me."

"Is that a complaint?"

"Hell no." She laughed, warm and easy. "That's an invitation."

I lay there catching my breath, staring at her string lights. The room smelled like perfume and sex and something floral I couldn't identify. From somewhere in the house, I heard voices. Music. The normal sounds of a sorority house in the afternoon.

None of them knew what had just happened in this room. Or maybe they did, and they just didn't care.

Nikki propped herself on one elbow, playing with a strand of her dark hair. "You know what I like about you, Marcus?"

"My sparkling personality?"

"That too." She grinned. "But mostly? You don't overthink things. Most guys would be having a panic attack right now. Multiple women, sorority house, the whole scandal potential." She shrugged one tan shoulder. "You just roll with it."

"Should I be having a panic attack?"

"Probably." Her grin widened. "But where's the fun in that?"

She was right. I should have been calculating risks, reputational damage, the dozen ways this could blow up in my face. Instead, I felt more alive than I had in years.

"You should go," Nikki said eventually. "Before someone comes looking for me." She kissed me quick and hard. "But I'll be seeing you again soon, neighbor."

I dressed quickly while she pulled her t-shirt back on. The thong she left on the floor. Slipped out the back door the same way I'd come in. The afternoon sun was still warm, casting long shadows across the Sigma Theta lawn.

Nobody saw me leave.

At least, nobody I noticed.

Thursday afternoon. Day eighteen.

Paige knocked on my door at three.

She stood on my porch with a backpack over her shoulder, reddish-gold hair pulled back in a loose ponytail that left strands escaping around her face. Her smile was shy but determined.

"Study date," she said. "I have a psychology exam tomorrow. Thought maybe you could quiz me."

I stepped aside to let her in. "I didn't take psychology."

"I know. But you're smart. And I concentrate better with company." She walked past me into the kitchen, her short skirt swishing with each step. "Plus I wanted to see you."

We set up at my kitchen table. Her textbook open between us, flashcards scattered across the surface. She quizzed herself while I listened, occasionally asking questions to test her understanding.

But she couldn't focus. Every few minutes her attention would drift. Her eyes would find mine across the table. Her foot would brush against my calf under the surface.

"You're distracted," I said after she'd missed the same question twice.

"I know." She bit her lip. "I keep thinking about last time."

"We can just study."

"I don't want to just study." She dropped her pen. Her foot crowded mine under the table, toe hooking around my ankle. A small, brave contact. "I can't look at flashcards when you're sitting right there."

She stood up. Her skirt brushed my knee as she moved into my space.

"Teach me," she whispered. "I want to try something different."

"What did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering, she climbed into my lap. Straddled me on the kitchen chair, her skirt riding up her thighs. The warmth of her seeped through my jeans.

"Show me how to do this." She rolled her hips experimentally, unsure. "I've never... I mean, I've always been underneath."

I gripped her hips. Guided her into a slow grind.

"Like this." I moved her forward. Back. "Roll your hips. Feel that?"

She gasped as she found the angle. "Oh. That's..."

"Good girl."

Her face flushed at the praise. She started moving on her own, finding a rhythm. Her fingers fumbled with my belt buckle, and I helped her with it, guiding her trembling hands.

"I want to feel you," she breathed. "Inside me. While I do this."

She pushed my jeans down. Her own underwear was simple white cotton. She pulled it aside instead of removing it, something almost shy about the gesture even now.

Then she positioned herself and eased down onto me.

Slow. Careful. Her eyes squeezed shut as she took me inch by inch, adjusting to the fullness.

"You're so deep like this." Her voice wavered. "I can feel everything."

"Move when you're ready."

Her hips shifted. Tentative at first. Small circles while she figured out what felt good, what made her breath catch. Nothing like Nikki's demanding pace. This was exploration. Discovery.

"Like that," I encouraged. "You're doing perfect."

She picked up speed. Found her rhythm. Her breasts bounced beneath her thin top with each movement.

She reached down and pulled her thin top over her head, watching my face as she did it. A flush spread across her cheeks, but she didn't look away. Proud. Testing her new boldness.

"Guide me." She grabbed my hands, put them on her hips. "Show me what you like."

I guided her into a deeper rhythm. Rolled her hips forward, then back, showing her the angle that would drive us both wild. She cried out, surprised by the sensation.

"That's..." She gasped. "I'm learning so much from you."

Her walls clenched around me. She was close already, overwhelmed by the new angle.

"Let go," I said. "You're safe."

She came on top of me, trembling, fingernails digging into my shoulders. Her whole body shook with it, small whimpering sounds escaping her throat. I held her through the tremors until she could breathe again.

When she opened her eyes, they were bright with wonder.

"That was..." She laughed, breathless. "Wow."

I stood, lifting her easily. She wrapped her legs around my waist instinctively, clinging to me.

I carried her to the couch. Eased her onto her knees against the cushions.

"Is this okay?" I asked, positioning behind her.

"Yes." She looked back at me over her shoulder. "Please. I want to feel everything."

I stripped off her panties completely this time, then hiked her skirt up around her waist. Bare from the waist down now. Then I pushed back inside her from behind. She arched into me immediately, pressing back to take me deeper.

"Oh god." Her fingers dug into the cushions. "It feels different this way. Fuller."

I held the small of her back with one hand, steadying her. Found a rhythm. Nothing like the rough pace I'd used with Nikki. This was slower, deeper, every stroke deliberate.

"More," she breathed. "Please. I want all of you."

I gave her what she asked. Her moans grew louder as I picked up speed, her small body rocking with each thrust.

"Marcus." Her voice cracked. "I'm going to--again--"

"Let it happen. I'm right here."

She came with a broken cry, her body fluttering around me in tight, rhythmic waves. The sensation pulled me under. I emptied into her with a groan, both of us shaking through the release.

We collapsed onto the couch together. The afternoon light had shifted, golden now, slanting through the kitchen blinds. She curled against me like a cat seeking warmth.

"That was..." She laughed breathlessly. "That was amazing."

"Too much?"

"Not even close." She rolled onto her side, tucking herself against me. "I want to keep doing this. Learning from you."

I pulled her close while our heartbeats slowed. She fit perfectly against me, small and warm and trusting. Her fingers found mine, interlacing, holding on.

"You're a natural," I said.

"I have a good teacher." She tilted her face up for a kiss. "The others were right about you."

"What did they say?"

"Nikki and Kendall." She squeezed my hand. "They said you pay attention. That you actually care whether we enjoy ourselves."

"And the guys before me didn't?"

"Not really." Her voice went quiet. "They got theirs and that was it. You're different."

I kissed her forehead. "You deserve someone who pays attention."

"I know." She smiled, pressing closer. "That's why I'm here."

We stayed like that until the afternoon light began to fade, her body warm against mine, neither of us in any hurry to move. Eventually, she gathered her books, kissed me goodbye, and headed back to the sorority house with a smile she couldn't quite hide.

I watched her go, wondering what tomorrow would bring.

Friday evening. Day nineteen.

The group text arrived around five.

Unknown number: Dinner at the house tonight. Just us four. We need to talk.

I stared at the message. Another text came through moments later.

Kendall: That was from the sorority's group account. See you at 7?

The walk from my cottage to Sigma Theta had never felt longer.

Kendall met me at the door. She looked serious. Composed. That presidential air she wore so naturally.

"Everyone's in the private dining room," she said. "Follow me."

The private dining room was smaller than the main one. A table for six, currently set for five. Candles flickered in the center. No other sisters in sight.

They were all there.

Nikki lounged in her chair, one leg crossed over the other, that familiar smirk playing at her lips. She wore something low-cut that made it hard to look anywhere else.

Paige sat with her hands folded in her lap, cheeks pink, stealing glances at me from under her lashes. Her cardigan had slipped off one shoulder again.

Zara was at the end of the table, arms crossed, her gaze fixed on me like she was solving an equation. She hadn't said a word since I walked in.

Kendall gestured to the empty seat. "Sit. Please."

I sat. The silence stretched.

"So," Kendall said finally. "We need to talk about what's been happening."

"We know about each other," Nikki cut in. "All of it. And it's fine."

Paige nodded, still not meeting my eyes. "I just want to be included."

I looked around the table. The candles. The four beautiful women. The absolute insanity of what they seemed to be suggesting. My rational brain was screaming about risk assessment. Other parts of me were wondering if I'd died and gone to some kind of fever dream.

"We've been discussing this for a few days now," Kendall continued. "Since Nikki first..." She paused delicately. "Shared her experience."

"Shared everything," Nikki corrected without a hint of shame. "The good parts especially."

"We compared notes." Kendall swirled her wine, looking almost bored. "And we realized something. None of us want to stop. But none of us want to fight over you either."

"So we came up with a solution," Nikki said. "Sharing. Officially."

The word hung in the air.

"With rules," Kendall added. "Communication. No sneaking around. Anyone can say no to anything."

I must have looked as stunned as I felt, because Nikki laughed.

"You should see your face right now," she said. "Relax. We're not asking you to sign a contract."

"I just..." I shook my head. "Why? You could have anyone. Younger. Less complicated."

Kendall exchanged glances with the others.

"Look, the guys we know?" She set down her wine glass. "They're projects. You have to teach them how to dress, how to act, how to..."

"How to fuck," Nikki finished, grabbing a breadstick. "Let's be real. It's exhausting."

Paige looked down at her hands. "You don't make us feel exhausted, Marcus. You make us feel safe. Like we matter."

I turned to Zara. She'd been silent this whole time, those dark eyes tracking every word.

"What about you?" I asked. "You've been holding back."

Her expression shifted. Something flickered there, something she was still fighting.

"You don't treat us like we're stupid," she said finally. "Most men can't see past our bodies. You actually listen."

"So what does this mean?" I asked. "Practically speaking."

"It means we're sharing you," Nikki said. "With everyone's knowledge and consent. No drama. No jealousy."

"And we all agree to be civilized about it," Paige added softly.

I looked at Zara again. She was watching me with an expression I couldn't quite read. Something simmering beneath the surface.

"What about you, Zara?" I asked. "You've been quiet."

Her jaw tightened. She held my gaze without flinching, that competitive fire barely contained.

"I don't share," she said. A beat passed. Then the corner of her mouth twitched. "But I also don't like watching everyone else set the curve." She held my gaze. "I've been thinking."

The words hung in the air. Loaded with everything they weren't saying.

Before I could respond, Kendall stood.

"Dinner's getting cold. Let's eat. We can figure out the details later."

The meal passed in a blur of conversation. They talked about classes, about the upcoming semester, about plans for the future. Normal topics that felt surreal given what we'd just discussed.

Nikki dominated the conversation, as usual. Her energy filled the room. Kendall guided things with quiet authority, steering us away from awkward silences. Paige contributed in soft murmurs, blushing whenever our eyes met.

And Zara watched. Always watching. Those intense brown eyes tracking every interaction, analyzing, calculating.

When dinner ended, Kendall walked me to the door. The other three lingered in the dining room, cleaning up, giving us a moment alone.

"Thank you for coming," she said. "I know this is unconventional."

"That's one word for it."

"Is it too much?" For the first time, I saw uncertainty in her eyes. "We can slow down. Figure out something else."

"No." I surprised myself with the certainty in my voice. "I'm in. Whatever this is."

She smiled. That composed, confident smile I'd seen the first morning she'd brought me coffee. "Good. Because I'm not done with you either."

When I walked back to my cottage, the cool evening air did nothing to clear my head.

The arrangement was set. And if I read Zara's silence right, the final piece was about to fall into place.

I wondered how long she'd keep fighting. How long until that competitive fire pushed her to claim what she clearly wanted.

Not long, probably.

And when she finally broke, I had a feeling it would be spectacular.


⚜




Chapter 7: Zara and the first threesome
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Friday night. Day nineteen.

The dinner conversation still echoed in my head as I helped clear plates.

Sharing. Officially.

Three women had offered themselves to me with full knowledge of each other. And the fourth had been sitting at the end of the table, watching everything with those dark, calculating eyes.

I've been thinking.

The words were still hanging in the air when Zara touched my elbow.

"Can I talk to you?" Her voice was low. Controlled. "Privately."

Kendall noticed. So did Nikki. Neither said anything, but I caught the look that passed between them. Understanding. Maybe even anticipation.

"Lead the way," I said.

Zara guided me through a door I hadn't noticed before. Down a narrow staircase. Into what could only be the basement rec room.

Pool table in the center. Dartboard on the wall. A couple of worn couches pushed against the corners. String lights strung along the exposed pipes, giving everything a warm, amber glow.

She closed the door behind us. I heard the lock click.

"Zara--"

"Don't." She held up a hand. "Don't say anything yet."

She stood with her back to the door, arms crossed over her chest. The purple dress she'd worn to dinner hugged her athletic build, showing off toned arms and long legs that went on forever. Her braids fell past her shoulders, framing sharp cheekbones and those intense brown eyes.

"I've been resisting this," she said. "You know that."

"I do."

"And you know why."

"Because you don't share. Because this is insane. Because you have a plan for your life." I leaned against the pool table, watching her. "Did I miss anything?"

"Because I hate feeling out of control." Her nostrils flared. "I've worked for everything I have. Every grade. Every opportunity. Nothing was ever handed to me."

"I know that. I respect it."

"Do you?" She pushed off from the door and started pacing. Long strides, athletic grace, barely contained energy. "Because you didn't chase. You didn't push. You just stood there." She stopped mid-stride, eyes wild. "Solid. Patient. Infuriating."

"I haven't pursued you, Zara. You came to me."

Her eyes narrowed.

"I know." The words came out clipped. "That's what's driving me crazy. I wanted to hate you. I wanted you to be like the rest of them."

"So what changed?"

"I watched you with them." She stepped closer. "Heard them talk about you. Saw the way Paige glowed after she came back from your place. The way Nikki couldn't wipe that satisfied smirk off her face."

"And?"

"And I realized I was the only one still fighting." Another step. "The only one pretending I didn't want this."

She was close now. Close enough that her scent hit me--something sharper than the others, clean rain and determination. Close enough to see the pulse jumping in her throat.

"Zara."

"I'm done pretending."

She kissed me.

Hard. Frustrated. All the tension from weeks of resistance pouring into one aggressive contact. Her hands fisted in my shirt, yanking me toward her, her tongue conquering my mouth before I could respond.

I kissed her back. Grabbed her waist. Felt her body press against mine, all lean muscle and barely contained hunger.

She pulled back just enough to speak. "Watch me win."

She pushed me backward. My shoulders hit the pool table. Before I could react, she was on me, hiking up her dress and climbing onto my lap.

"Zara--"

"Shut up."

Her fingers worked my belt with sharp, efficient movements. My pants came undone. She reached inside my boxers and gripped me, already half-hard from the intensity of her kiss.

"I knew it." She stroked me roughly. "I knew you wanted this as much as I did."

She positioned herself over me, pulled her underwear aside, and drove herself down in one determined motion. Her body stretched around me as she took every inch without pause--no warm-up, just wet heat and friction.

"Fuck." Her head fell back, braids cascading down her spine. "Fuck, you're big."

She didn't wait to adjust. Her hips began a grinding rhythm immediately, setting a punishing pace that spoke of weeks of frustration finally unleashed. Her hips rolled and snapped, driving herself down onto me over and over.

"I bet they didn't make you feel this." She was panting now, riding me with an athlete's intensity. "I'll show you the difference."

Her hands braced on my chest. Her thighs flexed with each stroke. The pool table creaked beneath us, balls rattling in their pockets.

She was trying to overwhelm me. To take control through sheer force and determination. The same competitive drive that made her a pre-med star and a volleyball champion, now focused entirely on claiming me.

And for a moment, it worked.

I watched her ride me, dark skin glistening with exertion, firm breasts bouncing beneath her dress. She was beautiful and fierce and absolutely determined to prove something.

Then she came.

Hard and sudden, her body seizing around me. A broken cry escaped her throat. Her rhythm faltered as the orgasm crashed through her.

But even as she shuddered through the peak, I saw it in her eyes. The frustration. She'd wanted to make me lose control first.

The passive acceptance I'd felt with the others evaporated. With Nikki, I'd let her take charge. With Kendall, I'd followed her lead. With Paige, I'd been gentle.

Not this time.

I clamped my hands on her hips, digging my fingers into the muscle, forcing her to stop mid-stroke.

"What--"

She tried to move again. I held her still.

Shock registered first--that I'd broken her rhythm. Then something darker replaced it. Hungrier.

I gripped her waist and stood, hauling her up with me. She gasped, legs locking around me instinctively--solid, athletic, real weight in my arms. I didn't give her a second to adjust.

I spun her around and slammed her down onto the pool table, bending her over the felt, her cheek pressed against the green.

"You wanted an experienced man." I kicked her legs apart. Positioned myself at her entrance. "Now you're going to find out what that means."

I drove into her--deep and hard, no patience, no gentleness, just raw claiming. She cried out, fingers scrabbling at the felt, trying to find something to hold onto.

"Oh fuck--"

I grabbed her braids. Wound them around my fist and pulled, arching her back off the table. She gasped at the sensation, a sound that was half pain and half pure need.

"This is what you wanted." I set my own pace now, deep strokes that made the pool table shake. "Someone who wouldn't let you control everything."

"Yes--" Her voice broke. "God, yes--"

I brought my hand down hard on her ass. The crack echoed off the basement walls, and she gasped at the sting, her whole body tightening around me in response.

"More." The word came out desperate. "Please."

I spanked her again. Harder. She screamed into the felt, muffled but unmistakable. Each slap made her grip me tighter, her body instinctively chasing the sensation.

"You've been fighting this for weeks." Another thrust. Another spank. "Telling yourself you didn't need it. That you were above it."

"I know--I know--"

"You're not above anything right now." I pulled her hair harder, forcing her head back until her throat was exposed. "You're bent over a pool table begging for more."

She unraveled. All that control, all that competitive fire--the tension she'd held so tight finally snapped. Her legs locked against my hips, a long, guttural sound tearing from her throat as the spasms hit. I felt each one pull at me, urging me toward my own edge.

I didn't stop. Kept thrusting through her orgasm. She was sobbing now, overwhelmed, completely undone.

"Marcus--Please, I need it"

"You can take it." I drove deeper. "I know you can."

The pressure built at the base of my spine. I was close. Her body was drawing me in, demanding everything I had.

"Where do you want it?" I demanded.

"Inside--" She could barely form words. "Please--inside me--"

I buried myself to the hilt and let go. The pressure broke, pouring out of me in waves while she trembled beneath me. A third orgasm ripped through her at the same time, triggered by feeling me fill her, her broken moan mixing with my groan.

Neither of us moved. Just stayed there, bent over the pool table, both breathing hard.

Then I released her hair. Stepped back. She slumped forward onto the felt, face down, trembling.

When she finally pushed herself up, her expression had changed completely. The competitive fire was still there, but tempered now by something like wonder.

Silence stretched between us. When she finally spoke, her voice was steadier.

"That's not what I expected."

"What did you expect?"

"The same thing I've always gotten." She slid off the table on unsteady legs, pulling her dress down. "Men who let me take charge because they don't know how to do anything else." She met my eyes. "You actually took what you wanted."

"You needed someone to."

"Yeah." She laughed, a little shakily. "I guess I did."

She crossed to where I stood and kissed me. Different this time. Softer. Almost grateful.

"I think I understand the appeal now," she said against my lips. "What the others have been talking about."

"And?"

"And I was wrong." She stepped back, smoothing her braids. "I thought I didn't want to share. Turns out I just didn't want to be left out."

We fixed our clothes in comfortable silence. The basement still smelled like sex, the pool table would probably need cleaning, but Zara didn't seem to care about any of it.

"The others are probably wondering what happened," she said finally.

"Let them wonder."

She smiled. A real smile, without the competitive edge. "You're dangerous, Marcus Cole. I see why they warned me."

"They warned you about me?"

"Kendall did. Said you'd get under my skin." She opened the basement door. "She wasn't wrong."

I made it back to my cottage around eleven.

My body was exhausted, but my mind wouldn't stop spinning. Zara had been intense. Demanding. Everything I'd expected and something I hadn't--the way she'd surrendered when I took control, the look in her eyes when she realized she didn't have to fight anymore.

My lower back seized when I reached for a glass. I leaned against the counter, chugging water, my heart rate still double its resting pace. Forty-four years old. Not twenty anymore. I needed quiet. I needed sleep.

The back door opened.

Nikki walked in like she owned the place, Paige trailing behind her. They must have cut through the garden.

"Door was unlocked," Nikki said, grinning at my expression. "Hope you don't mind."

She wore a loose summer dress that left very little to imagination. Paige had changed since dinner--now in a soft pink camisole and sleep shorts, strawberry-blonde hair loose around her shoulders, looking like she'd been halfway to bed before changing her mind.

"We talked," Paige said. Her cheeks were flushed, but her voice was steady. "After you and Zara went downstairs. We decided..."

"We decided we wanted to share you," Nikki finished. "Together. At the same time."

I stared at them.

"If that's okay with you," Paige added quickly. "We can go if it's too much. Or if you're tired from..." She glanced toward the direction of the sorority house. "Whatever happened in the basement."

"Zara looked thoroughly wrecked when she came back up," Nikki observed. "In a good way. We're a little jealous."

"So we figured..." Paige bit her lip. "Why wait any longer?"

They stood there waiting for my answer. Two beautiful women. Offering themselves to me. Together.

Any sane man would have feigned exhaustion and locked the door.

But looking at them--Nikki's smirk, Paige's nervous determination--sanity didn't stand a chance.

I set down the glass.

"Living room."

The space felt electric with anticipation. Nikki led the way, pulling Paige along by the hand. They stopped in front of the couch, both looking at me with varying degrees of confidence.

Nikki was bold as always, her dress already starting to slip off. Paige was nervous but determined, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her camisole.

"I've never done this before," Paige admitted. "I mean, obviously. But Nikki said she'd help me. Show me how..."

"I've got you, sweetie." Nikki squeezed her hand. "Just follow my lead."

They moved toward me together. Nikki reached me first, her hands immediately working my shirt buttons while her lips found my neck. Paige hung back for just a moment, watching, then stepped closer and pressed her mouth to my jaw.

"We're going to take turns," Nikki murmured against my skin. "And then we're going to share."

They undressed me together. Four hands working my shirt over my head, unbuckling my belt, pushing my pants down. Paige's touch was tentative. Nikki's was demanding. The contrast made my head spin.

Then they undressed each other.

Nikki lifted Paige's camisole first, revealing the soft curve of her stomach, the underswell of her breasts. Paige raised her arms to help, then reached for Nikki's dress, sliding the straps down until the fabric pooled at her feet.

Nothing underneath. All those tan curves on full display.

"Your turn," Nikki said to Paige. "Let him see everything."

Paige's pale pink bra fell away. Her breasts were smaller than Nikki's, but perfect--round and firm, rosy nipples stiffening in the cool air. She stood there in just her shorts, cheeks flaming but chin lifted.

"You're beautiful," I said.

"She is, isn't she?" Nikki agreed. She hooked her thumbs in Paige's waistband and slowly drew the shorts down, taking her panties with them. Soft curls revealed. Wet already, glistening in the lamplight. "And so ready."

Both naked now. Standing before me. Waiting.

Nikki dropped to her knees first. Paige followed a moment later, settling beside her.

"Watch me," Nikki said to Paige. "Then your turn."

She took me in her mouth without hesitation. Aggressive from the first contact, the way Nikki did everything. Her lips slid down my shaft, tongue working the underside, eyes never leaving mine.

Then she pulled back and looked at Paige.

"Now you."

Paige leaned in tentatively. Her lips wrapped around the head, soft and uncertain. She took me slowly, just a few inches at first, exploring.

"Like this." Nikki demonstrated, swirling her tongue flat against the underside. Paige mimicked her, hesitant at first, then eager.

The contrast wrecked me--Nikki's experienced confidence right next to Paige's shy exploration. I watched them both, unable to look away.

Paige pushed forward, trying to take more. She gagged slightly and pulled back, cheeks flushing.

Nikki stroked her hair. "That takes practice." Without a word, she guided Paige's hand to the base of my shaft and showed her how to stroke in rhythm with her mouth.

They worked together. Paige on the head, Nikki on the shaft, their hands and mouths coordinating through touch. Then they switched. Nikki engulfed me deep while Paige watched, learning.

"Together now," Nikki breathed.

They both leaned in. Two tongues on me at once, licking from opposite sides, meeting at the tip. The sensation was overwhelming. Four lips. Two different rhythms.

Paige found my balls. Cupped them gently, massaging while Nikki took me to the root.

"Jesus," I breathed.

Nikki released me with a wet sound. "He likes that. Keep going."

They kissed around the head of my cock. Their tongues touched, sliding against each other while my tip pushed between their lips. Soft moans. Wet sounds. Their eyes found mine above them, both of them sharing me.

"I want to ride him," Nikki said. She stood, took my hand, and pulled me toward the couch. "Lie down."

I lay back against the cushions. Nikki climbed over me immediately, straddling my hips.

"And you," she said to Paige, "sit on his face."

Paige's eyes went wide. "I've never--"

"First time for everything." Nikki smiled encouragingly. "Trust me. You'll love it."

Nikki positioned herself over my cock and lowered herself with a satisfied groan. She wasted no time establishing her rhythm--demanding, relentless, taking what she wanted.

I looked up at Paige, still standing uncertainly beside the couch.

"Come here." I reached for her hand. "I've got you."

She climbed onto the couch. Carefully positioned herself above my face, her thighs on either side of my head. I could see everything--her arousal glistening, her body trembling with anticipation.

"Lower yourself down," I said. "Whenever you're ready."

She descended slowly. The first touch of my tongue made her gasp. She jerked upward instinctively, then forced herself back down.

I licked her gently at first. Long, slow strokes from her entrance to her clit. She was soaking, her arousal coating my tongue.

"Oh my god." Her voice was shaky. "That's... oh my god..."

I felt Nikki's rhythm falter above me as she watched Paige's reaction. Then she found her pace again, bouncing harder, determined not to be outdone.

I focused on Paige. Found her clit and circled it with my tongue. She moaned and ground down against my mouth, instinct taking over.

"That's it," Nikki encouraged from somewhere above us. "Use his mouth. Take what you need."

Paige started moving. Rolling her hips. Pressing herself against my tongue with growing confidence. I gripped her thighs and held her in place, eating her with focused attention.

"I'm going to--" Her words cut off into a moan. "Already, I'm going to--"

She came on my face. A surprised cry, her thighs squeezing around my head, her whole body shuddering. I kept licking through the peak, drawing out every tremor.

"Holy shit." Nikki's voice was awed. "That was fast."

Paige collapsed forward, catching herself on the back of the couch. I could feel her trembling above me.

"Switch." Nikki lifted herself off me and turned to Paige. "Now you take over."

Paige looked uncertain. "I don't know if I can--"

"You can." Nikki helped her climb off my face and guided her into position. "Just go slow. You're still sensitive."

Paige straddled me where Nikki had been. Positioned herself over my cock. Eased herself down slowly, her wetness making the entry smooth despite her earlier orgasm.

"Oh." Her eyes went wide. "It's... different after..."

"I know." Nikki climbed onto the couch beside us. "Everything feels more intense. Just move when you're ready."

Paige started tentatively. Slow rolls of her hips. Then gradually faster as she found her rhythm. I grabbed her hips and guided her, showing her the angle that had made her cry out during our previous encounters.

"Like this," Nikki said from beside us. She leaned in and kissed Paige.

Paige froze for a moment, surprised. Then she kissed back.

I watched them. Two beautiful women kissing above me while Paige rode my cock. Nikki's hand came up to cup Paige's breast, thumb brushing her nipple. Paige moaned into the kiss and started moving faster.

"Good girl," Nikki murmured against her lips. "Keep going. You're doing so good."

Paige's movements grew more urgent. Her body tightened around me, signaling another approaching peak. Nikki kept kissing her, kept touching her, adding stimulation that pushed her toward the edge.

"I'm close," Paige gasped. "I'm so close--"

"Let it happen," I said. "We've got you."

She came with a soft cry, collapsing forward onto my chest. Her body pulsed around me in waves, warmth spreading through her as she melted against me. I had to grit my teeth to keep from following her over.

"That was beautiful," Nikki said, stroking Paige's hair. "But I'm not done yet."

She helped Paige off me, then climbed on herself. Settled onto my still-hard cock with a satisfied groan.

"I've been waiting for this," she said. "You just relax, sweetie. Watch."

She rode me hard. Her usual pace, demanding and relentless. Paige curled up beside us, watching with half-lidded eyes as Nikki chased her pleasure.

I gripped Nikki's hips. Thrust up to meet her. The pressure built rapidly, denied too long already.

"There you go," Nikki gasped. "Give it to me. I want to feel you--"

I spent myself deep inside her while she ground down hard. She followed a moment later, her body milking every drop, her head thrown back as the orgasm crashed through her.

We ended up tangled together on the couch. Three bodies, limbs intertwined, breathing gradually slowing.

Paige was the first to speak.

"That was..." She laughed, still catching her breath. "I don't even have words. Nothing I've ever experienced came close."

"Welcome to the sisterhood, sweetie." Nikki kissed her cheek. "Things are about to get very interesting."

They didn't leave right away. We lay there in the darkness, Paige curled against my side, Nikki draped across my chest. The cottage was quiet except for our breathing.

"Four women," Nikki said eventually. "All sharing you. All satisfied." She propped herself up on one elbow. "How does it feel, being the center of all that attention?"

"Overwhelming," I admitted. "In the best way."

"Good answer." She kissed me softly. "Because this is just the beginning."

Eventually, they gathered their clothes. Dressed each other with the same easy intimacy they'd shown undressing. Paige kept stealing glances at me, a new confidence in her eyes.

At the door, Nikki turned back.

"Kendall's going to want her turn next," she said. "Her and Zara together, probably. They've been talking about it."

"Is that so?"

"They're competitive." Nikki grinned. "They're going to want to top what we just did." She took Paige's hand. "Get some rest, neighbor. You're going to need it."

They disappeared into the night, whispering and laughing together like they'd just shared the best secret in the world.

I stood in the doorway, watching the lights of Sigma Theta glowing in the distance. My muscles ached. My skin smelled like three different perfumes. I had an eight o'clock lecture in six hours.

Four women. All of them satisfied. All of them wanting more.

I should have been terrified. Should have been calculating all the ways this could blow up in my face.

Instead, I locked the door and shook my head.

I was absolutely screwed. And I couldn't wait to see what tomorrow would bring.


⚜




Chapter 8: The full experience

⚜

Saturday evening. Day twenty.

The text came while I was pretending to review my statistics homework.

Kendall: Come to my room tonight. Zara and I want to show you something.

I stared at the message. Read it twice. Thought about Nikki's prediction from the night before.

Those two don't like being outdone. They'll want to raise the stakes.

I typed back: What time?

Kendall: 9pm. Back entrance. I'll leave it unlocked.

The Sigma Theta house was quieter than usual. Most of the sisters were at some party downtown, according to the group chat Nikki had added me to. The perfect night for whatever Kendall and Zara were planning.

I let myself in through the back door. The hallway was empty. I climbed the stairs to the second floor, past closed bedroom doors, toward the room at the end of the hall.

Kendall's door was ajar. Soft music drifted through the crack. Something ambient. Mood-setting.

I pushed it open.

They were waiting for me.

Kendall sat on the edge of her bed, honey-blonde hair loose around her shoulders, dressed in sheer black lace that acted more like a frame for her skin than a covering. A bra that pushed her small breasts together, matching panties that rode high on her hips. She looked like she'd been planning this for weeks.

Zara leaned against the window, arms crossed, watching me with those dark eyes. Her lingerie was deep purple, stark against her skin. Long legs, toned stomach, braids falling past her shoulders.

"Close the door," Kendall said.

I did.

"We've been talking," Zara said. She pushed off from the window and walked toward me, moving with easy grace. "About you. About what happened in the basement."

"And about what happened with Nikki and Paige," Kendall added. She stood too, approaching from the other side. "We heard everything."

I was surrounded. Two women in lingerie, both watching me like I was something they planned to devour.

"We decided to stop competing," Kendall said.

"It's more fun to collaborate," Zara finished.

They met in front of me. Exchanged a look I couldn't quite read. Then Kendall kissed Zara.

Soft at first. Testing. Zara's hand came up to cup Kendall's face, pulling her deeper. Their bodies pressed together, black lace against purple, blonde hair mixing with dark braids.

They pulled apart slowly, both slightly breathless.

"We figured you could handle both of us," Zara said. "At the same time."

I found my voice. "You figured right."

Kendall smiled. "Then let's begin."

They undressed me together. Synchronized. Like they'd rehearsed this, planned every moment.

Kendall worked my shirt buttons while Zara unbuckled my belt. The shirt hit the floor. My pants followed. Their hands explored my chest, my stomach, tracing lines of muscle with different touches--Kendall's cool and deliberate, Zara's warm and searching.

"Our turn," Kendall said.

She reached behind Zara and unclasped her bra. The purple lace fell away, revealing firm breasts, dark nipples already stiff. Zara returned the favor, freeing Kendall from her black lace.

They stepped out of their panties together. Two completely different bodies, both gorgeous. Kendall lean and graceful. Zara powerful and sculpted.

"On the bed," Zara said. "We're going to show you what collaboration looks like."

Kendall positioned herself on all fours at the edge of the bed, honey-blonde hair spilling forward. Zara knelt behind her and lowered her mouth between Kendall's legs.

"Fuck," Kendall breathed. Her head dropped, arms trembling. "Right there."

Zara worked her tongue in slow, deliberate strokes, her dark skin a striking contrast against Kendall's pale thighs. Her hips were raised, presenting herself to me while she ate Kendall out.

"Your turn," Zara said, glancing over her shoulder. "Don't make me wait."

I positioned myself behind her. Gripped her hips. Pushed inside in one steady motion.

Zara moaned against Kendall's pussy, the vibration making Kendall gasp. I started moving, a deep, rolling rhythm that drove Zara forward with each thrust.

The chain worked perfectly. Every stroke pushed Zara's mouth harder against Kendall. Every time Kendall's hips bucked back, Zara ground against me. We found a rhythm together, three bodies connected, pleasure flowing through all of us.

"Harder," Zara demanded between licks. "I can take it."

I gave her harder. My hips slapped against her ass while she devoured Kendall. The sounds were obscene--wet, desperate, building.

Kendall came first, crying out as her arms gave way, face pressing into the sheets. Her body shook while Zara kept licking, drawing out every wave. Zara followed moments later, her moan muffled against Kendall's skin as she squeezed tight around me, her whole body shuddering.

They collapsed together, both breathing hard.

"Not done yet," Kendall panted. She turned over onto her back. "Zara. On top of me."

Zara's eyes gleamed with understanding. She climbed onto Kendall, face-down, their breasts pressing together. But she kept her hips raised, propped on her knees, creating space between them. Kendall spread her legs wider beneath her. Two pussies exposed, one above the other, both glistening.

"Your choice," Kendall said, looking past Zara's shoulder at me. "Pick one."

I knelt behind them. Started with Zara, sliding into her wet heat. She groaned into Kendall's neck. I gave her a few deep strokes, watching her back arch, then pulled out.

Shifted lower. Pushed into Kendall.

"Oh god," she gasped. Her hands gripped Zara's waist while I fucked her. "Yes. Just like that."

I alternated between them. A few strokes in Zara. Pull out. Slide into Kendall. Back to Zara. The angle was perfect for both, their bodies pressed so tight together I could feel each woman's pulse through the other.

Zara came first, her whole body going rigid against Kendall. I stayed in Kendall, thrusting hard while Zara shuddered through her peak above her. Kendall followed seconds later, her walls clamping down, a broken cry escaping as she arched up against Zara's weight.

I pulled out, still hard, watching them untangle from each other.

"We're not done with you," Kendall said. She reached down and wrapped her hand around me, slick from both of them. "I want to feel you come inside me."

She pushed Zara aside gently and pulled me down on top of her. Wrapped her legs around my waist and guided me inside. This time her rhythm was urgent, her hips meeting every thrust.

Zara curled against us, kissing my neck, her hand roaming across my back. "Watch her," she murmured. "Watch her take what she wants."

Kendall's blue eyes locked onto mine. Her breath quickened. Her walls tightened around me.

"Now," she said. "With me."

I drove deep and held. The release crashed through me, pulse after pulse while she clenched and shuddered through her own orgasm beneath me. We came together, bodies locked, her quiet intensity matching my groan.

I collapsed onto her chest.

We lay there until our breathing slowed. Two women curled against me, satisfied and warm.

"The others are planning something," Kendall said eventually. "For the day after tomorrow. Something bigger."

"All four of us," Zara added. "Together."

A month ago, I would have been calculating risks and exit strategies. Now, looking at them, I only cared about one thing.

"I'll be ready," I said.

Sunday passed in restless anticipation.

Every one of them found excuses to see me. Nikki cornered me at the student union for a kiss that left me breathless. Paige held my hand in the library, blushing when another student walked past. Even Zara stopped by the cottage to "return a book" that resulted in twenty minutes against my kitchen counter.

"Clear your schedule tomorrow," Nikki whispered against my ear. "We're planning something special."

"Intense," Paige corrected when she saw me later. Her cheeks flushed deeper. "It's going to be intense."

Zara's parting words were more direct: "All four of us. Together. If you think you can handle it."

And Kendall, always the president: "Consider it a proper thank you. For everything."

Monday crawled by. Statistics felt endless. Business Ethics was torture. I couldn't focus on anything except what was coming.

My phone buzzed during the walk home.

Kendall: Tonight. 8pm. The house will be empty. Just us.

I typed back: I'll be there.

Monday evening. Day twenty-two.

The Sigma Theta house had never looked so quiet.

Kendall had explained in a brief text: chapter formal across town. Every other sister would be there. The house was theirs for the night.

Ours for the night.

I let myself in through the front door this time. No sneaking. No hiding. I walked through the empty foyer, past the dining room where we'd had our first dinner together, toward the living room where everything had started.

They were waiting.

All of them waiting. All of them dressed to kill.

Kendall stood by the fireplace in black lace, every inch the president even now. Nikki lounged on the couch in red, her curves threatening to spill over the fabric, that knowing smirk on her lips. Zara leaned against the doorframe in deep purple, dark eyes tracking my every move. And Paige sat on the edge of an armchair in soft pink lace, strawberry-blonde hair loose around her shoulders, nervously twisting her fingers together. But when our eyes met, she smiled. Ready.

"You came," Kendall said.

"Did you think I wouldn't?"

"No." She walked toward me, the others following. "I knew you'd be here. Just like I knew this was inevitable from the moment you cut Paige free from that lawn chair."

The four of them surrounded me. Four different perfumes. Four different kinds of heat.

"We wanted to give you something special," Nikki said.

"All of us," Paige added softly. "Together. At once."

"A thank you," Zara said. "For everything you've done. For who you are."

Kendall stopped in front of me. Close enough to touch. "And maybe the start of something more."

She kissed me.

Then they descended.

Hands everywhere, stripping my clothes away before I could help. Mouths pressed against my neck, my chest, my stomach--a coordinated attack that left me naked and breathless in seconds. By the time I was bare, I couldn't have said which woman had removed which piece of clothing.

"Lie down," Kendall said.

They'd arranged cushions and blankets on the floor. Some kind of nest, soft and welcoming. I lay back against it, and they surrounded me.

"We talked about this," Nikki said, settling on my left side. "Planned it. Made sure everyone knew what they wanted."

"Communication," Kendall added from my right. "That was the first rule. Remember?"

"I remember."

"Good." She leaned down and kissed me. "Then relax. We're going to take care of everything."

They started with their mouths.

Hands everywhere, pushing me down onto the cushions. Then lips followed--on my neck, my chest, trailing lower. I closed my eyes and lost track of who was who. Just a wall of sensation that erased my ability to think.

Nikki reached me first, swallowing deep with no hesitation. Then Kendall took her place, slower, more thorough. Zara followed with aggressive suction--competitive even now. Then Paige, shy but eager, doing her best to match what she'd seen the others do.

A carousel of mouths. No pause. No mercy. Sometimes two tongues at once, licking from opposite sides. Sometimes one mouth on me while another kissed lower. The variety was dizzying.

"Look at him," Nikki murmured. "He's trying so hard not to come."

"We've barely started," Zara said. "He better have more stamina than that."

"I think he does." Kendall looked up at me, her cheek resting against my shaft. "Don't you, Marcus?"

"Keep going," I managed. "Find out."

They kept going.

At some point, they started kissing each other around me. Nikki and Paige. Kendall and Zara. Switching partners, tongues meeting on my tip, lips sliding together with me between them. The visual was almost too much.

Nikki wrapped her lips around me and sank deep. Deeper than before. Her throat opened and she took me all the way down, holding there while I groaned. When she came up for air, Kendall replaced her, doing the same. They traded off, each one trying to outdo the other, until I was gripping the cushions and fighting not to lose control.

Then Kendall pulled back.

"I need him inside someone," she breathed. "Now."

Nikki didn't hesitate. "Me first."

Nikki bent over the arm of the couch, presenting herself. Her curves were on full display--those wide hips, her ass raised high, looking back at me over her shoulder with that demanding look she did so well.

"Come on, neighbor," she said. "Show me what you've got."

I stepped behind her and pushed in. Nikki groaned, pushing back to meet me, swallowing me whole. I started thrusting hard, the way she liked it, and her moans filled the room.

Kendall moved to Nikki's front. She reached around, cupping Nikki's heavy breasts, kneading them while I fucked her from behind. Then her fingers found Nikki's mouth.

"Open," Kendall commanded.

Nikki obeyed, and Kendall slid two fingers between her lips. Nikki sucked them eagerly, moaning around them while I drove into her. Kendall's other hand kept working Nikki's tits, pinching her nipples, and I could feel every reaction--how she tightened when Kendall twisted, how she relaxed when she sucked.

"That's it," Kendall murmured. "Take it."

Nikki came hard, her body shaking, her scream muffled by Kendall's fingers. I pulled out before I could follow her over the edge.

Kendall lay back on the cushions and beckoned me with one finger. She didn't need to say anything--the look in her eyes was enough.

I settled between her legs. Lifted them over my shoulders. Started sliding in slowly.

"Deeper," she gasped. "Don't hold back."

I didn't. Drove into her with her legs folded up, reaching deeper than I ever had. Her eyes rolled back. Her hands gripped my forearms.

Off to the side, something else was happening.

Nikki and Zara had cornered Paige. They pushed her down onto a separate pile of cushions, pinning her between them. Zara's mouth found Paige's breast while Nikki's hand slid between her legs.

"No--wait--" Paige gasped. But she wasn't fighting. Her hips were already moving against Nikki's fingers.

"You don't get to come yet," Nikki said, her voice husky. "Not until we say so."

I watched, transfixed, while fucking Kendall deep. Nikki fingered Paige hard, two fingers pumping while her thumb circled her clit. Paige's back arched, her breath coming in ragged gasps, and just when she was about to tip over--

Nikki stopped. Pulled her fingers out completely.

"No!" Paige's voice cracked. "Please, I was so close--"

"That's the point," Zara murmured against her breast. She bit down gently on Paige's nipple, making her squirm. "You come when we say you come."

Nikki waited. Let Paige's breathing slow. Then she started again--slower this time, circling Paige's clit with feather-light touches that made the younger woman whimper and buck her hips uselessly.

"Look at her," Zara said, glancing over at me. "She's dripping. She's never been this wet."

It was true. Even from where I was, driving into Kendall, I could see the slick evidence of Paige's arousal coating Nikki's fingers. Paige's whole body was flushed pink, trembling, desperate.

Nikki brought her to the edge again. And again stopped.

Paige sobbed. Actually sobbed. "Please. I'll do anything. Please let me come."

"Anything?" Zara's smile was predatory. She released Paige's wrists and slid down her body. "Remember you said that."

Then she lowered her mouth between Paige's legs, replacing Nikki's fingers with her tongue. Licking slow and deliberate. Long strokes from entrance to clit, never quite enough pressure to push her over.

Nikki took over Paige's breasts, kneading them roughly, pinching her nipples until Paige cried out. Between them, Paige was a writhing mess--overstimulated, denied, broken down to pure need.

I kept my rhythm with Kendall, but my eyes were on that scene. Three women tangled together, Paige begging while they tortured her with pleasure. It was the hottest thing I'd ever witnessed.

Kendall tightened around me. "I'm close," she gasped. "Watch me while you watch them."

I looked down at her. Blue eyes blazing. Her whole body trembling. I thrust deep and held, and she came apart beneath me, crying out, her nails digging into my arms.

"Marcus." Nikki's voice cut through. "Paige needs you."

They'd worked her into a frenzy. Her whole body was flushed, trembling, slick with sweat. Her strawberry-blonde hair was plastered to her forehead, her chest heaving with ragged breaths. She looked at me with desperate green eyes, pupils blown wide.

"Please," she begged. Her voice was hoarse from crying out. "I need--I can't--please."

I moved between her legs. She was drenched--I'd never felt anyone this wet. I slid in without resistance, burying myself completely in one smooth stroke. Her whole body arched off the cushions like she'd been electrified.

"Finally," she sobbed. "Oh god, finally, yes, please--"

She was already so close. I could feel it in the way she squeezed around me, the frantic roll of her hips trying to chase the release she'd been denied. I started moving--not fast, but deep, grinding against her with each stroke.

Nikki settled at Paige's side, her hand finding Paige's clit, rubbing in tight circles while I fucked her. "That's it, baby girl," she murmured. "Let it happen."

Zara and Kendall each claimed a breast, mouths closing over her nipples, sucking hard. Paige's hands flew to their heads, fingers tangling in blonde and dark braids, holding them against her.

Four of us focused entirely on Paige. Every nerve ending in her body being stimulated at once.

She didn't last long. Couldn't possibly. The orgasm hit her like a freight train--her whole body seizing, back bowing completely off the cushions, a raw scream echoing through the empty house. She gripped me so tight I had to stop moving, just holding still while wave after wave of heat pulsed through her.

But they didn't stop. Nikki kept rubbing her clit. Zara and Kendall kept sucking her nipples. I stayed buried inside her while the pleasure crashed through her body again and again.

The orgasm went on and on. Paige's screams turned to sobs, then to whimpers, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. Her legs shook uncontrollably. Every time I thought it was ending, Nikki would flick her clit just right and another peak would roll through her.

When it finally, truly ended, Paige lay there boneless and gasping. Her eyes were unfocused, staring at the ceiling. Her whole body still twitching with aftershocks.

"That," Nikki said with deep satisfaction, "is how you make someone come."

Paige tried to speak. Failed. Just made a small, broken sound that might have been a laugh or a sob.

Nikki got on all fours. "My turn again. And Marcus..." She looked back at me, dark eyes gleaming with something hungry. "I want it in my ass."

My cock twitched. "You sure?"

"I've been thinking about it since that first night in my bedroom." She arched her back, presenting herself. "Kendall's going to help get me ready. Aren't you, princess?"

Kendall moved behind Nikki, trailing her fingers down her spine. "Such a demanding bitch," she said fondly. She spread Nikki open and slid one finger inside her ass.

Nikki groaned, deep and satisfied. "More."

I positioned myself at Nikki's pussy and pushed in. She was soaking wet, her arousal dripping down her thighs. I started fucking her slow and deep while Kendall worked her fingers in her ass. One finger became two. Nikki pushed back against both of us, demanding more, always more.

"God, that feels incredible," Nikki moaned. "Both of you at once. Keep going."

Off to the side, Zara and Paige watched from another pile of cushions. Paige was still recovering, propped on one elbow, but her eyes were fixed on the scene with fascination. Her free hand had drifted between her legs almost unconsciously.

"You ever done this?" Zara asked her quietly.

"No," Paige breathed. "Never even thought about it."

"Watch and learn." Zara's hand found its own path between her legs. Both of them touching themselves to the show.

Kendall added a third finger. Nikki's moans turned guttural. I kept fucking her pussy, feeling how tight she was getting as Kendall stretched her open.

"She's ready," Kendall said. She pulled her fingers out slowly, leaving Nikki empty and wanting.

I pulled out of her pussy. Pressed the tip against her ass. The tight ring of muscle resisted at first, then started to give.

"Fuck yes," Nikki hissed. Her hands fisted in the cushions. "Keep going. Don't you dare stop."

I pushed in slowly, watching myself disappear into her inch by inch. The tightness was unreal--hot and squeezing and almost too much. Nikki's whole body shuddered when I finally bottomed out.

"Oh my god," Paige whispered from the side. Her fingers were moving faster now.

I started moving. Careful at first. But Nikki didn't want careful.

"Harder," she demanded, pushing back to meet me. "I can take it. Fuck my ass like you mean it."

I grabbed her hips and gave her what she wanted. Deep, hard strokes that made her cry out with each thrust. The sounds she made weren't words anymore--just raw, animal pleasure. Her back arched. Her fingers clawed at the cushions.

"Touch yourself," I told her. "Come for me."

Her hand shot between her legs. She rubbed her clit frantically while I pounded into her ass. Zara and Paige watched, both of them openly masturbating now, caught up in the spectacle.

Nikki came with a scream, her whole body convulsing. I felt her ass squeeze impossibly tight around me, pulsing with her orgasm. It nearly sent me over the edge.

"I'm close," I warned.

Nikki pulled forward, letting me slip out with a groan. She turned around, breathless and flushed. "On us," she said. "All four of us. I want to see you cover us."

Nikki grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the cushions. She sprawled back, and the others crowded in immediately--Kendall pressing close on one side, Zara on the other, Paige squeezing in wherever she could fit. A tangle of flushed skin and mussed hair. Kendall's honey-blonde mixing with Zara's dark braids. Nikki's tan against Paige's freckled pale. Four pairs of hungry eyes looking up at me.

"Come on, Marcus," Nikki urged, tongue out. "Give it to us. We want it."

I stroked myself over them, already on the edge. The visual alone--four beautiful women, waiting, wanting--pushed me over.

I came harder than I ever had in my life. The first rope landed across Nikki's face and chest. The second hit Kendall's cheek and lips. I moved down the line, painting Zara's chin and breasts, finishing on Paige's freckled skin and waiting mouth.

Before I'd even finished, they were turning to each other. Nikki grabbed Kendall and kissed her deep, tongues tangling, sharing what had landed on their lips. Zara pulled Paige into a kiss, and Paige moaned into her mouth, inexperienced but eager.

They switched partners. Nikki licked a stripe up Zara's neck, collecting cum on her tongue before kissing her. Kendall and Paige made out messily, passing it between them. Then all four of them converged, mouths and tongues meeting in the middle, sharing everything, cleaning each other off in a tangle of lips and laughter.

When they finally broke apart, all four of them were smiling--flushed, satisfied, thoroughly debauched. Cum glistened on their lips. Their hair was a wreck. They'd never looked more beautiful.

"Holy shit," I managed.

Nikki laughed, wiping her chin. "Best. Night. Ever."

For a long moment, nobody moved. Just five bodies tangled together on the floor, breathing hard, completely spent.

We slept in a pile.

Nobody wanted to move from the nest of cushions and blankets. We just pulled the edges over ourselves and arranged into a tangle of limbs, nobody wanting to separate, nobody caring about propriety.

I woke around two with Paige curled against one side and Zara against the other. Kendall was using my chest as a pillow. Nikki had somehow ended up draped across all of us.

I lay there in the darkness, listening to their soft breathing, and realized I'd stopped calculating risks hours ago.

Not during my marriage had I felt this content. Not during the biggest deals of my career. Not when the money started flowing and everyone told me I'd made it.

Lying there with them, I didn't care about logistics anymore. I just wanted to see if I could survive the semester.

Tuesday morning. Day twenty-three.

Sunlight streamed through the living room windows. Someone was making coffee in the kitchen. The smell of bacon drifted through the house.

I found them in the sorority's industrial kitchen, all four of them in various states of undress, cooking breakfast together.

Nikki manned the stove, still in just her red lingerie, flipping pancakes with theatrical flair. Kendall cracked eggs into a bowl, wearing my shirt from last night, sleeves rolled up. Zara sliced fruit with surgical precision, having pulled on a tank top at some point. Paige set the table, back in her pink lace, humming softly to herself.

"Morning, neighbor." Nikki grinned over her shoulder. "Hope you're hungry. We're making enough to feed an army."

"Or one very exhausted venture capitalist," Zara added.

I leaned against the doorframe, taking it all in. Four beautiful women. All satisfied. All comfortable with each other and with me. The morning light caught everything golden, making it feel almost dreamlike.

"The semester just started," Kendall said, turning to face me. "We have three more months."

"Best decision I ever made joining this sorority," Nikki said.

Zara shook her head, but she was smiling. "I still think this is insane. But I'm not stopping."

Paige looked up from her table-setting, green eyes bright.

"I've never been this happy," she said quietly. "Not ever."

The words hit harder than they should have. This sweet, nervous woman who'd been invisible until I'd cut her free from a lawn chair. Who'd knocked on my door with cookies and asked me to see her. Who'd trusted me with something precious.

They all had. In different ways, with different expectations, but the trust was the same.

"Come eat," Kendall said. "The food's getting cold."

I crossed to the table. Sat in the chair they'd saved for me, surrounded on all sides by women who'd chosen this. Chosen me. Chosen each other.

We ate like conspirators. Plates passed, legs tangled under the table, easy laughter punctuated by knowing looks. The comfortable intimacy of people who'd shared something intense.

"What happens now?" I asked eventually. "After the semester ends?"

Kendall set down her coffee. "We graduate. You unlock your foundation. And we figure out the rest together."

"No pressure," Nikki added. "We're not asking for promises. Just... possibility."

"I'd like that," Paige said softly. "The possibility of more."

Zara didn't say anything. But her hand found mine under the table and squeezed.

I looked around the table. Kendall's quiet authority. Nikki's bold energy. Zara's fierce determination. Paige's gentle sweetness.

Four very different women who'd somehow become something more. Something I hadn't known I was looking for until I found it.

Richard would have laughed at me. The old bastard would have loved every minute of this story. I could almost hear him now, that gruff Brooklyn voice cutting through my memories: "See, Marcus? Life rewards the ones who show up."

I'd returned to campus for a diploma. To keep my word to a man who'd believed in me. To release fifty million dollars that would build schools and fund scholarships.

Instead, I'd found four women who changed mine.

I'd worried about complications. About reputation. About the dozen ways this could blow up in my face. Looking at them now, passing plates and stealing touches under the table, I realized the truth.

It was worth the risk.

I came back to college for a piece of paper. I found something worth so much more.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my newsletter for exclusive content, early access to new releases, and special subscriber-only stories. I promise no spam—just updates when I have something steamy to share.

Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you so much for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude,
Evelyn Wild

⚜ ⚜ ⚜


Other Books by This Author

⚜ ⚜ ⚜

The College Harem
Available on Amazon
Ethan arrives at college expecting the typical freshman experience—awkward icebreakers, communal bathrooms, and late-night study sessions. Instead, he finds himself on a co-ed floor where three girls seem unusually interested in the shy pre-med student. Maya initiates during a late-night study session in his room. Sienna teases him in the communal shower. Harper surprises him with quiet intensity. They're not competing—they're collaborating. Over two weeks, Ethan goes from overwhelmed virgin to the center of a dorm room harem where his hallmates have decided he's theirs to share.


The Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Farm Girl Harem
Available on Amazon
Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
Welcome to the Sky Villa, where service means surrender. Hired as a maid in the glittering penthouse of Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, I quickly learned my duties went far beyond cleaning—my body became an amenity for Marcus, his elegant wife Eliza, and their powerful guests. Each encounter, from the first lingering touch during my uniform fitting to being shared at high-stakes parties, stripped away my inhibitions and awakened a hunger I never expected. In this world of luxury and pleasure, I discovered just how much I craved being the Free Use Maid.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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