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      There’s no way I should have said yes to this dare.

      That’s the only thought in my head as I walk across campus.

      In front of me, Granite House looms large on the corner of Elm and Connecticut. My heart rises into my throat, so tight I nearly choke on it. This is the last place I want to be—at the entrance to the most notorious fraternity on campus.

      Well, technically not a frat anymore. After one too many angry write-ups from the administrators over their legendary wilder-than-a-teen-college-movie parties, they were forced to officially disband. All the same brothers still live under its roof, and to judge by the rumors, they still throw just as over-the-top parties as they did before. But technically they’re no longer a fraternity. Just a collection of college students who live together and happen to be male.

      Coming here tonight is my ticket into Tri Delta, the sorority I want to join. So, I have to overcome my nerves right now.

      I blame Taylor, I think as I trudge along the sidewalk, Granite House’s enormous, stately façade looming over me. You can still see the faint outline against the stone where their Greek letters used to hang, sun-bleached into it by time, although the letters themselves have been removed.

      Another punishment handed down from on high.

      This is the last type of party I would normally be caught dead at. My parents would kill me if they knew I was standing here now. But after lunch this afternoon…

      I’m not even sure how I got here. It all happened so fast. One minute Taylor, Bailey, and I were eating lunch in the cafeteria, and the next we were being swarmed by Tri Deltas. Apparently my freshman year roommate and best friend on campus, Taylor, failed to mention the tiny little fact that her older sister is the president of the most popular sorority on campus.

      Melody swooped right in to kiss her sister’s cheek, all while Bailey and I fired looks at one another across the table like what is going on?

      Taylor just laughed at the expressions on our faces. “Yes, my sister is the Melody Monroe. It’s not a big deal. Didn’t you guess from my last name?”

      “I just figured it was a coincidence.” I shrank in on myself, sheepish.

      Melody laughed too, light and airy. Even her laugh was cool. How was that possible? “Don’t worry, girls.” She touched my hand lightly then, and I felt a thrill go through me. I could feel the eyes of every other girl in the cafeteria fixed on us at that moment—and most of the guys, too.

      Just being in Melody’s vicinity made us interesting. Worthy of scrutiny. What would it be like to actually be a Tri Delta like her?

      “TayTay already put in a good word for you,” Melody continued. “That is, if you’re interested in pledging.”

      My stomach dropped all the way through the floor at the sound of that. Of course I wanted to pledge, but… “Can we?” I asked, hating the way my voice rose at the end, nearly to a squeak.

      “Of course.” Melody leaned down to steal a French fry from my plate. Earlier I practically slapped Bailey’s hand away to stop her doing the same, but when it was Melody…

      I just stared, holding my breath.

      When I first enrolled here, I thought about joining a sorority. I’d watched enough movies in the past to get an idea of how it might feel, to be a part of something bigger than myself. A group you could count on for your whole life. More than just friends, those girls were sisters.

      Yeah, I wanted that. Cheesy as it might be.

      “I should mention, though,” Melody continued after she’d finished eating my fry, “we’re very selective.”

      Over her shoulder, another girl, equally beautiful and effortlessly cool, nodded. “We want to make sure our sisters have our backs. That’s what our whole pledge process is about. Loyalty.”

      “Not that we play pledge games in Tri Delta.” Melody cut a glance at the other girl. “No nasty chores or anything to make you suffer.”

      Another girl nodded. “It’s really difficult, but I’m sure you’ll do great.”

      I smiled back. I could play this game. “Anything that I can do to make my chances better?”

      She waved a hand. “Oh, just be yourself.” She wrapped her arms around Taylor and hugged her. “Have any of you been to your first party yet?”

      Bailey snorted. “It’s like the second day of school.”

      “And I think there have already been five or six parties,” Melody said.

      “No,” I answered. “I haven’t.”

      “There’s one tonight at Granite House,” one of the other Tri Deltas said.

      Melody rolled her eyes. “Don’t be silly, Veronica. A Granite House party is not a beginner’s party.”

      Veronica laughed and also stole one of my French fries. “Just saying.”

      “What’s Granite House?” I asked.

      Taylor choked on her soda. “You don’t know?”

      “If I did, why would I ask?”

      Melody leaned across the table, eyes sparkling. “Granite House throws infamous parties. They’re a house right off campus where a bunch of guys live, and they used to be a fraternity until the school pulled the funding because things got too rowdy and the police were called one too many times. But they still act like a fraternity. You have to apply to get in and live there.” She paused. “Actually, I changed my mind. Your name was Juno, right?”

      “Yeah,” I said. I felt like my breath had gone shallow in my chest. I felt a little silly for being happy that someone like her knew my name, but it was exciting! The leader of the Tri Deltas knew my name.

      “Since Granite House isn’t a real fraternity anymore, they can’t have certain rules like the Greek houses can. Like they can’t say that only men are allowed to live there.”

      I frowned. “Meaning...”

      “Meaning.” She grinned, suddenly wicked. “Tonight is the last night that they’re accepting ‘pledges.’ We had this idea that it would be fun to go and pledge to Granite House and see what they would do if a girl did it. No one has ever done it before. But we’re all already Tri Deltas, not freshmen, so…”

      Suddenly it was all seeming to come together. “You want me to do that?”

      “You don’t have to actually join Granite House. Just pretend you want to, at the party. Spend all night driving them wild.”

      My jaw dropped. “But…”

      Melody held up a hand, already foreseeing my protests. “You don’t have to do it. Don’t worry. It won’t affect your chances of getting into Tri Delta or anything.”

      “If I do do it, though…” I glanced from Melody to Taylor and back.

      Even Taylor looked surprise at her own sister’s suggestion. But she was smiling, too. “It could be fun…” she admitted slowly.

      “I’ll bet the guys there would die of shock,” Bailey added with a wicked smirk of her own.

      “And, if you did go through with the dare…” Melody shrugged one shoulder elegantly. “It would definitely go a long way to showing that you’re Tri Delta material.”

      “Loyal,” put in another girl behind her.

      “And willing to drive some guys wild on behalf of your sisters,” snickered another.

      “It’s just one night.” Melody shrugged again. “But, like I said, no pressure…”

      I could do that, right? Spending a night in a house full of guys couldn’t be that bad. Especially if they let me just sleep on the couch. Anyway, Bailey had some pepper spray and I could take that with me, just in case.

      “Okay,” I said, after a long pause. “Sure. How hard could it be?”

      Melody looked shocked and delighted. “Oh my god, this is going to be so epic. Okay, girls, no one go to the Granite party tonight. We don’t want to throw Juno off her game.”

      My face blanched. I’d be going in there solo?

      It’s fine. You can do this.

      Taylor grinned. “We’ll make sure you look killer.”

      “I don’t need to look killer,” I said. “I just need to walk in and spend the night.”

      “No, Juno,” Taylor rolled her eyes. “They’re just as exclusive as the Tri Deltas. You think they’re going to let you walk in there and accept your pledge if you’re wearing jeans and a ratty old t-shirt? I don’t think so.”

      I glanced down. I didn’t think the shirt that I had on was ratty. It was just one of my favorites, and well worn. Something that I wore when I needed to feel comfortable and safe. And being brand new on campus, comfortable and safe was exactly what I needed. I wasn’t like everyone else here. I had worked hard and was technically younger than everyone else. I turned eighteenth just a month ago.

      But I could still do this. I would do this. One night was a more than fair sacrifice for a better university experience. If it helped me get into the Tri Deltas, it would be worth it.

      “I think she’s going to need proof,” Veronica said. “You know, something to prove that she spent the night.”

      Bailey rolled her eyes. “What, get a picture of one of the boys in pajamas?”

      “Hmmm.” Melody looked at me and thought. “Not a picture. That can be staged. But you’ll figure something out. Something personal that they wouldn’t give to you.”

      I laughed nervously. “I don’t want to steal.”

      She reached out and patted my hand. “Not steal. Borrow. You’ll give it back once you’ve shown us.”

      I swallowed, and nodded. “Okay.”

      And so I let them dress me in one of Taylor’s dresses. I have my own, but they’re not quite the type of sexy that I needed. This dress is tighter than any that I own, and brighter too. It’s a shimmery blue that makes a statement.

      And Taylor did my make-up too. Something to make my eyes and lips stand out and seem bigger. I’ve never looked like this in my entire life, and as nervous as I am, it does feel nice to know that I can look this good.

      I’m going to walk into Granite House and make them want me, I think now, as I near the house, already pulsing with music and voices. My stomach drops with anxiety.

      I can do it. And I’ll get to sleep in my own bed tomorrow.

      I can already hear the party from down the block. No wonder the cops get called regularly. I wouldn’t want to listen to this 24/7 either. And most of the houses around here are filled with students living nearby. If they’re the ones calling the cops, then you absolutely know that it’s serious.

      Ugh. This is so not my scene. I hate parties. And party boys. I have no doubt that every one of the guys who live in Granite House fit that description. They’re here to get a degree while shuffling through their classes hungover, barely making the grades and taking advantage of the last years in their life that they won’t have any responsibility.

      They’re not here for anything else. Not to learn, or to bond with their brothers the way the Tri Deltas unite with their sisters. They just want to party for all they’re worth.

      I can already tell.

      I see the house on the corner. It’s huge, and I get why they called it Granite House after the fraternity was disbanded. It’s a giant, square, colonial monstrosity. Three stories of rosy pink bricks and delicate pillars and balconies that have no place on a house that’s filled with such debauchery. But it looks solid, and the color of the bricks does look like granite from a distance.

      But who knows...maybe they named it that because they thought that it sounded manly?

      People are everywhere. Girls and guys with the classic red solo cups that are the quintessential part of every college party. I won’t be partaking of that, thank you very much.

      I take a deep breath before turning the corner and heading up the stairs toward the pounding bass and cacophony of voices spilling out from the open doors and windows. I can do this, is the constant refrain in my head on repeat. It’s only one night. I can do this.

      The heels I’m wearing wobble under my feet, and someone whistles as I walk up the stairs. I resist the urge to pull down the short skirt of the dress. All I need to do is find the leader and get this over with. Once he says yes, I’ll find a quiet corner and hide for the rest of the night.

      A guy with dark hair and a clearly drunk smile leans against the doorframe. “Hey there, welcome to Granite House.” He tries to pass me a red cup, but I push it away.

      “No thanks. I’m looking for the leader.”

      He squints at me. “The leader of what?”

      “Granite House.”

      “Yeah, we don’t have a leader here.” He uses his fingers for air quotes while looking down his nose at me. “We’re not a frat anymore. Haven’t you heard?”

      I roll my eyes. “Okay, who decides who gets to live here.”

      “It’s a vote.” His smile is now less drunk and more like he’s toying with me.

      “Sure it is,” I say, about to give him a piece of my mind. But the memories of Taylor and Melody and the Tri Deltas fill my mind. If they were here, they’d tell me that this isn’t the way to get what I want. No, I need to be exactly who this guy thinks I am. I plaster on a smile. “Come on. You know what I’m asking, so show me who I’m looking for and maybe I’ll find you later and I’ll take that drink.”

      He looks me up and down and takes in the dress that I’m wearing with one raised eyebrow. “The guy you’re looking for is Malcolm. He’s playing poker in the back.”

      “Thanks.”

      I drop the smile as soon as I’m past him. Malcom. I have a name at least. And he said toward the back. The back of where?

      I weave through the party, scanning faces. The people I’m wading through are already drunk and it’s barely dark out. I guess this is what college means to them. It’s the day before classes start. I have no idea why anyone would want to get this drunk and go to class on their very first day with a hangover, but hey, to each their own, I guess.

      What am I doing here? I wonder, not for the first time. But Tri Deltas aren’t like this. They don’t throw ragers. They might attend now and then, but once I’m a part of them, it won’t matter how many parties I show up to.

      I’ll be part of a sisterhood, for good.

      Tonight, though… Well. I wade through this mess. And hope that I can get the hell out of here by the time dawn breaks, since I have my first lab class tomorrow morning, early.

      Another good reason not to drink.

      As I slowly make my way through people dancing and making out and playing various drinking games, I also keep an eye out for the proof that I’m supposed to collect. So far I don’t see anything that would qualify, but I’ll find something.

      Nearing the back of the house, there’s a huge kitchen that’s exploded in bags of chips, cases of beer, and some hard liquor too. I barely hold off rolling my eyes. You would think these people were trying to drown themselves in alcohol.

      There’s another guy who looks too comfortable not to live here, stuffing his face with Doritos. “I’m looking for Malcolm,” I say.

      He turns and looks at me, and his eyes drop along my body. “Why?”

      “That’s my business,” I say, plastering on that smile again.

      He points to the left. “In there.”

      I walk toward a set of closed double doors, and I ignore the guys sputtering protests behind me as I walk straight through into a room that is far, far quieter than the rest of the house. Six guys sit around a table, playing cards. They look up at me as one when I come through.

      “Party is back out there,” one of them says.

      “I’m looking for Malcolm,” I say, holding my ground. I didn’t expect for this room to be this intimidating. But for some reason, the sudden quiet from the music and their casual ease makes them seem less like college students and more like the mafia. Especially with the pile of money in the center of the table.

      One guy—though “guy” doesn’t begin to describe the tall dark and handsomely chiseled man seated directly across from me—meets my eyes. “I’m Malcolm, and if you can’t tell, I’m a little busy at the moment.”

      “I came to talk to you.”

      He flips his cards over. “Pair of aces.”

      “Dammit,” another one says. “Every time.”

      Malcolm grins. “You have a tell.” Then he looks at me. “This is a private game. What do you want?”

      “I came to pledge to Granite House.”

      Immediately it feels like all air has been sucked out of the room. I expected… I don’t know what. Protests, maybe. Outrage, shock? Some of the guys look shocked, true. But Malcom? His face is unreadable.

      They might have a tell in poker, but he sure doesn’t.

      Malcolm glances around the table. “Give us a minute.”

      The rest of the guys around the table get up and slip past me without another word. While they all file out, I get a chance to look at Malcolm. He’s a walking cologne ad. The kind that’s filmed in black and white while a perfectly chiseled shirtless man jumps into the ocean and comes up soaking and you’re left wondering what the hell he smells like.

      He has sharp features and dark blue eyes that pierce me from across the room. The sleeves of his shirt are rolled up to show off powerful forearms, lined with veins that I want to trace. Run my fingers over. What would it feel like to touch him? I wonder. Which is crazy.

      Get your head back in the game, Juno.

      It takes a minute for all the guys to get out of the room, and that entire time Malcolm is watching me, unblinking. I can feel his gaze in an entirely different way than the other guys that have already looked me up and down. His eyes are sharp, at once looking like he wants to tear me apart and devour me. I’m not sure if it’s a good thing or a bad thing but seeing the intensity there makes me lose my breath.

      When the door finally shuts behind me, he leans back in his chair, the perfect picture of feline grace. The position tightens his shirt and shows off the fact that the rest of his body matches those forearms.

      “Run that by me again,” he says.

      I clear my throat. “I want to pledge to Granite House. Join you all.”

      “You want to live with a bunch of guys?”

      “I want to be at the center of the action,” I lie. It’s a line I came up with beforehand because I’m a terrible liar if I’m not prepared. This one took some in-mirror reciting before my big entrance tonight.

      He shakes his head, a small smile on his face. “This is a male-only house.”

      I swallow, crossing my arms. “You’re not a fraternity. You can’t uphold that restriction, otherwise it’s discrimination against women.”

      One eyebrow raises and with it my stomach clenches. I dig my own fingers into my arms to stop myself from shaking. A single lift of an eyebrow shouldn’t make me want to reach out and trace it. What the hell is wrong with me right now? “It’s for your own good,” he says.

      I raise my chin. “I think I can decide for myself what’s good for me.”

      He stands abruptly. “Can you?” He comes around the table. “You have to be a freshman, because you came to Granite House dressed like that. If you made that decision, you clearly don’t know what’s good for you.”

      Malcolm is crowding my space now, but I don’t move, even though his closeness makes my chest so tight that I can’t breathe. “Maybe I was looking for a little fun and thought this dress might help me get it.” I cock my head to one side, holding his gaze. Holding my own, despite the flutter in my pulse.

      “Or maybe I’ll wake up tomorrow to an accusation against one of my boys.” He folds his arms over his chest, gaze narrowed. “I’ve got news for you, I vet everyone who lives in this house and that kind of thing has a zero fucking tolerance, so if you want to get Granite House closed down, you’ll have to think of another way.”

      I shake my head to clear it and shake off the shiver from the sudden coldness in his eyes, so different from the way his eyes were undressing me just minutes ago. “What the hell are you talking about? I came here to pledge to the house.”

      Malcolm crowds my space again, this time backing me against the wall, so close that we’re almost touching, but not quite. So close that my hair stands on end like it’s trying to get closer to him.

      “Oh really?” When he speaks, I catch his scent. Something sharp and smoky, with just a hint of mint underneath. It makes my head swim, my fingertips trembling a little.

      I clench them to hide it, and pray he’s not as good at reading my tells as he was at reading his friends’.

      “Really,” I breathe.

      Slowly, his mouth creeps up into a smile and I find my heart pounding a little faster. “Well then.” There’s that fire and hunger again. And with how close he is, it seems like he wants to touch me and is just barely holding himself back. This isn’t what I came here for, but if he touched me right now I wouldn’t say no. “Hang around the party. We’re going to have a meeting for potential recruits later in the night. Maybe you’ll get in. Maybe you won’t.”

      “That’s all I have to do?” I ask. “Hang around? There’s no other requirement to get in?”

      His mouth quirks up. “I never said that. What I said was to go enjoy the party…” he lets the end of the sentence hang in the air like a question.

      “Juno.”

      “Nice to meet you, Juno. Now get out of this room so I can continue to whip my friends’ asses at poker.” The heat drains from his eyes again and I shiver. He’s beautiful. Hot as sin and I can feel the heat radiating off him.

      But even as I want him to lean forward and touch my lips, I know that he’s not a good idea.

      He’s the leader of Granite House and I know what that makes him. A party boy and a drunk. Someone seeking a high continually because they can barely stand their own life. I don’t have time for drunks and drug users. I just need him to give me what I’m after so that I can get the hell out of this house.

      I don’t wait to leave the room this time because I can sense that he’s serious. The guys who left earlier are hovering just outside the door, and they don’t waste time filing back in as I exit.

      “She was serious?” I hear one of the guys says before the door is shut. There’s a burst of excited chatter, one sharp laugh, before Malcolm barks something that makes the room quiet again. Finally, the door slams shut, cutting off my opportunity to eavesdrop any further.

      Okay…well, at least they didn’t say no. And it’s not like I actually uphold my end of the request and pledge. I just have to hold tight in this house until that meeting. Hopefully their poker game will last until dawn, and I’ll never have to do anything else. Just stay the night and get the hell out of here without doing anything too crazy.

      Maybe, if I’m lucky, I won’t even have to face Malcolm again. Won’t have to gaze into those searing, sharp eyes once more, or feel my breath hitch in my chest at the way he watches me, piercing straight through my defenses. Somehow, even though he’s the first guy in his house not to undress me with his eyes, I feel like he read me more deeply than anyone else has in my entire life.

      How is that possible?

      Moreover, how am I still thinking so much about him after our ten second meeting? I shake my head, trying to dislodge the sensation. It’s a distraction, and one I cannot afford right now.

      He told me to go enjoy the party, so I’ll do just that. And in the meantime, I’ll go looking for my proof to Tri Delta that I was here.
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      The second story of Granite House is a little more peaceful than downstairs. There are still people, but I can breathe. It’s actually a pretty nice house, and I think the rooms are pretty large, though I can’t see since the doors are all closed.

      I take my time exploring and peek into a couple rooms that have the doors ajar. But I stop after I get an eyeful of a little too much of everything of a couple having sloppy, drunken sex.

      Another reason I don’t drink or waste my time with parties. It’s entirely possible that neither of them will remember that in the morning. So what’s the point? I like to remember my pleasure.

      I’m on the third floor when I see what I’m looking for. There’s a shelf at the end of one hallway. Some books, but also some things that are just…displayed. A small version of the statue of David. A jar full of marbles. Photos of guys in the house and family or friends or girlfriends.

      It almost seems like this is a thing for everyone in the house to show something off. Definitely personal, and definitely not something that they would let me borrow. Seems like it fits exactly the criteria of what I need.

      On the top shelf, I spot what I want. It’s an urn. Small and unassuming. It almost looks homemade. It’s certainly not the flashiest thing on the shelf, but I don’t want the flashiest thing. I want something that no one is going to notice is gone until I bring it back and leave it anonymously in the mailbox.

      Quickly, I reach up and grab it. It’s a little bigger than I thought at first glance, but it’ll still work. I slip it into my purse that’s small and dainty to match the dress. The vase almost doesn’t fit inside it and now the bag is bulging as it holds my prize and the absolute essentials for overnight. It’ll work. People never ask to see what’s in a girl’s purse, right?

      I make my way back down the stairs, determined to find somewhere to sit and wait it out until the meeting. But I don’t quite make it that far.

      “Hey, baby. You said you’d come back for a drink.” It’s the guy who let me in to the house in the first place. Great.

      “Umm…I’m not thirsty.”

      “It’s a party,” he says, leaning way too close. I can smell the beer all over him. “Everyone is thirsty.”

      “I’m really not.”

      He rolls his eyes. “Fine. Whatever.”

      I slip into the living room where the music is loud and intense and it’s a mass of bodies moving and dancing. Easy enough to stay away from that guy, but hard to avoid all the other guys that I’m now faced with.

      But I make it across the room to a large dining room with chairs and an actual drink set-up. I serve myself a cup of water in a red plastic cup so that they at least think that I have something to drink.

      “So you’re the girl who wants to join.” A cute blond guy comes up to me where I’ve found a chair in the corner. “I’m on the list too.”

      “Good for you.”

      “You’ve got balls,” the next guy says. “We heard you just walked up to Malcolm and asked him.”

      “Something wrong with that?”

      “I guess not,” blondie says, getting closer. “You’ll never be let in to a house full of guys, but I appreciate your spirit.”

      “Thanks.” I stand and walk away, but he follows me.

      “I mean, if you’re not going to get in, I still might be able to help you out.”

      I duck through the doorway and into the kitchen. “I didn’t ask for your help.”

      “That doesn’t mean you don’t need it,” he says, grinning and backing me into a corner. He smells like cheap beer too. It’s gross. And I’m really tired of being backed into corners tonight.

      “You could have a place to stay in Granite House any time, even if you don’t live here.”

      “Thanks but no thanks,” I say, scowling and trying to stand taller, to make him back off.

      He’s crowding my space, but unlike when Malcolm did it, I feel hot and uncomfortable and cramped.

      “Come on.” He lowers his voice to a whisper. “You know that this is the best way.”

      “The best way is for you to leave me the hell alone.”

      “I don’t think so.” He yanks me against his body, and leans in to kiss me and I shove him back. But I don’t have to force him, because he’s suddenly ripped away from me and shoved into the nearby doorframe by large forearms that I recognize. And that I don’t have a chance to recognize for long because suddenly Malcolm’s standing in front of me, bending toward me, a question in his eyes.

      I only have a split second to glance from him to the furious, drunk guy who’d been on me a second before, and back. He lifts one eyebrow, a silent question, although what he’s asking, I’m not entirely sure. Do you need my help, maybe? Or he’s asking to kiss me, judging by the way his gaze drops to my mouth, but either way, I nod.

      Then my lips part, and Malcolm’s mouth is on mine.

      It’s like sweet fire that burns more than any alcohol that I’ve ever had. The goosebumps are back on my skin and my eyes close. I’m breathing him in, basking in the heat of this kiss. Malcolm’s lips are softer than I imagined they would be, and it’s the best kiss that I’ve ever had, even though it’s our first.

      Our first? What am I thinking is about to happen here? This is going to be our only kiss. Once Malcolm finds out that I’m just a Tri Delta plant here to complete a dare…

      I force the thoughts from my mind—or rather, Malcolm drives them out, when his free hand curls around my waist. This time it’s more than welcome. I want more of him and the solid feel of his body against mine. His tongue sweeps against my lips and another pure burst of heat ripples down my spine as I open for him and let him steal the last of my breath.

      I feel hazy when he pulls away. Like the kiss packed the punch of ten drinks of whatever he’s had tonight. I lean back against the wall to catch my breath, but Malcolm is already turning away, stepping in on blondie from earlier.

      “Are you messing with my girl?” He reaches out to shove the man back against the doorframe a second time, hard enough I hear wood splintering and cracking.

      The guy’s eyes are wide, and he stammers. “I didn’t…I didn’t know that she was your girl.”

      Malcolm cocks his head. “It shouldn’t matter whether she’s mine or not. You don’t touch people without permission in this house, do you understand?”

      “Yes.”

      Malcolm looks him up and down, and I’m glad that I’m not on the other end of that stare. “You’ve been drinking?”

      The kid nods. “Yeah.”

      “Can you walk home?”

      He nods again. “Yeah, my dorm isn’t far. I’m just staying for the recruit meeting.”

      A cold smile. “No you’re not,” Malcolm replies. “We don’t accept people who don’t listen to the word no.”

      Blondie’s jaw drops open. “Are you serious? But—”

      “What did I just say? I’m saying no. Take a hint and get the fuck out of here.” Blondie hesitates, and Malcolm practically snarls. “Now.”

      The kid leaves, and Malcolm waits until he’s entirely gone before he takes a step back from me. “Thank you,” I tell him. At least his interaction has given me enough time to catch my breath, after that kiss.

      That kiss. My whole body is still tingling, on fire, and all I want is for him to wrap his arms around me again. Pull me close, the same way he just did.

      But…

      “Not a problem. Like I said, we take harassment seriously.” His half-smile winds its way straight into my gut. I can’t just ignore the fact that I just had the hottest kiss of my life, or that I want him to do it again. “Sorry about the kiss. It tends to get the message through these meatheads’ thick skulls better, not to touch a girl who they know is taken.”

      “No, I…” Are you kidding? I want to blurt. Instead, I just swallow, hard. “It’s fine.”

      Fine? That’s what I’m going with? After that kiss?

      But to judge by the slowly spreading smirk on Malcolm’s face, he knows exactly how more than fine it was.

      Still, I swallow again. Make myself add, “I appreciate it.” I hope my tone sounds professional. Buttoned up. Like all I care about is that he helped me out, and not that my knees are still feeling weak from the way he decided to go about it.

      “The least I can do for the only girl ever to pledge Granite House,” he says with a grin.

      “The only one that’s trying,” I correct him. “You haven’t let me in yet.”

      He smirks. “I like your chances.”

      I smile too. It seems like he’s warming up to me a little bit. Or maybe he’s just being nice because since the last time we spoke he’s had more to drink and his inhibitions are even lower.

      That has to be it.

      But he didn’t taste or smell like alcohol when we kissed. He tasted like chocolate and smelled like the cologne I imagined he was the model for.

      But that doesn’t mean he wasn’t drinking. He could have had jello shots or a chocolate martini for all I know. “How long till the meeting?”

      “Not too long. Usually we let people stay as long as they want, but with classes starting tomorrow even Granite House has to draw the line somewhere, right?”

      “Right.”

      I wasn’t exactly expecting that, but it’s nice to hear. Because I’m here to study, and I can’t show up to my 8 AM lab after being kept up all night by a raging party. And it is kind of getting hectic. In the next room, someone is doing a keg-stand, and the people are chanting for him to chug. It gets louder and louder until it’s just pure cheering.

      Out of the corner of my eye I see Malcolm watching with amusement. The dark-haired boy drinking upside down falls and stumbles. It creates a chain reaction, people falling into one another and stumbling until a girl crashes into me. I go crashing into the kitchen counter, and as I do, I hear something shatter against the floor.

      Looking down, my stomach drops through the earth as I see what’s happened. The girl crashing into me shoved the vase I took out of my over-full purse, and now the stolen proof is in pieces all over the floor.

      Oh no.

      “What is that?” Any signs of flirtation or kindness that were in Malcolm’s voice just a minute ago are gone, replaced by a barren wasteland of anger and cold.

      “It’s nothing,” I gasp.

      “It’s not nothing, it’s from the shelf upstairs,” he says. “In fact, I’m pretty sure that that’s the Granite House heirloom that’s been in this house since the founding of the university.”

      I feel my face go pale. “What?”

      He doesn’t look like he’s joking, and I realize that the entire room has gone utterly silent.

      “There has to be a mistake,” I say quietly.

      Malcolm nods to the poker room. “Let’s talk for a minute.”

      I can only swallow as I head into the room, and I hear him tell someone to pick up the pieces carefully, and preserve them. He shuts the door behind him. “Why are you really here?”

      “I thought that we went through this already,” I say weakly.

      “And we’re about to do it again,” he says, “because I don’t think you came here just to pledge to this house if you’re snooping around and stealing.”

      I shake my head. “That wasn’t…that wasn’t what I was doing.”

      Malcolm intentionally stalks forward and when he invades my space this time it’s exhilarating and terrifying. “And now lying?” His mouth curves into a vindictive smile, and his voice is deadly quiet. “Do you know who I am, Juno? I’m Malcolm Levar. My father is the chancellor of the university and I can have your admission revoked with one fucking phone call. You’re in my house—the house that belongs to my family and the fraternity that we founded. And you just stole and broke an heirloom that’s priceless. So tell me why the fuck you’re here.”

      My stomach plummets through the floor, and I find the words flying out of my mouth. “It was a dare. Pledge to the house and spend the night. Get proof. Go back afterward and be a hero.”

      “A dare by who?”

      I shake my head. “It’s not their fault. I’m the one who accepted. It’s on me.” I’m not going to rat out the Tri Deltas. His father is the chancellor, and he could just as easily revoke their sorority status over this as he could expel me.

      “Well you tell whoever it was that you do not fuck with my house.”

      I swallow hard. “I… okay.”  It’s impossible to say anything else right now, in the face of his anger.

      “And you’re going to pay for that heirloom.”

      I swallow again. “H-how much did it cost?”

      That venomous grin again. I don’t know why it makes my stomach flip in a way that it shouldn’t, but the breath in my chest is shallow, and I’m reliving our kiss even as this man is trying to blackmail me. God, I need to get a grip. “The last time it was appraised it was worth three hundred thousand dollars.”

      I feel like the world is spinning, and I’m not sure if it’s his closeness or the fucking atomic bomb that he just dropped on my head, or both. “I don’t have that kind of money,” I say, gasping. “I’m here on scholarship.”

      Malcolm steps away from me and casually sits in his chair at the poker table. He’s completely at ease, the way he’s sprawling in the chair reminding me of a lion. I’m entirely at his mercy as he stalks in for the kill. “I’m sure we can come to another arrangement.”

      I don’t say anything, waiting for him to speak.

      “I officially welcome you as a pledge to Granite House. You live here for the year, and your debt is paid, Juno.”

      There’s so much adrenaline in my veins that I’m shaking. I clench my hands into fists so that he won’t see. “That’s all?” I ask. “I stay and be your housemate for the year, that’s all you want from me?”

      He clicks his tongue, disapproving. “I said you would live in this house. I did not say that you would be my housemate.”

      I’m not sure that I want to know the answer to the question, but I need to know it anyway. It’s not like I have another choice. There’s no way I can afford to pay back that kind of money. “Then… what would I be?”

      He toys with a poker chip absently. “My assistant. My maid. Whatever I need you to be, Juno.” His eyes rise to mine, filled with impossible heat and also unyielding anger. “You will be my personal plaything. My pet. I own you.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “Guess you’re going to find out,” he says, smiling. “It’s that or pay.”

      Butterflies take flight in my stomach. He’s right. I don’t exactly have a choice here. Melody didn’t tell me to take that vase, she told me to get proof. I took it because I thought that no one would notice. It’s on me, and I don’t have that kind of money. That’s money I could only ever dream of.

      But I raise my chin anyway, defiant, even in the face of this impossible scenario.

      “Okay,” I say, and I watch something like surprise flicker behind his gaze for a split second, before he smooths it away. “I’ll do it.”
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      The party downstairs is still in full swing like it’s not the morning before classes start. These idiots will do anything to get drunk. My room is on the third floor and the noise is still unbearably loud. If it goes on much longer, I’m going to have to kick everyone out for my own sanity.

      Granite House has a reputation to maintain, after all. And I have a bigger problem to deal with at the moment. A gorgeous little freshman that’s currently pacing outside of my bedroom. I told her to wait, and that I had to take care of something, but really I just needed a second to think.

      I honestly didn’t think that she would say yes. I was angry, and I pushed her hard. But I thought she would break down into tears and beg, after which I had planned to be magnanimous, forgive her, and talk her into my bed instead. Because I can’t stop getting distracted by her curves in that fucking dress.

      Dear god, does she have any idea what she’s doing to me?

      Doesn’t matter. I push the thought from my mind.

      But that’s the farthest thing from what happened, and now she’s going to be living here. She agreed to be mine, whatever the hell I decide that means.

      I meant what I said to her. I don’t cross boundaries that women set, no matter what. Even if the idea of having my own plaything for the year is appealing, there’s no way I’m going to force her to do anything.

      Although, to be honest, I have every confidence that given the right opportunity, she will say yes. I’ll see to it. The way she melted when I kissed her has me distracted and hard nearly to the point of pain. She keeps stealing glances at me when she thinks I’m not looking, and I know she can feel the tension between us.

      I need to jack myself off before I go mad, but that will take longer than I’m going to make her wait.

      Because when I do get off, I want to take my time fantasizing about stripping her out of that dress and fucking her slowly. And make plans for exactly how it’s going to happen when it really does. Because it will.

      She’s an enigma. As soon as she agreed, she switched into business mode, apparently accepting her face with far more ease than I expected from a freshman with little to know experience in parties, let alone frat boys or men like me.

      “Where do I sleep?” she asked. “I have an early science lab.”

      Unlike the assholes still doing keg stands downstairs, she actually remembers that we’re here to go to school. Which is honestly sort of refreshing. But I’m not sure what to do with her, because the meeting that I had her waiting around for was to tell all the hopefuls that we didn’t have any rooms and that we would collect their emails for a waitlist in case any spots opened up during the year.

      I quickly send a text to Jack downstairs to tell all the people who came to pledge that they don’t have to wait. That we were full for now. He’ll probably be surprised, but I’ll deal with him in the morning. Right now I have Juno to deal with. It should be interesting, and I’m already looking forward to her reaction.

      The only place that she can sleep right now is in my room, because of the party and the fact that I need to break it to all the guys and set some ground rules. Besides, while I trust my guys, I do not trust all the pledges and party-goers still lingering around here. As that blond asshole from earlier was clear proof of.

      Pulling open the door, I find her staring at the shelf where the heirloom used to be. I don’t know what possessed her to take that thing. I’ll try to have it repaired as best I can and cross my fingers that my father doesn’t come to visit. It’s always been way more important to him than it ever was to me.

      But still, it’s a part of my history and the fact that it’s in pieces right now stings.

      I’m going to find out whoever put her up to this. Clearly someone who knew the value of that vase and wanted to fuck with us or me, and that doesn’t sit well, even if it was only a prank.

      Juno doesn’t seem to notice that I’ve come out of my room, so I clear my throat, and she jumps. “So here’s the deal,” I say. “I obviously haven’t talked to anyone about our little arrangement yet, so you won’t have your own room.”

      The look on her face is sheer horror, and I realize that she thinks that I’m going to make her sleep in a room with some random Granite House guy. I walk down the hall until I’m closer to her, cause it’s still loud and I don’t feel like shouting all of this. “You can sleep in my room until we get things more settled.”

      The horror on her face turns sharp, and she slaps her hands against my chest and shoves me hard. Immediately I laugh.

      That wasn’t what I meant, but I like that it was what she thought I meant. I get close enough to her to see the flecks of gold in those green eyes. “See, Juno, you thought I meant that we would share a bed. But I only meant that you could have my bed and I would sleep on the floor.”

      “Oh,” she says, a perfect pink blush painting those cheeks. “Okay.”

      That blush makes me lose a little control. My dick has a mind of its own and it wants to push Juno’s boundaries a little to see how far she’ll go. If she’ll still melt for me.

      “Though with that reaction,” I say, “maybe you want to share a bed with me after all?”  I lift one eyebrow, savoring the expression on her face.

      She’s so obviously torn between fury and temptation. For a split second, I’m not sure which will win out. But then, “I don’t,” she snaps. “That’s revolting.”

      “Is it now?” I tilt my head, and bring one hand to her face, cupping her cheek and sliding my hand down to her neck. I can feel her pulse fluttering under my fingers and her chest moves faster as she breathes. With how close I am, I have an excellent view of her perky little tits heaving, and I have to cement my hand to her skin to keep it where it is and not slide it down to feel her.

      “It is revolting.” Her dark eyes flash with defiance. “I’d never sleep with someone like you.”

      I grin down at her. “You’ve got a lot of mouth on you for someone who’s now a pet.”

      “I’m not a pet.”

      “You are,” I tell her. “You’re my pet. And I wonder if my pet liked the way I kissed her earlier. And I wonder if she wants me to do it again.”

      Her eyes are pure fire. “Fuck off. I didn’t like that. I was grateful you saved me from that asshole and that was it.” But those same eyes are wide and dark, pupils wide with need. Her heart is beating so fast I imagine that it’s pounding in her ears.

      “Your pulse tells me that you’re lying,” I tell her. “And let me be clear. You don’t sleep with someone like me. Once you say yes you get fucked until you scream. You are taken and pleasured until you can’t take anymore, and then you still get more. Being with me would never be described by such a mundane phrase as ‘sleeping with.’”

      She looks at me, and then suddenly steps backwards. “Keep your fucking bed. I’ll sleep on the floor.”

      I can’t help but watch her walk away in that dress, legs seeming a mile long coming out of the short skirt. But it’s so much more than that skirt. I’ve never had any woman walk away after that kind of promise or description. I know what I look like, and I know damn well what I’m capable of in bed. I don’t ever get turned down.

      Juno is different, and I like that.

      I like it even more that I can get under her skin and make her squirm. I need to see more of that blush and find out what pushes her buttons. I want to know more about what makes her tick and why she would take this stupid dare when she seems so serious.

      She glances at me as she enters my room, and I’m struck with a déjà vu. I thought that she had looked familiar when she walked into the poker room downstairs, but that look that she just gave me…I’ve seen it before. I just can’t remember where.

      I follow her into my room and grin when I see that she’s kicked off her high heels, grabbed my extra blanket and pillow and is in the process of making herself a nest in the corner—the corner that is as far from my bed as is physically possible in the space.

      Oh, this is going to be fun.

      Juno isn’t like any girl that I’ve ever met here, and she’s mine. I wasn’t very excited about school this year, but I am now. This year is going to be special.

      I can’t fucking wait.
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      I almost didn’t take the extra fluffy blanket that Malcolm tossed to me in addition to the thin quilt that I stole from his bed, but I do actually need to get some sleep, and this will make far better padding than the blanket I took.

      But I don’t say thank you. I don’t acknowledge him at all. I don’t want him to know that he has any kind of effect on me even though he does.

      The way that he touched me in the hallway, daring to suggest that I would enjoy being with him…it was true. And I hate that he was right. I hate the idea that now that I’ve agreed to live here and do his bidding that he thinks he can just have me. I will prove him wrong.

      Malcolm’s already made it clear that he will never force anyone, but if he’d kept touching me, and describing how it would be if he took me to bed, I couldn’t have resisted much longer.

      I set my alarm for early so that I can go get clothes before my class, and close my eyes. Sleep. That’s the goal. That’s what I need. But Malcolm doesn’t seem to have the same goal.

      The corner I set up my bed in is next to a mirror on the wall, and I can see him moving around when I open my eyes briefly, doing things. He’s at his desk looking over some papers, stacking books and putting them in a backpack.

      It’s somehow easy to tune out the pounding bass from downstairs and the general white noise of the ongoing party, but every sound that Malcolm makes feels like it’s amplified directly into my ear. Like I’m attuned to him in a way that I can’t avoid.

      When he’s done with whatever he’s doing on his desk, he types on his phone, the little keyboard making those sounds that are usually muted. And then he moves to the closet. I try to ignore him, but the rustle of fabric and the shriek of hangers sliding is too much. I’m never going to be able to sleep like this.

      “Do you really have to do all of that?” I ask him. “Right now?”

      In the mirror I see him smirk. “Yes, Juno. Yes I do. This is my room, and just because you happen to be in it doesn’t mean that I’m not going to keep to my routine. Every part of my routine.”

      He’s smiling when he leaves the room, and I’m assuming he went to the bathroom. God, what have I gotten myself into? It seems like Malcolm knows exactly how to push my buttons and we’ve only known each other for a couple of hours. This is going to be a very long year. But at least, hopefully, I won’t be sleeping on his floor the whole time.

      Maybe I can get to sleep before he comes back. I close my eyes and let myself drift, but I’m not that lucky. The door opens and reveals Malcolm in nothing but soft gray sweatpants. I can see him in the mirror, and shock runs down my spine.

      Every inch of him is just as hard as the forearms that I saw earlier. In the dim light of the lamp, his abs are cast in sharp relief. The pants are slung low on his hips, showing off the sexy V that leads to a cock that I can’t see but is clearly hard, bulging against his sweats, the outline fully visible even through the fabric.

      And he is huge.

      My eyes won’t stop tracing him up and down in the reflection, just the way he kept looking at me. The blush that paints my face is entirely unwelcome. I can’t react to him like this. I shouldn’t. He’s forcing me into an absolutely impossible position and I shouldn’t be wondering what it would feel like to run my tongue over the ridges of his pecs and abs and nipples that I can see are hard from here.

      Suddenly I realize that he’s watching me in the mirror. Shit. He knows that I was checking him out. The smirk on his face just makes me blush harder. I brace myself for a sharp comeback, some comment about me not being able to resist him for even one night. If he said something right now, if he made a move… I don’t know that I could deny him again. But, “Goodnight, Juno,” is all he says, in a voice filled with suppressed amusement.

      “Goodnight,” I murmur quietly, my voice muffled by the blanket.

      He doesn’t turn off the light as he lays down on the bed, completely on top of the covers. That’s odd, but I try to close my eyes, because I shouldn’t be watching him anyway. Maybe he’s going to read or something before he goes to sleep. I close my eyes, ignoring the shuffle of fabric.

      There’s a sound that I can’t identify, and another one, and then Malcolm groans. Not the kind of groan that’s settling in for sleep. My eyes fly open, and in the mirror I can see Malcolm stroking himself. Those sweatpants are pulled down around his hips, and his cock is on full display.

      Oh, fuck.

      I was right. He is huge, hard and spearing towards the sky, slightly curving back toward him. I watch his hand move, the veins on his forearm standing out, his cock so hard and thick it’s practically pulsating between his fingers.

      This is what he meant when he said every part of his routine. He’s going to masturbate with me in the room.

      Heat flows down my body, and I realize that the sight of him is making me wet. I’m not a virgin, but I’ve never fucked anyone like him. The sex I had was fumbling, sweaty, and messy, and didn’t exactly make me want to partake in more.

      Malcolm was right. I’ve only ever slept with guys, and a couple at that. I’ve never been fucked. Not like he would.

      My hand between my legs has always been infinitely more satisfying than the men I’ve been with.

      But that? That I want. Malcolm’s words come echoing back to me. You don’t sleep with someone like me. Once you say yes you get fucked until you scream. You are taken and pleasured until you can’t take anymore, and then you still get more. Now, watching him, I don’t doubt it. That body looks like it was made to give pleasure, and I shiver, wanting it. Thinking about what it would feel like to have his warm, strong hands on me again, his mouth over mine, his cock, that cock, pressing into me.

      My pussy clenches almost involuntarily, and I know I must be soaked right now, just from the thought. My clit practically aches between my thighs, begging for release.

      For a second, I’m tempted to reach down and touch myself, but… He’s right there.

      Malcolm’s hand moves over his cock, and in the dim light I can see the slick shine of lotion on his skin. I flush hot, suddenly realizing that he left the light on on purpose so that I could watch him. Like he knew that I would want to.

      “Fuck,” he mutters, hand fisting over his shaft in a slow, even rhythm. His abs tense and release as he moves, biceps bulging in his arm as he moves. His hips thrust upwards, fucking his own hand, and I’ve never seen anything so erotic.

      If this is what porn was like, I would watch it every single day.

      My nipples harden under my dress, and there are chills running over my body even though I’m buried under a blanket. I can feel the slickness between my legs and that rare feeling of complete arousal that I’ve only had a couple of times in my life.

      Malcolm’s eyes are shut, lips parted in concentration and pleasure as he moves. I want to know what he’s thinking, and my mind immediately wonders if he’s picturing me. Fantasizing about me right now while he touches himself. I want it to be me, even if the thought is embarrassing. The thought of being the object of fantasy for someone as gorgeous as Malcolm makes the heat running through me burn even hotter.

      He moans, soft and vulnerable, pure pleasure that’s made for only him, and I swear that I’m going to spontaneously combust. I can’t take my eyes off his hand, stroking that gorgeous, perfect, cock. I never thought that I would think of a penis as gorgeous, but his is. Perfectly shaped. Hell, he could model for sex shops, or star on a porn cover if he wanted to.

      I desperately want to know what it feels like, how it would feel to place my hands where his are right now.

      I hate that I want to know. But that doesn’t lessen the desperation that I feel. Wrapping the blanket tighter around me, I resist the pull toward him. If I climbed into his bed right now, I know that he wouldn’t say no. In fact, he’d give me everything that he said that he would and more.

      But I can’t.

      I can’t give in to that.

      Malcolm sucks in a breath, hand suddenly moving in a frenzy. He bites his lip, every muscle going taught and he groans loudly. My heart is pounding, and I don’t dare move to distract him or make the ache between my legs lessen.

      He comes over his hand, cum dripping, and I want to know what he tastes like. The thought is so raw and deep that it shocks me.

      That’s not what I’m supposed to want. Girls aren’t supposed to want to swallow, right? But in this moment I’ve never wanted anything so badly than to find out what Malcolm Levar’s cum tastes like.

      They must have spiked the water with something. There must be something in the air, because this can’t be me. I can’t want this man that’s blackmailing me into being his personal servant because of an accident.

      But the ache in my pussy is so real that I feel like I’m falling into a haze of need and desperation. My mind goes red with desire, and I can’t focus on anything beyond sheer want.

      In the mirror, Malcolm cleans himself off with a tissue and tosses it into the trash before he stands and strips off the sweatpants entirely. It seems like a last-minute decision, but it exposes his entire perfect ass to me, and if I wasn’t hot before, I am now. Holy fuck. How is it possible that a complete stranger can make me feel this way? Was the kiss really that good? Has it been that long since I’ve had any kind of sex?

      This is impossible.

      Malcolm climbs under the covers and turns out the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. It’s a relief. But now I’m wide awake, my body singing with need.

      Slowly, I shift onto my back, listening in the dark to Malcolm’s breathing. I wait for what seems like hours, until his breath is deep and slow. Every move is laced with fear that he’s going to wake up and catch me, but I can’t resist. If I don’t find relief my heart is going to keep pounding and I’ll be exhausted when I wake up. I pull the already short skirt of my dress up past my hips and widen my legs just enough for me to reach between my thighs.

      I don’t move anything but my fingers, seeking pleasure. I’m so hot and so wet that my fingers skim over my clit, barely able to find traction enough to get the build I need. My own breath is loud in my ears, but I can still hear his breathing and it’s smooth and even. I’m safe.

      Without me telling it to, my mind calls up image after image. Me, tasting Malcolm’s cock. Him laying me down on the bed and pushing my thighs apart before feasting on me. Him fucking me the way that he described. Us tangled together. It’s all so good and I can’t stop the images from popping up.

      Pleasure arrives sharp and fast, far faster than I’ve ever managed to get myself off before. I press my lips together so that I don’t make any fucking sound. The last thing that I need is Malcolm knowing that he turned me on enough that I would touch myself while he was sleeping.

      My orgasm rushes through my brain, sweeping in relief and pleasure and thank fucking god.

      I think it might be the best orgasm that I’ve ever had, and that’s both amazing and infuriating. How could just thinking about someone like that be the best that I’ve ever had?

      As soon as the pleasure fades, the exhaustion hits again. All the adrenaline from breaking the vase, dealing with Malcolm, and completing the dare at all. But my body is now relaxed, sleep coming quickly.

      In the morning, when I’m able to think more clearly, maybe I can get out of this. Because one thing’s for sure. If this is what one night in Malcolm Levar’s presence is like, then I’ll never survive the entire school year.
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      The alarm on my phone jars me out of my dream and I sit straight up. Where the hell am I? What am I doing on the floor?

      Everything quickly comes rushing back, along with the fact that I had just been dreaming about Malcolm. My dream had been at once tame, and extremely erotic, and as I rolled over to stare at the ceiling, I didn’t know how to feel about it.

      I had been walking. Just walking across the campus, when he grabbed my hand and pulled me into a nearby grouping of trees. Before I had even fully registered that it was him, he was kissing me.

      But it was him. And he was smiling in a completely genuine and devastating way. I hadn’t seen that smile in real life, my mind was imagining what could be. And that dream kiss…it was even better than our actual kiss. It felt like he had been kissing the entirety of my body and soul. Pulling us together so that we would never be apart.

      The kiss in the dream was pure fire and arousal and romance.

      Which, of course, is the furthest thing from reality.

      I sit up and run my hand through my hair. It’s a mess from sleeping on the floor, and I’m a little dizzy. But I’m awake and I have enough time to get to class. That’s the most important thing. I grab my phone and shimmy the dress back down my hips before I stand up.

      Malcolm is sprawled out on his bed, face down, the blankets slipping down far enough to show off that absolutely stellar ass. I can’t seem to keep my eyes off him.

      There’s no way in hell I should be attracted to him, but I am. I think most people would be, but most people also didn’t break a priceless heirloom and sell off their entire freshman year as payment for it.

      Will I even be able to pledge to the Tri Deltas while living here? I suppose it would still be possible. Freshmen generally didn’t live in the Greek houses here.

      I look at Malcolm for a second more before grabbing my purse and heels and creeping out the door. He doesn’t even move, thank goodness. Malcolm at his fiercest like last night was one thing. Sleepy, mussed Malcolm would be an entirely different beast.

      Checking my phone, I realize I need to move my ass. I’ve only got a half an hour before I need to be in class, and I’m not going to bio lab in this dress. There’s about a million texts from Bailey, but I don’t have time to answer them all. I quickly tap out a text to her saying that I’m stopping by our room and I’ll see her at lunch. She has an early class too, so she won’t be there.

      I’m almost to the dorm when I hear a sharp whistle that I somehow know is aimed at me. I turn and see Taylor grinning at me from across the quad. “Walk of shame?”

      I roll my eyes. “Definitely not what you think. I’ll tell you about it at lunch!” That’s all the time I have to spare. I slam into our room, glad that Bailey isn’t there to pester me with questions as I shed the stupid dress and throw on jeans and a t-shirt and grab my book bag—which I packed yesterday. It takes me less than five minutes before I’m out the door and I make it into lab with two minutes to spare.

      After everything that happened, I’ll take it. Right now, Malcolm Levar doesn’t exist. Bailey and Taylor don’t exist. Nothing matters or exists except me and this class: the first class of my nutrition major.

      Honestly, not much happens. It’s syllabus day, and as much as I’m looking forward to all my classes, it’s a little relieving to know that I don’t have to focus too much. Because there’s going to be a lot to deal with. I need to pack my stuff to go to Granite House. I need to break the news to everyone that I actually will be staying there. I need to tell the school that I’m moving off campus and find out if I can get a refund on my housing deposit.

      I have an elective English class after my lab, and my first anatomy class after that. I blocked my classes together in the morning so that I could have my afternoons free to study. I’m going to have to study a lot in order to keep my grades up for the scholarship that I have.

      But now that the three classes are over, my stomach is trying to eat itself. I barely ate dinner in preparation for last night’s party and I obviously didn’t eat breakfast. I text Bailey and Taylor to arrange a spot to meet and head to the cafeteria. As much as I want food, I’m not looking forward to it. I’m going to have to tell them what happened, and Taylor’s going to make fun of me like she always does. Bailey will try to be sympathetic but also be pissed that I’m abandoning her and all the plans that we had as roommates this year.

      God, it’s a fucking mess.

      I grab my food before I even get to the table. I know that once I sit down, odds are that they’re not going to let me leave until they know every detail. So I need to be prepared for that.

      I end up with a big bowl of cereal. It’s comfort food for me, and fuck do I need it right now. I’m going to be a nutritionist, and I don’t condone eating a huge bowl of sugar for lunch, but today calls for a little breaking of the rules. Everything in moderation, including moderation.

      Taylor grins when she sees me, and it’s the same smile that she had on her face this morning when she saw me in the dress. “You looked like hell this morning.”

      “Of course I did, I slept in a strange house in a party dress,” I say. “I couldn’t exactly turn up on their doorstep with an overnight bag.”

      Bailey laughs. “With that dress, you might have actually been able to pull that off.”

      “I highly doubt it,” I say, digging into my cereal.

      “Seriously?” Bailey says. “That’s all you’re going to give me? After you ignored my texts and everything?”

      I roll my eyes. “I’m starving, Bai. Let me at least get a few bites in before you interrogate me.”

      Slowly, she lets me take three bits while Taylor is laughing before pouncing. “Okay, tell me how it went.”

      What the hell am I going to say exactly? That it went both way better and way worse than expected? That I tried to do exactly what I was dared to do and I fucked it up so badly that my entire plans have changed for the year?

      “Well.” I clear my throat. “It was…interesting.”

      “I think you might have had more fun than you want to admit,” Taylor says with a snide grin. “Maybe the famous Juno is a party girl after all.”

      “I am not.” I say, glaring across the table at her. One night in a party house does not make me a party girl, even if Taylor wishes that it did.

      She raises her hands in surrender. “Sorry, geeze.”

      “Just run through the night, Juno.”

      I clear my throat. “Well, after I got there, I kind of barged into the middle of a poker game and asked to be let into the house.”

      Taylor chokes on her drink. “Wow. I would have gone with something more subtle.”

      “I was tired of every guy I ran into practically devouring me with their eyes, so I wanted to get it over with.”

      “And?” Bailey asks.

      “And it was easier than I thought it would be,” I lie. “They thought I had balls to ask, and they had room, so after a little conversation, they said yes.”

      “Holy shit,” Bailey says leaning back. “I mean…I really thought you were going to have to get on your knees and beg them.”

      “Based on the way that she looked this morning, it definitely looked like she had been on her knees,” Taylor says.

      “Jesus, Taylor,” I say. “I had to sleep on the floor because they’re rearranging stuff. You don’t have to be so crude all the time.”

      “I know,” she smirks. “I like to be, though. And I’ve seen the head of Granite House. Believe me when I say I wouldn’t be judging you if you said that you’d gotten on your knees for that.”

      “Well I didn’t.”

      I leave out the fact that I had desperately wanted to, and went so far as masturbating after he went to sleep. Or the fact that I dreamed about him. God, I need a shower. I feel like he’s still all over me, that kiss and his gaze.

      “So,” Bailey says. “Did you get the proof?”

      I shake my head, deciding that I’m not going to tell them about the vase. At least not right away. “They didn’t let me go wandering around the house. They gave me a tour and kind of stuck by my side, so I didn’t have a chance. But I’ll get it.”

      Bailey frowns. “What do you mean. You’re going back?”

      “Yeah.”

      “But that wasn’t part of the dare,” she says. “It was for one night and to get out.”

      I shrug. “I don’t know…everyone was really nice.”

      Taylor leans over the table, eyes suddenly intense. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

      I just look at her.

      “You’re going to live in Granite House?”

      “Maybe.”

      “What the fuck?” Bailey blinks. “Why would you do that? We already have a room. We have plans.”

      I wince. “I know. But they offered me my own room, and it’s huge, and that means a lot of dedicated study time. You know I love you, Bai, but you also know that you snore.”

      She frowns, but she can’t exactly argue with that. We’ve all known each other for way too long, and we all know that Bailey snores big time. It doesn’t bother me, since it can be taken care of with headphones, but I need the excuse. I don’t want them to know that I’m being blackmailed by Malcolm. It would be embarrassing no matter what, but something about it being for the sake of a dare makes it even worse.

      “Well,” Bailey says. “Okay. I guess that’s good for you, though I don’t really think that you’ll be happy living with a bunch of guys.”

      “We’ll room together next year in the Tri Delta house,” I say. “Promise.”

      “You’re still pledging?” Taylor asks. “How?”

      “Granite House isn’t a real fraternity. It’s not like they can stop me.”

      She looks a little stunned. “Yeah, I guess not.”

      Neither of them look like they can believe my lie, and maybe they don’t. But I can’t worry about that right now, there’s too much to do. And besides, I can’t tell them the truth: that the dare that I agreed to basically forced me to sell myself to a man who gets under my skin way, way too easily.

      “Speaking of study time,” I say, “I already have reading. So I’m going to head over to the library. Will I see you guys for dinner?”

      “Yeah,” Bailey says, a little sadly. “Sure.”

      Taylor says nothing as I gather my dishes, but she doesn’t exactly look happy either. I’m going to have to find a way to make it up to them. Taylor and I have had our differences, but she’s still my friend. And Bailey is my best friend. She’s saved my ass more times than I can count, and if I tell her the truth, maybe she could help.

      But more likely, not. Not when Malcolm’s dad is the chancellor of the fucking school. Granted, I never checked his story. I dump my dishes and leave the cafeteria, heading to student services. I need to talk to them about my housing.

      And while I go, I pull up the school website on my phone. Sure enough, Joseph Levar is listed as the chancellor. And he looks exactly like an older version of Malcolm would look: handsome for his age, and you could tell in his prime that he was gorgeous.

      I am totally and monumentally screwed now. There’s no way out of this. All I can hope now is to make the best of it. I came to this school with goals, and where I sleep will not change those goals a fraction. I still have the library to study, even if I’m sleeping on Malcolm’s floor.

      I may be his personal plaything, and he may think that he’s able to boss me around, but I’m not going to let anything get in the way of why I’m here. I met Malcolm Levar, but Malcolm Levar hasn’t met me.

      Not yet.
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      The minute that my door closes after Juno leaves, my eyes are open. I’m a light sleeper, and the minute that her alarm went off, I was awake, and I was hard. Hard from the dreams that I had about her underneath me making those sounds, and hard from the memory of her breath last night.

      She thought I was asleep because I let her think it. After I scandalized her by coming in front of her, I evened out my breathing and made her think that I had faded down into sleep, but I hadn’t. I wanted to see if she would sneak out of the house after I slept.

      I never imagined that I would hear the rustling of fabric that the faintest sigh of breath. Even though I had already come, I was instantly turned on again.

      Juno was incredibly beautiful, with her thick dark hair and curves and a dress that clearly wasn’t hers. And lips that melted against mine in the most perfect way imaginable. I craved the way that she blushed, and the way she had looked at me naked. I saw her watching me in the mirror, even though she didn’t think I did.

      Listening to her try to keep herself quiet, the whispered slick movements and gasping breath that told me she found me entirely arousing as I found her. That was enough to make me want to pull her off the floor and into my bed and do absolutely everything that I had promised.

      Fuck, my cock was already hard with morning wood, and all these tangled thoughts of Juno are making it impossible to even think about going back to sleep. I fling the blankets off me and grab my towel. I’m up way earlier than anyone else in the house, especially after the party raged well into the morning.

      I definitely won’t be competing for hot water.

      Turning it on, I make it scaldingly hot. Hotter than it needs to be so I can burn her out of my system. Even though she’s agreed to my terms, I shouldn’t be so distracted by her. I’ll take what I want, but I can’t be too distracted.

      Though my cock thoroughly disagrees with that sentiment.

      Grabbing the body wash, I’m barely underneath the water before I’m stroking myself, my head filling in visions of Juno for me. She’s visceral and real, and all I want to think about. Every drag of my hand just feels better thinking about her.

      In my head I see her stretched on my bed, and I bind her hands with one of my ties. “My pet,” I say to her, and her eyes shine with lust, writhing that perfect body in-between my legs. She’s begging for more with every breath, licking her lips and moaning. There’s no doubt that she wants to be there. Wants me.

      I love the idea of my name on her lips, and in my mind’s eye she opens those lips wide for me as I feed her my cock. Perfect, hot, wet suction. More and more and more. “Take me,” I tell her.

      I’m not going to last, even in this fantasy where I can have as much stamina as I want. I imagine her lips wrapped around me, and sheer heat runs through my spine, my orgasm exploding in wave after wave and disappearing down the drain. Just the thought of her tasting me makes me go blind and numb and delirious with pleasure.

      Something about her is different. I don’t know what it is. It’s not her looks, though she’s stunning. There’s plenty of hot girls on this campus that I could fuck, and have fucked. It’s something about her. A freshness and a difference from the girls I’ve encountered lately.

      She doesn’t seem interested in partying. She asked for what she wanted, even if it was on a misguided dare.

      This is going to be a fun year. There’s something about Juno that makes me want to tease her. Play with her. Get under that skin that tries so hard to be cool yet blushes so easily.

      I would never cross the line I promised her, but she wants a taste. I can see it in her eyes. I’m going to get her to admit it. With slow teasing and gentle guidance, I’ll get her to break open that shell and give me everything. Because I can tell one thing, once she gives in, she’s going to give me everything.

      She’s going to be in my bed and she’s going to stay there until I tell her that she can leave. Day and night, I’ll make her so goddamn grateful that she moved into this house.

      I complete my shower routine and wrap myself in a towel before heading back to my room. She’s still on my mind and I swear that my body already wants to go hard again from just the thought of her. But if I spend any more time jacking off, I’m going to be late for class. That’s one thing that Juno and I have in common: we both take our classes seriously.

      A small laugh escapes my chest as I get dressed, running through all the plans that I have for my new pet. Starting with finding out what her class schedule is, so that I can use it to my advantage. If she’s a good girl, I’ll even let her go to class in between screaming my name.
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      I step out of the library into the late afternoon air and breathe out a sigh of relief. This is exactly what I thought college would be like. I just spent a few hours studying, and I’m tired, but I’m also happy. I love my classes. I love learning. I love pouring over my biology and anatomy textbooks and absorbing all the details.

      I love everything about college, except for what’s happening with Malcolm. But even that, after a day like today, can’t dim my shine. I’ll make it work. Malcolm seems like a reasonable guy. I’m sure we can come to an agreement about my duties. He said I’d be his maid. I can clean the house as long as they give me time to study. That’s fine.

      Neither Bailey nor Taylor have texted me yet about dinner, but I’m craving something. I head over to the tiny coffee shop on campus to get a cup of tea, because that seems perfect right about now. The air is crisp and fresh, and I take in a deep breath as I walk through the grass. I’m almost to the shop when I hear my name. And then I hear it again.

      “Juno!”

      I turn to see Melody and some of the other girls from Tri Delta sitting on a blanket near the coffee shop’s patio. They look like the college girls you see in the movies, gorgeous and thin with perfect make-up and the stares of people passing by. They’re so glamorous, and I want to be one of them. I’m not even sure why. I’ve just always wanted to be that girl. The girl whose life is perfect in college.

      Gets good grades, is perfect and attracts all the guys. Graduates and is successful. And has sisters for life.

      I wave, and Melody gestures me over to their blanket and pats the space beside her. “I was just going to grab a drink,” I say as I approach.

      “Oh, there’s plenty of time for that,” she says. “Come sit with us.”

      There’s a small chorus of agreement and I can’t help but smile. They want me there with them. I drop my bag on the ground and sit beside them, relaxing. Tension I wasn’t aware that I was carrying melting away.

      “How was your first day?” Melody asks.

      I smile. “Pretty good, I think. Mostly syllabus day, but I think I’m going to love all my classes.”

      “Aww, that’s great,” one of the other girls says.

      I look around at all of them, and every one of their faces seem open and friendly and supportive. This is where I belong. I just know it.

      “Now,” Melody says, leaning forward, “we’re all dying to hear about last night, you know.”

      She really reminds me of Taylor the way that she’s perched like that. Her eyes are filled with amusement and passion, and something about it makes me uneasy. But I don’t have any reason to be nervous. I did the dare, even though I don’t have the proof. “I—”

      “You don’t have to be coy,” she says, cutting me off. “Taylor already filled me in about some bits of it. I just want to know the grey details.”

      “A lot of things happened fast,” I say. “I did ask to pledge, and I did stay overnight, but I don’t have anything to prove it.”

      “But,” she says, lowering her voice, “are you really going to live there with a bunch of guys?”

      I swallow. “I think so, yeah.”

      Everyone shrieks in unison. It seems like excitement, but I’m not sure. “Oh my god,” Melody gushes. “Taylor said it but I didn’t think it could possibly be true, what a badass you are.”

      “It’s just another room,” I say. “I’ll be sleeping there, it doesn’t really matter.”

      “Yeah,” a pretty blonde on my right says, “but you’ll be sleeping there with a bunch of guys. Granite House guys. I don’t think that I would be able to keep my hands to myself.”

      “I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” I say.

      It won’t, if any of the guys are in the same category as the one that Malcolm saved me from, then I want absolutely nothing to do with them. No, my mind whispers. You want nothing to do with them because you’re already interested in Malcolm.

      I shove the thought aside. “It’ll be fine,” I say. “I’ll have a big room alone which will be perfect for studying.”

      “And fucking,” Melody says.

      Blood rushes to my cheeks. Not everything is about sex. Even as the memories of last night flood my mind, I know that not everything is about that. “Will you still let me pledge Tri Delta?” I ask.

      Melody waves a hand. “Sure. When people are rushing you’re free to put your name in.”

      My stomach plummets. That’s a far cry from what she made it seem like yesterday, like if I did what she asked that I’d be as good as already in the sorority. But it doesn’t matter. She probably has a lot on her mind, and at the very least she didn’t say that I was disqualified because I wasn’t going to be living with Bailey.

      “I still can’t believe that you’d do that,” Melody says. “I mean, I don’t need any proof now that you’re going to be living in the house. But don’t you want to have a normal college experience before you sell yourself out?”

      I gasp, the words lodging like a bullet in my chest. “That’s not what I’m doing,” I say. “Is that what you think I’m doing?”

      I have to rein myself in if I want to remain on their good side, because they only reason that I’m even in this position is because they put me there. They’re the ones that asked me for the fucking proof. I could have curled up in a corner of the house and just slept there without that fucking vase and none of this would have happened.

      Melody doesn’t have a chance to respond, because she’s looking behind me, and then a large body lands beside me with a thud. An arm is slung around my shoulders, and I’m wrapped in smoky cologne. I already know who it is, my gut dropping and twisting in some strange combination of longing and anxiety. “How’s my favorite girl?” Malcolm asks while the sisters of Tri Delta gape.

      “I’m okay,” I say.

      “Good,” he says, pulling me closer. I try to wiggle out of his grip, but he holds me fast. “I overheard Melody asking you some questions, and I realized the Tri Deltas were circling you like sharks smelling blood, the way they do with all their victims. But, given that Juno here is the newest member of Granite House, you should know that she’s not bait for you or anyone else, so stop picking on her.”

      That is…the last thing that I ever expected to come out of his mouth, but I’m glad he said it. Warmth fills my chest. Does belonging to him mean that he will defend me too, because if it does, then I’m on board with at least this part of our arrangement. I’m no longer trying to wiggle out of his grasp.

      “Malcolm,” Melody says, her voice overly sweet, “we were just commenting that it’s strange that you would take in someone like Juno.”

      He raises his eyebrows. “Why is it strange?”

      She’s still smiling. “It’s just…weird that she’ll be the only girl in a house full of guys, you know.”

      “Juno is awesome,” he says, “and we’re happy to have her. And if she pledges Tri Delta, you all would be lucky to have her.”

      “I’m sure we will,” Melody says.

      “Who knows,” Malcolm says, “maybe if Juno makes it into Tri Delta, I’ll even consider letting you come to Granite House again.”

      Melody goes pale, and everyone in the group goes deadly silent. Slowly, she smiles again. But this smile looks brittle and not at all friendly. “Of course,” she says. “I look forward to an invitation. You know that everyone loves your parties.”

      “That they do,” Malcolm says. “Speaking of parties, Juno and I need to go. The house is still a mess from the party last night and she needs to participate in the new member ritual of cleaning the whole place.”

      He pulls me to my feet, and I barely have a chance to wave before we’re walking away and back toward Granite House. “You know, I was actually on my way to get a drink and then dinner.”

      “We have tea and coffee at the house, and we’re ordering pizza,” he says, long legs out-pacing me so I have to jog to catch up.

      “What the hell happened back there?”

      “I was rescuing you,” he says with a grin. “That’s twice in twenty-four hours by the way.”

      “Rescuing me, and blackmailing me. Thanks. Whatever that was was not just about me.”

      He rolls his eyes. “Of course not. Melody Thomas is not someone that you should ever hang out with.”

      “Why not? I’m really good friends with her sister.”

      He slings his arm around my shoulder again and walks with me. “Melody is one of those people that likes control. And her favorite way of exercising control is over people. Or at least she thinks that she’s controlling people. She’s not great at it. But she loves to judge and push and try to get everyone to do exactly what she wants, and trust me when I say you’re better off not getting mixed up with her or the pack of girls that she leads.”

      “Are you going to tell me how or why you think this?”

      “Nope.”

      His arm is warm on me, and I’m way too comfortable with it being there. I shrug it off, only to hear him chuckle. I don’t know why I’m blushing, but I am. “It’s not like you’re any better,” I say.

      “Oh, do tell.”

      “You like to control people too. Telling them what to do, bossing them around.”

      Malcolm stops and looks at me, and the way the sun is hitting him takes my breath away. Warm brown eyes look like chocolate in the light, that impeccable jawline highlighted. He’s so fucking beautiful that it’s not fair and I look away just so I don’t have my breath taken away.

      Curse my stupid brain and body for thinking that he’s attractive. He’s despicable for what he’s making you do. It doesn’t matter that he rescued you. It doesn’t matter that he let you sleep on his floor with his blankets so you didn’t have to find somewhere else. He’s awful.

      Now if I could just get myself to fucking believe it.

      “The difference, Juno, is that I can control people. What Melody only pretends to do, I actually do. I’m good at reading people, and I can get anyone to do anything. Not showing off or bragging, it’s just a fact.”

      I shake my head. “God you’re full of yourself. Can you even hear the words you’re saying?”

      Malcolm grabs my hand and pulls me off the path and around a corner. We’re behind a couple of trees next to the old brick building, obscured from the path and everyone around us. I can hear voices floating to us from the path, people shouting and laughing. The rustle of wind in the trees along this path. And yet, as Malcolm presses me into the bricks, laying his body against mine, it’s like we’re in an entirely different world.

      This is so similar and so different from the way that he cornered me last night. There’s that same tension that I felt between us, but we’re connected now. He hasn’t bothered not touching me. I’m plastered between him and the brick. Trapped between the tock of his body and the hard place, and I can no longer fucking breathe.

      Get your shit together, Juno.

      But I can’t. My body is on override, screaming that I’m so close to him and after everything last night, that’s exactly what I want and exactly what I shouldn’t want.

      Fucking hell.

      Malcolm’s cheek presses against mine softly, and his breath is hot in my ear, giving me shivers all the way down my spine. “I like how bold you are, Juno. Most people wouldn’t talk back to someone like me.”

      “Give me a reason not to,” I say. “You’re not in charge of me.”

      “Oh, but I am. You’re mine, remember?”

      I shake my head.

      “If you think that I can’t have my way with you, right here and right now, you have to do some thinking.”

      “You wouldn’t,” I gasp. “Not without me saying yes.”

      “Tell me something, Juno,” he says quietly. “Are your nipples hard right now?”

      I don’t answer. They are.

      “I can feel them through your bra,” he says. “Can you tell me without lying that if I were to kiss you right now you’d say no?”

      I still don’t say anything.

      “I’m touching you right now,” he says, running a hand a long my ribs. “Do you want me to stop?”

      Speak. I beg myself. Say something. My mouth is frozen shut.

      “If I wanted to fuck you, I think you’d let me, Juno. I know you want me. I know that I turn you on. I know that you touched yourself thinking about me. You would beg me not to stop.”

      I shiver, my body committing absolute betrayal as heat pours down between my legs with the silk in his voice. I hate it and I love it. I hate him and want him.

      “You’ve already decided to be my pet. No matter how I treat you in public, I know you’re mine.” He pauses. “And because I read people so well, I know you love it.”

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      I’m wet. Wetter than I even was last night. My breath is shallow and gasping, trying to resist the pull of him, but that wall is crumbling fast.

      I can’t believe he knows what I did. He sounded so asleep…I was so sure. “You heard me?”

      “Yes,” he says. “I heard you fuck that needy little pussy of yours with your fingers until you came. You didn’t need to do it alone. I gladly would have helped.”

      My cheeks and chest are on fire with a blush, but I can’t stop looking at his lips and imagining what it would be like to really kiss him.

      “What do you say to me?” he asks.

      It’s phrased like there’s only one answer. And that’s because there is. If there was any reason in the world for me to say no, he would listen. But we both want this, and it’s stupid to pull back rather to sink into it. If we try to resist, something might explode.

      That could be problematic living in the same house.

      Might as well get it over with now.

      Or at least that’s how I’m rationalizing it.

      Shit. I realize that he’s completely right. I’m his, even though I hadn’t realized it or knew why. I am in so much trouble.

      For a moment, the intensity in his eyes fades, and instead of this powerful pull, it feels like an easing. Like he can’t help but lean forward and kiss me. As soon as he does, all that intensity and passion comes roaring back, and suddenly we can’t get enough of each other. It’s like flame and gunpowder colliding.

      Malcolm’s lips are just as soft as they were yesterday. I wasn’t imagining it. And just like yesterday, the touch of his tongue makes me melt and feel like he’s pouring liquid heat inside my veins. He has utter confidence and control as his tongue plunges inside my mouth, the same way I image that he has confidence in everything—especially in bed.

      He presses me harder into the wall, seeking out my body with his hands, and I love every second of it. God, this isn’t the way I thought any of my first days of college were going to go, but at the moment I don’t care. I just want more of this heat.

      Suddenly we’re moving. Malcolm is pulling me away from the wall into a nearby door to the building. “What are we doing?”

      “Finding something more private,” he growls, continuing to guide me through the door to an empty classroom. He closes the door, but doesn’t lock it.

      He kisses me again, injecting pure fire into my veins. I’m shaking with adrenaline and need and I don’t know what he has planned but I know that I’m ready for it. “What if someone comes in?”

      “They will,” he says. “There’s a class in here in twenty minutes.”

      Shock and terror and anticipation fly through me all at once. “Then what are we doing?”

      Malcolm’s hand slides down my spine. “You want this? You want me?” He presses his hips harder into me, and I can feel how hard he is. It makes me wetter, and I’m already slick with arousal.

      I nod.

      “Good. And when we get back to the house, I’m going to show you exactly how much you want it,” he says with no room for argument. “But I’m not going to make it back to the house, Juno. So if you don’t want to get caught by the people that are walking through the door in fifteen minutes, you’d better get on your knees and suck my cock like the good pet that you are.”

      That shouldn’t turn me on. His words shouldn’t make me feel like I’m dissolving into a puddle of nothing but lust, but it does. And even before I’ve consciously made the decision, I find myself sinking to my knees while Malcolm undoes his belt. “Are you going to lock the door?”

      “No,” he says with a smirk. “I’m not.”

      His cock is already hard, and just as gorgeous up close as it was in the dim light of the mirror last night. Malcolm runs his hands over the shaft a couple of times, emphasizing the size and length of him. My mouth waters. This is what my mind was asking for—begging for—last night and now he’s right there.

      “Time’s ticking, Juno. You’re going to make me come whether someone walks in that door or not.”

      I reach for him with my hands, and he grabs my wrist. “No. You have to earn the privilege of using your hands.”

      I swear that the floor falls three feet below my knees, and I’m dizzy with the sound and scent and sight of him. That hazy, dreamy cologne wraps around me, and I feel like I’m in a dream.

      Leaning forward, I touch my lips to the head of his cock. His skin is hot and smooth, and it’s all that I can do to keep myself from moaning. I haven’t done this many times, and I’ve never thought that I was that good at it, but I want this.

      Slowly, I run my tongue over the tip. He tastes smoky and dark and delicious. And he’s bigger than any other guy that I’ve done this for. There have only been a couple, and it was nothing like this.

      Nothing.

      I take him deeper, sucking his shaft. He fills my mouth up faster than I would have thought possible. I reach for him again, and he grabs my wrists and pins them to his hips. “I told you no. Now take more.”

      I work his cock deeper, as far as I think that I can take it, and it’s not even close to all of him. Holy shit he’s so big. I only know what I’ve done before, and I bob up and down on his cock, as much as I can move with my wrists pinned the way that they are.

      “Look at me while you suck my cock,” Malcolm says.

      I lift my eyes to his, looking all the way up his body. His gaze is filled with lust, and he squeezes one of my wrists before letting go, and I know without him having to say that he’s telling me not to move it. Pulling back, he slips out of my mouth. “How many of these have you done?”

      Fire heats my skin. “Not that many.”

      He cups my cheek and guides my mouth back onto him, thrusting deeper. “I like that,” he says, voice low and rough. “And I’m going to teach you exactly how I like it. So you know, and are always ready for me.”

      I shudder in arousal at the same time I’m asking myself what the fuck is wrong with me. “But for now,” he says. “All you have to do is suck me hard. And swallow.”

      That I can do. I close my eyes, focusing on the rhythm of moving my mouth, and the small catch in his breath when I take him deeper.

      I do exactly what he says and suck him as hard as I can. Over and over and over. I can already taste his cum leaking from him, deep salt and flavor. “Harder,” he says, rocking his hips. The tip of him is nearly at the back of my throat, but I ignore everything but him. I move my head faster and suck harder and roll my tongue under him until he’s groaning and thrusting and so close that he can’t keep still.

      Putting his hands on either side of my face, he holds me still as he thrusts once, and again, and one last time before he explodes across my tongue. It’s a flood, and I can’t hold it back. He told me to swallow, and I don’t have a choice, filled up with him as I am. I either swallow or spill, and so I obey him, and take everything he gives me.

      His voice is loud in the empty classroom as he shouts his release. And then he releases me. I sink deeper onto my knees, and he slips from my mouth. He’s panting, staring at me with more of that unbridled lust. And he doesn’t take that fiery gaze off me while he puts his cock away. “Let’s go, pet,” he says, dragging me up off my knees. “I have some things to teach you about what it means to be mine.”

      His hand clasps around my upper arm, and he pulls me with him. As he opens the door, we nearly run headlong into the professor of the class that’s about to start. An older man with glasses who looks surprised when we push past him, but that’s all I see.

      I nearly have time to worry about if I looked as if I just had a cock in my mouth, because Malcolm isn’t slowing down. We’re practically racing toward Granite House, and I’m fully on board. I can’t wait to get there either.
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      My cock hasn’t gone soft at all, and that was one of the best orgasms of my life. The only thing in my head is to get Juno back to my house and into my bed as quickly as fucking possible. This isn’t how I imagined things going, but I’m fine with it. I’m going to re-create what I imagined this morning, and I’m going to have fun instructing her in exactly what I want from her.

      I never could have imagined that when she crashed my poker game last night that I’d have a willing student to mold exactly what I want from her—and extract as much pleasure from her as humanly fucking possible.

      I don’t let go of her arm the entire way back to the house, and it’s on purpose that I hold her arm. Not her hand. Right now this isn’t romance. This is about the two of us. What she’s agreed to and what I want.

      As soon as we arrive at the door to Granite House, I let her go. “Go straight to my room. You know where it is.”

      “I’m going to text my friend to bring me some clothes, if I’m staying here.”

      I stare at her before looking her up and down. “I suppose that’s fine, but she’ll have to drop it off. We’re not going to be interrupted.”

      She blushes pink, and I’ve already learned to crave that color. She’s innocent enough to still blush when I say even the mildest of dirty things, and yet she sucked my cock like it was something she wanted more than oxygen. I pull her close and press my lips to her ear, loving the feeling of her small shiver and looking forward to seeing her whole body do the same. “Don’t even think about touching yourself before I get there.”

      She swallows and nods, and I let her push into the house. There’s a few guys hanging out, but they barely give her any notice. She heads straight to the stairs without looking at anyone or drawing any attention. And to be honest, having a girl head straight up the stairs isn’t an entirely uncommon occurrence in Granite House. We’re a house of men, and men have needs.

      There’s a code. If you hear moaning coming from someone’s room, unless the house is on fire or you’re literally dying, you don’t interrupt. And that’s what I’m counting on right now, because for sure I’m about to make Juno scream.

      I wave to the guys and head to the kitchen and grab a bottle of water. And another one for Juno. I want to make her wait. Anticipation is a powerful thing, and I didn’t lie to her. I’m good at reading people and I do know how to bend them to my will. Melody—who I’m now sure was the mastermind behind the dare that landed Juno here—is not the same. She likes to meddle with people’s lives and tear them down for sport. For no reason.

      I always have a reason.

      Something in my mind rebels at that, because there isn’t a reason that I’m holding Juno to this deal of ours, other than that I want her. A deep, visceral want that I can’t explain. I want her in my bed and I want to explore her. I want her to live here with me and to get to know her. I want to protect her from people like fucking Melody and that asshole who tried to force himself on her.

      Am I forcing her? By calling her my pet? By making her live here? I didn’t think she would say yes, but she did say yes. I will ask her again, just to be sure, but there was no mistaking the lust in her eyes.

      With both water bottles in hand, I head up the stairs to my room. “Hey, Malcolm,” Jack calls and jumps off the couch. “What happened last night? Why’d you send everyone away who wanted in? We’re full but we’re not that full.”

      “I’ll explain,” I say, “but not right now. I have something I have to take care of upstairs.”

      He smirks. “Okay. If that’s what you want to call it.”

      “I do.”

      He laughs. “Have fun.”

      I guess some people did notice the she came in. But that’s okay. My position as head of Granite House is not in danger, and no one is going to mess with someone I bring in—even if I am fucking them.

      When I push open the door to my room, she’s sitting cross-legged on the bed that I made for her. I dug up an air mattress and extra sheets so that she wouldn’t have to sleep on the floor. I’m not sure how long it will take for us to rearrange things so that she has her own room, and I’m equally unsure that I want her sleeping in my bed with me. If she’s my pet, then I shouldn’t let her do that.

      We’ll see how this goes. I think we’re both in entirely uncharted territory. But tonight is for only pleasure.

      She looks up, and even though she looks nervous, she smiles. “You got me a bed?”

      “I’m not a completely awful person,” I say.

      “I know.” Her voice is quiet.

      We need to talk, but I want her closer first. “Stand up,” I say as I sit on the edge of my bed.

      She stands, and she’s biting her lip like she’s nervous. “Are you afraid of me, Juno?”

      “No.” She shakes her head.

      “Sure?”

      She nods.

      Good. I nod too. “Then clothes off.”

      Juno blushes immediately, but she pulls her t-shirt over her head, revealing a plain grey bra. She’s not looking at me. “Are you embarrassed?”

      “A little.”

      “You’re not a virgin,” I say, and it’s not a question.

      “No, but I’m not experienced either.”

      I take in her small frame and full breasts peeking out of the top of that bra. “Pants,” I say.

      Juno unbuckles her belt and wiggles off her jeans, letting them slide off her hips and pool on the floor. She steps out of them and tosses them onto the air mattress, and her socks follow so she’s only in her underwear.

      “Bra, and then we’re going to have a chat,” I say, pulling my shirt over my head and tossing it aside. She’s in the middle of unstrapping that little excuse for a bra and she freezes when she sees my bare torso. God, it feels amazing to see her look at me like that. Open wonder and lust. Every hour I’ve spent pushing my body into peak shape has been worth it for that look alone.

      She drops her bra, and I’m a bit mesmerized by the sight of her bare in front of me. Perfect pink nipples the same shade as her blush. The size that’s perfect to fit in my hands. “Come here,” I tell her, and she does.

      I grab her hands and pull her to me. It’s not an explainable thing, what happens to my body when I touch her. But it’s like all my thoughts fly out of my head and I’m running on base instinct. That doesn’t matter though, we’re still going to talk.

      But there’s no reason that I can’t talk to her while she’s underneath me. I swing her onto the bed, laying her out before I cover her body with mine. I like the sound of her little gasp when she feels my weight on top of her. “We need to talk a little bit.”

      “Now?” She breathes. “Okay.”

      “Yes, now. I fully plan on fucking you thoroughly, Juno, but we need to clear the air a little bit.”

      She’s looking at me now with those wide, gorgeous green eyes. “I want to make sure that you want to be here,” I tell her.

      “Right now I very much want to be here.”

      “I mean at all, Juno. I was pissed last night, and I’m pissed now, but I didn’t actually think you would agree.”

      She looks at me with wonder. “What would you have done if I said no?”

      I brush my lips across hers. “You never would have said no, Juno. I wasn’t lying when I said I could read people.”

      Briefly, she looks away. “And now?”

      “And now, I’m telling you what I told you before. I’m won’t force you to do anything against your will. You don’t have to stay here.”

      She blushes. “I told you that I don’t have that kind of money to pay.”

      “And I lied and told you it was worth more than it was. A hundred thousand, if that.”

      Juno makes a face. “I like that you think that’s better. It’s not. That kind of money is just as out of reach as three hundred thousand. I don’t like being in debt to people.”

      At this moment, I’m being completely honest with her. “I don’t care about the vase. If I could say that it didn’t matter, then I would. Unfortunately, my father—my family—cares about that vase more than I can tell you.”

      She huffs a breath. “It was an accident. And if you keep me as your sex slave how are you going to explain the money to your father?”

      “And if I told you that you didn’t have to pay? That you staying would be entirely your choice?”

      “Of course I would leave,” she says. I don’t want to be forced into anything.”

      “Have I forced you to do anything?” I ask her. “Did I force you onto your knees and make you suck my cock? You said yes.” Juno closes her eyes, and I move my hips, showing her how hard I am for her.

      “Why would I stay?”

      “I think you want to stay, Juno. I think you realized that you were mine the second you got on your knees. I think you want to find out exactly what this is.”

      Her skin is flushed hot and pink and her eyes are filled with an equal amount of arousal and anger. “Why the fuck would I want to be anyone’s pet?”

      “Why not?”

      “Because, that’s…just not what people do.”

      I stare down at her, so close that I can feel the way her breath and pulse speeds up. “Answer me honestly, Juno. Why did you stay last night?”

      “I didn’t have a choice.”

      “You think that with a house full of people I could have locked you in here? That you couldn’t have simply walked out? You stayed because you wanted to stay.”

      Juno is flustered, and she’s cute when she is. “I…I didn’t have a choice.”

      “Did you choose to watch me? Did you choose to make yourself come thinking about me?”

      She reaches up and covers her hands with her face. “You’re confusing me, Malcolm.”

      “That’s the last thing that I want. I’m sorry that you felt that you didn’t have a choice, but that’s why I’m giving you one now. I want you to stay here. I want you to honor our agreement, but only because you want to be here. Because you want to be mine and see how this goes.”

      “And if I do, what does that say about me?”

      “That you take what you want and not care about what people think about you. That you’re willing to explore the options that make you happy and bring you pleasure.”

      She shudders and closes her eyes, but I feel her relax underneath me, and I know that she’ll agree. Maybe someday I’ll be able to explain why I want her so much—the need to consume her so powerful that I have to keep her close. Right now it only matters that she’s going to say yes.

      “I can always leave?”

      “Give me a week,” I say, “and then I’ll ask you again. You’ll sleep on that mattress, and I’ll sleep here, unless I’m fucking you. If you still want to stay, we’ll get you a room. Then give me a month, and we’ll check in again. If you’re happy, you’re mine for the semester. And if then—”

      She cuts me off, “I’m yours for the year?”

      “You’re getting the idea,” I say with a grin.

      “And what do I do while I’m your…pet?” she says the word with hesitation.

      I shrug. “Whatever I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it.”

      “I’m not sacrificing my class work for you,” she says.

      “And I wouldn’t ask you to.”

      “Okay,” she says. “Then what—”

      This time I’m the one to cut her off. “Right now that we have an agreement, I’m going to tell you to stop talking. Because we have some unfinished business that involves me fucking you into oblivion, and the rest can come later.”

      I don’t give her a chance to respond, kissing her hard and pressing her deeper into the mattress before pulling away just long enough to grab a couple of ties from my dresser. “After you left this morning, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. And while I was in the shower I saw you tied to my bed. I may not have done it last night, but I’m going to do it now,” I say.

      Her mouth parts, and then she closes it again, realizing that I’ve told her to keep quiet. Good girl. I know that tying a girl up with neckties is cliché, but I don’t have anything else right now. I can always fix that later.

      I wrap a tie around each wrist and attach them to my headboard. Not tight enough to hurt, but tight enough to make sure that she knows that she’s not going anywhere.

      “Tell me you’re mine, Juno.”

      She closes her eyes, and even though she flushes red, she says it, “I’m yours.”

      “Good. And don’t bother to hold back with the screaming. No one will mind.”

      I grab condoms from a drawer and drop my jeans to the floor. I have plans for this girl, and my first plan is to make her scream. Tossing the condoms onto the bed beside her, I grab her thighs and pull them apart. “What are you doing?” she gasps as I pull her panties down her thighs.

      “Whatever the fuck I want,” I tell her before I lick into her. Juno’s pussy is soaking wet, rich and sweet and drenched with that perfect flavor. Holy shit.

      I’ve never been shy about eating pussy—I love it and the sounds that go along with it, but Juno takes the fucking cake. Hell, she practically tastes like cake. She moans, and all the blood in my body floods to my dick. Even with her hands tied, she’s squirming so much under my mouth and tongue that I have to hold her down.

      Using my tongue, I ravage her clit. Circles and figure eights before dragging it down and fucking her with it. She goes even more liquid, her body utterly melting under my mouth.

      Mmm, I love the way she tastes, and I get to have it any time. Juno is pulling against the ties on her hands, and I wonder if they were free if she’d be running her fingers through my hair. I might like that.

      Bringing up my tongue to her clit again, I work underneath it in smooth, even strokes until she’s gasping. Writhing. Moaning. Begging. And I give it to her. I push her over the edge until she’s shaking, coming all over my mouth and I drink her down.

      And then I do it again.

      Just like I told her that I would I push her into a second orgasm so that she’s moaning louder. Not screaming yet, but we’ll get there, and I love feeling her shake underneath me. “Malcolm,” she says, yelling into the room as I drive her over the edge a second time.

      “I told you I would make you scream.”

      She sighs, body relaxing. “I’m not a screamer.”

      “Not yet,” I smirk up her body.

      I make note of her eye roll. I’ll have to punish her for that later. Delicious punishment that will be far more fun for me than it will be for her.

      “Time for your first lesson,” I say, shoving my boxers off. I crawl up her body until I’m straddling her chest, my cock practically resting against her lips.

      Juno’s eyes are glazed with lust, and the way she’s tied underneath me is exactly the way that I imagined it this morning. I can’t stop now. Not when I’m so close.

      “Lesson?”

      “In how to suck my cock like the good pet you’re going to be,” I say. “Now open.”

      She does, and I feed myself to her. Inch by inch until I can feel the back of her mouth. “First lesson is that you’re going to have to practice,” I say. “I want you to be able to take all of me. No. I expect you to learn to take all of me. So we’ll be practicing. Understand?”

      She nods, and with her mouth stretched to the limit around my shaft she looks so fucking hot I can’t actually comprehend it. I pull back take my cock out of her mouth, replacing it with my balls. “Suck them.”

      I close my eyes and revel in the feeling of her soft, warm mouth wrapped around me. God, it feels so good. “Lesson two,” I say. “My balls like to be warm, and it’s your job to do it when I ask. Though if you do it without asking, I’ll be very happy.”

      I replace them with my cock again, and her eyes flutter closed. “I think you like my cock in your mouth, Juno.”

      She just confirms by sucking harder. “Let’s practice a little more before I make you scream.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            9

          

          
            Juno

          

        

      

    

    
      If someone had told me three days ago that I’d be tied to a bed, full of orgasmic bliss, being taught how to pleasure the man I’ve given myself to, I would have told anyone that they were crazy.

      But here I am, and everything about me is drenched in pleasure. And he’s pressing further into my mouth. Oh god, I’m full of him now the way I want to be full of him below.

      Deeper and deeper her presses in, and I hold it. I hold it longer than I thought possible. Until I can’t breathe. Looking up at him, I barely care. Malcolm naked is a glory that I can’t believe that I get to witness. I know that I saw it last night, but up close it’s entirely different. Cut muscles and smooth skin everywhere. Dark eyes awash with animal lust and that utter confidence that somehow manages to undo me completely.

      When he pulls back, I’m gasping, almost more turned on than when he made me come. My pussy is soaked again, and I don’t have any doubt that I’ll be leaving a wet spot on his sheets.

      I want to reach for him. Run my fingers along his skin and explore him, but when I do my hands are bound and another burst of white heat flares through me. Malcolm smirks down at me. “I think you’re ready.”

      “I’ve been ready,” I say.

      He slides a condom onto his cock, and then he’s moving me again. Huge, strong hands grip my thighs and press them up and open. Until I’m nearly folded in half and the entrance to my pussy is on perfect display for him.

      “You’re so wet that you’re glistening,” he says, dragging his tongue across me in one lick. “I love the way you taste.”

      Just the fact that he said that has me flushing with utter embarrassment, but I still love it. Still can’t believe that I’m doing this. Still impossibly happy that I am.

      Malcolm fits his cock against my entrance and eases in. Just like with my mouth, he’s easily the biggest I’ve ever had inside my pussy, and I groan from the stretch. It feels fucking amazing, but I have no idea how he’s actually going to fit inside me. And I don’t even realize that I said that out loud until he answers.

      “Oh, I’ll fit, Juno. If I have to wait for you to relax after every inch, I will, but I am going to be balls deep inside your pussy.”

      As soon as he says it he slides in another inch because of the burst of wetness that those words create. Holy shit. He’s so long that it feels like he’s in me a mile and he’s still pushing in. I’m almost too full. It doesn’t hurt—it aches in that way that’s good and bad at once, and I squeeze down on him which makes him curse.

      “Do that again.”

      I do, and he thrusts a little deeper. And deeper still, until I feel it. He’s buried to the hilt, all the way inside, and I can’t breathe. The air in my lungs feels impossibly short, and it has everything to do with the fact that I’m impaled by Malcolm’s massive cock. I can’t move, pinned by him and my arms bound. All I can do is feel and surrender to it.

      Because I’m his.

      The words seem like a perfect rhythm to match my pounding heart.

      I’m his. I’m his. I’m his.

      Malcolm is perfectly still, holding himself deep inside me, and as he stays there, I get used to him. Suddenly it feels right and perfect to have him there and I want more. Movement and even deeper penetration.

      But he doesn’t move, still.

      He kisses me. Softly at first and then harder. He rocks his hips in time with his tongue, building the momentum and the pleasure. It spins inside me and grows, because that’s all my body can do. I’m in complete overload. Every nerve is firing, trying to handle everything he’s making me feel. And he’s barely started. I have a feeling that I’m going to be completely and thoroughly fucked by the time that this is over.

      Harder, he moves, slowly pulling back and pushing in, gaining speed and power until he’s slamming into me and not holding back. I’m lit up from the inside with fireworks, and I’m so close to it that I might give him what he wants and actually scream when he stops completely.

      I don’t know how he did it, but he did. I’ve never thought a man could just…stop like that. He’s still buried in me, balls snug against my ass and the head of his cock so deep even the smallest movement makes me shiver in pleasure.

      “What did I say your job was as my pet?” he asks.

      The words are deceptively soft. Like velvet. I have to get the question right. I know it.

      “I do what you tell me,” I say. “When you tell me to do it.”

      “Or in some cases,” he says, thrusting once, “what I tell you not to do.”

      “No…” I say, suddenly putting the pieces together.

      Malcolm’s slow smile has my toes curling and my stomach dropping all at once. “Yes. You’re mine, Juno, and that means your pleasure is mine too. You’re not going to come unless I give you permission to do so.”

      “That’s not fair,” I say.

      “I think it’s completely fair,” he says, grinning.

      I moan when he moves his hips. “That’s because you’re on the good end.”

      “Can’t argue with that,” he laughs. “You can ask me, but you need to be prepared to hear the word no. Because asking doesn’t mean I’ll say yes. I’ll say yes if I think that you deserve it.”

      Fuck. I hate that I think this is so hot. And I hate that he knows it too, because I’m suddenly drenched, my nipples achingly hard. And the way his smile turns sharp, there’s no chance that he misses it.

      He starts fucking me again, and it feels like just because he told me that I couldn’t, suddenly I’m on the edge of orgasm and about to blow over. God, I could just let go. But I don’t. I hold on like my life depends on it.

      “Please,” I moan, voice jagged from the force of his thrusting. “Please let me come.”

      “This time,” he says. “Yes.”

      I fall into fire and pleasure and a storm of everything. A shout comes out of me like I’ve never heard before, unleashed from a place deep inside me. I’ve never come so many times so close together and it’s unleashed something in me. Something bright and brilliant and loud.  Maybe Malcolm will turn me into a screamer after all.

      He groans, pushing harder and faster until he pushes one last time, holding himself deep. His cock jerks inside me as he comes, every muscle taught as he’s stretched above me. He looks so good, lost in his own pleasure before he release my legs and eases down onto me. We’re still connected, and Malcolm kisses me.

      It feels like a drug that I can’t get enough of. I could get lost in his kisses forever. When he pulls back we’re both panting. “How did I do?” I ask.

      He grins. “On what?”

      “The lessons.”

      Malcom chuckles and kisses me again. “You did really well, pet.”

      “Good.”

      Slowly, he extracts himself from me and grabs the water bottles that he brought with him when he came upstairs. “Always need to hydrate after sessions like that.”

      I laugh. “Is this what I can expect from every time?”

      “Yes.” His face is entirely serious.

      “Okay.”

      He does crack a grin then. “I take my sex seriously.”

      “Good,” I say, then I slip off the bed and grab my phone. There’s a text from Bailey groaning that she had to do it, but she did drop me off some clothes and my shower stuff. “And now, I’m going to shower,” I tell him. Because I haven’t showered since before the party and I need the sweat and everything off me.

      He pulls me close and kisses me hard. Heat spooling through me. “Have fun in there.”

      I put on my clothes, and find the bag with the rest of my stuff right outside Malcolm’s door. Which means that someone in the house probably heard him fucking me, just like he said that they would. I fight off the blush, because I have a feeling that I was louder than I even realized I was. The whole house probably heard me.

      I find my way to the bathroom and lock the door behind me. In the mirror, I look…nothing like myself. I’m messy and flushed and bright eyed, and I look…happy. Weird. But for now, I’m not going to question it.

      But could I really enjoy this? Living in a house with people that purposely and intentionally destroy their bodies on a daily basis just for kicks? It goes against everything that I stand for. But I don’t think that Malcolm had been drinking at the party, and so far he seems responsible. If I see otherwise, I can leave at one of our checkpoints. I like that if it’s too much, I have a way out.

      I’m just going to hold for the ride and enjoy the week. We’ll see what happens next.
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      College is certainly different than I imagined it would be. I’ve packed some of my things and basically moved into Malcolm’s room. The rest of my stuff is waiting to be picked up at the end of the week when we see whether or not I want to stay.

      My classes are hard, but I love immersing myself in the world of nutrition. There’s nothing more important than taking care of yourself, and I explained that to Malcolm when he asked about my major a couple days ago, in the aftermath of taking me from behind until I was a puddle and a mess.

      After he found me on campus and dragged me into an empty classroom between my classes to give me a healthy dose of pleasure. He’s done that every day this week after asking for my schedule. Whether it’s for me to suck him off and give him pleasure, or for him to hold my hair and finger me until I can no longer speak, all the while looking into my eyes.

      That was one of the hottest events of my life, and I never ever want to forget it. That, and the way he constantly plays with my hair. He played with it the other day while we caught our breath. “How are your classes going?”

      “You care about that?” I asked.

      “Of course. You live in Granite House, and even though we’re known for partying, I still hold everyone to a high standard so that they’re a good reflection on me and the legacy.”

      I rolled my eyes. “The legacy of massive ragers and drunkenness?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Nice.”

      He smiled. “I’m serious though. You’re majoring in nutrition. How is it going?”

      “Good,” I said. “I think that the classes are going to be hard toward the end of the semester, but I like them a lot.” I liked the way his arm was casually around me, like it was the most natural thing in the world. This wasn’t what I had pictured, being his, but I liked it. Even if he had instructed me to clean up the house the day before, and the kitchen later tonight. I didn’t mind. So far from what I had seen the house wasn’t overly dirty. Not like the horror stories of frat houses that I had heard about. Malcolm ran a tight ship.

      “Why nutrition?”

      I blushed. “You really want to know?”

      “Of course. I never ask questions that I don’t want to know the answers to, Juno.”

      “Okay,” I cleared my throat. “It’s a little bit of a story.”

      He stroked his hand down the center of my chest between my breasts. “I’ve got time.”

      “My mom’s sister,” I said. “Marcy. She and my mom were really close, and I was really close with her too.”

      Malcolm’s voice is surprisingly gentle. “Was?”

      “She died three years ago.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      I fought against the ache in my chest that always appeared when I talked about her. “It’s okay. She had an auto-immune disease, and it was kind of an anomaly. But one of the only ways that she could feel okay was through her diet. No alcohol, no sugar, nothing. And there’s more people like her. Even if you don’t have a disease, I’ve seen what it can mean to take care of your body. Or what happens when you don’t.”

      Malcolm didn’t interrupt me, so I kept going. “It’s why I don’t drink, or do any kind of drugs. I don’t understand why anyone would do that to themselves voluntarily. You were given this amazing fucking thing to take care of and you just…destroy it.” I stopped, hauling in a breath, and Malcolm is smiling.

      “Sorry,” I said. “I just get a little passionate about it.”

      “I like it,” he said. “You should be passionate about what you want to do. Otherwise, what’s the point?”

      “Yeah,” I said, breathing out a sigh of relief. Sometimes people think it’s a little weird that I am so over-the-top into nutrition and health. Especially Taylor. She thinks that I’m a bore, and that we should be using our time in college to have fun and go crazy before we have any responsibility in life. But I just don’t see it that way. We have time to prepare ourselves for the world and we need to take advantage of it. Not waste it doing pointless shit.

      “Well, that’s why.”

      He nodded. “That’s a good reason. Make sure to keep up with all your work.”

      “That might be hard if you keep grabbing me and fucking me.”

      Malcolm grinned, and I got distracted by the dimples in his cheeks. He’s so handsome it’s just not fair. “If you have schoolwork that you need to do, that’s a priority,” he said. “Make sure I know.”

      I lifted an eyebrow. “So you’re telling me that you’re going to prioritize my schoolwork over sex?”

      His eyebrows matched mine, and he faked horror. “You think that I wouldn’t?”

      I just stared at him, and he laughed. “Fine, you caught me. I’ll still fuck you, but I’ll make it shorter.”

      “That sounds more like it,” I said, smirking.

      “Besides,” he said, “I think you’re starting to enjoy it.”

      I hesitated. “Maybe.”

      His only response was to roll on top of me and test how thoroughly I had been enjoying him and his attention.

      Now, as I wait in line for my coffee between classes, I keep looking around for him. He’s been sneaking up on me in these short breaks and I never know when it’s going to happen. But this seems like exactly the time he would do it.

      I have anatomy in about fifteen minutes. Just enough time for him to strike. And sure enough, a hand curves around my waist when I’m looking in the other direction. “You still don’t manage to see me coming,” he says.

      “You are surprisingly sneaky. But I don’t have a lot of time.”

      “That’s okay, I don’t need much time.”

      “What am I supposed to tell people when they ask me how long you last?”

      Malcolm looks a little shocked, and then grins so wide he could be a second sun. “My little pet, are you flirting with me?” he whispers against my ear.

      “Is that allowed?”

      I can feel his lips smiling. “It’s encouraged. What were you going to order?”

      “Peppermint tea.”

      He grins and lowers his voice. “I’ve got you. You’re going to go to the bathroom and put this on.” He hands me a small bag. “It’s brand new, and it’s been cleaned.”

      “What the fuck?”

      I go to open the bag and he stops me. “Not here.”

      “Malcolm, what’s going on?”

      He raises an eyebrow. “Go to the bathroom and put it on. Now, Juno.”

      The tone in his voice tells me that this is not negotiable. I swallow and take the bag and go to the bathroom, anxiety bubbling in my gut. I shut myself in the stall and open the bag, and my eyes go wide. Now I know why he didn’t want me to open it while we were waiting in line. This is a sex toy.

      I’ve never done something like this before. I never had the money to buy one, and I didn’t exactly need one when my fingers worked just as well. This is small and curved, and the little book of instructions that come with it show me that it inserts inside me with a little arm that rests directly over my clit.

      He wants me to put this on now? Oh fuck. Anxiety simmers in me, but at the same time I agreed to be his for the week, and if I walk out of here without putting this on he won’t be happy. We haven’t addressed what will happen if I disobey some of his orders, but I imagine that it will be some kind of punishment that’s fun for him, and frustrating for me.

      The little toy feels strange inside me, and I take a minute to get it settled properly. Just like the instructions show, the little moveable arm rests directly on my clit with steady pressure. When it turns on, and I’m sure that it does, that’s going to be either amazing or excruciating.

      Even though I know there’s no possible way it’s true, I feel like everyone knows when I walk out of the bathroom that I’m different. That I’m doing something naughty and a little scandalous. But that’s only me projecting, because not a single person is looking at me differently, and Malcolm is at the counter getting my cup of peppermint tea.

      He grins when he hands it to me. “Well?”

      I nod and take the tea from him, going to the little flavor station to add a touch of honey to the cup. “Feels a little weird.”

      “Hopefully it will feel good.”

      I look at him and check my phone. Time to get to class. “Is this going to embarrass me?”

      He leans in and kisses me lightly. “You’re not allowed to be embarrassed.”

      “That doesn’t mean I won’t be.”

      He just smiles. “I’ll see you after class.”

      “That’s not comforting,” I call after him. And neither is the smirk that he gives me as he’s walking away.

      I don’t have time to fully worry about it. I need to get to class right now. Anatomy is not a class that you can be late for, or be absent for. Thankfully, the building is close.

      Walking with the toy inside me feels weird. And all I can do is think about it because it’s so present in my focus. But I try to ignore it. It’s not there. It’s not there. It’s not there.

      By the time I sit down in my usual seat in class I’ve convinced myself to forget about it entirely. It’s much more comfortable sitting down, and I allow myself to dismiss it.

      We’re still in the basics of the class, given that it’s week one. Cells and bones and the systems of the body. Today we’re doing an overview of the circulatory system. There’s a hand-out with fill in the blanks and I keep meticulous notes as we go through everything.

      And then the vibrating starts. It’s halfway through the class and I’d been so focused on my notes that I’d forgotten all about the little thing in my pussy. The first vibration is almost nothing. Just a tiny buzz that suddenly reminds me that it’s there.

      Oh, no.

      And the power slowly builds. I placed that fucking thing too well. It’s slipped a little to the side of my clit as I crossed my legs—the more sensitive side—and now I can’t breathe. It’s right where I need it to be.

      It’s a wave. Starting slowly and building higher until it’s properly teasing me until I want more and then dropping into nothing again.

      I try to maintain my focus, keeping up with the fill in the blanks on the board. But the bastard isn’t done yet, because the position of the vibrator in my pussy turns on, and it’s the exact opposite pattern. When it’s weak on my clit it’s strong inside, a never-ending fluctuation of pleasure.

      It keeps rising and rising and I’m gripping the edge of the desk I’m sitting in with white knuckles just trying to keep myself together. My handwriting is absolutely atrocious, but I get the rest of the terms down, thank fuck. Every minute for the rest of the class is exquisite agony. I don’t dare move a muscle for the fear that someone else in the class will figure out what’s going on, or that the movement will make it worse and I won’t be able to keep myself from coming in the middle of class.

      The vibrations aren’t super intense, but they’re enough to get me there. Especially with the hypnotic rhythm that keeps teasing me over and over and over.

      God, I can barely focus on what the professor is saying, but I manage to get the homework assignment down when the vibration stops. I’m going to kill him when I see him. Complete and utter murder. That’s all there is to it.

      I wait until most everyone else has left, mostly because I’m not confident that there’s not a wet spot on the back of my jeans. My legs are shaking when I stand and manage to make my way out of the class. I’m pulling my phone out of my pocket to text Malcolm that he’s an absolute asshole when someone snags my arm and pulls me through a doorway.

      In second I’m pressed up against the closed door, Malcolm’s body crowding behind mine. “Did it make you come?” he asks, voice a rough growl.

      “You bastard,” I say.

      “That’s not what I asked.”

      I push against the door but he has me held hard, hot, and fast. “No, it didn’t. And it was torture.”

      Malcolm’s mouth is on my neck, and he licks a line of fire across it. “Good, because if you had come without permission I would have had to punish you.”

      “You don’t think the embarrassment of having an orgasm in front of my class wouldn’t have been enough?”

      “No,” he says. “Pants.”

      The vibration starts again, and I’m too close to argue with him, and too desperate to fully undress. He releases me enough for me to undo my belt and push my pants over my hips, and I hear him put on a condom while I do. And then he’s there taking the toy away so he can press in, filling me completely.

      He’s so big and so much taller that his cock has me standing on my toes. Grabbing my hands, he holds them against the door along with me, and he fucks. This isn’t soft or slow by any measure, like it has been a couple of times. No, this is raw and brutal and exactly what I need and want.

      Long, smooth strokes plunging upward, hitting that spot deep inside me that somehow sends fireworks swirling behind my eyes. He presses the toy against my clit, and I gasp. There’s no way that I’m not going over the edge. I can’t not. “I need to,” I say.

      “You’d better,” he says as I fall into bliss. Even if he had said no, I would have taken the punishment. My whole body goes rigid in the explosion of climax, brilliant and blinding. It rushes through me in one brutal wave before retreating. Fuck, that was good, even if I wanted it to be longer.

      But the aftermath is all pleasure too. Malcolm comes, the remaining strokes inside sending powerful ripples through my sensitive spaces. I sag in between him in the door, enjoying the feeling of him. He’s holding me tight after we’re both finished and breathing hard.

      He slips out, turning me so that he can see me in the dim light of whatever empty room that he dragged us into. “It’s day six,” he says.

      “I know.”

      “Have you decided?”

      I smile, still trying to catch my breath. “I thought we were going to check in after a week?”

      “I don’t know if I can make it until tomorrow without knowing.”

      “I could still make you wait,” I say, smirking. In this game we’re playing, he has most of the power. But I have it too during moments like this.

      Reaching between us, Malcolm slips the toy back inside me, pressing the little arm firmly over my clit again. “Just for that, you’re going to wear that for the rest of the day,” he says. “And I still want an answer.”

      “Are you going to torture an answer out of me?”

      It’s his turn to smirk. “I could. You know I could.”

      “What would that be like?”

      We’re teasing each other now. It’s not about the answer that I’ll give him, it’s the creation of an idea.

      “I would tie you to my bed again,” he says, “with nothing but this on that greedy little clit of yours. And then I would leave. And you would be there, while I teased you for hours and decided that you’d had enough.”

      “Don’t you think the other guys would be suspicious of a girl screaming in your room while you weren’t home?” I ask.

      “If you don’t think that they’ve noticed you,” he says, “you’re wrong. And I would be home. Just downstairs, listening to you scream. Or maybe I’d gag you with your wet panties so you would taste yourself.”

      “That is really fucked up,” I laugh.

      “And you still haven’t given me the answer that I want.”

      I pause, stopping the flirting to actually think. There’s no reason I’ve seen so far to stop this. Maybe it’s just the crazy, heady emotions of experiencing something new and wanting more, but this week has been amazing. I don’t want to stop having Malcolm do all of this with me. There’s a simple peace and simplicity in it. Along with all the pleasure that he’s managed to give me.

      Right now, I don’t see a valid reason why I should say no. And I don’t want to. “I want my own room,” I say.

      His mouth crashes down on mine. “Done.”

      “And even though being at your beck and call is nice, I want some time to see my friends. I’ve all but disappeared to them this week.”

      He smirks. “Fair enough. But you’re still mine, little pet.”

      I roll my eyes. “Still don’t love that nickname. I’m not an animal.”

      “It’s appropriate.”

      “How, exactly?”

      With sure movements, Malcolm helps me lift up my pants, and he secures my belt, tighter than I would. It emphasizes the fact that his toy is still between my legs. “Do you come when I call you?” he asks.

      “Yes.”

      “Do you obey?”

      “Yes,” I say again, already seeing his point but still not loving it.

      He fixes his own pants and locks eyes with me. “It’s not about being an animal. It’s about being thoroughly owned. And right now, you are. By me.”

      “I just feel like…it’s strange.”

      “You like it.”

      I can’t deny that. “We’re like one of those couples in those movies about BDSM or something. Are you going to put me in a collar and whip me?”

      His lips against my ear make me shiver. “I’ve already tied you to my bed. I could find you a collar. And don’t worry about it being strange. What works for us isn’t anyone else’s business.”

      He moves me so he can open the door, and I blink as light pours in from the hallway outside. The real world that somehow we managed to block out and forget for a little while.

      “I have to go to the library,” I say. “And study.”

      “And I’m going to go make sure that you have a room by tomorrow,” he says, before lifting the tiny remote to the toy up and showing me. “Better sit somewhere alone.”

      “Malcolm, I need to study.”

      “And study you will. You’re not allowed to come, anyway.”

      Anticipation floods my gut. I shouldn’t want this. No matter what he says, I shouldn’t enjoy these games and his bossy, dominant control. But I can’t keep the smile off my face as I walk away, and nearly stumble when the vibration starts. It’s going to be a long afternoon.
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      Jack isn’t going to be happy about what I’m about to do, but I don’t particularly care. But first, one detail I forgot to get squared away. I dial Juno’s number and she answers on the first ring.

      “I’m not supposed to be on the phone in the library.”

      “I’ll be fast,” I say. “Your stuff is still packed, right?”

      “Yeah, I just put whatever I wasn’t using back in the boxes I had in the dorm. Bailey’s going to start bugging me to pick it up soon.”

      “Collins 301? You don’t have to worry about it.”

      I hear her surprise. “How did you know my room number.”

      “I know everything,” I laugh. “No, I have special access through my dad. His secretary can’t say no to me.”

      “Creeper,” she mutters.

      “Only when it comes to you.”

      I can tell she’s trying to keep her voice down as she giggles. “What are you going to do, grab my stuff?”

      “Something like that.”

      “I’ll text Bailey so that you don’t scare the shit out of her.”

      I walk up the stairs to Granite House. “Too bad, that would have been too much fun.”

      “Bye.”

      I would bet a decent amount of money that there was an eye roll attached to that last word. As I walk inside, there are a couple of freshman guys who we accepted before the school year hanging out in the living room. George and Casey. They’re good guys. They like to party the way everyone else in Granite House does, but I’ve made it clear that school comes first.

      That’s the thing that not everyone knows about Granite House. In fact, no one knows except for the people that live here. If grades aren’t above a three-point-zero, there are no parties. And that includes every person, every assignment, and every test.

      You better believe that every person here works their ass off to keep the legacy alive and party hard. Everyone knows Granite House for the parties, but I think they would be surprised if they actually looked at the people who graduated and lived here. A lot of them are really successful.

      When the fraternity status got revoked two years ago—my freshman year—I don’t think I’d ever seen my father so angry. He cares about the legacy he’s leaving behind, and this house is a huge piece of it. Basically he made me swear to turn it around. Hence the reason that I have the rules about grades and parties and only let the best of the best into the house.

      “You guys busy?” I ask them.

      “Nah,” George says. “Just taking a break, actually.”

      “I need a favor from you guys. I’ll owe you one.”

      Both of them jump to their feet at the same time. “Sure,” Casey says.

      Having me owe them one isn’t nothing. “Take my truck, and go to Collins 301. Grab all the boxes, and anything belonging to Juno Dennard and bring it back. It’s all going in Jack’s room.”

      The look surprised, but George takes the keys from me. “Okay. Does Jack know?”

      I smile. “He will shortly.”

      They wisely don’t ask questions and head out the door. It’ll be good to have all her stuff here in one place.

      I’m playing with fire with Juno, honestly. My dad is going to be pissed about the vase. Frankly, more than he has any right to be. It’s worth a lot of money, and it means a lot, but it’s just a piece of pottery, and legacy is about more than that. But having that break, and then choosing to move Juno in would all be things that he wouldn’t approve of. Especially if he had any kind of idea about the kind of relationship that she and I have.

      I think about her questions from before. Are we strange? Maybe. I’m working on instinct here. Desires that I’ve always had and never had someone to perform them with. It was like when I saw Juno something knew that she would respond to this, and to me.

      It’s true that I was pissed about the vase, and I was going to make her pay. But I’m not that cruel. Not really. I’d rather have her on her knees because she wants to be there. Telling Juno what to do feels good. Having her obey feels good too. But not because I want to crush her or beat her down, but because it feels like it’s meant to be that way.

      Fuck.

      Even in my head that barely makes sense.

      All I know is that what’s between Juno and me seems right, and it’s becoming more important to me than I had anticipated after only a week. If she had said no to moving in, I would have been devastated. I want her here with me for the time being so we can explore what this is.

      Honestly, I like having her close by, but she needs her own space. And I know the exact space that she needs to have.

      I knock on the door across from my room, hearing loud music from behind it. Jack answers after a second. “Hey, what’s up?”

      “Need to talk to you for a second,” I say, stepping into the threshold.

      “Sure.” He cuts the music.

      I don’t beat around the bush. “I need you to move downstairs with Evan.”

      The room on the second floor that Evan occupies is the biggest in the whole house, and can easily fit two people in it. Right now, he’s in there by himself. There’s already an extra bed in there that’s not being used.

      Jack looks at me. “I’m sorry?”

      I laugh. “Do you need me to say it again?”

      “Why, exactly?” He looks pissed.

      “Because Juno is moving in,” I tell him. “And she can’t room with someone else because of how that would look. You can, so move downstairs. Even sharing you’ll have more room.”

      Jack’s face goes red and he sneers. “That little slut from the party that you’ve been banging in your room for the last week? How’s that for ‘how it would look’?”

      I level a look at him, and he has the intelligence to look embarrassed. “Juno asked publicly to declare Granite House. She’s an impeccable student, adds to our diverse profile, and has agreed to do things around the house for us. Some cooking and cleaning. So relax.”

      He’s still clearly not relaxed. “At least she’ll be eye candy,” he says. “Can’t deny that she was hot in that dress, and from what I’ve heard coming from your room, she’s a good fuck.”

      I stare at him. He’s smiling, and I’m not. There’s a deep satisfaction as I see that smile wither away under my gaze. “Move your shit, Jack. Now.”

      Turning on my heel, I don’t let him say another thing. Hopefully he gets the message. I’m going to keep the peace, but if he says anything else about Juno, I probably won’t be able to keep my fist out of his face. And that won’t be good for anyone. Jack has been in the house as long as I have, and has a certain level of seniority. I can understand why he’s not happy, but he’ll have to fucking deal with it.

      I knock on Evan’s door this time, and it takes him longer to answer. But Evan is one of the most laid-back people I’ve met. It’s clear that he was taking a nap when he pulls open the door. “What’s up, Malcolm?”

      “We have someone new moving in and I need Jack to share with you. Cool?”

      He blinks the sleep from his eyes and glances around the room. It’s a little messy, but huge. It practically takes up half of the second floor.

      “Yeah. That’s fine. He’s moving his stuff now?”

      “Should be soon.”

      He nods. “I’ll shuffle some stuff around.”

      “Thanks, Evan.”

      If the conversation with Jack had gone that well, it would have been a whole different story. But there’s more than one reason I want Juno upstairs with me. First, of course I want her close. Second, even though I beat consent into every one of the guys in my house, she’s still living in a house full of men. And that deep instinct that I have when it comes to her tells me that I have to protect her.

      Though Juno is a fighter, and if anything were to happen, I have no doubt that she’d easily be able to take care of herself, no problem.

      When I climb the stairs again, I hear slamming noises from Jack’s room. He’s aggressively packing his stuff, but I don’t give a shit. It’s been barely a week of school, nothing is that settled yet. He can deal.

      My phone rings, and I half expect it to be Juno scolding me for sending people and scaring Bailey, but it’s not. It’s my little brother John. That’s good, I haven’t heard from him yet.

      “Hey bro, how are you settling in?”

      John is a freshman just like Juno, though he decided not to come here, much to my father’s embarrassment. But I get it. He needs to be his own person away from me and my dad, even if I wish that he were here so that I could keep an eye on him.”

      He laughs on the other end of the phone. “I’ll tell you if you promise not to call me ‘bro.’”

      “Sure thing.” I’m definitely going to call him that again.

      “Things are going okay. Pretty average first week, I guess.”

      I sit down on my bed and ignore the passive aggressive yelling that’s coming from across the hall. “You got to all your classes?”

      “Thankfully I made my schedule so that I don’t have to get up that early,” he says. “It’s brilliant.”

      “That’s what I like to hear.”

      “Roommate is good so far,” he says. “Though the one thing I’m jealous of right now is that you live in the house.”

      “Yeah, that is nice,” I say. “Though it’s annoying at the moment.”

      “Why?”

      I snort. “Leadership duties. I asked one of the guys to move in with someone else so we can have a new person and he’s not taking it well.”

      “Sounds like a fun guy to be around,” John says.

      I shrug, even though he can’t see me. “Most of the time he’s usually okay. Today though, he’s a raging pain in my ass.”

      John laughs. “Who’s moving in.”

      I hesitate, because I don’t want John to tell our father, but I trust him. The question is, do I ask him specifically not to tell Dad? I’m not sure.

      “Malcolm?”

      I was quiet long enough that he had to ask if I was okay. Geeze. “Okay, John, it’s an experimental thing, but I need you not to tell Dad.”

      John snorts. “Because I’m on such buddy-buddy terms with Dad? That’s fine.”

      “It’s a girl. Woman. She’s moving in.”

      I can practically hear his eyebrows rise in shock. “Really?”

      “Yeah. She marched into the beginning of school party and into my poker game and declared that she wanted to pledge Granite House. It was a dare, but…she’s moving in anyway.”

      He pauses for a second. “I feel like there’s a lot of parts to that story that you’re not telling me.”

      “That’s entirely possible.”

      “You’re sleeping with her, aren’t you?” He chuckles. “Bold move, bro.”

      “It’s not that simple.”

      “I’m not judging, Malcolm, but I can see why you don’t want me to tell Dad.”

      I sigh and rub my hand across my face. “We’re seeing where it goes. And there are things I can’t talk about yet, but I think that you would like her. She hates drinking and drugs. Despises them.”

      “Does she have any idea what she’s getting in for, moving in there?”

      This time I do laugh. “Well, she’s with me, so at the very least she’ll have a sober partner.”

      “That’s true.”

      “How’s that going?”

      He sighs heavily. “Don’t worry, Malcolm. I’m not doing anything wild. My college existence is safe, boring, and educational.”

      “Well you know that you can call me,” I say. “Any time you’re struggling.”

      “I’m not struggling.” He sounds entirely genuine. “Trust me, after everything that happened, I don’t miss it. I’m not going to break the pact, you don’t have to worry about me at all.”

      “Just because I don’t have to, doesn’t mean I still won’t,” I say.

      “Yeah, yeah. Don’t you have a class to get to or something?”

      There’s a slam from across the hall that shakes the floor, almost like Jack has thrown a piece of furniture, and I swear I’m going to pummel his ass into the ground. “You’re the one who called me, remember?”

      “Just like I promised.”

      “Good. Well I’d love to keep talking but I have to make sure that this guy doesn’t break any furniture. Call me if you need me, otherwise I’ll talk to you next week.”

      “Sounds good. Thanks,” John says.

      “Love you, bro.”

      “Fuck off, asshole,” he says, laughing as he hangs up.

      I used to be one of the guys in Granite House that loved to drink. Hell, even before I got to college I was what people considered to be the life of the party.

      I never thought anything of it, until I got the call one night that John was in the hospital with alcohol poisoning. He’d drunk himself into a stupor, and could have died. And I realized that he got it from me.

      He had seen me drink myself so drunk I couldn’t see straight and done the same. And so we made a pact together that neither of us would drink until we both graduated from college. After that, we would decide together if we wanted to lift the ban or continue it.

      Granted, not the easiest thing to do when you’re the head of the most infamous party house on campus, but I don’t miss it that much. The terror that I felt seeing John unconscious and nearly gray cured me of any need for the buzz of alcohol.

      Besides, right now Juno gives me more than enough of a buzz. When I touch her it feels better than any high that I’ve ever had, and I don’t see that fading anytime soon.

      Suddenly, something clicks, and I remember why Juno looked so familiar to me when I first met her. I’ve seen her before. She was in the hospital that day when John was there. She brought him flowers. They must have been friends in high school, and I always thought it was sweet that one of his classmates brought him flowers. She seemed genuinely distraught over what had happened to him.

      I’m surprised that I didn’t realize that that was her, because I regularly relive that day in my dreams, including looking up and seeing a pretty girl with flowers and tears streaming down her face.

      Of course it was her. I mean, I had no idea that she was from here, or that she and John were in the same class. But I can already see that Juno has a great heart. The very reason for her major speaks to her emotional depth. It’s not surprising to me.

      I like her so much, I want to see her. I could turn on the little toy that I made her wear, just to make her think of me, but I don’t want to do that right now. I just want to actually see her. But unfortunately John was right. I do have an afternoon class, and it’s about time I went to it. Right after I make sure that Jack is doing his job.

      Grabbing my bag, I see that Evan is helping lug garbage bags of clothes down the stairs. “Going okay?”

      Half his mouth turns up into a smile. “Just fine,” he says. “Jack said he had to run an errand, but I’ll have his stuff moved by the time that he gets back.” Evan is a quiet guy, but he’s perceptive. I think he’s amused by Jack’s anger, which will work out for me.

      “Thank you. Text me if something goes wrong,” I say.

      “Will do, boss.”

      I thought I was brilliant scheduling my classes later in the day so I could sleep in, but right now I’m pissed because it’s more time until I get to see Juno, help her move in, and thoroughly break in her room. But the rules of Granite House hold, even for me. I need to go to class. Two more until I can see her.

      I can make it.
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      To my surprise, Malcolm never uses the toy for the rest of the time that I’m at the library. Maybe he forgot in the course of getting my stuff—something that he absolutely didn’t have to do—or he just got busy. I kept half expecting it to turn on any second, but regardless, I got a lot of studying done. I reviewed the anatomy chart that we did in class that I was so distracted for, and got a lot of my homework done for the next week.

      Now, as I head to Granite House, I realize I’m not heading there as a temporary girl sleeping with Malcolm, I’m heading there because I live there. Up until now I’ve been avoiding everyone. I didn’t know what they would say, and I didn’t know what they would think. But if my stuff is getting moved into one of the rooms, then it might be time to actually introduce myself to them.

      I hope they don’t hate me.

      That’s a weird thought, but a bunch of frat guys might think that I’m cramping their style. Honestly, I don’t plan to. I’ll have my own room, and I plan on being in there or with Malcolm. Maybe in the kitchen if I’m cooking or cleaning, but I’m not going to stop them from doing whatever the hell they want.

      Bailey seemed relieved and happy that I was coming to get my things. She didn’t even seem mad that I was abandoning her anymore. We haven’t talked much this week, but we’ve both been crazy busy with classes. Bailey is pre-law, and is going to have just as heavy a workload as I will. And since I moved out, she won’t have a roommate for at least the rest of the semester.

      It kind of works out for the both of us.

      There are more guys in the living room than I’ve ever seen at one time, other than the party, and I stop in my tracks just inside the door, because they all look up at me. I don’t see Malcolm anywhere.

      “You’re Juno, right?” one guy asks. I vaguely recognize him from the party, but I’m not exactly sure where I encountered him.

      “That’s me,” I say with a smile that I don’t really feel. I wish Malcolm were here to introduce me, just because I think that it would be easier. And it’s then, with a start, that I realize that Malcolm makes me feel safe. Even with the things he makes me do, and the obedience he demands of me, he makes me feel okay doing those things. “Nice to meet you,” I say lamely.

      That guy comes forward. “I’m Jack, these are the rest of the guys. We wanted to welcome you to the house.”

      I smile more warmly this time. “That’s really nice of you. Thanks.”

      “We’ve never had a girl living in Granite House,” another one says. “It’s going to be kind of weird.”

      “I don’t think it will be,” I say. “I promise I’m not here to change the way you guys do things.”

      Jack smirks. “Well, you’re going to change some things. Malcolm said that you’d be doing all the cooking and the cleaning.”

      There are some voices of agreement.

      “Some of it,” I say, nerves fluttering in my gut. “Still have to work on my classes and stuff.” I leave off the sentence ‘and only when Malcolm asks me to.’ I don’t know what he’s told them about us, and I don’t want them to draw any unnecessary conclusions yet if they don’t have to.

      The other guy who spoke before—not Jack—smiles kindly. “We’re grateful for whatever you do, honestly.” More murmurs.

      I really need to learn everyone’s names. Especially if I’m going to be living here.

      “Your stuff is upstairs,” Jack says. “The room across from Malcolm. We all know you know where that is.”

      I can’t fight the blush. “Thanks…and thanks for the welcome. I’ll just go start unpacking then I guess.”

      “Hold on,” Jack says, stepping in front of me before I can make it to the stairs. “Malcolm went to class, but he left a housewarming gift for you, and he wanted us to give it to you.”

      I glance at the other guys, and most of them are grinning. “Okay.”

      Jack picks up a bag and hands it to me. Reaching inside, I pull out a plastic sleeve, and I immediately recognize it as a Halloween costume. A French maid Halloween costume. That’s…weird. But okay.

      “Time to clean,” Jack says. “In that.”

      I roll my eyes. “I’m perfectly capable of cleaning without wearing a maid costume, but thanks.”

      Jack looks around at the guys, but they don’t say anything. “But Malcolm is the boss, and he’s the one that left it for you. Initiation. You know. We had to tailor it just for you.”

      I’ve never heard about any kind of initiation for Granite House, but then again, given that they lost their fraternity status they probably wouldn’t advertise it. Even if they still had it, hazing wasn’t a thing you really talked about. And this is exactly a thing that Malcolm would do. He would tease me about it but love to see me prancing around in an outfit like this. I would think that he would be here to see it.

      I swallow, and look Jack in the eyes. “Any other instructions that Malcolm left?”

      “Just that you needed to do it, or that your living arrangements here would be reconsidered. Or more than that, your enrollment.”

      Nobody says anything to contradict him. They’re waiting to see what I’ll do. I don’t know what the rules are here as far as the initiation. Would I really have to leave if I don’t do it? Malcolm is in class for another half an hour, so I can’t ask.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see one of the guys look at me and shoot off a text message. Great. Probably inviting more friends over to witness this humiliation. There’s absolutely no way that this could go wrong. Ever.

      “In that case,” I say, “I’ll be back.”

      I just thought that Malcolm made me feel safe, and it’s true that he does. And it’s because of that that I’ll do this. He wouldn’t do it without a reason, even with the surprise. And I’m sure that as soon as he gets home he’ll tell me why.

      The room I enter across from his is a mess. The furniture is everywhere, drawers scattered and taken out of the dresser, the mattress is off the bed frame. My boxes are stacked neatly in a corner, but that’s the only part of the room that’s neat. Thankfully I don’t think it will take too long to put in order. But I’m not going to do that in a maid costume, and that’s the only thing I have to worry about right now.

      I drop my book bag on the floor, and pull the stupid slutty maid costume out of the bag. I’ll just get it over with. Let them have their fun and then retreat. I’m sure they all had to do something equally embarrassing, and then I’ll just be one of the guys.

      My gut pings with doubt at that, but I don’t have a choice.

      The skirt is so short that it barely covers my ass, and the neckline plunges down revealing part of my bra. But I’m not taking off the bra. This isn’t Halloween.

      I leave my high-top sneakers on—I’m certainly not changing into high heels for this, and being barefoot makes it seem even more strange. Taking a deep breath, I head back down the stairs, and every eye is on me when I come down. I keep my head high and my back straight. “Where are your cleaning supplies?” I ask.

      “Under the sink in the kitchen,” one of the guys says.

      “Thanks.”

      It’s oddly silent, but finally someone starts some music and at the very least the atmosphere feels a little more normal. A few of the guys float to the kitchen behind me to watch—Jack included—but more of them don’t.

      There’s a whistle when I bend down to get the cleaning stuff, but I ignore it. I will get through this without reacting. Without the embarrassment they’re hoping to wring from me. I’ll do it with dignity, take the hazing, and that’s that.

      But god, this kitchen does actually need to be cleaned. I decide to start with the stove, because I’m not sure I want to know how long ago that was deep cleaned. I spray it down, and actually decide to let it sit for a while and soak and move to the sink and start to scrubbing.

      “Just wait, Juno,” Jack says, sitting down at the kitchen table. “Until the next part of initiation.”

      “Care to clue me in?” I let my words drip with sarcasm.

      “We’re all going to have a chance to make you scream the way we know that Malcolm does.”

      The blood drains from my face and I turn to face him. “That’s not even remotely funny. I get the initiation. I’ll do it, but that? Not a good joke.”

      A couple of the guys in the peripheral fade away. Jack stands and comes over to me. “What makes you think it’s a joke? Why do you think Malcolm let you live here? Did you think that he wasn’t going to share you?”

      I step away from him for distance and start to actually work on the stove. I don’t say anything, resolving to ignore him now.

      “Juno, you live here because you’re going to be our little toy. I’ve heard Malcolm call you ‘pet.’”

      I turn and slap him, my aim true. It cracks across his face and elicits gasps and laughter from the other witnesses. “You think this is funny too?” I look at them. The only few that are left disappear almost instantly, leaving me with Jack and the fury that’s on his face.

      “How dare you, you bitch. I’m only telling you the truth. Might as well start right now, get you used to how things are going to be.”

      He reaches for me, and instinct kicks in—as well as the self-defense classes that I’ve taken. I step in, grab his shoulders, and thrust my knee directly into his balls. He grunts with the hit, and stumbles away. I hear a slamming noise, but I don’t register it because I’m busy putting distance between myself and Jack.

      I fling myself out of the kitchen door and directly into Malcolm’s chest. He’s here. He’s early, but he’s here. I don’t know how or why, but I’ve never been more relieved.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” Malcolm says, rage on full display. It takes me a full second to realize that the words aren’t aimed at me. On the contrary, his hands are gentle on me as he moves me to the side. His eyes are on Jack.

      The asshole just grins, though that falters as he tries to stand up straight. “What both you and she deserved. You can’t just change shit, Malcolm.”

      Malcolm smiles, and I’m glad that I’m not on the receiving end of it. “Oh, I can. I’m the head of the house, and my family owns it. There are no fraternity rules here, so I can, by definition, do whatever the fuck I want.” He stalks over to Jack and grabs him by the shirt collar. “She is mine. No one else’s. My girl. If I ask her to clean this house and she agrees, that’s between me and her. If I decide that I have a pet name for her, again, that’s between us. Got it?”

      Jack looks pissed, but he doesn’t argue. “Got it.”

      “Good.” Malcolm throws him towards the door, making him stumble. “Now get the fuck out of this house.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “You no longer live in Granite House. You are no longer welcome on the property. Get the fuck out, now, and we’ll dump your shit on the lawn of wherever you decide to shack up next.”

      Now Jack looks stunned. “You can’t be serious.”

      “I have no reason to joke about this,” Malcolm says. “Get out of my house, or I will have the police remove you. And don’t come back here, ever. Setting foot off the sidewalk is grounds for any member of this house to rearrange your face.”

      The anger is back, and for a second I think that he’s going to pounce on Malcolm, but he turns and stalks away, face absolutely terrifying. Malcolm follows him, I assume to make sure that he leaves the house. And he does, slamming the door so hard that the walls shake.

      And then I hear him speak. Voice deadly smooth and steady, like a snake ready to strike. “What the fuck is wrong with all of you?”

      There’s silence in answer.

      “I’m actually expecting a response.”

      There’s murmurs that I can’t hear from my place in the kitchen.

      “Are you serious?” Malcolm says. “We don’t have many rules in this house. It’s college, you want your freedom. So there’s only a couple ones that are unbreakable. And I expect those to be followed or there’s the door, you can follow Jack. What exactly would you have let happen in this house if Evan hadn’t texted me to come back from class early?

      “If Juno still wants to live here after this, she’ll pull her weight just like every other member of this house. If she chooses to do extra, that’s something she’ll choose to do.” He pauses, and sighs. “By tomorrow you all better have your shit together. Tomorrow, if you have questions, ask them. Right now I have some damage to undo.”

      I jump back from the door as Malcolm comes through it. His face is still stormy. He takes me by the arm and we walk upstairs together, the grip he has on me not as gentle as when he first found me with Jack. He doesn’t say anything until he’s pulling me into his room, not mine.

      He closes the door, and locks it, sighing. “What the hell were you thinking, Juno?”

      My jaw drops. “What the hell was I thinking?”

      “Why did you put on that dress? Did you want them to touch you? What made you think to play along with that? Why bother to instigate them at all? Are you crazy?”

      He’s managed to keep his voice low enough even though it’s clear he would be yelling if he could. I don’t have the same restraint. “Are you fucking kidding me? He told me it was your idea.”

      Malcolm goes deadly still. “What?”

      I tear the dress off and throw it at him, not caring that I’m only wearing my underwear now. “Jack said that it was a housewarming present from you. That it was your way of initiating me into the house, and that if I didn’t do it I couldn’t live here, or worse, that my enrollment in school was at risk.”

      He looks shocked. “Why would you think I would do that?”

      “Why wouldn’t I think that I had to? This arrangement we have? I have to do what you say. How was I supposed to know this wasn’t what you wanted? Jack lives—lived—here, and he said it was what you told him. No one contradicted him. This isn’t my fault. And if you think that I would risk wearing a stupid costume over my enrollment and going after my goals, you don’t know me very well.

      “So I thought I would get through it. I’m sure everyone else had to do something embarrassing for their initiation, so I just decided to take it. It was going fine, until Jack suggested the rest of the initiation was my providing everyone with sexual favors. That’s when I hit him.”

      Malcolm looks absolutely pale. “We don’t do initiations here.”

      “Yeah, well, I would have done it if I needed to. The things I want to do matter to me. I’ll do whatever I need to to get to my goals.”

      He’s quiet, “I’m sorry, Juno. I didn’t realize.”

      “How could you?” I ask. “You don’t know me. I don’t know you. We’re practically strangers who have been fucking.”

      For a second, I think he’s going to comment on it, but he doesn’t, and the moment passes so quickly that I think that I imagined it. Fine. I’ll go unpack and let him think about it. I brush past him, and he stops me. “Wait.”

      He strips off his shirt and hands it to me.

      “I’m just going across the hall, Malcolm,” I say.

      “I know,” he says quietly. His hands reach for me and stop, like he doesn’t know if he should touch me or not. “But we’re not the only people on this floor, and they’ve seen enough of you.”

      “Malcolm—”

      “You have no idea how beautiful you are, Juno,” he says, cutting me off but looking away. “You should only ever share that with who you want to.”

      The admission startles me. He hasn’t called me beautiful before, and the emotion that I hear in his voice is completely unexpected. I don’t think anyone is going to be venturing up here for a while, but I don’t want to hurt him further. So I slip the shirt over my head, still warm from his body and smelling like the cologne that I can’t get enough of.

      He’s still looking away when I slip out of the door.
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      I’m an idiot.

      Rage is still simmering under my skin and I feel like I can’t quite get it under control. Jack is an asshole, and I knew he was pissed, but I didn’t think that he would pull something like this.

      And what he tried with Juno…that’s not pulling anything, and I’m sick to my stomach knowing that someone like that ever shared space with me. How many times have I hammered consent into the people in this house? It’s one of the only three rules that we have here that there’s absolutely zero tolerance for. Keep your grades up, be a good representative of Granite House, and honor consent always.

      If I see him again I’m going to end up in jail.

      I’m unbelievably proud that Juno took him on. She’s a badass, and I know that she can handle herself, but I still feel ill that something could have happened to her. The urge to protect her is fierce and deep and pulling on my insides.

      Right then, I was going to tell her that I knew a little about her—that I had seen her before. But it really didn’t feel like the timing was right. I do want to tell her, and I want to beg forgiveness over again. She didn’t storm out of the house, so I can only hope that she’ll give me a chance to make it up to her.

      I don’t bother putting on a shirt as I head downstairs. The house is completely quiet. Everyone seems to have cleared out to let the mood fade. I don’t blame them, and it’s a good idea. I don’t want to see any of their faces. I can’t believe they thought that I would put Juno through any initiation, let alone one like that. We’re going to have to have a house meeting to make some things super fucking clear.

      I grab us some water bottles, and some grapes and a bag of popcorn. No idea if she’s hungry or not, but showing up with food can’t be a bad thing, right?

      She’s right though, in a way. We don’t know each other that well. I want to change that. Now that she’s here, I have a month to know her completely and get her to stay. Because I have a feeling that I’m going to want her to stay. Hell, she’s barely been here and I want her to stay.

      Jogging back up the stairs, I knock on her door. “Juno?”

      There’s no answer. It’s entirely possible that she doesn’t want to talk to me, but I’m hoping that she will. “Juno are you okay?”

      Again, no answer. Maybe she fell asleep, has headphones on? I try the doorknob, and it’s not locked, the overwhelming need to see that she’s okay overcoming propriety. I peek inside the room just to make sure that she’s there, and she’s not.

      Oh, shit.

      I didn’t hear her leave the house, and she didn’t tell me she was going. Strange. I set the snacks I brought on top of the dresser, noting the messy state that Jack left all the furniture in. Another reason I need to beat his ass. And I make a quick sweep of the house. I don’t think it’s likely that we could have missed each other moving up and down, but there’s always a chance. She’s not in the living room, and she’s not going to be any of the guys’ rooms. Where did she go?

      My mind immediately spins to the worst. Did Jack come back and do something drastic? “Juno?” I call, sprinting back up the stairs. “Juno?” I yell her name louder. Finally, “Juno!”

      “What?” She sounds just as panicked as I do, and I turn to find her in the bathroom doorway, soaking wet in a towel. Her glistening skin makes me want to touch her even more than I already did. Dripping hair and big green eyes, she’s so fucking sexy that I can barely contain myself.

      “What’s wrong?” she asks. “You were yelling.”

      “I couldn’t find you and…” I paused. “I’m sorry, I worried that Jack had come back and done…something.”

      She smiles a little, relieved. “Just a shower.”

      Again, I look at her body, almost nothing left to the imagination, and I can’t stop. I have to touch her. I stride to the bathroom and lock us both inside. “Can I touch you?” I say.

      “I thought you were the one that tells me what to do?” she teases.

      “Juno, please,” I beg. “After everything…”

      She shudders. “Yes, you can touch me.”

      The water in the shower is still going, and I rip the towel away from her, hauling us both under the warm spray. I don’t bother to remove my jeans. Holding her against my body is the best damn thing in the world, pure relief mixed with lust. I didn’t anticipate how the slipperiness of her skin under the water would make my body come to life. I need her now, but I also need her to know everything.

      “I need to tell you,” I say. “I meant what I said to Jack. You’re mine. Only mine.”

      “I like it when you say that,” she whispers, voice barely audible over the water.

      “Now that that’s clear. I will never relay any commands to you through another person. I’ll even give you a code word for text messages so that you know that it’s me.” She’s looking up at me through the spray, and by some miracle she doesn’t look angry. “I understand if this changed what you wanted—if you wanted to move back into Collins, or if you wanted to live here without this,” I grip her harder to show her what I mean.

      She still doesn’t speak, and I’m not sure what it means, but somehow I can’t get my own mouth to shut the fuck up even for a second. “I knew that Jack was pissed when I asked him to switch rooms, but I never thought that he would do what he did. I’m sorry I ever let him close to you.”

      I lean down to kiss her, and she lets me, opening and yielding, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me closer. The kiss morphs into fire, hunger overtaking both of us in the need for the other. And I’ve already had her once today. I don’t want there to be a time that I don’t want her this much—need her this much.

      “Thank you,” she says, pulling back from me. Her toes are barely touching the shower floor the way I have her hauled against me. Wet body pressed hard against my skin. “I…I wasn’t sure for a minute. He threw it in my face. He knew you call me ‘pet,’ and I thought you might have told him. But I promised you this month, and I want to try it.”

      If she weren’t already heated from the shower, I know that she would be blushing. She can’t help herself when she talks about things like sex. “I like being your pet, even if I shouldn’t.”

      I kiss her again. We’ll deal with the shouldn’t thing later. Right now isn’t the time. But she’s slipping out of my arms, and for a moment I think that she’s falling, but she’s not. She’s sinking down intentionally, gripping my belt and trying to get it open in the water. Grinning up at me, she looks like a siren coming to fulfill my wildest dreams. “I haven’t practiced today,” she says. ‘

      “Fuck.”

      I help her get the belt open and chuck the sopping, heavy jeans out of the shower and into the sink. I was hard before she said that, but I’m a fucking rock now. And she doesn’t waste a second, sinking down onto my cock with her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat, and a little further. Deeper than she’s ever taken me.

      Holy shit, I could come right now. She grabs my hips and holds herself deep. Swallowing. Sucking. Making me go blind with the pleasure coursing through my gut. She pulls back to breathe, and grins. “How was that?”

      “That was very good,” I manage to say. “You don’t even know.”

      The smirk on her lips tells me that she may have an inkling. And she drops back onto me for a moment, licking before she grabs my cock and lifts it, and swallows my balls whole. Jesus fuck, I didn’t expect this today. Juno is taking this opportunity to show me exactly what she wants. She’s following every instruction I gave her, including extra points for taking initiative.

      “You want this, Juno?”

      She sucks my balls harder in response, the best yes that she could possibly give.

      “A little lesson then,” I say, gripping her wet hair and guiding her mouth back to my tip. She had it pressed up against her throat, but today’s the day that she takes more. “Relax entirely,” I tell her, and the does, letting her lips go slack as I press in, guiding her down and down and down, until I feel the entrance to her throat.

      My cock is curved, so this angle will be harder for her, but we can still do it. I angle my hips until I slip inside her deeper, that tightness making me groan. Juno jerks in shock under my hands, but I hold her still. She still hasn’t taken all of me, but this is progress. Good progress. Five more seconds, and I tear her off my cock so she can breathe. “Good girl,” I tell her as she leans her head against my leg. “One more time, and I’m going to fuck the shit out of you.”

      She takes my cock so eagerly that I laugh, and I pull her down onto me, working my way into her tiny throat and groaning as I do. I press just a little further than I did, enjoying that delicious squeeze as she reflexively swallows. I flex my hips in one gentle thrust, and then two. I want to fuck her throat, and we’re going to get there.

      Especially since Juno is such an incredible student.

      I relax and let her breath, pulling her to her feet. I’m careful not to let her fall. This shower isn’t big, and it’s cramped in the best way. We don’t have a choice but to be pressed together.

      Lifting her leg so I’m supporting her knee, I slip inside her. Her pussy is even hotter than the water from the shower, and I curse loudly. She’s moaning too, hands on my shoulders. “Yes,” she breathes. “Fuck.”

      I’m not going to last long this time. I need her too badly, and I’m already on the edge of spilling myself inside her. “Brace yourself,” I tell her, and she places her hand against the wall so I can reach between us and find her clit. She’s slick and not with the water pouring down us. I love the feel of that tiny nub, swollen with arousal from my attention.

      Juno whines in pleasure, and today is not a time when I’m going to deny her. Not after everything that happened and the way we’re clawing at each other. “Come,” I tell her. “As much as you like.”

      She starts to shake on my next thrust, pussy gripping me hard, milking me for all that I’m worth. I keep stroking and fucking, pressing forward to kiss her too. I want all of her, to consume her. This all started as nothing. As anger and using Juno as a toy for my own pleasure, but it’s spinning into so much more than that.

      I’m not exactly sure how it’s possible. I’m not someone who falls into feelings easily, but after today and the threat of losing her because I wasn’t careful, those feelings are rising up in full force.

      Juno quakes again, another orgasm hitting her hard and fast. I wrap my arms around her and fuck her as hard as I can without letting us collapse, racing towards my own climax like a freight train. It’s glorious, sweet, slick friction, and I have to close my eyes.

      Pleasure builds, and I yell her name as I pull out at the last second, my orgasm flooding over her skin and washed away in the flow. The temptation to keep myself buried and feel myself truly fill her up was strong, but I would never do that, and I’m lost to the light shining behind my eyes while pleasure writhes down my cock.

      “Shit,” I say, when I come back. “That was good.”

      “You don’t even know,” she says, leaning against me. We’re both losing steam, and I need to have her close to me still. So time for a change of venue.

      I make sure the last of my cum is washed off her skin and shut off the water before wrapping her in her towel and lifting her up. I carry her to my room and lay her on the bed before drying myself off briefly and joining her. I don’t care that her hair is soaking into my sheets. I only care that she’s underneath me when I climb over her. I care about the sweet taste of her lips under mine. I care that I can feel the flush of heat from her body as I unwrap her so that we’re still skin to skin.

      I care about this girl.

      “Juno,” I say. “This is different than I thought it would be. You and me.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean that it’s been a week…and yet it doesn’t feel like that to me. It’s way more than that.”

      She bites her lip. “You know there’s a statistic that says something like seventy-five percent of college relationships fail? That’s a big percent.”

      “That means that a quarter of them don’t fail.”

      Her eyes go wide, and breath shallow. “There’s a lot of other statistics too. I looked into a bunch of them before I came because I’m kind of a data nerd. Charts and spreadsheets. That kind of thing.”

      She’s panicking. And not ready to talk about it. I get that. It’s early, especially for me. But I still can’t ignore the little sting in my chest. I think she might feel the same, but I can’t force her to acknowledge it. It’s not an easy thing to realize.

      But it’s okay, there’s another thing that we need to talk about. “Can I ask about what you said back there?”

      “I would think that ‘yes,’ and ‘fuck,’ and ‘please,’ were pretty self-explanatory.”

      I laugh. “No, I mean that you said you shouldn’t enjoy being my pet.”

      “I shouldn’t,” she says, closing her eyes. “I shouldn’t.”

      “Tell me why.”

      She shifts underneath me, and looks uncomfortable. But not physically. I kiss her to bring her back to me, enjoying the feel of her body easing in reaction to mine. “Because it’s not how I should let people treat me,” she says. “If I told anyone I let you boss me around and that I liked it. That you telling me that I’m not allowed to come or that you’ll punish me if I do turns me on? They would say that I should leave you entirely. That I was crazy and being…I don’t know abused. I know it’s not that,” she says, slipping her hand up and pressing her hand to her heart. “I feel it here. But there has to be something wrong with me.”

      “Is there something wrong with me for wanting to boss you around? That I like knowing I can keep you from coming or tie you down and tease you while there’s nothing you can do about it?”

      She looks confused for a moment. “Maybe.”

      I meet her eyes, searching those gorgeous green depths. “I don’t know a lot about this,” I say, “but I know we’re not the only ones. You know that too. I’m working on instinct and what feels good, but I will do the research. I’ll make sure you know that there’s nothing wrong with it, because what we do is our business and no one else’s. I don’t give a fuck, no one else can tell you what you enjoy during sex any more than they can tell you that you’re not allowed to enjoy ice cream.”

      “It feels weird.”

      I nod. “Yes, it does. And if I were forcing you to do it, it would be wrong.”

      “But you’re not,” Juno finishes for me.

      “And that makes all the difference.”

      A small smile plays on her lips. “Yeah.”

      Kissing her mouth, I slide my hand up her body until it rests on her throat. “I like the idea of getting you a collar for the house.”

      Juno gasps against my lips. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that.”

      “But you like the idea.”

      “No,” she says, but she’s smiling.

      I laugh. “You’re a terrible liar.”

      “Punish me then,” she says, and the words make my heart stop.

      “After today, I don’t want to punish you.”

      Leaning up, she brushes my lips with hers. “Now who’s the liar?”

      She’s right. I do want to punish her. I want to see how she’ll react to my control. “I’ll make you a deal,” I say. “We’ll try it out.”

      Her chest rises and falls under mine faster. This is exciting for her, and I’m getting hard all over again. I cannot get enough of her.

      “Tonight, I’m going to make you come. Over and over again until you’ve had more than enough.”

      She giggles. “If that’s your idea of a punishment, bring it on.”

      “But you can’t come for the next three days.”

      She goes still, and I watch as her pupils dilate with excitement. “At all?”

      “At all. And let me clear, nothing is going to change. I’m going to fuck you. You’re going to suck my cock. I’m going to come whenever and however I please, and you will not.”

      Juno swallows, and I don’t even think she realizes that she’s smiling up at me. She’s beaming. Happy. The kind of smile that I want to fight for so I can always see it on her face. “What happens if I do come?”

      I pause, considering. “What do you think would be an appropriate punishment for disobeying me, pet?” The nickname is one I use on purpose to get her to remember what we’re doing. “How do you want to be punished? I’m not going to promise that’s what I’ll do, but I’ll listen to ideas.”

      The gorgeous girl in my bed blushes, biting her lip. “I don’t want to say.”

      I lower my voice, practicing that edge of command that makes her shake. “Tell me now.”

      “You could make me do chores,” she says quickly. “Or cooking. You know, the stuff that no one wants to do.”

      I roll so that she’s on top of me now, hair hanging down like a curtain around us. “I could do that,” I say. “But that’s not what made you blush.”

      “It’s embarrassing.”

      I sit up so that she’s in my lap. I’m fully hard again, and this position presses us together beautifully. A couple small movements and I could be inside her delicious pussy.

      “You’re mine. That means there’s no embarrassment between us.”

      She closes her eyes, and I see her resign herself. “Spank me.”

      My cock jerks between us. My head is filled with a vision of her across my knees, ass red under my hand. I understand exactly what she means, because I should not find that as hot as I do. “You want that?”

      Juno is biting her lip again, and she nods.

      Fucking hell, I like this girl. I have the urge to say more than that, but I hold myself back because it’s not possible. Not this fast.

      “Okay. If you come without permission, or disobey, you’ll be spanked until I’m happy with the shade of red that your ass is. Your days will get extended, and you’ll owe me an orgasm in the manner of my choice.”

      Juno shudders. “Okay.”

      I smile. This is going to be fun. “But tonight, you have a free pass.” I don’t wait, I lie down and pull her to me, lifting her onto my face and starting the evening of pleasure for my girl.
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      I wave to Taylor and Bailey across the dining hall as I grab my food. None of us anticipated how busy would be these first few weeks of school, so this has really been the first time that we’ve been able to get together.

      Dinner in the dining hall doesn’t seem very glamorous, but it’s better than nothing at all. I’m in the process of putting together a truly glorious salad. Most universities have horror stories about the cafeteria, but ours is really great and boasts a truly impressive salad bar. Something that I visit nearly every day at lunch.

      Malcolm knows that tonight is my night for dinner with friends, so I don’t have to worry about him sweeping in and dragging me off to some corner to fuck me senseless—as much as we’d both enjoy that. It’s been a couple of weeks since we moved into the house, and we’ve fallen into a kind of delicious routine that seems to be working for us so far.

      Those first three days when I wasn’t allowed to come were exactly the same. Mal had me wearing that infernal little toy and surprised me with visits to empty classrooms, but I refused to give in. It was the longest three days of my life, and on the fourth day I became the screamer that he wanted. I was so keyed up and so ready that I came the second he put his mouth on my clit, and a whole bunch of times after that. It was a blur of pleasure that I never want to forget.

      And after I was limp and wrung out, he spanked me just because he could.

      Even the memory has me blushing. I’m still struggling with the ‘I shouldn’t really like this’ thing. But I do. I’ve been working hard in my classes, and I was serious when I told Mal that I would do anything to accomplish those goals. And that means that I have to be on my shit one hundred percent of the time.

      And when I’m with Malcolm, I don’t have to be. He takes care of the decisions and I get to rest my mind. Not to mention that he showers me with pleasure until it feels like I’m drowning in it. Even if I don’t get to come. There’s a measure of relief in not having to decide.

      And we’ve been getting to know each other better. I know about Malcolm’s family and that he’s a business major and loves coming up with marketing schemes, and hopes to work at one of the big marketing firms after he graduates.

      Green is his favorite color and he smells like cedar and vanilla. He likes to watch me when he thinks that I’m not looking, like when I’m studying in the kitchen or in one of our bedrooms. He hasn’t brought up the fact that he might have feelings for me that are deeper since that day in the shower, but I’m starting to feel it now.

      We’re pulled together like gravity. It feels inevitable.

      And right now, I’m only hours away from what I’m sure will be one of the best orgasms of my life. I haven’t come in seven days. Well, that’s not exactly true. I was given another three days, and on the last day I lost control in bed. He was teasing me mercilessly, and I went over. It was a tiny orgasm, and not anything mind-blowing, but he still knew.

      And the minute I came I was over his knee, his hand on my ass until it was warm with his slaps. And more until I was gasping and on the edge of another orgasm between pleasure and pain. And I was given another four days.

      I couldn’t even argue with him, because I broke the agreement. But god, the last four days have been glorious hell. With our class schedule picking up, there haven’t been any quick fucks in closets, but every night I’m in his bed, practicing taking his cock down my throat and him taking his own pleasure while I resist mine.

      It feels like a strange kind of power, holding myself to rules that I don’t have any obligation to follow except for the fact that I gave my word. But today is Friday, and I have nowhere to be tomorrow. At midnight I’m going to pin him down to my bed and ride him until I finish at least three times.

      When I’ve created my masterpiece of a salad, I join Bailey and Taylor at the table that we’ve chosen. “Hey!” I say. “It’s been too long.”

      “I know,” Bailey sighs. “Dude, these classes have me reading so much that it feels like my brain is swimming. And I’m not a fast reader.”

      “I’m buried in diagrams of bones and memorizing nerve points for anatomy. It’s a lot.”

      “I’ve been fine,” Taylor says. “I think it’s been a lot of fun so far.”

      Bailey and I both share a look with a smile. Taylor hasn’t declared a major yet, and when she does, she’s always talked about declaring a major that doesn’t have a lot of requirements. Whatever path she chooses to take, it’ll be the path of least resistance. Taylor is at school to party, and take over the Tri Deltas when Melody graduates. There’s no question that she’ll be accepted as a legacy.

      “Well I’m still happy to see you both,” I say. “We need to make it a more regular thing.”

      I’ve started to make friends in my classes, and gotten to know some of the guys in the house. Evan is really kind, and apologized to me for not stepping in and doing more when he texted Malcolm about Jack. He was afraid that Jack would escalate the situation, and I didn’t blame him. But with his friendship, some of the others in the house have been less afraid of me. For a while they couldn’t meet my eyes because they were embarrassed. I’m glad that they’re over that.

      Bailey and I have been texting so I know that she’s not mad at me, but she still makes a face. “If we were still rooming together we would see each other a lot more often,” she says.

      “I know.”

      “How is that going?” Taylor asks. “Is it like…completely awful living with a bunch of guys?”

      “Actually,” I say. “It’s been kind of great.”

      Taylor blinks at me. “Really?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Oh come on,” Bailey says. “You’re going to have to give us way more details than that.”

      I can’t help the fact that I blush, because I’m immediately thinking of all the sex that I’ve had since I’ve moved into the house.

      “Oh, and you’re going to have to explain that blush,” Taylor says.

      I take a bite of my salad so I can take a minute to think. “I have a really nice room on the top floor, and so far most of the guys have been really nice.”

      Bailey looks at me suspiciously. “That’s not why you’re blushing though.”

      “I, umm…” I look away from both of them. “I’ve kind of been sleeping with Malcolm Levar.”

      Both of them stare at me like I’m an alien, and I don’t exactly blame them. I was never a person who slept around in high school. I barely had boyfriends.

      “Oh my god,” Taylor says with a sly grin. “Is he the only one? Are there more? Some of the guys in that house are hot.”

      I blush hotter. “Of course he’s the only one.”

      “I’m just saying, if I were in your position, I wouldn’t restrict myself to only one of them.” Her smirk pisses me off.

      “I’m not living there because I’m the house whore, Taylor.”

      She raises her hands in surrender. “You don’t have to get all sensitive, geeze.”

      “I’m glad you’re happy,” Bailey cuts in. “Are you happy?”

      I let my smile come back. “I really am. So far everything has really worked out. I kind of owe Melody for that dare,” I say, laughing. “There was no way I could have known how well things would really work out.”

      “That’s really great,” Bailey says while she checks her phone. “Oh, shit.”

      “You okay?”

      She sighs. “Yeah, I’m fine. They just changed my study group tonight, and because pre-law is crazy, they actually include showing up to study groups as a part of your grade.”

      “That sucks,” I say.

      She’s gathering her dishes and grabbing her bag. “I’m really sorry, I wish that I could stay. Rain check?”

      I nod. “Yeah. I’ll text you.”

      She hurries off, and it leaves me with Taylor, which is honestly not where I want to be. We’ve been friends for a long time, but over the last couple of years we’ve really drifted apart. Everything I do now seems to be met with skepticism and sarcasm. But I’m already locked in to dinner, so I might as well see it through.

      “Are you still planning on pledging Tri Delta?” she asks.

      I actually had barely thought about the sorority since I moved into Granite House. I was desperately seeking companionship and sisterhood, but since she made me do the dare, that had kind of fallen apart in my mind. It doesn’t really matter that the results of the dare turned out well, they almost didn’t.

      Do I still want to be a part of a group of girls that likes to challenge people like that without knowing the consequences, or possibly worse, hoping that the consequences are bad? I’m not sure.

      “Maybe,” I say. “We’ll see when pledge time comes around.”

      “Why wouldn’t you?”

      I shrug. “No reason.” There’s no chance that I’m telling Taylor that Malcolm seems to have a problem with Melody that he hasn’t fully told me about. He didn’t paint her in a good light, and so far on the scoreboard, Malcolm is winning. Even when he was pissed at me and planning to hold me hostage about the broken heirloom, he was honest with me.

      I’m not sure that Melody was.

      Without Bailey in between us, we honestly don’t have that much to say to each other. I finish my salad in awkward silence, and we barely say goodbye even when we’re finished.

      I guess I hadn’t realized how little we had in common anymore, but this is college. It happens. People move on, and it’s clear that Taylor already has. That’s fine. I have somewhere to be. Knowing where I’m going and what’s waiting, I practically run home.
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      There’s a party in full swing at Granite House, but I just go upstairs. Not really my scene. But I’m glad that there’s a party because when I inevitably lose my fucking mind the noise will cover it up.

      I told Malcolm that I had to study for a test when I got home and I locked myself in my room. All he did was smirk because he knew exactly what I was doing, but he let it slide. Technically I did have my first anatomy test next week, but that’s not why I locked myself away.

      Right now, just the sight of Malcolm makes me wet, and I know that if I get close to him before midnight that I’m not going to be able to hold myself back. And there’s no way that I’m letting this orgasm ban get extended. I’ll die of pleasure starvation.

      So instead of studying, which I’ll do this weekend, I’m getting ready. I went off campus and bought my first real set of lingerie. Black and strappy and sexy. And I’m doing my make-up. Dark eyes and big mascara.

      When that’s done, I do actually study for a while, because I have almost an hour until I’m going across the hall and I need to keep myself distracted. I swear that my body has developed a muscle memory for pleasure. Just thinking about him I’m warm, my pussy already damp and ready for what’s going to happen.

      Or at least what I hope is going to happen. Mal has a way of taking my expectations and twisting them around. Always in a good way.

      I’m barely studying. Just watching the clock. I make it until eleven forty-five before I can’t handle it anymore. I put on my robe and cross the hall, knocking. Malcolm opens it, shirtless in only sweatpants, hair wet from a shower.

      Immediately he notes my make-up and the bits of lingerie peeking out from my robe. He smirks. “You were trying to wait till midnight.”

      “I was.”

      “Impatient?”

      My heart is pounding in my chest. “For the love of god, let me in.”

      He opens the door further, and I press past him. The door shuts behind me and he flicks the lock, the party noise muffling as it closes.

      “You made it this far,” he says, leaning in and brushing his lips across my cheek. “You can make it another fifteen minutes.”

      “I’m not so sure that I can.”

      He pulls my robe off and tosses it aside, circling me slowly and drinking me in. “You’re fucking beautiful.”

      My cheeks are on fire, and I can’t meet his eyes. Mal’s hand cups my cheek, and he tilts my face up to his. His lips meet mine in the most chaste kiss that we’ve ever shared.

      “You can,” he says. “I’ll make sure of it.”

      “How?”

      He points to a place beside the bed. “Kneel there.”

      My eyes go wide. “You’re serious?”

      “When have I ever joked about this?” He raises one eyebrow, meaning this thing between us.

      I press my lips together. “Never.”

      “Exactly.”

      Sinking to my knees on the carpet, I wait. And even though Malcolm isn’t touching me I feel like I’ve never been more aware of him. Especially in this room, where we’ve spent so much time learning each other and forging this connection. He sits at his desk behind me, and I can feel him like he has his hands on my skin.

      Time seems to stretch, and I swear that it’s longer than fifteen minutes. But also maybe not. Waiting makes things longer. Every part of me is at attention. My nipples are hard beneath the fabric and I can feel my own heat and wetness on my thighs.

      I don’t know what the hell he’s doing behind me. Homework, maybe, since I hear him typing on my laptop. Everything slips away into this state of awareness that is only him. And only me. Perfection.

      Finally, after what feels like forever, I hear the tiny click that is his laptop shutting. The chair creaks as he shifts. Fingers tangle in my hair and he pulls me up higher on my knees at the same time lips meet my neck. A long, slow lick up under my jaw until his lips are at my ear. “It’s after midnight.”

      “Thank fuck,” I breathe.

      “Do you think you should earn your orgasm or do you think you should get it for free for being good?”

      Goosebumps run across my skin and I arch back up into his grip. “I don’t think that’s my choice.”

      He laughs softly. “That’s a good answer.” Lifting me to my feet, he spins me around to face him and tugs a strap off my shoulder. “I like this.”

      “It’s new.”

      “It’s a pity that it has to come off, but I expect to see it again.”

      I grin. “Got it.”

      The way he strips me of my underwear is quick and efficient, so I’m the way he likes me best: completely naked. “On the bed.”

      He helps me arrange myself so I’m lying spread out, head hanging off the edge. An upside-down kiss to my lips has me straining upward toward him. “You’ve been so good practicing,” he says. “Do you think you can do it?”

      He means take all of his cock. I have been practicing, and we’ve gotten close. It’s not the accomplishment that I want; it’s the sounds Malcolm makes when I suck him down that I crave, and I know when he finally makes it all the way in he’s going to give me even more of that.

      “I don’t know.”

      “We’re going to try,” he says. There’s no room for argument, and that’s fine. I know that whatever he chooses is going to end well for me. I’ve been waiting for a week, and just knowing he’s going to both use me and pleasure me is enough. “Okay.”

      Malcolm drops his pants, and the head of his cock is at my lips. I’ve grown to love the salty taste of him on my tongue. We’ve never used this position, and I like it. He slides in and in and in, and it’s easier this way. When his cock hits my throat the transition is seamless. Deeper in keeps pushing until we’re almost at my limit. My lips are stretched around the girth of him, and I’m so full that I can feel him stiff all the way down. But I’m so close. Another inch, and my lips will circle the base of his cock. I want that last inch desperately.

      Fingers weave with mine on the bed as Malcolm leans into the motion. His weight pins my hands in place and his lips brush low on my stomach as he eases further. He’s kissing closer to where I want him. My legs practically fall apart, begging for him to lick me.

      His cock presses deeper, and I fight the need to breathe. So close. So close. So close. A gentle kiss right next my clit has me moaning. And still he doesn’t give it to me.

      Another second, and he’s pulling back to let me breathe. I haul in a breath, licking my lips before he fits himself to my lips again. “Take all of me, Juno, and I’ll give you what you’re looking for.”

      I groan around his cock, and another burst of wetness dampens my pussy. I love it and I hate it. He sips all the way down to where he was, and deeper. Mouth and breath tease my clit, and I can’t help arching my hips toward him seeking that contact, but he doesn’t give it to me. “Just a little more.”

      Closing my eyes, I relax my entire body. My mouth. My throat. And it happens. He slips in that extra inch, and my lips meet the skin of his toned stomach. His cock is entirely in my throat, and he groans. “Oh fuck, Juno.”

      I’m soaking wet, aroused by the fact that he’s in me and that I did it. Oh my god. He rocks his hips deeper as his mouth crashes down on my clit. He devours me with lips and teeth and tongue while fucking my throat gently.

      But I don’t want gentle. I want frenzy and fire and passion. And when he lets me breathe I tell him that. “You’re going too easy.”

      Malcolm laughs. “Don’t want to push too far.”

      If he weren’t holding me in place I would have grabbed him and pulled him too me.

      “It’s been a week. Please, I’m begging you, fuck me.”

      He smirks. “Okay.”

      He’s in my mouth again in a second, down to the hilt. Now that I’ve done it, feels like he was meant to be there. He traces himself down the line of my throat, before he bends over and takes me with his mouth.

      His hips move in time with his tongue, and I surrender to the feeling of this. Pleasure is ready and waiting in the wings, rising easily and becoming overwhelming immediately.

      I come under his tongue, climax shattering through me with the force of a breaking dam. I yell around his cock, the sound completely muffled by the way he’s fucking me. I’m shaking and writhing under his mouth. I can’t take more, and I can at the same time.

      Malcolm pulls out and joins me on the bed, hesitating only seconds for the condom before he pulls me on top of him. I sink down onto his cock, taking him to the hilt in an entirely different way. Now that I’ve come once, everything is unleashed, the pent-up energy exploding. Three thrusts upward into me and I’m coming again, pussy spasming around him, milking him, asking for more with words that I can’t speak. I’m shouting my climax into the air, and I don’t care how loud I am—I won’t be heard.

      Malcolm’s hands land on my hips, pulling me down harder and faster, our bodies slapping together loudly. I can see him beneath me, panting and just as aroused as I am. Muscles tensing and smoothing with every movement. He’s beautiful.

      And at the same time if feels like I am blind and viewing the world through a glowing haze of ecstasy and pleasure. I’ve never been high, but I imagine that this is how it would feel. I lose myself in the waves of delicious fire that keep rolling, until I can no longer hold myself up, and I collapse onto Malcolm’s chest until he comes too, groaning in my ear, holding me tightly against him.

      I’m still dazed enough that I don’t move. Not even when he leaves to get rid of the condom, and not even when he comes back and lays with me, pulling the blanket over the two of us.

      He tips my chin up to his, kissing me softly. “I think it’s safe to say that a week is too long.”

      “That was great,” I say. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      He chuckles, tucking me in against him. I like the vibrations that his voice makes under my ear. “You’re nearly catatonic, Juno. I think you might need maintenance orgasms to keep you sane.”

      “If you think that being catatonic from pleasure is a bad thing,” I say, my words slurring slightly, “I have news for you.”

      He laughs and tucks us in to the blankets more firmly. “Sleep, Juno.”

      I’m already halfway there, but I can’t find my voice to ask why. We don’t sleep in each other’s beds. We never have. It was kind of an unwritten rule and boundary that we hadn’t crossed. Until now.

      But I don’t think that I could move if I tried, and I feel Malcolm stroking his hand down the side of my ribs, soothing me further down into sleep.
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      When I wake with Juno sprawled across my chest, I feel a sense of satisfaction that I can’t fully explain. The way she fits against me is perfect—like she was made to fill in my hollow places and I was made to fill in her curves.

      I nearly lost myself last night, and when she was cuddling up to me, nearly falling asleep, I almost told her that I loved her. I didn’t know where the thought came from, I just knew that it nearly tumbled out of my mouth. I was so startled that even though Juno fell asleep within seconds, I lay awake for a long time, just staring at the ceiling and holding her.

      It seems impossible. I’ve had girlfriends, and more than enough one-night stands. But I’ve never been in love. Not like this. I’ve never said the words ‘I love you’ to anyone but my family. And here I am, ready to tell them to Juno a thousand times over. I can’t even begin to explain it.

      The more I learn about her, the more I want her in my life forever. I like that she’s passionate about what she wants. I love that she’s nerdy and loves data and spreadsheets. I love that she takes school seriously and always makes it a priority to study. I love her dirty mind that took time to wear sexy black lingerie for me even though she knew it would just come off. I love that she knelt when I told her to, accepting that decision in stride.

      And I love that she trusts me with her whole self. She doesn’t hold back with me. Especially in moments like this. She shines. I can see into her soul, and I love the view.

      She’s still completely asleep, and I don’t want to move her. But glancing at the clock, I notice it’s almost time for this week’s phone call with John. I’ll go get us coffee while I’m on the phone, and maybe I can convince Juno to abandon her studies for the day and just spend it in bed with me.

      A long, slow day of movies and coffee and kisses would have sounded like girly romantic comedy movie shit a month ago. And now I love the idea of spending hours beside her. Even better if she stays naked and I can run my hands over that perfect skin. Maybe make a meal or two out of her.

      Slowly, I roll her onto her side, making sure that she’s still covered with the blanket before I slip out of the bed. If I’m lucky, she’ll stay sleeping and won’t even know that I’m gone. I was right, a week was too long. She might like nearly passing out from overdue orgasms, but that’s not a healthy way to bring it out. And I like having her ask me. If we do this again, I’ll keep it shorter, and the extensions reasonable.

      Now I know.

      And I won’t let her argue with me either. Whether she agrees or not, I do think that there can be too much of a good thing. On the way across campus, I dial John, but he doesn’t answer. It might be too early for him. After all, it is Saturday.

      At the campus coffee shop, I get a coffee for myself and a peppermint tea for Juno. She always prefers tea to coffee, and I’m already craving that sleepy, luxurious smile when she wakes up to a cup of tea.

      I’m heading back toward the house when I hear a voice behind me. “You’re Malcolm Levar, right?”

      I turn to find a pretty blonde girl staring at me. She looks vaguely familiar, but I can’t place why. “I am. And you are?”

      She smiles. “I’m Taylor Thomas. Melody’s sister.”

      “Oh.” Perfect.

      To say that I’m not Melody’s biggest fan is an understatement. When we were both freshmen, she snuck into Granite House and waited in my bedroom naked, trying to seduce me. Not because she wanted me, but because she wanted the power that she thought came from sleeping with me. The chancellor’s son who was going to be tapped as the leader of a popular house. She wanted to be the leader of a sorority, and she got what she wanted. But I didn’t let her use me to do it.

      She’s never forgiven me for that. Over the years she’s sent things my way to trip me up, including Juno. I suppose that I should thank her for that one, since it worked out well. But she’s not my favorite person.

      It’s hard to imagine that under that influence, her sister would be any different. No wonder she looks familiar.

      “What can I do for you, Taylor?”

      “Juno Dennard is your girlfriend, right?”

      That’s the first time anyone has called her that, and to me it feels like so much more than the term can encompass. But I nod. “Yes, she is.”

      “Oh okay. Just checking. Good luck.”

      I frown. “You know her?”

      She smiles. “Of course. We went to high school together. Been friends for years.”

      In passing, Juno has mentioned Bailey, her friend who she was planning to room with before we collided. She’s never mentioned a Taylor.

      “I think it’s nice of you to let her live in Granite House with her reputation, honestly. I know that she really appreciates it.”

      Suspicion curls around my spine. “What are you talking about?”

      Her eyes go wide with shock. “You mean she didn’t tell you? I guess that makes sense. She’s really embarrassed about the whole thing.” Taylor looks away, thinking. “But you should probably know, since you’re responsible for anything that she does while she’s living with you.”

      Dread is sinking through me, and I take a deep breath. “Start talking, Taylor, and I swear that if this is one of Melody’s games—”

      She scoffs. “I don’t play games. A couple of years ago at a party, Juno got a kid to drink waaaay to much on a dare. She loves a good dare, didn’t you know that? Well the kid almost died from alcohol poisoning. It was really tragic. But yeah, I wouldn’t want anyone in Granite House to be in the same position.”

      It feels like my entire body has gone numb. I can barely keep a hold on the cups that I’ve got in my hands. Again, I have the flashback of the first time that I saw Juno in the hospital. She had flowers, and she was crying. She left them for John, said that she was sorry, and then she left.

      I thought that she had been a good friend coming to support him. But she wasn’t. She was the reason he had been in the hospital in the first place. Holy fuck.

      “Thank you for the information,” I tell Taylor, and walk away. I’m not interested in any more of that conversation. She may call after me, but I’m not listening. I’m too busy throwing both cups in the trash and pulling out my phone. I dial John again, and this time he picks up, voice sleepy.

      “Sorry man, I overslept.”

      “I need to ask you something,” I say, not waiting for the confirmation. “Do you remember Juno Dennard from high school.”

      John sighs. “I think so. She was generally pretty quiet. Nerdy type. Nice though.”

      “Was she at the party?” I don’t have to clarify which party I’m talking about. There’s only one party that’s the party for the two of us.

      “You know I don’t remember most of that night, Mal.”

      “Try,” I growl. “This is important.”

      He sounds fully awake now. “What is going on?”

      “Was Juno Dennard at that party.”

      “I don’t know,” he says. “Maybe? Most of the school was at at least some point.” A pause. “I kind of remember her being there, yeah.”

      “Thanks,” I say. “That’s all I needed to know.”

      I hang up the phone, pain spiraling through my chest like a phantom hand has reached inside and ripped my heart out. And soon after that comes anger. How could she do this?

      She had admitted that she had come to Granite House on a dare. So she obviously likes them, just like Taylor said. Did she know about John? Who I was to him? Did she come after me to make herself feel better?

      I have the urge to hide and the urge to hit something all at once. What the hell am I going to do?

      Every moment with Juno has felt honest and truthful, and now I know that every second of it has been a lie that I created. I convinced myself that I was in love with her. After a month? What a fucking idiot I am.

      I start walking, I don’t know where. I can’t go back to that house, not while she’s there. In my bed.

      Fucking hell, I haven’t even showered. She’s still all over me.

      I need a drink.
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      When I wake up, I’m surprised not to find Malcolm’s arms around me. I remember falling asleep with him in his bed after all of that perfection, and I can’t keep the smile off my face.

      “Mal?”

      No answer. Maybe he’s in the shower. I need one too. I have a lot of studying to do today, and a shower will help me focus. And if I run into Malcolm in the bathroom, I don’t have a problem with that either.

      I grab my robe and duck across the hall to grab my shower stuff, but he’s not there either. Huh. Okay. I get through my own shower quickly, and send him a text asking where he is. There’s also a text from Bailey asking for a make-up dinner tonight. Hell yes.

      Grabbing a snack from the kitchen, I don’t see Malcolm anywhere. Casey is in the living room though. “Have you seen Mal?”

      “He went out a while ago, but not since.”

      “Thanks.”

      There’s no response on my phone, but maybe he had something to do that I didn’t know about. It’s okay. If he were here, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off him, and I need to study. So I dive into my books, and I don’t come up for air for a few hours, and when a few more hours have passed, there’s still no sign of him.

      

      Hey, are you okay?

      

      I send the text, but there’s still nothing. Just my questions standing out at the bottom like sore thumbs. Malcolm has never been one of those guys that doesn’t respond to text messages. He’s always very on top of it. So the silence is…strange. But I’m sure there’s a reason for it.

      If there’s one thing that I’ve learned about Malcolm, it’s that he never does anything without a reason. He’ll tell me about it when he gets back.

      But when I leave the house for dinner with Bailey, and I still haven’t seen him, I can’t help but be a little worried. I send him one more text asking for any sign that he’s you know, alive, before I meet up with Bailey.

      This time we don’t go to the dining hall, but a café just off campus—and not too far from the house—that has really good food.

      When Bailey arrives I give her a hug. “I’m not going to lie,” I say. “I’m starving and kind of want to eat the biggest omelet that they serve.”

      “An omelet sounds amazing right now,” she agrees.

      “How was your study group?”

      She sighs. “Fine. Boring as hell.”

      I laugh. “Not a good class?”

      We sit together in a booth by the window. “It’s a fine class, just…none of this is what I thought it would be.”

      “Pre-law?”

      Bailey makes a face. “Yeah. I guess I just thought that it would be more fun. I love learning legalese and I love tangling people up in arguments. And I like the idea of making a difference. But so far what I’m learning is that ninety percent of lawyers do really boring shit. And the minutiae of everything you have to learn to do that really boring shit is just a lot.”

      “That’s fair,” I tell her. “Do you think you’re going to stop or change majors?”

      She shakes her head as a waitress drops off menus. “I really don’t know. It’s a little late to change for this semester at least. I could drop the classes and pick up new ones, but I’d be so far behind in those classes that it’s not worth it.”

      “Yeah, that’s true. I’m sorry you’re not liking it.”

      “I don’t know. Maybe I’ll get used to it. Maybe I’m just tired. We’ve got a big project due next week. First big thing, and maybe that’s what’s got me stressed out.”

      I scan the menu. They do have omelets. That’s exactly what I’m getting. “Are you sure that you have the time to be here?”

      She grins. “Wouldn’t miss it. I’m so sorry that I left you with Taylor last night. I had no idea that they would switch things up so much last minute.”

      “It was fine,” I shrug. “We honestly didn’t talk that much.”

      Bailey snorts. “No shock there.”

      I blink at her. “What?”

      She smiles as the waitress comes back with water and takes our order. I wait until she leaves to look at my friend expectantly. She makes a face like I’m missing the point. “I just meant that it’s not exactly a secret that you and Taylor don’t like each other. It’s amazing that you still hang out at all.”

      A little wave of shock rolls through me. “I don’t have any problem with Taylor. We don’t have that much in common, but I’ve never hated her or anything.”

      Bailey freezes, and her eyes go wide. “Shit.”

      “Something you need to tell me, Bai?”

      “Ummm…no?”

      I roll my eyes and take a sip of water. “Just spill. Nothing about Taylor would come as a shock to me at this point.”

      She hesitates. “She basically hates you. I thought you knew and both just tolerated each other for my sake.”

      “She hates me?” I say it way too loud and catch myself. “What did I do?”

      “She thinks you ruined high school for her,” Bailey says. “Cause she got into such trouble after that party.”

      Cold, brutal anger rises up. It always does when I think about that night. “You mean the party where people were drinking themselves so stupid that they could have died and she didn’t want to call anyone so that the party could be kept a secret?”

      “That’s the one.”

      “Yeah, well,” I hesitate. “I don’t particularly care if it makes me a bitch to say that she deserved that lockdown. Being grounded is not worth someone dying.”

      “I agree with you,” she says, “but that’s her reasoning. She’s always held that against you, and she thinks that you look down on her for partying.”

      I sigh. “I don’t look down on her. Some of the stuff that she does or did make me sad, but it’s her choice.”

      Bailey shakes her head. “I don’t think that she knows about your aunt.”

      “Not many people do.” I keep that story close to my chest for that reason. It’s deeply personal, and I don’t want my friends to think they can’t do things like drink around me. Just because I choose not to do something doesn’t mean that they can’t.

      But that night, at that party, I could see that it was bad. That boy’s skin was turning grey, and he needed a hospital. I had to call the ambulance, or he was going to die. I knew it.

      Taylor didn’t want me to. She begged me not to call the ambulance because her parents were out of town for the weekend, and if the ambulance came, then they would know. I called the ambulance anyway, and I don’t regret it. I should have done it sooner than I did.

      I barely knew the kid. I think his name was John. I brought him flowers just so I could make sure that he was okay and going to live. I don’t care that he will never know that it was me, that wasn’t the point. Marcy was already gone, and at least I could save one person.

      “In a way,” I say, “that night kind of solidified that I wanted to go into nutrition. I’d had the idea, but not the form of it. And everything I saw that night made me realize that people just don’t know what that will do to them. They don’t have a clue.”

      “It makes sense,” Bailey says. “And I was actually wondering about that, dating Malcolm. He’s head of the biggest party house at the school. I was wondering if you’d changed your mind or something. Doesn’t it bother you?”

      I think about it for a second. “I was worried about it at first,” I admit. “But I’ve never seen Malcolm drink, even if the other guys in the house do. Not once. And we usually hide away together during the parties.”

      “Lucky you,” Bailey laughs.

      “Yes, I would agree with you there.”

      “Why were you even at that party? I never asked. Not really your scene.” Bailey says, taking a sip of water.

      I roll my eyes. “I was there with Mike. That was the night I realized we really weren’t compatible.”

      Bailey smirks. “I mean, we knew before that.”

      “Yeah, but it was…really driven home that night.”

      Our food is delivered, and we dig in, conversation lapsing in the face of amazing food. “And you’re still cool with Taylor?” I ask.

      “Mostly,” she says with a shrug. “We don’t hang out that much anymore. She’s constantly with Melody and the other Tri Deltas. Practically already a part of the sorority.”

      “Yeah.”

      “I’m really sorry, Juno. I thought you knew and were trying to make it work. There’s no reason for the three of us to hang out together if she’s just hating you.”

      “I don’t want to make it weird for you.”

      She makes a dismissive noise. “It’s going to sound brutal, but I really don’t care that much. If I’m going to preserve one of the friendships, then it’s going to be yours.”

      I laugh. “Love you.”

      “Love you too.”

      And that’s the way it goes. We catch up on all the things that we’ve missed while we’ve been buried in school, and she even manages to get more details out of me about Malcolm. But I don’t tell her about the way our relationship works. I’m not even ready to face that yet, let alone tell it to anyone. Even if that person is Bailey.

      When we’re finished, I feel good. I’ve loved catching up with her, and we promise that we’re not going to let so much time pass again before hanging out.

      Granite House is dark when I arrive. Which is strange. It’s not that late and it’s a Saturday night. Not only is it dark, it’s silent. Something is wrong. My gut knows it instantly. There’s still nothing on my phone from Malcolm, and this has something to do with it. What the hell is going on?

      I enter the house and look around, but just like the outside, there’s no signs of life. A deep kind of terror and panic crawl up my throat. Did something bad happen? I need to talk to Mal, and I need him to tell me what’s happening and tell me that whatever it is is going to be fine. This isn’t nearly funny anymore.

      Pulling out my phone, I call Malcolm, and I jump when his phone rings behind me. Down the hall. “Malcolm.”

      I find him sitting on the stairs with a phone in his hand. There’s a glass bottle beside him, and when he speaks his voice is low and quiet like I’ve never heard before. “Here I am,” he says. “You found me.”

      “Are you drunk?” I ask, rage suddenly filling me. I thought that he was different. That he understood who I was and what I stood for. Not once since I met him has he showed any interest in alcohol. Now this? Is there something darker that I don’t know about him?

      He laughs. Dark and slow. “You know, Juno, I wish that I were drunk right now. I really do. But I keep my fucking promises, and so even though this bottle of whiskey is damn tempting, I’m stone cold sober.”

      “Then what—”

      “I’m tired. I’m pissed. I’m more miserable than I’ve ever been in my fucking life.”

      I blink. What the fuck did I miss. “Oh my god, Malcolm, what happened?”

      Taking a step forward he makes a sound that’s nearly a growl, and in the darkness surrounding the house, it’s terrifying. “Don’t you dare come closer to me,” he says. “You’re a fraud, and I wish that I had never met you.”

      “What?” My head is spinning. I don’t have any idea what’s going on. Last night was perfect, and we haven’t spoken today. What changed? What happened? “I don’t understand.”

      “You need to get out of this house, Juno.”

      “Malcolm, please, talk to me. I don’t understand what’s happening.”

      “Get. Out. Now.”

      My heart is pounding and I’m dizzy. I feel like the ground is falling out from underneath me. “What about our deal. We agreed on a month. We’re not there yet.”

      It’s a last-ditch effort to get him to tell me something, anything. But I already know that he won’t. Whatever this is, he’s decided.

      “I don’t want you here. Anywhere near me.”

      “Where do you want me to go, Malcolm? You brought me here. You forced me to give up my place on campus so that I would be yours. Your little toy. And now that you’ve gotten tired of me, you just want to throw me out onto the street?”

      “I made a mistake,” he says, and he does sound tired. Exhausted. And in spite of the fact that he’s ripping out my heart, I want to wrap my arms around him and hold him. “I never should have let you into this house. You are nothing.”

      The words take the air from my lungs.

      Malcolm’s shoulders sag. “You can stay until you find a place to stay, but you have to get the hell out.”

      Tears flood my eyes, it all hitting me at once. “You don’t have to tell me twice,” I say. I can’t walk past him and up to my room where we’ve spent time together. I can’t do it. I turn and walk out of the house into the night, and there’s only one place that I can think to go.

      I can’t stop crying, and when Bailey opens her door, I’m a mess. She doesn’t even hesitate before pulling me inside and wrapping me in the tightest of hugs.
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      I don’t speak for a long time. I can only cry, and to her credit, Bailey doesn’t push me for the details of what happened. It’s not even clear to me what happened. All of a sudden everything that I thought was so sure is gone, and I have no fucking clue why. What the fuck?

      When I can finally take a breath without moaning in agony, Bailey hands me a glass of water. “What the fuck happened in the last hour?” she asks.

      “I don’t know.”

      “Juno, I love you, but you’ve got to help me out here.”

      I swallow. “I went home and the whole house was dark. I thought it was weird, so I called Malcolm and he was there. Alone. He kicked me out of the house. Said some terrible things about me being a fraud and that he couldn’t believe that he’d ever let someone like me into his life. I don’t understand what I did. And he wouldn’t tell me.”

      “He just kicked you out?” she gasps.

      “I mean,” I sniff, “he said I could stay there until I found a new room, but I couldn’t stay there and have him look at me like that. What the fuck, Bailey?”

      She stands. “Okay. We need ice cream and movies. Are you okay if I run to the store? Ten minutes max and then we’re going to have the best cliché break-up sleepover in the history of movies.”

      I laugh once. “Sure, I guess.”

      “Borrow some pajamas and be in them by the time that I get back. And drink that water.”

      “Fine.” I don’t have the energy to argue with her. The second she leaves I crumble into tears again. Why do I feel this way? This is more than hurtful words. This feels like my soul has been separated from my body and is being smashed on the ground repeatedly.

      But why?

      The answer slams into me, and I don’t want to believe it. It’s the thing that Malcolm only hinted at but I tried to ignore it. That I cared about him. More than that. Impossibly, I started to fall in love with him. Already. I don’t think I tried to, it just happened.

      We fell into each other like puzzle pieces, it was bound to happen. But that doesn’t make it hurt any less. And he hinted about it too. He may have thought he loved me, and something changed.

      That almost hurts more than the face that I loved him. The anger and loathing in his eyes, I can’t unsee it. I keep seeing that stare and heat piercing out of the dark and hearing the dark growl telling me to get out. That I’m nothing.

      I pull myself up off the floor and follow Bailey’s instructions to borrow pajamas. We’re about the same size and we’ve shared clothes for years. I choose the comfiest things that I can find and finish the glass of water that she gave me.

      My face is puffy and hot and tight from crying, and I’m still on the edge. The pain in my chest is a physical thing. Nothing will make it better. Not right now.

      One of the best things about Bailey is that she’s a pillow queen. She’s always had an over-abundance of pillows and blankets in her room, so it’s easy for me to create a nest on the floor, leaning against the bed where I can see the TV that she’s set up. I’m not sure that I’m actually going to feel like watching anything, but even crying though a movie feels better than being alone.

      This really wasn’t the way that that I had planned to spend my Saturday night. I never saw this coming.

      The door opens. “Hey Bailey, can I borrow that lip gloss that I like?” And Taylor freezes when she sees me buried in a pile of blankets and pillows. “Oh, hey Juno.”

      I see her take in my appearance, and she doesn’t react at all. It’s pretty obvious that I’m not in a good state. “You okay?”

      “Fine, thanks,” is all I say, my voice raw and strained from crying. Now that I know what she really thinks of me, I’m not inclined to confide in her.

      “You sure?”

      I glare at her. “Maybe use those deductive skills you’re supposed have as a human, Taylor, and figure it out.”

      She looks a little startled. “Okay, geeze. I was just asking.”

      Bailey appears at that moment, and if I’ve never thanked my best friend for impeccable timing, I certainly will now. “Oh, hey, Taylor,” she says, moving past her into the room with two giant grocery bags. “You need something.”

      “Came by to see if I could borrow that lip gloss that looks so good on me.”

      Bailey looks her up and down. She’s clearly dressed to go out. Short skirt and skimpy, glittering top. Fuck me heels. She looks the way I looked when they dressed me to go to Granite House.

      “Not tonight, Taylor.”

      She pouts. “Come on. That shade of peach goes perfectly with this outfit.”

      “It’s lip gloss, Taylor. You’re going to let some guy suck it off your lips anyway. So please, get out.”

      She takes a step back like she’s been slapped. “Jesus, Bailey. It’s not like I asked for your first-born child. Just a favor. But if that’s so fucking hard for you, I’ll just go.”

      Neither of us say anything as she leaves.

      “Not going to lie,” Bailey says, “that felt really fucking good.”

      “I’m glad.”

      She sits down next to me and starts unpacking the bags, which have a truly unfathomable amount of chocolate, ice cream, and soda. As well as face masks, some nail polish, and a DVD. “I thought about it after I left you at dinner, and I’ve kind of been sick of Taylor’s shit for a long time. And now that everything’s out in the open, I’m not going to tolerate it anymore. She knows the brand and the color of that stupid lip gloss, so she can buy her own. But she comes here every weekend asking to borrow it.” Bailey sighs. “A stupid thing to be the last straw, maybe. But it was the last straw.”

      I laugh, the sound bubbling up in opposition to the pain that’s trying to shred me and it’s a relief. “Holy shit that was great. Bai, have I mentioned that I love you?”

      “Not nearly enough. Here.” She passes me a pint of mint chocolate ice cream—my favorite. “Eat.”

      “You understand that as a nutrition major, I really should be having a feast that’s entirely sugar?”

      She gets up and opens the DVD and puts it in the player. I didn’t even see what it was. “I do realize that. But there’s different kinds of nutrition, and right now you need nutrition for a broken heart. And the recipe for that is ice cream, chocolate, and bad movies.”

      “My heart isn’t broken,” I tell her. The words feel automatic, like I’m trying to convince myself as much as tell her.

      One loud, boisterous laugh pops out of Bailey. “Bullshit.”

      “Bailey…”

      “Nope. Shut it, Juno. You don’t cry like that over someone that you don’t love. And I know you’ll try to talk yourself around it by saying you weren’t together very long or something like that, but guess what? Hearts don’t pay attention to timelines. You loved him, whether you want to admit it or not.”

      I have nothing to say to that because she’s right, and that’s why it hurts. And more than just a break-up, it’s without cause or explanation. “Fuck.”

      “Now eat your ice cream.”

      I do, and I should learn to trust Bailey on this. Never underestimate the power of endorphins and serotonin fucking shoved into your system. Not good to rely on it, but sometimes good for the system.

      The movie that Bailey bought is a trashy action film about a giant shark rising from the depths of the sea. It’s ridiculous and mindless and absolutely perfect. I manage to laugh at the burly action heroes that are trying to fight a ridiculously sized shark. And when an even bigger shark shows up halfway through the film, Bailey and I are both high on sugar and collapsing into laughter.

      It’s exactly what my heart needs.

      We do the face masks and paint our nails, and by the time the movie is over, I’m snuggled down in the giant nest of pillows, sleepy. Exhausted. Sad.

      The credits roll on the movie. “Is it okay if I stay here for a couple of days until I can find a room?”

      I can hear her eyeball even though I’m not looking at her. “Of course.”

      “I don’t want to go back there, but I didn’t leave with anything.”

      “Don’t worry about it, Juno. I’ll go get stuff for you tomorrow for a few days, and then we’ll figure out the way to get the rest of your stuff. You’re going to be okay.”

      “All right,” I say. “Thanks.”

      “I’m glad this happened on a weekend,” she says. “Small favors. You don’t have to deal with classes for tomorrow at least.”

      “Yeah, that’s good.” I’m falling asleep, and so tired that I can’t fight it. “Thank you, Bai.”

      “Any time, Ju.”
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      It’s been five days since I’ve seen Juno. Five days of utter agony and misery. She’s sent me a couple of messages, but I haven’t answered her. She hasn’t come back to the house. Bailey came to get some things for her while I wasn’t here, but that’s the only sign of her I’ve had.

      And for the life of me, I wish I could decide whether that was a good thing or a bad thing so I could move in one direction or another. Because I’ve felt like I’ve been ripped in two these past days.

      When Taylor told me the truth about her, I’d felt like a spike had driven itself through my chest. And the only thing that I’d wanted was oblivion. I’d gone to a bar that was open during the day and stared at a glass of whiskey for hours, turning over the new information in my mind along with every facet that I knew about her, trying to make sense of everything.

      The whole time I was dodging phone calls from John. I didn’t want to explain it to him. After about the twentieth call, I left the money on the bar and took the phone outside. “What.”

      “Jesus. Answer your fucking phone much?”

      “Did you maybe think that after twenty calls I didn’t want to talk?”

      He was silent for a second. “Sorry you’ve gotten your panties in a wad, but we never agreed to a ‘don’t want to talk right now’ clause about our weekly phone calls.”

      “We talked earlier.”

      “No, you called me and barked questions. I’d hardly call that talking.”

      I didn’t say anything to that.

      “What’s going on, Mal?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Yeah, that’s not gonna fly.”

      I pinched the bridge of my nose between my fingers. “Jesus, John. Can you leave it alone?”

      “No.”

      I leaned against the wall of the bar. “I just found out something about someone, and it changes a lot of things, and I’m not happy about it.”

      “That wasn’t vague at all,” he said sarcastically. “Care to be a touch more specific there, champ?”

      I knocked my head back against the brick. “Did you just call me ‘champ?’”

      “I’m going to do it again if you don’t tell me what’s happening.”

      “God, you’re annoying. You know that?”

      “I do.”

      Sighing, I started walking down the street. Aimlessly. “It’s a girl.”

      “I figured,” John said. “Presumably the one you called me freaking out about earlier. What was her name?”

      “Juno.” Her name burned on my lips. Both a curse and a blessing.

      “What about her?”

      I swallowed. “We’ve been…seeing each other.”

      “Oh my god, Mal. Is this the girl that moved into the house?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Damn, champ.”

      Despite everything, that did manage to make me to laugh once. “I’m going to kill you.”

      “Some day,” he acknowledged. “So what’s the problem.”

      “That part isn’t any of your business,” I told him. “No.”

      John made a non-committal sound. “Considering that you asked me if I remembered her, and you asked about the fact that she was at the party that nearly killed me? Yeah, I’m thinking that it’s my business.”

      There was an alcohol store across the street, and I crossed to it, going in, grabbing a bottle of whiskey and paying for it before I said anything to John.

      “You still there, Champ?”

      “Yeah, I’m still here.”

      He laughed. “You know, I can be more annoying.”

      “I am well aware,” I told him. “I’ve lived with you your whole life.”

      He waited for me to continue. “I was told that Juno was the one responsible for getting you to drink so much. That she dared you to do it.”

      “Really?” He sounded surprised, but he didn’t sound angry.

      “Really.”

      “I guess it’s possible. Like I said, the whole night is a blur.”

      Granite House was across the street, but I didn’t go inside. I sat on a bench across the street, glaring at it. I’d always loved that house but right then I loathed it and what it had brought me. “Everything matches up, unfortunately.”

      “Okay,” he said. “And?”

      “And? She didn’t tell me she was in the habit of getting people so drunk that they almost die. I’m responsible for her behavior while she lives in the house, and I won’t be with anyone who could do that to someone for fun. Or dare them to do it for fun. It’s beyond disgusting.”

      John’s voice was quiet. “You’re really angry.”

      I barely held on to my voice. I wanted to scream and rage. But I didn’t want someone to call the cops right then. “I’m fucking livid, John. I thought I knew her, and I didn’t. Everything I learned about her was a lie. She wasn’t who she showed herself to be, and that is…” I gripped the phone so hard I could hear it creak. “That’s unforgivable.”

      “Nothing is unforgivable,” he said quietly.

      “You really believe that?”

      “Yeah,” he said. “I do. Have you forgiven me for getting that drunk?”

      I wanted to run away from the conversation. Change into my workout clothes and use a punching bag until I sank to the fucking floor. “I have, but if she got you to drink that much it wasn’t even your fault.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong, Malcom,” he said, abandoning the stupid nickname. “Even if it was a dare, I don’t remember, I was the one who did it. No one poured alcohol down my throat. That much I do know. I remember having a great time. I wanted all of it. I thought whatever it was, was a good idea. So even if it’s true, it’s not her fault. It’s mine.”

      “Sorry, John,” I said. “But I just don’t see it that way. This is a girl who wants to be a nutritionist. That sees someone so wasted they’re nearly on the floor and gets them to drink more? That’s not just stupid, it’s malicious.”

      He sighed. “All right. I’m not going to tell you how to feel. But just think about what I said.”

      I didn’t say that I would, because I couldn’t promise that. “How are you.”

      “I’m fine.”

      “Good.”

      We hung in silence together, because he wasn’t going to let it go, and neither was I. “I’ll talk to you later,” I said.

      “Okay. See you, Mal.”

      I hung up the phone and sat on that bench watching that house for I don’t know how long. Until I saw Juno walk out and leave, and I felt like I could finally take a full breath. As soon as I walked into the house, I texted all the guys in our group chat. Do me a favor and party elsewhere for the night. I had a hard thing to do, and I didn’t need an audience for it. None of them had protested or even minded. And as soon as they were gone I sat on the stairs and waited until she came home, mind spinning through everything over and over again. Each circuit made me more exhausted, and the bottle of whiskey was sitting there like freedom.

      I could have taken a sip and been fine. The problems that John had, I didn’t. I made him that promise in solidarity and not because I was an alcoholic. But I could hear the disappointment in his voice when I told him that I had broken that pact. And I knew that he would forgive me.

      I wouldn’t forgive myself.

      And then…everything happened. I veered away from that memory, because the look on Juno’s face still haunted me. I didn’t regret the words, because they were true. But the part of me that still cared about her—that still loved her—hated that I had caused her pain.

      But I couldn’t justify the forgiveness that John wanted to give. He didn’t understand the kind of betrayal that this felt like. And so I would hold on until I figured it out.

      I was lying on my bed, wondering if I should try to sleep for a bit, since I hadn’t been sleeping well lately at night. It was the sound that pulled me up and off the bed before I even realized that I was moving. The sound of Juno’s door opening.

      I threw open my door, and froze. It wasn’t Juno. It was Bailey. “Oh,” I said. “Sorry.”

      The glare she gave me could kill someone. “Don’t worry, I’ll be out of your way shortly.”

      “You’re getting more stuff for Juno?”

      “The obvious answer to that question would be yes,” she said, tossing a suitcase on the bed and grabbing clothes from drawers.

      I hate myself for asking, but I still can’t stop it. “How is she doing?”

      “Is that a thing that you’re actually asking right now? How the fuck do you think she is, asshole.”

      Her tone grates on me. “You don’t know the full story.”

      “And neither does Juno,” she says. “Why? Because you haven’t fucking told her. You dumped her on her ass and she has no idea why. So no, Juno isn’t doing great. I’ve never seen her as happy as when she was with you, and you took that all away in one fell swoop. You’re a fucking jackass, Malcolm.”

      “And she’s a liar,” I say. That’s it. Renewed anger flows from my veins. If Juno wants to know why I said what I said, let Bailey fucking tell her. I don’t care. “You want to know what happened?”

      She slams the drawer shut. “Yeah. I do. And I’m glad you brought it up, because I wasn’t planning on leaving here until I got some answers.”

      “Juno almost killed my brother,” I say, letting the words hang in the air.

      Everything seems to go still, and Bailey stiffens. “What did you just say?”

      “You heard me. They went to the same high school. I guess the same one that you did, and a couple years ago at a party Juno dared my brother to drink, and she got him to drink so much that he got alcohol poisoning and nearly died. I haven’t touched alcohol since and neither has he. The promise we both made to each other after almost losing him. And I take my promises seriously.

      “So yeah, I’m fucking pissed that I ever touched the woman that almost killed him.”

      Bailey looks at me, blinking slowly, and her face doesn’t contain the shock or anger that I expected it to. “John is your brother?”

      “I’m guessing you’ve heard the story.”

      She shakes her head. “Yeah of course I have. I was just talking about it the other day. Juno didn’t have anything to do with your brother drinking. I think she threw up the first time she tasted beer and hasn’t had any since.” Bailey runs a hand across her face. “Who told you she was responsible?”

      “Taylor Thomas.”

      Now Bailey looks anger. “Fucking hell. Of course it was Taylor. Look, Juno didn’t make your brother drink anything. She called the ambulance that saved his life. Taylor begged her not to so that she wouldn’t get into trouble for hosting the party, and she did it anyway. Taylor has never forgiven her for it.

      “She was so broken up about the fact that John was maybe hurt that she brought flowers to the hospital just to see if he was okay, even though she didn’t really know him.”

      My whole body is numb, and I feel weak. “Tell me you’re lying.”

      “Trust me, I’m not,” she says. “She told you about her aunt?”

      “Yeah,” I say, voice rasping.

      “Her aunt had just died. That was fresh. The only reason she was even at the party was she went with a pseudo-boyfriend who was a bad match and thought that getting her to a party would help.”

      I huff a laugh. “I’m betting that didn’t work.”

      “No. It didn’t. But if he hadn’t gotten her to that party, your brother might actually be dead. So get the fuck off your high horse and own the fact that you screwed up. Massively.”

      Oh, fuck.

      The guilt and regret falls onto me like those two-ton weights in the cartoons. I crouch down on the balls of my feet, unable to stand. “Oh shit.”

      “Yeah. Asshole.”

      “I’ve got the picture, Bailey, thanks.”

      I didn’t ask her anything. I automatically assumed that she was guilty. Because I was still so angry about almost losing John that I couldn’t see straight. It’s possible that I haven’t forgiven him for doing that to himself.

      And I accepted it as truth from Melody’s sister. I knew what Melody was capable of, and I believed it anyway. I was so…blinded by everything. It all made sense.

      “She told me that Juno loved dares. That that was the reason she came to Granite House.”

      “Oh, it was a dare, but the only reason she did it was because Juno had this idea of having a kind of sisterhood, and the Tri Deltas are a good kind of club for that. From the outside. She was scared out of her mind and it was like pulling teeth to even get her to put on the dress.”

      Yet another lie.

      All the pain that I’d been going through the last days was nothing compared to this. That look that I’d put in her eyes was real and completely unwarranted. I fucked up on a truly colossal scale, and I didn’t know if there was a way to come back from it.

      Because I did love her. It resonated so deep that I felt it vibrating. I loved Juno Dennard, and I wanted her. I had wanted her even when I was angry. I had been furious that the universe could bring us together only so that it could tear us apart yet again.

      “What do I do?” I ask Bailey. She’s Juno’s best friend, and probably a good place to start.

      “I would start with an apology. A big one. Ginormous. Colossal. Huge.”

      “Yeah. But I doubt that will be enough.”

      She hesitates. “As much as I want to put your balls through a fucking meat grinder for hurting Juno, she was happy with you. And even though this was a fuck-up the size of Mars, it was a mistake. Juno knows what a snake that Taylor is. I can’t promise that it will be enough, but it’s worth a shot.”

      She finishes packing the clothes that she came for. “Good luck, Malcolm.”

      It sounds like she actually means it. As soon as she leaves, I start to think. Because I have a lot to make up for.
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      I’m eating cereal in the dining hall again. I shouldn’t be, but I’ve found myself seeking out comfort food more often than not these last few days. Focusing has been beyond my reach, and I can feel my grip slipping on everything.

      My homework has been bad. I only got a passing grade on my most recent test, and I hate it. None of this was in my plans. I don’t even know who I am right now. I’m not the girl who lets a man affect her this way.

      I have goals, and those goals aren’t dependent on who I’m sleeping with. I need to get my shit together and pull myself out of this funk. But every time I close my eyes, I hear Malcolm’s voice saying, You are nothing.

      You are nothing.

      It haunts me and I can’t sleep. I can’t breathe. Bailey has been amazing, getting my things and making sure that I’m going to my classes, but she can’t live my life for me. I have to do that, no matter how painful all of this is.

      I haven’t even gone to student services again to see about getting another room, and Bailey has gone back to Granite House to get me more clothes, but I can go tomorrow. I need to take back control.

      You are nothing.

      My chest aches with the memory.

      I’m honestly not sure how I managed to let him in so deeply. Because it feels like Malcolm is a part of me now, and that prying us apart is like pulling bread away from peanut butter. There will always be bits of him that were tangled with me now.

      “Well, if it isn’t Juno Dennard.” Melody slips into the seat across from me, looking as glamorous as ever. Her normal group of friends from Tri Delta surround me at my table to. Taylor’s here, standing right behind her sister, smirking like the devil.

      “Hi, Melody.”

      “You’re not looking so good, Juno,” she says. “I heard you were kicked out of Granite House.”

      I’m not wearing make-up, and I know I don’t look the way they look. But I’ve never looked the way that they looked. It’s just not a part of who I am. I don’t contradict her. Technically I did get kicked out of the house, but that’s none of her business.

      “Is it cause they got tired of you?” One of the girls beside me asks.

      “What?”

      Melody smiles, and in this moment, I can’t believe that I ever wanted to be a part of her group. Her smile is poisonous. “The guys. It hasn’t even been a month and everyone knows that Juno Dennard is the live-in slut of Granite House.”

      I shake my head. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      A voice to my left. “Jack told us all about it. How you get passed around from bed to bed, as many as you can in one night and by the end you’re so covered in cum that you’re dripping.”

      Horror spears through me. I’m sure that’s what Jack would say. “Jack doesn’t live in the house anymore,” I say. “He doesn’t know anything.”

      “Oh,” Melody says, “but you don’t live in the house anymore either. Is that because they fucked you so much that your pussy isn’t tight enough for them anymore?”

      “Tri Delta doesn’t accept sluts,” a fourth girl says.

      “I didn’t send you in there to fuck Malcolm and his merry band of men, Juno. I sent you in there with a very simple task. Sleep in the house overnight and get proof. You certainly did the one.”

      “I—” What do I even say to that? My face flushes hot with a blush. They’re going to believe what they want to believe, and there’s nothing I can say that will contradict them.

      The redhead next to me puts her hand on my shoulder. “If you want, we can help you find a new frat to be a hole for. You seem really sad without having a bunch of faceless cocks to fuck, and we really just want you to be happy, Juno.”

      “Maybe they kicked her out for getting fat. Eating cereal for every meal has to be sending all that sugar straight to her hips.”

      Melody reaches across the table and takes my hand. I pull it away. “It really is okay, Juno. The world needs sluts, and frats need people to fuck. And it’s fine to be one of those people. You just need to embrace your real self. Veronica is right. We know all the best frats, and I know we can find a good place for you to get fucked that won’t kick you out after a month.”

      “It’ll be at least two months,” Veronica laughs.

      That laughter makes me blush harder. They’re bitches, and I don’t have to stand here and take it. The fact that Taylor is standing there grinning like she’s won the fucking lottery is further proof of what Bailey told me. She hates me and she isn’t bothering to hide it.

      I stand up and take my bowl of cereal with me. It’s stupid of me to think that that would be the end of it. They follow me through the cafeteria. “Listen, Juno,” Melody calls after me, voice way too loud. “It’s really okay. It’s my job on this campus to help freshman girls like you find your place, and the fact that you’ve decided that your best place is with your legs spread is your prerogative.” The other girls are laughing with her now, and people are looking at me. I’m not blushing anymore. Now I can feel the blood draining from my face and like I might pass out. She keeps going. “But if that’s what you want, I want to help you. I’m sure there are plenty of guys in here who want a slut-toy like you. Especially once they find out that you were kicked out of Granite House for fucking everything that moved.”

      I want to be stronger than this. I want to walk away and ignore the words that are hitting home, but I can’t breathe and tears are clouding my vision. What can I say to this? Denial will only confirm my guilt to them, and now everyone within hearing distance thinks that I would do anything for anyone, when nothing could be further from the truth.

      “Who said she was kicked out of Granite House?” A voice says from behind me. I know that voice. There’s no way I could ever forget it, and every cell in my body leans toward Malcolm.

      He steps around me, not looking at me and not touching me, but standing in front of me enough that he suddenly became a shield. And the people that had been watching know who he is. If Malcolm says something, then they’ll believe it.

      The problem is that I have no idea what he is going to say.

      “The last time I checked,” Malcolm says loudly, “Juno still lived in Granite House. Her things are still there. She still has a key. You can check with student services, she doesn’t have a room on campus.”

      Silence spreads through the air for a moment, sinking in. “And who Juno decides to sleep with is her business alone, and no one else’s. Why are you spreading lies?”

      Melody straightens her shoulders. “They’re not lies. My information comes from a member of Granite House. You think that he would know.”

      “Ohhh,” Malcolm says. “You mean Jack? The person I threw out on his ass for hazing and attempted sexual assault? If that’s who you go to for information, then you should really check your sources more thoroughly. Aren’t you a journalism major?”

      Melody stiffens further, but says nothing. I see the moment that Malcolm sets his eyes on Taylor. “And I’m glad your sister is here too, so I can tell you some truth, since you’re so concerned about the state of the fraternities and sororities on campus. Two years ago your sister threw a party at your parents’ house while they were out of town, and my brother drank too much. That was his fault.

      “What wasn’t his fault was that your sister begged Juno not to call the ambulance so that she wouldn’t get in trouble for that party. Did you know the doctors said that if it had been called any later he might have died? You’re responsible for her if she pledges to Tri Delta. Might want to be careful. You wouldn’t want anyone dying on your watch to ruin the reputation of the perfect sorority. You all need to keep up your standards, right?”

      The look on Melody’s face is stricken and the girls with her look absolutely sick to their stomachs.

      “So stop spreading lies about people you don’t like, take care of your own house, and check your own backyard the next time you want to call people sluts and trash,” Malcolm finishes.

      It’s like a unanimous decision makes the Tri Delta’s move. They start walking for the exit immediately, not saying anything, and Taylor follows them. Melody turns and holds out a hand. Her eyes are hard. “Not you.”

      Taylor’s face is a furious red as she’s abandoned in the middle of the cafeteria. Everyone that was watching is smirking as the Tri Deltas retreat and Taylor gets what she deserves. But I need to leave.

      Malcolm may have defended me, but that doesn’t mean much. He would do anything to protect the legacy of Granite House, and having them be known as a house that shared one woman like that went against everything that he told me he stands for.

      I head for the entrance behind me—where I had been heading when they stopped me—before Malcolm turns around. If I have to look into his face and see that anger and hatred for me, I’ll break, and I can’t afford that.

      The air outside is warm and breezy, and I breathe it in. It feels good. I’ve been spending more time outside lately. Fresh air has been good for my brain.

      There’s a lot to process here. From the fact that John—the boy I called the ambulance for—is Mal’s brother, to the fact that he knows everything and I had no idea how. Had he known all that about me the whole time?

      If not, he must have done some serious fucking research. Hopefully that makes him hate me less, at the very least.

      “Juno.”

      His voice is behind me again, but I don’t stop walking.

      “Juno, wait. Please.”

      “What do you want, Malcolm?” I turn to face him, but I don’t have the strength to meet his eyes.

      “I want you.”

      I do look at him then, and I don’t see anger in his gaze. It’s something else entirely. “That’s quite the turnaround.”

      He steps to me, and in a moment his mouth is covering mine. The kiss is so welcome that I can’t breathe. My whole body lights up with pleasure and magic and the feeling of relief, even though it’s not real. “Don’t do this,” I beg him. “Don’t torture me if you’re just going to walk away.”

      Malcolm weaves his hand into my hair and he presses his lips to my forehead. “Will you listen to everything?” he asks. “I need to tell you some things. And after that, if you never want to see me again, I understand.”

      He feels so good that I don’t want to move. It will backfire, being this close to him and not being able to have him. But I can’t say no. “Okay.”

      We walk together over to one of the benches in the quad. There are a few trees around it, and it’s more secluded than some other places. At the very least, this won’t be as public as the cafeteria if it turns ugly. “Thank you,” I say. “For what you did.”

      He looks like he wants to touch me, but thinks better of it. “It was the least that I could do. After everything.”

      “How did you know that about me? What I did?”

      “First,” Malcolm says, “I need to tell you that I’m sorry, Juno. I assumed the worst about you. I let my anger blind me. And after I accused you of assuming the worst about me, I never should have done that. I should have talked to you first before saying what I did. And if I’d listened to John, I would have.”

      “Okay,” I say. That was an apology, but I’m not ready to accept it yet. Not until I hear more.

      He lays everything out for me then. That he saw me at the hospital with the flowers and what he thought. What Taylor  told him and how she twisted the truth to make it seem real. How he couldn’t believe the betrayal that he had felt, and finally, how Bailey had cleared everything up today when she had gone to retrieve my clothes.

      “She is the best,” I say. “A really good friend.”

      “Yeah,” he agrees. “And I will owe her a lot, I hope.”

      I pull my legs up onto the bench and cross them. “Why?”

      Malcolm moves, kneeling in front of me on the ground. He’s so much taller than me that we’re the same height right now. “Because I’m about to ask for your forgiveness again, and I’m hoping that you’ll accept it.”

      “Ask,” I tell him.

      He takes my hands where they’re resting in my lap. “I fucked up. Massively. Colossally. And I know that I hurt you.”

      “You did,” I say.

      He looks like he’s in as much pain thinking about it as I was. “I don’t ever want to see that look on your face again,” he says. “And if you’ll let me, I’m going to try to make sure that you only ever smile. I know that you’re into data, and that it’s unlikely that college relationships will last. But some do, and I know that we’re one of those couples. You fit me, Juno.”

      I close my eyes, fighting the tears of relief and happiness. His fingers move, and suddenly there’s cool metal in my hands. A small silver chain. “What’s this?”

      He leans close and presses a kiss to my cheek. “I know I joked about getting you a collar, but this isn’t a joke. I wanted to show you that I was serious. That I want you to be mine and only mine.”

      Smiling, I pour it from one palm into the other. “Do I have to put it on myself?”

      “No,” he said. “But I want to put it on you at home.”

      “Am I welcome there?”

      He whispers. “It’s not home without you, Juno.”

      I feel like he means those words. He kisses me, and I wrap my arms around him, pulling him closer. The way our lips are connecting swiftly becomes too much for where we are, and Malcolm sweeps me up into his arms and carries me across the quad toward Granite House while I’m laughing.

      This is a perfect representation of what I loved—love—about him. He didn’t need to ask me if I wanted to be carried, he’s just doing it because he knows that I need it. I rest my head against his chest, somehow more exhausted than when I was without him, because all the stress is melting away.

      He carries me all the way up to his bedroom and lays me down on the bed, only pausing to strip me out of my clothes and shed his own. Taking the chain from my hands, he loops it around my neck and fastens it.

      The choker is just snug enough for me to be reminded of it. A representation of us. The rules that we’ve chosen together and the fact that we’re choosing again. The smile on my face is real, but so is the exhaustion.

      “I’ve barely slept,” I admit. “Since that night.”

      “Neither have I.” He pulls me to him, letting me use his chest as a pillow as he pulls the blanket over us both. And we cling to each other as we fall asleep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Pleasure lifts me to the surface and out of sleep. Sweet, deep, and slow. I don’t know where it’s coming from, but it’s welcome.

      I take a deep breath and open my eyes. This is Malcolm’s room. For a second, I think that the last week has just been a horrible dream. But then I feel the choker around my neck and Malcolm’s tongue between my legs and it all comes rushing back.

      “Ohhh,” I say as he slowly licks my clit. His movements are long and lazy. Languorous pleasure.

      “I’ve missed the way you taste,” he says, sealing his mouth over me and sucking deep. “So good.”

      I reach down under the blanket and grip his hair, pulling his mouth more firmly against my skin. He takes the hint, sucking harder and licking faster. Malcolm has learned exactly how to make me come. Before everything went wrong with us, it was one of his favorite things to do. Especially if he knew that I wasn’t going to be able to come at the end of it.

      Light, swirling strokes that curl under my clit in a perfectly steady rhythm. It’s a pattern that works, always able to lift me into sheer pleasure, and soon I’m moving my hips upward to meet is mouth. I sigh with it, not bothering to ask as he licks me directly into an orgasm that’s equally long and slow.

      My body doesn’t know how to do this anymore. I’m out of practice being aroused, and it’s amazing how quickly you can forget. But Mal keeps going with his tongue until the climax is wrung out of me and I’m completely finished.

      He licks up my body, emerging from the covers to hover over me. Leaning down, he kisses my mouth and then my neck where the new necklace lies. My collarbone and cheeks. “I missed you,” he says. “You have no idea.”

      I look up into his eyes, and I know that I’m here with him. “I forgive you, Mal. That doesn’t mean that it’s going to go away overnight.”

      “I know,” he says. “One day at a time. I swear I’ll do whatever I have to to make you mine. Including tying you down to my bed and giving you orders, if that’s still what you want.”

      That familiar heat and longing pools in my gut. “It is,” I say. “But not today. Today I just want you.”

      He reaches over to the nightstand for a condom and I stop him. “Only you.”

      Mal is stock still as he looks down at me. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes,” I breathe.

      Lips crash against mine and he fits his cock into my entrance. He sinks into me in one long stroke. This isn’t fast or frenzied. We move with each other, sharing breath and every sensation. It feels like coming home.

      Without the condom, it’s delicious friction that I’ve only felt once before. Deliciously intimate and binding us together more deeply than we already were.

      Together we move faster. And faster still. Moving toward one goal together. My body is responding to his and remembering what he taught me. Suddenly, I’m careening toward an orgasm that’s bright and fast, and I can’t stop it. It eclipses my vision, everything turning white. Deep, shaking, waves roll down my spine, shaking me to the core. Pleasure like nothing else I’ve felt in my life.

      Malcolm is coming too, cock jerking and filling me with precious heat. We cry out together before inhaling each other in another kiss. I’m fucking him and he’s fucking me and we keep moving through the orgasm and into the next one. Until we’re spent and panting, Mal’s weight pressing me down into the mattress though he’s still inside me.

      “I love you, Juno,” he says. “I knew it before you moved into this house. My body and soul knew before my mind did, that you were mine, and I had to have you.”

      Reaching up, I trace the line of my brand-new necklace with my finger. Smiling. “I’m yours,” I tell him. “And I love you too.”
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      “Keep your eyes closed,” I say.

      Juno laughs, and I savor the sound. “They are closed, I swear.”

      Her hand is in mine, and I guide her over the threshold. I have the exact angle that I want her to see this from. It’s all planned out. Through a few rooms I guide her, and she’s good. She doesn’t peek.

      I position her so that she can see several rooms at once, and then get out of the way. “Okay,” I say, letting go of her hand. “Now.”

      Juno opens her eyes. “Where are we?” she asks looking around.

      “Well,” I say. “If you like it, this is our new apartment.”

      Her eyes widen and she looks around the empty space with a brand-new assessment. “Are you serious?”

      “Yes,” I laugh. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      She shakes her head. “Because you love Granite House and it’s your family legacy.”

      “I do love Granite House. But I love you more than a house, and I think Evan will be an excellent leader after I’m gone. Besides,” I say, pulling her in to me. “I think the guys are a little tired of hearing me fuck you.”

      Predictably, Juno blushes. All this time and she still hasn’t lost that razor thin trigger that makes her cheeks turn pink. And I’ve turned her into a screamer. I know the guys hear us. “We could move from being a couple who terrorize housemates to a couple who terrorize their downstairs neighbors.”

      Wrapping her in my arms, her hands start to explore me. We’ve both been so crazed with finals that we’ve fallen into bed and immediately asleep at the end of the day and have barely had a chance to touch each other the past couple of weeks. Which makes my cock very interested in the way her hands are sliding up my back. “What made you think to do this, though?”

      “I want to make a home with you,” I say. “I want to weave our lives together so there’s no chance we could be apart. It was time. What do you think?”

      She steps away and wanders around the place. Spacious and open plan, it has a lot of natural light and a pretty view of the campus out the large windows. “I think it’s perfect.”

      I walk up behind her as she takes in the view, and I trace the line of the choker around her neck. I love to do that now, as it reminds her of what she is to me. It’s the same chain that I gave her months ago. Now there are three tiny beads on it that say pet.

      This works for us, even if it’s strange for other people. And the fact that I could order her to take her clothes off right now and bend over still brings me a rush of arousal that nearly leaves me dizzy. Mostly from all the blood leaving my brain and flowing to my cock.

      “I’m glad,” I say. “I want everything to be perfect.”

      “When can we move in?” she asks, grinning. “This is going to be amazing.”

      I hold up the key dangling from my fingers. “It’s already ours.”

      Juno gasps. “How did you know that I would say yes?”

      “Because I know you, pet,” I say, snagging her around the waist while she giggles. “And we can move in any time.”

      “So what are we waiting for?” she asks. “We should do it tomorrow.”

      “I think we should do it slowly,” I say. “Over a week or so.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “Why?”

      “Because I have plans for this place while it’s empty.”

      Juno is smirking at me, green eyes sparkling. “Am I going to like these plans?”

      “I think you are, pet. Because we’re going to make use of every one of these surfaces before we move in. Starting now.”

      Her pupils dilate. “Every one?”

      “Every one.”

      “Wow.”

      I walk to the front door, which I left open while I was guiding her through, and I close it. “Clothes off,” I holler.

      “Which surface are we using first?” she asks, pulling her dress up over her head.

      I grin, stroking my fingers down her cheek. “First, we need to remember who we are,” I say. “And that means I need you on your knees. For practice.”

      The breath in Juno’s chest speeds up. She loves practicing, and I love watching her sink to her knees in front of me. Her nipples are already hard, and she’s only wearing her necklace. She’s so goddamn sexy that I stiffen to full hardness before she even has my belt undone.

      Reaching down, I lift her chin so that she meets my eyes. “All of me,” I say. “No exceptions.”

      She smirks. “Of course not.”

      “I love you, pet,” I say, weaving my fingers into her hair.

      Juno laughs as I guide her mouth to my cock. “You’d better.”

      I raise an eyebrow, and her answering smile is brilliant. “I love you too.”

      And together, we start the first day of our new life.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Want a steamy high school enemies to lovers romance? Check out MY SWEET BULLY!

      

      Prairie is supposed to be Max’s enemy. He wants to hate her. But he can’t fight his attraction to her. No matter how much he wants to stay away—he wants Prairie more.

      

      Read the blurb below!

      

      Want to be the first to learn when a new title is released? Follow me on Amazon!

      

      
        My Sweet Bully Blurb

        

        Bully. That's what I am to her.
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