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Friday, October 17th. The air on Virginia Tech’s campus carried that first real bite of autumn, sharp enough to make the girls pull cardigans over their crop tops and the frat boys swap tanks for flannels. The Drillfield was still lit gold by the setting sun when Ethan Hargrove jogged down the steps of his dorm in his favorite gray Virginia Tech Basketball hoodie (sleeves pushed to the elbow, the maroon “VT” stretched tight across his chest) and a pair of perfectly broken-in white Nike Air Force 1s, size 12, the leather creased just barely.

At 6'6" and 220 pounds of lean muscle, he moved like someone who had never once doubted the world would get out of his way. Girls turned to watch the easy roll of his shoulders; guys nodded “what’s good” because that was the required tax for sharing oxygen with the starting power forward. Ethan’s dark-blond hair was still damp from the shower, curling slightly at the nape of his neck. He smelled like the team’s eucalyptus body wash and whatever overpriced cologne he’d stolen from his roommate.

Samantha Ellis was waiting exactly where she said she would be: leaning against the passenger door of his lifted black Silverado, arms folded under a soft cream cardigan, dark hair spilling over one shoulder. She had a canvas tote slung across her body (probably three books inside, maybe a fourth started) and a shy half-smile that made her look younger than twenty-one. Her jeans were high-waisted, vintage Levi’s she’d found at a thrift store in Roanoke, and her sneakers were scuffed white Converse that had once belonged to one of her friends before she’d claimed them because “they’re comfier than any girl shoe I own.” 

Ethan grinned when he saw her, that lazy, lopsided grin that had talked her out of her panties the first time in under six weeks of dating. “Hey, baby.” He dropped his duffel in the truck bed, leaned down, and kissed her like he always did (possessive, a little too much tongue for public, one big hand sliding down to cup her ass through denim). Samantha let him. She even tilted her head so he could deepen it, fingers curling into the soft cotton at his waist.

When he finally pulled back, her lips were swollen and her cheeks flushed. She looked exactly like the good girl who still got butterflies when her hot jock boyfriend kissed her in front of half the campus.

Exactly like that.

“You ready?” she asked, voice soft.

“Always ready for you,” Ethan said, waggling his brows in a way that would have been sleazy on anyone else but somehow worked on him. He opened the passenger door for her (he still did that, at least when people were watching) and then rounded to the driver’s side.

Samantha climbed in, knees together, tote in her lap. As Ethan started the engine (country rap thumping low through twelve-inch subs), she reached over and laced her fingers through his free hand. Her thumb traced the calluses he got from dribbling endless hours in the gym.

“I really appreciate you doing this with me,” she said. “I know abandoned buildings aren’t your thing.”

He shrugged, reversing out of the spot with one hand. “You said it’s for your photography final, right? Gotta get those creepy aesthetic shots for your portfolio.” He flashed another grin. “Besides, I like when you get all artsy and intense. It’s cute.”

She smiled back, small and secretive. “You have no idea how intense it’s about to get.”

Ethan laughed, thinking she was flirting. He turned the music up and pulled onto Prices Fork Road, heading west, away from campus lights and toward the county roads that dissolved into pine forest and rusted grain silos.

Samantha watched the streetlights slide over his sharp jawline and felt nothing but cold, bright clarity.

Three nights earlier she had been sitting cross-legged on his dorm bed while he showered after practice. His phone had buzzed on the nightstand (once, twice, six times). She’d only meant to silence it. The lock-screen preview was enough.

em💕 (tennis racket emoji): can’t wait to feel you again big guy em💕: bring that hoodie I like... smells like you em💕: delete these after you read 😉

Then a photo: Emily Carter in the tennis locker room mirror, sports bra tugged down, perky little tits out, tongue touching her upper lip, caption: for your eyes only.

Samantha had stared at the screen until it went dark. Then she’d opened the thread (months of it). Dates that matched nights Ethan had told her he was “stuck in film study.” Locations: the tennis house, his truck, once even the equipment room under the coliseum. There were videos, too (short, shaky clips of Emily on her knees in that same gray hoodie, mouth stretched wide around Ethan’s cock while he groaned “good girl” like he sometimes groaned it to Samantha).

She had forwarded everything to herself, deleted the evidence, and put the phone back exactly where it had been. When Ethan came out of the shower with a towel low on his hips, water still dripping down the V of his abs, she had smiled, pulled him down onto the bed, and ridden him until he was shaking and begging. She’d come twice, biting his shoulder hard enough to bruise, whispering “mine” against his skin while he panted her name like a prayer.

He’d fallen asleep smug and sated.

She had lain awake until 4 a.m., researching.

The building she was taking him to didn’t appear on any official campus map. You found it through a certain thread on a certain private subreddit, if you knew the keywords. The people who ran it didn’t advertise. They simply required a deposit, a signed NDA, and a reason. Samantha’s reason had been concise:

He deserves it.

Now, as Ethan’s truck ate up the dark miles, Samantha let her head rest against the cool window and watched the pine trees blur past. Her pulse was steady, almost meditative. She felt the weight of the burner phone in her cardigan pocket (the one with the single contact labeled only “Lab.”) She felt the tiny remote fob taped beneath the passenger seat that would disable Ethan’s truck the moment they arrived (just in case he tried to bolt).

Twenty more minutes.

She reached over and trailed her fingers up the inside of Ethan’s thigh, high enough that he sucked in a breath and the truck swerved slightly.

“Careful, baby,” he laughed, voice already rough. “You start that and I’m pulling over.”

Samantha smiled against the glass, sweet as ever.

“Soon,” she said.

Behind her reflection in the window, the last lights of Blacksburg disappeared. Ahead, there was only darkness and the low, industrial silhouette waiting exactly where the directions promised.

She squeezed his thigh once (gentle, reassuring) and felt the strong muscle flex under her palm.

Ethan Hargrove had no idea that in less than an hour he would step out of those size 12 Nikes for the last time, that the body currently filling the driver’s seat with effortless, masculine confidence was already condemned.

All he knew was that his quiet little girlfriend wanted to take some moody photos in an abandoned building, and he was happy to play along.

Samantha closed her eyes and let the truck carry them both into the night.

The gravel access road ended in a chain-link gate that looked abandoned until you noticed the discreet camera pod tracking their approach. Ethan slowed the Silverado, headlights sweeping over rusted corrugated walls and a single floodlight that snapped on the moment the truck crossed an invisible sensor. The gate rolled aside on silent tracks.

“Yo, this place is legit creepy,” Ethan laughed, but his knuckles were pale on the steering wheel. “You sure your professor isn’t setting you up for some found-footage horror project?”

Samantha said nothing, just unbuckled and reached for her tote. The burner phone in her cardigan pocket buzzed once (confirmation). She slipped it out, thumbed a single check-mark emoji, and tucked it away again.

Ethan killed the engine. The sudden silence was enormous, broken only by cicadas and the faint metallic tick of cooling exhaust. He came around to open her door (habit), offering one big hand. She took it, letting him pull her down from the cab. The gravel bit into the thin soles of her Converse, and she deliberately stumbled so he had to steady her, his palm sliding to the small of her back exactly where he liked to rest it when he felt protective.

Floodlights painted the lot in cold white. The building was longer than it was tall, a forgotten fabrication plant from the eighties, windows painted black from the inside. A single steel door stood open, light spilling out in a perfect rectangle.

Inside
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