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	Part 1

Westwood University was always goddamn jungle on Friday night, tonight was no exception. The Palms House courtyard lit up like a Coachella wet dream, fairy lights tangled in palm trees casting a neon glow over a writhing mass of horny coeds. The “Freaky Friday” party was a full-on shitshow, bodies packed tighter than a Venice Beach boardwalk, the air thick with weed smoke so potent you could get high just breathing, mixed with the sour tang of IPAs and the chemical burn of mango-flavored vapes. Some overplayed Post Malone track blared from a Bluetooth speaker the size of a Mini Cooper, the bass thumping hard enough to rattle your balls. 

Jaxon Reed, a junior with a grin that could make panties drop faster than a TikTok goes viral, was posted up against a palm tree, red Solo cup sloshing with piss-warm beer. His dick was on a mission tonight, locked onto Sienna Cruz, a senior with an ass so perfect it could make the 405 crash and burn, shaking it in a crop top that was basically a neon billboard screaming *fuck me stupid*.

Sienna was Jaxon’s latest conquest, their fling sparking a few weeks back when a bio study sesh in the library stacks turned into a tongue-wrestling marathon, her nails raking his back so hard he still jerked off thinking about the marks. She caught him staring across the quad, her dark hair flipping like she was in a goddamn L’Oréal ad, and strutted over, jasmine perfume hitting him like a Molotov cocktail to the groin. 

“What’s good, Jaxon? You dancing, or just jacking off with your eyes?” she purred, hips swaying like she was auditioning for a Cardi B video. 

Jaxon smirked, yanking her close, his free hand grazing the curve of her waist. 

“Only if you let me lead, babe,” he shot back, their bodies locking like puzzle pieces, grinding so dirty the RA would’ve called the LAPD if she wasn’t already three Jell-O shots deep, giggling with some frat bro in a corner. 

Sienna’s tits pressed against his chest, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, “You better bring it, Reed, or I’m finding someone who will.” 

His cock twitched like it had its own heartbeat, already picturing her bent over her dorm bed tomorrow night.

The courtyard was a fucking zoo, a sweaty tangle of bodies moving to the music like they were all one bad decision away from a viral sex tape. A group of sorority girls in glittery tube tops were twerking or trying to, near the keg, their shrilly laughter bypassing even the bass, while a couple of stoner dudes passed a joint, their eyes redder than the Solo cups littering the ground. The palm trees swayed in the warm LA breeze, their fronds brushing against the fairy lights, casting shadows that danced across the crowd like some artsy Instagram filter. 

Jaxon and Sienna were in their own world, her nails digging into his shoulders as they moved, her hips rolling against his in a way that made his jeans feel like a prison. The heat was unreal, LA summer nights didn’t fuck around, and apparently neither did Sienna, her lips brushed his jaw, teasing him with the promise of what was coming if he played his cards right. He could feel the sweat beading on her lower back, slick under his fingers, and it took every ounce of self-control not to drag her into the nearest dorm bathroom and fuck her against the sink.

Over by the keg, Lila Monroe was clocking the whole scene, a sophomore with a leather skirt so tight it was practically molded to her body and a tank top cut so low it screamed I dare you to look. She sipped her vodka soda, eyes slicing through the crowd like a laser, catching every sloppy make-out and spilled drink. Jaxon’s rep was campus legend, cocky as fuck, couldn’t drive for shit, but supposedly hung like a porn star and knew how to use it. Lila didn’t give a fuck… or so she told herself, but the way her thighs clenched when Jaxon’s gaze flicked her way said otherwise. 

He lingered too long, eyes stripping her bare like he was mentally fucking her against the keg. She raised her cup, lips curling into a smirk.

“Don’t trip over your dick, Reed,” she shouted, loud enough for her friend to snort, but her mind was already wandering to how his hands would feel yanking that skirt up.  She shook it off, tossing her auburn hair and turning to flirt with a random lacrosse dude, but Jaxon’s stare was a heat-seeking missile, and she was the goddamn target. Two birds one stone.

The lacrosse dude, Chad or Brad or some basic-ass name, was droning on about his last game, but Lila’s attention kept drifting back to Jaxon and Sienna, who were practically dry-humping in plain sight. Chad’s hand grazed her ass, and she swatted it away without breaking eye contact with Jaxon, who raised an eyebrow like he was taking fucking notes. Lila’s smirk widened, she loved playing games, and Jaxon was looking like a worthy opponent. She leaned into Chad just enough to make Jaxon’s jaw tighten, her hips swaying to the music, the leather skirt riding up to flash a hint of thigh that had half the quad staring. 

“You’re playing with fire, girl,” her friend Maya whispered, passing her another vodka soda. 

“Jaxon’s Sienna’s, and she doesn’t share.” Lila snorted, downing half the drink. 

“Sienna can keep her toy. I’m just window-shopping… for now.” 

But the way her pulse raced when Jaxon’s eyes locked on hers said she was already imagining him tearing that skirt off with his teeth.

***

The party was damn near spiraling into chaos now, Solo cups crunching underfoot like autumn leaves, some Sigma Chi bro projectile-vomiting into a bush while his boys cheered like it was the goddamn Super Bowl. A group of freshmen near the speaker were chanting “Shots! Shots! Shots!” like they’d invented tequila, their voices slurring as they passed around a bottle of Jose Cuervo that looked like it’d been stolen from a gas station. The RA, a senior named Tiffany with a stick up her ass, was nowhere to be seen, probably sucking face with that frat bro in the shadows, her clipboard forgotten. Such joy. 

Jaxon and Sienna slipped into a dark corner of the courtyard, tucked behind a palm tree where the fairy lights didn’t quite reach. Her lips were on his neck, sucking hard enough to leave hickeys he’d be explaining for days, her hands tugging at his belt like she was ready to fuck him right there. Jaxon’s fingers slid under her crop top, palming her tits like they were the Holy fucking Grail, her nipples hard as bullets against his thumbs. 

“Goddamn, Sienna, I mean don’t slow down, not even for sweet ‘ol me” he growled, her teeth grazing his earlobe, sending a jolt straight to his cock. It was hotter than a Death Valley noon, the kind of heat that made you forget your own name.

Sienna’s hands were everywhere, down his chest, teasing the waistband of his jeans, her nails scraping just enough to make him hiss. 

“You keep this up, we’re not making it to your dorm,” Jaxon muttered, his voice rough, his dick so hard it was practically begging for parole. She laughed, her lips brushing his jaw. 

“Patience, Reed. You want this pussy, you earn it.” 

She ground against him, her thigh pressing against his erection, and he nearly lost it right there, the crowd fading to a blur of noise and neon. He could smell her floral perfume, mixed with the salt of her sweat, and it was driving him fucking insane. His hands slid lower, cupping her ass through her skin-tight jeans, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. He groaned into her neck and she smirked, knowing she had him by the balls.

***

Across the quad, Lila was getting bored with Chad’s bullshit, his hands were too grabby and his breath reeked of cheap whiskey. She ditched him mid-sentence, weaving through the crowd to the makeshift bar, a folding table covered in sticky liquor bottles and half-empty mixers. She poured herself another vodka soda, her eyes flicking back to Jaxon and Sienna’s little corner show. They were practically fucking with their clothes on, and Lila’s stomach twisted with a mix of jealousy and raw curiosity.  She’d heard the rumors about Jaxon, how he’d made Sienna scream so loud in the library stacks the janitor thought someone was getting murdered. Lila wasn’t one to chase sloppy seconds, but the way Jaxon’s hands moved, confident and rough, made her wonder what he’d do if she gave him a shot. She leaned against the bar, her leather skirt creaking as she shifted, and caught Jaxon’s eye again. This time, she didn’t look away, her lips parting slightly, daring him to make a move.

 

Jaxon felt Lila’s stare like a brand, his skin prickling even as Sienna’s tongue traced his collarbone. He glanced over, and fuck, Lila was a vision, those eyes promised trouble whil that skirt begged to be ripped off. He wasn’t stupid, Sienna was his girl, at least for now, but Lila was a wildcard, and his dick was all about wildcards tonight. Sienna noticed his distraction, pulling back to follow his gaze. 

“You eyeing Monroe?” she snapped, her voice sharp enough to cut glass. Jaxon grinned, playing it cool. 

“Just checking out the competition, babe. You’re still the main event.” 

Sienna rolled her eyes but didn’t pull away, her hand sliding down to grip his cock through his jeans, making him choke on his breathe. 

“Better fucking act like it,” she said, squeezing just hard enough to make his vision blur.

***

The music switched to a Travis Scott track, the bass so heavy it felt like the ground was shaking. The crowd roared, bodies surging toward the center of the quad, a mosh pit forming as some dude in a Lakers jersey started crowd-surfing, only to crash-land on a pile of cups. Jaxon and Sienna were caught in the chaos, the crowd pushing them closer until her body was flush against his, her breath hot on his neck. 

“Let’s get out of here,” she whispered.

Jaxon didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed her hand, weaving through the drunken throng, dodging a girl puking into a planter and a couple making out so hard they were practically horizontal. They ducked into Palms House, the cool air of the lobby hitting them like a slap after the sweaty quad. The stairwell was dim, the fluorescent lights flickering, and Sienna pulled him into a corner by the vending machines, her lips crashing into his with a hunger that made his knees weak.

They were all over each other, hands fumbling, breaths ragged. Jaxon pinned her against the wall, his mouth on hers, tasting vodka and jasmine as her tongue fought his for dominance. Her crop top was halfway up her chest now, his hands cupping her tits, thumbs circling her nipples until she moaned into his mouth. She gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist as he lifted her, the wall cold against her back. His cock was screaming, trapped in his jeans, and he ground against her, the friction making him see stars. 

 

“You want it right here?” he growled, his hand sliding down to pop the button on her jeans. She laughed, breathless, but before she could answer, her phone buzzed again, pulling it out of her back pocket, she saw it was a reminder from the fucking RA, Tiffany, with her



























