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The door slammed behind them hard enough to rattle the glass.

Rick spun on Kyle, jaw tight. “You’ve got two days. Two. And if you don’t walk in there, shake his hand, and apologize, we’re done. Principle’s ready to throw the book at you.”

Kyle kicked the leg of the chair in front of him, sending it scraping across the floor. “I’m not apologizing for something I didn’t start.”

“Didn’t start?” Rick’s voice shot up, then dropped into a sharp whisper. “The guy’s nose looked like a crime scene, Kyle. You think anyone cares who threw the first punch when you’re the one standing over him?”

Kyle’s fingers raked through his hair, gripping hard. “He came at me, Rick. I swear. Started running his mouth about Mia—”

Rick threw up a hand. “Jesus, you’re gonna say her name out loud like that? You want the whole damn college connecting the dots?”

Kyle’s mouth tightened. “You think I wanted this? I was just trying to walk past him. He shoved me. Called her—” He cut himself off, his knuckles whitening as he clenched his fists. “I’m not letting anyone talk about her like that.”

Rick stepped in close, so close Kyle could feel the heat coming off him. “This isn’t about chivalry. This is about you either eating a little pride or explaining to a judge why you broke a guy’s face. You think Mia’s gonna be impressed when you’re suspended, maybe expelled?”

Kyle dropped his gaze to the floor, chewing at the inside of his cheek. “I didn’t even hit him that hard...”

Rick barked a laugh with no humor in it. “Yeah, tell that to the hospital bill.”

Silence stretched, thick enough to choke on. Outside the window, a couple of freshmen darted past, their voices high with gossip. Kyle finally muttered, “Two days, huh?”

“Two days,” Rick said. “Then it’s not the principal you’ll be answering to.”

Kyle leaned back against the desk, arms crossed. “You seriously want me to stand there and apologize to that prick? In front of everyone? Our final year, Rick. You know what that’ll look like.”

Rick dragged a hand down his face. “It’s not about pride, man. It’s about not blowing this year to hell.”

“She’s been there for us every damn time,” Kyle said, voice tight. “Exams, attendance, hell—half our assignments have her handwriting on them. And I’m just supposed to stand there while some asshole spits her name like that?”

Rick’s jaw flexed, but he didn’t argue.

“You’d have done the same,” Kyle pressed. “Don’t tell me you wouldn’t.”

Rick met his eyes and let out a slow breath. “Yeah... maybe I would’ve. Doesn’t change the fact that we’re screwed if this goes sideways. Principal’s already looking for a reason. You’ve seen how he treats us.”

Kyle’s head dropped for a second, then lifted. “So what—just roll over?”

“No,” Rick said, a flicker of resolve in his tone. “We get ahead of it. If this guy’s talking court, we talk to someone who knows the game.”

Kyle’s brow lifted. “Legal help?”

Rick nodded. “If we’re gonna fight, we don’t do it alone. I’m not letting you tank everything over this, even if I get why you did it.”

For the first time all day, Kyle’s shoulders eased. “Alright. But I’m not apologizing to him.”

Rick smirked without humor. “Good. Saves me from having to watch you choke on it.”

The door banged open, and Mia strode in, her bag still hanging from one shoulder. “What the hell were you thinking, Kyle?”

Kyle didn’t even look up from the chair he’d sunk into. “Morning to you too.”

“Don’t start,” she snapped. “You’re about to graduate, and you go around breaking noses? For what? Some garbage he said? Scum always say shit—ignore it.”

Kyle’s head came up, eyes hard. “About you, Mia. I’m supposed to just let that slide?”

“Yes,” she shot back. “Because it’s not worth tanking your degree over!”

Rick stepped in before Kyle could fire back. “Mia, don’t. I’d have done the same thing.”

Her glare swung to him. “That doesn’t make it smart.”

“Doesn’t make it wrong, either,” Rick said evenly. “You weren’t there. He didn’t just talk—he got in Kyle’s face.”

Mia shook her head, muttering something under her breath, then dropped into the seat opposite them. “So now what? Principal breathing down your necks?”

“Two days to make it right, or he pushes for expulsion,” Rick said. “We’re not just gonna sit and take it—we’re getting legal help.”

That stopped her. She studied them both for a beat, then pulled her phone out. “Fine. You want legal help? Call Miss Sinclair. She’s sharp, hates bullies, and owes me a favor.”

She scrolled, hit a contact, then held out the phone to Kyle. “Here. Number’s in there. Don’t waste her time.”

Kyle took it, eyebrows raised. “Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me,” Mia said, standing again. “Just don’t be an idiot twice in one week.”
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The receptionist barely glanced up from her screen. “Miss Sinclair will be with you in about ten minutes. You can have a seat.”

They dropped into the leather chairs by the wall. Kyle leaned over. “You did take an appointment, right?”

Rick smirked. “Yeah. Trust me, I’m not forgetting that voice anytime soon. Sweet. Sultry. Like she could talk you into selling your soul and thank her for it.”

Kyle rolled his eyes. “Don’t fuck this up, Rick. We need her for the case, not for you to start drooling.”

“I can multitask,” Rick muttered, grinning.

The door to the inner office swung open, and conversation died in the room.

She stepped out like she owned the air. Dark pencil skirt hugging her hips, blouse straining against heavy, ripe curves that looked ready to spill if she took a deep breath. Her waist nipped in just enough to make the swell of her hips dangerous—full, lush, promising trouble. Every step had that slow, deliberate roll, her ass swaying like she was measuring the effect in real time.

Rick’s mouth actually parted. Kyle just stared, caught off guard.

Miss Sinclair’s gaze skimmed the room, landing on them with the faintest curve of a smile—just enough to feel like it was meant only for them.

“Mr. Carson, Mr. Hale?” she said, voice exactly as Rick remembered. “Let’s talk.”

Kyle and Rick followed Miss Sinclair down the polished hallway, her heels clicking like a heartbeat they couldn’t ignore. Her hips swayed with every step, skirt clinging to curves that left both of them unsettled. Rick’s gaze lingered on her boots, tracing the smooth press of leather to the floor, feeling it deep in his chest. Kyle tried to focus, but her presence was magnetic.

Inside her office, she gestured to the chairs. “Tell me everything.”

Rick leaned forward. “Kyle got into a fight. Some guy talking shit about Mia. He shoved Kyle—next thing, guy’s on the floor.”

He faltered, noticing how Miss Sinclair’s blouse clung to her heavy curves, the subtle sway of her chest, the tilt of her hips as she listened.

“And now the principal?” she prompted, voice low, teasing.

“Two days to apologize or face expulsion,” Rick said. “But Kyle was defending Mia—she’s helped us through everything this year.”

Kyle’s hands tightened in his lap. “I... I’m not apologizing.”

Miss Sinclair leaned back, every curve deliberate, gaze sharp. “Good. You could’ve called me first. Saved the drama.”

Rick opened his mouth, stopped by her raised hand.

“I’ll go to the college tomorrow,” she said, letting the sway of her hips punctuate each word. “Talk to the principal. You won’t have to apologize in front of anyone. Not in front of the campus.”

Kyle exhaled, relief and awe mixing. “You’d really do that?”

Her smile was slow, teasing, dangerous. “Of course. But be smart, not just strong.”

Rick whistled low. Kyle could only stare, caught in the orbit of her presence—every glance, every movement a command they didn’t want to resist.

“So,” she said, leaning back fully, “I’ll be at the college tomorrow. Don’t make me wait.”

Kyle nodded. Rick grinned, both aware the goddess in front of them held all the power.

Kyle and Rick stepped out of the office, the hallway feeling suddenly too small. Rick let out a low whistle.

“You could’ve called me directly,” Rick said, grinning. “But... how the fuck does she even know you?”

Kyle smirked, leaning against the wall. “Stepfather’s ex.”

Rick’s eyes practically bugged out. “No fucking way. Your stepfather... had this goddess? Jesus, man, the luck—no, scratch that—the sin he got away with. She’s built to ruin a man’s focus. I mean—” he waved a hand at nothing, voice dropping filthy, “look at her. Those tits, that ass, that sway... the way she moves... your stepfather actually got to fuck her?”

Kyle rolled his eyes, hiding a grin. “Yeah, well, someone had to survive it. Lucky him, I guess. You’re welcome for the mental images.”

Rick groaned, leaning back against the wall, hands over his face. “Damn, Kyle. I’ll never get that out of my head. That goddess, your stepfather... filthy, lucky bastard. You better not screw this up tomorrow, or I swear I’m gonna lose it thinking about her.”

Kyle chuckled, shaking his head. “Focus, Rick. We’ve got bigger shit than fantasizing about Miss Sinclair.”

Rick smirked anyway. “Yeah... but come on, man. Stepdad fucked a goddess. That’s just obscene.”

Kyle laughed, muttering, “Obscene, yeah—but maybe that’s why she owes me a favour.”
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Kyle and Rick waited in the college lobby, tension high, until Miss Sinclair swept through the doors. Professional suit, pencil skirt, heels clicking, but every curve—her bust, hips, sway—sent a low, unignorable pulse through Rick. He kept trying not to stare.

Kyle straightened. “Morning, Miss Sinclair.”

“Morning, Kyle,” she said, with a slow, teasing smile that made Rick’s jaw tighten. Without
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