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The air was crisp that night, the kind of April chill that sneaks under your skin if you’re not moving fast enough. I was strolling back from the library, my New Balance 574s scuffing the pavement in that satisfying way they do when you’ve broken them in just right. My tennis team sweatshirt hung loose over my shoulders, the orange Princeton logo stretched across my chest like a badge of honor. Sweatpants swished with every step, the drawstring bouncing against my thigh. I’d just finished a paper for my poli-sci class—nailed it, too, because that’s what I do. Above average student, above average athlete, above average everything. The world’s been good to me, and I’ve been good to it. Or so I thought.

My phone buzzed in my pocket as I cut through the quad, the old brick buildings looming like silent judges in the dark. It was probably one of the guys from the team, ready to hear about how I’d aced another assignment while still finding time to juggle Amber and that hot little sophomore I’d been sneaking around with. I smirked, picturing their faces when I’d dropped the details at practice yesterday—how she’d practically begged me to stay over, how I’d slipped out before dawn and left her wanting more. Amber didn’t need to know. She was gorgeous, sure, with those sharp green eyes and a body that could stop traffic, but a guy like me? I’m not built for monogamy. I’m Shawn fucking Haverford, heir to a family name that opens doors and a serve that’s been clocked at 120 miles an hour. I’m the whole package.

The library was a good mile from my dorm, but I liked the walk. Gave me time to think, to bask in the glow of being me. The campus was quiet, just the rustle of leaves and the occasional drunk undergrad stumbling home. I was halfway across Nassau Street when I heard it—a low rumble, tires on asphalt, coming up fast. I turned my head just as a black van screeched to a stop beside me, the side door sliding open with a metallic groan. My first thought was, What the hell? My second was cut off by hands—small but strong—grabbing my arms and yanking me inside.

I hit the floor of the van hard, my shoulder slamming into something metal, maybe a seat frame. “Hey, what the fuck—” I started, but a knee pressed into my back, pinning me down. The door slammed shut, and the van lurched forward, tires squealing again. My heart jackhammered in my chest, adrenaline spiking as I thrashed against whoever was holding me. “Get off me, you psycho—”

“Shut up, Shawn.” That voice. Sharp, cold, like a blade sliding between my ribs. I froze, my breath catching. Amber. My girlfriend Amber. I twisted my head, trying to see her in the dim light filtering through the tinted windows. She was crouched over me, her blonde hair pulled back tight, those green eyes glinting with something dangerous. Behind her, three other figures—her friends, I realized. Tara, with her dark curls and a smirk that could curdle milk. Jess, the quiet one, her glasses catching the faint glow. And Riley, the tall one, who was already digging into a duffel bag like she was on a mission.

“Amber, what the hell is this?” I tried to sound pissed, authoritative, but my voice cracked at the end. Not good. She didn’t answer, just nodded to Tara, who grabbed my wrists and started wrapping them with something—duct tape, I think, from the sticky rip of it. I bucked again, but Riley’s knee dug deeper into my spine, and Jess was on my legs now, holding me still. Four against one, and I’m not exactly small—six feet, lean muscle from years on the court—but they had me pinned like a damn butterfly.

“You’ve been busy, haven’t you?” Amber finally said, her tone dripping with venom. She leaned closer, her face inches from mine, and I could smell her perfume—something floral and sharp, the same scent that used to drive me wild. Now it made my stomach twist. “Bragging to your little tennis buddies about your side piece. What was it you said? ‘Amber’s hot, but I need variety’? Real classy, Shawn.”

My mouth went dry. How did she—? The guys. One of those idiots must’ve blabbed, or she’d overheard, or... shit, it didn’t matter. She knew. I forced a laugh, trying to play it off. “Babe, come on, you’re overreacting. It’s just guy talk, you know how it is—”

Her hand cracked across my face, a slap so hard my ears rang. “Don’t ‘babe’ me, you arrogant prick.” Her voice was low now, controlled, and that scared me more than the hit. “You think you’re untouchable, don’t you? Golden boy from the big house, tennis star, God’s gift to Princeton. Well, guess what? Your reign’s over.”

The van jolted, turning a corner, and I caught a glimpse of streetlights flashing by. We were off campus now, heading somewhere I didn’t recognize. My mind raced, trying to piece together a plan—talk my way out, charm her, anything. “Amber, listen, I’m sorry, okay? I messed up, I’ll make it right—”

“Too late,” Tara cut in, her smirk widening as she tightened the tape around my wrists. “You’re gonna learn what happens when you fuck with the wrong girl.”

Riley pulled something else from the bag—a black hood, I realized with a jolt of panic. “Wait, no—” I started, but she shoved it over my head, plunging me into darkness. The fabric was rough against my face, smelling faintly of sweat and gasoline. I yelled, muffled now, my voice bouncing back at me. The van slowed, then stopped, and I heard doors opening, cool air rushing in. Hands hauled me up, dragging me out onto what felt like gravel. My sneakers crunched under me, but I couldn’t get my footing—they were moving too fast, pulling me along.

A door creaked open, and I was shoved inside, the air shifting to something warmer, stale. An apartment, maybe? The hood came off, and I blinked against the harsh light of a living room—peeling paint, mismatched furniture, a rug that looked like it hadn’t been cleaned in years. Amber stood in front of me, arms crossed, her friends fanning out around her like a pack of wolves. My wrists were still bound, my shirt rumpled, and my sweatpants sagged where Riley had yanked at the drawstring. I tried to stand taller, to look like I wasn’t rattled, but my pulse was hammering so loud I swore they could hear it.

“Welcome to your reckoning, Shawn,” Amber said, her lips curling into a smile that promised nothing good. “You’re ours tonight.”
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The apartment smelled like cheap candles and stale beer, a far cry from the polished wood and leather of my family’s estate back in Connecticut. I stood there, wrists taped behind me, sweat prickling under my tennis team hoodie as Amber’s words hung in the air like a guillotine blade: You’re ours tonight. My chest tightened, but I forced my face into something resembling defiance. I wasn’t about to let her see me sweat—not yet. I was Shawn Haverford, for Christ’s sake. I’d talked my way out of worse than this. At least, that’s what I told myself.

Amber stepped closer, her green eyes locked on mine, and I caught that floral-sharp scent again, twisting my gut in a way I couldn’t quite place. “You’ve got a lot to answer for,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, like she was savoring every syllable. “And we’re gonna make sure you feel every bit of it.”

“Amber, come on,” I started, aiming for that smooth, charming tone that usually got me out of trouble. “This is crazy. Let’s just talk—”

“Talk?” Tara cut in, her dark curls bouncing as she laughed. She was leaning against the arm of a ratty couch, arms crossed, her smirk sharp enough to draw blood. “Oh, we’ve heard plenty of your talking already. What was it you told Mike? ‘Amber’s clueless, man, I’ve got her wrapped around my finger’?”

My stomach
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