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      “Are you coming over tonight?” my best friend, Allie, asked me over the phone.

      We were supposed to study for our Biology test in a couple days because Mr. Barnes gave the worst exams on the entire planet. But I didn’t want to head over to her house yet. I was tired, horny, and damn addicted to … doing something that I shouldn’t. If Als found out—hell, if anyone found out—I would be the laughingstock of the senior class. And that was the last thing I wanted to be.

      Staring out my bedroom window, I watched Mom drive off to her late shift at the hospital and locked my bedroom door in case Dad came home early. He always stayed at his company way past six p.m., so I didn’t think I had to worry. I just … nobody could find out anything about what I did.

      “Hellllo?”

      “I’ll be there in two hours,” I said, opening my laptop.

      “Two hours?” Als asked. “What are you doing?”

      “Nothing!” I said, heart racing in excitement. “Love you!”

      And with that, I ended the call, slammed my phone down on the table, and signed into the Discord app on my computer under the name Rosy—definitely not my real name because I didn’t want anyone to know the real me. If anyone at school found out that I was so desperate for a guy’s attention that I had … maybe cammed once or twice and had been chatting with some guys online for months, I would be done for.

      It was just so fucking fun to watch a guy get all hot and bothered because of me.

      I didn’t get that kind of attention at school. Ever.

      Scrolling through my Friends list, I clenched when I saw a green circle pop up next to Chris’s name. I didn’t think people called him Chris in real life, but that was who he was to me, just like I was Rosy to him.

      Chris: You wanna chat?

      After sucking in a sharp breath, I pulled my vibrator out of my desk drawer and adjusted my crop top, so I showed a little bit of cleavage. My chest was so small, but something was better than nothing. And Chris liked it, so I didn’t mind.

      Me: I can’t talk all night, but YES. <3

      When an incoming call from Chris popped up onto the screen, I tilted the camera down just enough to where he would only be able to see everything south of my nose and clicked Accept, adrenaline coursing through my veins at the thought of watching him jerk off to me for the fourth night in a row this week.

      Stretched out on his bed, Chris appeared on the screen with his taut abdomen flexed hard and tattoos crawling up the side of his rib cage. His face was hidden outside of the camera angle, just as mine was, and his cock was rock fucking hard.

      I pressed my thighs together at the sight of him, warmth pooling between my legs. Chris leaned forward slightly, taking his dick in his hand and slowly stroking it already.

      “Rosy, you look so sexy tonight,” he purred, his husky voice drifting into my ears.

      “I’ve been thinking about seeing you all day,” I said, slipping a hand between my legs to rub my clit through my panties.

      “You have your toy today?”

      Biting down on my lower lip, I grabbed the toy from the desk and showed it to him, drawing my fingers up and down the vibrating shaft. Chris grunted softly, spit on his hand, and moved his camera closer to his thick and veiny cock.

      “Suck on it. Get it wet, so it slides right into your tight little hole, Rosy.”

      After placing the tip on my lips, I pushed it into my mouth and sucked my cheeks in, bobbing my head back and forth and back and forth on the dildo and swirling my tongue around the shaft, wanting to make it wet with my spit so I didn’t have to use lube later.

      Chris stroked his cock faster, veins protruding from his bicep. “Just like that …”

      “I wish I were sucking your cock,” I said, licking up the shaft and letting out a soft moan. “I haven’t stopped imagining what it’d be like if you shoved yourself down my throat and pounded into my face.”

      It was big talk for someone who had never once given a man a blowjob in her entire life.

      “Fuuuuck,” Chris groaned.

      Pushing the vibrator back into my mouth, I turned to the side and shoved it as far down my throat as it would go. And when the tip of it created a bulge in my throat, I wrapped my hand around my neck and face-fucked myself with it, my panties already soaked through. Spit rolled down my chin and dripped between my cleavage.

      “You’re so fucking sexy,” Chris said, his free hand sprawled across his stomach, fingers curling against the hard muscle. “Pull down your panties, spread your legs, and move the camera down. I wanna see you play with yourself, baby.”

      Needing a release, I moved the camera down a couple inches, stood to strip off my already-ruined panties, and spread my legs far enough for him to be able to see everything. I placed the pink dildo right against my entrance and pushed it inside of me, turning it on the highest intensity.

      “Slow it down, Rosy. You don’t get to come yet,” he said, plump lips curling into a smirk.

      I wished that I could see his whole face, watch his eyes wander down my body. But this was all we were and all we could ever be—internet fuck buddies, if I could even call us that.

      After turning the vibrator back down, I moved the camera closer to my pussy to show him how my walls tugged on the vibrator as I pulled it out, clenching hard around it, always aching to be filled up with something huge, like Chris’s cock.

      “I wanna bury myself inside you,” Chris said, stroking harder and faster. “You look so tight. You think your pussy could handle my cock?”

      Gently thrusting the vibrator in and out of me, I curled my toes. “I don’t know,” I said breathlessly. “You’re so … so big.” Bigger than some of the guys I’d watched in porn. “You’d stretch me out. I don’t know if I’d be able to take it.”

      “It would tear your tight little hole up, stretch that pussy apart,” he groaned and stroked faster. “Fucking beg me to fuck you, Rosy. Beg me to fucking destroy it. Beg to fucking turn your vibrator up higher. And beg to come.”

      With my free hand, I rubbed my clit, aching to turn the vibrator up another setting. “Please, Chris. Please, let me do it. I want you inside of me so fucking bad,” I pleaded, the pressure building in my core. “I need it now, please.”

      “Move your camera back, so I can see those lips, and then you can turn it up.”

      Once I pushed the camera back—careful not to show my entire face—I turned the vibrator up to a higher intensity and whimpered, the vibrating rabbit dildo sending waves of pleasure through my core. I gently tugged on my nipple through my crop top, another surge of ecstasy rushing through me.

      “More,” I whimpered. “More, please.”

      “Fuck, baby … let me see those tits.”

      After yanking off my top so I sat completely naked inside my room—thank God for door locks—I spread my trembling legs wider and pulled on my nipple again. “Please, Chris. One more setting higher, and I’ll … I’ll come for you.”

      Stroking his cock even faster, he flexed his tattooed abdomen hard. “Do it. I’m gonna fucking come with you.”

      I clicked the vibrator on a higher setting and screamed out his name as I came all over the vibrator, an unruly orgasm ripping through my body. Chris groaned again, coming all over his stomach, dick twitching as more cum pumped out.

      Pulling my legs together, I turned the vibrator off and gently pulled it out of me, the vibrations too intense to continue—at least for now. I placed it on my desk, pulled my shirt back on, and took a deep breath. “Oh my God …” I whispered to myself, still feeling the pleasure rush through me.

      Chris excused himself to get cleaned off as my phone buzzed beside me, Allie’s name popping up on the screen. I leaned over slightly to read it.

      Als: If you come over now, I’ll buy you a pizza with pineapple, using my brother’s card. ;) Plz. I’m lonely at home, and I hate Jace.

      After smiling to myself, I turned my phone upside down and glanced up at the screen to see Chris back and sitting at what seemed to be a table, his eyes still out of the screen.

      “You’re cute when you smile,” he said, a smirk on his lips. “Who are you talking to? A boyfriend?”

      “If I had a boyfriend, I wouldn’t be video-chatting with you,” I said, brushing my fingers over my tight black curls. “And besides, I don’t date. At least, not in this town.”

      “Oh, come on. With eyes like that⁠—”

      I sat up taller. “What do you mean, eyes like that? You haven’t⁠—”

      He chuckled. “When you were reading that text, you must not have been paying attention to your camera. It’s turned up, facing you. And, fuck, I didn’t think I’ve been talking to you all these months, Imani.”

      The blood drained from my cheeks, my heart leaping in my chest. “What?” I asked, mouth dry. I quickly turned the camera off, a thousand different thoughts racing through my mind. Oh my fucking God. I was screwed—fucking screwed.

      Everyone in this shitty town was going to know that I fucking cammed and had met … whoever the fuck this was. Mom would ground me. Dad would scream. My life would be ruined—absolutely ruined.

      “Who are you?” I asked through the microphone, nerves creeping up. “How do you know me?”

      Chris leaned closer, still not showing his face. “I’ve seen you around Redwood Academy. Always thought you were a cutie,” he said. “You were right, though. You don’t date … but I have a couple friends who might be interested. I’ll see you tomorrow at school. Don’t be late.”

      And with that, Chris ended the call.
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      After parking my car in the school lot the next morning, I stared at my phone and pushed out a breath, blowing away the thick curls in my face. My gaze lingered on the messages from Chris last night, my stomach tightening. When a little green bubble popped up next to his profile picture, I sucked in a breath.

      Whoever Chris was … he knew me, and he went to Redwood fucking Academy.

      Tapping on his contact, I waited one, two, three minutes for him to type something to me, but nothing came through. He was probably on his phone, smirking down at his messages and at how worked up he had made me.

      To stop my fingers from shaking, I held them still. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t go to school today. What if Chris has told everyone already? What if I am now the laughingstock of the entire school? I didn’t want to be that girl—even though that was exactly who I was.

      So, I scrolled to Mom’s contact and typed a message to her.

      Me: Mom, I don’t feel good.

      She texted me back less than a minute later.

      Mom: You didn’t have a fever this morning, Imani. You’re going in.

      Cursing under my breath, I found Dad’s messages and decided to text him instead.

      Me: Dad, I don’t feel good.

      Dad: What your mother says goes. Don’t get me in trouble.

      After throwing a mini fit in the car, I blew out a breath, told myself that it wouldn’t be that bad, and that if I didn’t go in, Chris would tell everyone about our camming sessions. I opened the car door. During my entire walk from the parking lot to the school, I hugged my books to my chest and darted my gaze around like a crazy person.

      While I walked down the halls, everyone stared at me—from Carter the quarterback, to Roger the nerd king of Redwood. Or … maybe I was overreacting. It wasn’t like they were staring intensely at me, just a couple side-glances.

      I blew out a breath. That was what it was. Nothing more.

      All I had to do was make it through the day and not draw attention to myself. Keep my head low. Stay out of drama. Talk to Allie like nothing was wrong. Like I wasn’t being blackmailed by someone at Redwood.

      “Morning, Imani,” Mr. Freeman said, walking past me.

      Halting in my tracks, I looked over my shoulder. My eyes widened, breath catching in the back of my throat. What if it is one of the teachers? Oh my Lord, Mom would kill me with a capital K. Chop me up into small pieces. Scream and lock my diced body in my bedroom for the rest of my life.

      Pushing the thought from my mind, I hurried down the hall and decided not to go the short way through the main hallways, like I usually did to get to my locker. I needed to get through the day without having a heart attack at eighteen years old. It’d be nice to make it to nineteen. But the back hallways were where the bad boys of Redwood ruled—and by bad boys, I meant, the gang of boys named Poison, who scared the shit out of me.

      After deciding that taking the long way was worth it, I slid into an empty back hallway and fast-walked down the corridor. I made it down the first two hallways quickly and without problem, but then I turned a corner—the last stretch of corridor until I hit my locker hallway—and stopped dead in my tracks.

      Landon Caddell, the brawn behind Poison, slammed Akio against the lockers, Landon’s fist square against his jaw. “Where’s the fucking shit?” Landon asked through gritted teeth. “We gave you a fucking job.”

      João Rocha and Kai Koh watched blood seep out of Akio’s nose. I stood completely still and held my breath, knowing that they hadn’t seen me yet. Catching Poison dealing or doing anything was sure to earn anyone an ass-kicking. And I vowed to stay out of drama today.

      Akio actually punched Landon back in the nose, his fist barely landing. Landon smashed Akio back into the lockers, the red metal denting. I winced and held back a shout, knowing that Akio would die in Landon’s hands. Like all of Poison, Landon was a psychopath—and I meant that. He was pure fucking crazy.

      Instead of walking away, like I should’ve, I found myself running toward the boys and pushing Landon away from Akio. “Stop it!” I shouted, my heart pounding as I blocked Landon from beating Akio to a pulp. I couldn’t let someone like Poison kill a kid right in front of me without at least trying to stop it.

      “You lucked the fuck out today,” Landon said to Akio, spitting some blood on the ground. He nodded down the hallway. “Get the fuck out of here and don’t come back without the damn shit.”

      Akio scrambled past me and down the hallway, disappearing around the corner. I swallowed hard and stared up at Landon with wide eyes, not sure if he was about to beat me up for interrupting their business.

      Instead, João looked at Landon and let out a … laugh—an empty one, of course.

      Sucking in a breath, I watched their interaction and hiked my thumb back. “I’m going to … go …” I whispered, taking steady steps back and looking at Landon to make sure he wouldn’t jump me if I turned around.

      His gaze slowly traveled down my body and back up it, and he licked some blood off the corner of his lip, then smirked. Fucking smirked, like the psycho he was. My eyes widened slightly, and I shuffled back, nearly tripping over my own feet and stumbling into the lockers.

      After cursing under my breath, I turned around and rushed down the hallway, needing to get out of there as soon as humanly possible because I did not want to be food for that wild, hungry, savage psycho of a man.
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      “He made me walk home in the pouring rain yesterday!” Allie said, shaking her head and angrily writing—well, more like ripping through the pages with her pen—in her notebook. She plastered it against the locker to write something. “I swear to God, I’m going to get him fucking back. He’s the rudest, cruelest, annoyingest person in the world!”

      I glanced over my shoulder to check for anyone. “You know, annoyingest isn’t a word.”

      “Thanks for the vocab lesson, Imani,” Allie said, playfully shoving my shoulder. “But you know what I mean. A day can’t go by without him looking for a way to annoy me. And then you know what else?” She leaned in closer and lowered her voice. “He had the damn audacity to say, ‘I thought you liked being wet.’ Like, who does that?”

      After letting out a sigh, I turned to her and grabbed her hands. “Your ex-boyfriend turned stepbrother, who you really shouldn’t be obsessing over anymore, does that. Don’t worry about him. It’s not like you actually have feelings for him still, right?”

      Allie stayed quiet.

      “Right?”

      “Yeah, yeah. You’re right.” She pulled a textbook out of her locker, refusing to maintain eye contact, and shuffled her feet. “Anyway, why’re you so … alert today? You haven’t stopped looking over your shoulder.”

      “Um …” I laughed nervously. “No reason.”

      She arched a brow and crossed her arms. “No reason, huh?”

      “Nope! None.”

      I’m definitely not being blackmailed by a man who I masturbate with online.

      Giving her my best, most innocent smile, I prayed that she would drop it because that would be a damn awkward conversation with her. We were best friends, and she told me everything, but … she didn’t know too much about this horny, desperate side of me. Some things were private, you know?

      When my phone buzzed in my hand, I jumped up and placed a hand against my heart. Jesus Christ, if my death wasn’t going to be from embarrassment, then I was surely going to have a damn heart attack before the day ended.

      Chris: You’re angsty today, Imani.

      My face paled, heart pounding in my chest. I slammed my locker closed and held my books tighter to my chest, looking down both sides of the hallway for anyone looking a little suspicious because …

      He had seen me. He’d fucking seen me already. It hadn’t even been twenty minutes since I’d stepped into Redwood.

      I gulped and clicked off my phone, deciding to ignore him until I wasn’t with Allie. I loved Allie with all my heart, but I didn’t want her to find out. She didn’t know how freaky I was, and I wanted to so badly keep it that way. She wouldn’t tell anyone, but someone in Redwood might overhear us.

      Before I slipped the phone into my pocket, it buzzed again.

      Chris: You have some audacity not to text me back when I hold the key to ruining your perfect good-girl reputation.

      My heart pounded, and I scrambled to text him back, my books falling onto the ground. I cursed yet again that this day was going far from how I’d hoped it would and crouched to pick up the books. Akio grabbed one for me and handed it over, a tissue stuffed up his nose to hold back the blood Landon had caused.

      “What happened to you?” Allie asked with wide eyes, staring at his already-swelling eye.

      Akio shrugged. “You know how it is.”

      “But you’re like … us? Who would want to mess with a nerd?”

      I looked over my shoulder and gnawed on my cheek. “It’s Poison,” I whispered, hoping that they wouldn’t hear me say their name. It wasn’t against their Redwood rules to speak it, but … that was how drama started. When I realized that the coast was clear, I turned back to him and shook my head. “What’d you do to them, Akio?”

      “I didn’t do anything,” Akio said.

      But Poison didn’t mess with people over nothing. They had too much other business to deal with, other people to beat up and sell drugs to, than to deal with a nerd. Akio had to know something about the Poison boys to get them that angry.

      My mind wandered to them, and my breath caught in my throat at the memory of the way each of those boys had looked at me earlier, like hungry freaking wolves … and I hoped to God that they’d forget about me for the rest of eternity. I didn’t want to be on their radar.

      I couldn’t.

      Not now.

      “Nothing happened. Don’t worry.” Akio shrugged again, lingering for longer than he should’ve. Then, he smiled, turned around toward History class, and called over his shoulder, “Thanks again, Imani. You saved me.”

      Allie raised a brow at me, gaze quickly flickering to Jace Harbor—her stepbrother—as he walked past us. She gritted her teeth, lip curling up in an ugly snarl, and slammed her locker door closed. “I’ll see you in Mr. Barnes’s class. I have to go deal with something.”

      Once she scurried after Jace—looking as if she was going to give him a couple pieces of her mind—I glanced back down at my phone and gripped it tightly in my hand, letting it vibrate.

      Chris: Parking lot. 3 p.m.

      Me: I’ll be there.
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      During second period, I shifted in Mr. Barnes’s Biology class, needing to pee so freaking badly, as he went on and on and on about the exam tomorrow. I pushed my reading glasses further up my nose, wrote furiously in my notebook, and squeezed my knees together.

      Allie leaned closer to me. “Are you okay?”

      “I have to pee,” I whispered back, hoping Barnes wouldn’t hear me.

      He loathed when people interrupted his lecture.

      “Go,” she urged me. “I’ll give you my notes tonight.”

      Gnawing on the inside of my cheek, I placed my pen down, raised my hand, and asked Barnes to use the restroom.

      He stopped his lecture, tilted his head down to look at me through his thick glasses, and sighed. “Go.”

      After giving him my best smile, I scurried out of the room and basically ran to the restroom, doing my business and slumping my shoulders forward. At least here, I didn’t have to worry about seeing Chris in the hallways or in class. It was Imani time.

      From under the stall, I watched the restroom door swing open, and two sets of legs hurried in, sloppy and wet sounds coming from the couple. They stumbled into the stall next to me, and I scrunched my nose.

      Well, there goes that.

      I flushed my toilet and quickly washed my hands, wanting to get out of there as soon as humanly possible. That was the first and last time I’d ever ask to use the restroom during class because I didn’t want to listen to the starts of another fucking during school session.

      Making it out of the restroom, I walked down the hall toward Barnes’s classroom. When I passed that dreaded hallway that the bad boys of Redwood Academy ruled, someone shoved me against the lockers, slapped a hand over my mouth, and drew their nose up the side of my neck.

      “Don’t fucking say a word,” he said into my ear, the voice from none other than my video-chatting hookup of a man, Chris.

      I widened my eyes and nodded, my entire body tense and my breath catching in the back of my throat. Chris pressed himself into me from behind, face buried into the crook of my neck, and a strand of his dirty-blond hair was in my corner vision. He smelled like pine, his thick scent drifting through my nose.

      “If I let go, you’re not going to turn around.”

      When I nodded, he pulled his hand away from my mouth and placed it on the locker beside me. I sucked in a deep breath and glanced over at his bruised knuckles, aching to turn around to see who this man was. Walking around school today had been pure torture.

      But I was terrified of who I’d find.

      “What are you going to do?” I whispered, fear and … excitement rushing through me.

      I had never been this close to a guy before. Ever.

      “I’m going to get used to your body before I introduce you to my friends.”

      “Your friends?” I whispered, chewing on my bottom lip. “You’re really going to …”

      He growled against me, his hand wrapping around the front of my throat. “I told you not to say a fucking word.” He trailed his other hand down the front of my body, between my breasts, and over my thin bralette, making my nipples hard. “Exactly how I imagined you’d feel.”

      I bit back a whimper, brows furrowing. “Chris …”

      With his free hand, he captured my nipple between his fingers and tugged on it until I couldn’t hold back the whimper any longer. I moaned—fucking moaned—right in the middle of the empty hallway.

      “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?” He said it like he could tell.

      Instead of answering him, I pressed my lips together and found myself pushing back against him and loving the way he felt against my ass. In all of the videos, he had been so big, and somehow, he felt even bigger now. Heat gathered in my core.

      He gently sucked on the skin below my ear and moved his hand lower and lower and lower until he cupped my pussy through my leggings. I whimpered again, and Chris covered my mouth with his large, callous hand.

      “Scream as loud as you’d like. I should’ve known that a horny, dirty-mouthed virgin like you wouldn’t be able to hold her moans back.”

      And then he shoved a hand into the front of my pants and drew a finger down my folds. I squeezed my eyes shut, knowing that I needed to get back to class, but I loved this too much to tell Chris that. He spread my folds with his fingers and brushed them against my clit. I yelped and tensed, breath catching.

      Chris chuckled lowly. “Oh, baby … I’ve barely touched you. What will happen when you have three sets of hands all over your body?”

      I moaned into his hand and clenched, heat warming my core. Six hands, gliding across my body, touching every part of me, making me feel good. I couldn’t imagine I’d last more than a couple moments like that.

      Chris rubbed my clit faster and ground his bulge against my ass, his stubble brushing against my soft spot. I moaned again, unable to hold myself back, and pushed against him, too, needing more. I shuffled my shoes apart against the tiled floor, giving him better access.

      “Please,” I mumbled against his hand, my fingers turning white against the red lockers.

      “You want more?”

      I nodded.

      He trailed his fingers down my pussy until they reached my entrance. Shoving two inside of me, he grunted against my neck. “Fuck. I’ve never felt anyone this tight before. My cock is going to feel so fucking good inside you.”

      I whimpered and clenched harder on him, pressure rising in my core. As he pumped his fingers into me, he hit my clit with the heel of his palm, driving me higher. Tightening around him even more, I curled my toes, and Chris pulled his hand away from my mouth. Before I could stop myself, I let out an ear-piercing scream.

      Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through my body, my legs trembling. I bit my lip and slapped a hand over my mouth, moaning harder into it.

      When he pulled his hand out of my pants, he wrapped his other hand around my throat, leaned in closer to me, and lifted his wet fingers to my mouth. “Lick yourself off my fingers, Imani.”

      I swallowed hard, gently taking the tips of his fingers between my lips, tasting the saltiness on my tongue. Before I could suck them in all the way, he pulled his fingers back and stuck them into his mouth, groaning into my ear. I clenched at the sound of him, still staring directly at the locker, like he’d told me to.

      Once he finally pulled away, he grabbed the back of my neck, turned me toward Barnes’s classroom, and stood behind me. “Walk down the hall, back to your class, and don’t look back at me. Not once.”

      With a racing heart, I nodded and scurried away, down the hall, and didn’t look back, no matter how much I wanted to.
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      “Come on,” Allie said, grabbing my hand and squeezing tightly. “Please, please, please, don’t leave me with Jace. Can you bring me home? My car broke down yesterday, and Jace didn’t pick me up and⁠—”

      I glanced down at my phone to check the time, looked back out at the rain pouring outside the door, and frowned. Believe me, if I could drive Allie home tonight and hang with her, I definitely would, but Chris was on my every last nerve today, and I didn’t want him telling anyone, not even her.

      “I can’t today, Als. I have … stuff to do with my parents.”

      Lie. I hated lying to her.

      “Maybe if we get done quickly, I can come over, and we can study for Mr. Barnes’s test tomorrow. You know it’s going to be so freaking hard.” The time on my phone read 2:59 p.m., and I stepped toward the door. “But don’t wait up for me. I don’t know how long it’s going to take.”

      After giving her my best smile, I pushed the door open and stepped out into the pouring rain, balling my hands into tight fists and heading straight for the parking lot. This rain was going to make my hair so damn frizzy, and the hour I’d spent styling it this morning would be for nothing.

      When I reached the lot, there were only a few cars that I recognized as the football players’ who stayed after to practice on the field. I slowed down and glanced around, unsure about where I was meeting Chris or even if he meant this parking lot. All these cars were empty.

      I pulled out my phone and opened his messages, rereading his last one over and over until someone put a bag—a fucking bag—over my head.

      “Don’t say a fucking word,” the man said into my ear, a different voice than from earlier.

      My entire body tensed, fear rushing through my veins. What the fuck have I gotten into?

      Before I knew it, my hands were bound behind my back with rope, the knots tight and restricting, almost as if done professionally. I squirmed back and forth, wondering how nobody else was seeing this, and slammed my shoulder into whoever was handling me because it wasn’t Chris.

      “Let me go. I’m meeting with someone.”

      “You’re meeting with us.” He pushed me forward. When I almost stumbled over my feet on the pavement, he wrapped his hand around my upper arm to hold me steady and continued forward.

      The world around me was dark, and while I could usually tell where I was, I had no freaking idea where he was bringing me.

      “Can you let up?” I asked. “You’re hurting me.”

      After grunting ever so softly, he released my arm, opened what sounded like a car door, and pushed me in. A moment later, the door closed, and I sucked in a breath. I felt like I was about to pee my damn pants. This was not what I’d thought would happen when I met with Chris.

      I’d thought maybe he’d want something like a slam, bam kind of afternoon.

      Not a kidnap Imani type.

      “What do you want?” I asked. My heart pounded, sweat lining my lower back.

      The car went silent again, and I swallowed hard, unable to think straight. Someone grabbed the top of the bag on my head and yanked it off. When they tore it off me completely, I kept my eyes closed, in pure fear of who I’d see staring back at me because it definitely wasn’t anyone good. One moment passed, then two, and then I reluctantly opened my eyes. Staring back at me wasn’t one, wasn’t two, but it was all three of the most dangerous boys at Redwood.

      Poison.

      “I’m sorry for what I did earlier with Akio,” I said, refusing to make eye contact with them.

      If this was a damn punishment for getting in their business, I’d take whatever consequences they had because Chris was waiting for me somewhere out in the parking lot, and I didn’t want⁠—

      “This isn’t about Akio. This is about Rosy,” Landon said.

      I shifted my focus from Kai to João to Landon and sucked in a deep breath. Something about the way Landon looked at me, the way his eyes raked over my body like he had seen it a million times, and the way those full lips curled into that infamous crooked smile, I just knew.

      “Oh my God, it’s you.” I shook my head and placed a hand over my mouth in disbelief.

      Chris was Landon, Redwood’s bad boy, and he now knew my darkest secrets.

      They all stared at me with no emotion—no fucking emotion—for the longest time. And then they laughed.

      My eyes widened, cheeks flushing. “What is wrong with you guys? Do you think that tying me up and putting a bag over my head is funny?! Because it’s not! I could’ve died from suffocation, and you would have had a dead fucking body on your hands.”

      João curled his lips into a smirk. “Nothing we haven’t dealt with before.”

      Somehow, my eyes widened even more. I didn’t know why I was even fighting with them or why I was surprised. Poison was baaaad freaking news, and I couldn’t be associated with them at all. But they now knew my secret, and I hated them for it.

      “Imani,” Landon teased, leaning forward from the passenger seat and tugging on one of my frizzy curls.

      “Untie me,” I said through gritted teeth, shoving my shoulder into him to push him away.

      “A feisty one,” João said.

      When I didn’t reply, he nodded to Kai, who leaned closer to untie the ropes around my wrists.

      As soon as my hands were free, I rubbed my palms and gritted my teeth. “What do you want? I’ll give you anything to keep this a secret. Please.”

      Landon chuckled. “Oh, we don’t want your parents’ dirty money, Imani. We want you.”
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      An hour after our little chat with Imani, the guys and I went back to my place. While they walked right to the basement, I searched upstairs in the kitchen for a pair of scissors that João had asked for to cut the plants of cannabis downstairs, though I couldn’t focus.

      Mom lugged her purse into the house, heavy, dark bags under her eyes and a smile that didn’t even make it past her lips. “You eat yet?” she asked, setting the bag down on the four-by-four kitchen table, on top of the mess of beer cans that Dad must’ve left earlier.

      “Yeah.”

      I grabbed a pair of scissors from the counter and turned around to ask her about work today, but she was already out of the room and up the stairs, gone, like she always was. I glanced at the basement door. I practically fucking lived down there, which was fine with me, but if I didn’t show my face up here once in a while, things got bad.

      “You expect me to fucking believe that you were working?” Dad shouted at Mom upstairs, his hoarse voice booming through the walls. A door slammed open. “Don’t ignore me, you bitch. You’re five minutes late. Where were you?”

      I grabbed my shit from the kitchen and lingered by the basement door, waiting. When all Mom did was yell back, I blew a breath through my nose and walked down the stairs, shutting the door behind me softly so Dad wouldn’t barrel down the stairs, looking to pick a fight with me.

      Walking down the creaky steps, I kicked my shoes off on the basement’s cement floor. “What’re you gonna do with these?” I asked, handing João the scissors.

      He stood over the cannabis plants in the back room of the basement and clipped a couple that weren’t ready yet.

      “They’re not even done.”

      “Jace Harbor texted me,” João said, retrieving a plastic baggie.

      “Harbor?” Kai asked, glancing up from his computer for a moment. “Allie’s stepbrother?”

      “What’s he want?” I asked.

      After following João out of the back room and locking the door, I walked to the stained brown couch and collapsed onto it, thinking back to all the nights I had lain on this couch and jerked myself off to Imani.

      Imani fucking Abara.

      The sexiest little nerd that Redwood would ever have the pleasure of knowing.

      “Business.”

      “Jace isn’t stupid. He’s gonna know shit weed when he sees it,” I said.

      “Jace doesn’t smoke weed,” João said.

      “Good,” Kai chimed in.

      João and I both side-eyed him. When he looked up and shrugged, I glanced back at João.

      “What do you mean, he doesn’t smoke it? Hasn’t he been buying from us for months now? Where is it going?”

      “I don’t ask questions,” João said, lighting up a cigarette and kicking a boot up onto the coffee table, knocking over an empty beer can in the process. “But he has a job for us to do. This could be what we need to finally take down these rich Redwood motherfuckers.”

      That garnered enough of Kai’s attention, and he looked over. “Fucking finally. You think Jace has something to take all of Redwood down? I’ve been waiting for years now. The rich have shit on us one too many times.”

      “His daddy is one of the richest men in Redwood,” João said. “All those rich bastards have dirt on them, but whatever Jace wants us to do sounds serious. It’s not something we are going to want to miss out on. By the time we’re through, this town will be burned to the motherfucking ground.”

      My lips curled into a smirk. It was about time. All the rich did was treat us like garbage.

      “The girl … Imani, Rosy, whatever the fuck her name is, is the key.”

      “It’s Imani,” I said through gritted teeth.

      João looked over his shoulder and gave me a half-smirk. “I’m just fucking with you. I’ve had my eye on her for a while.”

      “You have?” I asked tightly.

      “Her family is one that all of Redwood adores. Mom is a neurosurgeon, Dad the CEO of an engineering company, and Imani’s one of the top students in our graduating class. What better way of destroying Redwood than figuring out what their secret is and destroying them from the inside out? Redwood is only as good as its most adored family.”

      I looked over at Kai. “You don’t have anything to say about this?”

      Kai shrugged. “It’ll work if they’re actually doing something wrong.”

      “If they’re not?”

      João smirked. “If they’re not, then we get to enjoy Imani. A win-win for all of us.”

      Lying back on the couch, I blew out a deep breath, my mind going back to the way Imani had felt in my hands earlier. Her pussy had been so fucking tight when I slipped my fingers inside of it. I knew that she had done nothing but talk herself up on every video chat we had, about how she’d take my cock down that throat of hers.

      She was a virgin who had some dark secrets and fantasies. Over the course of the last year, she had told me every fucking one of them … and more about herself than I had found out from the past twelve years we’d been in school together.

      If she could hide something like this from the world, then her parents must’ve been hiding something, too.

      “Come on,” João said, tossing me the lighter. “She doesn’t have you whipped already, does she? Cute little Rosy make you want to be a good guy now? I don’t fucking believe it for a second, Landon.”

      But could I do something like this to her?

      The short answer: yes, I could.

      The long one: well … that was a different story.
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      Music thumped through Allie’s house from downstairs, the thick stench of weed drifting under Allie’s door. For some ungodly reason, Jace, her stepbrother who she definitely still had a thing for even though she swore she didn’t, decided to throw a rager the Thursday night before our biggest Biology test.

      I lay on my stomach and tapped through the PowerPoint on my Mac, chewing on my bottom lip, unable to concentrate. I hadn’t been able to think straight all night, and it wasn’t because of the party. Poison was on my mind and wouldn’t fucking leave me alone.

      Before they had kicked me out of João’s car, they had made their point clear—they didn’t want any of my parents’ money. No matter how much money I offered, even up to five hundred thousand dollars, no matter how much I promised—I could give them a better place to stay in Redwood, a vacation that they so desperately needed to stop being pricks.

      They would accept nothing but me.

      “Jesus Christ, I’m going to kill him,” Allie said under her breath about Jace, tugging on a strand of her frizzy brown hair.

      “Why don’t we stop for tonight? We’ve been at this for six hours now,” I offered because I definitely wasn’t retaining any of this information tonight. My fate with the outcome of this test had been sealed the moment Landon realized that Rosy wasn’t my real name.

      I’d fail the test tomorrow and get scolded by my parents.

      But I’d rather be reprimanded than have my secrets revealed to all of Redwood.

      When Allie frowned and pushed up the thick glasses on her nose, I closed my laptop and smiled at her.

      “Or, if you want, you can come to my place to study.”

      “No, it’s fine.” She tossed her notebook on her desk. “I’ll just fail.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Girl, stop. We all know that you’re going to get over a hundred, especially with all the extra credit that Barnes gives.” I pushed my laptop into my backpack. “And if you don’t, you can always ask Barnes for more extra credit. You’re hot enough to seduce him.”

      “Ew, gross.” She wrinkled her nose. “He’s, like, seventy.”

      “All I’m saying is that you don’t even have to work for that A-plus, just shake a little ass,” I said, moving my next-to-nothing ass for emphasis.

      Lucky for Allie, she had a little more to shake for Barnes, if she really wanted to. Her ass was fat with a capital F, and I was definitely saying that out of jealousy.

      But I loved her, anyway. I always would.

      After I swung my backpack over my shoulder, we walked down the hallway and into the living room, dim lights illuminating a haze of smoke that sat heavily in the air. I glanced around the room like a crazy woman, looking for Poison. They always seemed to show up at parties like this, where there was enough weed to go around for years and where they could take advantage of the rich kids, maybe even steal some of their parents’ shit.

      “I can’t wait to get out of this shitty town,” Allie said.

      “You can come back to my place for the night,” I offered again, tugging on the straps of my backpack.

      I wanted to get out of here as soon as humanly possible, but I knew Allie coming over probably wasn’t the best idea if Landon tried to video-call me tonight. Who the fuck knew what was going through his mind now?

      When we finally made it to the front door, one of the guys on the football team looked Allie up and down and made her cheeks flush a rosy red. She stared at Jamal for a moment longer than she should’ve, and I arched a brow.

      “Well, I guess that’s a no … just be careful with Jamal. You know how guys like him act. He’s like your stepbrother, and he will break your heart too, if you let him.”

      “Jace didn’t break my heart,” Allie said through clenched teeth. She opened the front door, and I sucked in a breath, my eyes widening. Landon and Kai walked up the steps, Landon passing a blunt to Kai. Kai took it and nudged him. As they hopped up the last stair and into the house, Landon looked me up and down and then … continued walking.

      Weird.

      I held my breath the entire exchange, my body tense and my cheeks flaming hot. Hoping that Allie didn’t see the look he had given me, I stared down at my feet and wiggled my toes in my sneakers, praying that if she did, she wouldn’t say anything.

      “And you’re telling me to be careful,” she said. “The Poison boys are no good. You should know that.”

      “I know,” I reassured, stepping out the door and waving her off. “Don’t worry about me.”

      But she should worry about me because Poison terrified everyone.

      When I finally made it through the maze of cars to mine, I slumped my shoulders forward and let out a loud sigh, wishing I could exhale all my problems just as easily. I unlocked my car and threw my bag into the backseat.

      “Not staying?” someone asked me from behind.

      I jumped up, hand pressed over my heart, and turned around to see João leaning against his black Mercedes-Benz with tinted windows. With him being from the bad side of town, I couldn’t fathom how he could afford a car like that, but I wasn’t going to strike up a conversation to ask about it.

      He inhaled smoke from a cigarette, grabbed it by his thumb and forefinger, and held it out for me. I wrinkled my nose and ignored it, opening the driver’s door.

      “No, I’m not.” I sat in the car, about to slam the door, when he grabbed it and held it open, bicep flexing.

      Tossing the cigarette onto the ground, he stomped it out with the heel of his boot. “Where are you going?” he asked with a Brazilian accent. I had only really heard that change in his voice when he was angry or annoyed at someone in Redwood’s halls.

      “That’s none of your business.” I slapped a hand over my mouth, my eyes wide.

      The words had slipped out before I could stop them, my annoyance getting the best of me.

      “I’m going home,” I said quickly. “Home—that’s all.”

      João stood there, expressionless, for a couple moments, and then he laughed lifelessly and shook his head. “Fucking Landon. That’s why …”

      “Why what?” I asked, brows furrowed.

      João released his death grip on the door, lips curling into a devilish smile. “Have fun tonight, Imani. It’s your last night of freedom. We have plans for you tomorrow, plans that only we’ll enjoy.”
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      Once I made it back home, I stared emptily at the steering wheel with my stomach in knots. All I could do was … imagine what these plans were that João had told me about earlier. I must’ve made six circles around the block, so lost in thought and panic and worry that I’d forgotten that I wanted to go home to relax.

      “Get your ass in the house, Imani,” Mom shouted from the front door, tired eyes narrowed at me.

      From the look on her face, it seemed like she’d had a hard shift at the hospital. And when she had days like that, she came home and asked me a million and one questions to get her mind off it. It was sweet of her, but … all I wanted to do was get some much-needed sleep.

      “It’s freezing out here.” She shuffled out of the house and crossed her arms, a silky red scarf wrapped around her hair, which meant that she and Dad were in for the night and that there was no way I could get out of a conversation.

      No. Freaking. Way.

      “Don’t you have a test to study for tomorrow?”

      After shutting off the car, I grabbed my backpack and walked up the sidewalk to the door. “Sorry, Mama.” I kicked off my sneakers in the foyer, tightened my grip on my backpack, and hurried toward my bedroom. “I’ve had a long day, and I was just studying at Allie’s. I need to finish up.”

      I was moments away from escaping her questions for the night until she cleared her throat. I stopped in my tracks and looked back at her, shifting from foot to foot uncomfortably.

      She shut the front door and wrinkled her nose. “Why do you smell like weed? You didn’t do any, did you? You know that stuff will ruin your life.”

      Before I could roll my eyes, I stopped myself. “Allie’s stepbrother threw a party. We didn’t go, but there was so much of it everywhere.”

      She eyed me for a moment, then nodded. “Good. You know better than to get involved with people like that. You’re going places, sweetheart.”

      I gave her a tense smile. Definitely knew not to get involved with people like that, but … it had kinda happened. It wasn’t totally my fault. If I had known that Chris, my online fuck buddy, was really Landon—I gnawed on the inside of my cheek—hell, I probably wouldn’t have done anything differently, except be way more careful about not showing my face.

      That boy had a monster cock that I so desperately wanted inside of me.

      The way it had felt against me earlier today …

      “Now, we gotta find you a nice boy!” Mom said with a genuine smile. “In fact … we’re having dinner with some people tomorrow night. They have a son your age. Do you know anybody named Akio?”

      My eyes widened, nose wrinkling. Mom wanted to set me up with Akio?

      “He’s in a couple of my classes,” I said, inching toward my bedroom.

      “His father works as a cardiovascular surgeon at the hospital. We were chatting about a mutual patient the other day, and he told me that Akio is at the top of the class.” She laughed. “And you know how I am, making sure he knew that my Imani was at the top. He seems like a nice boy, though. What do you think?”

      What do I think? I thought that I didn’t have time to date with Landon, João, and Kai up my ass about video-chatting naked, touching myself at the sight of Landon’s sexy fucking body. I couldn’t date Akio, especially now that I knew Poison had something against him.

      “Are you trying to set me up with him?”

      “Just dinner,” she said.

      She was definitely trying to set me up with him.

      “Um … he’s not really my type,” I said, hoping that she wouldn’t push it. I didn’t want her to find out that the boys she wanted me to stay away from—the pot-smoking, drug-dealing gang of assholes—were my type. That would not go over well.

      After waving her hand dismissively, she ushered me to my bedroom. “Sleep on it. We’ll go out with them tomorrow, and you can tell me what you think about him.”

      If that was the only way to keep her out of my business …

      “Sure,” I called over my shoulder as I slipped down the long hallway to my bedroom.

      Closing my door behind me, I dropped my backpack on the ground and rested my head against the doorframe, breathing in the scent of fresh pink roses that sat in a cream-colored flower pot on my bureau. I dimmed the lights on the chandelier above my bed, sat at my desk, and pressed the power button on my Mac monitor.

      The screen turned on, a single black line flashing inside the password box. I quickly inputted my password and opened Discord, like I did every night, to wait for Landon. But tonight, I wasn’t thinking about touching myself. Tonight, I was worried that if I didn’t log on, Poison would do something to harm my reputation.

      When the green circle popped up beside Landon’s picture, I gnawed on the inside of my cheek, opened my desk drawer, and pulled out a bottle of Dad’s Cheval Blanc 1947 wine. Was I supposed to have this hidden in my drawer? No, but I sure as hell needed it.

      After popping off the cork, I put the bottle right to my lips and took a huge gulp of it, my nose wrinkling at its dry and bitter taste. God, I didn’t know how anyone could like this shit. It tasted like beer that people who hated their lives drank.

      Moving my comfy black swivel chair closer to the screen, I clicked on Landon’s profile image and nervously rubbed my sweaty palms together. How had I not freaking noticed that he was really Landon? That smirk and those lips and⁠—

      “Obsessing over me already?” Landon said behind me.

      I went to scream, but he slapped a hand over my mouth.

      “Don’t want your parents to hear us, do you?”

      Once I successfully exited out of his profile, calmed the fuck down, and pulled his hand off me, I turned around with wide eyes. “What the fuck are you doing here?” I whisper-yelled at him, my cheeks flaming red at the thought of Landon catching me ogling his picture. “How did you get in? We have security.”

      Instead of answering me, Landon dragged his tongue across his full lower lip, and boy, did that do something to me. “Get on the bed.”

      “What?” I asked, throat dry and heat gathering in my core.

      “Get on the bed, Imani.”

      “What are you going to do?”

      “Nothing you don’t want me to,” Landon said. He grabbed me by the wrist and jerked me forward until my body was pressed against his taut, hard one. “I told you that I’m going to enjoy you first, and that’s what I plan to do with you tonight.”
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      “Take off your clothes,” Landon ordered, like he usually did over video.

      But now, it was real.

      I swallowed hard, looked to make sure my curtains were closed, and nervously fiddled with the bottom of my shirt. He tugged his shirt over his head, revealing his muscular chest and tattooed abdomen. My gaze traveled down his body to the two scars across his lower abdomen that seemed to be from a knife.

      Heat gathering in my core, I pulled my shirt over my head and stood in my tiny bra before him.

      Gaze flickering down to my tits, he smirked and looped his finger under my bra strap, tugging on it gently. “Cute.”

      “Cute?” I asked, cheeks flaming red.

      It was cute—that was all. Not hot or sexy, like what guys like him called girls with bigger chests.

      “Your nerves—it’s cute,” he clarified, drawing his finger down my stomach to my jeans. “These, too.”

      “You first,” I whispered.

      Landon chuckled and undid his jeans, button by button. I watched in anticipation, my mouth drying as he looped his thumbs under the waistband of his jeans and briefs, then pulled them down. My nipples hardened under my thin bralette, poking right fucking through it, my pussy clenching.

      When his hard cock sprang out of his pants, I held back a gasp. Long, thick shaft that curved down slightly, a veiny and raging cock that I so desperately hoped fit inside of me. After ogling it for another moment, I pushed down my jeans and stood in my underwear.

      He moved closer to me, his cock grazing against my stomach, and undid my bra, pulling down the straps and tossing it aside. I gazed down at his dick; all the things I’d sworn I’d do to him if he were with me going right out of the fucking window. I didn’t know the first thing about giving a hand job or sucking his cock.

      But instead of asking me for it, he sank a hand into my panties and touched my wet pussy, stepping closer to me and grabbing my chin with his free hand. “Last time I’m going to tell you. Get on the bed.”

      Sucking in a breath, I stumbled onto the bed and up to the headboard. He followed me up, grasping my hips and forcing me onto my back. After pulling off my panties, he looked up at me and let a wad of spit drip from his lips and onto my mound.

      Hands gripping the backs of my thighs to hold them apart, Landon dipped his head and placed his hot mouth on my pussy. I sucked in a breath, my core clenching, and curled my toes. After I laced a hand into his hair and tugged softly, he flicked his tongue out against my clit and slowly started to move it around, his lips all over me.

      Between him lapping at my clit, drawing his tongue up and down my folds, and trailing his hand up the side of my body to my nipple and flicking it around, the pressure built higher and higher in my core until I could barely handle it. He grunted against me, blue eyes closed, and continued to eat me out, not stopping once to breathe.

      Someone knocked on my door, and I slapped a hand over my mouth to stop myself from moaning. My entire body tensed, and Landon looked up at me but still didn’t stop. He moved his tongue faster, sucking my clit between his lips.

      “About Akio tomorrow,” Mom called through the door.

      I paused, hoping that she’d go away.

      “Sweetheart?”

      “Yes, Mama?” I asked, tugging harder on Landon’s hair and grinding my pussy against his face. I was fucking moments from coming all over him. He ate pussy so fucking well—better than I’d thought he would—like he actually loved doing it.

      “I wanted to let you know that your father and I will be gone all day.”

      “Mmhmm …” I gazed down at Landon, lowering my voice. “Please, more …”

      “Make sure you’re ready at five p.m.”

      “Will … d-d-do.”

      When I finally heard Mom walk down the hallway, I curled my toes and let out a loud moan, unable to stop myself as an orgasm ripped through my body. My legs trembled, my hips moving from side to side so I could displace all this pressure. Yet Landon held me steady and continued to lick my clit, building me higher again.

      “Landon,” I whispered. “You can stop now. I c-came.”

      “And you’re gonna come again,” Landon said, letting me rest one of my legs on his shoulder and burying his face deeper between my thighs. He pinched my nipple and tugged on it harshly, lips moving up and down my clit. He glanced up at me with those blue eyes, strands of dirty-blond hair on his forehead. “Have to break a virgin in slowly.”

      “Fuck,” I murmured.

      “Grind your pussy against my mouth,” Landon said. “And make yourself come for me, like you do every night.”

      Holding his head steady, I ground my hips against his face leisurely at first, and then, unable to hold myself back, I moved my hips up and down faster and faster, the pressure so high that I felt like I was about to … to come so fucking hard again.

      Landon kept up with my pace, his tongue flicking out against my clit and his fingers sliding into my sopping cunt. Knowing that an orgasm was coming, I pushed on his head—the pressure too much—and shook my head from side to side, the silky sheets sliding around under my body.

      “Oh fuck,” I whispered, shoving his head back.

      Yet every time I pushed on him, he pushed back and held me still.

      “It’s too … too much.”

      I raised my hips into the air, my legs shaking so fucking bad, and grabbed his hair to hold my hands steady. Immense pleasure surged through my body, my arms and legs tingling in delight. Landon still didn’t stop until I relaxed underneath him, my arms falling to my sides.

      He moved up between my legs, the very tip of his cock against my entrance. I grabbed on to his shoulders and dug my claws into his muscle, waiting for him to finally be inside of me. He pushed the head of his bare cock into me, then pulled it out, refusing to give me all of him.

      “Beg for it.”

      “Landon, please, don’t make me. You know I want it.”

      Grasping my hips, he stilled with the head of his cock buried in my pussy. “Beg.”

      “Please,” I whispered, feeling nothing but embarrassment.

      Saying it aloud when he was in the room with me was so damn different. All my confidence was out the fucking window because I wasn’t a nobody anymore. I was nothing but Imani Abara, nerdy girl from Redwood.

      “Please what?”

      “Please, give me your dick. I need it inside of me so freaking⁠—”

      Without letting me finish, he slammed himself inside of me. I shouted and slapped a hand over my mouth, moaning into it. He was so big that it both hurt and felt better than I could have ever even imagined that it would. My toes curled.

      “Fuuuuck,” he grunted in my ear. “Your pussy is squeezing my cock so tight.”

      I tightened even more around him, whimpering, “Please, more.”

      He pulled out slowly, then pushed himself back into me. “How does it feel to finally be full with cock instead of one of your toys?”

      “Good,” I moaned, moving my hips around. “Faster, Landon, please.”

      Landon moved in and out of me, picking up his pace until his balls were slapping against my bare pussy with every thrust. I curled my fingers into his chest and bit down on my lower lip to stop myself from screaming. He dipped his head, pressing his lips to mine and ramming himself even harder into me.

      “I’m going to come again. Come with me,” I pleaded against his lips. “Please.”

      Landon grunted against me, keeping up a rhythmic pace.

      “Don’t pull out either,” I begged. “I’m on birth control.”

      “Oh fuck,” Landon murmured, pumping faster and harder into me. “You can’t fucking say something like that, Imani. You don’t know what it does to a guy.”

      I wrapped my arms around him and dug my fingers into his back. “Please. Please, I’m about to come. Don’t pull out. Please, don’t pull⁠—”

      My back arched, my body trembling. Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me as Landon buried himself as deep as he could and then tried to get even deeper, his cum spilling into my tight cunt.
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      Fuck.

      I hadn’t ever had sex that good.

      Imani gathered a light-pink wool blanket in her hands and drew it over her body. Light from the glass chandelier above the bed glinted in her brown eyes, making them look glossy. But she wasn’t crying; instead, she was smiling.

      “I, uh, gotta get ready for bed.”

      Standing up, I tugged on my jeans. “Get ready.”

      She twisted a scarf in her hands, watching me from the bathroom door. “Can you go?”

      “We need to talk.”

      “I have a test tomorrow. Can’t this wait for the morning?”

      After eyeing the scarf in her hands, she walked farther into her bathroom and looked back at me. “Fine, just don’t … steal anything, like my computer. I need it to study later. I have an exam tomorrow, and I⁠—”

      “Go, get ready.”

      When she shut the bathroom door, I walked around her bedroom and eyed all the ritzy things her rich parents had given her—pink-and-gray artwork that must’ve cost hundreds of dollars each, a walk-in closet filled with designer clothes that she rarely wore to school, a bottle of a hundred-thousand-dollar wine, a huge fucking computer.

      I walked over to the screen with Discord still on full display. She had exited out of my profile picture the moment she heard me speak to her, leaving the screen on private messages between me and her and … other people.

      And not just any other people.

      Other guys.

      Sitting in her swivel chair, I scrolled down the list of names and clenched my jaw. Half the messages weren’t even open, their names in bold, bright white letters. I balled my hands into fists and clicked on one, growling when someone named Carl J. asked if she wanted to chat.

      Imani opened the bathroom door thirty minutes later, after I had scrolled through a bunch of her messages, some from over a year ago. It was fucking wrong—I knew that fucking shit—but it made me angry. She widened her eyes at me, adjusting her headwrap, and cheeks tinting against her brown skin.

      “I thought you would’ve left by now.”

      I balled my hands into fists, pushed the chair out, and stalked closer to her. “You’re done talking to other guys online.”

      She looked up at me with big brown eyes. “What?”

      “You’re fucking done talking to other people.”

      Rosy had been my fucking obsession for the past year, a woman I could chat and relax with for a few moments of my day. With her, I didn’t have to be Landon, didn’t have to keep up an image, didn’t have to listen to my parents scream at each other.

      It was only her.

      But apparently, to her, it hadn’t been only me.

      Gaze flickering to her computer, she furrowed her brows and crossed her arms over her chest, narrowing her eyes at me and scowling like I had never seen before. “You went through my computer?”

      Don’t make the mistake of thinking I wanted a relationship with her. Relationships weren’t my thing. When my parents had started fighting, I’d vowed to never date anyone fucking ever. I’d be with Poison for life. But … that didn’t mean she could talk to other fucking people.

      “What is wrong with you?” she asked, keeping her voice low.

      I wrapped my hand around the front of her throat and thrust her against the wall, desperately trying to keep my cool. Imani did something to me, and I could feel whatever that was inside me about to snap.

      “I don’t think you fucking understood when we had our little chat in the car earlier.” I stepped closer to her and inhaled the fresh roses on her nightstand. It did nothing to calm me down. “There’s no talking to other guys, no dating other guys, no fucking other guys—even virtually—or everyone in Redwood will find out your dirty little secrets. You’re ours now—and only ours.”
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      After what Landon had done last night, I let him go. I fucking let him go.

      I should’ve done something, cursed him out, smacked him across the face, kneed him in the balls, but I didn’t do any of that because I was so damn angry and in too much shock. He had gone through all my things and acted like he had done nothing wrong.

      Once I undid my lock, I slammed my locker open and let it smack against the one beside me, the metal striking making my heart race. I might’ve not done anything about it last night, but I would today. All three of those boys would get a piece of my freaking mind.

      “You never straighten your hair,” Allie commented from my side, leaning against the lockers and smiling at me. “Why’d you torture yourself by getting up three hours earlier than usual? Trying to impress someone?”

      “I didn’t sleep last night,” I said, wiping my eyes angrily. “I needed something to do.”

      “Why didn’t you sleep?”

      “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Come on.”

      I wanted to flip out on her for pushing it, but it wasn’t her fault that I hadn’t gotten sleep. This was all Poison’s doing, and they deserved my anger, not my best friend.

      So, I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and pulled her into a much-needed hug. “I’m sorry. I’m cranky.”

      After patting my back, she pulled away. “It’s okay.”

      “I’ll tell you about last night.” I turned on my heel and smirked at her. “But you tell me about Jace first.”

      “What?” she asked, brows furrowed. “Why do you want to know about—” Suddenly she stopped, gazed behind me, and cringed. “Yikes!”

      Glancing over my shoulder, I saw Akio walking down the hallway toward us with his eye nearly swollen shut. My teeth clenched, fury racing through me again. I didn’t care about Akio in the slightest, had barely talked to him for the twelve years we’d been in school together, but Landon had done this to him.

      And that made me even angrier with that man.

      Akio walked over to me with his hands stuffed into his pockets. “Hey, Imani.”

      I gave him a smile and stuffed a couple books into my locker, wondering why he was talking to me now. We hadn’t spoken until yesterday. But instead of ignoring him and riling myself up even more about Landon, I said, “Hey.”

      Leaning against the red locker, he cleared his throat. “You coming tonight?”

      After closing my locker, I pulled some books to my chest and looked over at him. “Yeah.”

      Allie arched a brow. “Where?”

      “My mom is forcing me to go out to dinner with Akio.” I gave him a half-smile. “No offense.”

      Akio sighed. “I don’t want to go either. Our parents are trying to set us up.”

      Allie scrunched her nose at me, then smiled at Akio. “Oh, well, I’ll leave you two lovebirds alone then. I’m going to be late. My class is all the way across campus.” She winked at me behind Akio’s back. “Have fun!”

      When she disappeared down the hallway, Kai caught my eye. He stood at the end of the hallway, backpack slung over his shoulder and piercing brown eyes fixed on me. After a moment, he clenched his jaw and walked into the back hallway, where Poison always hung out. I balled my hands into fists and trailed after him.

      “Where are you going?” Akio asked, following me like a lost puppy.

      “To chat with Poison. I suggest you don’t come, or Landon will kick your ass again,” I said to him, tilting my head to the side, my voice coming out harsher than I’d meant it to. I didn’t want to have to protect Akio again because this time, I would be the one smacking my hand across Landon’s face.

      Still, Akio followed me and grabbed my arm. “You’re not really going to talk to them, are you?”

      I stared down at his hand enclosed around my arm and pulled myself away, not liking the way he’d grabbed me so … so harshly. Sure, I hadn’t minded the way Landon touched me last night because I … well, I … I thought he was sexy. That was all. But that didn’t mean anyone could pull me the way Akio had.

      “Don’t touch me,” I said.

      Akio pulled himself away. “Sorry, but you shouldn’t get involved with people like that. They’re bad news, Imani, and you’re a good girl.”

      Good girl.

      He knew nothing about me. I didn’t do drugs and didn’t hang out with gangbangers, but that didn’t mean I was good, like everyone thought. I had business with Poison, and I was just getting angrier by the damn moment, talking to Akio.

      “If they’re bad news, then what did you do to get on their radar?”

      Akio went dead silent and sucked in a breath. “I can’t tell you.”

      “Okay. Then, if you want to get the shit kicked out of you today, be my guest and follow me.”

      “What’s your problem today?” Akio asked, lips curling up in disgust. “You’re on edge.”

      Instead of listening to him anymore, I stormed down the hall and left him. “I’m pissed off …” At the one and only group that seems to terrify everyone else in this school.

      All damn night, I had worked myself up, wondering how I could have let Landon leave after he snooped through my Discord and shoved me against the wall, scolding me for talking to other guys. But we were never exclusive, and besides, I hadn’t messaged any of them back these past few months.

      That didn’t matter, though.

      What mattered was that he’d looked through my things.

      I took quick strides down the corridor to the hallway where Poison could always be found beating someone up or dealing drugs, found Landon leaning against a wall with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth, and marched right up to him.

      Unable to stop, I slapped Landon right across the face so hard that my hand stung, and I grabbed him by the collar to pull him closer. “Don’t you dare go through my computer, my phone, or my Discord again. You had no right to, no matter if I’m yours or not.”

      Adrenaline rushed through me. I shoved him away, turned on my heel, and stormed back down the hallway to the science wing. I had an exam today that I knew I was going to fail, but that didn’t bother me as much as what Landon had done.

      And I hoped that I’d knocked some damn sense into that boy.
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      With my face burning from the force of Imani’s slap, I watched her storm down the hall and around the corner. I brushed my fingers against my cheek and clenched my jaw, chest tightening slightly at her anger and pain.

      João and Kai, who had been silent up until now, burst out into a fit of laughter.

      “What the fuck are you laughing at?” I growled and shoved João into the red lockers.

      “The fuck did you do to her?” he asked.

      Kai glanced back down the hall in her direction, cracking a small smile that I rarely saw anymore after his mom died. “I haven’t ever seen her that angry before. She’s usually a quiet little thing.” Kai drew his tongue across his bottom lip, then turned in my direction. “What happened?”

      I swung my backpack off my shoulder and pulled out a lighter. “Nothing.”

      “Bullshit.”

      After lighting up another cigarette, I blew out some smoke and stared out one of the open windows and into the parking lot down below. “What happened with Jace Harbor last night?”

      “You’d know if you hadn’t left when you saw Imani,” João said.

      “What’s your problem?” I snapped.

      “You want to get your dick wet too fucking badly.”

      “I’ve been talking to her for a year,” I said, teeth gritted together.

      “I don’t want you to catch feelings for her,” João said, taking the pack of cigarettes off my hands and snapping on the lighter. “She’s to be used to destroy this town, nothing more, so don’t get your feelings involved.”

      “They’re not.” I looked over at Kai. “You don’t have shit to say about this?”

      Kai shrugged. “She straightened her hair today,” he said. And when we both looked back at him in question, he put a blunt to his lips, lit it, and leaned back against the cold red locker. “I like it better natural.”

      “Oh my fuck.” João rubbed a hand across his face and collapsed on a windowsill next to me, shaking his head. “You’re both fucking head over heels, and it hasn’t even been a fucking day yet.”

      Principal Vaughn paused at the end of our hallway, stared directly at us, then kept walking, as if nothing was happening in his school. As strict as that man was, he knew best not to fuck with us. But there was something up with him; he had secrets that he obviously didn’t want us looking into. But I was sure they’d come out someday.

      Kai gently closed his eyes and slumped his shoulders forward. “You slept with her?”

      I inhaled the smoke and watched a couple leaves fall off branches outside. “What’s it to you?”

      João glanced over. “She good in bed?”

      “She was a virgin.”

      “I thought you said she cams,” João said.

      “She does, and she has a filthy fucking mouth, too, but she was a virgin.”

      “I figured she was,” Kai said. “Nobody at Redwood has touched her.”

      “What do you do, stalk her?” João asked Kai.

      Kai stayed quiet.

      “She’s going out to dinner with her parents and Akio tonight,” I interrupted, directing the conversation elsewhere. “If we want to fuck with her, then tonight’s the time. But if I see Akio with her, I’m going to fucking lose it.”

      Kai paused and glanced over at João, who looked pissed at the mere mention of Akio’s name. “What are we going to do about him?” Kai asked João, setting the blunt on the windowsill. The bell rang, but none of us moved. “We have to do something, or Ana will⁠—”

      “I fucking know,” João said through clenched teeth. “But if Akio loses his fucking job, we’re out, and it’s over.” He rubbed a hand over his face and kicked himself off the windowsill. “I’ll figure something out. Meet at my place at seven. We have Imani to play with tonight.”
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      I’d failed my fucking test because of Poison.

      Grinding my teeth together, I glared out the car window and dug my nails into my palms. I hated them so fucking much that I couldn’t put my hatred into words. All I wanted was to get through the rest of this year without Mom breathing down my neck, but that surely wasn’t going to happen. When she saw that thirty-two percent on the test, she’d hound me for every little thing.

      And I couldn’t take it anymore.

      “It’s right around the corner,” Mom said, pointing to the Stop sign.

      Dad turned on his blinker and placed his hand on Mom’s knee. “I know where it is, honey.”

      Unable to stop myself, I pulled out my phone and glared at the Discord app. Then, I tapped on it and glared at Landon’s profile picture, which didn’t have a green circle next to it for once, which meant that he wasn’t online. I started typing out a long, angry message to him, giving him a piece of my mind.

      But then I erased it all.

      I didn’t want to talk to him.

      Yet I retyped the message. But I did want him to know not to fuck with me.

      “What are you up to back there?” Dad said, glancing in the rearview mirror. “All I hear are those buttons clicking about a million times a second.”

      After deciding not to send the message, I shoved my phone in my purse and forced a smile. “They’re not buttons, Dad.”

      He smiled back at me and pulled to the side of the road. Balling my hands into fists, I stepped out of the car. Dad handed the keys to the valet and grabbed Mom’s hand, pulling her toward the restaurant. A cold fall breeze whipped through the downtown streets, making my curls fly up in all directions.

      Yeah, I know. Why waste three hours of my life straightening my hair, just to wash it again? Well, if I hadn’t done something when I got home, I had been afraid that I’d call Landon on Discord to talk to him. And I didn’t want to do that.

      “How’d the test go?” Mom asked me when we stepped into the most upscale restaurant in all of Redwood.

      It cost over a few hundred dollars per plate and was where most of the Redwood rich went to show off how much money they had. Honestly, it wasn’t even that good, and I’d prefer some mac and cheese from the box any day.

      Mom cleared her throat. “Don’t tell me you failed it.”

      “No,” I lied, giving her my best forced smile. “One hundred percent, like usual.”

      But in a couple days, when she checked my grades—yes, she was that kind of mom—she’d find out I’d lied to her.

      “That’s wonderful, sweetheart. All you have to do is keep studying. You’ll stay at the top of your class come the spring, easy.”

      I pressed my lips together to suppress a grumble and followed her through the restaurant to Akio and his father. I didn’t get why she wanted me at the top of the class. It was constant damn pressure and the reason I’d turned to video chatting in the first place—to relieve some stress. But now, I was fucked because of it.

      After the overzealous greetings, I sat across from Akio and sank into the plush chair, hating that Mom had made me come tonight. I didn’t like Akio and would never like Akio. All I could really think about were those three boys who had my damn life in their hands and could ruin not only my reputation, but my parents’ reputation, too. My parents had grown up on the bad side of Redwood and gone on to make a name for themselves.

      Mom valued that more than anything and wanted our lives to be picture-perfect.

      It was funny, what money did to people.

      “How’d it go with Poison?” Akio whispered to me when our parents fell into easy conversation. He looked around when he said it because their mere name brought terror to the snooty, rich families of Redwood. It wasn’t a secret that Poison wanted to use up every last one of them, sucking them dry in exchange for jobs.

      I didn’t doubt that they were going to use me, too.

      But by the way Landon acted last night …

      Shaking my head, I pushed away the thought. If I thought Landon actually liked me, I was going freaking crazy. He just used me for my body. I was a girl he could get off to and talk to every night, even after we were done touching ourselves.

      Maybe he does …

      “Uh, Imani?” Akio asked.

      Once I blinked the thoughts away for good, I turned back to him and shrugged. “Good, I guess. I slapped Landon in the face for you. You’re welcome.” I glanced at Mom to make sure she wasn’t secretly listening to us and leaned across the table. “Why are they after you? What did you do?”

      For the second time today, Akio tensed. After sitting back, he stuck his fork into a piece of bread and plopped the entire thing into his mouth. His father sent him a scowl for his bad manners and turned back to Mom.

      “Akio has an internship at the pharmacy,” Akio’s father boasted to Mom, as if it was a competition. “I’m so proud of that boy.”

      I arched a brow at Akio, who couldn’t maintain eye contact with me. “The pharmacy? Do they give you access to all the drugs?”

      Mom smacked my shoulder playfully, but she really meant it to tell me to shut the fuck up. “Oh, honey. Stop it. I’m sure he’s working in the front room.”

      “Actually, right alongside the pharmacists,” Akio’s father said.

      Akio sank lower in his seat, and I finally figured it out. Poison was using Akio to steal drugs for some reason. I mean, I knew they sold pot, but … hard drugs? People thought it was right up their alley, but I had never heard of them selling anything else. They weren’t called Poison because they sold drugs that could kill you, but because they were a drug that destroyed every part of this town.

      “Interesting,” I murmured, sipping my water and eyeing Mom’s wine.

      She would never let me have a sip of it, but I fucking needed one tonight. Poison wanted drugs for some ungodly reason, and as much as I despised him, I hoped to God that Landon wasn’t using.
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      After grabbing a couple things from the basement, I headed upstairs for a beer to take to João’s place. I sure as fucking hell needed it after today. I could still feel the sting of Imani’s slap and see the anger and hurt written all across her pretty face.

      When I saw Mom and Dad sitting at the kitchen table, I cursed to myself and debated on leaving the house and getting alcohol on the go. One of the bars down in the slums would serve me something—they always did, didn’t care that I had recently turned eighteen.

      Mom’s phone buzzed on the counter, and I balled my hands into fists, waiting in the doorway because I knew what was coming. It always came—always. I’d be concerned if Dad didn’t make a comment because that would mean he had drunk himself into an early grave.

      Dad lifted his can of beer to drink down the remaining contents. “Who was that?”

      Once she glanced at the phone, she turned it over. “Work.”

      He snorted, voice gruff. “It’s always work.”

      “It is,” Mom snapped.

      Dad looked at me but nodded to Mom. “You hear this? Your mother is a liar.”

      Mom shot up from the table and slammed her fists down. “Why don’t you believe me?”

      “Because you’re a good-for-nothing whore.” Dad seethed, then held out his hand. “If you don’t have shit to hide, let me see it. Let me see your messages, your fucking profiles, everything in your fucking phone.”

      Tears welled up in Mom’s eyes, and I … I … couldn’t fucking handle it. She reminded me of Imani last night after I had done exactly this, exactly what Dad did every freaking time Mom received a message. A heap of guilt washed over me.

      “Why can’t I have any privacy?” Mom screamed, grabbing her phone.

      I wanted to help her, like I usually did, but I couldn’t move from the spot.

      Last night, I had turned into Dad, the man I despised the most.

      Before she could move, Dad grabbed her phone from her hand, tore it away from her, and shoved her back, sending her flying against the countertop.

      She glared at him but didn’t move to stop him, unlike Imani last night. “There is nothing there!”

      Dad scrolled through the phone and shook his head. “What’d you do to his messages? Where are you hiding them?”

      “I’m not talking to anyone!”

      My heart ached, my throat closing up. All my life, I’d hated Dad, and now … now, I was acting just like that motherfucker to someone that I wasn’t even dating. But I couldn’t even describe that feeling of seeing those other men on Imani’s Discord. I’d felt like I was drowning, like I deserved this pain but refused to accept it.

      I wanted her.

      I wanted her so bad.

      But she didn’t want me.

      Nobody did—at least not in a real relationship. Only to fuck.

      “You’re a fucking liar,” Dad said to her, jaw clenched.

      “She’s not lying.” I finally spoke up, nodding at Mom to leave the room while she could.

      If she stayed any longer and continued to fight with him, it would get worse for all of us. It always did, every freaking night.

      They were the reason I’d started talking to people online. I’d needed an escape.

      “She’s a whore.”

      “No, she’s not.”

      “She sleeps with other men.”

      “She fucking doesn’t,” I snapped.

      This wasn’t about Mom anymore. I saw myself in Dad, talking shit about Imani. And I knew that Imani wasn’t even fucking mine yet. She had every right to do what she wanted. I didn’t want myself to ever become like this with her.

      “If you believe those lies that whore tells you, you’re going to let women walk all over you. They’re nothing but worthless pieces of shit. They all do the same fuckin’ thing. You’re better off without one.”

      My phone buzzed in my back pocket. I pulled it from my jeans to see a message from João. Instead of reading it, I opened my Discord app and clicked on Imani’s messages. I couldn’t help myself. She’d changed her profile picture from one of her in sexy lingerie to one with her lips puckered, where you couldn’t see anything other than her pouty little mouth.

      A green circle appeared next to her picture, and she started typing almost immediately. I waited and waited and waited for her to write her message, watching intently.

      Rosy: Why’d you do it?

      Why? I didn’t know why I had done it myself. When I had seen the first message last night, my throat had tightened, my mind going to one thing and one thing only, and I couldn’t stop myself from proving myself right, proving my thoughts right, proving Dad right.

      Rosy: ???

      My finger hovered over the Reply button. I wanted to message her back.

      Rosy: All you had to do was tell me that it made you uncomfortable.

      It wasn’t that easy. It couldn’t be that easy. It was never that easy.

      Rosy: If you’re not going to respond to me, fine. Don’t fucking message me back.

      Dad smacked me across the face, and the only thing I could think of was Imani hitting me in the hallway. There had been so much hurt on her face and in the slap, but it was nothing like Dad’s, who did it because he always had, because that was how he thought people deserved to be treated.

      If Mom had let me, I would’ve killed that man by now.

      “Look at me when I’m talking, boy,” he said. “Don’t think a woman could ever love someone as stupid and useless as you. Your mother can’t even love me. Nobody will want a no-good son of a bitch like you.”
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      Landon was online.

      Yet he didn’t respond to me. I wanted to type more, to give him a piece of my mind, to curse him out, but more importantly, I wanted him to respond. We’d talked every freaking day for the past year almost, and today, he hadn’t said a word to me.

      From across the table, Mom glared heavily at me. I slipped my phone into my purse and gave her a tight smile, hoping she’d drop the intense stare. Only I could imagine the scolding she’d give me later about how phones weren’t meant to be at the dinner table, especially when we were out with her coworkers.

      My phone buzzed in my purse, and I ached to pull it back out to see if it was Landon. But Mom was still watching me like a hawk, never once pulling her gaze away as she chatted with Akio’s dad. It was like I had to be perfect for her, and it was exhausting.

      For the next fifteen minutes, my phone continued to buzz, seemingly only getting louder and louder. I goddamn hated not being able to look at his messages and see how he’d responded after what I did to him today.

      To say I was proud that I’d gathered enough confidence to slap him was an understatement.

      I had been radiating with pride all day until Mr. Barnes’s test.

      “That sounds wonderful!” Mom said to Akio’s father, finally turning away.

      Given a moment of freedom, I snuck my phone out of my purse and glanced down at the missed messages from a group chat that Landon had created. I sucked in a breath, looked up to see Mom in deep conversation, and tapped one open.

      Landon: Outside.

      My eyes widened slowly, and I looked out the window to see Landon, João, and Kai on the sidewalk outside the damn restaurant, as if they were waiting for me. They leaned against João’s black Mercedes. They had to be insane. If Mom saw me leaving the restaurant and slipping into a car with the three most feared men in town … she’d kill me herself. I couldn’t get up and leave without being scolded.

      I gulped and shook my head, trying to tell them to leave without drawing attention to myself.

      Me: What the fuck are you doing here???

      João: Do your parents know that Landon visited you last night?

      I glanced at Mom to see her still talking, then at Dad, who had caught me typing on my phone but sent me a wink and let it slide, anyway. After forcing myself to stay calm even though my heart was racing, I sat up taller.

      Me: What do you want?

      João and Landon both started typing, and then Landon’s name disappeared.

      João: An answer.

      Me: No! They don’t know, and I’d like to keep it that way.

      From inside the restaurant, I watched João smirk. He glanced over at the other two, then back at me, tapping his phone to show that he had sent me a message. But I was too damn scared to look down and see what it was. That man always had something up his sleeve.

      João: Then, touch yourself for all of us.

      Me: I’m having dinner with my family!

      João: I don’t care.

      Me: How do you want me to do that?

      João: Figure it out.

      Clearing my throat, I smiled at Mom. “I need to use the restroom.” I sprang up from my seat, grabbed my purse, and hurried through the groups of snooty, rich families to the women’s restroom, slamming and locking the door behind me.

      I had to make this quick because someone was bound to try to get in soon.

      João: We’re waiting.

      After repeating, “Fuck it,” about a million times to myself, I hit the video call button in the group chat and waited until Landon answered. He didn’t say anything to me, unlike what he usually did, and I didn’t expect him to. He couldn’t even answer me when I texted him before.

      João grabbed the phone from Landon, walking down the sidewalk where everyone could see me if I started stripping here. He walked around his car and sat in the driver’s seat, three doors slamming in the background.

      “Don’t be camera shy now, Imani. We all know what you do in front of Landon.”

      I swallowed hard, catching Landon in the background of the screen. I had never once seen his face on video, especially not while I was about to masturbate in front of him. It was … weird, to say the least.

      “Okay,” I whispered, locking myself in a stall, too, and slipping my hand into my skirt.

      My fingers moved against my clit almost naturally. Brows furrowing, I stared down at the camera, not daring to show them what exactly I was doing to myself. Landon parted his lips, finally relaxing.

      “Let us see,” Landon said.

      “Landon, I⁠—”

      “Now.”

      Cursing, I pulled my skirt up enough for them to see me play with myself through my panties. The boys were all quiet, except João, who cursed under his breath. I continued to rub my clit in small circles, the pleasure rushing through my body, and let out a soft moan.

      “We want to see your face, too.” Kai finally spoke up.

      “But—”

      “Be a good girl, Imani,” Landon said.

      And I almost immediately turned the camera up, so they could see both my fingers stuffed deep into my panties and my face from the most terrible angle ever. Yet they all didn’t seem to mind as they adjusted themselves outside of the camera angle.

      “Are you …” I started, cheeks flushing and voice quiet. “Are you guys …”

      “Fuck,” João grunted, glancing over at Landon with a smirk. “No wonder you spent every fucking night online.”

      Loving the way they reacted to me, I pushed my panties down, so they could see my sopping pussy. Landon groaned and pushed his hand into his pants, like he usually did, his bicep flexing. I spread my legs a bit wider and rubbed my fingers across my clit, another wave of pleasure rushing through me.

      “Oh my gosh,” I whispered, toes curling. I slipped a finger into my pussy and whimpered, remembering how big Landon had felt inside of me last night. “It feels so good.”

      Someone wiggled the doorknob, and my breath caught in my throat. Yet I didn’t stop because I couldn’t. Not only was Poison blackmailing me, but I also so desperately wanted to come for them on video as they jerked off to me.

      Masturbating in front of other people always gave me a rush.

      After slipping another finger into my pussy, I curled my toes and smacked my bare palm against my clit. I threw my head back and moaned louder than I’d meant to, my arms and legs trembling. The lock popped on the door, and when it swung open, I pulled my hand out of my pussy and lifted the phone to my face.

      “I have to go,” I whispered, tapping the End Call button and hoping to God they wouldn’t want anything more from me tonight. I blew out a breath and rested my head against the door, whispering to myself, “I’m sorry.”
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      After I clicked the phone off, I stuffed it into my purse, sat on the toilet, and pressed my thighs together, the ache still lingering between them. Poison was going to totally flip out on me later, but … I couldn’t video-chat them while there were other people in the restroom with me.

      Especially if it was Mom.

      I shoved two fingers between my legs and rubbed my clit because the pressure was building already. Biting down on my lower lip, I furrowed my brows and looked under the stall, waiting to see Mom’s heels. And in less than a moment, I’d hear her ask what was taking me so long.

      Instead, the main door shut and locked again, and that was when I saw it.

      Three pairs of men’s shoes.

      Breath hitching, I stared with wide eyes at the floor and tried to keep quiet.

      They shuffled around the room until I heard João say, “Come out, Imani.”

      Once I gathered all my sanity, I pulled my panties up and opened the stall door to see the three glorious Poison boys standing in the women’s restroom in the most upscale restaurant in town. And they didn’t give a single fuck about it either.

      “What are you guys doing here?” I whispered, heat rushing to my cheeks.

      Landon didn’t say anything as he stepped toward me and grasped my hips from behind like he owned me. When his stubble brushed against my neck, heat rushed to my core, and I cursed under my breath for my body reacting like this.

      João trailed his fingers down my chest and groped my breasts, squeezing them softly. “We keep tabs on what’s ours. I don’t know if Landon made it clear, but we own you now, Imani. And tonight’s the first night we all get you.”

      “H-here?” I asked, feeling my nipples harden under his hands.

      “Her nipples are so hard; I can feel them through her bra,” João said, lips curled into a devilish smirk, pinching and tugging on my nipples through my top.

      I clenched, pushed my legs together, and tried hard to show him that this didn’t affect me at all … but I didn’t want him to stop.

      I just wanted to relax. Mom was too much.

      João squeezed my tits again and placed his lips on my neck, sucking harshly on the skin. One hand slipped down my body and between my legs, resting right over my pussy. “Spread your legs for us.”

      My pussy clenched, my head feeling light and hazy. He rubbed his fingers over my clit, and my legs instinctively spread for him.

      Landon chuckled in my ear, tugged on my hair with his free hand, and pulled it back harshly. “There you go,” he said. “Now, pull down your panties again for us.”

      Heat rushed to my core, and I couldn’t stop myself from kicking down the underwear, my pussy quivering already. I was going to hell for this—absolute hell. Mom would make sure of it if she caught me.

      I had always tried to be a good girl, until Poison.

      “All the way off,” Landon said, pressing his huge bulge against my backside.

      I spread my legs for them to watch as João’s fingers slid into my pussy and started thrusting in and out. I relaxed back against Landon and moaned out loud, my pussy clenching on João’s fingers.

      “Take this thing off, too.” Kai moved closer, looped one finger into my shirt near my cleavage, and tugged. “Your tits are too fucking nice to hide in this tiny little top,” he said, pushing the top and bra straps off my shoulders and down my body until my small breasts bounced out of it.

      “Fuck,” Landon whispered, hand in his pants now, the sound of his zipper coming undone echoing throughout the room.

      Kai grabbed my hand and placed it on his bulge, making me stroke him at the same pace João finger-fucked my tight hole. My breasts bounced with every thrust, and Kai dipped his head and took my nipple into his mouth, sucking on it.

      He tugged on my other nipple to pull me closer to him, then moved his lips up my neck and to my lips, giving me a hot open-mouthed kiss. I clenched harder on João and moaned into the kiss.

      “Please,” I whispered. “More.”

      “Begging for it now?” João asked. He pulled his fingers out of me and stuck them right into my mouth, making me suck off my juices. “Kneel, Imani. Right on the dirty bathroom floor, like the little slut you are.”

      Landon growled at the nickname, shoving João back a couple inches.

      But I couldn’t help but get even wetter. I pulled his fingers out of my mouth with a slight pop and found myself kneeling in front of them, waiting for a cock. My stomach tightened. Never in my entire life had I given a blowjob, and never in my life had I seen three cocks at once.

      I didn’t know what to do, but I’d start with what I had seen in porn.

      Maybe that would work. Either way, I was too horny to overthink it.

      Landon pulled out his cock first, and then the others followed. I took it in my hand, gently placing my mouth on his head. My tongue swirled around it a couple times, and I opened my mouth wider to take more of him inside of me.

      He laced one hand into my hair and grunted, “Fuck.”

      “More,” I gargled on him, gagging when he hit the back of my throat. “More, please.”

      I wanted more. I wanted to forget about dinner. I wanted to feel fucking good.

      Landon grabbed the sides of my head and started to face-fuck me, my throat making sloppy, wet gagging sounds. I grabbed both João’s and Kai’s cocks, stroking them hard. My pussy was pulsing, and I couldn’t fucking wait for them to fill me up, like Landon had last night.

      Was I a slut? Maybe, in my own little way. Did I enjoy it? Hell yes.

      When Landon pulled out of me, João stepped forward, shoved himself into me, wrapped a hand around the front of my throat, and stroked his cock inside. My cheeks flushed, my eyes teary. I choked on him, needing to breathe, but he pushed himself farther down my throat and forced me to look up at him.

      “Fuck,” he murmured. “No way she was a virgin. No fucking way is virgin head this good.”

      When he finally pulled out of me, I doubled over, spit and drool rolling down my chin and dripping onto my tits. João wrapped his hand in my hair again and pulled me back to a kneeling position.

      Before I could catch my breath, João thrust himself into my mouth once more and started to face-fuck me again. I stared up at him through teary eyes, grinding my legs together to try to ease the ache between them.

      João hit the back of my throat hard—as if he wanted me to gag on him—and pulled himself back out, over and over and over again. His hand gently rubbed my cheek, then slapped it hard until it was red. My pussy tightened, and I moaned on him, almost choking on my spit.

      When he pulled out of me, Kai pulled me up by the arm and pushed me over to the sink countertop. He hopped up onto the counter, pulled me on top of him, and sat me down on his cock, my back against his chest. Instead of immediately thrusting himself inside of me, he wrapped his arms around my thighs, spread my legs apart, and slowly set me down onto him.

      He felt so big inside of me, his cock filling up my tight little hole. He spread my legs as wide as he could as Landon moved closer, took my chin gently in his hand, and pushed his cock into my pussy, too.

      I moaned when they both started thrusting in and out of me almost at the same speed. The pressure rose in my core, and I furrowed my brows. God, this felt too fucking good to be just a quickie in the bathroom.

      Someone wiggled the locked doorknob, and I tightened on Landon and Kai. Instead of stopping, they continued, harder and faster inside of me. Not giving a single fuck, João hopped up onto the counter too, kneeling near the sink. He grabbed the back of my head and forced himself into my mouth, so I was completely and utterly stuffed full with three huge cocks.

      Pressure rose in my core as their hands roamed my body, slapping my tits, pinching my nipples, wrapping around my throat. So many sensations.

      “Sweetheart!” Mom called from outside. “Are you okay in there?”

      My eyes widened, yet João didn’t pull out of me so I could answer. They kept fucking me until Landon came inside my pussy first, stilling and groaning loudly. When he pulled out, he wrapped his hands around my ankles and stretched my legs further apart, watching his cum drip from my pussy and down my ass.

      “Imani?” Mom said again.

      João grabbed a fistful of my hair, thrust himself all the way down my throat, and came as Kai pulled out and came all over my pussy lips. I choked on João’s cum, and when he pulled out, I held a hand over my mouth to muffle my coughing and swallowed.

      “Sweetheart?”

      The knob jiggled again.

      “I’ll be out in a second, Mom!” I said, feeling the pressure rise in my core. “Don’t worry. You can go sit back down.”

      There was some shuffling, the sound of her heels clicking away drifting into the room.

      Landon pinched and tugged on my nipples, and Kai slapped a hand over my mouth, letting me moan into it. I came hard, my entire body shaking with pleasure. My eyes rolled back, my body relaxing against Kai’s.

      I pulled my legs together and curled them to my chest, the pleasure almost too much.

      Fuck the Poison Boys. I hated them with everything I had … yet I loved being fucked by them more.
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      “Those boys didn’t bother you, did they?” Mom asked over the phone, worry laced in her voice.

      She had asked me the same question about fifteen times since she had seen me walk out of the restroom after Landon, João, and Kai did. I’d had to leave the freaking house because she was aggravating me so much.

      If I blew up at her, she’d tighten her hold on me even more.

      I already felt like I was suffocating.

      So, instead, I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel of my car, parked in the center of the Redwood slums, and stared at the run-down house, which belonged to Landon. It had taken hours to figure out where that boy lived, but I needed to talk to him.

      “No, they didn’t.” Lie.

      “Are you sure? I have never seen them on our side of town before.”

      Light flooded out through one of the second-story windows, shouting drifting through the broken glass. I gnawed on the inside of my cheek. Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to barge right in and demand answers that I had wondered about all day.

      “Sweetheart?” Mom said.

      “Yes, I’m sure, Mom.”

      “Weren’t they those Poison boys who are always getting arrested?”

      Biting my tongue, quite literally, until I drew blood, I held back my groan. This was my life, non-fucking-stop. And if those boys had made it any more obvious, I would’ve been grounded for the rest of my freaking high school career—maybe even longer.

      “I’m not sure, Mom.”

      My answers were short because I wanted her to just drop it.

      When a younger woman appeared near the window, I tensed and tightened my grip on the phone. Screw driving away. Sure, this woman might’ve been Landon’s sister, but I thought that he was an only child. At least, that was what he’d told me on one of our many video calls.

      But then, who the hell was she?

      “I think⁠—”

      “Just pulled up to Allie’s house!” I said to Mom, needing to shut the phone off ASAP. “We’re going to be doing our nails and having a girls’ night. She needs it. Her stepbrother is being annoying again. I’ll let her know that you said hello.”

      Mom cleared her throat and sighed. “Okay, sweetie. Stay safe. I love you.”

      “I love you too, Mom. Good night.”

      With that, I hung up the phone and looked back up into the house. The woman disappeared from the window, and I found myself stepping out of the car without a plan and, for some damn reason, without a single clear thought in my head. I wanted to talk to Landon—and I might’ve wanted to check up on him too, see who he was hanging out with tonight.

      On my way to their front door, my phone buzzed.

      Allie: My mom is

      Allie: SO FREAKING ANNOYING.

      Allie: SHE LEFT ME WITH JACE FOR THE NEXT TWO WEEKS.

      Allie: Can I stay over at your house? Please, I’ll literally pay you.

      Allie: Please, I can’t be with Jace. He’s the most annoying prick I’ve ever met.

      While I wanted to answer her right away, I wanted my answers first. I stuffed my phone into my purse and knocked on Landon’s front door, hands balled into tight fists and heart pounding. A girl like me should never even set foot on the bad side of town, never mind show up at someone’s door, angry.

      But I didn’t care anymore. Poison had shown up unannounced at my dinner.

      When nobody answered, I knocked again and tapped my shoe on the cracked pavement.

      “Where the hell is he?” I muttered, debating on shouting his name so he could hear me through that open window.

      João pulled up behind my car, almost immediately shutting off his car and rushing over to me. He grabbed my wrist and tried to pull me away. “What the fuck are you doing here, Imani? You can’t just show up at Landon’s place.” He nervously looked behind me at the front door. “Come on.”

      Before we could get anywhere, the front door swung open, and a man swayed in its place with a can in his hand and the stench of beer coming off him in waves. “Who the fuck are you?”

      João grabbed me forcefully and shoved me back. “Nobody, sir. She’s lost.”

      “You know whose door you’re knocking on, girl? A girl like you shouldn’t be in these streets.” He pushed open the torn screen door and stepped out of the house, stumbling and waving his can at me. “You show up to the wrong person’s door, and bad fucking things happen.”

      João cursed under his breath, pushing me farther behind him. “She’s leaving now.”

      After crushing the can in his fist, the man tossed it onto the lawn and pointed a finger at me. “You look like my son’s age. Are you the whore my son’s been hanging out with at all hours of the night? He doesn’t even spend fucking time with us anymore. He’s up all night on that phone of his, doing who knows fucking what.”

      The blood drained from my cheeks, my heart racing at how quickly he was approaching us.

      I grabbed on to João’s bicep and sucked in a sharp breath. “João …” I whispered. “Is he going to hurt me?”

      “Landon!” the man shouted. “Get your ass out here!”

      A moment later, Landon stepped out of the front door. “What do you—” He stopped when he saw me, his eyes widening, and then he looked at his father and stepped between João and me and his dad.

      João mumbled, “I’m out,” and shook his head, heading to the back of his house.

      “Your whore is here,” Landon’s father said.

      Something in Landon snapped, jaw twitching. “She’s not a whore.”

      For a second, Landon’s father seemed as if he was going to snap, too. But then that woman caught his eye in the upstairs window, and he kicked the can of beer into the road and walked back into the house, mumbling something to himself.

      As soon as he shut the door behind him, Landon grabbed me by the upper arm and hurried to the back, dragging me along with him. “Are you crazy, Imani? You can’t come here and knock on my parents’ front door! What the fuck are you doing here, anyway?”

      When we approached a back door, I dug my feet into the dirt and ripped myself away from him. “I came here to see you. We need to talk. I need answers.”

      Landon clenched his jaw, nostrils flaring. A strong fall breeze blew his hair into his face. “What kind of answers are you willing to get killed for? A girl like you shouldn’t be on the bad side of Redwood. Something might happen.”

      I rolled my eyes. “It’s not like you really care about that, is it?”

      “Of course I care!” he snapped.

      Almost as quickly as the words had come out of his mouth, he smacked his full lips closed. The anger dropped from his face, cheeks paling. A couple moments of silence passed between us, the air thick with tension.

      He kicked his filthy white shoes against the dirt. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he said, but he couldn’t look me in the eye. “I just don’t want to clean up your guts from my front lawn, if something happens.”

      “Gee, thanks.”

      Suddenly, he turned away from me and pulled out a cigarette. “Now, what do you want?”

      I stood completely still, watching the way the fire from his lighter glimmered in his pale eyes, and felt a warmth in my chest. A warmth that I didn’t like in the slightest because Landon wasn’t someone any girl dated. He was someone to sleep with and then forget.

      At least, that was how I had seen him for years at Redwood.

      Until now.

      “Wh—”

      “I’m sorry,” Landon said, taking the cigarette out of his mouth and staring at the lit end.

      My eyes widened. Never in a million years did I think I’d hear an apology come out of this boy’s mouth. All he ever did was slam his fists into things and faces, like hurting people was all he knew how to do.

      “We were never exclusive online, Landon. You shouldn’t have done what you did. It hurt me.” I stared at his back, realizing that he wasn’t about to turn around and face me. It was like he couldn’t. “Still, even if we weren’t exclusive, I haven’t talked to anyone else in a couple months.” I shook my head, hating that I was justifying my actions, and pushed back my shoulders to stand tall even though I was crumpling on the inside. “Why did you do it?”

      He didn’t say anything, so I stepped closer.

      “Why, Landon? Tell me.”

      Still nothing.

      “Give me something!” I shouted, the anger boiling inside of me. I didn’t know why I needed an answer this badly, but I did. “Anything.”

      Instead of saying anything to me, he smashed the cigarette between his thumb and index finger and flicked it away, jaw clenched and breaths harsh. Then, he opened the back door and walked down the cement stairs to a basement, leaving me simmering in fury.
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