
  
    [image: My Brother’s Best Friend]
  


  
    
      MY BROTHER’S BEST FRIEND

      
        BAD BOYS OF REDWOOD ACADEMY

      

    

    
      
        EMILIA ROSE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Emilia Rose

      All rights reserved.

      This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. For permission requests, write to the author at “Attention: Permissions Coordinator” at the email address below.

      Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.

      Cover by: The Book Brander

      Editing by: Jovana Shirley, Unforeseen Editing

      Emilia Rose

      emiliarosewriting@gmail.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Trigger Warning

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

      
        Chapter 48

      

      
        Chapter 49

      

      
        Chapter 50

      

      
        Chapter 51

      

      
        Chapter 52

      

      
        Chapter 53

      

      
        Chapter 54

      

      
        Chapter 55

      

      
        Chapter 56

      

      
        Chapter 57

      

      
        Chapter 58

      

      
        Chapter 59

      

      
        Chapter 60

      

      
        Chapter 61

      

      
        Chapter 62

      

      
        Chapter 63

      

      
        Chapter 64

      

      
        Chapter 65

      

      
        Chapter 66

      

      
        Chapter 67

      

      
        Chapter 68

      

      
        Chapter 69

      

      
        Chapter 70

      

      
        Chapter 71

      

      
        Chapter 72

      

      
        Chapter 73

      

      
        Chapter 74

      

      
        Chapter 75

      

      
        Chapter 76

      

      
        Chapter 77

      

      
        Chapter 78

      

      
        Chapter 79

      

      
        Chapter 80

      

      
        Chapter 81

      

      
        Chapter 82

      

      
        Chapter 83

      

    

    
      
        More from Emilia Rose

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TRIGGER WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      This book is considered a dark romance and includes murder, decapitation, sex trafficking, sexual assault, nonconsensual sex, and more. If any of these things makes you uncomfortable, I suggest not reading.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To all the good girls who love gushy, warm feelings in the chest … and in other places too.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      MADDIE

      “Here’s to the start of an undefeated Redwood hockey season!” my brother, Oliver, shouted over the rap music blasting in my parents’ living room.

      I ran a hand over my face and groaned through the phone at the noise … and at the scene unfolding in front of me.

      Oliver’s entitled man-whore best friend, Alec Wolfe, stood next to him on the coffee table, throwing back a shot of tequila while a group of half-naked hockey groupies and teammates roared wildly around them.

      I held my phone to my ear and glared at Alec fondling Sandra, his ex-girlfriend and one of the popular girls at Redwood who made my life a living hell.

      “God,” I growled, hand tightening around the stupid piece of metal in my hand. “I hate him so freaking much.”

      “Why don’t you come over to my house?” Vera, my bestie, asked through the phone. “It’s quiet, and it doesn’t have smelly-ass boys in it. They probably didn’t even shower after that game. I can smell their BO from here.”

      Alec licked the last drop of tequila off his lips and hazily gazed in my direction with his dark, hooded eyes that I fucking loathed seeing every day. And then this dickhead had the audacity to smirk.

      To smirk at me!

      I wanted to kill him.

      So many Redwood groupies had been graced with the infamous Wolfe smirk, but Alec had barely even looked in my direction since he and Oliver had started hanging out five years ago. I didn’t know what this little smirk was all about tonight.

      We hated each other. Well, mostly, I hated him because he was a disgusting man-whore who couldn’t keep it in his pants, he was fine as hell, and he couldn’t spare me a single moment out of the damn day.

      Ugh, whatever.

      “Too distracted?” Vera hummed, a small giggle escaping through the phone.

      “Yeah, sure,” I said sarcastically. “Distracted by Alec grinding up against three girls.” My hand tightened around the phone, and I glared harder at him so he’d look away, but he didn’t. I gritted my teeth. “I’ll be over soon.”

      This was exactly why I left the house anytime Oliver threw a stupid party.

      Alec hopped off the table, grabbed a red Solo cup from one of his teammates, and stumbled in my direction, his gaze on me the entire time. Not even glancing back at a cheerleader who pulled off her top.

      Wanting to distance myself from him, I swallowed hard and made a beeline for the kitchen. “See you in a half hour, V.”

      I slammed my finger on the End Call button and slipped into the other room, hoping that Alec somehow lost his way in my parents’ fucking mansion.

      After grabbing a cup, I filled it with water from the fridge and chugged it. All I had to do was grab some overnight clothes from my bedroom and force my way through the crowd of smelly boys in the living room, and then it’d just be me and Vera for the rest of the⁠—

      Someone seized my waist from behind and tugged me closer until I collided with a hard, taut chest. The scent of Alec’s cologne that I knew all too well drifted through my nose. Alec grazed his nose against my ear, the stench of alcohol coming off him in waves.

      “Looking for me, Cupcake?” he murmured into my ear.

      A wave of heat ran through my entire body. Fuck.

      I twirled around and slammed my hands into his chest, my fingers brushing against the thick muscle that lay underneath his V-neck. I clenched my jaw and ignored the warmth building between my legs. “What the hell are you doing?” I whisper-yelled, not wanting anyone to see.

      Alec Wolfe had never touched me like this, had never even looked twice in my direction … when he was sober. Now that he was hyped up on hard liquor, I bet he thought I was another one of his little groupies.

      Probably couldn’t even see straight.

      Stumbling back, he drunkenly grinned at me. “What does it look like? I want to dance with the sexiest girl at Redwood tonight.” He stepped closer to me, his large hands resting on my waist again. “Come here.”

      I pushed Alec away and ignored those sultry eyes that he was giving me. He was drunk and mistaking me for someone else because popular guys like him never liked nerdy, awkward girls like me. Except in Vera’s case with her skateboard-loving bad-boy fling.

      “Why don’t you go back out to the living room with your girlfriend?” I huffed.

      “Girlfriend?”

      “Sandra?”

      Alec stepped closer to me and laughed coldly. “Sandra isn’t my girlfriend.”

      “Well, she’s telling everyone that you’re still together.”

      Which might’ve—definitely—been the real reason that I had been pissed off since the end of the game tonight. I couldn’t care less about Oliver throwing another party; I had gotten used to sleeping on Vera’s couch when he did.

      Alec tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “You think I would go back to her when I can have you?”

      I scrunched my nose. “I don’t know how you get any girls with pickup lines like that.”

      Though the thought of Alec actually meaning those things …

      I shook my head. No. He was just drunk. He didn’t mean it.

      “You don’t like my pickup lines?” he slurred, his cheeks reddening from the alcohol.

      Because Alec Wolfe wasn’t blushing. Not because of me.

      “No,” I scoffed and crossed my arms. “Do you even know who you’re talking to?”

      “The only girl who I can’t get up the fucking courage to talk to while I’m sober.”

      Warmth exploded through my chest. “What?”

      He paused for a moment, then leaned against the counter, sipped his beer, and smirked at me again, like he hadn’t just said anything, like he was talking to Sandra or Nicole from the cheer squad.

      I waited for him to explain what had just come out of his mouth.

      But he continued to smirk.

      “Go stumble back to the half-naked cheer team in the living room,” I said, clenching my jaw and turning away. Why’d he have to go and say that?! Now, I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about it. I hated the way I felt about him. “I’m sure you’ll have fun with them.”

      “If I wanted to,” Alec started, “I would’ve slept with them already.”

      “And here I thought you were actually a decent guy,” I snapped, anger boiling inside me.

      Lie.

      I thought he was the biggest player Redwood had ever known.

      “And here I thought, you were smarter than to believe all those rumors Redwood Academy spoon-feeds everyone,” Alec fired back, stepping back into my vision and tilting his head down at me. He drew his tongue across his lower lip.

      And all I could imagine was him drawing his tongue up my inner thighs, slipping it between my legs, and⁠—

      Stop it, Maddie.

      Straightening myself out again, I sucked in a deep breath. “You being the school slut is not a rumor. I’ve seen it with my own eyes.”

      Before I could stop him, Alec placed his hands on either side of my body and trapped me between him and the counter, his muscular frame towering over me. And those eyes—those freaking brown eyes—trapped me.

      “Don’t look at me like that,” I said.

      “How am I looking at you?”

      “Like you want to …” My mouth dried. “Want to …”

      Alec grasped my chin and forced me to look up at him. “Like I want to do what?”

      Heat engulfed my entire body just from the mere touch. I inhaled sharply and pressed my thighs together. I hated how my body reacted to him. He was my brother’s best friend and had annoyed me since middle school.

      “Hmm?” Alec asked, his breath fanning across my mouth. “Speechless, Cupcake?”

      “Can you stop calling me that?” I managed to get out.

      “Alec!” someone shouted from our right. “There you are!”

      Sandra, Alec’s ex-girlfriend or new fling or whatever the hell she was to him, walked into the room with her arms crossed and her gaze shifting from Alec to me. She narrowed her beady brown eyes.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked him.

      Alec stepped away and smirked. “Just teaching Oliver’s little sister a lesson.”

      “Well, come on.” She tugged on his bicep. “The party’s out here. Not here with her.”

      Sandra wrapped her arm around his, but he pulled himself away from her. After throwing me a heated glance, Alec grabbed another beer from the counter behind me and walked out of the kitchen and into the living room with her.

      I balled my hands into fists and glared at her retreating figure. I hated her too.

      Instead of pouring another glass of water, I took a red Solo cup from the kitchen and filled it with whatever kind of spiked punch my brother had made today. Nobody here should’ve even been drinking. We were all underage, but …

      “Come on, baby,” Sandra shouted in the other room. “Dance with me.”

      Fuck it.

      I downed the drink and stomped up to my bedroom.

      I was not going to watch Alec’s ex-girlfriend rub herself all over him.

      After slamming my bedroom door, I changed into a pair of shorts and a T-shirt to wear over to Vera’s house, collapsed on my bed, and sighed.

      Alec hadn’t even looked like he had mistaken me for someone else tonight.

      But he must have, right? And I mean⁠—

      My bedroom door suddenly swung open, and Alec Wolfe walked in.
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      MADDIE

      “Maddie Weber …” Alec walked farther into my room with a smirk on his chiseled face and sin in his dark, hooded brown eyes.

      He wanted something, and I feared that he wanted me. But … nothing could happen.

      It couldn’t.

      “What the hell are you doing here?” I sucked in a sharp breath, shot up from my bed, and covered my pajama-clad body with a thin blanket. I used it for another layer of protection from the Redwood hockey star because … I knew that my guard was already down. “Get out!”

      Instead of listening, Alec grabbed my hand, made me drop the blanket, and tugged me closer until our chests met. He dipped his head and drew his nose up mine. “Make me, Cupcake.”

      I tried hard to yank my hand out of his, but he was too strong.

      Or maybe I just didn’t try as hard as I could.

      “I said, make me. What are you waiting for?” Alec taunted.

      “What is your problem? Why can’t you leave me alone tonight?”

      I finally gathered enough strength to pull myself out of his grip and shoved him against my bedroom door, but he easily switched places with me, his taut body pressing against me like I had always hoped it would.

      “I’m the one who can’t leave you alone?” Alec asked, humming in amusement with that smug grin on his face. “Do I gawk at you during every class, at lunch, while you’re playing hockey?”

      My cheeks burned in embarrassment, my breath hitching. “I don’t gawk at you.”

      Lie.

      But honestly, the only way he knew that I stared at him was if he stared back.

      “If you catch me staring, I’m just wondering how an idiot like you got into AP Calc,” I said.

      Instead of getting angry with me, like he usually did, he wrapped his large, callous hand around my throat and roughly stroked my jaw with his thumb, a low chuckle rumbling from his chest. “You know what I think?” He moved closer. “I think you’re a liar.” He gently maneuvered his knee between my legs and pressed it against my core. “I think you want me to trap you like this and take you like you think I take all those slutty girls downstairs.”

      “As if,” I managed to say. “I hate you.”

      Another lie.

      Alec Wolfe was the sexiest senior at Redwood Academy.

      And I had had so many dirty dreams of him doing exactly this.

      “Is that why your nipples are so hard that they’re poking against your shirt like this?” he asked. Loosening his grip on my throat, he trailed his fingers down the center of my chest and over my nipples, the feeling sending a rush of heat between my legs.

      I tried to press my thighs together, but his knee stopped me.

      “You’re not saying anything, Cupcake …”

      With my lips pressed into a tight line, I refused to let any moans escape my mouth. No matter how good his fingers brushing across my nipples felt, no matter how hard I was clenching, no matter if Alec got on his knees and begged for me, I still hated him.

      Alec captured both of my nipples between his fingers and tugged.

      Alec had pulled on my hair in grade school, tripped me plenty of times in middle school, and even shoved me against the lockers a few times this past year, but he had never touched me like this. He had never once dared to come on to his best friend’s little sister.

      “Do you like this so much that you have to hold back your moans for me?” he asked.

      “Alec …” I whispered.

      I balled my hands into fists and squeezed my eyes closed.

      I hate Alec.

      I hate Alec.

      I hate Alec.

      That was what I told myself. That was what I wanted to believe.

      “What about this?” Alec asked, trailing his fingers even lower and grazing them over the hem of my silky shorts. “Do you like this enough to moan for me?”

      I sucked in a sharp breath and whimpered softly. Fuck.

      “Spread your legs like a good girl for me,” he ordered.

      And for some ungodly reason, I spread my legs. He pressed the bulge in his jeans against my thigh and gently cupped my pussy, his fingers strumming against my wetness and making me clench even harder.

      “You’re wet for me.”

      “Alec, please …”

      After grasping my hand, he placed it on the front of his pants. “Tell me you want this.”

      Fuck.

      He was so big. So fucking big.

      “You’re my brother’s best friend, and I …” I started, my knees almost buckling underneath me. “I …”

      I moved my hand up and down his length, imagining him inside of me. He would feel so much better than my fingers.

      “You what?” Alec taunted.

      “I hate … y-you.”

      Alec groaned, “Tell me you hate me again as you’re jerking me off like that, baby.”

      I moved my hand up and down his bulge again. “I hate you.”

      It was a lie that we both saw through.

      Alec picked me up, tossed me onto the bed, and crawled up after me, pulling his shirt over his head. Moonlight flooded in through the window, glistening against his muscular, tanned chest. He slipped his hand between our bodies and pushed down his jeans, and I could do nothing but gasp.

      “Spread your legs.”

      I pressed my knees together. “It’s not going to fit.”

      “Cupcake, you’re soaked right now,” Alec said. “It might be a tight fit, but I’ll slide right into you.”

      Fuck …

      I spread my legs for him again, desperate to feel him inside of me.

      This was wrong.

      I was supposed to hate Alec, but I couldn’t stop.

      I had wanted this for longer than I should admit.

      “Fuck…” Alec grunted, pulling my oversize shorts to the side, rubbing himself against my entrance, and thrusting himself into me slowly. “I didn’t think you’d be this tight.” He continued to push himself into me until all of his cock was buried in my pussy. “You feel so good.”

      Once the pain subsided, I wrapped my legs around his waist to draw him closer and moaned into his mouth. Pleasure rushed through my body, making my legs tingle, and I clenched harder on him.

      “More,” I moaned. “Please, more.”

      Alec pumped into me and gently rubbed my clit through my wet panties.

      He hadn’t even been inside me for a couple of moments yet, but I was close. So close.

      I dug my fingers into his muscular shoulders and arched my back, about to explode all over his cock. But then the doorknob jiggled, and I froze.
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      MADDIE

      “Maddie, why is your door locked?” Oliver shouted over the music from the hallway. He shook the doorknob again, as if his drunk ass really thought it would magically unlock because he shook it harder this time.

      Oh my God! Why is he up here?!

      I stared up at Alec through wide eyes and tightened around his huge cock, but Alec didn’t stop thrusting into me. Instead, Alec kissed me just below my ear, his slight stubble tickling me.

      “Answer him,” he murmured to me. “Before he comes in here and finds me fucking his little sister’s tight cunt.”

      “What d-do you want, Oliver?” I managed.

      “Have you seen Alec?” he asked.

      Alec sucked on my soft spot, sending chills down my spine. I slapped a hand over my mouth and moaned into it, clenching around Alec as he continued to pump into me. I furrowed my brow, trying to find my voice.

      “Maddie?”

      “No. I—I haven’t seen—” I started.

      Suddenly, Alec thrust into me so fast and so hard that I couldn’t think straight. I gripped on to his shoulders, fingernails digging into the taut muscle.

      “Alec … we need to st-stop,” I whispered.

      “If you see him, let me know.” Oliver paused. “Nobody is bothering you tonight, right?”

      A couple of moments passed, and I pressed a hand harder against my mouth to hold back my whimpers. All I wanted to do was to cry out for Alec. As much as I hated this dickhead, I had wanted to be with him for so long.

      But nobody could know about this, especially Oliver.

      Hell, I didn’t even want Alec to know how much I enjoyed this. With all that he had drunk tonight, I doubted that he’d even remember this tomorrow. But still, if he even remembered a glimpse of me moaning for him, I would never hear the end of it.

      “N-no!” I shouted to Oliver.

      “And, uh, are you okay in there?” Oliver asked. “You sound like you’re in pain.”

      “I’m fine!”

      “All right.”

      Once I heard Oliver’s boisterous footsteps disappear down the hall, I let my hand fall from my mouth and whimpered into Alec’s ear as quietly as I could. I wanted to stay quiet, but I couldn’t hold back anymore.

      “Fuuuuck,” he grunted loudly into my ear, making me tighten even more.

      After thrusting himself all the way into me, he stilled, and I couldn’t help the leg-trembling orgasm that ripped through my body. He looped his arms underneath my shoulders and slammed even deeper into me.

      “You’re mine now.”

      “Yours?” I asked, wave after wave of pleasure rushing through me.

      My mind was high. I wasn’t thinking straight. I couldn’t.

      “All”—he thrust deeper—“fucking”—even deeper to push his cum inside me—“mine.”

      After a couple of moments, Alec pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed beside me. His chest heaved up and down, his hazy gaze focused on the ceiling. I let out a low breath and pulled the blankets up to my chest.

      Fuck.

      I had just slept with Alec Wolfe, the man who I claimed to loathe the most in Redwood, the player, the douchebag, the man-whore who slept around with anything that moved, the asshole who had barely spared two glances at me before.

      Why? Why is Alec really here? And why am I now his?

      Hands balling into fists, I gritted my teeth. Because of the alcohol.

      “Get out,” I snapped, shooting up in bed.

      I must’ve been some kind of game to him. How many beers do I have to drink in order to sleep with my best friend’s little sister? How blackout drunk do I have to get? How easy is she to bag?

      Alec Wolfe was friends and teammates with my ex-boyfriend, Spencer. And I would never forget how that had turned out, the damn horror he had put me through after he slept with me for the first time.

      “What?”

      After leaping up, I grabbed his hand and his clothes, then dragged him to my bedroom door. He stumbled after me, nearly planting face-first into the wall.

      “Get out of my bedroom. This never happened.”

      “The hell you mean?” he asked, refusing to let me push him out the door.

      “This. Never. Happened,” I said between gritted teeth. “Now, get out.”

      Alec stared at me for a few moments, his hazy expression twisting into a mix of anger and … the same expression he always had when he lost a hockey game. Then, he slid his tongue across his lower lip and tugged on his shorts. “Fine. It never happened, Sandra.”

      Anger rushed through me, and I smacked him hard across his face. My chest tightened, hot tears welling in my eyes. I didn’t want him to remember that he had slept with me, but had he really thought he was with Sandra this entire time?

      It hurt like a motherfucker.

      “Get out,” I growled, shoving him out of my bedroom and slamming the door.

      When Alec finally left, I pressed my back against the door and cursed out loud for allowing myself to be another one of his fucktoys. It was stupid. I was stupid. I shouldn’t have fallen for that arrogant smirk of his, should’ve made him leave as soon as he came into my room.

      My phone buzzed from my bedside table, and I ran a hand through my messy hair.

      Fuck, I am supposed to be at Vera’s.

      I snatched it and peered down, expecting to see Vera’s contact, but instead, I was met with an unknown number.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown: Stay away from Alec Wolfe. He’s mine.
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      ALEC

      I should’ve never fucking touched her.

      Growling to myself, I stumbled down the stairs and pushed through the grinding bodies. After picking up a random red Solo cup from a side table near the alcohol-stained white couch, I threw it back and let it burn the back of my throat.

      Even while I was drunk, her rejection still hurt like a fucking bitch.

      Why couldn’t I keep my hands off her? Stay away from her? She was my best friend’s little sister, who I had barely talked to in the five years I had known her. But, God, she was beautiful—fucking beautiful—and it pissed me off most days.

      Because I could never fucking find the words to say to her.

      And the one night I had … she had kicked me out of her bedroom and told me that this never happened. I’d said Sandra’s name just to piss her off, like she had me, but when her face dropped, I’d felt even more like an asshole.

      “Alec,” Sandra screeched, dragging her claws all over my chest. “Come dance!”

      When she wrapped her arms around my waist and drew me closer to her, I pushed her back. “Get the fuck off me, Sandra. And stop telling people that we’re dating,” I growled, annoyed that she was such an insecure bitch that she had to lie. “We’re not.”

      She dropped her hand and grazed it over the front of my jeans. “You don’t want⁠—”

      “I said to get off me,” I snapped, ripping myself away from her and storming toward the back door. I grabbed another drink from someone else—my vision was too blurry to see straight anymore.

      “Alec,” she cried, following after me, “we need to talk about what happened!”

      The fuck is she talking about? Us?

      Nothing had happened between us since Maddie and Spencer had broken the fuck up because I thought I finally had a chance at winning her heart. But I’d been pussying out on talking to her for the past year.

      And now, I’d screwed it up.

      I threw the beer back and grabbed another one from a shelf. “Leave me alone, Sandra.”

      “But—”

      When she reached for me a third time, I twirled around. “Don’t make me say it one more time,” I growled and grabbed on to the wall to balance myself. My vision was suddenly spinning, a piercing pain shooting through my head.

      “Fine,” she said, crossing her arms and stomping through the crowd. “I hate you.”

      “Good,” I said and turned back in the direction of the back door.

      “Hi, Alec,” another girl purred, wiggling her fingers at me.

      I threw the alcohol back, wanting to get as fucked up as possible right now, but not wanting to deal with another groupie, another fan, another fucking annoying bitch from Redwood Academy who wanted her hands on my dick.

      Jesus fucking Christ. I have to stop going to parties.

      “Dude, where were you?” Oliver asked, grabbing my shoulder.

      I highly doubted that he’d be okay with me saying something along the lines of fucking your sister, so I shoved him off me, too, and headed into the backyard to get some fresh air. After sucking in a gust of chilly air, I collapsed on some padded lounge chair away from the hot tub, where girls were fooling around with each other and I could be by myself near the pool.

      At least, I thought I was by myself until I saw a couple fucking in the pool without a damn care in this world. Forty-five degrees outside, and kids were banging in the water of a pool that wasn’t theirs.

      What a time to be alive.

      Closing my eyes, I sipped the plastic cup and sighed. Fuck.

      I shouldn’t have come on to her so strong, especially not after what Spencer had done to her last year. Of course she had thought I didn’t know who the hell she was.

      God, what the fuck is wrong with me? I had gotten up the courage to say—do—something with her, and I had fucked it up.

      “Lonely out here?” a girl said from the door, walking over.

      I placed my hand on my forehead, my vision like fuzzy static. I blinked a couple of times in an attempt to see straight, but the world spun around me, the pool and long, skinny legs walking suddenly above me, heading in my direction.

      The woman climbed right onto my lap and straddled my waist.

      “I already told you to get off me,” I murmured, vision too blurry to make out her face.

      “You haven’t said a word to me tonight, Wolfe,” she whispered.

      A low grunt escaped my lips as I tried to lift my gaze to her. She drew her small hands over my shoulders, then down my chest and to my abdomen. Over and over. Driving me insane—and not in the same way that I felt about Maddie.

      “Get off me,” I growled.

      God, it was so hard to stay awake. My eyelids were heavy.

      She giggled again.

      “What did you do to me?” I asked.

      I had gotten blackout drunk many times before while thinking about Maddie, but I had never hallucinated, and it sure as hell hadn’t felt like this. I opened my mouth and inhaled deeply, my chest restricting.

      She ground her pussy against me.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      “You won’t remember by morning,” she whispered into my ear, trailing her hand down my abdomen and slipping it underneath my waistband. “Don’t worry about it, Alec. I hope you enjoyed Maddie’s pussy because you’re mine for the rest of the night.”

      “S-stop,” I mumbled, my mind fading and my limbs so heavy. “G-get off.”

      She unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock, covered in Maddie’s juices. I grasped her hand, my fingers too weak to hold it at all.

      She giggled and stroked it up and down in an attempt to get it hard. “Stupid jock.”

      “Please, stop,” I mumbled. “Get off m⁠—”

      The last thing I remembered before I blacked out was her lips pressed against mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 5


          

        

      

    

    
      MADDIE

      After showering to get Alec off me, I dried my hair and grabbed an overnight bag for Vera’s house. I couldn’t believe that I had stupidly fallen for Alec Wolfe’s charm. Out of all the jocks who were here tonight, it’d had to be him.

      I balled my hand into a tight fist and stood at my door, taking a deep breath.

      Come on, Maddie. You don’t even need to look around the party, just slip out the side door.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, and for a moment, I thought it was that weird, threatening number again, but Vera’s name popped up on the screen in our group chat with Piper, the third friend in our little nerdy group, who I’d met last year during the Math Olympics that our school hosted. They had been texting all while I had been with Alec.

      
        
          
            
              
        Vera: If you’re both staying over, one of you will prob have to sleep on the couch.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Piper: Ugh, I don’t know if I will be able to make it. My dad is being annoying.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Vera: What happened?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Piper: Something about Poison and the mob? Maybe someone died or something. I don’t know. He ran out of the house in a rush, almost forgot his gun and badge here too. Anyway, he told me that if I left, he’d have my ass later so …

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Vera: [image: anguished face]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Vera: Are you still coming over, Maddie?

      

      

      

      

      

      Peering up at the door once more, I typed back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Yeah, I’m leaving now.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: Mmhmm …

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: What?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: You said that an hour ago. Get distracted? [image: winking face]

      

      

      

      

      

      For a mere moment, my lips curled into a smile. But then I wiped the grin off my face—because I couldn’t get distracted by some chiseled abs and a heartbreaker’s smile. Alec Wolfe was a dickhead, and I was standing by that.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: No, I was showering.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: Showering in cum?

      

      

      

      

      

      I bit my lip to stifle a giggle.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Get your mind off those smutty stories of yours. I’ll be over in fifteen. Want anything from Cumby’s while I’m out?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: Gatorade, pls. <3

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Blaise wear you out? Need to replenish with some electrolytes?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: [image: angry face][image: angry face][image: angry face]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Vera: Hate you. Bye.

      

      

      

      

      

      My phone buzzed again, but this time, Vera texted me in our private chat.

      
        
          
            
              
        Vera: And a Hostess CupCake from Cumby’s, pls, pls, pls. <3 I will love you forever!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Only if you tell me how it was with Blaise tonight. [image: winking face]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Vera: …

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Vera: Deal! Get me two.

      

      

      

      

      

      Once I finally deposited the phone into my pocket—for good this time—I grasped the doorknob and flung the door open. I was on a mission to ignore anyone and everyone tonight because I did not want to see Alec getting handsy with Sandra again.

      I would hurl … something at them probably.

      Keeping my head down, I hurried down the stairs and pushed through the sweaty jocks. Because I was a damn masochist, I scanned the crowd for Alec and Sandra and growled when I couldn’t find them. That was what I got for fucking someone who wasn’t mine.

      Stupid jealousy.

      When I arrived at the door, I scanned the crowd once more. No sign of either of them.

      Teeth gritting together, I stomped out of the house and through the grass to my car that I had parked on the street after the game because I had known that I wouldn’t be able to get down the driveway with everyone and their sisters at this party tonight.

      Alec and Sandra were probably sleeping together in one of the spare rooms upstairs or fucking in the pool.

      “Hey!” someone shouted from the front porch.

      I twirled around, heart racing at the thought of it being Alec, but I found my brother instead. “What?”

      “Where are you going?”

      “To Vera’s.”

      Holding a red Solo cup in his hand, he arched a brow. “To Vera’s?”

      “Yes, to Vera’s house,” I repeated.

      Ever since Spencer, Oliver had been acting like nothing but an overprotective parent to me. He always had to know where I was going, who was going to be there, and if I would be safe. And Oliver didn’t technically love that Vera lived in the slums.

      “Oliver!” a girl shouted, stumbling onto the porch and grabbing his free hand. “Come on.”

      “Text me when you get there,” he said to me, letting the girl tug him back inside.

      After blowing out a breath, I continued to my car and slipped into the driver’s seat. I sat in silence for a few moments, then glanced out at the house, wishing that Alec would stumble out front to get some air, alone.

      Hell, I knew that I’d needed air after what happened.

      But the longer I waited, the more my hopes fell.

      His car still sat in the driveway, and he was still inside, getting drunker by the second and probably letting Sandra suck him off in the bathroom or something. Maybe I should’ve done that? Not that I had ever really given a blow job before.

      Spencer and I had … gone far, but we had never done that.

      I would’ve probably fucked it up so much that Alec would’ve known that it was me.

      Maddie Weber and not stupid Sandra.

      Tears welled up in my eyes, but I blinked them away and started the car. I didn’t care about what Alec was doing right now. I drove down the street toward the slums. I didn’t care at all. I stopped at the Stop sign at the end of my road and glanced into my rearview mirror. Not at all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 6


          

        

      

    

    
      ALEC

      Someone slapped me hard on the cheek. “Dude!”

      I lifted my head off my shoulder, my head pounding, and opened my eyes. Oliver and some of my teammates stood around me, all laughing and some holding their phones in my direction, their flashlights shining brightly in my face.

      “What’s going on?” I asked sleepily, glancing around at them. “What happened?”

      And why the fuck were they recording? I got that we joked around and shit on the team, but I had been sleeping. What the hell was so funny that they had to record me while I was half-drunk, half-hungover, and sleepy as fuck?

      “Who’d you fuck out here?” Frazer asked.

      “I didn’t sleep with anyone,” I mumbled, not daring to even look at Oliver.

      I had been good at keeping my little crush on his sister a secret. It would never go anywhere—especially after tonight—but I still didn’t want him knowing about it. He had become way too protective of her after her piece-of-shit ex-boyfriend, and I didn’t blame him.

      “Must’ve been good if you couldn’t even stuff it back in your pants,” Caleb said.

      Eyes widening, I peered down at my jeans and saw my soft cock covered in dried pussy juices and blood hanging between my open zipper. While we had all seen each other naked in the showers, I quickly scrambled to stuff myself back into my underwear and jeans.

      The fuck happened?

      The last thing I remembered was—my chest tightened—a girl climbing into my lap.

      I stood up and shook my head. “I-I didn’t⁠—”

      “Dude, come on.” Caleb laughed. “You’re probably too drunk off your ass to remember.”

      “Y-yeah,” I whispered, dropping my gaze to the ground and shaking my head. “You’re probably right.”

      But he wasn’t. He fucking wasn’t.

      “I-I’m going to head back inside and get something to drink.”

      I grabbed on to the house so I wouldn’t stumble and headed to the back door.

      “Hey,” a drunk Oliver called from behind me, pointing his finger. “No more beers, or you’ll end up sleeping with the entire town.”

      The guys erupted into a fit of laughter behind him.

      “Leave some girls for us.”

      “As long as you assholes don’t share pictures of my soft dick online,” I called, forcing myself to smirk and play along.

      They wouldn’t share shit. They would probably use it to attempt to blackmail me, but I didn’t care about that right now.

      My head was spinning, my throat closing. I stumbled into the house.

      Instead of heading toward the kitchen, I sprinted up the stairs and slipped into the bathroom. As soon as the door closed, I clasped the porcelain bowl and leaned over the sink, breathing heavily. My heart pounded fast. I turned on the cold water and splashed my face.

      “I wanted it,” I affirmed. “I wanted it. I wanted it. I wanted it.”

      The cold water did nothing for me. I ran to the toilet and puked inside the bowl, my throat burning from the bile.

      I wanted it. I wanted it. I wanted it.

      I ripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower, turning on the cold water to ground myself.

      When I was younger, I used to do it for my anxiety attacks, but it wasn’t working now.

      I slammed my fist into the tiled wall and split my knuckles. “Fuck!”

      I needed to get out of here. I couldn’t breathe. My head was spinning again. My hands shaky.

      Nobody could see me like this.

      So, I wrapped a towel around my waist—because I wasn’t putting those filthy clothes back on—and hung another towel over my head, then hurried down the long hallways until I found Maddie’s room. I didn’t want her to see me like this, but everyone knew that this room was off-limits during parties.

      It was the only damn place that I could go.

      My breaths were short, ragged. I could barely breathe. I grabbed the doorknob with a shaky hand and yanked it open, hurrying into the room and locking the door behind me. I placed my back against it and sank down to the floor, shoving my hands through my hair.

      “I wanted it,” I said to convince myself, rocking back and forth. “I was too drunk to remember that I … that I …” I wanted to finish the sentence with asked her to do that, but all I remembered was telling her to crawl off me.

      I couldn’t even remember who the fuck it was.

      Did she get me hard? Did I come inside her without a condom?

      I crawled over to Maddie’s bed and used the rest of my strength to hoist myself up onto the mattress.

      She wasn’t here. Why isn’t she here?

      I pulled one of her pillows to my chest and sank my nose into it, inhaling her vanilla  shampoo deeply. My shoulders relaxed slightly, and the facade that I had desperately attempted to hold up slowly faded.

      Fuck.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

      Fuck!

      Heavy tears threatened to spill down my cheeks.

      “I didn’t want it,” I murmured. “I didn’t fucking want it.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 7


          

        

      

    

    
      MADDIE

      “So, do you think that lover boy will be down to see you today?” I asked, leaning against the front counter in the library on Saturday morning as Vera checked in books that had been dropped off last night.

      Vera arched a dark brown brow at me. “No.”

      I hummed and smirked at her. “Suuure.”

      With a small smile on her face, she continued to scan in the books and ignored me, which meant that Blaise Harleen—Redwood Academy’s bad boy—would probably show up at the library at some point today to flirt with Vera.

      “I have to work,” she said, lifting her gaze to me. “You can’t loom over me all day.”

      “Pleeeease,” I begged. “I don’t want to go back home.”

      She stared at me blankly. “Maddie, you literally live in a mansion. All you have to do is enter through one of your thousand side doors and make it into your room before Alec even sees you. Plus, I doubt that he’s still there.” She looked down at her computer. “It’s ten.”

      “You don’t understand,” I said, summoning my inner drama queen. “Those boys sleep in until two in the afternoon on the weekends. They’re probably littered around my house with a bunch of girls and beer all over them.”

      “Vera!” an older woman called from the bookshelves in the back. “Can you help me with these books?”

      Vera smirked and walked out from behind the counter. “Have fun!”

      After she disappeared behind the shelves, I slumped my shoulders forward and dragged my feet out of the library and to the street, where I’d parked. I slipped into the driver’s seat, started the car, and sat there.

      I didn’t want to go back home and face Alec. I’d do anything.

      So, instead, I whipped out my phone and texted Piper.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Please tell me you’re free.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Piper: Sorta?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Piper: My dad’s teaching me how to hack into someone’s computer. Haha.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Piper: Perks of having a corrupt policeman as a father. [image: grinning face with sweat]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Piper: I can probably hang out later tonight.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Noooooo,” I drew out and rested my forehead against the wheel.

      After Kai Koh from Poison—the most dangerous gang in Redwood—had hacked into everyone’s phone at the school last year to spread Poison propaganda, Piper had been obsessed with learning how to be a better coder and hacker than Kai.

      And I didn’t doubt that she would do it one of these days.

      She had utterly destroyed me at the Math Olympics last year, had aced every one of her coding classes at Redwood, and had taken up way too many robotics projects in her free time. She barely had time to hang out.

      But I didn’t blame her. I blamed stupid Alec for making me want to not even spend time in my own house because he was always there. It was totally that dickhead’s fault that I found every excuse not to be home on the weekends.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: What time?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Piper: Five? Maybe.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Sounds good.

      

      

      

      

      

      Once I deposited my phone into my purse, I pulled off the side of the road and headed home. I wasn’t going to be caught dead hanging out at a restaurant or a local coffee shop alone. Definitely not in Redwood.

      When I pulled into the driveway, there were still about ten cars parked near the house. I blew out a low breath, spotting Alec’s, and parked my car the farthest away from his so he didn’t get any ideas.

      I could only imagine how trashed the house was after that banger last night, which was not something I wanted to deal with. So, I grabbed my backpack, stuffed with dirty clothes from Vera’s house, and my purse.

      As soon as I stepped out of the car, the stench of alcohol drifted through my nostrils. I pinched the skin between my eyebrows and walked to the front door because it would be the quickest route to my room. I didn’t want to waste any time sneaking in through the side door and scurrying around dirty underwear and empty bottles.

      Using my sleeve to turn the knob so I wouldn’t accidentally catch an STD—yes, I really was that much of a drama queen—I stepped into the house and scrunched my nose. Three guys were sprawled across the living room floor, another sleeping half-naked with a girl on the couch.

      “Ew,” I whispered so I wouldn’t wake them and continued weaving through the room.

      Beer cans were littered across the floor, the white rug stained with alcohol and what looked to be … dirt, mixed with piss. I gagged and averted my gaze, heading straight for the stairs. Oliver must be in his room with that girl from last night. I didn’t see him anywhere.

      I also didn’t see Alec.

      My hands balled into fists as I ascended the stairs, glancing over the railing at the living room for him one last time. But still, no sign of him or of Sandra. Usually, I always saw Sandra in the mornings after a party here.

      Jealousy bubbled inside me as hot tears built in my eyes.

      Alec Wolfe had fucked me senseless last night, and this morning, I was nothing to him.

      I should’ve freaking known the moment he walked into my room, drunk off his ass. I should’ve pushed him away, made him tell me that he was lying about all those dirty little things he had whispered into my ear before I let him inside me.

      At least, that way, maybe I would’ve been able to shout at him that I didn’t want it.

      But I had. Badly.

      I gritted my teeth. No, I hadn’t. My head was just messing with me.

      After making it out of the sea of hockey guys and their groupies, I sighed in relief, closed my bedroom door behind me, and leaned against it.

      Thank God I didn’t⁠—

      My eyes widened when I caught sight of messy brown hair on my pillow. I ran over to my bed and ripped off the blankets to see Alec Wolfe lying in my bed, curled up in a ball and completely naked.
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