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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      ASTRID

      Maybe I was a little buzzed, okay?

      I stumbled into A’dré’s living room and through the grinding bodies, moving my hips to the music and finally feeling myself. All day long at Redwood, I kept up this good-girl persona, the nerdy virgin who’d never break a rule.

      But fuck that tonight.

      My beer sloshed over the edge of my red Solo cup, and I scanned the room for my friend Ruby. Between the number of drinks I’d downed and this not being a party hosted in Redwood, I didn’t recognize most people here.

      Strands of bright pink hair twirled around on the outskirts of the dance floor. I pushed past a couple of people, shoving their shoulders so I could get through, and finally found Ruby, all up on some senior from our rival school.

      Lips curled into a smile, she turned around so she could grind her ass against his front, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me forward. I swayed my hips to the beat and intertwined my fingers with hers.

      She shouted over the music, her words drowned in the sound.

      “What?” I yelled back.

      She pulled me closer so her lips were near my ear. “That guy you like and his friends from Redwood are here,” she said into my ear, then pulled away and nodded toward a couple of couches.

      “What guy?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder.

      The Crew sat on the couches with beers and weed, bullshitting with each other while Calix was gazing in our direction. At me. More specifically, my hips moving to the beat. When I raised my cup to my lips again, he lifted his eyes to mine.

      If I had been sober, my cheeks would’ve flushed red, and I would’ve hidden behind my hair.

      But drunk Astrid did not give a single fuck.

      I continued to dance and smiled at him, wanting him to come over.

      Calix had been in more fights than I could count, and I had had a crush on him for four years now, but I refused to even look in his direction in school. I didn’t want him to know how much of a freak I really was—at least when I was sober.

      What was worse about this whole entire thing was … Calix was my best friend’s brother. And Diya would absolutely hate me if she found out that I’d had a thing for him since I had gone over to her house the summer before ninth grade.

      Calix drew his tongue across his lower lip and dropped his gaze again, sipping on his glass. Annoyed that he just wanted to stare, I turned back around toward Ruby and danced to the music, downing my drink.

      She giggled. “Oh, you’re so going to regret this tomorrow morning.”

      Someone seized my hips from behind. For a moment, I thought it was Calix, but it was a tall, big-handed dude, not from Redwood. He had to be at least twenty years old, and he was at a high-school party, but I didn’t care.

      I wanted someone to touch me.

      Throwing my ass back, I leaned forward with my hands on my knees and bucked my hips up and down, the same way I would if I were riding his dick. He ground himself into me against the back of my skirt.

      When his hand started traveling up my thigh and inching closer to my skirt, someone yanked him away from me. From over my shoulder, I watched as Calix slammed his fist into the guy’s face and sent him back through the crowd, his beer still in his hand.

      Fuck, was that all I had to do?

      Once the twenty-year-old left, Calix moved closer to me. Standing at least six foot something with tattoos covering his left arm, he grabbed my elbow and leaned down to talk into my ear. “What’re you doing here, Astrid?”

      “You know my name?” I asked, twirling around and placing my hand on his shoulder.

      He dropped his hands to my hips and curled his fingers into my ass. “Don’t play with me like that. What. Are. You. Doing. Here?”

      “I. Am. Having. A. Good. Time,” I stuttered, another giggle escaping my mouth. I found myself wrapping my arms around his shoulders and pulling him toward me, pressing his body against mine. “Now, show me one.”

      “Show you one?” he asked with a low chuckle that—God—did something terrible to me. Then he took my waist and led me out of the crowd. “I’ll show you one, if that’s what you really want.”

      With the alcohol finally setting in—okay, maybe it had a while ago—I closed my eyes and felt him graze against my backside. When I reopened them, he was guiding me to The Crew, who all sat around the back couches, drinking and smoking.

      My cheeks flushed. Is this a good idea? Probably not. But I didn’t care.

      He sat back down in his spot and pulled me into his lap. I inhaled sharply, my pussy clenching, and let him grind himself against my ass from behind. The others watched me—one of Redwood’s good girls—sit on their friend’s lap.

      I let him press himself against me, grind against my pussy.

      Fuck. It feels too good.

      “Turn around for me,” he ordered, holding my hair back. “Straddle my waist.”

      “Here?” I asked as I glanced around the group. “Right … here?”

      “Don’t worry about it, Hellcat,” he murmured into my ear. “Nobody’s gonna see.”

      I blame the alcohol for this.

      After I straddled his waist, I rested my pussy against his bulge and clenched. His cock felt so big, huge, massive against my wet panties. I grabbed on to his shoulders and rubbed my clit against his jeans, aching to relieve myself.

      Being drunk and horny was a bad combo for a good girl.

      A really bad combo.

      Calix reached between us and undid his button, then his zipper. I swallowed hard and gazed down at his hard cock pressed against his briefs. Pre-cum stained the fabric near his swollen head. I curled my fingers around the waistband.

      Fuck. Fuck!

      God, this was the hottest damn thing I had seen.

      I wanted him. All of him.

      Unable to stop myself, I slid down the front of his briefs to reveal his head and sucked in a sharp breath.

      My gaze snapped up to his.

      He stared back at me, eyes hazy with lust and lips parted slightly. “Keep going.”

      I continued to pull down his briefs until his entire cock sprang out of them and smacked against the front of my skirt. He wrapped his hand around the base and gently took my chin in his other hand.

      “Lift your skirt for me.”

      Pussy clenching, I glanced over my shoulder at the others at the party. Once I was certain that nobody was paying attention to us—other than The Crew—I pulled my skirt up enough for Calix to see my lacy black thong.

      God, this was so wrong. He was my best friend’s brother, for fuck’s sake!

      He dropped his hand from my chin to the front of my panties and swiped his thumb across my clit. I whimpered and clutched my skirt harder, bunching it up in my hands.

      “Calix,” I whispered, “there are so many people.”

      “Do you want me to stop?” he asked, drawing the edge of his nail across my panties.

      I swallowed hard and shook my head. “No.”

      No, I didn’t want him to ever stop. But I should’ve. I should’ve stopped this before it started. I should’ve never picked up a drink tonight. Because tonight wasn’t just any other night.

      Tonight was the night this good virgin turned bad.
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      ASTRID

      “I’m going to pull your panties to the side,” Calix said. “I wanna see that little pink pussy.”

      Nodding, I gazed between us as he stroked his cock in his other hand, faster when he swooped his index finger around my thong and pulled it to the side. A low grunt escaped his mouth, and he slipped two fingers between my pussy lips to rub my clit.

      After releasing my grip on my skirt, I grabbed his shoulders. “Calix …”

      “I didn’t tell you to drop your skirt,” he said. “Lift it for me and watch.”

      Not wanting him to stop, I lifted my skirt again and sank down onto him a few inches. I wanted him to be inside me, but I knew that we couldn’t do anything here. We were in the middle of the party. It’d be way too obvious.

      “You’re aching for my cock, aren’t you?” he hummed, removing his fingers from my clit and tugging me closer to him so he could rub the head of his cock against my pussy instead. He rubbed it back and forth, across my clit, his pre-cum decorating my lips.

      “Calix,” I moaned.

      “How does it feel, Hellcat?” he asked.

      I furrowed my brow and stared at him, pussy quivering. “Please, don’t stop.”

      He drew the head of his cock to my entrance. “You want more?”

      “Yes, but …” I looked around again. “Someone will … someone will see.”

      Again, he grabbed my chin with his free hand. “Look at me. I promise nobody will see. It’s just me and you, right here. Don’t worry about the others. The Crew will take care of them for us, if anyone dares to glance over here. Okay?”

      Fuck, my pussy is pulsing.

      “Okay,” I whispered. “But I’m a …”

      “A virgin,” he finished. “I know.”

      After sucking in a sharp breath, I clutched my skirt harder, “I don’t want it to hurt. You’re so big, and I’ve only stuffed my fingers inside me before. You’re going to … to stretch me out.”

      “Baby,” he cooed, head against my entrance, “it’s not going to hurt for long.” He pushed a centimeter into me and grunted. “God, you’re so fucking tight.” He slipped another inch inside me, putting pressure in all the wrong places.

      “Calix,” I whined.

      Suddenly, someone wrapped their arm around my torso and placed their large fingers against my clit. I sucked in a sharp breath, tightened around Calix, and glanced over my shoulder at Frasier.

      Frasier was another one of Redwood’s billionaire players and Crew member, who flirted with everyone.

      “Fuck,” Calix grunted, pushing another inch into me. “Your pussy just got so wet, Hellcat.”

      I tightened even more. Frasier moved closer to me, pressing his bulge against my back and wrapping his other hand around my upper body to grasp one of my breasts. Only two sets of hands, and I was already about to lose it.

      How would I feel if all five of them touched me at once?

      “God,” I moaned, legs trembling.

      “That’s it, baby,” Frasier murmured. “You’ve almost taken all of him.”

      “Am I doing good?” I asked.

      Calix grunted, shoving the last inch into me and grasping my hips. “So fucking good.”

      My walls wrapped around every inch of his dick, clinging to it as tightly as they could. I dropped my skirt because I couldn’t hold on to it anymore and took his shoulders instead, my fingernails digging into his thick muscles.

      Frasier moved both hands to my breasts and pinched my nipples through my shirt. I moaned and tightened even harder, the heat growing between my legs.

      God, this feels way too freaking good.

      “Please,” I whispered. “Give me more.”

      “The good little slut is begging for it now,” Arch said from the other couch.

      Arch—fucking Arch—was my stepbrother since last year. He got into trouble with his father, bad-mouthed everyone, and probably should’ve been suspended five times over now, but he was still here.

      “Please,” I found myself saying again, begging and pleading more, loving the feeling of being called a slut. I wanted Arch to call me that over and over, degrade me even further.

      All this time I spent at Redwood, being a good girl …

      Nobody knew about this side of me.

      Calix slowly pulled out of me, then pushed himself back in. I threw my head back, pussy tightening so much around him. He had only just started, and I was already halfway to the best orgasm of my life.

      “Call me a slut again,” I whimpered. “Please.”

      Arch smirked and stood, taking a fistful of my hair and forcing me to stare up at him. “You’re a fucking slut, Astrid. Getting fucked in the middle of a party in front of four other guys, begging me to call you filthy names. Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

      Panting as Calix began thrusting in and out of me quicker, I stuck out my tongue and stared up at him. He clutched my throat in his free hand and spit into my mouth. My eyes widened slightly, and I squeezed Calix’s dick harder than I had before.

      “More,” I begged, sticking out my tongue again. “Do it⁠—”

      He spit into my mouth again, then smacked it. “A dirty fucking whore.”

      “Fuuuuck,” Calix grunted. “Your fucking pussy …”

      Rush, the grumpy racing fanatic, and Cairo, one of my friends from Physics, sat on the opposite couch. Rush’s hand was down his pants, and Cairo’s gaze was intently on mine, as if he wanted to come over here, too, but there wasn’t much room on this couch.

      Frasier pinched my nipples again and tipped me right over the edge. I threw my head back and moaned, pleasure rushing through me.

      “That’s it, baby,” Frasier praised as I bucked my hips back and forth on Calix’s cock. “Ride out that orgasm.”

      After stilling inside me, Calix seized my hips and grunted, “Fuck, Hellcat.” He took my chin in his hand and forced me to stare at him. “You’re a good virgin gone bad tonight.”
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      ASTRID

      With my head pounding, I slowly sat up and blinked my eyes to adjust to the harsh sunlight flooding through the windows.

      Where am I? What happened? How much did I drink last night?

      I faintly remembered …

      Oh my God.

      I stared around the empty room, littered with red cups, weed, broken glass, and … Rush, who was sprawled out on the couch beside me, shirtless, his usually grumpy face soft from sleep.

      My eyes widened. Oh my fucking God.

      I reached between my legs. I didn’t have underwear on anymore. Or a shirt.

      No. Fuck no.

      It really didn’t happen last night. I didn’t lose my virginity to The Crew, did I?

      Mouth drying, I shot up to my feet and pulled down my skirt to cover my bare pussy. Where the hell is my underwear?! I flipped up the pillows beside me and tiptoed around the broken glass, searching for any piece of clothing I could wear that wasn’t this.

      When I finally found Rush’s shirt under the couch, I tugged it over my head and used my hair elastic to tie it in the back so it wasn’t swallowing me whole. This looked decent. Right? I mean, nobody at school knew it was his shirt except me … right?

      School …

      I found my phone on a side table. Shit, I’m late for school!

      “Need a ride?” someone said from behind me.

      After leaping into the air, I twirled around and faced Frasier and his playboy smirk. Dressed in an old-money white polo shirt, he leaned against the doorframe with one hand stuffed into his khaki pants.

      “I’m fine,” I said, peering at Rush, still fast asleep on the couch.

      He had turned onto his side, and I spotted the large scars down his back, which looked like they were from some kinda knife fight.

      “You sure you wanna be that good girl who misses class after a Thursday night party?” Frasier asked, twirling his keys around his finger and clicking his tongue. “I don’t think that’ll go over well with your good-girl persona.”

      “It’s not a persona,” I said, crossing my arms. “Thank you very much.”

      “Seemed like a persona when you climbed on top of Calix last night and rode his dick.”

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment. “I … I did not ride his dick.”

      “For everyone to see too.”

      Mouth drying, I snapped my gaze up to his. “Nobody saw, except you guys … right?”

      His smirk widened. “I dunno. Maybe. You gonna let me drive you to school?”

      I narrowed my eyes. “If I don’t, are you going to tell everyone?”

      “Come on. I’m not a dickhead, like your stepbrother.” He moved closer to me, standing at least a foot taller with the most attractive scent of cologne that I had ever smelled. “Anything that happens between us, baby, you know I’ll keep it between us.”

      Warmth gathered between my legs. Anything that happens, huh? Does he mean …

      “Okay, but not because I like you,” I said, checking my phone and realizing that if we didn’t leave, like, right now, I would be in deep, deep, deep shit! “Only because if I walk, then I won’t even make it back before the end of the day.”

      Grinning, he nodded toward the door. I glanced around the party to make sure that I didn’t forget any of my belongings and followed him out of the front door. My heart pounded inside my chest.

      What has gotten into me lately? Did I really sleep with Calix last night?!

      Part of me still couldn’t believe it. And now I was getting into the playboy’s car after he promised whatever happened between us stayed between us?

      Fuck, this isn’t going to end well. It never did when a good girl fell for the bad boys.

      After sliding into the passenger seat of his Bugatti, I clicked on my seat belt and sucked in a low breath. We’d head right to school, and I would force him to let me out a couple of blocks before the parking lot so nobody saw me getting out of his car.

      It was a foolproof plan.

      If anyone saw, I knew what kind of rumors would swirl around Redwood. It had happened last semester with Vera and Blaise, one of Redwood’s bad boys. Never mind how many times Jace Harbor, our football star, and his stepsister came to school together!

      I didn’t want to be associated at all with The Crew.

      They were bad news, and what had happened last night would never happen again.

      Never, never, never again.

      To my surprise, Frasier didn’t say much on our way out of this town and back into Redwood, except for when he took a turn that I hadn’t expected and began driving down a back road that definitely didn’t lead to school.

      “Just a quick stop,” he murmured. “I haven’t had breakfast yet.”

      “Frasier, this is the middle of nowhere,” I said. “There is no breakfast place anywhere.”

      He pulled over to the side of the road and parked the car. “I know. I know, baby. I want a taste of …” He pushed his fingers underneath my skirt and right into my wet pussy. I grasped his wrist and tensed up, his two big fingers driving me crazy already. “This pussy.”

      My eyes widened slightly, the pressure building up in my core. “Wh-what?!”

      “Nobody has to know,” Frasier murmured into my ear, his fingers stuffed deep inside me. “Calix told me how wet you were for him last night, and I want my fill of you. I’m too jealous, too greedy. I need my fill of you too.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      ASTRID

      Frasier didn’t even give me a chance to speak. He continued murmuring dirty things into my ear, his fingers pumping in and out of me quickly. If I were in my right mind, I’d think of how much of a dick he was for not letting me get a word in, but … but, God, it was so, so hot.

      “You’re so pretty, baby. So wet for me. Tell me how good my fingers feel inside you.”

      “Frasier …” I whimpered, glancing at a car passing us. It wasn’t like we were hidden—at all—just parked on the side of the road. “I think⁠—”

      “Forget about anyone else,” he murmured, drawing his nose against mine. “Tell me.”

      Another whimper left my mouth as he built me closer and closer to an orgasm. I clutched his wrist and arched my back against the seat, digging my head into the headrest. I pressed my lips together to stop myself from screaming out in pleasure.

      “Tell me, tell me,” he murmured. “I wanna hear it.”

      “You feel so good!” I cried, legs shaking. “Please don’t stop.”

      He pumped his fingers faster, deeper. I stared over at him, my jaw slack.

      “I know,” he murmured. “I know. I know. I know. Let it all out for me.”

      Pleasure coursed through my body, and my legs trembled wildly. I cried out, my body jerking against the seat. He doubled down and pressed his mouth against mine, eating up all my moans.

      Once I finally came down from the orgasm, he pulled his fingers out of my cunt and stuffed them into his mouth, sucking off all my juices. A low groan left his mouth. “You taste so fucking good.”

      I pulled my thighs together. “Frasier … we should probably get to⁠—”

      Frasier seized my hips and sat me on his lap, burying his face into the crook of my neck.

      “Frasier—”

      “I’ll be quick, baby,” he said, pulling his cock out of his khakis and positioning himself at my entrance. “I promise, I’ll get you to school on time. I can’t let you go without hearing more of those sexy moans while your pussy is gripping my big … fat”—he thrust into me—“cock.”

      My eyes rolled back into my head, and my head lolled back from the insane pleasure coursing through me.

      Drunk sex was great.

      Sober sex? Oh my fucking God! When I wasn’t impaired and could make logical decisions and … and …

      With his hands sliding up and down the sides of my body, he pounded up into me at a quick pace. I gripped on to his shoulders, my tits bouncing in Rush’s shirt. Frasier placed his mouth against the shirt, finding my nipple and biting down on it.

      He helped me move up and down on his cock, staring up at me with his mouth still latched on to my nipple. And when he stopped thrusting upward, I continued moving on him, letting him fill me completely, then pulling him out.

      “Oh my God, baby,” I cried. “Oh my God!”

      “Don’t stop,” he murmured, tugging up on my shirt to see my tits. “Keep going. You’re doing so good. So, so, so good for me.”

      I sank my nails into his shoulders and whimpered, “You like the way these big titties bounce in your face?”

      As soon as the words left my mouth, I wanted to take them all back. They sounded so awkward, coming from me, especially sober Astrid!

      “Fuck,” he grunted, sucking one of my breasts into his mouth and dipping his hand between my thighs to rub my clit. “I love the way these titties bounce in my face, baby. Keep going. Keep going for me. Keep bouncing. They’re so fucking sexy. You’re so sexy, baby. Look at you. Bouncing like a good little slut for me …”

      He continued and continued murmuring dirty words against my body, and I couldn’t handle it anymore. His fingers moved faster against my clit, and I lifted myself off him as an orgasm ripped through my body.

      “Holy—”

      Frasier grabbed my hips and forced me back down onto him, his mouth on my ear. “Stay deep as you come. I wanna feel this pretty pussy milking my cock.” He captured my earlobe between his teeth and growled, “I want my cum so deep inside you that it gets you pregnant.”

      I clawed at his shoulders, crying and squirming and unable to stop myself from moaning.

      “Frasier!” I cried, my legs trembling so uncontrollably that I couldn’t lift myself back off him even if I tried. My head was hazy with all the dirty words he mumbled against me. “It’s too much pressure.”

      “You can take it,” he said, sucking my bottom lip between his teeth. “My girl can fucking take it.”

      The orgasm didn’t stop rolling through every bit of my body. I clutched on to him tighter as he seized my hips, ready to make me come again. He wasn’t giving up. No, he was going to make me come so hard for a third time!

      “I’m going to dump every last drop into your fucking pussy,” he growled into my mouth. “And you’re going to take it. You’re going to beg for it. Beg for me. Tell me that you want me to get you pregnant. Call yourself a dirty slut, a whore, my whore.”

      “I’m a dirty slut,” I cried, tits moving against his chest. I couldn’t control the words that left my mouth; they just continued to spill out over and over and over. “Your whore! Please, fill my pussy. Make The Crew jealous. Get me pregnant, Frasier!”

      One thrust. A second thrust.

      And suddenly, he was buried deep inside me, lifting his hips off the driver’s seat and forcing my hips as close to him as he could get them, grunting and groaning into my mouth, telling me how much of a good girl I was, how I was taking it so well.

      Pleasure exploded through my body, and I curled my toes. “Fuck!”

      He pumped into my cunt a few more times, much slower, a low grunt drawn out from his mouth. When he finally stilled, he grabbed my chin and forced me to look into those sinful eyes of his, to stare at the playboy of Redwood.

      He probably said all those filthy words to other girls he fucked in his car like this, but I couldn’t seem to care because it wasn’t even seven in the morning and I had already come three times.

      “Are you always this horny in the morning?” he murmured. “Because if you are, then I’ll pick you up every morning, baby. You’ll be my little secret plaything.”
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      Walking into Redwood’s cafeteria, with my hands around the plastic tray of crappy food, I immediately started toward my usual table, busy with my friends chatting. My heart pounded inside my chest, and I couldn’t help glancing toward The Crew, perched in the far corner.

      Each and every one of them were looking right at me. Me!

      Oh fuck. They haven’t told anyone, have they? My mouth dried. Surely, they haven’t.

      If they had, all of Redwood would have known by now. But honestly, maybe … maybe this was … all some sort of misunderstanding: Maybe they were supposed to find another girl last night.

      Why did they find me? Was I that easy?

      Yes. The answer was, yes, I really was that easy.

      I swallowed literally no spit in my mouth and averted my gaze from them. What was I going to say to everyone? Diya, my bestie, had to already know what had happened. Ruby would’ve told her that I’d hooked up with her brother, wouldn’t she?

      No, friends didn’t do that to friends, right?

      After setting down the tray, I slowly sat in my seat and looked around at the other girls who were chatting with each other. Diya looked up at me with a smile on her face, her brown eyes brighter than usual.

      “I heard you were late today,” Diya said.

      “Oh, yeah?” I started my grandiose lie that I had made up after I fucked Frasier in his car this morning. “I accidentally slept in.”

      I side-eyed Ruby, wondering if she was going to say anything, but she had the biggest dark circles underneath her eyes, and I wasn’t sure if she even remembered last night. Hickeys covered her neck, and her pink hair was thrown up into a messy bun.

      “So, how was the party last night?” Diya asked, opening her carton of milk.

      “The party?” I repeated back, my mouth dry.

      She giggled. “Yes, the party. You know, the one you went to with Ruby?”

      “Oh, that one.” I scratched my neck. “Yeah … that one.”

      Diya arched a brown brow. “Okay, why are you acting so weird?”

      “Oh, am I?” I giggled nervously.

      Fuck, what can I tell her? I lost my virginity to her brother? No. No, no, no, no, no, no, no. How can I do that to her? She is one of my best friends. I promised myself, even though I had a crush on him, that I would never sleep with him, even when we were out of high school.

      It’d only cause drama, and now I had to explain something to her.

      I opened my Diet Coke and sipped. “Oh … yeah, nothing really eventful happened.”

      Way to act suspicious, Astrid!

      She narrowed her eyes at me. “Why are you acting like that?”

      Someone shouted from across the cafeteria, and I snapped my gaze up to The Crew. Frasier was leaning back against the brick wall, huge arms crossed over his chest and the biggest grin on his face. And that stupid little Calix sat right beside him, mirroring his smirk.

      Fuck!!!

      “No reason!” I exclaimed, standing. “Listen, I have to go to the bathroom.”

      Before Diya could say another word or ask me another question, I shot up from my seat at the cafeteria table and hurried out the door and straight to the bathroom.

      What could I say to her? I needed to come up with an excuse.

      It was obvious that I was hiding something, and I really didn’t want him to tell her before I did. I didn’t want her to think I’d betrayed her by sleeping with her brother. She had told me so many times how much she hated him, and for me to fuck him …

      My heart was racing, and my mind was all over the place. God, what had I gotten myself into? Not only had I slept with my best friend’s brother, but I had also let my stepbrother watch. And one of my good friends too? What had gotten into me?

      I pumped my legs as fast as I could without running, not wanting to get in trouble with our new principal—Principal Stoll. He was stricter than Principal Vaughn had been and always found reasons to punish students.

      Of course, I’d acted that way because of the alcohol last night.

      I tugged on a strand of my hair and chewed on the inside of my cheek. I would never in my right mind have done something like that without alcohol.

      Maybe it was spiked? Maybe I was actually drugged last night!

      As I passed the boys’ bathroom, trying to make a break for the girls’ room to get my shit together, someone snatched me by the upper arm and yanked me into the empty room. I yelped, but he smacked a large, callous hand over my mouth.

      Suddenly, I was thrust up against the door, and an angry Rush stared down at me.

      “Take it off,” he growled at me.

      “What?” I asked, brow furrowed. “What are you⁠—”

      “You stole my fucking shirt,” he said, grabbing me by the collar and tugging me closer. He stared down at me through dark eyes.

      Rush was always grumpy, but I had never seen him like this.

      “I am … I’m sorry. I didn’t have any other clothes to put on.”

      “I don’t give a fuck. I want it back. Now.”

      I stared up at him, nostrils flaring. “Or what?” The question came out before I had a chance to stop it. I didn’t know where the hell all this confidence had been coming from lately, but when I was alone around The Crew, it seemed to flow from me.

      “Or what?” he snarled back, as if he didn’t believe I had talked back to him. “If you don’t fucking take my shirt off right now, I’m gonna rip it off of you.”

      “I don’t have anything else to wear.”

      “Not my fucking problem. Take it off now.”

      After a few moments of debating whether I should or not, I decided against it. Because he really, really wouldn’t let me walk around half naked at Redwood Academy. How was he gonna rip the shirt off anyway? He wasn’t that strong, and this was good quality.

      “No,” I said, twirling on my heel.

      I grabbed the door handle, about to pull it open, when his hand snapped against the wooden door and forced it closed.

      “Do you really wanna play games with me, Hellcat? Because I can play games.”
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      ASTRID

      One moment, Rush had his hand on the door, and the next, both of his hands were on my collar, ripping the shirt straight down the middle. I yelped and covered my exposed tits.

      How is he so strong?!

      “Rush!” I exclaimed. “What are you doing?!”

      “I told you to take off the shirt, and you decided to be a little fucking brat about it.”

      “So, you ruined the shirt for both of us?!” I exclaimed. “Are you crazy?!”

      Someone waggled the door handle behind me, and my eyes widened even more. If anyone came in, then they would see me almost naked in the middle of the boys’ restroom with Rush Parker, the grumpy ass who didn’t talk to anyone.

      “Let me in,” a familiar voice said behind the door.

      Rush grabbed me by the elbow, ripping my arm away from my tits and pulling me away from the door. I stumbled into the wall and stared in horror as Arch stepped into the bathroom to see me completely exposed, dropping his backpack onto the floor.

      Arch clicked his tongue at me and stared at me through his brows, his chin tilted down. “Finally get to see Hellcat’s nice tits,” he murmured, stalking toward me while I flattened out against the wall, trapped between Rush and Arch. “What happened to your shirt?”

      “My shirt,” Rush growled.

      I glared up at Rush, then turned my attention to my stepbrother. “None of your⁠—”

      Arch wrapped a hand around my throat, pinned me to the wall, and smacked one of my tits with his rough hand. “Don’t be a brat with us, Astrid. We own you after last night. Don’t want anyone to find out you’re fucking around with The Crew, do you?”

      “I’m not fucking around with you,” I snarled at him.

      “You fucked Calix in front of us all at the party, then Frasier this morning.”

      My cheeks warmed. “How did you find out about that?”

      Frasier said he’d keep it quiet!

      Arch unbuckled his belt, pulled it off his waist, wrapped it around my throat to use as a collar, then yanked me closer to him with the leather. “It doesn’t matter how I found out,” he growled, his hand coming around my chin, his fingers squeezing my cheeks and making my lips pout. “You’re all ours now.”

      “No, I’m⁠—”

      Before I could finish my sentence, Arch bent me at the hip, and my tits bounced forward, swaying underneath me. Rush placed his palm on my forehead, pushing it back and gripping his cock through his jeans. He undid his belt and zipper, then pulled out his dick.

      “These big, fat fucking titties,” Rush said, grabbing one and bouncing it around in his free hand.

      Arch shoved my skirt to my ankles, moved behind me, and lined himself up at my entrance. “I’ve wanted this for so”—he wrapped his hands around my waist, the head of his cock brushing against my entrance—“fucking”—thrust—“long.”

      My toes curled, and I willingly opened my mouth to moan out in pleasure. Rush shoved his fat cock between my lips and grunted, thrusting in and out of me slowly at first.

      “Good girls like you are never innocent,” Arch growled. “You’re all dirty whores.”

      Heat exploded in my core, and I tightened around Arch. “I-I’m not!”

      “Dirty little whores who’ll do anything to feel good,” Rush murmured, pushing some hair out of my face and shoving his dick back into my mouth. “Astrid, I know you better than you think. Have watched you touch your drooling little pussy more than once. Who do you think told Calix to take you last night?”

      My watery eyes widened, and I clenched even tighter on Arch. Fuck!

      “You’re just a desperate little slut,” Arch said, reaching around my torso and groping my tits. “Desperate for attention …” He pounded into me from behind. “But even more desperate for some cock.”

      “Make her pussy cry,” Rush mumbled, taking a better hold on my head and matching Arch’s pace but inside my throat.

      I sank my fingernails into his thighs and cried out in pleasure. The pressure built higher and higher and higher inside me, until I was about to …

      About to …

      Body trembling, I choked on Rush’s cock and came hard. Wave after wave of ecstasy rushed through my body, and I curled my toes, barely able to stand upright. Arch suddenly pulled out of me, leaving me empty, and I fell to the ground, Rush’s cock still down my throat.

      Rush sank his hand into my hair, grabbing it roughly as he bucked his hips forward. Warm cum shot down the back of my throat, and he forced me to drink it down and swallow. I stared up at him hazily, pussy pulsing.

      When Rush finally pulled out of me, Arch stepped forward. “Clean my dick off with that filthy mouth.”

      In a daze, I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Arch shoved himself into it, forcing me to suck my juices off his hard, throbbing cock. I whimpered when he hit the back of my throat.

      “Please come,” I mumbled, words muffled by his huge dick. Spit rolled down my chin and onto my swaying tits. My pussy was still aching from the orgasm from a few moments ago. “Please …”

      Arch pulled himself out of me and decorated my face with his cum, getting it all over my lashes and cheeks and lips. I stared up at them, licking what I could off me, feeling exactly like what he had called me—a dirty little whore.

      Arch and Rush began stuffing themselves back into their jeans, grabbing their belongings from the floor.

      “What am I going to do about a shirt?” I asked, holding my arms over my tits and smooshing them to my chest. I stared at them both through hazy eyes, licking the last few drops of Arch’s cum from my lips. “I don’t have an extra change of clothes.”

      “Don’t worry,” Arch murmured, reaching into his backpack. “I brought something from home.” He tossed me a bikini top that was way too small to be mine. It definitely hadn’t come from home because I didn’t have bikinis this small. They’d barely cover my tits. “It’s yours.”

      “It’s mine, my ass,” I growled, finally coming to my senses. “Give me a shirt.”

      Rush snatched my phone from the floor and slipped it into his pocket, a smirk in those usually grumpy eyes. “Have fun figuring it out.”

      And with that, they both stepped out of the boys’ bathroom, leaving me with a torn shirt and a skimpy little bikini that would maybe cover my nipples. That was … if I was lucky.
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      CAIRO

      Astrid was late for class.

      Nervously, I bounced my heel on the ground underneath the table in our Physics class. The classroom buzzed with the chatter from other students, awaiting the arrival of our teacher, who stepped into class the minute it started.

      But Astrid always, always, always arrived ten minutes early.

      I glanced at the door for the umpteenth time, hoping to catch a glimpse of her brown hair, tied up in her high ponytail. My heart raced inside my chest. Why did she make me feel like this? It wasn’t like we were best friends, but we had hung out a couple of times …

      For a project.

      Still, we had spent time together outside of school, and I hadn’t had the balls to push it any further. The Crew had though, last night, at that stupid party that I’d convinced them all to go to because I wanted to take my mind off her.

      What a surprise to find a drunk Astrid riding Calix’s dick.

      Nerves zipped through me as the bell rang. Mr. Gosche stepped through the door and blew out a low breath, shaking his head and muttering that he didn’t want to be here today, like every day.

      I tapped my fingers against my textbook, rehearsing what I wanted to say to her a dozen times in my head. Just a simple hi and maybe a comment about the latest Physics homework? No, Calix definitely hadn’t convinced her to get together with some Physics homework.

      My gaze dropped from the door to my phone nestled on my lap, lighting up with messages from Arch and Rush, insinuating that they had met up with Astrid sometime after—or during—lunch. They had both run out after she did.

      Jaw twitching, I averted my gaze. Everyone had been with her except me.

      Goddamn it.

      All this time, nobody in The Crew had spared her a second glance until I showed interest in her. Not Frasier, who slept with any girl he could. Not Arch, who fucking lived with her. Not Rush, who had said he had been interested in her. And especially not Calix.

      Suddenly, the door opened, and I snapped my head up. Astrid walked into the class with her head hung low, holding a torn shirt closed over her chest. Or at least trying to. But her tits were too big, or maybe the shirt was just too small. Why was it even torn anyway?

      “You’re late, Astrid,” Mr. Gosche said, not looking up from his computer.

      “Sorry,” she whispered, practically running toward our back table.

      Her arms were smooshed against her huge, bouncing tits. She glanced up at me and gave me a small smile as she slid onto the stool beside me, finally letting her torn shirt fall open so I could see the tiniest bikini that she wore.

      Holy fuck.

      My dick stiffened inside my jeans, and I readjusted myself so she wouldn’t see how hard I was. Last night, when I’d finally gotten home, I had stroked so many out at the thought of her being wrapped around my cock and not Calix’s.

      God, I wanted her so fucking badly.

      “What, uh, happened to your shirt?” I asked.

      “Shit,” she muttered to herself. “You noticed?”

      I swallowed hard and scratched the back of my neck. “It’s hard not to.”

      She scooted closer to the table, hiding her tits behind it so nobody in front of us could see, but I had the best fucking view of them all as her tits swung in that tiny little bikini, her nipples barely covered by the cloth. All I wanted to do was rip it right off and suck one into my mouth.

      My dick stiffened even more that it began to hurt, to ache.

      “Your idiot friends left me without a shirt,” she said, glancing over at me.

      I snapped my gaze up from her tits to her eyes, pretending like I hadn’t been looking, like I hadn’t been daydreaming about bending her over and fucking her senseless. She probably already thought so poorly of The Crew; I didn’t want her to think I was just like them.

      Even though … I wanted to fuck her too.

      “Oh, yeah?”

      She blew some hair out of her face. “Yep. You wouldn’t happen to have an extra, right?”

      Fuck. I had an extra pair of clothes for gym in my bag, but I really, really, really didn’t want her wearing them. I wanted her to sit in class, brushing those big tits against my arm every time she moved, wanted her to beg me to touch her.

      “Yeah,” I said out of the goodness of my heart. “Want it?”

      “Please,” she said, turning toward me. “I will love you forever.”

      I grabbed the shirt out of my bag and handed it to her, trying not to seem too pissed off about it. Calix, Frasier, Arch, and Rush would’ve never given her a shirt to wear so they could watch her bounce around. But me? I couldn’t let her be embarrassed during the entire class.

      “You’re the fucking best,” she said, slipping her arms into the sleeves.

      When she pulled it over her head, her tits bounced out of the bikini, completely bare for a split fucking second. I placed a hand against my hard dick and averted my gaze down to my textbook, which I hadn’t opened yet.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      I wanted her so badly. So fucking badly. My dick was throbbing.

      Once she finally pulled it over her head, she placed a hand on my elbow. I gulped and peered over at her, seeing her nipples pressed hard against my shirt, which was too small for the size of her chest.

      “I owe you one,” Astrid said. “How can I repay you?”

      “Oh,” I whispered so Mr. Gosche wouldn’t hear. “You don’t have to repay me.”

      Fuck, why did I say that?! Of course, there are many ways she can …

      “But I want to,” she said, gently squeezing my elbow. “You’re the only one who helped me. I’m sure there is something I can do for you, right? Maybe I can do your homework one day or buy you a coffee before school or … anything.”

      “Anything?” I repeated.

      “Anything,” she said, but I couldn’t tell what she meant by it.

      “I, uh …” My gaze dropped to her nipples. “Fuck, you’re so hot.”

      Astrid’s eyes widened almost as wide as mine did as the words left my mouth.

      What the absolute fuck did I just say that for?!

      I was supposed to be the nice guy out of the group, and here I was, sexualizing her as much as they all did.

      “I mean,” I said, pulling my arm away from her and turning back to the class, “a coffee before school sounds good. How about six thirty Monday morning at Dunkin’ on Granite Road?”

      Astrid giggled nervously and straightened herself out beside me. “That sounds great.”
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