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      NICOLE

      “Fuck, you feel so good,” Dad grunted into my ear, one hand on my hip and the other groping one of my bouncing tits. He pounded ruthlessly into me from behind, fingers digging into my sensitive skin. “You like that, you dirty slut?”

      I bit back a whimper and nodded.

      After seizing a fistful of my hair, he yanked back on it harder than he ever had and forced me to stare up into the vicious eyes of my own father. Tears stung my eyes. I dug my manicured fingernails into our leather sofa—the same place Dad had watched his work buddies fuck me after he lost a game of poker this weekend.

      “You’re a worthless whore.” He spit on my lips. “Say it.”

      “I’m a worthless whore,” I said, my voice cracking.

      He tightened his grip on my hair. “Say it like you fucking mean it.”

      “I’m a worthless whore!” I cried. “I’m a worthless whore! I’m a worthless whore!”

      And I believed it, too, because that bastard forced me to say it to his face every morning.

      Just like this.

      A moment later, he released the grip on my head and slammed hard into me from behind. I stared down at the couch and bit back another sob because worthless whores didn’t shed any tears. Or else they received a punishment.

      “You got your shot this month, didn’t you?” he asked after he already came inside me.

      As he pulled out of me, I nodded. If I said anything, I feared that my voice would crack and Dad would see how many tears threatened to stream down my cheeks. And I didn’t want to be punished before school. He’d make me do something embarrassing again.

      Force me to seduce happily married men and ruin their marriage.

      Dump all our trash out and make me crawl through it.

      Chain me up to a pole in our backyard, naked and in the cold.

      I squeezed my eyes closed and swallowed hard. That couldn’t happen. Not again. I wouldn’t survive another punishment like that. Last time, I’d almost lost my fingers from the freezing temperature.

      Once Dad rolled over onto the couch next to me, I slipped off it, grabbed my sweater off the floor, and draped it over my shoulders to cover myself from him. I glanced over at Dad’s phone lighting up on the side table—6:45 a.m.

      Only fifteen more minutes with him. At most.

      He leaped off the couch and stalked over to me. “We need to talk.”

      “About what?”

      He ripped open my sweater. “These.”

      When he looked down at my tits, I held my arms over my chest and averted my gaze. He had seen them, touched them, fucked them hundreds of times and had let his buddies do the same, but this time, there was disgust on his lips.

      “I’ve scheduled an appointment for you with Dr. Aldridge. She’s a plastic surgeon.”

      “Why-why do I need a plastic surgeon?”

      He fondled one of my breasts. “Because these aren’t doing it anymore. You can only go so far with tits like this, Nicole. My business partners are losing interest.” He gently slid his thumb across my chin. “Can’t have that now, can we?”

      “I’m getting a breast enhancement?” I whispered, a lump in my throat.

      “Yes. F cup or larger.”

      Tears burned my eyes, and my chin quivered. But I didn’t want to get any enhancement. If anything, I needed a reduction. I always mentioned to him how much my back fucking hurt me every day because he … because he hadn’t gotten me a brace for my scoliosis when I was growing. It wasn’t that bad, but some days … it killed me.

      “I don’t think they’re becoming uninterested,” I said in an attempt for him to reconsider.

      “I’m becoming uninterested in them.” He turned around, headed into his bedroom, and grabbed his uniform for work at the police station, then walked back out. “And if I’m becoming uninterested in them, then everyone else will surely follow. Besides, Pope’s daughter has bigger ones than you.”

      I turned away so he couldn’t see my tears and bit back a sob. “Please, I don’t want it.”

      “I’m not asking you, Nicole. I’ve already made the appointment for the first consultation.”

      My fists tightened so hard that my nails split through the skin on my palms. I inhaled deeply in an attempt to calm my racing heart. But I … I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to do any of this anymore. I never did.

      “Yui’s son,” Dad said, buttoning up his shirt. “You know him?”

      Yui, as in the leader of the Redwood mob?

      “What’s his name?” I asked quietly.

      “Akio. You have Anatomy and Physiology with him.”

      “I don’t know him.”

      It wasn’t my fault that I didn’t know anyone else in my class besides the people Dad wanted me to know. Between cheer and … following all his orders, I didn’t have time for much else, never mind make friends.

      “Well, get to know him,” Dad said. “I want information on Yui. I don’t trust her.”

      “But you’re work⁠—”

      Before I could finish my sentence, Dad’s hand collided with my cheek. I stumbled back and grasped my burning flesh, immediately dropping my gaze and pressing my lips together so he wouldn’t hit me again.

      “Don’t fucking talk back to me,” he growled, spinning around and heading through his bedroom door while he buckled his belt and pulled up his zipper. “Do your job, like the good little bitch you’ve always been.”

      My eyes stung with tears, but I hurried toward my vanity in my bedroom to cover the light swelling and redness so nobody would suspect a thing. But it wasn’t even like anyone would care. Everyone at Redwood hated me anyway. Nobody would believe me if I told them what really happened behind closed doors, what my father actually did to me, and what my fate would end up being.

      Dumped into the Atlantic Ocean. Pimped out, used up, and dead.

      Just like he had done with Hannah.

      Or maybe I’d end up killing myself like Mom had because she couldn’t handle the thought of what Dad did to his own daughters. Maybe I’d take the easy way out and end it all myself. Because the thought of this being the rest of my life …

      I dabbed the corner of my eyes with a tissue so my mascara wouldn’t run. Couldn’t have that happen and ruin Dad’s perfect image with Yui, the rest of the police force, or the town. To him, we were the flawless family who had tragically lost two of their loved ones.

      The only thing that I was holding out for was Jace or Carter, two of Redwood’s football players, or someone to see my pain, ask what was wrong, and rescue me from this living hell. But that’d never happen because nobody at Redwood cared about anyone but themselves.

      Maybe it’d be better if I was dead.
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      AKIO

      “Where the fuck is it, Akio?” João—the leader of Poison, Redwood’s most feared student-led gang—asked after he, Landon Caddell, and Kai Koh had cornered me in an empty hallway before school started Tuesday morning.

      “I don’t have it.”

      Landon—the brawn of Poison—grabbed ahold of my jacket and hurled me against the lockers. Then, his fist followed, slamming square against my jaw. “Where’s the fucking shit?” he asked through gritted teeth. “We gave you a fucking job.”

      With blood spraying out of my nose, I threw my fist back at him in a weak attempt to protect myself. My fist barely landed on Landon’s lower lip. They could kill me and make it look like an accident, but I had something that they needed, so they wouldn’t murder me.

      At least not here.

      Before I could pull it back, Landon smashed me into the lockers so hard that the red metal dented behind me. I grunted, my gaze darkening for a moment as footsteps approached from my left.

      “Stop it!” someone shouted, pushing Landon away from me.

      I slowly blinked my eyes open to see Imani Abara—the girl that Dad kept trying to convince me to date. She stood in front of me as if we were friends, but most importantly like she didn’t fear Poison at all, her stance strong and stoic.

      Characteristics that I only hoped to have one day.

      “You lucked the fuck out today,” Landon spit at me and nodded down the hallway in the opposite direction from where Imani had come from. “Get the fuck out of here and don’t come back without the damn shit.”

      I scrambled past Imani, hurried down the hallway, and rounded the corner. Screw João for always needing that medication. Just because I worked at the pharmacy didn’t mean I could steal pills for him whenever he felt like it.

      Blood continued to spray from my nose. I pinched it shut and tilted my head back, hurrying down the corridor toward the restroom because, apparently, I now had to sit in class with toilet paper stuffed up my nostrils.

      As I rounded another corner and slammed into someone, I tripped over my own two feet and landed on top of them. Blood continued to pour from my nose, stars dancing in my vision for a moment until the woman underneath me screamed.

      “Ew!” Nicole screeched.

      She shoved me off her, shuffled to her feet as her heels scratched against the floor, and stared down at her white jacket, stained with my blood. When she unbuttoned it and pulled it off, my eyes fell to her low-cut top.

      Fuck.

      “You ruined my jacket, jerk!”

      Her jacket, Akio. Focus on her jacket. Not on her⁠—

      “Are you even listening to me?” she exclaimed in a huff.

      “I’m sorry!” I scrambled to my feet and pinched my nose closed again because if I didn’t, I would seemingly bleed to death through two small holes in my face. “I’m so sorry, Nicole. I didn’t know you were⁠—”

      “Forget it.” She twirled around, her blonde hair drifting through the air, and headed toward the women’s restroom, then murmured, “My dad is going to kill me if he finds out,” underneath her breath.

      “I’m sorry,” I shouted before she slipped into the restroom.

      After sighing—because I’d definitely ruined all chances that I might have had with her—I walked into the men’s restroom and slipped into a stall to grab some toilet paper. I stuffed it up my nose and walked out to the sink to wipe the blood off my face.

      Carter, Redwood’s quarterback, sauntered into the restroom with one of his friends, laughing with each other. I splashed my face with water and rubbed the blood off my chin, glancing over at them.

      “Heard Jace found you with his girl in the locker room.”

      “With Nicole?” Carter chuckled. “Harbor was pissed.”

      “Pussy good?”

      “Best in Redwood.”

      The friend nodded in the mirror at me. “The fuck you looking at?”

      “Sorry,” I mumbled under my breath.

      My gaze dropped to the red blood mixed with water in the sink. Nicole was a prize that every guy at Redwood wanted to claim, and I would never have a chance. Especially when I had to compete with Carter and Jace. Hell, she didn’t even know my name.

      Besides, it was probably better this way.

      Mom wanted me to get closer to her so she could use Nicole against her father. And I wasn’t about to be a part of her illegal games. Never had been, and I had vowed never to be. I hated living with her.

      I glanced up to catch Carter not even washing his hands as he and his friend exited the restroom. I finished up and walked out of the restroom to my locker, making sure to avoid Poison at all costs.

      Once I grabbed my books from my locker, I spotted Nicole walking with her friends on the cheer squad down the hallway to their first period. I wanted to apologize again, but I kept my mouth shut as they passed me and inhaled her apple cider perfume.

      Didn’t even recognize me as the fuckup who had bumped into her this morning.

      When she disappeared around a corner, I sighed through my nose and dragged my feet to the main doors to head across the quad to Calculus with the infamous Mrs. Dawson. Mrs. Dawson flirted with all the popular guys at Redwood, and it was the only time I didn’t wish I were one of them.

      But if I were popular, maybe Nicole would notice me. I had had a crush on her since elementary school, but she never looked my way. Not once. Not even today! She never went for guys like me, and she never would.

      I was last on that list.

      Though I still wished that I weren’t. I wished that she would notice me—or for that matter, that anyone would notice me—because I hated being so alone. I hated Mom and Dad for forcing me to live a life of dealing drugs and guns. But most of all, I hated being a useless nobody in Redwood.
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      NICOLE

      “Why don’t we just skip our last class today and have some fun?” I asked Carter, twirling a finger around the end of his thick dirty-blond hair, my other arm draped over his shoulders at his locker.

      Dad had given me multiple people to get friendly with this semester.

      And unfortunately, Carter was one of them. He was even stupider than Jace Harbor, but I only had a couple of months until football season ended, and then Carter wouldn’t be as important to Dad. I had been counting the days.

      I dropped my arms around his abdomen and slipped my hands underneath his shirt to rub his muscles the way that I knew he loved. I had done it yesterday to seduce him in the locker room before Jace walked in on us.

      Carter shrugged. “If I miss another class, Coach will sit me out for the next game.”

      After standing on my tiptoes, I placed a lingering kiss just below his earlobe—right where he liked it—and slid my hand underneath his jean buckle. Then, I wrapped my fingers around his hard dick. “Are you sure about that?”

      While he eyed my tits, he blew out a low breath and pulled my hand out of his pants. “You know I’d love to eat that wet pussy again, but it’s important that I kick Harbor’s ass on the field every day until he quits football.”

      “Whatever,” I huffed, turning away from him to walk toward Anatomy and Physiology.

      I stared down at my heels and blew out a breath. I honestly didn’t care what kind of rivalry he had with Jace or about actually sleeping with him in the back of his smelly car.

      Before walking into science, I popped off the top button of my shirt. Mr. Woodward sat at his desk while scanning our textbook, wiry gray hair brushed back atop his head and thick glasses magnifying his eyes.

      “Mr. Woodward.” I placed my hands on his desk and leaned forward.

      Since I was twelve, Dad had told me that my tits were my best assets and that I should use it to get what I wanted. And now, he thought otherwise, but I would prove him wrong.

      “Yes, Nicole?”

      “Last class, you said that we’d be paired for a project.” I moved toward Mr. Woodward and curled my fingers around his tie, gently pulling him closer. “Do you think you could pair Akio and me together for this one?”

      Cheeks red, rounding, and blotchy, Mr. Woodward giggled like a schoolboy, his gaze dropping to my chest, and nodded. My stomach twisted as another wave of guilt and disgust rushed through me at the thought of what I was doing.

      As the class began to pile into the room, I straightened myself out and scanned the room to see if I could even recognize an Akio. But I didn’t know most of the students in my class, never mind in the entire Redwood body.

      My gaze met Willie, who smirked at me like he always did whenever I caught his gaze. I stiffened as a shiver ran down my spine. Out of a class of twenty-five, he was the only guy I recognized. I could never get those piercing demon eyes out of my head.

      Not since he’d watched his uncle rape me last year.

      I reached up to tug on Hannah’s gold necklace that she had given me the night before she was murdered, then turned toward my seat. A nerdy kid up front peered at me for a moment, and then he turned back to his open textbook with flushed cheeks.

      After I slid into my seat, the bell rang, and Mr. Woodward stood up on shaky legs with the help of his desk.

      “We’ll be working on a project that’s due by the end of the semester. I’ve chosen partners for you.”

      Willie leaned back in his chair and placed his forearm on my table, flashing me a disgusting smirk. “Hope we’ll be partners, babe.”

      Deciding to ignore him—which came off as me being a bitch to most people—I stared ahead at Mr. Woodward and hoped that he’d actually follow through with his promise to me.

      “Sarah and Willie. Harry and Winslow. Nicole and Akio …”

      I released Hannah’s chain and straightened my back. See, Dad, I’m not useless yet.

      “I’ll be up front if you have any questions,” Mr. Woodward said, sitting.

      With big, goofy glasses nearly falling off his face, skinny arms holding a stack of textbooks, and a Dragon Ball Z T-shirt that had blood all over it, the same nerdy kid from earlier slipped onto the stool next to me, avoiding eye contact.

      “H-hi, Nicole.”

      “You’re Akio?” I asked, staring at the assignment on my desk with my stomach in knots.

      Akio might’ve been Yui’s son, but considering she was Redwood’s mob leader, I’d expected someone a bit more … bad boyish. Akio was one of the geekiest guys I had ever laid my eyes upon with out-of-style glasses and pimples scattered across his forehead, which he tried to hide with his hair.

      How was I supposed to get any information out of a good guy like him? I didn’t want to corrupt this poor guy. He didn’t deserve it, and while I didn’t feel bad about trying to get information out of anyone else because of their history in Redwood, I did with him.

      “Sorry about this morning.”

      I furrowed my brow. “This morning?”

      “When I got blood all over your jacket.”

      My eyes widened slightly. “That was you?”

      Well, that would explain the blood all over his shirt.

      He stared down at his open textbook. “I couldn’t see where I was going.”

      “What happened?”

      “Poison.”

      “Poison?” I asked, raising my brow. Maybe he was a bit more bad boyish than I’d thought.

      “They kinda beat me up.”

      Scratch that.

      “Well, your Dragon Ball Z shirt is ruined. Use distilled white vinegar to get out the blood.”

      He snapped his gaze up at me. “You know what that is?”

      Fuck! Why’d I say that?! What normal kid knows how to get blood out of a shirt? Maybe Poison, but someone like me shouldn’t.

      “What?” I giggled softly, twirling my finger around my hair.

      “You know what Dragon Ball Z is?”

      Oh, he is talking about how I know what anime is and not about the blood …

      After shifting uncomfortably in my seat, I cleared my throat. “Sorta.”

      Nobody knew that it used to be Hannah’s and my thing.

      “Anyway,” I said quickly before he could ask any more questions, “let’s get started.”

      “Right …” Akio adjusted his glasses and opened his spiral notebook that held all his notes from this entire semester. “Mr. Woodward is letting us do the project on anything that we learned this semester. What do you want to do?”

      Dad’s promise flickered into my mind. He had already made an appointment with a plastic surgeon for me, but if I proved to him that I could get information out of Akio and anyone else he told me to, then maybe he would reconsider.

      Maybe he wouldn’t make me get any surgery.

      So, I leaned closer to Akio and placed my hand on his knee underneath the table.

      He tensed. “We-we can do the musculoskeletal system or endocrine or …”

      I moved my hand up his thigh. “Or maybe the reproductive system?”
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      AKIO

      “Get out, Akio,” Mom growled at me from outside of the car. She stood next to Dad with her arms crossed over her chest and her silky black dress blowing slightly in the fall breeze. “We don’t have all day.”

      After grumbling to myself, I stepped out of the backseat and followed them into the restaurant. We were meeting Imani Abara and her family for dinner because Dad loved to try to set me up with a smart, rich girl.

      “Yui,” the hostess said to Mom with a tense smile. “Right this way.”

      She led us through the busy, upscale restaurant in the heart of Redwood and gestured to a table large enough to sit six people. Dad peeled off his coat as the hostess leaned into Mom to whisper something.

      Instead of sitting down with Dad, Mom snapped her sharp claws around my upper arm and continued to push me toward the back. We stumbled through the kitchen, and the cooks scrambled out of the way to let her through.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “You’re going to do something for me.”

      I dug my heels into the ground. “No.”

      She pushed me out the door and shoved me onto the gravel. “You don’t get a choice.”

      Before I could land on my hands and knees, I caught myself and took a few more strides forward to regain my balance. My gaze landed on a man who looked vaguely familiar, kneeling on the ground with his hands tied behind his back.

      Mom held out a gun for me. “You’re going to kill him.”

      “No.”

      “Akio.”

      “I’m not going to kill anyone,” I said again. “You already know this.”

      Eye twitching—which meant that she was pissed the fuck off—Mom cleared her throat and nodded to the guards she used in the Redwood mob. “Release him.”

      I didn’t know why the hell she continued to try to make me part of these games that I didn’t want to play. Every time that Dad tried to help, she was way too controlling to let him do anything for her. Or maybe she just wanted to protect him.

      This bitch must’ve wanted me to die, didn’t she?

      Once the man was untied, she tossed the gun at his feet.

      “Kill my son, and I’ll set you free,” Yui said.

      What the⁠—

      With the gun at his knees, the guy stared between Mom and me for a few moments, as if he didn’t know what kind of game Mom was playing. But I did. She was doing this to get what she wanted from me.

      “Kill my son, and I’ll set you⁠—”

      Before she could finish the promise, the man picked up the gun. I roundhouse-kicked him across the face so hard that one of his teeth flew out of his mouth and underneath the green dumpster. A bullet whizzed through the air, but hit the garbage bin instead of me.

      Growling to myself, I kicked him straight on this time, my foot colliding with his chin and sending him flying back. When he hit the ground, unconscious, the gun slipped out of his hand. I took it and dropped all the bullets out of it and onto the ground at Mom’s feet. Then, I shoved the gun into her hands.

      “You’re not finished.”

      “He’s unconscious,” I snarled. “You finish it.”

      After storming back into the restaurant, I readjusted my tie and nervously picked at the scab on my finger from when Mom had dragged me to the shooting range with her. Because if I was her son, the least I could do was learn how to shoot a gun.

      That was all she wanted me for, apparently.

      Once I slid into my seat, Imani and her parents followed the hostess to our table. After the overzealous greetings, Imani sat across from me and sank into the plush chair. She looked like she hated being here almost as much as I did.

      Or maybe she hated how much my dad and her mom tried to pair us together.

      I glanced toward the kitchen, waiting for Mom to waltz out and sit with us, but she never did. Hell, I wouldn’t put it past her to put seven bullets straight through that man’s head and throw him into the dumpster to get rid of him.

      My hands balled into fists underneath the table. Mom was the reason why I couldn’t involve myself with Nicole—even though I loved working with her during class because she was so pretty and smelled so good and, hell, she even knew what anime was. Mom already wanted information from Nicole about her father. If she found out we were working together on a science project …

      Dick twitching in my pants, I pressed my hand against my thigh and wished that it’d disappear. But I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her since Anatomy class. She had placed her hand on my thigh, and I had gotten so hard almost instantly that she had to have seen it. She even suggested we do our project on the reproductive system.

      Had she been flirting with me?

      I shook my head and pushed the thought away because, surely, Nicole wouldn’t flirt with anyone like me. She didn’t even know my name. Besides, she was tied up with Carter and Jace Harbor drama.

      Still, that hadn’t stopped me from jerking off to the thought of her in the restroom after science and this afternoon … and probably when I finally get out of this stupid dinner too.

      Dad laughed obnoxiously beside me, snapping me out of my fantasies. I cleared my throat and looked up at Imani, who stared down at her lap while sipping her water. She gazed up at me through big brown eyes.

      “How’d it go with Poison?” I whispered.

      She sucked in her cheek and stared through me.

      Story of my life.

      “Uh, Imani …”

      She blinked a few times, then shrugged. “Good, I guess. I slapped Landon in the face for you. You’re welcome.” She glanced at Mrs. Abara and leaned across the table. “Why are they after you? What did you do?”

      I tensed and sat back, then stuck my fork into a piece of bread and plopped the entire thing into my mouth. Dad scowled at me for eating so poorly, then turned back to Imani’s mom. While Imani was a nice girl, I didn’t want to tell her what Poison wanted from me.

      Mainly because I didn’t want her to see me like everyone saw Mom.

      “Akio has an internship at the pharmacy,” Dad boasted to Mrs. Abara, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me close—something he only did when he wanted to brag about me. “I’m so proud of this boy.”

      Sure he is …

      Imani arched a brow at me. “The pharmacy? Do they give you access to all the drugs?”

      Mrs. Abara smacked Imani’s shoulder. “Oh, honey. Stop it. I’m sure he’s working in the front room.”

      “Actually, right alongside the pharmacists,” Dad said.

      He can’t shut the hell up, can he?

      I sank lower in my seat as Imani murmured, “Interesting …”

      And while I had wanted to keep it a secret from Redwood, Imani wasn’t stupid. She was one of the brightest people I knew, and she had surely put it all together now. Over the course of the past few months, I had become the supplier for the most feared gang in town.
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      NICOLE

      Mouth salty with cum from a man I hardly knew, I walked out of his home and down the front yard in the dark toward Dad’s car parked on the side of the Redwood slums. His car hummed lightly over the fall wind.

      “Go good?” he asked through the open window.

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      “Did you get what I needed?”

      After blowing out an unsteady breath, I reached into my bra—trying hard not to wince at the bruises on my chest from the man’s harsh grip on me—and pulled out a small note. I handed Dad the piece of paper and shrugged my shoulders forward. “Here.”

      “Good girl.”

      I shivered in disgust at the nickname that most girls found sexy. But I couldn’t.

      At least not from him.

      Across the street, João from Poison sat on his porch steps and watched us. I shielded my face with my bangs and hoped that he didn’t say anything because I feared that I’d burst into tears in front of Dad. And I couldn’t do that.

      “Get in, Nikki. You have another appointment.”

      “Dad,” I whispered from outside of the car, “please. I need to study.”

      Not that I could care about school … I wanted to, but I didn’t have the energy or time.

      “We’re going to see Dr. Aldridge, then going home.”

      “Okay,” I whispered, peering over at João again, who was now smoking with Landon.

      Once I slipped into the car, Dad placed a hand on my knee. I stared out my passenger window and watched the houses fly by as he drove down the road, manicured fingers digging into my palms. I glided my tongue across my teeth, wanting the salty taste out of my mouth.

      “Any news on Yui?”

      “I’m partners with Akio on a science project,” I said.

      “Oh, yeah?” he murmured. “How’s that going?”

      “Fine,” I whispered.

      When he stopped at a light, he peered over at me. “It’d best be going better than fine.”

      “I don’t have any information yet,” I said quietly. “It’s only been a day.”

      He dug his fingers into my thigh and continued driving. “It used to take you a couple of hours to get what I needed.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “I want something by the end of the week.”

      “Okay.”

      “I’m being serious, Nicole. No more second chances.”

      “Or what?” I said before I could stop myself. I immediately smacked my lips together. “Sorry.”

      Dad slammed on the brakes in the middle of the road and seized me by the throat. “Or what?” he repeated. “Or fucking what? You know what will happen to you if you don’t do exactly as I ask, Nicole.”

      “I-I’m sorry,” I whispered, attempting to peel his fingers off me so I could breathe. “I’m sorry.”

      He ripped Hannah’s gold necklace off my neck. “Don’t forget about your sister.”

      After dragging his hand away, he shoved the gold necklace into his pocket. My lips trembled as I stared through the windshield ahead of me, finally having—what I considered—proof that he’d had something to do with her death.

      “I’ll have something for you by the end of the week,” I whispered, tugging out my phone.

      As we pulled into the doctor’s office parking lot, I scrolled to Akio’s contact. Still in shock.

      Me: Wanna work on the project tomorrow night after cheer?

      Me: Your house?

      “Get out,” Dad ordered.

      I followed him out of the car and into the office. “Can I have my necklace back?”

      “No.”

      So, I snapped my mouth shut and glanced down at my messages with Akio. He typed and typed and typed and didn’t send anything. We walked into a large office and sat across from what looked like a sweet woman with big brown eyes.

      “What can I do for you today?” Dr. Aldridge asked.

      Dad began diving into everything that he wanted me to get done without my consent while I prayed that Akio would send me a message so I’d have an excuse not to listen to the horrible things that Dad desired.

      Akio: Okay.

      Me: We don’t have to …

      Akio: No, no. I want you to come over.

      Akio: My parents won’t be home, if you’re okay with being alone.

      Me: That’s totally fine. :) I’d prefer that anyway.

      “We can schedule that to be done in a couple of weeks. Sound good?” Dr. Aldridge said.

      “The sooner, the better,” Dad said, flashing her a smirk.

      “All right, is there anything else you’d like done?” she asked Dad.

      Of course she wouldn’t ask the woman who would actually be having the procedure. I didn’t have any say in my body, my life, or even my future. Why would I? All I was, was Dad’s toy that he could do whatever the hell he wanted with.

      “Leave, Nicole.”

      With tears in my eyes, I grabbed my purse and shuffled out of the doctor’s office before he could force me to stay, before they could ask me more questions, before they could decide my entire life for me.

      Once I slipped into the passenger seat of Dad’s car, I burst out into tears. My mascara ran down my cheeks, but I couldn’t care anymore. Dad didn’t have any more work for me to do tonight, and it was too dark for anyone to truly see.

      It had always been too dark for people to see my pain.

      To see how much I fucking hurt.

      I slammed my fist into the dashboard repeatedly and screamed, “Someone, help me!”
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      AKIO

      At seven thirty—after Mom thankfully left for business down at the Overlook—Nicole pulled into my driveway and knocked on the front door. I had turned off all the security cameras so Mom wouldn’t see Nicole and hopefully bribed the guards with enough of Mom’s money to keep their mouths shut.

      I took a deep breath and swung open the door. “H-hi, Nicole. How was practice?”

      She tucked some blonde hair behind her ear and stepped into the house. “Good.” After peering into the living room—where I had paused Raid of Durnbone, the video game—she cleared her throat. “Would you mind if I borrowed one of your shirts? I just want to get out of these sweaty clothes before we start.”

      My eyes widened slightly, and my dick stiffened at the mere thought of seeing Nicole in one of my shirts with nothing underneath it, her nipples pressing against the thin fabric. I twirled on my heel before she could see how excited it made me and headed for the stairs.

      “Follow me.” Once we reached my room, I opened a dresser in my closet. “What kind of⁠—”

      “Anything is fine.”

      When I turned back around to give her an Attack on Titan tee, Nicole had stripped off her shirt and was kicking off her shorts.

      “Oh fuck,” I whispered, cock throbbing inside my sweatpants.

      Nicole reached around her body, unclipped her bra, and let the straps fall down her shoulders. With one arm draped across her chest to cover her nipples, she took the shirt from me and smiled. “Thanks, Akio.”

      Fuck.

      Cheeks boiling hot, I twisted around and fast-walked to the door. “I-I’ll meet you downstairs.” As soon as I closed the door, I pressed my back against it and placed a hand on the front of my pants against my aching dick.

      Before I had the chance to run downstairs, the door opened behind me, and Nicole stepped out of the room with my T-shirt on her body, hanging down to her mid-thigh, her nipples pressed against the front of the shirt.

      With a small, seductive smile on her face, she stared up at me through thick lashes and curled her hand around my forearm. “You know, we could just skip the project and do something else instead,” she whispered into my ear, trailing her manicured fingers up my chest.

      “I-I, um … if you don’t want t-to work on the project”—my gaze fell down to her breasts, my dick throbbing hard and aching for her to touch it because, God, I had been dreaming about this for so long—“I-I can do it myself.”

      She followed my gaze, then dropped it even lower to the bulge in my pants and pulled me back into the bedroom. “Do you think I’m that stupid that I can’t even help you with a simple project?”

      “N-n-no, not at all. I just⁠—”

      When her legs hit my bed, she lay back on it and spread her thighs so I could see her pretty, bare pussy, all on display for me. My lips parted slightly, heart pounding hard in my chest, and I placed a hand over my dick.

      “Come here,” she purred. “I know you need a break.”

      “Y-you do?”

      “You’ve been hard since Anatomy.” She pushed two fingers against her clit and teased herself as my shirt rode further up her stomach.

      God, my dick throbbed so badly as that pussy drooled all over my bed.

      “Do I turn you on, Akio?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, gripping my dick now.

      She curled around on the bed, so she sat on her hands and knees with her bare ass against my bulge and began slowly bucking her hips against me as she stared back through her curtain bangs. “Tell me how long you’ve wanted to fuck me.”

      I gently grasped her hips. “So long.”

      After sitting up so her back was against my chest, she placed her hands over mine and drew them up her curves and over her breasts. I couldn’t hold back the grunt that escaped my lips and could just barely contain the orgasm that wanted to rip through me right now.

      When she drew my hands across her nipples, my eyes rolled back into my head, and I came right there in my pants as she continued to grind her ass against it. I groped her full breasts as hard as I could and pressed my bulge against her round ass, pleasure rolling through me at full force.

      “Oh f-f-fuck …”

      “Did you make a mess?” she murmured. “Why don’t you let me clean you up?”

      Before I could even realize what was happening, Nicole crawled off the bed and dropped to her knees in front of me. She moved her hand across my bulge over and over while pulling my sweats down my hips.

      My cock, drooling with cum, sprang out of it, and Nicole had my head on her tongue almost instantly. I pushed my glasses up my nose and glanced around the room, wondering if this was actually happening. This … we …

      She glided her tongue across it, then suddenly sucked every inch into her mouth until I was buried down her throat and her lips were pressed against my hips. I stared down at her, watching her eyes fill with tears as she forced herself down further despite her gagging.

      “Fuck,” I murmured again.

      She looked up at me through her lashes, then bobbed her head up and down on my length, licking up all my cum. Spit and drool rolled down her chin.

      “I bet you’ve dreamed of having my lips wrapped around your cock, huh?” she asked, sucking my balls into her mouth.

      I nodded in a daze, getting harder again. If she kept this up, I’d come twice in⁠—

      “What about having my tits bounce in your face as you fucked my tight pussy?”

      I didn’t even have time to say anything coherent before she shoved me down onto the bed and crawled on top of me, her big tits swaying in my face. Again, she set my hands on her breasts, letting me squeeze them.

      “Go on,” she whispered. “Suck on them.”

      My dick throbbed against her cunt, and I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, unable to believe that this was happening. Soon, I’d wake up from this dream, covered in a shitload of my own cum. I was sure of it.

      “God,” she moaned, throwing her head back. “That feels so good.”

      Heart racing, I sucked harder on her breast and pressed them together to easily move my mouth from one to the other. Nicole was perfect—so fucking perfect. And I loved every single second of this. Even if it was a dream.

      After reaching between us, she grabbed my hard cock in her small hand and positioned it at her entrance. She slowly lowered herself down onto me, her pussy squeezing my dick harder than I ever could with my hand.

      “Shit, shit, shit, you’re so tight,” I grunted against her breasts.

      I sucked on her tits as they bounced against my face, her pussy sliding up and down on my cock. And when I couldn’t handle it any longer, I raised my hips to meet hers with every thrust, which only made her wilder.

      “Faster,” she moaned.

      I pounded my hips up against hers as fast as I could, feeling the pressure build up inside me twice as quickly as it had before. She crashed down onto me, her breasts against my chest and her mouth against my own.

      “I’m going to come,” she cried against me. “And I want you to come inside me.”

      “C-come i-inside you?”

      “Please, Akio,” she begged. “I need you to come in⁠—”

      She didn’t have to repeat herself before I slammed my hips up and stilled deep into her pussy. She screamed out in pleasure, her entire body trembling on top of me.

      “G-God, I have a feeling you’re going to be my new favorite partner.”
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      NICOLE

      After the pleasure wore off, I rested back against the bed. Akio backed up a few feet and leaned against the nearest wall, one arm on his abdomen, which was skinnier than Carter’s or Jace’s or even any of the creeps at the police department.

      “That’s it?” I whispered, tears pricking at the corner of my eyes.

      Akio’s face dropped, and he turned away from me and shoved himself back into his pants. “I-I’m sorry. I didn’t think I would … I would come so quickly. I really didn’t want … I know that I don’t live up to Carter or Jace or⁠—”

      Tears suddenly sprang from my eyes and rolled down my cheeks. That was all? There wasn’t any yelling or calling me names or staring smugly at me like he had taken advantage of a young piece of meat?

      “A-are you crying?” Akio asked. “I’m sorry if I did something wrong. I tried to be gentle …”

      “Gentle,” I repeated in a whisper.

      Usually, Dad’s friends threw me around, pulled my hair, smacked me anywhere they wanted. I’d expected Akio to do the same, but nobody had been so gentle and caring with me before, and it almost seemed fake.

      Another sob escaped my throat, my shoulders pulling forward.

      And I had taken advantage of him.

      I’d fucking taken advantage of the nerdy kid, all for my father. For the bastard I hated.

      “I’m sorry, Nicole,” he said, readjusting his glasses. “I …”

      “I need to leave,” I whispered. I ran to the door. My throat was closing, my heart pounding, and my thoughts were racing so fast that I couldn’t even hear them. But all I knew was that I needed to get out of here. Now.

      “Wait,” Akio said, grabbing my wrist as my back was still turned toward him. “I-I’m sorry if I—” Again, he paused for a long time. His grip on me loosened, and then he gently twisted my arm around. “D-did I do that to you?”

      I glanced over my shoulder to see Akio staring wide-eyed at the bruises that Dad had given me the other morning. I usually covered them up with makeup, but I must’ve sweated it off during cheer practice.

      “Nicole, I⁠—”

      Before another word could come out of his mouth, before he could ask about where I had gotten them or if he had given them to me, I ripped my arm away from him, sprinted out of the bedroom door, and slammed it behind me.

      What had I even been thinking, coming here and using Akio? I didn’t want to hurt him or drag him into whatever drama my father had planned. He didn’t even seem like his parents were part of the mob. He was so … so sweet.

      Tears wavered in my eyes.

      Too sweet that it couldn’t be real.

      There was no way.

      I hadn’t met anyone in Redwood that selfless. Nobody that really cared. Not about me.

      “Nicole,” he said from the other side of the door. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. Can I⁠—”

      “No,” I shouted after biting back a sob. “I’m leaving, Akio.”

      I didn’t want him to touch me, to make me feel better, because I didn’t deserve it. I deserved to be treated the way that Dad and his buddies treated me. I was mean and rude and deserved all the bad things that came my way.

      And I sure as hell wasn’t worth all of Akio’s kindness.

      So, I hurried off to my car, slipped into the driver’s seat, and drove to the Overlook—the rocky mound before the Atlantic Ocean. Waves crashed against the rocks. The salty breeze permeated through my car from the windows. And I barely turned the engine off before I burst out into uncontrollable sobs.

      I didn’t know why I was crying. Akio had just been so gentle with me. And usually, I kept my emotions together. But I … but I … I didn’t know what to think. I had no problem using any of those stupid jocks at Redwood or Dad’s friends for information.

      Akio though …

      It was so cruel.

      A car pulled ahead of me in the dark and parked. I stared at it through stinging eyes, my vision blurred from the tears, and then I watched a couple of students from Redwood leap out of the car and stare out at the ocean, his arms wrapped around her shoulders from behind, his head tilted and his cheek on the top of her head.

      My lips quivered, and my chest tightened at the sight of something that I would never have.

      Young love. Maybe not even love at all if my father thought I wasn’t worth it anymore. If he decided to bring me here one day—not to use me, but to dump me off like a whore that nobody cared about. Like Hannah.

      I reached up for my necklace—her necklace—but it was gone. He still had it.

      Leaning forward, I rested my head on the steering wheel and cried. And I cried and I cried and I cried and I cried until my body began shaking uncontrollably. I must’ve leaned too far forward because the horn suddenly blasted.

      The couple jumped in surprise and hurried back to their car, driving off into the night. With tears stinging my eyes, I stumbled out of my car, slammed my door shut, and wobbled toward the rocks.

      Waves smashed against the rocks a little ways down, and part of me hoped that I slipped and fell into the ocean, washed away, just like Hannah had. It wasn’t like anyone would care if I suddenly disappeared. Hell, it’d probably make everyone’s lives easier.

      So, I jumped down onto a lower rock, one closer to the ocean.

      Then another.

      Then another, until a couple of inches of water soaked through my shoes.

      One more step. That was all it’d take for the waves to crash against my legs, for the pull of the water to whisk me away into its depths, to take me under and swallow me whole. Just one more small step.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, jolting me out of my thoughts. I ignored it, and then it stopped buzzing, but a moment later, it started up again. I leaned back against one of the rocks and pulled the phone out of my pocket.
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