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Dedication












To every reader, wherever you are, may you always remember that you are worthy of happiness.












  
  
CONTENT WARNING












This book is a romantic suspense duet with emotional depth and mature themes. Please read the following content warnings to ensure it’s the right read for you. 

Sensitive Themes:

Bullying

SA (not between main characters)

Power imbalance (Boss/employee dynamic)

Emotional/Structural Notes:

Cliffhanger Ending (Book 1 ends on a major turning point; Book 2 will complete the arc)

Happy-For-Now Romance (satisfying emotional progress between leads, but full resolution comes in Book 2)

Additional Representation:

Features a loyal and supportive queer best friend (non-stereotyped and important to the plot)

POC author









  
  

1: His Kind of Girl


Fenella













“Idon't like you,” Laird says in a ruthless voice. 

“What?” My fist trembles at my side. He stands a few steps away, close enough for me to see his furrowed brow and narrowed eyes glaring at me.

“You don’t have to go this far. Why?” I mutter, my breath shaky as I struggle to hold back a scream.

Laird has never let his tone drip with such cold disdain before. He’s always been kind and attentive throughout my whole life, especially during the past seventeen years we’ve been neighbors. So why is he humiliating me in front of everyone now?

“Enough, Fenella. I’m sick of you.”

His voice stays low, and there’s no smile at all on his lips. His green eyes burn with a flash of fire. The coldness in his voice makes me tremble in disbelief.

“What did I do wrong?” I swallow hard, trying to clear my dry throat. I fight back tears, refusing to let them fall. It’s so hard to contain the disappointment, the rage, the shame—after daring to put myself out there in front of the whole school. How am I supposed to know he’s sick of me if he’s always nice?

I can’t believe this. Laird is my childhood friend. He’s my neighbor, always by my side. We were laughing on the dance floor not long ago, his fingers laced with mine. Now it’s like I’m standing in front of a stranger.

“You're not my type,” he says again. This time his words cut like shattered glass.

His voice is hoarse in the night breeze; faint, yet each syllable lands like a slap, knocking the air from my chest. My throat tightens, my eyes burn.

“What? I'm not your type?” I press a hand to my chest. “So, I’m supposed to believe all these insults just because I’m not your type? Is that it?”

This is absurd. But he doesn’t flinch. His gaze stays locked on me, silent.

“Is that it?!” I raise my voice.

It takes me a long moment to process his ridiculous reason. Each second drags like a thousand years as I wait for his final word. My chest feels tight, and I can’t breathe every time I stop myself from crying.

“That’s it,” he says.

He’s hiding something. But his answer enrages me.

“Fine. Then tell me. What is your type? What kind of girl do you like enough to treat me like this in front of everyone?” I challenge him, anger threatening to break free.

He’s too slow. It’s like he’s lost for words. He mumbles for a while before speaking.

“I like girls who are independent and not clingy like you. Girls who are confident, naturally beautiful, humble, and honest.” He speaks too fast, almost like he wants to get it over with.

Then silence again. He looks up, takes a deep breath, and points to the sky behind me. “Like her. That’s my type.”

I turn around to see the giant billboard he’s pointing at. An advertisement for a successful alumna from our school. Charlotte McMillan, the ultimate school idol. Everyone sees her every time we walk into the building. Her face is everywhere, from magazine covers to bus ads.

“Now you understand, right? You’re nothing like her. You’re just a foolish, spoiled, ugly girl. No guy will ever like you.” The blond boy turns and walks away.

“If that’s true, then why did you choose Amy? I’m your best friend! Why would you pick a bully when she’s not even your type?” I yell, trying to stop him.

He turns, his piercing glare locking on me. “Because you’re my best friend. I didn’t want you to get cocky,” he says. “If I had to choose between some random girl and you, I’d still pick someone else. Even if she’s a bully.”

After saying those words, he walks away, leaving me behind. My eyes blink in disbelief at all this. My chest aches, and my fingertips prickle. It hurts so much that even my ears go numb.

I clench my soaked dress tight against my chest. The fruity punch scent lingers on my dirty dress, reminding me once again how bad the taste of strawberry sour is on my lips. He should have seen me in this miserable state, but he doesn’t care. He’s getting farther away from my reach.

I turn and head back to my dorm, tears streaking down my cheeks. I swipe at my eyes, but the blur only thickens. Still, I keep running toward my dorm. I don’t care about the heels I clutch in my hands. My feet are scraped and bleeding, yet I keep pushing myself forward.

Everything feels like a mere dream, and now I’m like a fairy-tale princess running home after midnight. The sparkle of prom night’s magic has vanished, replaced by an endless sorrow. It’s all shattered and erased.

This is absurd and insane. I can’t accept this at all. I will retaliate! Laird Evans, just wait for my revenge!


      [image: ]Present day, 7 years later…


“Great!”

I glance at the photographer as she comments on the results of the images I’ve taken earlier. On the computer screen, the photo quality appears to be excellent.

The idea of this photo shoot is distinct, with monochromatic hues and the play of light creating silhouette shadows as photo enhancers.

“This looks good.” I point to one photograph scrolling across the screen.

It’s an unusual stance that resembles ballet moves. The pose seems to have garnered appreciation, even though I don’t even know its name.

Kim, the photographer, screams, “Yes! Perfect! I’m sure we’ll have a lot of fantastic shots, thanks to you.”

We hug for a moment to convey our gratitude, then share little pecks on the cheek. Jessy, my agent, grins this time, expressing his approval.

“Excellent job, Fenella. Your portfolio will be absolutely shining this year.” 

“You think so?” I ask Jessy with a bright smile while taking out my clothes from my bag.

“Of course. I told you, this is your year,” Jessy squeals. Even as I strip down behind the curtain, I can still make out his remarks.

“Did you go to the fortune teller again, Jess?” I reply in the same loud voice, letting out a slight chuckle.

“Ha! I don’t need tarot cards! It’s my premonition. I know you’ll become huge this year.”

I step out of the dressing room after changing out of the white maxi dress into my tight, knee-length black knit dress. Jessy hands the maxi dress to the assistant designer in a swift motion.

“Some designers praise your work, and your followers are growing. What do I always say? Making beauty tutorial videos helps you gain popularity.”

I sit in one of the makeup chairs and brush my long hair. The makeup assistant lets me touch up my makeup, just how I’ve always wanted.

“Yeah, you’ve said that a million times.” I giggle. Who wouldn’t be excited by that praise? “By the way, how’s the Muse perfume gig? When will we start shooting the ads?” It’s been a month since our last contact with my long-time client about the new fragrance, but no word from their side.

Jessy bites his bottom lip. His shoulders slump, and his hand rubs his temple for a second. “Well, dear, about that… They’ve signed with Kiara. I’ve pressed them many times, I swear. Must be because that bitch seduces the higher-ups.”

“Oh…,” my hands drop to the side after tying my hair up.

I grab the red lip cream from my pouch while holding back my disappointment. My fingers twist the cap in slow motion as I read the brand name on it. Damn. Kiara is the debut model in our agency, and for some reason, she keeps taking my old clients.

“Honey…” Jessy rubs my shoulders.

“That’s okay. I just need to push harder and look for other chances.” I shrug, lift my head to face the mirror, and apply the lip cream to my lips. A heavy silence follows before Jessy breaks it with other news.

“Oh, but tomorrow, you have a dress fitting for Baumer’s show preparation.” He’s back to his cheerful side, brushing off the gloomy mood.

“Yes, you’ve mentioned it before. What time?”

“Wait, let me check.” Jessy opens his phone and looks at the markings on his agenda. “At 7 a.m.”

I mumble when I hear the early morning schedule.

“Why is that?” Jessy frowns.

“Hmm. Nothing.” I shake off his suspicion while touching up my cherry lip cream.

“Is it so difficult to get up early?” He frowns. He clutches my shoulder, his mouth agape. “Aha! I remember. You’re going out with Tom tonight, right? You naughty girl!” Jessy teases me with a big laugh.

My cheeks flush, and I give a small smile. “Why not?” I flick my hair toward him.

“Yes, it’s fine,” he quips.

“But?” Somehow I know he wants to nag me about this. He always has something to preach.

“Have we discussed this before? You’re 24 now. Modeling careers don’t last forever.”

I fall silent while staring at the brown-haired man in the mirror. My heart seethes again. I look down and close the lip cream’s lid.

“I mean, if you want, we can try something new. Didn’t you say you wanted to act? Let’s go for it.” He hugs me from behind while I zip up my black knee-high boots.

We’ve been working together for seven years. Many of my successes as a model began at eighteen, but the world doesn’t recognize me as a supermodel like I’d hoped early in my career. My most notable accomplishments include modeling for multiple fashion magazine covers. A dedicated page with an exclusive interview is my best achievement so far.

The mirror throws back the changing room at me, its walls pressing closer, the chatter thinning. Where once I was surrounded by stylists and agents, only a few linger now, their voices fading like background noise. The eighteen-year-old fairy they used to praise has vanished, replaced on the posters by another wide-eyed American dream girl.

“Don’t worry, Jess, I won’t be late.” I pack my bag and get ready to leave.


      [image: ]Tom is my boyfriend. We’ve been dating for six months and still don’t want to live together. That major step never enters my mind. His reaction remains unchanged, and he, too, is undecided to take the next step.

I get out my phone and check my message inbox with him, but he hasn’t responded yet. The clock shows 8 p.m., but he hasn’t read my messages at all since 1 p.m. We agreed to have dinner out before heading home, but he disappears. Maybe I should send him another message.

Me:


I'll wait in the coffee shop across the studio.




      [image: ]This is outrageous! I can’t be more patient than this. My mind is still positive. Maybe he’s working. He usually stays late at work during the end-of-month book closing.

So, I stand in front of his building. My hands clutch a bag containing sandwiches and a few cans of beer, his favorite, that I just bought from the nearest store. I have a hunch that we’ll change our dinner plans at the restaurant to dinner at his office, as usual.

Lights still shine from the fifth-floor windows, even though the other floors have gone dark. Just as I suspected, he’s still in the office.

Sometimes he works too hard as an accountant. His office building isn’t as luxurious as others, but he works like a horse. I sigh, realizing he forgot our date… again.

I head up to the fifth floor with the exclusive access card he gave me. When the elevator door opens on the fifth floor, the office corridor is deserted and dark. There’s no one on this floor except for his office, which still has its light on.

I walk towards the glass door covered with blinds. Nothing seems suspicious to me. “Tom?” I knock on the door and enter.

In that moment, everything starts to make sense. I stand at the door in shock as I witness the scene in front of me. Tom jumps in panic, adjusting his open pants, while a woman lies naked on his desk.

“Fenella? Shit!”

I know the woman on his desk well. She’s his new secretary, recruited just a month ago. She scrambles up and grabs his jacket to cover her body.

As she covers herself with that jacket, my rage explodes. “How dare you!” I snap at the woman.

I’m the one who bought that expensive designer jacket for him! It’s a birthday gift. And now, that jacket is being used to cover another woman’s naked body?

Ugh, hell no!

“What are you doing here?!” Tom yells, standing in front of the woman to protect her.

“I should be the one asking!” I yell back louder than that damn man.

I reach for a can of beer from my bag. Without a word, I throw the beer at him, and it hits his shoulder. His body bends to shield himself, but the next beer throw hits the woman right in the stomach. That wench screams and bends. I pick up the sandwiches and throw at them one by one.

“Fenella, stop!” he roars.

My hand grows weak, the bag drops to the floor. I gasp and try to contain my anger as much as I can. My jaw clenches, trying so hard not to choke him.

No, I won’t shed a tear for that man. He doesn’t deserve a single drop.

“Get out of my office! We’re through!” he snaps at me.

“You’re breaking up with me?! Oh, hell no, you bastard! I’m the one walking out of here forever,” I say with a frustrated huff.


      [image: ]I quicken my pace towards my favorite nightclub in New York. I really, really need something—anything—to relieve this stress. From my experience, the hustle and bustle of the club always brings a certain comfort as a remedy for my anxiety, even if I’m alone.

Of course, I can’t tell Jessy because he will scold me. I don’t need preaching or advice. Right now, all I need is booze, lots of it, and a dance floor. Maybe even find a stranger to hook up with. Anything to erase that piece of shit from my mind.

A crowd lines up in front of the club. Then there he is. I know him. The man laughs with the doorman before entering the club.

That face! I’ll never forget that face! That’s Laird Evans!









  
  

2: Reunion


Fenella













There’s a long line to get into the club. They are only ordinary people. Meanwhile, thanks to Jessy and my agency, I have member access to several entertainment venues in New York. 

One of them is the popular Club Davo. A membership card is all it takes to boost my reputation and the status of the places I visit.

I show my annual membership card to the doorman. He nods and grins as he lets me in.

I make my way to the bar because I’m sure Laird won’t be on the dance floor. My guess turns out to be right. He’s sitting on a bar stool.

No mistake. Finally, there he is.

He’s sitting side by side with an unfamiliar brunette girl. With his stiff body gestures, I know the man has met the woman only recently. She keeps teasing with her daring fingers, caressing his neck.

I stride closer until I’m right next to them. The brunette girl is the first to acknowledge my presence. I interrupt to stand in the middle, leaning on the bar table.

“Hi,” I smile at him.

His eyes widen, and he gasps. He stares at me for a long time, and his face seems as if he’s seen a ghost. “Fenella?!”

“Miss me?” I ask him with a smile.

“Excuse me? Do you know this bitch?” the brown-haired woman asks him in annoyance.

I turn toward her. “What’s up, bitch? I’m his date.” I cut her off with a sharp gaze.

Hearing that, the woman scoffs and gets off the bar stool. As soon as she leaves, I take the seat to replace her. Laird gives me a crooked smile as he watches me.

“Wow, Fenella... You look...” he held his breath, struggling to find a word. “Different,” he says, his gaze captivated by mine.

“Yeah. Do you like my new look?” I ask, running my fingers through my straight hair.

He chuckles. He shakes his head with a wide smile. “This is truly a surprise. We should celebrate this reunion,” he says.

“Two vodkas,” I order to the bartender, handing over my membership card to claim my three free drinks per night.

He smirks again with one eyebrow raised. His eyes linger on my black annual card, but his amusement finds me again. He gazes at my face, then my body, down to my feet.

“Are you really Fenella Baxter? The spoiled girl from Boston?” he asks again, half in disbelief.

I laugh at his question. Yes! I must’ve totally impressed the guy. Of course. I’ve worked hard to get to this point, and it seems to be paying off.

No, not enough yet. I still have to make him beg for my forgiveness. I still have to make him melt at my feet, kissing, crying, and regretting all those past.

“The one and only. We’ve never met these past seven years, have we?” I say as the bartender places two vodka shots in front of us.

“No, you don’t even come to the Christmas party anymore,” he says, shaking his head as he picks up the glass.

“Cheers!” I raise my shot and toast with him.

In one shot, the hot liquid burns inside my mouth. The vodka seems to strike right at my heart and gut. It’s tight and uncomfortable, but I like it. Better like this. I choose the pain in my body rather than the unseen pain from a heartbreak.

“I’m surprised you can handle it in one shot.” He smirks, still with an unbroken gaze.

“Of course. I’ve grown up.”

“Funny. I don’t recall maturity being judged by how well someone handles their booze.”

He snorts, then raises his shot glass to the bartender for a refill. He holds his tongue as the bartender refills our shots. Afterward, without pause, we raise our glasses again and down them in one go.

I groan as the strong scent of spirits once again fuels the fire inside me. My limit is four shots, but tonight is an exception.

“So, what are your parameters?”

“I don’t know. Job?” he asks.

“Fashion model,” I say. “And you?”

“Corporate lawyer,” he says with a shrug.

“Huh. Can’t stray far from your father’s grasp,” I say in a sympathetic tone.

“But I live alone in New York. Far from him,” he counters to refute my assumption that he still lives under his father’s thumb.

My lips twitched at his words. “By that logic, I’m also an independent woman. Look, even I come to the club alone.”

“And why is that?” he asks with a tone that hides a hidden meaning.

“I just broke up with my boyfriend,” I blurt.

“Really? Is that why you dare to claim that you’re my date now?” he asks, his eyes darkening.

I shrug. “You seem to need help.” A smile plays on my lips.

“Actually, I don’t need any help at all,” he says with a thin, meaningful grin as he raises his hand again for a refill.

“Does that mean I should leave?” My eyes flutter.

“On the contrary, now you have to drink with me.” He raises his glass again for another toast.

I’m downing my third vodka of the night. I’m pushing my drinking tolerance, but I don’t want to be seen as a child in front of him again. The man can hold his liquor now, and I can’t afford to show any weakness in front of him.

“Come on, let’s dance,” I say as I pull his arm.

I’m getting tipsy, and I don’t want to end the night early. Dancing will keep me sober longer. He huffs and shakes his head.

“You know I’m not good at dancing,” he says.

“Then why do you come here if not to dance?” I ask, still holding onto his arm.

“For the crowd,” he shrugs.

“Oh, come on,” I still insist, and after a second of consideration, he complies.

We break through the dance floor and blend in with the crowd. The electronic dance music blares from the giant speakers. I sway my hips and jump around. Sometimes, my hands brush against his, and he embraces my waist, our bodies colliding.

Maybe because I’m getting drunk, I jump for joy without caring about the world. All the annoying incidents with Tom has erased by Laird’s presence. Isn’t he always there at the right moment?

Laird is in my arms, and we dance together again. His body is taller than I remember. His jawline becomes sharper, with a chest that turns out to be sturdy. It makes me curious about everything beneath his gray shirt. His rolled-up sleeves are showing his hard forearms. Every touch I feel while dancing only drives me wilder.

The crowd near us cheers. One of them is celebrating a birthday, and the friends challenge the birthday girl to do a body shot. The young girl, hesitant with red on her face, is shy to accept the dare.

“Do you see that?” I tilt my chin. Laird and I lock eyes after seeing them.

“Shall we?” he asks with a mischievous grin. He knows me too well. This kind of challenge always pulls us to do it, like we used to do back in high school.

I cling to his arm, giggling with a tipsy delight. Yes, I’m intoxicated. I don’t care at all because I’m eager to show how to do a body shot to the poor girl over there. Right next to the birthday crowd, I climb to sit on the bar table.

“Body shot, please!” I request it.

People around us turn their heads towards me as I shout those words. Especially the girl next to us, who is now staring at me. A few moments later, the bartender arrives with a small plate. There are salt sprinkles, a shot glass filled with tequila, and a slice of lemon.

“Are you really going to do it?” Laird asks, doubtful for a moment.

“Yes, of course. Do it with me,” I whisper to tease him. “I know you want to.”

My hand takes the shot glass and tucks it in. I make sure it’s secure, held in place by my cleavage and the low neckline of my black mini dress.

Without diverting my gaze from Laird, I pick up the salt and jerk back my head. I sprinkle some salt on my neck. I take the slice of lemon and place it not just on the edge of my lips but inside my mouth. The lemon sour drips into a sweet taste with my heated anticipation.

People around us raise their phones, recording us. Laird grins, and his green eyes burn with desire. He approaches me and traps me at the bar table. He braces himself with his hands on either side of me. I open my legs wider, so he stands right between my legs.

He brings his face closer to my neck, as if wanting to sniff my perfume. His hands grasp my waist. The next moment, he licks my neck and sucks it with a loud slurp. I moan with pleasure when his hot tongue licks my skin for the first time. My hands hold on to both of his shoulders while keeping the shot glass from spilling.

His tongue trails from my neck to my cleavage. Damn! He makes my body shiver as his tongue licks the exposed area of my upper breasts. He lowers his body, bites the shot glass, pulls it away from my cleavage, and downs it with one gulp.

He places the empty shot glass on the table next to me with a thud. I turn to face him again to give him easier access to the lemon slice in my mouth. His eyes gaze at me as if burning my body with unstoppable desire.

God, I’ve always imagined this moment all my life. He rejected me once. Now he wants me. He’s going to kiss me with those glistening lips.

I tighten my legs around his waist. My body yearns to cling to his, melting together in a warm, intimate embrace. My thigh muscles tense on their own to restrain the pooled desire in my core.

His tongue sneaks into my mouth and sucks the lemon slice. The sour lemon drops fall on my lips as he licks them. His hand pulls away the lemon slice, with his lips closing mine. He sucks all the lemon water off my lips and keeps kissing me. The sweet and sour taste spreads on our tongues, tasting like it will never fade.

Everyone around us cheers and whistles. They have witnessed the hottest public body shot done in a shameless display.

I no longer care about our surroundings. My lips and his lips are busy nibbling and sucking each other’s taste between the sweet and the sour. I wrap my hands around his neck, and his body pushes closer between my open legs. The hard bulge presses against my thighs, building an anticipation to my core.

That proves my guess. He wants me. We’re out of breath and back off for a second.

There’s a woman sitting at the bar table next to me who orders a body shot. The birthday girl is also no longer shy and is enjoying a body shot from her partner. I swear, people cheer with joy. They order tequila body shots from every direction.

“Congratulations, Fenella. You’ve set a trending menu in this club,” Laird whispers in front of me.

“That’s my job as a model. Showcasing the product,” I reply in a hoarse voice.

Our lips collide again. Our tongues suck each other, and he hugs me tighter. We’re enjoying the sinful kisses until he whispers in between our breaths.

“Let’s go back to my flat.”


      [image: ]I lean into him, and the next second, all we do is kiss. Repeatedly, our lips and tongues secure in a ferocious fight. He holds me tight, plump chest to hard chest, uniting our rapid heartbeats.

I circle my hands around his neck, finding support while my body grows languid by the second. My feet tiptoe to reach him for steadier kisses. Our tongues circle, swirl, and suck at each other with all our might.

Yes, one of his hands holds my back while the other presses his hips against mine, yet our insatiable desire is making me more impatient.

I turn our entanglement to the nearest space from his apartment door without ever releasing his lips from mine. His hands reach down to my ass, squeeze hard, and push me up to sit in a small space on top of his dining table.

His lips trace my jaw, then slide down to my collarbone, and I moan. One hand tangles in his dirty blonde hair while the other claws at his back.

His teeth mark a light bite on my collarbone, then continue to my shoulders, on and on to my breasts, where his hands have been kneading them both in merciless moves. He pulls my dress over my head and unclasps my bra, leaving them on the kitchen floor together with his shirt.

He switches hands to put his lips on my red, hard nipple. The table’s height makes it easy for him to lean forward to please me. That’s all I’ve ever wanted all this time—him pleasuring me. All I want is to make him love me and tattoo his name into every pleasure carved into my body.

“Laird,” I moan with heavy breaths.

“Yes. Call my name.”

He licks with the tip of his tongue until I jerk my head back. I arch my back to provide more access for his tongue on my breast.

His hand cups my left breast while his teeth are still scraping my nipple. He moves on to my other breast, caressing with the same embrace using his tongue and lips. I scream, then tremble once, going limp with heavy breaths.

The first orgasm rushes down to my soaking thong, but it seems he won’t stop there. I don’t want to stop it either, because I’m so consumed by my long-lasting curiosity and lust. I need him so bad, I’m afraid of losing all control of my body.

His lips are now kissing my hips, still covered by the red lace thong. His hands move to roll it down, freeing the most sacred part of my body.

Then, time after time, his lips tease my sensitive clit by licking and sucking in circles. All the while, one hand is busy circling my nipple, the other thrusting into my core. I can’t hold it any longer. My hands grab his shoulders, bracing for another high. I moan and shiver in orgasm again, showing him how much my body reacts to his mouth and his hands.

“Yes, dear. Do it again for me. Come for me more,” he whispers to me, breathing hot air onto my exposed cunt.

He presses my hips closer to his mouth, yet it is still not enough to satisfy his need to explore deeper into my core. He stands up, then kisses me again, making me taste myself.

With his hands, he lifts me up, holding my thighs. I straddle his hips, grinding the sharp edge of his jeans against my soft flesh as we moan together.

He walks to his bedroom, my lips still perched on his. It doesn’t take long for him to lay me down on his soft bed. He continues with what was paused back there—sucking my clit until I writhe in pleasure again and again.

His tongue slides into my small, wet cunt, and he circles there, making me wonder how great it must feel when it’s his cock inside me. His fingers rub my clit while his tongue thrusts deeper into my core. My hands claw the sheet, finding anything to hold on to a shred of consciousness. It isn’t long until I break again. I pant, and with a languid voice, I whine.

“You’re a cheater. Give it all to me now,” I squeal under him, begging to have more of him.

He lets me unbutton and unzip his jeans. The next thing I know, I’m praising his steel-hard cock with my smooth, slender fingers. I rub it until he squirms with long groans. He’s huge, just like I always imagined.

The next second, my tongue replaces my fingers. I suck his thick cock in and out multiple times until he thrusts into my mouth. I suck him until his balls twitch in pain, and it makes the desire pool back into my cunt.

“Wait,” he groans.

He jerks my head back to free his ready cock. His hand reaches into his bedside drawer and picks up a single sealed condom. He tears off the plastic and sheathes his long, thick cock into it, ready for real action.

“Come on, Laird, now.” I press him.

“Are you sure, Fen?” he pauses, looking doubtful for a second.

His gaze lingers on my eyes. But I don’t want to wait. I don’t care about anything else except his presence right now. It’s not ideal, it’s sudden, but I’m too impatient and frustrated to wait any longer.

“Yes, Laird. I want you,” I reply in a firm tone.

“As you wish,” he replies with a smirk, while his thighs are seated in the perfect position upon my throbbing cunt.

The first touch is mind-blowing. With me already wet and taut from our extensive foreplay, his large cock slides in with ease, yet I moan as my eyes roll back. He stays still, holding back his satisfaction to feel our unison. My core clenches his cock with a hot, throbbing pulse. I hiss with pleasure at how it exceeds my expectations.

He tests it with a steady strike, but the fire grows too intense to hold back. I squirm as he takes me harder, deeper, and faster with each push. He does it like it’s his daily job. He moves his hips with skillful pushing and pulling. Each thrust constricts delicious pain to my deepest core.

“Yes! Go! Keep it going, Laird!” I cry out his name many times until we both come, our bodies weakening with the last thrust.


      [image: ]My head is spinning. I try to open my eyes, but my vision stays blurry. A bright light dazzles me, shining through the curtains and onto my face until I wake up.

I turn my body. With all of my effort, I strain to sit up against the thick blanket that envelops me. When the blanket comes off, my body shivers. I blink to clear my vision. My hand scratches my brow, then rubs my cheek.

“Oh my God,” I whisper, holding my breath.

The figure next to me is also bare-chested. He wears only black boxer shorts. I swallow hard. The pain in my sex as I attempt to get out of bed is the true evidence of last night’s events. I can’t recall how many times we made love last night.

I observe Laird once more. His breathing is still steady, and his eyelids remain closed, indicating that he’s still sound asleep. He lies half-prone.

His physique looks even more defined than I remember. Even his six-pack is visible, which shows he still works out regularly. He looks so perfect. If I could snap a photo of him right now, I’m sure it would be worth as much as a work of art.

Then something has gone wrong. I should’ve gotten revenge for his actions. I should’ve rejected him the way he rejected me years ago. Instead, I gave myself to him, like a cheap whore.

“What the hell did I just do?” I mutter, regretting all of it.

I creep out of the bedroom. The door has been wide open since last night, letting more chill air into the room. I rush to the kitchen and find my dress, my bra, and my thong there.

The wall clock shows 6 a.m. Dang! An hour won’t be enough to prepare for Baumer. Jessy will kill me.

“No. No, this is a mistake,” I whisper to myself in a panic as I put everything on.

I scramble to the front door and snatch up my shoes. My bag toppled over, spilling cards and money across the floor, makeup tubes rolling in every direction. Ugh, that taxi driver last night was rude and greedy, asking for more money while Laird and I were distracted. I shove my half-open wallet back into the bag and toss in my lipstick, card, and hand cream as well.

“No, no, this is a mistake, you stupid hoe.”

I need to get out of here before he wakes up. Without making a sound, I slip out of his apartment and take the residents’ private elevator down.
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9 years ago, 10th grade…


“So, Fenella, what’s your relationship with Laird? Are you guys dating?” Amy spits the question out. With no hesitation or any shame, she feels entitled to ask. 

“A secret,” I reply, avoiding her question.

“Hey, there shouldn’t be any secrets between us,” Amy says, backed up by the others.

They resume polishing their nails. I follow suit, buffing my nails until they gleam, and then they press me again.

“Just childhood friends. We’re neighbors from Boston,” I say, giving in to their nagging.

“Cool!” they exclaim.

“You still have a chance, Amy!” Sophie leans in, her voice rising.

“Of course. All the girls at school are after him, but they’d lose to me. I’ll become the cheerleading captain and date him,” Amy says, flicking her hair back.

There’s a pang of jealousy in my chest, but I keep my expression steady. I press my lips together to stop them from twitching into a laugh. Ha! Let them dream. His heart won’t flicker toward Amy, no matter how hard they wish. I’m sure of that.

“By the way, Fenella, you should bring someone from your class to mentor us.” Amy raises her hand to examine her newly polished nails under the room’s light.

“For a study group?” I ask.

“Yes, of course.”

“I thought our study group was going to find seniors to help us.” I frown.

“No, I think we’d be more comfortable with mentors within our classes. Besides, we won’t really be studying,” Amy chuckles. “We’ll gather their assignments and modify them before submitting to our teachers. Sophie has already found someone willing to help as an editor.”

“By modify, do you mean cheating?” I confirm.

“Of course not! Plagiarism is a serious offense at our school. We’ll just study their assignments as references.” Amy drags her words. They burst into giggles again.

“You know, we won’t have time to actually do the assignments from scratch, let alone study with a mentor. Our time will be spent on cheer practice and having fun.”

I can only nod in agreement. Maybe they have a point.

“Oh, and you should dye your hair, Fenella,” Amy speaks up again.

“Why?” I furrow my brow in confusion.

“You know, diversity is trending these days. I’m going to be the cheer captain, so I’m claiming the blonde spot. No way we can have two blondes on the same squad.” The other three nod in agreement. “I’ll assign the rest once I’ve got full control as captain.”

I didn’t realize it until now. She’s right. Sophie with her warm, crimson waves; Nicole with her sleek black hair that gleams under the light; and Meg, glowing with her rich brown complexion and regal curls.

“You’ll be the brunette. We don’t have anyone with brown hair yet,” Amy concludes.

“If Fenella has brown hair, our group will be complete! It makes me want to watch this movie again,” Meg exclaims, pointing at a Clueless movie.

“But there’s no one like me there,” Nicole pouts.

“In that case, let’s watch Glee instead,” I suggest.

They all spin toward me at once, eyes wide. Then the room goes quiet, except for muffled chuckles. Heads shake, lips curl in scoffs at the TV show. One by one, they start muttering, voices overlapping, spilling out too fast for me to make sense of.

“This one has two blonde girls,” I point to Mean Girls, and they protest louder. Then I rattle off all the classic teen drama movies I’ve ever watched.

I guess that’s the only thing that unites us. Every Friday night, we sit in the living room and watch classic teen movies together while pampering ourselves. But we always argue about which movie to watch.

“Stop!” Amy yells, cutting off all arguments. We all fall silent, staring at her.

“Let’s just watch Twilight,” Amy says, pressing the remote. She always has the final say.

That’s more or less how social life works at my school. Whitehill Academy is the most prestigious school in the region. They have over a thousand students and a housing complex that serves as a dormitory.

My four friends and I share the same house, tucked away from the crowded three-story dorm. Amy brags that we’re treated differently; doors stay closed when we want privacy, no one peeks into our rooms. Our parents’ checks are bigger than most, and the staff here bend rules for us they wouldn’t dare in the dorm.

Well, maybe that’s true. We each have our own rooms. Our housemaster rarely visits, and our prefects are more relaxed than those in other houses.

Amy is the daughter of a hotel chain owner. Sophie is the daughter of the leader of an international charity organization. Nicole is the daughter of a multinational bank owner. Meg, the daughter of a renowned music producer, conceals her father’s real identity.

We all in the cheerleading team as freshmen. When I joined, my goal was to always support Laird at his baseball games. I also volunteered to lead the supporters, specifically for his games.

Amy wants that role too, but she doesn’t fully grasp the rules, so they assign her to the basketball team instead.

This academy is number one in academics and sports. There’s no time to relax or fall behind. They demand good grades from every student and won’t hesitate to expel anyone, even if their extracurriculars are outstanding.

And, oh God, the schoolwork is intense!

They post all exam and assignment results on the school’s internal website so everyone can see it. That’s the only way to know our grades. According to our teachers, it’s meant to motivate us.

For me, it has the opposite effect. My chest tightens every time I think about my grades, always stuck in the bottom five of the class. And Laird knows it. He worries too, and offers to tutor me, but I don’t want to steal his rest time.

One day, Amy comes up with an idea. The five of us form a study group to recruit mentor friends willing to discuss assignments with us. This study group becomes my hope. Like it or not, given my situation, I go along with Amy and stay in our little circle.

I don’t want Laird to accuse me of breaking my promise if I get kicked out of school. Our relationship is going well enough that he opens up about his feelings and family issues. His parents’ divorce drags on due to property disputes and their law firm’s dissolution. It might last another two years.

I need to suck it up and focus on my goal. I need to stay at this school to be together with him. For that, I’ll do whatever it takes.

Dyeing my hair brown? Pfft. Child’s play. It might be silly, but it’s not hard. Approaching a smart kid to be our mentor? Easy.


      [image: ]“Amy, his name is Clark Thomson. Just call him Clark. He’s always number one in chemistry and some of our other classes. Clark, this is Amy,” I say.

“Oh no, not always. There’s still Jason and Matt,” Clark says, blushing and offering his hand. “Hi, Amy.”

“Amy.” She only waves, reluctant to shake his hand.

Amy observes Clark from head to toe. His curly, reddish-brown hair frames his round, sweaty face. He wears small, round glasses that look even smaller on him. His skin is pinkish-white. He’s tall and chubby, with a posture that’s almost always slouched, as if he’s too aware of his height.

“What club do you do?” Amy asks.

“I’m on the Lab Rat team,” Clark says, his eyes gleaming. “We’re competing in a science competition next month, and—” Amy silences him with a dismissive wave of her hand in front of his face.

“Alright, you pass. See you later, Clark,” she says with a friendly smile, her hands clasped.

“Will we discuss the chemistry assignment later? I heard Mr. Bergen and Ms. Mitchelle gave similar projects, so I think they’re using the same grading matrix,” he rambles, still trying to talk to her.

“Oh, yes, of course. Thank you for the tips. I’ll contact you later,” Amy repeats with a thin line on her lips.

“But—”

“I said later.” Amy drags her words, her gaze turning sharp.

“Oh... of course.” Clark rushes out of the house.

“Why did you act like that toward him?” I try to protest.

“We’re in a hurry, Fen. I told you. We have a bowling date with Chris and his friends tonight. Hurry up and get dressed,” Amy says as she walks into her room.

Tomorrow is only Thursday, and our curfew is 8 p.m., but of course, we never worry about that. Even though I’m cramping from my period, Amy threatens not to take me out again if I skip tonight’s event.

So, I follow them to the bowling alley instead of doing my homework. That’s how it goes almost every night. We go out, hang out with boys, practice cheerleading, and cheer at weekly games. Some nights, we exchange and tweak assignments from our mentors.

Of course, I’m having fun too. I have to admit, Amy knows how to enjoy life. This is the teenage life I’ve always dreamed of, just like the movies we watch every week.

Until one day, it’s not fun anymore.


      [image: ]End of the 10th-grade…


“Fenella, I’m so scared.” Clark bites his thumb while pacing back and forth.

“Stop it. You’re making me dizzy,” I say with the same anxiety.

“You shouldn’t look so scared. Do it as we planned last night,” Amy hisses, alternating her intense gaze between Clark and me. “Listen, Clark. If you mess this up for us, I won’t hesitate to drag you down to hell. I want your acting to be convincing enough to save us. Got it?” Amy asks.

“Does that mean I’ll be your hero?” Clark asks, glancing at me.

Amy stands behind me. Her hands squeeze my shoulders. She whispers to Clark, and I can hear every word in my ear.

“Yes, of course. Fenella is ready to accompany you to the dance party later, just as you asked. You’ll have fun later, I promise.”

I want to protest, but right after Amy stops talking, Nicole and Meg come out of the door. They drag their feet with a long sigh.

“How did it go?” Amy whispers to Nicole.

“Fine, I guess,” Nicole mumbles. Amy looks at Meg, and she nods.

“It’s your turn,” Amy says to me and Clark.

My ribs ache with each pulse, and my eyes dart to Clark. He looks unsure and scared, but I squeeze his palm for a moment. I nod to reassure him, and he nods back.

Clark slouches through the left door, where Mr. Bergen is waiting. I head for the right door, where Ms. Mitchelle is expecting me.

I knock. Her voice inviting me in, I open the door and step into a spacious room with a square conference table and four chairs facing each other. She gestures for me to sit, so I take the seat across from her.

“How are you, Fenella?” Ms. Mitchelle asks.


      [image: ]I sit leaning back on the couch, repeatedly taking deep breaths. We gather again in the living room tonight. I thought we’d reflect on our mistakes, share stories about how frightening the teachers’ interrogations are, and worry about the case spreading to our parents.

Turns out not.

Amy paces back and forth with Sophie, Meg, and Nicole in the lounge. They’re more focused on what they’ll wear to the dance party on Saturday night than worrying about our fate at school. Everyone is calm and cheerful, except for me.

“I’ll wear this pink dress. What do you think?” Amy twirls her body so that the short satin skirt she’s wearing flutters in the air.

“Yeah, I think it suits you. I’ll stick to wearing black,” Sophie says, smoothing out her tight black dress at her slender waist.

“Isn’t that too tight? It’ll be hard to dance,” Nicole says, waving the knee-length white tulle skirt that puffs out.

“Who cares about dancing? The end-of-year party is all about fishing out the boys,” Meg says. She admires her reflection in the full-length mirror, wearing a long, glittery gold dress that reveals a high slit up to her thigh.

I sit on the couch, hugging my knees to my chest, watching them. How can they be this carefree? Am I the only one with a crease on my forehead, overthinking everything that’s happened?

“For Fenella, it seems she needs a blue dress because she’s feeling blue,” Amy jokes, and they all burst into laughter. Although they tease me, I stay silent.

“What’s up with you?” Sophie asks me in her usual high-pitched voice.

“Ugh, don’t tell me it’s because you have to go with Clark.” Meg rolls her eyes.

“Gosh, that must be really annoying. Laird is much better than Clark,” Nicole sneers.

“Of course. Laird is the best option, but he’s more suitable as my dance partner,” Amy says with a confident smile in front of the mirror. She meets my reflection, chin lifted, lips tugging into a small, victorious smile.

I bite my lower lip. Seriously, I try to hold myself back. I don’t want to argue or bring up anything about Laird or Clark, but the way they treat me feels unfair. They punish me by forcing me to go with Clark.

“Why do I have to go with Clark?”
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