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      After buckling the play collar snug around my neck, Aiden clasped a leather leash around the silver D-ring. Freshly shaved with his graying brown hair parted to the side, Aiden smirked down at me. “What would your father think of you if he knew you were at a sex club with his boss?”

      

      “Vera!” Maddie, my best friend, said, shutting her locker and staring down at me. “Come on. We’re gonna be late for our next class!” She tugged on my wrist to pull me up from Redwood’s dirty tiled floor. “You can write your little smut story later.”

      After scribbling a couple more words inside my loose-leaf notebook and pushing all the ripped-out pages into it, I grabbed all my textbooks from my locker beside Maddie’s and hurried down the hall toward World History. God, I couldn’t wait until I saved up enough money to actually get a freaking laptop because these cheap notebooks weren’t cutting it anymore.

      The second bell echoed through the empty halls. I moved my short legs faster, not caring how stupid I looked to Redwood’s gang, Poison, who still lingered in the hallway, smoking blunts and harassing one of the nerdy kids like me, Akio.

      “Rodriguez!” João, Poison’s leader, called to me.

      “Fuck,” I whispered under my breath, stopping for a brief moment to look back at him.

      “Watch my sister tonight. I’ll pay you.”

      After agreeing quickly because I needed the money and we needed to get to class as soon as possible, I waved him off and continued down the hall.

      “Jeez,” Maddie said, her ginger hair flying back. “You’re so fast.”

      “We’re late!”

      I hated being late and especially loathed all the stares from the students when we walked into the room, as if they didn’t even remember that I was in their class or something. We only had less than a year left at Redwood, and I wanted to get through them, unnoticed. That was how it had been since kindergarten.

      “Well, that’s not my fault, now is it, Miss I-Love-to-Write-Smut?”

      After playfully smacking her shoulder and telling her to shut it, I opened the door and slipped into World History with Mrs. Greenwich—or The Grinch, as everyone called her behind her back. Through her green cat-eye glasses, she narrowed her eyes at us.

      I hugged my books to my chest, stared down at the red-tiled floor, and pushed my glasses up my nose until I found my assigned seat in the back. God, I didn’t know what the big deal was and why everyone had to stare. We were only a couple minutes late. Nothing huge.

      It wasn’t like I’d strolled in halfway through class, like the infamous Blaise Harleen did every day. Nobody said a damn word to that kid though. No, if they even looked in his direction, he’d kick their asses under the bleachers after school.

      I pulled out my textbook and highlighter, ready to push through another boring history lesson about some kingdom that had taken over another kingdom after some war—the driest material The Grinch could muster.

      After side-eyeing me, she tucked some gray hair that had fallen out of her tight bun behind her ear and turned to the board. “As I was saying, next class, we’ll be starting a project on kingdoms and crusades. You’ll be partnered up.”

      Maddie looked over her shoulder at me and smiled, scrunching her freckled nose, as if to say that I would be her partner and that I didn’t have a choice in the matter.

      “Don’t get excited,” The Grinch said. “I already have you partnered.”

      A collective sigh from the students echoed through the room. I slumped my shoulders forward and blew out a long breath. She was notorious for assigning students like Maddie and me to the most annoying, least hardworking people in the room.

      And I hated it.

      As she began listing off partners, I scanned the room to see who was left and who she could possibly pair me with. If it was one of the cheerleaders, I would literally stab my own eyes out. I hated them more than anyone—except Blaise Harleen, of course.

      I didn’t think I could hate anyone more than that entitled asshole.

      “Vera Rodriguez,” The Grinch said, glancing up from her clipboard at me, “and Blaise Harleen.”

      Closing my eyes, I cursed under my breath and curled my hands into tight fists under the table. There I’d gone, freaking jinxing things. Of course she’d had to pair me with the one guy who couldn’t even make it to class within the first thirty minutes.

      Skylar Walker glared at me, moving her red manicured fingers around a silver necklace that hung between her cleavage. I averted my gaze and turned back to my textbook, hoping people would stop staring at me for once today.

      When The Grinch went back to teaching today’s material, I went back to hating my life.

      Midway through class, the door opened, and Blaise Harleen sauntered into World History, refusing to even look in Mrs. Greenwich’s direction and instead heading … this way? I sucked in a breath and stared down at my textbook, heat crawling up my neck. Why the hell was he coming this way? His usual seat was on the other side of the room, next to Skylar, not … in my row!

      Blaise grabbed an empty chair from the back and dragged it—literally dragged the metal legs on the tiled floor—toward me. He placed the metal chair in the middle of the aisle, not caring that he wasn’t even sitting at a desk. I gulped and dared to peek over at him.

      Sculpted jaw, dark—almost black—eyes, and a body so defined that all the girls swooned over him.

      He looked over and fucking smirked at me. I turned back to my textbook and wiped my sweaty palms on my jeans.

      Heat crawled up my neck, my throat drying. Why was he looking at me like that? He never looked at me, even when we had been paired up for projects in other classes. I was a plain nobody in this school, and I liked it that way. I desperately wanted to keep it that way. But for some reason, the world wanted to fuck me over today.

      Once he finally turned away from me, I let out a deep breath and finally forced myself to breathe again. What the hell was I going to do? He didn’t even know we were partners, and he had just been … gawking at me.

      Maddie looked over her shoulder and furrowed her brows at me, as if to ask what had happened. I sank lower in my seat and shrugged, unsure of it myself.

      When the bell rang to signal the end of class, I quickly gathered up all my materials and stuffed them into my backpack, on a mission to put as much space between Blaise and me as I could. I didn’t care that we were partners. The project didn’t start until the next class.

      Before I could walk away from him, Blaise grabbed my wrist in his rough, callous hand and pulled me back. Everyone in class—including The Grinch herself—stared over at us. My cheeks were burning up, my heart pounding.

      “After school. Parking lot. Don’t be late.”

      Then, Blaise released me and walked out of the classroom without glancing back. My eyes widened at the door, fear running through my veins.

      What the fuck did Blaise Harleen want with me? Did he really think that I would meet him in the parking lot this afternoon? No, fuck that. I had to skip—skip class, skip town maybe …

      Because Blaise Harleen wasn’t known to play nice. And I, Vera Rodriguez, didn’t know what the hell I had done to catch the eye of the most ruthless boy in town.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      blaise

      After picking up my skateboard from the dirty tiled floor, I held it by my side and sauntered into Redwood’s main building for lunch period. I walked alone in the chilly fall air because I didn’t give a fuck about the fakers in this town.

      Nobody cared about anyone else. And nobody gave a fuck about me.

      Except Vera now.

      Vera had barely spared me two glances over the past four years, but the way she had looked at me today when I dragged a chair over to her desk and told her to meet me later was the best fucking thing I had seen all week.

      With her brown eyes wide as fuck, her staring up at me like she actually gave a fuck about what I needed to talk to her about, as if she really, truly feared me, fuck, it had done something to me. People in Redwood only cared about themselves, but Vera … well, she now cared about what I had to say to her.

      It was comical, laughable almost.

      And it brought me joy in this miserable place that everyone called Redwood, so I wasn’t going to just scare Vera off. Tonight, I wanted to see what she had to say for herself for the sex-filled story she had written in her notebook.

      Vera had rushed down the hallway so fast before World History that she didn’t notice the pages that had slipped out of her notebook. Thankfully, I had. And tonight, I wanted to steal her entire notebook from her, so I could read more.

      “Mr. Harleen,” Principal Vaughn said right before I slipped into the cafeteria. He stood in front of the doors and crossed his arms over his long and scrawny chest. “What did I tell you about skateboards at this school? They’re prohibited.”

      A low chuckle escaped my throat. “And what did I tell you before, Steve?”

      He gritted his teeth. “It’s Principal Vaughn to you.”

      “I believe I said, ‘Go fuck yourself, Stevie.’ So, leave me the hell alone.”

      Deciding that I really wanted to get on his nerves today, I tossed my skateboard onto the ground right in front of him, hopped on it, and slid right through the open doors and into the cafeteria. He grabbed my shoulder as I passed him, but I kept my balance and shoved him away.

      “Remember who pays your fucking bills, Vaughn,” I snapped.

      That was the only thing Mom and Dad were good for. Threatening teachers.

      Principal Vaughn clenched his jaw and stormed down the hallway, back to his office, where that fucking creep belonged. I wouldn’t see him for the rest of the day until I finally pissed him off enough to where he called my parents. Even then, they wouldn’t give a fuck.

      “Blaise!” Skylar shouted from our usual lunch table.

      I stopped the skateboard and picked it up off the ground again, sighing through my nose. I didn’t want to deal with her right now. I didn’t want to deal with fucking anyone anymore. None of my fucking teachers seemed to give a shit what I did in their classes. They ignored it and me.

      But Vera …

      That look of fear in her eyes earlier… God, I fucking loved it. She cared about what I did, who I told, how I talked to her in front of the rest of the students and teachers. Vera Rodriguez didn’t want me telling anyone anything.

      As I scanned the cafeteria for her, Skylar pranced over to me in a white spaghetti-strap tank top, which did nothing to hide her breasts, and a short little skirt.

      “What time do you want me to come over tonight?” Skylar asked, clutching my bicep

      “Later.”

      “Nine? Ten?”

      “I don’t care,” I said, spotting Vera sitting with one of her friends in the cafeteria.

      She glanced up at me, her cheeks flushing bright red, then quickly turned away, gulping. Fear was written all over that pretty face of hers.

      “Just come over.”

      “Fine,” Skylar said, releasing my arm and walking away. “I’ll be there whenever.”

      I followed Skylar’s departing figure with my gaze and clenched my jaw. We were never nice to each other. We only fooled around. And I didn’t like her, but … fuck, I didn’t know. She wanted to have a good time. She didn’t give a fuck who it was with.

      After stealing an apple from some kid named Akio, I sat on the lunch table with my feet on the seat. Some of my friends—if I could even fucking call them that—nodded to me but continued on with their own conversation. I only hung out with them because they skateboarded too. Otherwise, I would sit by myself or be stuck with Skylar or whatever other girl wanted to throw herself at me.

      Once I opened my backpack, I pulled out two sheets of paper that I’d found on the ground earlier in front of Vera Rodriguez’s locker. The pages were completely filled in, from top to bottom and written on both sides.

      And it was filled with nothing but pure, filthy sex.

      My eyes scanned the sheet for the second time today, my dick twitching in my pants.

      Vera might not have given me a second glance ever in her life, but after tonight, she would.

      Vera Rodriguez was about to care about every single thing that I did to her. I would make sure of it.
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      To say that I didn’t want to be here would be an understatement. I really wished that I had the confidence to fucking leave Redwood without doing as Blaise had politely asked in World History—note the sarcasm. But I didn’t.

      So, I stupidly stood beside Blaise Harleen’s blue Ferrari F8 in the parking lot that afternoon.

      Why hadn’t I left yet? Because Blaise scared the fuck right out of me. If I ran, he would track me down and do who knew what with me. It was better to get this over with now and not suffer the consequences later. And besides, I had been writing a super-sexy smut scene before History class this morning that I desperately wanted to get back to before I had to babysit tonight.

      A crisp fall breeze chilled my skin. I zipped up my thin jacket that had a hole in the sleeve and rocked back and forth to keep myself warm. After glancing down at my phone, I debated on leaving. It was already half an hour after our meeting time.

      Was he really coming? Or was he going to watch me from afar with Skylar and laugh at how stupid I looked, standing here in the cold, scared shitless about whatever he wanted to talk to me about?

      “Didn’t think you’d actually show up,” Blaise said from behind me.

      Startled, I jumped and held my books to my chest. “Is there something you need?” I asked, glancing at all the other students who were able to leave on time and didn’t have to worry about being picked apart by Blaise.

      With a devilish smirk, he shoved one hand into his pocket and placed the other on his car, strands of his dark brown hair blowing onto his forehead. “You’re geeky, right? Probably read a lot?”

      “Um …” I shifted nervously. “I guess so.”

      “I wanted some book recommendations.”

      “You like reading?” I asked, stifling a giggle.

      He raised a sharp brow. “Is that funny to you?”

      “No, no.” Yes. “You just don’t seem like a reader.”

      “I read a lot,” he said, though by the way he showed me his pearly-white teeth, I could tell that was a lie. He leaned further against the car, shoulder slumping against it. “Actually, I recently read this really good excerpt from a story that I found lying in the hallway by your locker.” He swung his backpack over his shoulder and pulled out pages that must’ve fallen out of that stupid loose-leaf notebook I carried around everywhere. “Let me read you some of the writing.”

      My heart dropped, my stomach twisting. Oh my fucking God.

      I reached for the papers, but he held them high in the air away from me and started reading.

      “After climbing on top of him, I sat facing him. He placed a lingering kiss on my lips. ‘Turn around, Sweetheart. I get to see your face as you come every night. Don’t you think your father’s coworkers deserve to see it too. I don’t want to be selfish with you.’”

      “Give it back!” I shouted, lunging at him and jumping in the air, hoping to reach the papers.

      He kicked himself off his car, folded the papers, and pushed them into his front pants pocket, right by his crotch. “I didn’t know a good girl like you could write something like that,” he said, turning toward me and trapping me between him and the car.

      Sucking in a breath, I leaned against it as far as I could and stared up into his dark brown eyes. Pressing his body against mine, he shoved the bulge in his pants against my stomach, making me clench. I pushed the glasses up on my nose, my cheeks in flames.

      “Now, Vera, you might not think I’m smart or that I pay attention in any of those stupid classes I attend with you, but I know a desperate, horny virgin when I see one,” he murmured in my ear, his words making me shiver.

      I pressed my thighs together and ignored the heat pooling between them.

      “How long have you been waiting for someone’s cock to slide all the way up into this pussy?” he asked, drawing a finger up my leggings and cupping my pussy in his large, tattooed hand. He pressed his fingers against my core through the thin material and chuckled against me, rubbing me even harder and faster. “A long time, it seems.”

      He slid his other hand up the side of my body, wrapped it around my throat, and pulled me closer, trailing his nose up the side of my neck and biting down softly on my jaw. My breath hitched, and my nipples hardened.

      Desperately, I licked my lips to moisten them. I tried to rack my brain for any type of response, for anything to get out of this. Kids still lingered in the student parking lot, and I didn’t want any rumors about this flying around Redwood.

      Blaise grabbed a fistful of my dark hair and pulled it back, forcing me to look up at him. I squealed at the sudden movement as he continued to rub my pussy roughly, his hand slipping into my pants and claiming what no man ever had before.

      “Is this what you need?”

      I knitted my brows together and bit my lip, a soft moan escaping. He twirled us around, so he stood by the car, opened the passenger seat, slid into it, then pulled me on top of him, shutting the door behind us. After tugging the books from my arms, he placed them onto the center console, then tossed our backpacks by our feet.

      With one hand around my waist to hold me still, he slipped his other into my panties again and into my sopping pussy. Fingers thrusting in and out of me, he stared up at my face with those piercing eyes and didn’t stop torturing me with his fingers until my legs trembled.

      The pressure built up higher and higher inside me, my pussy clenching his fingers tighter by the second. I took a shaky breath and closed my eyes, needing to find a way out of this situation soon.

      But I couldn’t seem to think straight anymore. Ever since I’d started writing that sex scene this morning, I … I had been so freaking horny. I had been aching to get home to finish writing, to slide my hand into my panties and touch my clit myself.

      “Are you going to come already?” he asked me, curling his fingers into me.

      Gripping his shoulders, I threw my head back and let an earth-shattering orgasm rip through my body. I slapped a hand over my mouth to quiet my moans, so no student would hear, but he quickly pulled both my hands behind my back.

      “Enjoy the orgasm. It’s the first one anyone has probably ever given you.” He continued to curl his fingers into me, making sure not to stop until I finished. “I wanna hear you scream for me.”

      My thighs quivered around him, waves of pleasure rushing through me. I moaned and rode his fingers, loving the feeling of something other than my small fingers inside of me. God, I was needy and so desperate to be touched.

      When I finally came down from the high, he pulled his fingers out of me, grasped my hips, and forced me to sit on his bulge. I moaned again, heat pooling between my legs at the feel of his cock against me. He ground it up, the friction leaving my virgin pussy aching to be filled.

      Over and over and over, he drove his hips up and against me. “Fuck, Vera. I can already feel your pussy quivering through your leggings.” He grasped my chin and held me still. “I’m going to fuck you here and now.”

      He shoved his bulge against me one last time, and I tipped over the edge, whimpering, unable to control myself.

      “Please,” I whispered, brows furrowed. Part of me couldn’t believe that this was real. Part of me thought that this was all some sort of sick, wet dream. “Please, fuck me.”

      After tossing me into the driver’s seat, he swiftly pulled my leggings down to my ankles and then pulled me back on top of him as he fumbled with his button and zipper on his jeans. Veiny, thick, and bigger than I’d imagined, his cock sprang out of his pants. He wrapped his hand around the base and guided it to the entrance of my sopping cunt.

      I hated Blaise Harleen. I had hated him for so long and with so much passion.

      Now, I was letting him use me for no other reason than because I was a horny virgin girl.

      “I won’t be gentle,” he said before shoving himself into me.

      I screamed out as he continued pushing himself deeper inside of me, the pain almost unbearable. I had never had something so huge inside me and had never made such a senseless decision. I should’ve been screaming at him to stop. I should’ve run away the moment he told me to meet him after class. But I couldn’t deny that hungry urge I’d had inside my stomach every single time he looked over at me today.

      “Fuck, babe, scream louder for me.”

      As I clenched around him, my pussy pulsed, and my screams slowly turned to moans. I grasped his muscular shoulders and eased myself the rest of the way down onto him until he was nestled inside my hole. After a few moments, he wrapped an arm around my waist to pull me closer to him until my tits pressed against the sides of his face. He drove himself up into me hard and ruthlessly, slipping his other hand between my legs and rubbing my clit.

      “Harder,” I moaned, my voice becoming louder.

      He pounded into me, picking up his pace, and sucked on the soft spot on my neck.

      “I-I’m gonna come, Blaise! I’m—” I cried out, my legs trembling. “I’m coming!”

      “Fuuuuck,” he grunted against me, slowing his thrusts. “Get out of the car and onto your knees. I wanna come all over your face and those nerdy little glasses of yours, make you a pretty slut.”

      I paused, my breath hitching. “B-but we’re in public. We’re still at school. We—”

      “Nobody will see, Vera.” He blew a ragged breath out of his nose. “Do it. Now.”

      “Blaise, I—”

      “Fuck,” he groaned, grabbing my hips and fucking me as hard as he could. “Forget it.” He pounded into me, nearly sending me up against the ceiling. Then, suddenly, he stopped. “I already came inside you.”

      My eyes widened, and I tried to climb out of his lap. But he held me still and pushed himself deeper.

      “Blaise! You came inside of me?!”

      He sat back and offered me an exhausted smirk. “You don’t have to worry about anyone seeing you now, babe. All my cum is buried deep in this soppy pussy of yours.”

      After scrambling out of his hold, I sat in the driver’s seat and pulled my pants back up, needing to get to the pharmacy as soon as possible. I wasn’t on birth control yet. Mom didn’t deem it necessary.

      “Can you not tell anyone about my writing or, honestly, that any of this happened?” I asked hurriedly, looking in his direction, but not at him. I couldn’t believe that I had just let Blaise Harleen take my virginity in the middle of the school parking lot after vowing that I hated every ounce of his being.

      What the fuck was wrong with me?!

      “I’m not going to make promises that I can’t keep.”

      “Please, Blaise. You can’t tell anyone. Please,” I pleaded.

      “I like it when you beg.”

      I breathed out, frustrated. “Blaise, I’m being serious. You can’t tell anyone!”

      He crossed his arms over his chest, his forearms flexing through his shirt, and leaned against the seat. “I won’t tell anyone.”

      “Thank y—”

      “As long as you let me fuck you whenever and wherever I want.”

      “What?! Are you crazy?! No!”

      “Do you want the whole school to know?” he asked, smirking at me.

      My heart dropped, my chest tight. I didn’t want anyone in Redwood to know what I had done. I didn’t want anyone in Redwood to judge me. I wanted to be invisible. If Blaise told even one person, my life and reputation would be ruined.

      So, I shook my head. “I don’t.”

      “Well,” Blaise started, “I guess you’re going to be the bad boy’s good girl for now then—until I want something else from you.”
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      “I’m so dumb,” I muttered to myself, hurrying down the aisle in CVS to find the day-after pill or something so I wouldn’t get pregnant.

      I didn’t know what the hell had been going through my mind when I let Blaise come inside me—hell, when I let him push me into his car! What was I thinking?!

      “Can I help you with something, sweetheart?” a young guy with a name tag fastened to his shirt asked. He smiled at me a bit too sweetly and moved closer. “Are you looking for condoms?”

      I nearly choked on my own spit and gave him a tense smile. “No.”

      “Well”—he stuck out his hand for me to shake—“my name is Jim if you need any help.”

      After glancing down at his hand, I awkwardly shook it, so he’d go away and stop talking to me. I probably looked like a whole mess—my hair crazy as hell, my cheeks flushed, and my eyes wide as saucers.

      Once he finally left—but really, he kept staring at me from the register, like I might steal something—I searched through the boxes of Plan B and read through every single label on the back of each box, wanting to find the absolute best one. There was no way in hell that I would get pregnant with Blaise Harleen’s baby.

      No. Freaking. Way.

      I crouched down to read the boxes on the bottom shelf and rubbed the wrinkles I was giving myself on my forehead. “Jesus Christ, Mom is going to kill me if she finds out that I’m in the middle of CVS, looking for some damn pills because I had unprotected s—”

      “Are you sure I can’t help you find anything?” Jim asked, giving me a fake smile.

      At first, I’d thought he was being nice and had a thing for me with that handshake, but now, I could tell that he wanted me out of his store, that he thought I was planning on stealing something somehow.

      “I’m fine,” I snapped, wanting to be left alone.

      “If you’re not going to buy anything, then you’ll have to leave.”

      Sighing through my nose, I picked up a box and hoped that I had enough money in my wallet to pay for it. Jim guided me up to the counter to check me out and get a poor girl like me out of his store as soon as possible.

      “Did you find everything you were looking for today?”

      I gritted my teeth. If someone had let me look in peace …

      “Yes.”

      After pressing some buttons on the register, he gave me that annoying smile. “Do you have a CVS card?”

      “No.”

      “Would you like to donate to children in need?”

      Damn, this guy was annoying as hell.

      “No,” I said, pulling out my wallet as he gave me a disappointed expression. But I didn’t have any money to spare. Plan B was more expensive than I had thought, and I didn’t even know if I had enough for it.

      Once he clicked a couple more buttons on his register, he smiled at me. “Would you like a paper bag with that? It’ll be ten cents extra.”

      “Oh my freaking God,” I snapped, opening my wallet and pulling out the sixty dollars that I’d earned, working at the library this past Saturday. “Put it in a damn bag and let me pay already. I want to get out of here.”

      Jim placed the box into a small brown bag. “That’ll be fifty-one dollars and twenty-three cents.”

      Reluctantly, I handed over the money and felt my heart drop. I had been working so many hours at the library and had even been thinking about picking up a second job to help Mom and to save up for a laptop. But things kept breaking around the house, and now, shit like this had happened because of my senseless decisions.

      After Jim opened the register, he gave me my change. I counted it twice to make sure he hadn’t gypped me and then shoved it into my wallet and hurried out of the store with my pills. I felt so stupid for what I had done. So much for being invisible for the rest of the school year.

      Now, one of Redwood’s baddest boys knew my secret.

      “What’s in the bag?” someone said as soon as I stepped out of CVS.

      I glanced over to see João leaning against the building, smoking a cigarette.

      He took one last puff on it, then tossed it onto the sidewalk and stomped it out. “Fuck it. I don’t care.” He nodded toward his black Mercedes with tinted windows that he’d bought with Poison’s dirty money. “My mom’s working, and I need you to watch Ana.”

      “João,” I said, glancing down at the bag and chewing on the inside of my cheek. I might’ve agreed to watch her this morning, but I really needed to get home and think about everything I had done today. “I don’t know if I can tonight. I … I need to …”

      João walked toward the driver’s door. “Get in the car, Vera.”

      Part of me debated on refusing and just walking home in the cold, but I now needed the money, and Ana wasn’t that bad. Usually, she wanted to bake and watch princess cartoons. She was the total opposite of João, thankfully.

      “You’d better pay me,” I said, sliding into the passenger seat.

      “You’ll be paid when I get back.”

      “Hi, Vera!” Ana said from her car seat in the back. “Wanna make brigadeiros with me?”

      “Sure,” I said.

      As João drove from the good part of town toward his house in the slums, I glanced down into the paper bag and chewed on the inside of my cheek. I hadn’t thought that I would ever have to do something like this. The only women I knew who did shit this reckless were the girls that I wrote about in my stories.

      When João pulled up to the side of the road, I grasped the paper bag tightly.

      João took his house key off his key ring and handed it to me. “Take this. Don’t let anyone inside the house who doesn’t have a key. You know where the ingredients for brigadeiros are in the cabinets. I’ll be back.”

      Once I grabbed the key from him, I helped Ana out of the backseat and walked with her to the front door to the small, dark house. Ana took the key from me and shoved it into the lock, opening the door.

      After we walked in, I locked the door, turned the lights on, and made a beeline to the kitchen to grab a glass of water. I needed to take that pill now. I couldn’t wait, nor could I forget. I didn’t want to be pregnant.

      “I’ll get the cocoa powder out,” Ana said, pushing a chair to the counter. “You get the sprinkles and milk.”

      Inside the bag, I ripped apart the box and pulled out the pill. After cursing to myself that I even had to do this, I popped that pill in my mouth while Ana was preoccupied and swallowed it whole. I didn’t care how much money Blaise Harleen had, how attractive he was, or how he resembled all of my dirty-mouthed love interests.

      I still hated him.
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      blaise

      An hour after Vera Rodriguez had scurried out of my car in a hurry, I parked it in my garage and sat in the fucking driver’s seat. My dick was still covered in her juices and some blood, my mind numb from how fucking good she’d felt.

      God, her pussy had squeezed my dick so fucking tightly that I couldn’t stop myself from spilling my cum deep into her cunt. With a mind as dirty as hers, she fucking deserved it, and I hadn’t missed the way she loved it too.

      After taking a deep breath, I tossed my backpack over my shoulder and headed into the quiet mansion. Ten cars might’ve been parked in the driveway and garage, but nobody was ever fucking home here anymore. I always had this place to myself.

      I grabbed some beer from the fridge and walked through the living room to the stairs to go to my room. Mom sat on the plush white sofa, dyed blonde hair in her face as she bent over to pull on some heels.

      Wow, she was fucking home for once.

      “What’re you doing here?” I asked.

      “I need you to accompany me to dinner next week,” she said, fastening her black Versace heels and not looking up at me once.

      No hi or how was your day or oh, honey, you’re home.

      But I didn’t expect it anymore. I didn’t know if I ever had.

      Once she finally stood, she walked over to the mirror and applied some red lipstick. “Your father will be away on vacation, and I need to impress some important people at work.”

      I gritted my teeth and stared emptily past her, my chest tightening. Of course… It wasn’t like she ever fucking cared about anything other than her image in this town.

      “No,” I said, throwing my skateboard right on her precious marble floor and heading upstairs toward my bedroom.

      She fucking loved this floor, and I did everything in my power to ruin it whatever chance I got.

      Mom stormed down the hallway toward me. “Get off that skateboard now, Blaise. You can’t even comprehend how much this floor cost your father and me.”

      Instead of turning around to talk to her, I continued to my bedroom and snapped the door open. “It’s not like you don’t have the money to get it repaired, Caroline. If you see a single speck of dirt, you have someone over the next morning to clean because you can’t do it yourself.”

      I slammed the door closed on her fucking face, but she opened it a moment later.

      “What did I tell you about calling me that? I’m your mother, and I deserve your respect. I do everything for you, Blaise.”

      “Respect?” I chuckled lowly. “You’re a fucking joke.”

      “You need to—” she started but was interrupted by her phone ringing. She clenched her jaw, gave me another heartless glare, and walked back down the hallway, away from me. “Yes, sweetheart, I’ll be there soon.”

      She wanted respect but couldn’t even look at me when I saw her for the first time all fucking month. She was a petty bitch, and I didn’t give a fuck what I did in her house anymore. It wasn’t like she really cared once her phone rang.

      Downstairs, the front door closed, and I had this whole empty mansion to myself for the next few days, weeks, or maybe even months. Who knew when they’d decide to show back up? I didn’t give a fuck.

      I tore off my clothes from school, lay back on my bed, and pulled out my phone, scrolling through the notifications from the guys and from Skylar, who wanted to come over to fuck me later tonight.

      She might’ve given the best head in all of Redwood, but she came and went as she pleased, just like my fucking parents. And I was getting tired of her bitchy I don’t give a fuck about anything attitude too.

      Another message came through my phone.

      Skylar: So? When will you be home?

      After deciding to ignore her, I grabbed Vera’s notebook, which I had managed to steal while she was all flustered in my driver’s seat, and opened to the first page of what seemed like a fleshed-out novel.

      The two-hundred-paged college-ruled notebook had been completely filled, not a single page or line unused. I flipped through it, glossing over the boring parts of the story until I got to the nasty sex scenes that spanned almost ten pages each.

      “Crawl, Evelyn. Be a good girl. Don’t make me punish you in front of everyone.”

      Getting down on all fours, I crawled to him, swaying my hips from side to side, loving the attention that all my father’s coworkers were giving me. Some held their drinks over their groins, while others let me see just how hard they were because of me already.

      I knelt by Daddy’s side and stared up at him through my lashes. He was hard through his suit pants, just waiting to be pleased. I pressed my thighs together to ease the ache between my legs as Aiden placed two fingers on my chin.

      “Sit on my lap. Show everyone how quickly you can come by grinding your dripping little cunt against my thigh.”

      After climbing on top of him, I sat, facing him.

      He placed a lingering kiss on my lips. “Turn around, sweetheart. I get to see your face as you come every night. Don’t you think they deserve to see it too? I don’t want to be selfish with you.”

      Hell, I didn’t give a fuck about literature, but the pages that I’d read were straight-up porn.

      “Come here, sweetheart,” Aiden ordered. “Let me see that pretty face of yours.”

      With my face covered with cum, I crawled out from under the table. Aiden took my hands and helped me to my feet, then placed me on the conference table in front of all the men I’d just sucked off and made come.

      Aiden maneuvered his way between my legs, unzipping his pants and pulling my ass to the edge. He positioned himself at my entrance and pushed himself into me. “God, sweetheart, you look so”—another thrust—“fucking”—another thrust—“beautiful.”

      I’d never thought that anything that dirty could come from a good girl like Vera. For as long as I had known her—when her mother used to bring her over while she cleaned our house, before my parents fucked that one up too—she was so soft-spoken and innocent.

      But, fuck, from the way she’d stroked my cock with her pussy this afternoon, she was a horny little slut, aching for cock. My dick stiffened slightly as I remembered how nervous, shocked, and scared she’d looked when I told her that I had read her writing.

      She’d do anything to stop me from telling the entire school her secret, and I planned to use that against her. I planned to make the good girl into my own personal, hungry cumslut.
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      Since Mom was working a double shift at the diner today, she wouldn’t be home for dinner, which meant that I had to scavenge through the canned goods in the cupboard for some ramen or corn or something we’d bought a long time ago for my brother and me.

      Tonight, I’d watched João’s sister for three hours and made back what I had spent on that damn Plan B pill. But I could have put that toward saving for a computer even if it was a cheap one.

      Someone knocked on the front door.

      “Vera! Open the door. I have food!”

      After hearing Maddie’s voice drift into the front room, I hurried over and opened it up for her. She held two brown bags filled with Chinese takeout in one hand and a bottle of root beer soda—my favorite—in the other.

      “Is your mom home?” she asked, walking in and setting the bags down on the table.

      “No, she works until eleven tonight.”

      Maddie frowned. “Aw, I bought extra for her.”

      I stared at my best friend and smiled, so fucking thankful for her. She might’ve been from the rich side of town with parents who would give her anything under the sun, but she was nothing like that arrogant, smooth-talking boy from World History, named Blaise Harleen.

      “I’ll put it in the fridge for her,” I said. “She’ll love you.”

      My brother, Mateo, walking out from his bedroom in the hallway. “I smell food.”

      “I got some for you too,” Maddie said, handing him a bag.

      He scurried back into his room with his Chinese food and shut the door. That boy was three years younger than me but ate as much food as a grown-ass man.

      Once we sat at the coffee table, I pulled out some food and my homework.

      “I’m dreading History tomorrow,” Maddie said, scanning her online English textbook to complete her homework. “The Grinch partnered me with Alec, out of all people. It’s going to be annoying as hell, working with him.”

      “At least you don’t have to work with Blaise.”

      Maddie chuckled. “Yeah, I guess I don’t have it as bad as you.”

      “Ha-ha,” I said, not laughing once.

      “What was that during History anyway? Blaise just walked right into the room, pulled up a chair next to you, and gave you that heartbreaker smirk. What’d he even want from you? Didn’t he tell you to meet him after school?”

      Instead of answering her—because I didn’t even know if I would be able to say anything without being completely embarrassed—I continued my homework with my cheeks flushed and my heart racing. Maddie would freak out if she found out what had happened, and I didn’t know if it would be in a good or bad way.

      She lifted her head from her laptop and looked over at me. “Oh God. What happened?”

      “Nothing,” I whispered.

      “Bro, don’t do that to me,” she said, slamming her laptop shut and narrowing her eyes. “You have that guilty look on your face, like you did that time in third grade when you stole my favorite pencil.”

      “How the heck do you still remember that?”

      A grin stretched across her face. “Well, if you hadn’t stolen it, we wouldn’t be friends today. I wouldn’t be able to forget something like that. That was my favorite pencil ever. I still have it. Now, stop avoiding the question. What happened with Blaise?”

      I took a deep breath and peeked over at her. “He, uh, found out that I write smut.”

      “WHAT?!” Maddie said, straightening her back and leaning toward me. “How?”

      “Sometimes, I write scenes on scrap pieces of paper and shove them into my notebook, and …” My heart pounded inside my chest, my throat drying. Six hours had passed since my little thing with Blaise, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how stupid I had been. “And he found them when we were racing to World History.”

      Maddie stared at me through wide green eyes. “You’re shitting me.”

      “God, it was so embarrassing! I can’t believe that he actually picked it up and read it. And it wasn’t even a tame scene. He read one of the dirtiest scenes that I had written to date.” I covered my face with my hands, still embarrassed. “I don’t know what to do.”

      “What a lucky bastard,” Maddie said, shaking her head. “You don’t even let me read your stories.”

      “He is not lucky! He’s blackmailing me with it now.”

      “Nice.” Maddie chuckled, grinning wickedly at me. “You need some spice in your life.”

      “No! I do not!”

      “God, I’m so excited to see how this plays out,” Maddie said, opening her computer again and still grinning like a madwoman. “Piper is going to have a field day when she learns you’re being blackmailed. What’s he want from you anyway?” Maddie asked. “For you to do the entire World History project by yourself and the rest of his homework?”

      Not wanting to answer again, I scribbled my answers on my AP Statistics homework. And obviously—because she picked up on everything—Maddie looked back over at me and raised her brows.

      “That’s it, right?”

      “No,” I whispered, cheeks in flames again. “He, uh … wants me to be … his …” I wanted to throw up at the mere thought of it. “His plaything, I guess.”

      Maddie smacked her hand down on the coffee table. “No, he doesn’t.”

      “Yes, he does. He … he … made it very clear after school in his car.”

      She stared at me in shock for the longest moment of my life. “Bitch, you did not fuck him.” When I stayed quiet, Maddie shot to her feet and tugged me up to my feet as well, violently grabbing my face in her hands and letting her mouth hang open. “Tell me you did not lose your virginity today.”

      “I …” I started, mouth dry, but the heat grew between my legs as I remembered every filthy word that Blaise had said to me in the passenger seat of his car, how his huge cock had felt, pushing into me for the first time, how he’d used me so … well. “I can’t tell you that.”

      There was absolute silence for a solid three minutes. A wave of emotions crossed Maddie’s face and through her piercing green eyes. She pressed her lips together and opened her mouth so many times that I couldn’t even count it anymore.

      After another moment, she grabbed my hand and dragged me to the front door. “I’m calling Piper. We’re bringing you out for milkshakes. And you’re going to tell us every single detail of what happened today because I’m literally in shock.”

      “Maddie, it’s a school night! And Mateo’s going to be here alone if I leave him.”

      “Mateo! We’re leaving. You gonna be good here by yourself?” Maddie shouted into the hallway.

      He grumbled something incoherent from his bedroom, which almost always meant that he’d be fine. One of his friends was supposed to come pick him up anyway to play video games later tonight.

      “You’re not getting out of this one, V,” Maddie said with a wicked grin. “I want to know everything. Every. Last. Detail.”
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      As I reached halfway through Vera’s smutty book, someone knocked on my front door. I had turned my phone off hours ago and refused to even look at my mother when she returned for only a moment to tell me that I would be attending dinner with her next week. I wouldn’t do shit with her, and she knew that. She just liked the thought of being in control.

      The knock turned into a forceful bang, and Skylar’s shrill voice echoed through the house. “What the hell is your problem, Blaise? I’ve been waiting outside in the freezing rain for the past fifteen minutes! Open up!”

      After rolling my eyes, I snapped Vera’s book closed and hid it underneath my pillow. I would return to that later to pick it apart and figure out who Vera Rodriguez really was and what kind of freaky shit she was into.

      Skylar continued banging on the front door, throwing a hissy fit that I used to think was cute. Now, I found it plain annoying because it was the same thing every other rich girl at Redwood did when they didn’t get their way.

      “Blaise! Open—”

      I yanked open the door, leaned against the frame, and crossed my arms over my chest, letting out a long and hollow sigh. While we had plans to hang tonight, I didn’t really want to see her. “What do you want, Skylar?”

      Hell, I never really wanted to see her, but she was always all over me, and I didn’t even have to ask her to come over. She was willing and horny and so goddamn aggravating sometimes.

      Instead of waiting until I let her into my home, she walked right into the foyer and dumped her purse on the marble floor. “It’s about damn time you opened the door. It’s not polite to make a woman wait for you. We had a date.”

      After shutting the door behind her so the freezing rain wouldn’t come in, I turned around in time to catch her lunging at me. She threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me down to her, smashing her red-stained lips onto mine.

      “Fuck, Blaise,” she murmured against me. “I’ve been so horny all day.”

      Seizing her hips in my hands, I curled my fingers against her small, scrawny ass and tensed. Compared to Vera’s curvier body, Skylar was nothing but a bony stick that really didn’t do much for me. But she wanted to be around me.

      Skylar moved her hands down the front of my body, sinking them into my gray sweatpants and grasping my cock through my briefs. She stroked me up and down through the thin material, moaning into my mouth.

      “I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she murmured, dropping to her knees and wrapping her fingers around the waistband of my sweatpants and underwear. Inch by inch, she pulled them down my thighs until my cock sprang out. “Fuck my mouth?”

      After gripping my cock in her hand, she stuck out her tongue and slapped the head of my cock against it. My dick twitched. When she wrapped her tight, hot throat around my shaft, I closed my eyes and could think of nothing else other than that Evelyn’s character who had sucked off all her father’s coworkers in Vera’s smutty book.

      “You like that?” she asked.

      I squeezed my eyes closed, grunting as she slipped my cock into her throat and began face-fucking herself with it.

      “Come inside me,” Skylar begged, grinding her ass against the floor. “Please.”

      I gripped her hair tighter and wished she would shut the fuck up. She knew that I never came inside anyone I used from Redwood. It had never happened with her before, and I wasn’t about to let it happen now.

      “Please, Blaise,” she continued.

      “No, Skylar, shut the fuck up,” I gritted out.

      She bobbed her head twice more on my cock, driving me higher, then pulled away. “Please.”

      The high that had suddenly come was gone within a mere moment, and I knew that even if I used her mouth for the rest of the night, I wouldn’t be able to come when she was begging and complaining like this. I didn’t know why she thought tonight would be different.

      When she went to put me back into her mouth, I stepped back and pulled up my sweats. My dick was still hard, creating an imprint under the gray material, but I didn’t give a fuck anymore. She’d ruined tonight.

      “Are you fucking serious?” Skylar said, reaching toward me to grab at me again.

      “I’m fucking serious,” I growled, stepping back so she couldn’t touch me anymore tonight. “I told you fucking no, more than once, and you still beg, like the cheap fucking slut you are. I’m not coming inside you. Ever.”

      She wiped some spit off the corner of her mouth and rolled her eyes. “Come on. I won’t complain anymore, just let me finish you off. I know you want it. You’ve been stressed all day long without me.”

      But she didn’t know that I had been completely fine without her.

      “No.”

      After shooting up, she narrowed her eyes at me. “What the fuck has gotten into you today? You’re usually moody, but not like this. You didn’t even sit next to me in World History and instead had to make a whole show out of sitting next to that nerd.”

      “Vera?”

      “Whatever the fuck her name is,” Skylar growled, crossing her arms. “What, are you fucking her now?”

      “No,” I lied between gritted teeth, stepping closer to her and towering over her because I didn’t want anyone else to know what I knew about Vera.

      If Skylar found out, then she would use that information to blackmail Vera too. And while I didn’t give a fuck about Vera, I wanted to be the person who did it.

      “Then, what the fuck is this sudden interest in her?”

      I crossed my arms. “So, she’s the reason why you’re here tonight?”

      “That didn’t answer my question.”

      “I don’t give a fuck if it answers your question or not.” I swallowed hard and stepped away from her, staring at the ground and slowly pacing around the room. “You fucking stood out in the freezing fucking rain and sucked me off because you wanted to, what? Prove yourself to me? To show me that you are the fucking best at this shit? You don’t really want to be here with me.”

      Nobody fucking did.

      Skylar pressed her fake lips together and flared her nostrils. “Blaise, you know—”

      “I’m not going to fucking listen to you,” I growled, grabbing her by the upper arm and dragging her to the door. “Get the fuck out of my house. I don’t want to see or hear from you for the rest of the fucking night.”
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