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Introduction
Bright blue eyes and jet black hair.
Pure, pale, and lovely.
What I wouldn’t do to get the chance to ruin her.
She was too good, so I made her bad.
She was too perfect, so I broke her.
She was too rich, so I stole something she could never get back.
She would regret the day she met me.
Break her, make her suffer.
Yes, that was the only way I could get my revenge.
Years ago, I cried myself to sleep.
Now, I was going to make her cry.
This time, I was the one holding the crown.
This time, she would be the one on her knees, begging for mercy.
Some things are unforgivable. This was one of them.




Chapter 1
Dylan
Black hair and blue eyes – an unusual combination. She walked with a slight sway to her hips. It was just enough to be sexy, but not enough that it looked like it was on purpose. Her lips were a soft pink, delicate and plump, with a rosy shimmer to them. Her uniform was always neatly pressed, the crisp whites shining against the deep blacks.
She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, but she was also my most hated enemy. The funny thing was, she had no idea who I was or why I hated her. I thought it best to keep it that way. I didn’t need her to discover my intentions just yet. She would get what was coming to her in due time.
I stood with my shoulder pressed against the side of my locker. It was cold against my arm, even through the fabric of my white linen school uniform shirt. My eyes danced across her body as she walked with her back to me, away from the throngs of senior students rushing to cram their belongings in their lockers and get home.
She wasn’t like them. She was calm and didn’t seem to be in any hurry at all. I assumed she came from a rich family with the way that she dressed. I would have liked to have my linens cleaned and pressed every morning before school, but my family couldn’t afford that. Hell, we could barely afford my tuition at Blackstone Academy even with me working every weekend at my uncle’s car repair shop.
I watched her walk until she disappeared through the double doors that separated us from freedom every weekday from nine to five. I knew where she was going, because I already knew where she lived. I knew a lot about her, in fact, and I was going to keep finding out more until I had enough to ruin her entirely.
Some may call me bitter, obsessed, and maybe even cruel, but after what she had done to me, I didn’t much care what people had to say. Scarlet Verity Porter was going to pay dearly for the role she had played in ruining my family.
I had to keep my head straight if I was going to pull this off. I couldn’t keep drifting off into fantasy every time I saw her. She would notice if I gazed at her lovely body for too long. She would realize that I had vested interest in her, and I didn’t want that. This had to be a secret.
Secrets, as it turned out, were hard to keep. My ex-girlfriend Maddie was always hovering around me, trying to figure out why I was so interested in Scarlet. She was obviously jealous, but she didn’t have enough information to piece together what was really going on. I wanted to keep it that way.
I stood straight, removing my shoulder form the locker and taking my eyes off the doorway that Scarlet had disappeared through. It would do me no good to stare through it all evening while everyone was heading home. I also had a home to go to, but not a nice one.
I opened my locker and threw some tattered books into it. The whole thing was a mess. Crumbled papers, receipts, empty cans, and last year’s homework all lay scattered around the locker, but it didn’t matter to me. My books had been bought secondhand, and they didn’t need special treatment. The cover had been ripped off one of them and several pages were missing. Sometimes I had to borrow other people’s books just so I knew what the homework was.
Thankfully, Maddie was very eager to please me after our breakup. She seemed to follow me around all the time, and she would always let me use her books if I needed them. She even offered to help me with my homework if I was having trouble with it, but I never accepted her help. I wasn’t stupid.
Maddie was a different issue that I didn’t care to address yet. I didn’t know why she was still skulking around me and popping out from around corners when I was trying to get to class, but it was distracting from my study of Scarlet. She was my target, and I wouldn’t let another woman distract me from her.
“Dylan,” a voice called from behind me.
Fuck, it was her.
I spun around, a frown covering my entire face when I saw Maddie. I didn’t want to have to deal with her now. I needed to go home and get started boarding up the storage house again after yet another break-in. I didn’t see why we didn’t just glue nails to the floor as a trap for any other bastard who thought it was okay to steal winter supplies from the poor. It frustrated me to no end.
“What is it?” I asked, my voice edged with irritation. I wanted her to hear it. She had to know how much she annoyed me.
“Why are you so stressed?” She asked, cocking her head to the side playfully, her bright blue eyes popping out of her tiny skull with exaggerated interest in my personal life.
Jesus, why had I ever dated that woman? She was strange, but it was her eyes that had lured me into commitment the first time. I was a sucker for blue eyes, but they wouldn’t get me again this time. I was done with dating women, for good. They were nothing but trouble. Sex was fine, but a relationship would do me no good. It never had in the past.
“I’m stressed because you keep running up on me and asking me stupid questions,” I said, slamming my locker shut. “So, could you please go away?”
“Temper, temper,” she said with a mock frown. She wagged a finger in front of me. “You should really spend some time relaxing instead of stressing yourself out over insignificant things.”
Insignificant. That was right. That was all Maddie was, just an insignificant annoyance. Not like Scarlet. No, Scarlet was much worse, and needed to be dealt with accordingly.
“What do you want?” I asked Maddie, unsure of if she had just come to check up on me or if there was something further that she needed.
“I wanted to know if you wanted to hang out at the creek on Saturday. A couple of other people are going,” she said, trying to make it sound like she wasn’t just doing it to have time alone with me.
I shook my head. “I have work.”
“Ugh, you always have work,” she said, stomping a foot.
I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to snap at her in the hallway at school. The less attention I drew to myself, the better. I needed to be like smoke, slipping through the air without bounds. I couldn’t help but shoot Maddie a resentful glare. “I don’t have a choice. My family doesn’t have enough money for me to fuck around at the creek every weekend. Not everyone is rich, you know,” I replied, trying to keep my voice down.
She pouted. “I’m sorry. I just thought that because Scarlet would be there, you might want to go.”
Oh, now she was going to bring Scarlet into this. She had no idea why I was watching Scarlet all the time, but I knew she didn’t like it. Maddie was clever though. I would give her that much. She knew that she could use my interest in Scarlet to get me to go with her to the creek.
I raised an eyebrow at Maddie. “Why do you think I would be interested in going just because Scarlet is there?”
“You’re always looking at her,” Maddie said, rolling her eyes. “It’s kind of creepy, actually.”
“I don’t care what it is. I don’t have any interest in her,” I said, but I knew Maddie wouldn’t buy it. Regardless, I had to stick to my story. Repeat something enough, and eventually it becomes the truth.
Maddie, of course, looked like she didn’t believe me. She titled her head to the side and stared at me, not saying anything.
After a few seconds of uncomfortable silence, I couldn’t take it anymore. “What?” I asked, throwing my hands up.
“Are you going to go to the creek with me or not?” She asked, as though I hadn’t answered her the first time.
“No,” I replied, slinging my book bag over my shoulder and starting to walk away.
“But it’ll be fun,” she called out as I walked toward the school exit.
I shook my head, not responding to her. I didn’t care if everyone else was having a blast at the creek. My life wasn’t about having fun. It was about surviving and getting revenge on Scarlet. Those were the only two things that mattered to me now.
I stepped out into the warm rays of the evening sun, heading toward the parking lot where my beat-up car was parked. It was held together with a mechanic’s hands a little love. I needed it to last for the rest of the school year, because I couldn’t afford a new one, no matter how old it was. I was paying for school and trying to save money to put me through college.
That was no easy task, and rich girls like Maddie and Scarlet would never understand the life that I lived. They saw the world as though it were a giant playground, responsibility and proper spending habits be damned. They were on this earth to have fun, and that was it. Not everyone could afford such pompous lifestyles. I had to work for my bread.
I pulled open the door to my car and threw my bag in the backseat. The door never locked because it was broken. For some reason, the locking mechanism cost a hundred bucks to replace, and there was nothing of value in the car to justify locking it up at night. If someone broke in, I wouldn’t have even noticed. We had removed the radio from it a while back to put it in another car that we had sold. There was literally nothing valuable in this car anymore.
I cranked the manual windows down to get some fresh air flowing in the car. I had no working A/C, so I was eager to get out on the road and wash out the hot air that had been steeping inside of it all day. The sun was hot this time of year, boiling the rubber inside of people’s cars and melting anything the dared leave inside during the course of the day. You were better off turning your oven to high and leaving your personal belonging there for eight hours. They would be in better condition when you finally retrieved them.
I turned the key in the starter twice before the car turned on. I could never figure out why I had to do it twice, but it was like that every time. I wasn’t the best mechanic in the world, merely an assistant to my uncle. Sure, I could change a tire and replace the oil, but everyone knew how to do that. Fixing starters wasn’t my business.
I rolled the car out onto the street, moving slowly so as not to run into any of the other students eager to leave in their fancy sports cars. One hit to one of those and I would lose everything I had worked so hard to save over the last two years. I wasn’t driving with insurance because I couldn’t afford it, so I would never see the end of it if I hit another student’s car.
I pulled out on the road, following another car with a generous amount of distance between us. I wasn’t normally this careful of a driver, but at school, there was no running from an accident. Everyone here already recognized my car. It stood out like a sore thumb among the rich student’s vehicles.
At least I had been to one to buy my car. Everyone else had their parents buy theirs for them. My single mother not only wouldn’t be able to afford that, but she would laugh at me if I ever suggested that she help me out. According to her, driving was a luxury. If I wanted to save more money, then I would walk to school.
Of course, the school was a two-hour walk from the house, and in this heat, I would be little more than a dried-up pile of leather by the time I arrived. I would never make it that far in the heat while on foot.
I shifted gears in my car as I got out on the main road. The cracked asphalt was clear of any other cars on the way home from school since I  took a different direction than the other students. I lived in a trailer park on the far side of town, not in the elite settlement that others got to enjoy. I wasn’t bitter about it, but I didn’t want to think about what I was missing out on either.
I sped up, letting the wind cool down the interior of the car as I escaped into freedom for a few minutes before I arrived home. This was my favorite part of the day, but it didn’t last nearly as long as I would have liked. If I ever had money to burn, I would spend hours cruising around the city, just letting the wind blow through my disheveled blonde hair. That would be the dream.




Chapter 2
Scarlet
My father was a businessman, but not one that I admired. He was obsessed with money, throwing everything else out the window in order to chase the next big deal that his company would make to take it to the next level. I had nice clothes, a maid, a brand new car, and more handbags than I could find the time to use, but I would give all that up in an instant if it meant I could have a life where my family actually cared about each other.
I rushed down the stairs to the dining room after school, glancing at myself one last time in an oak-framed mirror in the hallway before I graced the dinner guests with my presence. My father had invited yet another couple over for dinner, hoping to charm them into a favorable deal with their company by the end of the night.
I only attended for appearance's sake. My father made me dress up for dinner so that we could appear like one big happy family, which was so far from the truth. I had to make sure that I ate with the utmost manners, only spoke if I was spoken to, and laughed at all the lame jokes that were made during the course of the evening.
I loathed these sorts of dinners, but they came often. My father was dead set on moving the company at speeds that would boggle the minds of even the top-performing businesses in the area. He was a madman, but one that my mother went along with.
She had her own issues with substance abuse, but that was apparently none of my business, as I had been told when I tried to bring it up last year to both of my parents. Popping pills every night to get to sleep wasn’t a problem, my mother had said, since they were prescribed by her egregiously expensive doctor. I didn’t agree, but I had no choice but to keep my mouth shut about it.
All I wanted for us to be normal, but I doubted that would ever happen. My father only seemed to grow madder by the day, and my mother kept using substances to fight insomnia and stress that she suffered from. Being a rich and healthy nineteen-year-old with a bright future ahead of me, I should be complaining, but it was in my nature to try to help people. It was a gift and a curse.
Right now, all I wanted to do was to help myself by getting the hell out of the dining room and retiring to bed early. Lord knew these dinners stretched on for far too long, burning the midnight oil just to get business down. It must have been a shrewd manipulation tactic used by my father to wear out the person he was trying to make a deal with, so that they wouldn’t be playing with a full deck when they laid out their hand. It was clever, but immoral. That was the path my father had chosen, though, and it was the reason why my napkin was silk instead of paper.
I slipped into my seat, eying the mashing potatoes as a server poured wine into all the glasses. They even poured wine into mine, but I never drank. Everything in this house was for appearances though, so I had to accept it anyway. It didn’t matter that I was wasting eighty dollars’ worth of cabernet, so long as it looked nice next to my plate.
I watched my father slice into his steak at the end of the long table, taking his time to poke his silver fork into it and raise it to his mouth. His first bite was my signal to begin eating, as was the tradition at formal dinners such as these. I wished for once to eat a bowl of macaroni and cheese in my bedroom instead of wasting three hours at the dinner table eating steak and vegetables.
I scooped the mashed potatoes on my plate into my mouth, trying not to make too much of a mess with them. My father would scold me after dinner if I looked messy. I dabbed my puckered mouth with a napkin once I had a mouthful, hiding how much I had crammed into my mouth all at once. It wasn’t my fault that I was so hungry. The school always served such small lunches, and dinner was usually quite late at night.
“I heard that your company managed to finish the pipeline in under six months. That’s a new record for you, isn’t it?” My father said to the guests from his position at the head of the table. He always started with flattery.
The man that we had over was much older than my father, with white hair and a suit that probably cost as much as a middle-class house. His wife was a short woman, much younger than him, with blonde hair and lips that were far too puffy to be natural. They were considerably richer than our family, and that was saying a lot. Our family was absolutely loaded with cash.
The old man nodded, chewing on his steak and swallowing politely before speaking. “That’s correct. We have another one coming up in September.”
My father seemed genuinely impressed this time, raising his eyebrows at the statement. “Another one. That’s wonderful. Perhaps we could travel up to see it sometime.”
“I’m sure we could make arrangements to do so,” the old man said, smiling pleasantly. He seemed like a lot nicer person than my father did, if you excluded his obviously bought wife. I wondered how much he was paying her to sleep with him. It must have been a lot.
I took another bite of my food, glancing over at my mother, who was already shaking a pill bottle into her hand under the table. I knew this signature move even though she was across from me and I couldn’t see her hands. She could fool everyone else, but not me. I knew she had to use drugs to cope with dinner this long and boring.
I shot her a look across the table, which she promptly ignored. I knew she would, but I wanted to make sure that she knew she wasn't sly about her drug habit. I saw right through her subtle movements under the table.
I took another bite of my food, trying to tune out of the conversation that was going on at the table and dive into my own thoughts. It was the only way I was going to get through another long dinner without losing my mind.
I thought about school, and that strange guy that kept looking at me in the hallway. He tried to play it off like he wasn’t staring at me, which would have worked if it had only been once or twice, but I had a keen eye. I knew when someone was watching me, and he most certainly was. I wasn’t quite sure why, though.
It was possible that he had a crush on me. I don’t think I would mind that if he would just come up and talk to me already. He was a good-looking guy, handsome, with messy brown hair and a bad boy look about him. He was muscular too, which was a trait sorely lacking in the rich community I dealt with. He looked like he worked with his hands, which would never even cross the minds of the men around me. They had too much money for manual labor.
Overall, I thought that the mysterious man in the school hallways was a good catch for any woman, as long as he had a nice personality. I was vehemently opposed to arrogance and self-centeredness, something I saw no end to when I was at home. If I was going to date someone, they needed to be very far removed from the culture I had been brought up in.
 Once or twice, I had considered coming up and talking to this guy in the hallway, but I never knew what I would say. “Hey, I saw you staring at me like a total creep, but you’re cute so I wanted to come over and say hi,” seemed like it wouldn’t work out very well.
There had to be another way to approach him, but I hadn’t figured it out yet. Perhaps he would finally decide to talk to me instead of standing with his massive arms folded, biceps bulging as I walked past him in the hallway. I always gave him a little extra swing in my hips to lure him in, but it hadn’t gotten me anywhere yet. I hoped that one day it would.
It was possible that he had a girlfriend, and that’s why he never talked to me. I had seen Maddie hanging around him a lot, but she was also a strange person. She didn’t seem to like me at all, glaring at me when I walked through the halls to class. Yeah, it was possible that they were dating and that she was jealous.
Whatever the case, I did want him to talk to me, at least, so that I could figure out what his deal was. I never saw him outside of school. There were plenty of social events that the senior attended on the weekends, but he had never gone to any of them. I had seen Maddie there, though. I was curious why he never showed up with her.
There would be a get together at the creek this weekend, and so if Maddie was there, I could finally get some answers. She might not like me, but it was a lot easier to go up to her and start talking than it was to talk to the handsome mystery guy that leans on her locker after class and watches me walk down the hall.




Chapter 3
Dylan
I slammed the hammer down too hard on the nail, driving it so deep into the wood that the dense iron of the hammer went into the wood with it, leaving a solid indent. I shook my head, pulling out another nail and doing the same, driving it way too deep and leaving a mark on the wood.
I hated having to be out here in the summer heat, repairing the planks of wood that were supposed to keep people out of the shed. We had bags of rice, winter coats, and a few spare tires tucked away in here, and I didn’t want people getting into our stuff again. We had already had enough canned and jarred food stolen to that we would barely make it through the winter if business was slow.
I wanted the line the place with so many nails that not even I could get back in when I needed to. Scrap board did little to keep people out at night, especially when the neighborhood was crawling with delinquents looking for odds and ends to sell to fund their next drug binge. I thought it very unfair that they should be the ones hopping around all night long enjoying themselves while I had to attend school on top of grueling weekend work at the mechanic shop.
I put another thin plank up against the window and checked that it was long enough to stretch from frame to frame. It fit, but barely. I carefully placed a nail on the very end, hoping the wood would split when I hit it, and brought down the heavy weight of the hammer on it, piercing the wood and the window frame in one swift hit. It moved through the both of them as though they were butter, leaving the wood in one piece.
I picked up another nail, placing it on the opposite end of the piece and driving it through. This one cracked the wood but didn’t split it. A few more planks and it should be sturdy enough to prevent more intruders, but it was better to be safe than sorry. I snatched a few rusted mouse traps from a box in the shed and placed them along the floor to break some toes if anyone decided they were stupid enough to break in again.
I didn’t always have to do stuff like this to stay alive. The entire reason I was at Blackstone Academy in the first place was that our family used to have money. We used to have a decent house as well until my father put a hole through his head, ending his own life at the ripe age of forty-five. That certainly put a spin on things.
I didn’t want to think about that anymore, but the thoughts floated around in my head when I was idle. Putting nails through boards wasn’t stimulating enough to distract me from my own mind. I needed something better.
I allowed my brain to drift back to Scarlet. Yes, she was the one I could blame for all of this. Truthfully, I felt like I could destroy her whole family, and that would never be good enough, but I had to do something, or I would lose my mind. Somebody needed to pay.
My mother was poor, working 80 hour weeks to put food on the table, and my grades were slipping because I was working on the weekends so that I didn’t feel like a useless piece of garbage around the house. I blew off steam by fantasizing about the different ways I could ruin Scarlet and her family.
At this point, I hadn’t quite figured out what I was going to do. I knew that in order to cause disorder in someone’s life, you needed to know enough about them to know where their weaknesses lay. I didn’t have any contact with Scarlet, so getting that information was proving to be difficult. I was currently working on getting other people to give me the information, but everyone I spoke to about it wanted money to do my dirty work. That was something I didn’t have.
I examined the window, dusting the dirt and grit from the old wood off my hands as I stepped back to admire my work. Everything looked alright and was stronger than last time. I positioned the traps carefully, so that I wouldn’t hurt myself when I came back in the winter to open the shed again, and left to go back to the trailer house that we lived in. It wasn’t much, but it was home.
I trudged through the yard as the sun cast deep shadows through the dead grass. It had been such a hot summer that the grass was a pale yellow and crunched like straw underneath my feet as I walked back to the trailer. The summer was now slowly starting to fade, and I couldn’t have been happier about it. I hated the itchiness of the grass when it got into my socks, tacking jabs at the skin around my ankles.
I jumped up the concrete steps to the screen door. We always kept the screen door closed to keep mosquitos and other flying insects out, but the main door staying open because it got too hot in the trailer if we left it closed. Unfortunately, none of the windows had screens, so we couldn’t open them instead.
“Mom, I’m finished,” I called out, pulling my shirt over my head and tossing it onto the chair beside the door. I pulled another one from the seat of the chair, where my mother had folded them neatly for me to take to my room.
My mother called out something from the kitchen, but I couldn’t hear what she said. I smoothed out the crease in the middle of my fresh shirt and walked into the kitchen, the smell of boiling water and pasta in the air. I already knew what we were having before she said it.
“What did you say?” I asked her as I stepped in.
“Macaroni and cheese,” she replied.
That’s what I thought. We had it three nights a week, but it was better than rice and beans. I would have even enjoyed it if I didn’t eat it so often, but my mother didn’t have time or money for variety. I understood that well enough.
“How was school?” She asked as I sat down at the wobbly kitchen table.
I traced a finger over the crescent stains from my morning coffee as I spoke. “The same old stuff. Maddie keeps bothering me,” I said.
“Oh?” She said, turning around with a cheap ceramic bowl full of artificially yellow macaroni and cheese. “She probably just misses you.”
I chuckled, sticking a fork into the steamy food the minute she placed it down in front of me. “She needs to get over it. Besides, she’s probably going to a different college than me anyway. Her parents are loaded.”
My mother raised an eyebrow. “Loaded? Maybe you shouldn’t have broken up with her.”
“Dammit mom, I’m not going over this again,” I said, beating my fist lightly down on the table.
She frowned. “Watch your tongue,” she said shaking a finger at me.
I rolled my eyes. “I’m an adult. What’s the issue?”
She shook her head. “Just because you’re an adult doesn’t mean you can talk like that to me. You still have to be respectful.”
I shrugged, scooping macaroni into my mouth before it was cooled off enough and scalding the roof of my mouth. I held it in my teeth and breathed in sharply, moving air over it until I could continue chewing. I swallowed it and looked up at my mother, who stood with her hands on her hips. “I’m sorry, I’m just annoyed about her. She’s not really leaving me alone.”
“Well, you two were together for a while, right?”
“Four months and a week,” I stated.
“That can be a long time for someone your age,” she said, but even she knew that was a stretch.
Maddie was just a weird and obsessive soul, not unlike me. I just obsessed over different things, like Scarlet and my father’s suicide.
I slurped down more of the watery noodles and cheese as my mother turned around and started cleaning the single pot that she had cooked this in. I would have offered to do the dishes for her, but I still had to study before bed, and I didn’t want to use up too much time. I felt a little guilty, but not enough to volunteer.
“I’m going to do my homework,” I said, picking up the bowl and trying to carry it out of the kitchen with me.
“Finish that in here,” my mother said, beckoning for me to come back in. “The roaches are going to eat you while you sleep if you take that into your bedroom,” she joked, but there was little humor in her voice.
I knew she was right, but I didn’t like hearing it. I gulped down the rest of my food as quickly as I could, standing just outside the doorway, then handed the empty bowl to her for washing. She gave me a look and took it, turning back around to the sink.
I dashed off to my room, closing and locking the thin wooden door and jumping onto my bed when I got there. I placed my hands behind my head, staring at the ceiling and fully intending to do my homework before going to bed. Unfortunately, it didn’t work out that way. I fell asleep with the light still on, waking up in the middle of the night to turn it off and finish sleeping. I guess I should have asked Maddie for help because now it was going to be overdue.




Chapter 4
Scarlet
My bed was so wide that I could fit twelve people in it and never run into them during the night. It was comfortable, but sometimes I felt lost in it when I slept, like there should be someone in it with me. I knew it was unhealthy to constantly dream of guys, but I was starting to get a little crazy at my age, because I had never actually had a boyfriend before. I had never even kissed a guy, as crazy as that sounded.
I got up out of bed, stretching dramatically in the rays of the morning sun that seemed to maneuver around my curtains and spill into the room. White curtains didn’t do much for shade, but they did make it easier to wake up in the morning as the room got brighter.
It was still early in the morning, not even six o’clock, but I needed to get up this early for my self-defense training. I had looked for many different ways to relieve stress and stay fit, and self-defense came as the most practical to me. I had been going all summer, and even with school started again, I planned to continue. I just had to wake up much earlier to make that happen.
I was grateful for the large estate that we owned because I always slept naked and I could never get my curtains to close all the way. They were more for show than anything, and I liked to stretch in the sun. It felt good against my bare skin, but I would prefer that the neighbors didn’t see me in the nude. That’s why I was happy that the nearest neighbor was several acres away and behind a tall brick barrier.
I turned away from the window, sauntering over to my private bathroom to take a shower. Even though I got sweaty at self-defense practice and would have to take another shower before school, I still liked to freshen up before I went.
It helped me wake up, along with an ice-cold energy drink from the basement fridge. I chose that over the fancy artesian coffee that my mother bought. I didn’t see how one coffee grind was significantly better than another. They all tasted like bitter dirt to me, especially the more expensive ones. It seemed that my young adult taste buds weren’t quite mature enough to enjoy a rich woman’s drink. Maybe one day I would, but like always, today I would opt for something cold and sweet instead.
I rinsed my tired body off quickly in the shower. I didn’t wash my hair, because I would want to do that after my practice. It was more important that I shock my skin back to life with some hot and cold water than to get clean. I showered before bed as well, so I didn’t need to do that.
Some may call my routine similar to that of a psychotic person, never deviating from perfection least I get lost in the messiness of the normal world. I was pretty sure that I had some type of disorder, but I was never diagnosed for it. I didn’t care to be either. My perfect timing and precision only stood to benefit me. It wasn’t a problem that needed to be fixed.
I had everything I did down to the minute. I didn’t have to look at the clock to know when to get out of the shower. My subconscious knew it better than my conscious mind did, but I still counted the seconds in my head as I rinsed myself off, as though my shower were a dance to a silent rhythm.
Once I was out of the water and onto the spongy towel mat, I dried all the water off my pale skin with a fluffy white oversized towel, then got dressed in light blue workout clothes that matched my eyes. I had always been told that my blue eyes were striking against my pale skin and dark hair, which I agreed with. They were a very icy shade of blue, which succeeded in looking cruel if I glared at someone in the right way.
I pulled my hair out of the loose bun that held it out of the water when I was in the shower, and quickly braided it up into two identical braids that hung down over both my shoulders. My hair had gotten so long in the past year, but I didn’t have any plans on cutting it. I wanted to see how long it could go.
Once I looked presentable, I walked down the stair quietly, trying not to cause a commotion. My parents would both be asleep, exhausted from a long night with the guests. My mother would be too deep into slumber from her medication to hear me, but my father might wake up and be annoyed, so I walked softly on the polished oak floors down the hall to the back of the house where the stairs to the basement were.
I could be louder down there, but I didn’t want to be. The basement creeped me out, even though it was like every other room in the house. The only real difference was that nobody went down there regularly except for me, and it was noticeably colder than the rest of the house. I, for one, found that to be a bit too spooky for my liking.
As soon as I snatched a cold can from the fridge, I rushed upstairs, my feet traveling embarrassingly fast as though I were running from an actual monster in there. I hadn’t outgrown my fear of the dark, and at 19, I assumed I never would. It was just something I would have to live with.
That was part of the reason I had chosen self-defense as my new hobby. I had always felt small and helpless, and it didn’t help that I was an attractive woman in a world full of dangerous men. I felt uncomfortable doing out late at night, even with friends. I very rarely stayed out after dark, and I was the rare early bird in the family.
I think that part of the reason why I felt so small was because of the way my father’s business ruled over my life, as though nothing I did or said had any value to him. Nothing I did mattered, and I ultimately had no purpose until I left the house and made it on my own. Even then, I was scared that my life would ultimately have no meaning. It was a silly thing to worry about, because life is what you make of it, but that didn’t stop me from worrying.
All I could do was my best, which was my intention. I wasn’t lazy, I was smart, and I always planned far ahead for everything, maybe even too much so, but I always thought it was better to be safe than sorry. The one thing that I struggled with was relationships, because I seemed to intimidate people with my lifestyle. That had left me single despite being a perfectly desirable woman.
You can’t win them all, I suppose, but one day I hoped to win this one. I felt it was important if I was to have a nice life. I didn’t want to be lonely. No, that terrified me more than the deepest of darkness. For me, that was the worst way you could end up – all alone.
I shrugged off the thought as I let the house, finally able to breathe normally and move my body in a way that could make as much noise as I needed to be comfortable. I wasn’t a loud person but trying to be quiet wasn’t my natural state and I didn’t enjoy it.
I unlocked my car, slipped into the cool leather interior, and placed my drink down in the adjustable cup holder. My phone automatically connected with my car when I turned it on, pumping out bright tunes through the large speakers that surrounded me. It was time to get loud.
I squealed out of the driveway, leaving black marks on the pale pavement. My parents hated it when I did that, but I found it too enjoyable to quit. I turned up the sound system until I was certain everyone within a mile radius could hear it, rolled my windows down, and peeled out of the front gate onto the main road.
My braids flopped in the warm morning air as I raced down the thin black road toward the main city. That was the gathering place for everyone in the area – rich, poor, and everywhere in between. Our town had a surprisingly diverse demographic for how many rich people also lived there. I supposed a town couldn’t thrive on the rich alone. They didn’t work regular jobs.
I took a turn down a beaten street as a shortcut, racing through a poor neighborhood with my engine roaring. I may have been scared of the dark, but I sure as hell wasn’t scared of speed. I was a local nuisance in my shiny black muscle car, but the police never pulled me over. They didn’t like to mess with the rich kids because they would undoubtedly have to deal with their parents. It was one of the perks that I actively enjoyed.
Dirt flew in the air behind me as I crossed over into the trailer park neighborhood, a place where only the poorest in the city lived. I watched the little trailers breeze by to my left as I quickly made way to the other side of the dirt road where it connected back to the regular road. There would be a bump on the connect, so I had to slow the car down a little or my shock absorbers would have hell to pay.
I wasn’t there quite yet, so I kept my foot on the gas, making the pine trees to my right look like nothing more than a green blur.
Suddenly, the glint of metal in front of me told me I was about to be in trouble. An old beater car pulled out of the trailer park in front of me, too close for me to slow down all the way in time. I slammed a foot on the break, my car sliding through the dirt toward it at a relentless speed. I gripped the wheel with white knuckles as I slid into the side of the car, crumpling metal against metal in an orchestra of destruction.




Chapter 5
Dylan
I knew who it was, but I still couldn’t believe it was her.
It was just my luck that the woman whose family had succeeded in destroying my life was the one attempting to destroy it again. Was she trying to kill someone out here, racing around in her expensive car like she owned the streets? This wasn’t even her neighborhood. Scarlet Verity Porter had totaled my car and could have killed me in the process.
I hopped out of the steaming wreckage, looking more at the damage to her car than to mine. This was clearly her fault, but who would the insurance people find at fault, the innocent rich girl or the trailer park trash? I didn’t like those odds.
Scarlet stepped out of her car, an energy drink in her hand like she hadn’t just been in an accident. She took a sip, squinting at the damage, then looked up at me. “Well, fuck,” she said. “I hope you’re okay.”
I shook my head. She was beautiful, but there wasn’t much going on in that rich head of hers. “You totaled my car,” I exclaimed, waving a hand at the wreck.
“Both of ours,” she said casually, not a hint of sorrow in her words. “I guess we better trade insurance information, right?”
There they were. The words that I never wanted to hear. I sighed, looking back at the wreckage as I spoke. “I don’t have any, actually.”
She frowned, walking closer toward me. “Aren’t you supposed to?” She took another sip of her drink.
I shrugged. “Maybe, if I could afford it.”
“What do we do now then?” She asked, cocking her head to the side curiously.
Just then, an idea settled into my head. Scarlet clearly didn’t know the first thing about the law. It might be advantageous for me to lie and make her pay for all this instead of admitting that I was the one in trouble for not having insurance. Maybe we could circumvent the whole catastrophe altogether!
I cleared my throat. “You’re just going to have to pay for it,” I stated, watching her reaction.
She recoiled, just as I hoped she wouldn’t. “Well, my father said that I was supposed to go through the insurance for this kind of thing.”
I shook my head. “Your father is wrong then. I know how this works. You need to pay me for a new car and take yours to the shop to have it fixed.” I was praying this would work, but it didn’t look like she was buying it.
Scarlet laid a dainty hand on the hot metal, touching it in a dreamy way, as though she hadn’t just ruined her car. I guess it didn’t matter that much to her because of how much money her family had. She was your typical rich girl. All money and no brains.
She smiled, looking up at me. “You’re a bad liar. You’d get in trouble for this, wouldn’t you, because you don’t have insurance?”
I shook my head. “Nope.”
“Then I should call the police,” she replied, her smile widening as though she were playing a game with me, not threatening to ruin my life.
“You don’t need to,” I said, sweating more than I should have been in the morning heat.
“I bet you’d get in trouble if I did,” she said.
“I bet I’d wring your fucking neck if you did,” I threatened, letting the anger burst out of me. I was terrible at controlling that sort of thing after what I had been through. The way that she was teasing me had brought me to the edge and I was ready to snap on her if she didn’t stop.
She looked scared at my words for a second, but the smile returned to her face, a little weaker this time. “You’d go to jail if you did that.”
I rolled my eyes. “I’m going to go to jail for this too. I can’t pay for all this,” I admitted.
She nodded. “I figured, since you live in the trailer park.”
I felt more heat rising to my face. “Is that a diss?” I challenged.
She frowned and shook her head. “No, it’s the truth.”
She was too much for me to handle, but I needed to calm down if I was going to get out of this without bringing down my entire plans for the future. We both knew that I wouldn’t be able to afford this and driving without insurance didn’t help my case.
I looked at her, studying her casual facial expressions. She seemed far calmer and more collected than I could ever be. Was that what it was like to live a life of luxury? I drummed my fingers against the side of my jeans. “Alright, so what are we going to do about this?” I asked.
She pouted her lips, thinking about it for a second before responding, “I think I can get my dad to pay for it if we keep this whole thing hush-hush. I don’t want to get in trouble for reckless endangerment.”
She knew more than I thought she did. At least she was sensible enough to know that she was the one that caused this disaster. I wiped the sweat off my hairline with the back of my hands and nodded. “That would be great, but what about my car?”
She giggled. “That thing? I’m pretty sure I could get you another one if you wanted.”
Fuck, she was a lot nicer than I thought she would be, and all the while I had thought she was the devil reincarnate. I needed to be careful though, I still planned on enacting my revenge, but now that we had officially crossed paths, I would have no choice but to dig deeper on a personal level. I couldn’t study her from a distance anymore.
I clasped my hands together, humbled by her offer to buy me a new car. “You don’t know how much that would mean to me,” I said. “I’m really on my last dollar as is.”
She nodded. “I can do it. Just don’t tell anyone at school about this.”
I eagerly agreed. “No way. I don’t have friends there anyway,” I joked, but it was more truth than fiction.
She smiled, her perfect white teeth shining brightly in the sun. She was stunning, alright, but I like everything lovely in this world, there were always people who wished to destroy it. In this case, that person was me.
“So, I guess we’re going to exchange phone numbers or something,” I said, wondering how the hell I was going to get to school now that I didn’t have a car.
“Trying to pick me up?” She said, laughing.
I didn’t laugh back. I was a bit irritated at how little she seemed to care about this. She didn’t take it seriously at all, and I didn’t like that. I was a much more serious person after my father died, and I would probably remain that way forever. I didn’t like people who had their heads in the clouds. The world was a harsh place and didn’t treat people well if they didn’t work hard.
“Okay,” Scarlet said, seeing the unamused expression on my face. “I’ll give you my number if you lighten up a bit. I’m sorry I totally your car, but I promise I’ll get you a new one. It’ll be better than the junker you have now.”
“Good,” I replied coldly as she took a sip of her drink.
Scarlet went back to her car, opening the crooked door and fishing around inside for a pen and a napkin. She placed the napkin on a flat part of the hood of the car and wrote her number down with robotic precision. The numbers looked like they were printed.
“Here,” she said, holding it out to me. “Text me and we can get you a car tomorrow.”
“Thanks,” I said, taking the napkin. “I need to get to school though. I was just heading to the store to pick up some food, but I guess that can wait.”
She shrugged. “I’ll call us a taxi. No problem. I have to call a tow truck for all this anyway,” she said, motioning to the wreckage.
“Sounds like a plan,” I replied as she crinkled her nose at me cutely and took another sip of her drink.




Chapter 6
Scarlet
He was way cuter up close than he was when he lurked around the school halls staring at me. I couldn’t stop smiling at him, but he seemed to be annoyed with me. There wasn’t even a hint of the nicety in his eyes as he looked over the wreck that I had caused.
I felt guilty about it, but it shouldn’t have been that big of a deal. I could pay for it, and he would walk away with a new car. There was no reason to be so bothered by that. His car was a piece of junk, so I’m sure he would appreciate getting a new one.
I wondered what his deal was. He was such a mystery, but ridiculously handsome in his mannerism. His body was built like a working man, so rugged and tanned. I could tell that he was hard-working, and I liked that. I had this impression of trailer park people that they were only poor because they were lazy, but this clearly didn’t apply to him.
I didn’t have much to base my assumptions off, other than what my parents had told me. They always said that I should marry someone on the same level as us or greater, so that I could continue to enjoy living the lifestyle that we had, but I didn’t see the point in that. Shouldn’t you marry for love and not money?
I decided not to assume anything more about this man and the way that he lived because I didn’t know enough about him yet to draw conclusions. In fact, I didn’t even know his name. I had gotten so caught up in the crash, that I had forgotten to ask him.
As I pulled out my phone to dial the tow truck and taxi, I glanced up at him. “I didn’t catch your name, by the way.”
He slid the napkin with my phone number on it into the pocket of his tight blue jeans. “Dylan,” he replied.
“I’m Scarlet,” I said.
“I know,” he replied.
I laughed. I suppose a man who had been staring at me all the time would know who I was. I wanted to dig deeper into whether he was single or not, but I didn’t want to come off as weird. He was very standoffish as it was.
I dialed the tow truck and told them our location. I would wait for them to get here before I attempted to call a taxi. In the meantime, I would like to know more about Dylan. I knew that he went to Blackstone Academy, which surprised me a bit because of how poor he obviously was. I was curious to know how he ended up there, but I was too polite to ask such a question.
I tucked my phone back into the small pocket of my workout pants and leaned against my car. “You say you don’t have any friends, but I see you with that Maddie girl a lot.”
He smirked, like I had said something funny, and shook his head of messy blonde hair. “She’s not my friend, more like an acquaintance.”
“I thought she was your girlfriend, to be honest,” I said.
He took a breath in. “She used to be. Not anymore.”
“Oh,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed about asking. I guess that meant he was single, and he couldn’t have been that bad of a guy if he was still on good terms with his ex.
I threw one of my braids over my shoulder. “I see Maddie on the weekends a lot. Why aren’t you ever at any of the student get-togethers?”
He didn’t look happy that I asked. “I’m busy, that’s why.”
“Busy with what?”
“Working,” he snapped. “Which rich girls like you don’t know anything about.”
Woah, he was getting heated again, and even making personal attacks. What was up with Dylan, and why was he so annoyed with me. I didn’t think totaling his car would be that bad, especially when I already offered to get him a new one. If anything, he should be thanking me.
I swirled the remnants of my energy drink in the bottom of the can, peering in through the drinking hole at the yellow liquid. It was already warm from the heat of the outdoors, and I didn’t feel like finishing it after being jarred from the crash. I titled the can down and sprinkled the last drops onto the dry dirt. They were quickly absorbed into the dust, turning it a much darker brown.
I looked up at Dylan, who was a bit red in the face. “I work hard, by the way. I was heading to self-defense practice this morning.”
He scoffed at me. “That’s not work, sweetheart.”
I didn’t like his condescending tone. I crossed my arms and pursed my lips at him. “Well, if you’re such a hard worker, then why are you living in a trailer park?”
His frown deepened. “None of your business, rich girl.”
I didn’t accept his answer. “You’re the one making accusations about how hard I work. What’s the problem, can’t take what you dish out?” I asked, testing him.
A bitter chuckle escaped his lips. “I know for a fact that people as rich as you don’t work as hard as people like me. You’re just born rich. I have to work for what I have.”
That may have been true, but he was attacking my family with those words, not just me. My father worked very hard, and I didn’t appreciate the nonsense that was leaving his mouth. I wouldn’t stand to be talked down to like that.
I uncrossed my arms and held up a finger. “I’ll have you know that my father works very hard. I doubt yours does though, since you don’t even have insurance for your car.”
At the mention of his father, his face turned cherry red. I didn’t think a man with such tanned skin could have a face that red, but there it was. He was fuming with rage, and I knew then that I had somehow crossed a line. The problem was, I didn’t know what line I had crossed.
Dylan lurched toward me, and in a second, I forgot all of my self-defense training that I had been working on for the past few months. It was so easy to go through the motions of kicking someone in the balls in class, but in reality, when you weren’t expecting to be attacked, the practice meant next to nothing.
He grabbed the front of my shirt, pushing me back while balling it in his fist until my back slammed against the side of my car. His eyes danced with pure hatred as he pinned me against the hot metal. “Take that back, you vapid bitch,” he shouted, little bits of saliva flying into my face as he rattled me against the car.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I blurted out, realizing how weak and pathetic I sounded saying it. I shouldn’t have to apologize to him after all this, but I feared for my safety, and that overruled the rest of my senses.
His grip didn’t loosen on my shirt. His eyes widened, looking into mine. “Don’t you ever say a word about my father again. Do you understand?” He said through gritted teeth.
I nodded my head. Anything to get away from this lunatic. I didn’t want him to hurt me out here when there was nobody to stop him or save me. I knew nothing about him or how dangerous he was. He could be a killer for all I knew.
Dylan finally loosened his grip on me, but I suspect it wasn’t due to anything I said. It was most likely because of the slow roll of a tow truck coming down the dirt road toward us. He looked over at it and stepped back, letting me smooth out the wrinkles in my shirt before they pulled up. He acted like nothing had happened.




Chapter 7
Scarlet
I had a sense that Dylan didn’t like me much after this crash, but it wasn’t entirely my fault. I felt like he was overreacting and taking things way too personally. At first, I had thought that he had a crush on me, and that’s why he had been staring me down in the hallway every day at school, but now I wasn’t so sure of that. I didn’t think he liked me at all, which confused me.
We rode together in silence in a colorful taxi with swirly mints in a pocket in the back seat. I took a handful and began sucking on one, while Dylan sat with his large arms crossed, staring out the window solemnly. He was a hard guy to figure out. That much was certain.
I didn’t try to talk with him on the way to school. He had my number, but he hadn’t sent me a text message yet. He would have to talk to me eventually if he was going to get a new car. I wouldn’t buy one for him if he was going to flip his shit on me and get violent.
When the taxi pulled up to the school, I paid the driver and got out. Dylan raced ahead of me, dashing to the entrance of the school and letting himself in without holding the door open for me. He wasn’t much of a gentleman, at least not toward me. I shook my head as I followed him in.
Down the hall, I spotted Maddie waiting for him. She seemed to still be really interested in him despite them having been broken up. She must have seen a different side of him if she would wait patiently by his locker for him to arrive. I wouldn’t do something like that after the way he treated me.
I must have looked for a moment too long because Maddie shot me a nasty look, her eyes flaming with resentment toward me. If both of them hated me, I wondered why that was. I hadn’t done anything wrong. The only thing I had done wrong was today, but it seemed like they both didn’t like me long before that had happened.
I wanted to know why, but I wasn’t in the position to talk to them about it now. I would have to talk to Maddie at the creek this weekend if I wanted any insight. As it stood, I was even more confused by both of them then when I knew less about them. I hoped talking to Maddie would prove to be enlightening.
I shrugged it all off and tried to think about something else. I was sure that my father would be pissed at me for wrecking the car, but I could probably lie and tell him that I hit something other than Dylan’s car, and that’s why insurance wouldn’t be covering it. If I hit a tree or something, he would just pay for the car to be replaced.
I decided to go with that story, but I would still need more money to replace Dylan’s car. His old beater couldn’t have cost him more than a thousand dollars, but I wasn’t even going to be able to find a car that cheap to replace it with. I would need to spend at least five thousand. I could probably shave that off my personal savings without breaking a sweat. I could just say it was for a new computer or something needlessly expensive like that. My parents would believe me because they didn’t know anything about my personal life.
I passed the glaring Maddie and went to my own locker, unpacking it and getting things ready for the school day. I still had a lot of energy because I hadn’t gone to self-defense practice, but I was starting to think I didn’t need it anymore. What good was it when it proved to be useless against someone like Dylan. It was silly to think that I could defend myself. I needed mace or something instead.
I made a mental note to resign from the class and learn something else. I was certain something would be more useful than that for me. Maybe running would be a better idea. I could sprint away from an attacker that way.
I pulled out the books I needed for my first class and turned around, only to find Maddie standing right in front of me. I jumped back, surprised to see her here. “Uh, hey,” I said nervously.
She crossed her arms, continuing to glare at me. “Dylan said you drove him to school today,” she said, her lips thin and her eyes bulging like a fly.
I shrugged. “Yeah, he needed a ride.” I didn’t tell her why, but that wasn’t important. I didn’t want people to know about the crash.
She squinted her large eyes at me. “He’s a nice guy, isn’t he?”
I laughed. I couldn’t help it. The contrast of her statement with the reality of the ride to school was amusing. Either she was out of her mind, or Dylan was treating her a lot better than he treated me.
“What’s so funny?” She asked, her voice getting louder.
“Nothing, but I don’t think Dylan is that nice,” I said honestly.
Her expression relaxed a little. “Really?”
I nodded. “He’s a bit rude, don’t you think?”
“Maybe to you,” she said sounding noticeably more cheerful.
I wanted to roll my eyes, but I kept it inside. At least she didn’t think I was trying to steal her man. He may have been cute and all, but I wasn’t interested in a guy who thought that slamming me into my car for mentioning his father was an appropriate course of action. She could have him.
I smiled at her, but my smile was clearly fake. She could probably pick that up, but I didn’t appreciate her attitude toward me. “Enjoy Dylan. He’s a real piece of work,” I said, sidestepping her and walking off to class.
I only made it a few yards when I was stopped again by another person, but this time it was someone who I knew and liked. His name was Jonathan, and I had known him for years. He was a good friend.
“Hey Scarlet. I heard you were hanging out at the creek this weekend,” he said, smiling with rows of abnormally large teeth. He was a bit of a geek, but he fit in with the more popular students at the school somehow.
“Yeah, it’ll be nice to catch saw rays and dip my toes in the water,” I replied.
He nodded, then looked over my shoulder, something catching his attention. I started to turn, but he placed a hand on my shoulder, stopping me. “No, don’t look. Maddie will see me,” he said in a hushed voice.
“And?” I asked, wondering if he had an issue with her as well.
“And, she’s super cute. I don’t want her boyfriend beating me up though. He looks like he could do some serious damage. Have you seen those biceps?”
He could only be talking about Dylan. Who else in the school was as jacked as he was? Boy, did I have some news for him. “They’re not dating. Maddie is single, I believe,” I informed him.
Jonathan’s eyes widened. “Really?” He asked excitedly.
I nodded.
“How do you know?”
I took a deep breath. “I talked with Dylan this morning. I asked him the same question, actually.”
“Oh?” Jonathan said, smiling and raising his eyebrows at me.
“Ew, not like that,” I said. “I’m not into Dylan.”
Jonathan chuckled. “Don’t try to hide it. Dylan looks like he belongs in an action movie. I know you’re into that kind of thing.”
Damn, he knew me better than I knew myself. I had always had an affinity for muscular guys. A lot of women insisted that too much muscle was a turn-off, but to me, the more the merrier. I liked a man that looked like he could break me like a toothpick. I found it sexy, so sue me.
I rolled my eyes anyway, crossing my arms in a defensive manner. “He’s kind of an asshole, but he’s definitely not dating Maddie. They used to be, but not anymore.”
Jonathan seemed satisfied with my answer. “I should talk to her then, right?” He asked, looking for support.
I didn’t think Maddie was terribly likable either, but I wanted to be a good friend for Jonathan. He had always been nice to me, which was more than I could say about some people. I glanced at Dylan, who was leaving his locker and walking off to class. “Yeah, you totally should. She’ll probably be at the creek later. Bring her a drink or something,” I suggested.
“Great idea,” he said, smiling with those large teeth of his again.
I was too distracted to listen to him. I was too busy watching Dylan disappear into the crowd of students. I turned back to Jonathan only when the last bit of Dylan’s shirt disappeared from my view. “I have to get to class now,” I said.
“You and me both,” he replied, and walked off to his first class of the day.
I followed suit, walking briskly toward my classroom so that nobody else would hold me up. I didn’t want to be late. As easy as school was, I wasn’t interested in getting my grades dropped for missing too many classes. My parents seemed to think that school was more important than it actually was. I was pretty sure my own mother had never even finished high school.
All I knew now was that the weekend couldn’t come soon enough. I would still have to deal with Dylan tomorrow to get him a car, but after that I didn’t plan on talking to him anymore. He was too stressful of a guy for me. I needed someone calmer, who didn’t get violent with women for no reason.




Chapter 8
Dylan
It was hard to control my temper. Scarlet frustrated me to no end. She was so beautiful, yet so ignorant. I couldn’t stand her, but at the same time, I would have loved to fuck her brains out. The combination was killer, and if I was going to survive this year, I had to figure out how to gain the upper hand on her and get revenge. At the end of the day, that was the only thing that really mattered.
Maybe I should try to hang out at the creek after work on Saturday. People would be drinking and smoking, having a good time, and I would be able to get more information out of Scarlet, especially if I could get her alone. The only issue would be Maddie, hovering around me and bugging me the whole time. It would be nice to find a distraction for her. Maybe another guy would work.
I thought about it in class, spinning around a few scenarios in my head. The first was talking to Scarlet at the creek, getting her to have one too many drinks, and getting personal information that I could hold against her and make her life difficult. Nothing would be too evil for what her family had done to my father. Nothing.
The second option I had was to get her talking when we went to get a new car for me. She was nice to be doing this, so perhaps she would be nice enough to spill a few personal secrets that I could use against her. It was worth a shot.
The third option was a little more devious, but it would take a lot of work. I sensed that Scarlet might be attracted to me, at least from a physical perspective. I had seen her eyes staring at my muscular physique. One thing about working as a mechanic’s assistant is that you end up doing a lot of heavy lifting. It aided me in charming women, even if that wasn’t my goal.
I could try to be a little nicer to her, and eventually drive her to do some pretty wild things for me. Women were sluts like that. They would do anything once you got into their heads. Maddie was the same way. She would do anything I told her too, no matter how embarrassing, if it would mean that I would fuck her harder that night.
This was a fantasy more than an actual option, but it appealed to me more than the others because of how fantastic it would be if I was able to pull it off. I couldn’t deny that I was viciously attracted to Scarlet’s beautiful eyes and wide hips. Ever feature she had was stunning, and I wouldn’t mind getting a turn with her, as long as I was able to ruin her in the end.
I was getting hard just thinking about it. I wasn’t interested in my teacher noticing my boner, so I crossed my legs under the desk while I waited for the lesson to end. Scarlet had an effect on me like no other, and I couldn’t help it if I wanted to have sex with her. I bet a lot of other guys did.
That was enough fantasizing about Scarlet. The fact of the matter was, she was going to pay for her family’s treachery one way or another. My father didn’t have to die. Just remembering the day that I found his body at home, slumped over in a chair with blood sprayed across the wall behind him made me livid. I would never forget that day.
I was younger back then, and far more innocent. This was a month after my father lost his business, and subsequently, everything he owned. I remember that the house felt different the moment I stepped inside after school.
The lights were on, but it sounded like nobody was home, which I thought was awfully strange because my father usually worked from home. Even if he was busy, he would come out of his office to ask me how my day was. I waited for something, anything, but after ten minutes of eerie silence, I decided to peek into his office to see if he was home. Maybe he was listening to music and hadn’t heard me arrive.
I crept up to the door, where the light was one. I could see it shining underneath, making the carpet glow a pale yellow, but I thought it could have also been the sunlight coming from the window in the room. Sometimes my father would open the curtains and let the natural light in at the end of the day.
I knocked on the door first, but there was no answer. I tried the doorknob and found that it was unlocked. It was when I turned it that I felt a feeling of dread deep in my gut. I knew that something was wrong, even before I saw the blood. My body pumped adrenaline through me as my heart started to beat faster. I was scared and I didn’t even know why.
When I opened the door, I didn’t see anything unusual at first. Then, in a moment that would stain my memory for the rest of my life, I saw the crimson blood on the wall. It was a wide splatter, stretching across the white paint like someone had dipped a paintbrush in red and flicked it across the wall.
The next thing my eyes found was the blown-open head of my father. After that, I must have passed out. My brain couldn’t handle it, much less understand how this had happened. When I awoke, my first thought was that my father had been murder. My mother later told me that he had killed himself.
This was the fault of Scarlet’s family, and I would get revenge for it. My mother was never the same after that, and neither was I. Something inside me died with my father’s spirit, and it was never coming back. I was certain of one thing, and one thing only. Scarlet Verity Porter would pay for this.
“Homework is due, so hand in your worksheets at the front of the room when you leave,” the teacher said from the head of the classroom, breaking me out of my tragic thoughts.
I looked up at him, then around at the students getting up to turn in their assignments. Shit, I forgot to do the homework last night. I had been so tired that I fell asleep, and this morning I was too occupied to do it either. A few more missed assignments, and my grade would drop a full letter. That wasn’t good.
I got up, shaking my head as I began walking toward the exit. This was another thing that I could blame on Scarlet, and I would. It felt better to do that than to admit that my own failures were my fault. It was those rich people. They didn’t know how much damage they really caused.
I was almost out the door when the teacher called my name sharply, causing me to halt at the doorframe. A student pushed past me as I turned around, dreading having to confront my teacher about the homework.
“Dylan, I want to speak with you,” Mr. Smith said, looking at me from over the tops of his thick lenses.
I walked up to him slowly, unsure of what to expect. I didn’t get called to talk to a teacher often, but when I did, it usually wasn’t something good. I tried to be a good student, but I wasn’t always that way. It was hard to juggle working with school.
“I noticed you didn’t turn in the assignment,” Mr. Smith said tapping a nail on the desk in front of a messy stack of papers.
“No sir, I didn’t,” I replied, making no excuses.
“Would you like to tell me why?” He asked expectantly.
“I forgot,” I said.
“Well, Dylan. I might just forget to give you a passing grade if it happens again. You’ve been pretty consistent with your forgetfulness in my class.”
Shit, he was right. It was always his class that I ended up missing the assignments for because his was the first class of the day. If I forgot to do the homework for another class at home, I would usually remember it before class and have time to complete it in the class before that.
I didn’t forget to do my homework that often, but it almost always ended up being Mr. Smith’s class that I failed to turn in the homework for.
I sighed, looking up at Mr. Smith’s wrinkled face. “I won’t forget it again.”
“You’d do well not to. I don’t want to have to hold you back a year,” he said, waving a finger at me.
I couldn’t afford that. I could barely scrape by this year as it was. Another year would leave me with no money for college. I had to do better, or I would lose everything. My world was so close to collapsing as things were now.
I looked at Mr. Smith, waiting to see if he had anything else to say. When he looked down at the papers in front of him, I took it as permission to leave. I didn’t want to be in his class, but I had to listen to him if I was to stay at this school. I didn’t pay for this just to be thrown out.
Still, I was frustrated, and the circumstances weren’t making things any better. I could blame Scarlet as much as I liked, but it didn’t take the struggle or the pain away. That remained throughout all of this and would likely stay within me even once I got through it. Some things never change.
I fished around in my pocket for the little white napkin with Scarlet’s phone number printed on it in such perfect lettering. She was too perfect sometimes, and that annoyed me. It was more difficult to hate someone who was like that, but I had to.
I looked at the numbers on the napkin, scanning them into my brain before pulling out my phone. I refused to keep her as a contact in my phone, but I had already memorized the number. I was good at that kind of thing, but having a good memory was a gift and a curse. It made getting over my father’s death a lot harder because I remembered every detail of the state that I had found him in.
I punched in Scarlet’s phone number on my glowing screen, then held up the cold phone to my eye, pressing the glass hard against the side of my head as I listened to the phone ring. Two tones in, and Scarlet picked it up.
“Hello?” She said, not knowing that it was me who had called.
“Hey, it’s Dylan,” I said.
“Oh, hey. We can actually go to the car shop tonight if you want. My father is going to cover my car tomorrow, but I’m borrowing his right now,” she said cheerfully.
I was impressed by how diligent she was about this. “Yeah, I think that will work for me. I was going to ask you if you could give me a ride home, you know, since you totaled my car,” I said, driving in the fact.
She giggled, as though I had been making a joke. I suppose she thought I was funny, but I wasn’t laughing. “Of course, that’s no problem. I had my mother leave the car in the school parking lot, so I’ll drive you in that. I’m assuming you want to stop by home before we go to the car dealership?”
I paused for a moment before answering her. I did want to go home first, but I also didn’t want her to see the trailer I lived in. It was embarrassing for me to be this poor next to a rich girl like her. “We can go to the dealership straight away,” I replied.
“Are you sure? It’s really no problem if you want to freshen up before we go.”
She was too nice. “No, that’s okay.”
“Alright. I guess I’ll meet you in the parking lot after school then,” she said.
“Yeah, I’ll see you then,” I said, hanging up the phone before she got the chance to say goodbye. I didn’t want her to think I was being friendly with her. I still needed to decide what my plan was going to be to get inside her head and expose her to the world.
 I pocketed my phone, feeling strange about the whole thing. It was weird to be so against a woman who was only trying to be nice to me, but she didn’t know what I knew. Nobody did except for my family. I wouldn’t forgive that, ever.




Chapter 9
Scarlet
Dylan was a strange guy, but I couldn’t help but like him, even after what he had done to me after the crash. He was probably filled with adrenaline, and that can make you behave strangely. He seemed nice enough over the phone, and I was starting to feel bad for some of the things I had said to him this morning.
I stirred the small portion of salad around in my bowl, soaking the leaves in dressing before I ate them. It was lunchtime, but I was eager to get out of school and start enjoying the weekend. Dylan said he had to work over the weekend, but I hoped he would show up to the creek gathering anyway. It was a lot of fun, and I wanted to know him better.
I would get him a nice car this evening, and then maybe we could talk some more. I wanted to know why he was so serious all the time. I wished I could understand people better, but it wasn’t one of my strong suits. I had to settle on asking a whole heap of questions just to get enough information out of people to understand them. When I had done this to Jonathan years ago, he had thought I was crazy.
I’d rather be crazy than clueless, so I made a mental list of things I wanted to ask Dylan to see if I could get to the bottom of his strange behavior. I didn’t think he was a bad guy, but he was clearly a bit troubled, and I wanted to know why.
I lifted a fork of lettuce to my mouth.
“Scarlet,” Jonathan exclaimed, sliding down in front of me and placing his tray full of food down with excessive force.
I lowered my fork, raising an eyebrow. “Yes?”
“I did it. I talked to Maddie,” he said, banging a fist on the table excitedly.
“Well, that was quick,” I said with a chuckle.
“You were right. She totally isn’t dating Dylan, but you know what? She’s going to be at the creek tomorrow. We’re going to go and hang out there,” he said, his eyes glimmering with newfound possibilities.
I was happy for him, but my mind was too far into thinking about Dylan to care that much about what he was saying. It was nice that he had a chance with Maddie, but that wasn’t my business. I smiled at him politely. “That’s great. I’m sure you’ll charm her right into your arms,” I said.
He laughed. “God, I hope so. She’s super cute.”
I nodded, neither agreeing nor disagreeing. It wasn’t my place to say whether a woman was cute or not, because I wasn’t especially into them. I liked men who looked like they toiled in the sun all day long, and Dylan fit that description wonderfully.
I ate the rest of my lunch as Jonathan droned on about how excited he was to have met Maddie and how much he looked forward to the weekend when he could finally have a deeper conversation with her. My mind was on the end of the day, and Dylan and my visit to the car dealership. That was more interesting to me than anything else in the near future.
The remained of the day went by slowly, and I found myself checking the large overhead clock in every classroom, counting along with the seconds as they slowly ticked by. Time must have been a relative thing, because it certainly seemed to move slower when I was waiting for something. Life was cruel like that.
Finally, after what had seemed like a lifetime, the bell rang, signaling permission for me to get the hell out of this school and to enjoy my freedom outside. I wanted to soak up the rest of the summer rays before they disappeared for the next six months, replaced with the coldness of winter.
I rushed out of class, not bothering to put anything in my locker. I had been left the car with the doors unlocked and the keys sitting happily in the driver’s seat. Nobody close to this school was out robbing cars because most everyone who went here was reasonably wealthy. It was safe to do that kind of thing, to the point where I barely thought about it.
Even though I didn’t have the best relationship with my parents, I couldn’t deny that they did a good job of looking out for me. Money doesn’t buy happiness, but I’ll be damned if it doesn’t make life a lot easier sometimes. I pulled open the door to my father’s car and hopped inside, enjoying the cool scent of leather and automatic A/C that turned on thirty minutes before I came to the car. This vehicle was even nicer than the one I had totaled this morning.
I pulled it around to the front of the school scanning the throngs of students pouring out of the building like ants for a sign of Dylan. He walked with a distinct swagger, as though his shoulders were so heavy that they rocked him from side to side. He did have pretty broad shoulders, but sometimes it looked like he was putting on a show when we were at school.
I spotted his wrinkled linen shirt as he came out of school. He never had his clothes dry cleaned like mine were and seeing that made me appreciate what I had a little more. I was lucky to have the lifestyle that I did. I wished that he could also enjoy it.
I pulled the car up to him, surprising him with a loud honk to let him know I was there. He jumped up, immediately throwing up his middle finger before squinting and realizing that it was just me. I laughed as he shook his head and circled around the car to get in. He was such a goof sometimes.
The door opened, hot summer air flooding in with the masculine scent of Dylan. He dropped down in the seat beside me, pressing the car deeper down into the asphalt. He must have weighed a lot, but then again, muscle ways more than fat, and he was a very strong man.
“How was school?” I asked him, slamming on the gas and throwing him back before he had the chance to put on his seatbelt. I raced out of the parking lot, trying to beat the traffic. I swerved the car around a slower vehicle, blasting over a small speedbump and flying out onto the main road.
Dylan cursed as he was jostled around, the seatbelt buckle clasped in his large hand, trying to find its socket. He finally clicked it into place, leaning toward me and placing a hand on my thigh to steady himself. “You’re going to kill us driving like that,” he said, his fingers digging into the soft skin that was exposed at the hem of my uniform skirt.
I felt a sudden surge of excitement at his touch, causing me to hit the gas even harder. The engine roared as we ripped down the road toward the city. Dylan lost grip of my leg and was pressed back into his seat.
“Slow the hell down,” he growled.
I eased off the gas, letting the car roll along the road at a slowly diminishing speed. I didn’t want to get down below the speed limit because that was no fun, but I also didn’t want to total my father’s car and traumatize Dylan. For a man as masculine as he was, he sure didn’t like speed.
“You didn’t answer my question,” I said, smiling at it as he breathed heavily.
“What question?” He asked, recovering from the excitement of our exit.
“How was school?” I repeated for him.
He shook his head. “Mr. Smith is a fuckhead. He’s pissed because I didn’t turn in the homework and he threatened to fail me if it happened again.”
That guy. I had never liked him. He was one of the stricter teachers at the school despite not looking that way. You would have thought he handed out A’s like candy the way his eyes smiled at you behind those thick glasses. That Was far from the truth, and I’m sure that if Dylan hadn’t known it before, he certainly knew it now.
I placed a hand on his thigh like he had done to me, gauging his reaction to it. “He can be an asshole,” I said in agreement.
Dylan looked down at my hand on his thigh. “What is that?” he asked, pointing to my hand.
I didn’t remove it. “What?” I asked, glancing down at it.
“Your hand. Why is it on my leg?” He asked, drawing awkward attention to my action.
I lifted it and placed it back on the wheel. “Sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed.
“If you’re going to touch me, you need to do it right,” he said, reaching out and grabbing my hand. He moved it over to his crotch and placed it down in his lap, raising his hips up to meet it.
I was shocked by his actions, jerking my hand away. “I’m not comfortable with that,” I said, frowning. He was misbehaving again, and I didn’t understand why.
Dylan chuckled. “I thought women like you liked that sort of thing,” he said.
“Women like me? And just who do you think I am?” I asked, heat rising to my cheeks at his rude words.
“Oh, come on. Don’t tell me you don’t do this for all the rich guys at school. I know all the preppy girls are jerking off the jocks after school. I’m surprised your black skirt isn’t stained with jizz every day at school.”
Holy shit, he was really digging in with the insults again. I was livid that he would suggest something so nasty about me. I didn’t hang out with any of the jocks, and even if I did, I wasn’t a slut. I shook my head in disbelief. “You have a funny way of talking to someone who’s trying to help you, Dylan.”
He scoffed, crossing his arms and showing off his large biceps. They seemed to pop out of his shirt, drawing my eyes off the road again. “You pretend to be all sweet and perfect, but I know you’re not,” he said.
He must have been looking for some flaw in me, but he wasn’t going to find it. He had a warped perception of wealthy people, and I wanted to make sure he was aware of that. I wasn’t going to sink to his level and let him think the worst of me. I had to be better than he was.
I turned the cold air toward my face, trying to cool down my flushed skin. I didn’t want him to see how irate I was at his offensive language. I waited a moment to collect myself before speaking again. “Dylan, I think you have the wrong impression of me. I don’t know why, but you’re mistaking me for the kind of person that I’m not. I need you to stop that.”
I could see him roll his eyes out of the corner of mine, but I ignored him. I still wanted to figure out why he was so set on hating wealthy people instead of minding his own damn business. There must be a reason for his anger, and I didn’t think it was only because he was poor.
“I want to get along with you, Dylan, but you’re making it hard,” I said.
“I don’t fit in with people like you, so I doubt you’d get along with me anyway.”
Talk about a victim complex. He had already painted me as the enemy, probably long before I wrecked his car outside the trailer park. I turned down a city street, slowing the car down as we got into a busier area. “You should give people a chance,” I advised.
“People don’t give me a chance,” he countered.
“I did, and do you really want to be like other people?” I said, bringing up a good point.
“I don’t care what I’m like. I just want things to be easier. You know, it’s hard being out here having to work my ass off just to continue going to school,” he said, his voice growing softer.
I felt like I was starting to get somewhere now. Patience when dealing with people can get you a lot further than you think. It’s always better to let people talk about their problems than to start arguing with them. Often times, they end up apologizing once they get the stress of their chest. I only hoped Dylan might act the same.
I let him continue talking, giving him the silence that he needed to move forward.
“I don’t have money, and that’s not anyone in my family’s fault. We used to, you know? I was a lot like you,” he said.
I was surprised by that. I had assumed he grew up poor, but obviously there was more to his story than that. This was getting interesting, and I couldn’t stop myself from interjecting to urge him to talk more about it. “What happened that put you in the situation that you’re in now?” I asked, thinking that sounded innocent enough.
Apparently, it wasn’t. Dylan grew angry again, his voice laced with hatred as he spoke. “That’s none of your business, Scarlet. You wouldn’t understand anyway.”
“You don’t know that. I could try. What’s the harm in explaining it to me?” I asked.
He laughed, but there was no joy in his laughter. “You know enough about me already. I don’t want to tell you anything more,” he said. “I’d like my car, and I’d like you to shut up about my life.”
“You’ll get your car,” I said with a sigh, pulling into the dealership.
I parked my father’s car on the far end of the lot, where the cheaper cars were. I didn’t have the money in my account to buy him anything over five thousand dollars, but I figured that would be enough for him. He didn’t deserve niceness from me with his awful attitude. I had tried multiple times to be good to him, but he seemed to be more interested in claiming that I was the bad guy instead of working with me so that I would understand his plight.
Dylan leaped out of the car before I even cut the engine, looking like he was scared to be in it with me after the wild ride I put him through. I didn’t blame him for that, but the rest I was still going to hold over his head, no matter how handsome he was.
I climbed out of the car and stood beside it, hands on my hips as he eagerly searched the first row of cars in front of us. He ran his hand down the side of one, doing a quick bent-over peek to the tires, and looked back at me. “This one is nice.”
I was amused by the quickness of his decision. “How much is it?” I asked, walking toward him.
He looked at the sign on the front windshield and his face fell. “Oh, I guess I’ll look for another one,” he said, sounding disappointed.
I came around to see the price, and it was just barely in my budget. “We can get this one,” I said.
He looked surprised, jerking his head back and frowning as though I had just told him something that made no sense at all. “Really?” He asked.
“For sure,” I said. “You probably want to take it for a test drive though, right?”
He shrugged, still in disbelief that he could have this car.
“Well, I would like to, at least, so that I know what we’re getting for you. I’ll go ask somebody,” I said, looking around the lot.
There wasn’t anyone out, which I thought was pretty poor service until I realized we were probably too far out in the lot for anyone from the store to see us. I’d probably have to go in there to get the key anyway.
“Wait here,” I said, walking toward the store, leaving Dylan standing next to the car. I looked back to see him looking it over again, admiring the build. He was cute when he wasn’t so angry.
I went up to the shop, opened the door, and was greeted by a cool blast of air that smelled like rubber.




Chapter 10
Dylan
I don’t know what came over me in the car on the way to the dealership. I was so aroused by her hand on my leg that I wanted more. I felt like she was teasing me, like she would push me to the edge only to take it away with a bout of cruel laughter. Of course, that was all in my head, but I had this image of her as a demon that just couldn’t shake.
It was too easy to demonize a woman like Scarlet. She was so attractive, and yet so ignorant to the struggles of regular people. She pretended to want to know about my life, but I was suspicious of her. She couldn’t know that her father was the one that had caused my father’s suicide. She wouldn’t be as easy to ruin if she knew about how much it hurt me. She would have the upper hand.
I had already given her too much information as it was. I had told her that my family used to be wealthy like hers. We didn’t have to live in such a dump my whole life like she had assumed. I used to be normal. I used to be happy.
My father lost his business because of the actions of Scarlet’s father. He was big on business, greedy, and didn’t know when to stop. He would crush competition without giving them a chance, and he didn’t care about what happened to all the people who were without employment when it happened.
My father was brilliant, yet foolish at the same time. He managed to start a company from nothing, but he shoveled so much money into it, taking out loans for aggressive growth. It did well for a while, giving us the unique opportunity to rise to riches quickly. We moved to a nice neighborhood, and I started going to a nice school. Everything was perfect, until it wasn’t.
I remember when my father began getting stressed out. Someone was sending people to his manufacturing sights and criminally sabotaging operations. There was a constant string of these, putting great strain on the business and causing several of his partners to pull out of the company. Nobody wanted to work with someone that unlucky.
My father knew who it was who was behind it, but he never was able to gather definitive proof. It wasn’t until his company crumbled did Scarlet’s father take over, mowing over the industry with his own manufacturing plants and replacing the services that my father had provided. He had no regard for what happened to my father after that. He had only wanted to destroy his business, but in doing so, he had destroyed him as well.
My father couldn’t recover. We were broke, and in serious debt. He wasn’t expecting everything to fall apart so quickly, funds stretched too thin for too long. We wouldn’t be able to get out of this. The debt was too great.
It was all on the shoulders of my family. My father owed so much money that they threatened to take our house. That was when he took his own life. The debt had been in his name, and died with him, but not before wiping out everything we owned.
My mother and I had to retreat to a trailer park, because it was the only thing in town that we could afford and still keep me in school. I was a wreck, and so was she, but we had survived. I would fight to correct what had happened, to get my mother and me out of here, but first I needed to get revenge so that my father could finally rest.
Scarlet didn’t know this. Most people didn’t. My mother had only explained it all to me after I begged her to let me know the whole story. I was confused when I was younger, before I was told the whole story, but not anymore. I knew why my father had committed suicide, and I knew who was behind it all.
“I got the keys,” Scarlet announced as she walked toward me.
I lifted my head, focusing on her curvy figure instead of the pebbles at my feet. She glowed in the afternoon lighting, looking more like an angel than the demon I was making her out to be. I couldn’t help but smile when she handed it to me.
“Let’s see what this baby can do,” she said, crinkling her nose with a smile that was to die for.
I took the keys, turning around and unlocking the car. I swung the door open. No creaky hinges, and the lock actually worked. Wonderful.
“Where should I take it?” I asked as she climbed in the car beside me, her skirt riding up her legs again like it had when she drove me to the dealership.
She didn’t bother to pull it down. Instead, she left her bare thighs visible to me. “Take it around the block and hit the fucking gas. I want to burn some rubber.”
I laughed, sticking the key into the ignition and turning it. Almost turned it again out of habit, but the car roared to life on the first try. Was I in heaven, or had reality gotten this good so quickly? I ran my hands over the smooth leather wheel before I shifted it into drive. I was going to enjoy this.
The car wasn’t the nicest thing, by far, but it moved. I hit the gas so hard that I thought the engine would explode as I peeled out of the parking lot and barreled onto the street. Smoke flew from the tires on the pavement, leaving the stench of burnt rubber for anyone who walked where we had been.
I felt more comfortable driving fast when I wasn’t praying that the car wouldn’t fall apart the second I began moving over 30 miles per hour. I jerked the wheel, watching a flash of fear in Scarlet’s face out of the corner of my eye at how closely I had come to hitting the curb and wrecking the car.
I enjoyed seeing that fear on her pretty face. Those big lips looked delicious when they were pushed out in a frightful pout. I wanted to grab her head and push it to my lap as I drove, pressing those lips against my cock. The urge was powerful, but I resisted it. Scarlet had to be ruined slowly.
“I see you always like to drive fast,” she noted as I flew over a speedbump lie it wasn’t there.
“Yeah, I think I could get used to this,” I said, jerking the wheel again and sending the car flying around a corner.
“Slow it down on this bend. It’s a sharp one,” she cautioned as I sped down a narrow road toward another turn.
As much as I wanted to defy her, I also knew that she was tearing up these roads regularly and would know where to drive fast and where not to. I didn’t want to kill us, after all. I should survive, at the very least. What happened to her was none of my concern.
I brought the car down to a more normal speed, finally breathing out. I had been holding my breath this whole time without realizing it. I glanced over at Scarlet to find her having a nice time, looking out the side window. Her skirt was even higher than it had been before, causing me to feel aroused.
I brought the car around to the bend, then slowed to a crawl until I could find a patch of road to park it on. I brought the car to a complete stop, then shifted it to park.
“This isn’t the dealership,” Scarlet said, looking around.
“So perceptive,” I replied sarcastically.
“So, what are you doing?” She asked, furrowing her perfect eyebrows.
I smiled. “I want to ask you something.”
“Okay,” she said slowly, trying to figure out what I was up to. She would find out soon enough.
“Why are you showing me so much of your legs. You look like you want to blow me in traffic,” I said, unable to filter my dirty mind before it reached my mouth. I loved the shocked O that her mouth made when I spoke like that. It only made me hornier.
“I’m not showing that much skin,” she said, finally reaching down and pulling her skirt into place.
“You are, and it’s because you want me to have a taste of you. Is that it? Is that why you brought me out here, to tease me?” I asked, my voice growing louder. I didn’t know if it was anger or sexual arousal that was driving me now, but whatever it was, it pulled at my chest, urging me to jump onto her and fuck her into another dimension.
Scarlet shrugged, playing it off like it didn’t bother her how dirty I was being. “I just came out to replace your car, like I said I would. You’re the one who is sexualizing all this.”
She may have been right, but I didn’t want to believe it. I wanted her, and badly. It was infuriating that she was teasing me like that, like she knew that she could get out of trouble with me if she made me fall in love with her.
But that wasn’t what this was, and it never would be like that. What I felt were lust and resentment, rolled up into one dangerous package that could drive me to do anything. Scarlet was irresistible, and if she kept playing with me like this, I wasn’t going to be able to control myself.
“Stop showing me your legs,” I said as she moved her skirt again, revealing more of her soft, pale thighs.
“I don’t listen to men who insult me,” she said, her voice high and mighty.
God, I needed to destroy this woman. Everything she stood for made me sick, and her cute little actions were beginning to madden me. I reached over and took a large portion of her thigh in my hand and squeezed it, looking into her eyes to see her reaction.
Scarlet’s eyes shot open wide, but she didn’t resist my touch. She smiled after a moment, placing her hand on mine. “How does that feel?” She asked, “Good?”
I jerked my hand away, frustrated that she seemed to like it. Why was she acting like a therapist instead of a rich girl who was about to be overwhelmed in a car with a raving lunatic from school? She seemed clueless about the consequences of her behavior, but I guess that ran in the family.
She titled her head at me, seeming to look through me with those bright blue eyes. “Why are you so strange?”
I laughed. “I’m strange? You’re pretty weird yourself. Any other woman would have jumped out of the car and ran for it by now.”
“I’m not like other women,” she said. “I’m not afraid of you either.”
“Oh really?” I said, raising an eyebrow.
She nodded.




Chapter 11
Scarlet
I’m going to be honest. The way that Dylan was behaving freaked me the fuck out, but I wasn’t going to let that get in the way of finding out why he was so strange toward me. He didn’t seem to be that way toward anyone else, and I needed to know why.
He was different, glaring at me with his deep eyes, blonde hair in disarray as he frowned. He was attractive like this, more so than he should have been for a man so hellbent on terrorizing me. He wanted me to be afraid of him, but I wasn’t going to play his game. If he had a reason for all this, then I wanted to know it. I wouldn’t back down until I did.
Dylan reached out a hand again, going toward my thigh as if to challenge me to say no to him. I simply wouldn’t, no matter what happened. I wasn’t going to bow to his immature tactics. I knew him enough now to know that he was using sex like a threat against me, but I was aroused by him just as much as I could tell he was aroused by me.
Somebody would have to give in this situation, but it wasn’t going to be me. No, I wasn’t going to let him gain the upper hand, even if that meant getting under him and letting him have his way with me.
“Are you sure you’re not afraid?” Dylan asked, squeezing his large fingers into my thigh so hard that I felt my lower leg begin to tingle as it lost sensation.
“Dylan, do you really think I would be scared of you? You can’t bully me just because I have more money than you,” I said.
“Who says that’s the reason?” He asked, loosening his grip and beginning to move his fingers up my skirt.
My heart thudded in my chest as his hand approached a place that no man had touched me before. My body was screaming at me to do something, but I was too stubborn to tell him to knock it off. He was playing some kind of sick power game with me, and I had learned enough in my years not to give in to it. I was the one with the power here.
“What’s the reason why you’re behaving like this?” I asked him. “It’s certainly not just because you’re attracted to me.”
“I want to fuck you, that’s why,” he said, his voice throaty and primal.
I shook my head. “That’s not it. You can’t fool me,” I said. I sounded confident, but I was starting to feel a lot less of that because of how close his fingers were to my panties. I felt like he could hear my heart beating beneath my ribcage as he moved in closer.
“How would you feel if I was the one to claim your pussy? What would everyone at school say if a rich girl like you had sex with a poor guy like me.”
“I wouldn’t tell them,” I said.
“But I would,” he said, his finger touching the fabric between my legs.
I jumped at his touch, and he laughed at me. The bastard let out a hearty chuckle at my reaction. This had gone too far, and I didn’t like this game anymore. He was being cruel just for the sake of it. The only thing that I could gather as to why he was like this was that I was rich, and he wasn’t. That was a piss poor reason to try to bully me.
I grabbed his thick wrist, pushing his hand away from my pussy. “That’s far enough. I think we’re done here.”
“I’m not done,” he said, lifting the arm I had pushed and grabbing my wrist. “I’m going to ruin you, Scarlet, just like you ruined me.”
We seemed to be getting somewhere. Instead of acting scared at his actions, I grew curious. “What do you mean by that?” I asked, cocking my head to the side.
“Nothing,” he blurted, throwing my hand away and sitting back in his seat. “Let’s go.”
“No, you said I had ruined you. What does that mean?” I said, unwilling to let it go so easily. I could tell it made him uncomfortable., There was something he wasn’t telling me. I knew he wasn’t just some crazy guy who couldn’t decide if he wanted to murder me in cold blood or have sex with me.
“You said that you were done, so we’re done,” he snapped.
I rolled my eyes. “Oh, come on. You can’t just back out of this because I asked you a hard question. Tell me why I supposedly ruined you or I’m not buying you the damn car,” I said, using what little leverage I had against him.
He clenched his teeth, the muscles in his jaw dancing wildly under his stubbled face. The air was tense as cars zoomed by us on the road, going home to enjoy their weekend, no doubt. Dylan and I, on the other hand, were stuck in a car we snatched off the dealer's lot, battling for power over one another. This was more exciting than one of my father’s boring dinners, at least.
Dylan took a breath through his nose, then out of his mouth. “I’m not going to tell you. Keep the fucking car,” he said, unbuckling his seatbelt and jumping out of the car. He slammed the door behind him, walking out onto the street, barely missing an oncoming car. He walked away from the car, moving onto a safe side of the road.
I shook my head. This guy was sick in the head or something. If he had such a strong reason to be hating on me like this, then he should tell me or stop it altogether.
I watched him walk down the road, but it was clear that he had no idea where he was going. I slid into the driver’s seat and shifted the car back into drive, creeping forward behind him. He shot me the middle finger when he realized that I was following him, which made me laugh. He tried so hard to be a bully, but he wasn’t doing that great of a job.
I followed him with the car for a few minutes while he trudged onward, trying to appear like he knew where he was going. After a while in the hot afternoon sun, he turned around, shaking his head and wiping the sweat from his forehead. He got back to the car, opened the door, and sat down beside me with a huff.
“Ready to go to the dealership?” I asked him.
“Not if you want me to answer your stupid questions,” he replied.
I sighed. “Well, I think you can at least give me something to go on. You’re awfully secretive about everything.”
“There’s nothing to say,” he said, trying to brush it off.
“Okay but tell me one thing. Why were you staring at me so much before we met?” I asked, wanting to get at least a little information from him.
He stared off into space, probably trying to think up some lie he could tell me. “I thought you looked interesting,” he finally said.
“Ugh, could you please be honest for once?” I begged. This was beyond frustrating. If he didn’t actually tell me anything, then I wasn’t going to get him this car. He could drop out of school for all I cared.
Dylan looked at me, his eyes wrought with emotion. I couldn’t tell if he was feeling anger, sadness, lust, or something else, but whatever it was, it seemed to consume him entirely. He didn’t say anything. He shook his head, once again, refusing to let me know what was going on in that disheveled head of his.
“Fine,” I said sharply. I didn’t have it in me to drop him off without buying the car, but I wanted him to know that I was pissed. If he thought he could act like this and get any attention at all from me, then he was dead wrong. I didn’t roll like that.
I slammed my foot down on the pedal, jerking the car forward down the street and doing a quick U-turn to head back to the dealership. I glanced at Dylan to see him trying to hide his concern under a scowl as I flew down the streets at breakneck speed, throwing all caution to the wind as we skidded around corners and blew through stop signs.
We arrived back at the dealership, where I parked the car right in front of the main office. I went inside without Dylan, who insisted on staying in the car with his mouth sealed shut. That was alright because I didn’t want to hear from him. Nothing he was saying to me made sense anyway.
I made quick work of the papers that I had to sign, and I walked out of the door with a jingling set of keys for Dylan’s new car. I hoped he enjoyed it and stopped acting like a moron around me. I should have been nicer, considering what I was doing for him.
“Take these and drive yourself home,” I said when I pulled open the door to the car. I tossed the keys into Dylan’s lap.
He didn’t flinch. I just stared forward, not acknowledging me at all.
“Hello? I bought you a car. What are you going to say?” I asked, expecting more than dead silence.
He looked at me, his eyes softening as he picked up the keys. “Thank you, Scarlet,” he said.
“That’s better,” I replied. “I’m going to go home now. I suppose I’m not going to see you at the creek later, but you’re welcome to come,” I said.
He shrugged. “I might be there after work.”
“Okay,” I said, lingering around for a moment longer to see if he had anything to say.
He didn’t.
I left the car, walking back to mine. By the time I looked back, he was already speeding away, probably eager to get away from me after the weird tension that had formed between us. I suspected it had always been there, even if I didn’t know it, but now it was worse. He was hiding something from me, and I was going to find out what it was.




Chapter 12
Dylan
That bitch sure knew how to stick her snooty nose into other people’s business. I wasn’t happy that I had let so much slip in front of her, but I was even more irritated by her questions afterward. This was my game, and she would be the victim. I didn’t like how much power she seemed to have gained over me already.
I slowed the car down the minute I was far enough away from Scarlet. She drove like she was trying to kill someone, and while it was nice to do that on her dime, the car was officially mine now and I couldn’t risk losing it. Besides, I still didn’t have car insurance.
I rolled down the narrow roads, watching the buildings get progressively worse as I approached the familiar trailer park area of town. I grimaced at the dust flying up the sides of my new days as I approached the house. It was so much nicer than what I had previously owned that it seemed a shame to get it dirty out here.
What was more, I would now have to worry about someone trying to break into it because it was nicer than the other cars in the neighborhood. I wondered if this was more of a curse than a blessing because of where I lived. I didn’t want to have to set mouse traps in the car just to keep people out like I had in the storage area.
I couldn’t shake it out of my head that somehow Scarlet was still trying to screw me over, despite her not knowing anything that happened to my family in the past. If she did know, then she would be a lot more suspicious of me than she was now.
I didn’t tell my mother about the new car. I went home, parking it around the back of the trailer, and immediately went to my room without eating dinner. I wasn’t in the mood for food. I would be eating early in the morning before working at my uncle’s repair shop anyway. I needed sleep more than anything.
I didn’t bother taking my clothes off before I laid in bed and closed my eyes. I fell asleep quickly, mentally exhausted from the afternoon with Scarlet. She was really something else, but she tired me. I wasn’t used to dealing with new people.
The next morning, I was met with rays of pale sunlight through the window as my alarm clock beeped. It was a brutal sound, unwelcome in my dreams, shaking my mind awake when it didn’t want to be woken up. I had no choice, though, because I had to work on the weekends.
I stretched, arching my back and popping several locations in my spine. I longed for a better bed to sleep on at night. This spring-ridden piece of crap was ruining my back. Soon, I would have the back pain of a much older man at the ripe age of 19. It wasn’t fair, but then again, nothing in my life was fair.
I rose from my bed, getting undressed while thinking about how good Scarlet would look climbing out of her fancy plush bed completely naked. The sunlight reflecting off her pale skin, the way her eyes would glow bright blue, and the way her dark hair would cascade over her small shoulders were enough to make me feel aroused again. I could hardly control my sexual urges toward her, and it was getting worse the more I saw her.
The funny thing was that she seemed to enjoy it. She treated my aggressive behavior like a game. I wanted to prove to her that I was the wrong one to fuck with, but the deeper I got into her life, the less I felt like ruining her and the more I felt like claiming her perfect body. I could do both at once, I suppose.
I stepped into a pair of oil-stained blue jeans and pulled a black t-shirt over my head. It was hard work at the mechanic’s, but the money is what put me through school. I had to do it, and my uncle wasn’t all that bad. He could be a grumpy old man, but most of the time he was fair with me. I appreciated that.
I went to the kitchen, tiptoeing past my mother’s room so that I wouldn’t wake her up. She was a heavy sleeper, but I wanted to make sure she got enough rest after the long day’s she worked at her job.
I opened the fridge, digging around for any leftovers that I could take. There was a sandwich in there that she had made for me last night, wrapped in foil with my name on it. She was so good to me. I could have never done this without her.
I grabbed the sandwich and placed it in my bag, following it up with a bottle of water from the giant pack wrapped in plastic that always sat by the fridge. I would have liked to drink tap water, but it wasn’t clean enough around here. It was a shame, because that was more money that we had to waste on something to drink, and people wondered why I drank so much out of the water fountain at school. This was why.
I zipped up my old black bag with the sandwich and water and slipped out the door to circle around the side of the trailer. The car was still parked there, looking sorely out of place next to the dirty old trailer, but I loved it already. It ran so smoothly and had zero problems. I could drive safely with it without fearing that it would fall apart and leave me stranded out in the middle of the road.
I tried to pull the door open without unlocking it, resulting in an ear-piercing alarm squealing at a volume that I was certain would wake up everyone in the trailer park.
“Jesus Christ,” I exclaimed jumping back and fishing for the keys in my front pocket. My fingers found the unlock button on them before I even pulled them out, shutting the damn car up before someone called the cops.
I had forgotten that this car needed to be unlocked before I got in. I had some things to get used to after owning a barely-drivable junker for so long. I shook my head at myself as I pulled open the unlocked door and slid into the driver’s seat. It was so much cleaner in this car than my last one. The previous one always smelled like car oil and sweat.
I drove to work the same way I always did, with heightened caution toward all the other cars on the road. It wasn’t a long drive and there wasn’t much traffic, but I still had to be careful. I was still only one accident away from having no means of transportation and my license revoked for driving illegally. Soon though, that would be the least of my worries.
I pulled into the repair shop parking lot and was surprised to see my uncle sitting out in the front on a plastic lawn chair. He usually sat in it during his smoke breaks, but that was only during slow days. It was bright and early in the morning, which meant that he should have been inside the shop, getting ready.
I stepped out of my car, confused as to what was going on. I approached him, cupping a hand over my eyes to block out the glaring sun. He looked peaceful, almost happy, which was unusual. It must not be anything that bad, but I was curious as to what had happened that had him sitting out here like he had nothing to do today.
“What’s going on?” I asked as he stood up.
He flicked the ash off the end of his cigarette and took another puff. “Sold the place,” he said simply.
I was taken aback. “What?” I asked, my voice cracking. Perhaps I hadn’t heard him right.
“Yep, an elderly gentleman came here this morning to buy up the whole strip. I think he’s some kind of businessman wanting to build out here. I can’t imagine what he would want with an old repair shop. I suppose he’ll just bulldoze it.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “So, you’re not going to be running the place anymore?”
“Nope,” he said happily, pulling out another cigarette before he had even finished the one between his dry lips. “I’m retired. The man offered me a price I couldn’t turn down. Good business, if you ask me.”
I was stunned, but also suspicious. Who would want o buy up all this area, and for what? The local residents in this area were pretty poor, so it had to be from someone outside the area, probably the richer portion of town.
“So, I’m out of a job?” I asked.
“I guess so,” my uncle said, showing next to no sympathy.
“What the fuck? How am I supposed to pay for school?” I asked, throwing my hands up in frustration.
He shrugged. “That private school you go to? I think you’d be better off quitting that place and switching back to public school. You’re not one of those rich kids anymore.”
I sighed. He didn’t get it. Nobody in this fucking town got it. They didn’t understand that the only way out of poverty was through more prestigious schooling. You couldn’t get into a nice university if you graduated from some shithole public school out here. I doubted my uncle had even finished high school. He had been breaking his back at this repair shop his entire adult life, and only now did it seem to pay off. That was mostly luck.
I snatched the fresh cigarette out of my uncle’s hand, holding it hostage. “Who bought out the street?” I demanded.
“Someone fancy guy by the name of Porter,” my uncle answered, leaning forward and trying to snatch the cigarette back from me.
I let him have it.
Porter. Where had I heard that name before? Scarlet Verity Porter, that’s where. If my gut was telling me the truth, that meant that Scarlet’s father was at it again, tearing through small businesses and putting them all out of business. He probably wanted to transform the poor parts of town into places for rich people. I was sure he would get to the trailer park eventually and chase everyone out of that place.
I cursed under my breath and charged back to my car. I was in trouble now that I didn’t have a job, and Scarlet’s father was likely behind this little stunt as well. How much damage could one rich man do to my life? Hadn’t he already done enough?
I needed to find Scarlet and talk to her. This had to stop. Maybe I could convince her to control her father, to make sure he didn’t do too much damage. I couldn’t handle having to move out of the trailer park or being driven out of town by the inflated prices that gentrification would bring.
I jumped into my car and started it, thinking that I had nothing left to lose now. I couldn’t go back home with no money. I wouldn’t be able to pay for schooling and I would have to drop out. My uncle clearly didn’t care about my predicament now that he could retire, and Scarlet was an airheaded slut who would never understand my life.
I yelled inside my car, banging the steering wheel so hard that it rattled. I was pissed, but I knew that I needed to come up with a plan quickly so that my mother and I wouldn’t be on the streets. Things had gotten real, and in a single day, I went from doing well, to teetering on the edge of losing it all.
It was then that an idea popped into my head. It was devious, two-faced, and destructive, but it would do the two things I wanted more than anything in the world. First, it would give me revenge, and second, it would solve my mother and I’s financial problems.
The more I thought about it, the better it seemed. This evening at the creek, the plan would start to go into effect, but it would take a while for me to get what I wanted. I would need to be careful and patient for this to work.




Chapter 13
Scarlet
Maddie didn’t seem too mad at me now that Jonathan was distracting her. She didn’t even seem to notice me as we all sat by the creek, dipping our toes in the water and sipping on fruity drinks as pop music played over the large speaker someone had brought down.
It was Saturday evening, and the sun was just beginning to dip below the trees. I wouldn’t be out too much later because I was afraid of the dark, but I estimated that I had about an hour before I needed to head back to my car situated about a half a mile through the woods in an old parking lot.
I had hoped that Dylan would show up, but I was also a little relieved that he didn’t. I felt so stressed out about him, and the mystery that he brought with him. It wasn’t that I thought he was a terrible guy, but he had a lot of issues that he needed to work on. It would have been nice to see him relaxing by the creek with everyone else, but I guess he didn’t need to be here. I could have fun without him.
I had painted my toenails black, and they seemed to disappear when I stuck my toes into the water. All I could see was the pale skin glowing around them in the murky water. I was so fixated on the water and how my feet looked in it that I didn’t notice someone come up from behind me until they spoke.
“Hey,” a deep voice said from behind me.
I snapped my head around and jumped. It was Dylan.
“Hey Dylan, I wasn’t expecting you here today,” I said, leaning with my hand on a rock and looking up at him.
He sat down beside me, pulling his heavy work boots off and placing them down beside himself. “I didn’t think I would be here either, but work was pretty short today,” he said.
“Oh, that good,” I said, nodding.
“It is,” he said, smiling pleasantly. There seemed to be an edge of something strange in his smile, but I brushed it off. He was a strange guy, after all.
Dylan scooted a little closer once he had his shoes off, taking a deep breath before speaking. “Listen, I want to apologize for my behavior earlier. I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, and I was totally wrong about you.”
I blinked my eyes a few times to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating this. What on earth had managed to change his mind so quickly? It wasn’t that I didn’t like it, but that I was completely confused as to why he had made this turnaround.
“I know what you’re thinking,” he said, reaching a hand out and patting my leg. “You think that I’m a bit crazy to be switching up my story this quickly, but you proved to me that you weren’t the type of person I thought you were. I was acting like a victim, when in reality, I’ve been the bad guy this whole time,” he said, shaking his head.
I felt such a rush from his hand on my thigh again that I could barely focus on his words. All I knew was that he was finally apologizing for acting like a fool.
“Anyway, I want to start again, and to thank you for buying that car for me. You didn’t have to do that, yet you did. You’re a nice girl, Scarlet,” he said, smiling at me.
I was quick to forgive him. How could I not be when he was staring into my soul like he was about to profess his undying love to me. He seemed so innocent, like a man who genuinely had just been confused. He wanted to right the wrong, and I admired his bravery at admitting that he was wrong.
I patted his hand, squeezing it against the bare skin of my thigh. I wasn’t wearing a skirt this time, only shorts, but the effect of his hand so close to a sensitive place was sending all kinds of beautiful feelings through my lower stomach. I loved it.
“Everything is fine,” I said. “I’m the one who wrecked your car after all. I think you had enough reason to be pissed at me.”
He chuckled, brushing a few strands of blonde hair from his forehead. “Well, you paid for all that with a new car, so it’s all forgiven.”
I smiled, liking this new attitude. He was a really handsome guy when we got down to it, and without all the aggression, he looked like the perfect gentleman. He still had that rugged edge that I liked, without all the anger.
“Where can I get one of those?” He asked, pointing to the fruity mixed drink in my left hand.
“Oh,” I said, reaching around to my insulated duffle bag and pulling out a bottle of the same thing for him. “I have plenty. Feel free to help yourself.”
“Fantastic,” he said, popping off the lid with two fingers before I could hand him the bottle opener.
“Woah,” I said, impressed that he could do that.
He laughed and took a sip, giving me a wink. He rubbed the smooth skin on my thigh with his hand while he drank.
I looked around for Maddie, suddenly becoming aware that we were in a compromisingly intimate position in front of his ex-girlfriend. I didn’t want her to charge up here and break a bottle over my head or something. She always looked to be on the verge of bugging out with those huge eyes.
I spotted her talking to Jonathan, clearly enjoying his company. I pointed at the pair, patting Dylan on the shoulder to get his attention. “I got rid of Maddie for you,” I said.
He sighed in relief. “Oh, good god, yes. I have been trying to get rid of her for ages. She’s really been a pest since we broke up.”
“She must miss you,” I said.
He chuckled. “She certainly did, but not anymore I guess.”
“I guess you’re a good guy then,” I said, trying to dig into his character a bit more.
He shook his head. “Do you remember what I did to you in the car. That’s not what good guys do,” he said.
“Maybe I prefer bad guys then,” I said, batting my lashes at him. For some reason, I felt like I needed to constantly hint at him that I was attracted to him. I suppose he already knew that, but he kept moving closer only to step away. I wanted more.
Dylan gulped down half his drink and placed it down on the soft grass on the creek bank. “You like bad guys, but I’m worse than that,” he said, the little part of him that he was trying to hide coming out again. He still hadn’t explained why he claimed that I had ruined him, but I didn’t want to press him on it right now. Maybe one day I would find out. Maybe not.
“I’m not going to stay here a lot longer, but if you’re willing, I’d like it if you walked with me to my car,” I said.
“Why?” He asked, standing up and walking into the creek, his large feet splashing in the water.
“Because I’m scared of the dark,” I admitted quietly.
He laughed. “That’s too funny. I would never have thought.”
“Well, I am pretty badass,” I said, lifting and arm and flexing my thin bicep. “But I don’t think I could fight off a bear.”
“A bear? There are no bears out here, but there are other wild animals that can probably run faster than you,” he said. “But you want to know something? I never go into the woods alone at night. I always bring someone with me.”
“Why is that?” I asked.
He smirked, something devious flickering in his eyes. “You don’t have to be a fast runner to outrun a wolf or a bear, but you do have to be faster than the person you’re with.”
It took a second for me to realize that he was suggesting that he would sacrifice whoever he was with to save his own ass. I laughed and shook my head. “That’s evil.”
“I’m kind of like that,” he said, shrugging his broad shoulders.
“So, you would leave me if something started chasing us in the woods on the way back to my car?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.
“Probably,” he replied, grinning. Then, he kicked the water, splashing it up into my face in the thin sprinkle.
I yelped, raising my hands to block the water, but managing to get some in my mouth when I opened it to cry out in surprise. The cold water felt like ice on my skin, and I jumped up, spitting into the grass behind me to get the water out of my mouth.
Dylan laughed, jumping up back onto the creek bank with a goofy grin on his face. “Oops,” he said, but I knew it was no accident.
I stuck out my tongue. “Now I’m going to die from whatever bacteria is in that water,” I said.
He looked upstream to where the water had come from. There were a few people dipping their toes in and talking amongst themselves. He turned back to me. “You’re probably going to get a lot of foot germs and nothing else.”
“This water probably comes from the sewer,” I joked.
He laughed. “I guess you don’t need me to walk you to your car if you’re already going to die.”
“Alright, you win. The water is probably fine,” I said, shaking my head. “I still need to be walked back.” I really meant it this time, because the sun was setting faster than I thought it would and I didn’t want to trudge half a mile through the woods alone in the dark. I wasn’t just asking so that I could get more time with Dylan, but that was a nice bonus.
“No problem, let me just put on my shoes,” he replied, walking back up to me and grabbing his bottle from the ground. He looked me dead in the eyes as he chugged the rest of the contents, smacking his lips after and smirking. “Good stuff.”
I smiled at him, happy that he had lightened up. I guess all he needed was some of that financial burden off his back. Driving around in a rusty car that could break down at any moment probably caused him more stress than it was worth. I was happy that I could take some of that away, and I was getting to see a better side of him for it.
My father had tried to teach me to swindle people to get on top. He thought winning was all about gaining power over someone and then destroying them. I didn’t think like that, and my tactics were better than his could ever be. I saw a new side of Dylan because I treated him better than my father would have. I was happy about that.
“Ready?” I asked as he stood up straight, having put on both of his black boots.
He nodded. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”
“Let’s go,” I said, slinging the insulated duffle bag over my shoulder. It was lighter now that it had fewer drinks in it. I had only had one myself, but I had shared the rest of them with others. Only three or four rolled around in it now.
I looked back to check on Jonathan and saw him still happily chatting with Maddie. By the looks of their body language, I would say that my matchmaking skills were a success. Dylan was happy about it and so was I. That made four happy people with one easy suggestion.
Dylan walked slightly behind me as we embarked on our short journey through the woods. Under the trees, it was significantly darker, and I was very thankful to have Dylan with me now. He was so tall and muscular that I reckoned he probably could defend me from a wild animal if it came down to it. Also, I think I could outrun him. He probably wasn’t as fast as he claimed to be.
“Nice ass,” he said out of the blue, halfway through our walk.
I looked back at him, frowning. “Get up here and stop staring,” I said, waving a hand at him to come to walk beside me.
“I prefer it back here,” he replied, rubbing his chin.
“You might like it, but it’s not respectful,” I said, cautioning him to behave himself. That devilish side was coming out again, and it was more dangerous now that we were out in the woods at night alone.
“I’ll come walk beside you if you slow down,” he said.
I wasn’t walking very fast, but I slowed my stroll, giving a few defined swings of my hips for him to enjoy before he caught up to me. Except, he didn’t catch up to me. He just slowed down to match my pace, staying slightly behind me so that he would watch my ass.
“I see what you’re doing,” I said.
“What am I doing?” He asked, a cocky smirk creeping into his face.
“Staring at my ass,” I said.
“I’m only looking because I was taught to look but not touch,” he said, moving slightly closer.
I laughed. “Those are good words to live by,” I replied.
“Yeah,” he said, rubbing his chin again, “but I prefer touching.”
“You’ll have to take me out to dinner before I let you do that,” I teased, liking where this was going. Truth be told, Dylan could be quite charming when he was freaking out over something. He had a playful demeanor about him that appealed to my love of excitement.
A hard slap landed on my ass, the blow powerful enough to send a sting through my shorts to my skin. I jumped up, yelping in the same way as when the water had been splashed on me.
“Oops,” Dylan said calmly. “It was an accident.”
I was shocked at his boldness. “That was certainly not an accident,” I said, my jaw hanging open. I walked backward, facing him so that he wouldn’t try it again. “I thought you said you were taught to look and not touch.”
“I don’t do my homework,” he said, winking.
I shook my head at him but couldn’t hold back a smile. I enjoyed his daring nature, but I wasn’t ready for the moves he was pulling on me. I needed to get to know him better before I dove into something like this.
Dylan, clearly, had other plans. He came toward me quickly, scooped a hand around my waist, and stopped me dead in my tracks. This was another move I wasn’t expecting, but my body instinctively relaxing into his touch, allowing him to gain control over me.
“Look at me,” he demanded, his eyes growing wide.
I stared up at his face. It was cast in shadows from the trees, but I could still make out the details of his expression. He was even more handsome up close than he had been from further away. His eyes told stories of deep passion and his eyebrows could write a book on their own with how expressive they were. I found myself getting drawn in deep, losing my focus on anything but his eyes.
I was no longer scared of the dark when he was here. I barely knew the man right now, but I had the feeling that this might soon change. He was coming in fast, and I could tell he was serious about what he wanted from me.
“Kiss me,” he growled, jerking me closer to him.
I considered it. His lips looked soft and welcoming, probably hot with the lust he felt for me. I couldn’t deny that I felt the same. The wild part of me urged me to let go and let him take me right here in the woods, but the more conservative part of me said that I should hold back and wait for a better moment. I didn’t know him well enough for all this, and there was a lot that he refused to say.
“Tell me what you were going to say yesterday in the car,” I said, trying to use my sexual allure to get information out of him. His words out ruin were still clinging to my brain, unwilling to let me put it to rest. There was too much energy and truth in the words he spoke. They had to have an explanation.
He pulled his head back, probably not expecting that request from me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“You do know,” I said, studying his face. He looked to be a mixture of annoyed and slightly worried, like he would be found out if I didn’t drop it. There was, without a doubt, something he was hiding.
“If I said something strange, I didn’t mean it. I was confused about you,” he said.
“Why were you confused?” I asked.
“I don’t know, really. I had this impression of rich people like they were total bullies. I’ve had poor experiences with people in the past. I thought you might be the same.”
It sounded like only half the story, so I pressed him further. “You said I had ruined you. What did you mean by that?”
“Ruined? I mean, you certainly could with the way that you look. I find you hard to resist,” he said, leaning back in and letting the dying evening light catch his eyes.
I smiled, but it was half-hearted. I knew that there was something not right about what he was saying, but I couldn’t figure out what it was. He sounded like he was trying to cover something up, something he didn’t want me to find out about.
“All I know, Scarlet, is that you’ve captivated me. That’s the truth, and it pains me to admit it. I never wanted to fall for someone like you. I feared that I would be judged for being poor. I’m still fearful of that,” he said, his words dripping from my mouth into mine as he moved his head so close that our lips almost touched.
“You don’t have to be afraid,” I said.
“No, but you do,” he said, something evil glinting in his eyes before he pressed his lips against mine.
I let my concerns about him melt away as he kissed me. The heat of his mouth felt wonderful against mine, sending tiny sparks of energy through my face. I felt like I was being brought to life, like I had never lived before this kiss.
I pressed my body against him, feeling the rigid muscles of his study structure. He was the perfect build for me, so masculine and powerful. I was so caught up in his charm that I would do just about anything with him now. The conservative portion of my mind was fading in the lustful haze that now surrounded us. Passion can change a saint into a sinner in the blink of an eye.
I knew that this was the point when I needed to pull away, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. There was something special about Dylan that made me want to forgive him even though he was pushing my buttons all the time. It wasn’t just how attractive he was, but maybe also that I felt that his misfortune wasn’t his fault.
I liked a lot of things about him, and he was a far cry than the people I was used to. That made him exotic in a fashion, and I enjoyed that. Even the way he was kissing me now gave me chills. I hadn’t felt like that around anyone else before.
Dylan grabbed my hair, moving his fingers through the deep black layers of it and squeezing then at the base of my skull. He pushed my head down harder on him, our lips pressed almost painfully close together. He slipped a tongue into my mouth, feeling along my teeth and swirling around my won tongue.
There was a beating in my body that I recognized as my pulse, thumbing away under my pale flesh. My heart was racing, desperate to give me the extra stimulation I needed to meet this situation with the same fury and passion that Dylan was. I felt like I was being consumed by his very soul, sucked into a universe far darker than the one I was from.
It was an unsettling feeling, but I silenced the alarms in my head as they screamed at me to let go of him. I had my hands wrapped so tightly around his body that you would have thought either one of us would perish was I to let go. I couldn’t keep my hands off him, nor did I want to. This was my chance to be naughty, and I was going to take full advantage of it.
I looked up at him, my eyes glazed over like a ragdoll staring up at its owner. I wanted him to control me, to use me as he pleased, and to take me home with him when he was done. I wanted to taste his passion and feel his strength as he pushed his way inside of me and claimed me for the first time.
Dylan looked at me, pulling his lips from mine, and he smirked. “You’re mine, Scarlet. Maybe I will ruin you. Do you dare to find out?”
His words felt more like the truth than a game he was playing to increase the sexual tension. I was afraid of him by the energy he gave off, but at the same time, I craved his cruelty. I would let him do whatever he wanted to me, but I needed to take caution that what he wanted to do to me wasn’t all that bad. This was supposed to be fun, not deadly.
“We should get back to the car,” I said, finally caving to the alarms in my brain. “It’s pretty dark.”
Dylan pulled back, a slight scowl on his face. I could tell he was disappointed, but I had never intended things to move this quickly. He didn’t say anything at first. He only let go of me and stepped back.
“I like you, Dylan,” I said, worried that I had offended him.
“But?” He asked, expecting a clause.
I wouldn’t give it to him. Even though he had claimed to have put all his misinterpretations and assumption behind him, I could tell that he was still clinging to these biases about my wealth.
I crossed my arms. “But, nothing. I like you. That’s all I wanted to say.”
He chuckled. “Well, I like you too. Let me walk you to your car,” he said, gesturing with his hand toward the path we were walking on before I got caught up in his romance.
“Thank you. I appreciate that,” I replied, happy that he wasn’t pushing me anymore. In some ways, I had enjoyed that roughness, but in others, it was too much. I didn’t want to get tossed into a situation that I didn’t know how to handle. I was meticulous about the way I went about my life, and Dylan had come out of the blue to shake things up. I needed to get a hold on the situation before I made any big decisions.
“The weather is nicer at night. I prefer it,” Dylan said as he led the way.
I was relieved that he was in front this time. When he had been trailing behind me, it wasn’t that he was obviously looking at my ass, but that I was the first one to step into the darkness ahead which I had a problem with.
I looked around, finally noticing the air on my skin and the way the forest made the air moister and heavier. It felt nice, much better than it did during the day. “It is a lot better. I wish I wasn’t so afraid of the dark. I would stay out late more often.”
“You could probably stay out more if I was there. Then you’d have nothing to be afraid of,” Dylan said, climbing over a log that laid across our path.
“What about you?” I asked, only half-joking.
“You’re afraid of me? Well, I can’t blame you. Maybe you should be,” he said.
The way he spoke made me feel like I should believe him, but I wondered if that was just sarcasm that I wasn’t picking up on. Dylan had already shown me that he was a force to be reckoned with, but there was also a romantic side of him that had caught my eye. At this point, I didn’t want to turn back. I wanted to find out who he really was.
I took a deep breath of the lovely pine scent in the air. With the crickets chirping and the gentle sound of the evening breeze through the trees, I felt calm. I wasn’t afraid of wild animals out here, especially with how close we were to the car already. It was a nice state to be in, and I wanted to cling to it forever.
Alas, the beautiful things in life never last long. We arrived at my car soon after the feeling came over me, and I was back to regular old reality. There was nothing terribly exciting about it.




Chapter 14
Dylan
I was getting closer. Something would have to break eventually, and when it did, there would be no going back. I knew that she was into me, and I was into her in the same lustful way. I wanted to use her, to taste her lips again and drink from her like wine.
Scarlet was quickly approaching a disaster that she knew nothing about. I had a plan that was going to make her life harder, and my life easier at the same time. She was trusting me already, but that was her biggest mistake. I thought I could ruin her from a distance at first, but now I realized that the best way to do it was right up close and personal.
I thought about the plan, and it sounded better and better as I mulled things over. Scarlet was a beautiful and admirable woman, and as much as I liked to destroy her, it was a damn shame that I had to. In another life, I would have been able to put our differences aside and maybe even fall in love with her. As it stood now, I wouldn’t be able to. I simply had no desire to feel that way about her.
I waited for Scarlet to leave before I got into my car. I sat in the parking lot for a while, thinking about the intimate moment we had shared in the woods. I was surprised that I had been able to get so far with her so quickly after I had been rude, but she was a very forgiving person. She was nothing like her father.
I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel of the car that Scarlet had bought for me. I felt the smallest tinge of conflict not that I had decided to do something bad to her. She wasn’t the one who had ruined my life and caused my father to commit suicide, but she was the only person from that family who I had access to. I had little other way to get revenge.
I smiled to myself, thinking about how I would enjoy her before my betrayal. It would be wonderful to experience her to the fullest, to make her do dirty things for me, and to bend her until she broke under my power. How delightful would it be to have her as mine, at least for the night?
I bet her bed was nice, and I would experience it soon if I played my cards right. This was just the first step in a journey that would solve all my problems, or so I hoped. One can never be sure of anything, and it’s best to be careful when the stakes get high.
I pulled out of the parking lot and headed home, intent on pretending that I had been at work all day instead of messing around with the rich woman by the creek. I had kept my work boots on to look like I had been working, but I was sure my mother would soon find out about my uncle’s retirement and start to freak out. I would have to pretend like I had found a new job.
That wasn’t a problem. All I really had to do was not come home immediately after school and stay out on the weekends. I could use that time to get closer to Scarlet, and I wouldn’t arouse any suspicion. My plan was coming together, despite how dire the circumstances were. I thrived in this environment, and now, I was going to be the boss of a new one. I felt it in my bones.
  I drove around the city for a while, making my way to Scarlet’s neighborhood. I knew that she lived in the nicer part of town, but I didn’t know which house was hers. I would know if she invited me over, and I would make sure that she did. It was part of my master plan to share her bed. Who says you can’t enjoy yourself while you’re working?
By the time I rolled up into the old trailer park that I had called home for the past few years, it was well past midnight. My mother was probably already asleep, and I would have to tiptoe inside to make sure that I didn’t wake her up. I still wanted to keep the car hidden, so I parked it around back. Maybe when I pretended that I got a new job I should show it to her and say it was some kind of bonus. It was believable enough.
I stepped out onto the yellow grass that led up to the trailer but stopped after a few feet. I heard a sound coming from around the back of the trailer where the storage shed was. I frowned, listening closer. It sounded like something was moving back there in a steady rhythm, like someone was rocking back and forth, trying to pry off a plank of wood.
I grew angry and felt prickly heat rising to my cheeks. If one more bastard broke into that shed and stole something, I was going to kill him. There was no way in hell that I was letting someone get away with this again. It wasn’t fair to my family.
I slipped out of my work boots and circled around the trailer in my socks. I felt the tiny needle pricks of the dead grass as I stepped on it, but I ignored the pain. There were far more important things right now that a little pain.
I kept my shoulder running along the paneling on the side of the trailer, squinting my eyes in the darkness as I approached the back. There was definitely someone out there, and it sounded more like two people now that I was closer.
I slowed down as I came to the edge of the trailer. I took a breath and held it, peeking my head around the corner to see if there really was someone back there or if my brain was causing me more distress than it needed to.
I didn’t see much, but I heard the sound. It was distinct and surprisingly loud for someone who would want to stay quiet while breaking in. The shed looked to be in one piece. Maybe they were around the back of it.
I dashed across the back yard on the front pads of my feet, careful not to make much noise as I moved. I may have been large, but I could be deathly quiet when I wanted to. As I came upon the shed, I heard hushed voices, shushing each other and trying to quiet down. They knew I was onto them.
I whipped around the corner, my fist balled up and ready to strike, only to be shocked by what I saw.
“Maddie?” I asked, lowering my fist.
Maddie and Scarlet’s friend Jonathan were going at it hard behind my storage shed. Maddie had her pants down and she was bent over, her hands smooth against the wood of the shed. Jonathan was bright pink in the face, concentrating on the task in front of him. As soon as he saw me, he jerked his body backward, looking absolutely petrified.
Maddie looked at me and smiled. “Oh hey, Dylan.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
“What does it look like I’m doing?” She asked, staying in the same bent over position while Jonathan scrambled to get his pants back up.
I rolled my eyes at Maddie ignoring Jonathan completely. “You’re disgusting. Can’t you do that somewhere else?” I asked.
“We were going to, but I wanted to do it by your place. You know, because it’s trashy,” she said, wrinkling her nose as she spoke the last words.
I was sure she was doing this to prove a point about how we were over, but it had been months since we had broken up. She was probably just jealous of Scarlet. I laughed at her, which made her annoyed.
“Hey, I chose to do this here because it makes sense. This right here,” she said, pointing back at Jonathan, “This is trash, and so are you. Your place smells like garbage, and it looks like it to.”
She was trying way too hard to insult me, but it wasn’t going to work. Jonathan was clearly being used so that she could get back at me, but I had no feelings toward her whatsoever. It was a moot point. I would never be jealous because there was nothing to be jealous of.
I shook my head at her again. “You’re so fucking stupid. Please leave before I call the police,” I said, pointing toward the gate.
Jonathan nodded his head. “Yeah, we should listen to him,” he said, sounding just as pathetic as he could be. I felt bad for him, but not enough to lose sleep over. He would find out how shitty Maddie was on his own.
Maddie pulled up her pants and did the button on the front of them. “You’re a pig,” she spat, jabbing a finger in my direction as she began to walk away.
I smirked. “And you’re a whore.”
“Fuck you,” she screeched.
I could see Jonathan desperately trying to silence her as they walked away. I waited until they disappeared into the darkness to examine the shed for damage. It looked alright, so after a few moments I returned to the house. If those two returned, I would just have to call the police.
I bet Scarlet would be amused by this story. I wanted to call her up and tell her about it, but it was late. I could probably wait until tomorrow to talk to her. I didn’t even realize how excited I was to see her again until something interesting happened. Then, she was the first person on my mind. It’s funny how that works.
I crawled into bed, getting undressed and showering beforehand this time. I wasn’t nearly as tired as I usually was when I got home. My brain buzzed with the possibilities of what was to come, and all the things I had experienced during the day. It was a wild ride, but it didn’t end here.
I closed my eyes, and like always, I was able to fall asleep in seconds.




Chapter 15
Scarlet
There are several reasons why I don’t let people come over to my house. The first is that my parents are quarreling often, and I don’t want people to know about it. The second is that I don’t trust people not to steal from us. My father flaunts his wealth to impress guests much richer than he is, and that puts us at risk of having something stolen if I invite regular people over.
Even the people at school aren’t trustworthy. It’s easy to succumb to temptation when gold and cash are lying right in front of your eyes, completely unguarded. My father wouldn’t hurt from a simple robbery, but I still didn’t like the idea of people coming into our house and snatching things.
Now, that said, it wasn’t that I didn’t trust Dylan, it was that he seemed awfully keen to get into my house. He said he wanted to check out all the neat stuff I had, but I suspected he either wanted to get in my pants or do something he wasn’t supposed to in the house.
He asked me about it over the weekend, but I said no. This, of course, led to an argument over the phone about how I didn’t trust him because he was poor, which was something I thought we had worked around. Apparently not. He was still stuck on that as my reason not to rush into things with me.
As much as I hated to admit it, that was the main reason why I didn’t want him to come over. I was worried that either my parents would find out how poor he was (something that would be easy to do since he dressed like a working man), or that he wouldn’t be able to resist snatching something shiny if it caught his eye. He was right when he said that I didn’t want him over because he was poor, and I felt guilty about it.
I lied to him and said that it was because I didn’t know him well enough to introduce him to my parents, but I could have easily brought him over while they were away. I had to spend more time with him to know if he was really into me, or if he was just up to something. As much as I adored his company, there was something about him that couldn’t be trusted. It was there from the beginning, and while it had diminished a little over time, I still felt an uneasiness in the pit of my stomach about him sometimes.
I would see Dylan at school again regardless of how I felt about him, and that was something that couldn’t be avoided. He had his sights on me, and I had mine on him. I knew that it was only a matter of time before something went down. I just didn’t realize how soon that would be.
Monday morning arrived. A freshly pressed black pleated skirt and a white linen blouse were waiting for me on a table outside my bedroom door when I awoke. Today was much like all the rest in the beginning, but tonight, things would change.
I stretched in the beautiful morning rays of sunlight spilling through my white curtains. I let the sunlight dance on my skin as I absorbed its energy to start my day with. A delectable experience if I ever knew one, but one which had spoiled me so often that I had grown to take it for granted. That was one of the pains of being rich, I suppose. Passion dies when it’s too easy to obtain.
I let myself rest in a standing position in front of my window, naked in the sun. I was comfortable like this, and had the urge to stay, but my body knew the time better than I did. I twirled around and put one foot in front of the other toward the bathroom. It was time to shower.
My body always guided me through the morning, and often throughout the day. My internal clock was impeccable, but this time, I felt some reluctance. There was something pulling at me, begging me to break my regular rhythm and dive into the horrible unknown.
That’s what it felt like, anyway. Horrible.
I knew that it had to do with Dylan. He was shaking me out of my normal routine whether he knew it or not. I liked it, but it would take some getting used to. Old habits die hard, and my immaculate routine was more than just a habit. It was my lifestyle.
I came out of the shower all hot and steamy, thinking about Dylan and what he might do when we were at school. I enjoyed that he pushed boundaries. To be honest, if he didn’t, we probably wouldn’t get very far. I had no experience with men, and so I didn’t know how to initiate anything even if I wanted to.
I wasn’t paying attention to the time because I didn’t think I needed to. I was always perfectly in sync with the clock, so that when I was dressed and ready to leave, I had plenty of time to get to school. Today was different.
I looked at the clock when I was finally out of the bathroom, checking the time even though I already knew what it was going to be. It was the same every time. My eyes nearly popped out of my head when I saw that I was a full five minutes later than I always was. To a normal person, that would mean nothing, but to me, it felt like I had warped into the future somehow. How was this possible?
I was really fucked up on this romance shit. I needed to pull myself together so that I didn’t fall apart completely this week. I was sure there would be more of Dylan to come, and if I couldn’t even handle myself after a few days of him, I couldn’t imagine what I would be like after a week.
Sure, it wasn’t the end of the world that I wasn’t manically on schedule, but for me it was a sign that something wasn’t right with my brain. I shook my head at myself and got dressed quickly, no longer feeling that beat that I seemed to dance to every morning when I was getting ready. It was like Dylan had stolen my drum.
I rushed down to the basement to retrieve my morning energy drink, disregarding any imaginary demons that may have been waiting down there for me. Today, I was in too much of a hurry to be afraid. I guess that was progress, if nothing else was.
I drove to school quickly, being more careful since the accident that had brought Dylan and me together. If I happened to get in another one, I would be able to handle any more romance! One guy was more than enough for me, and I wasn’t even sure if I could call what was going on romance. Was it lust, or something more? I wasn’t sure.
I dashed up the wide steps to Blackstone Academy, breezing past a few other students who were taking their sweet time getting into the building. It seemed like anyone who arrived early would congregate outside the school, unwilling to enter until they absolutely had to. That wasn’t me. I liked to be early.
When I got to my locker, who should be there but Dylan himself? He was leaning across it, looking me up and down like a snack as I walked up to him. He looked good today, with his normally wrinkled shirt fixed up into crisp white linen like everyone else. He had obviously put in more effort today, and I appreciated that. He was showing up for me.
“Good morning,” he said, flashing a crooked grin. He would never be able to look pristine like other people in my bracket, but that’s what made him so perfect to me. His crooked smile told stories that no generic grin could even begin to tell.
“Good morning. You’re quite early,” I noted.
“I’m always early,” he said.
I couldn’t verify that, so I let it slide. I didn’t pay much attention to anyone this early in the morning. I was usually focused on mentally preparing myself for another long day of classes. High school sucked a lot of the time.
I looked at him, feeling something odd in the pit of my stomach. It wasn’t fear or dread this time, more like an unusual fluttering. I couldn’t pin it down to one place either. It seemed to move around my lower stomach and up into my chest when Dylan looked into my eyes.
Dylan smirked, able to read my reaction to his presence. “We should have lunch together. Maybe you can buy me something better than the shit I always eat, rich girl,” he said, his voice playful instead of cruel as he spoke.
“I’ll get you whatever you want,” I replied.
He chuckled. “I want you, then.”
Just those simple words made me feel like he had hooked me up to a thousand electric volts and shocked me to the core. I was affected by him more and more every day, but today things were coming to a peak. I knew something was going to happen soon.
“You can have me if you’re patient,” I teased.
“And if I’m not?” He asked, leaning in a placing a hand over me, pinning me against the locker.
I shrunk beneath his towering frame. He was over six feet tall, with a massive built. He could have been a football player if he wanted to, but I suppose he was too busy working to have time for sports. It was a shame that he didn’t have the money, because he could go a lot further if he did.
I almost forgot his question as I took in small, sharp breaths, trying to keep myself from passing out under his alarmingly intense stare. His eyes shone even in the darkness of his shadow, and his muscles popped beneath the cool linen of his shirt.
“If you’re not patient, then you won’t have me,” I managed to squeak.
His calm chuckle sent chills down my spine. The little hairs on the back of my neck stood straight up as he leaned in. He breathed through his nose, but I could still smell the mint and spices that he probably used beforehand to freshen his breath with.
Dylan ran his tongue over his bottom lip. “I’ll have you anyway, Scarlet. I’m not going to let you slip away from me,” he said, his voice no more than a throaty growl.
I shivered. It wasn’t the caffeine in my drink making me this jittery. My heart was beating a thousand times a minute and was starting to grow hot. Why was I shivering if I was hot?
“I know you like that,” he said, placing a hand down on my leg and running a single finger up my thigh.
I pushed his hand down as he brought up my skirt in the hallway. This wasn’t the time, nor the place for that to happen.
Dylan chuckled at me resistance but backed away. “Your place. Tonight,” he said, turning around.
“And what if I’m not ready?” I called out after him.
He didn’t turn around. He just kept walking, giving a small shrug as he disappeared around the corner.




Chapter 16
Dylan
It was a gamble, but I was almost certain that it would work. Not only would I be enjoying Scarlet in her own bed tonight, but I would have access to the house. That was the most important part. My plan would never work if all I was doing was bedding the woman of my dreams. There was much more to it.
I had arrived at school early, not entirely because of Scarlet, but also because I needed to do the overdue homework that Mr. Smith would undoubtedly hold me back after class for if I didn’t turn it in. I was smarter this time, and the events that had plagued me this week weren’t going to diminish my drive to succeed. If anything, the struggle had filtered out what was truly important in my life. I could thank poverty for that.
I breezed through classes, eagerly awaiting the confrontation that I would have after school with Scarlet. She still acted coy about fucking me, but I knew she would tonight. Girls like her try to act shy, but I can tell when they’re dying for a go with me. I wasn’t ugly. In fact, I knew myself to be quite the opposite. Maddie had been obsessed with me, and I felt a similar vibe from Scarlet.
She was still many leagues above me, which is why I could safely say that I was hitting a home run by getting her to fall for me. If I had known that it would be this simple, then I wouldn’t have crept in the shadows like some sort of stalker the whole time I knew about her.
She made me feel more powerful, but less sure of what I needed to do. There was something eating at the back of my mind, telling me to let it go and pursue something long-term with her, but I silenced it the moment it came up. I had a plan, and I intended to stick to it. Love was a façade anyway.
I turned in my homework at the end of Mr. Smith’s class, the previous week’s homework stapled to the back of it. I wasn’t sure if he was going to count it, but it was better than doing nothing. I had to win favor with the teachers here if I was going to improve my life. I felt motivated to do that for some reason.
Alright, I knew the reason. It was Scarlet. Ever since we had gotten involved, I felt like I had to achieve so much more in life, like I was trying to impress her. I wasn’t even sure if she would be impressed by me, but I tried harder anyway. I kept telling myself it was only to get into her head so that I could use her, but I knew, deep down inside, that there was more to it.
Emotions are a tricky thing. I knew that much already. After my father had killed himself, I had no control over any of the emotions I had felt. I cried myself to sleep every night and spent the days in anger at him and everyone who had ever wronged him. I was an uncontrollable ball of emotions until I finally figured out how to stuff them all down inside and lock them away in a forgotten place. That worked out better for me.
I began to improve after that. I used the anger to fuel my life and plans for revenge. Simple things that I would have never thought about before had become overwhelmingly difficult, but I had the strength to overcome them. My father’s death made me the man I was today, but I wasn’t all the way complete. I needed to take care of my mother, to lead our family back into success and wealth, and I was going to use Scarlet to do it.
Once the end-of-school bell rang, I scrambled to get my stuff together and go outside before anyone else got out. I wanted to be there, waiting for Scarlet when she left school. I needed to drill into her tonight that we were going to have sex at her place. The sex part wasn’t the most important, but I suspected it was the only way she would let someone as poor as me have access to her expensive home.
I paced back and forth outside the front of the building, squinting in the glaring evening sun as I felt beads of sweat form on my hairline. For how late into summer it was, it was still relentlessly hot outside. I could barely stand it, but I wasn’t going to go back inside and risk missing Scarlet.
After what felt like ages but was probably only a few minutes, people began flooding out of the building. Scarlet took her time coming out, as usual, but once she did step out of the front door, she spotted me immediately. I knew that she had been looking for me, because she walked right up to me with a satisfied smile on her face.
“Hey there,” she said, her voice probably flirtier than she realized.
Yep, this was going to be easy. I unbuttoned the top button of my shirt, letting the tattoos I had on my chest peek out. “Hey, are we taking your car or mine?”
She recoiled, cocking her head with a half-smile, half-frown. “What do you mean?”
“You’re going to take me to your place tonight,” I said, not giving her room for debate.
She laughed. “You seem awfully sure about that,” she replied, messing with her jet-black hair. She was unable to hide her attraction toward me. This might be even easier than I thought it would be.
“Yes, I am sure about that. I’d like to show you something,” I said.
“What is that?” She asked.
“I think I’d catch a case if I showed you out here on school grounds, don’t you think?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at her.
She laughed again, going along with my flirting. “Aren’t we moving too fast?” She asked, but I knew that she was just testing me. She wanted me to break through the wall that she was putting up. It wasn’t like I had never dealt with this before.
I held out a hand. “Hey, I never said we were going to do anything you weren’t comfortable with. I’d just like to hang out for a bit.”
She knew just as well as I did where this would lead. The choice she made now would seal her fate. Either she was going to be screwed, literally, or I would be figuratively screwed. I waited, maintaining my calm demeanor even though I was screaming inside for her to just give in already and take me to her place.
She flashed a smile. “I’ll drive, because I don’t want my parents seeing your car in the driveway.”
“Are they home?” I asked.
“Probably not, but they’re a little unpredictable. I think they went out for the week without telling me.”
“Sounds like the perfect week to me,” I replied, silently celebrating in my head. This was going to be too easy. With nobody home but Scarlet and I, the entire house was going to be at my fingertips when she went to sleep.
“Sounds like you need to behave yourself. You’re just coming over to hang out,” she cautioned.
“Of course,” I said, knowing that wasn’t the case. I wasn’t nearly that stupid.
Scarlet took my hand in hers, leading me away from the school and to her car. Her touch was so soft and so lovely that I almost forgot to hate her. It was funny how that worked.




Chapter 17
Scarlet
I knew what Dylan was after, and I was tempting fate by bringing him over to my house. He had his hand on my thigh the entire way there, creeping it up my skirt slowly until we arrived. When I pulled into the driveway, his hand was playing with the edge of my panties, making me wetter than I had ever been.
Fuck, if things continued like this, I wouldn’t even make it to the bedroom before I was naked, and he was inside of me. The feels he was giving me were that intense. I doubted that this would end in another way.
My parents weren’t home, which was a blessing. I was afraid that in all the excitement, they would come and interrupt us, killing a beautiful moment. Currently, they were still out on their getaway, probably more to do with business than anything else. They weren’t terribly keen on taking any real vacations. Even when they did end up on a beach somewhere, it was usually to meet with some oil tycoon and do business.
Out of sight, out of mind. I didn’t have to worry about them tonight, so I was free to enjoy the house fully with Dylan. I could tell he was eager to get to the action, but I wanted to take things slower. This probably wasn’t his first time, but for me it was.
“Do you want a tour of the house?” I asked him as I unlocked the door.
He nodded enthusiastically.
I was surprised by this, because I had assumed that he was going to jump on me and take me right in the hallway as soon as we got inside. Clearly, he was more of a gentleman than I thought he was.
I let us both in and slipped out of my shoes at the door, leaving my socks on because it was always just a little bit too cold in the house. My mother kept the A/C on full blast during the summer, even as the weather began to cool down.
“Wow,” I heard Dylan exclaim from behind me. I turned to see him standing at the doorway, his hands planted on his small hips, marveling at his surroundings.
I laughed. “If you like the hallway so much, you’re really going to enjoy my bedroom.”
He didn’t seem to get my joke. He just kept ogling at the decorations in the hallway.
I was surprised by his behavior even though I shouldn’t have been. He lived in a trailer park, and I lived in one of the nicest houses in the entire state. I was used to having guests over that were far wealthier than I was, so seeing him admiring the place with such awe humbled me. I should have been more grateful for the life I had.
“Do you want anything to drink?” I asked him, waving a hand in front of his face.
Dylan snapped out of his daze, shaking his head lightly and looking at me. “It’s amazing in here,” he said.
I chuckled. “I asked you if you wanted anything to drink. Maybe juice or a soda?”
He nodded. “Juice is fine,” he said, then continued to look around.
I decided to leave him to go to the kitchen. I could use a drink myself, and it would take him ages to get to the kitchen with all the nice stuff in the halls on the way. He could enjoy the scenery while I prepared something for both of us. Maybe by that time we would have settled down a bit.
I walked to the kitchen, weaving around white couches and rooms full of exotic spectacles on the way there. I never stopped to look at any of the stuff that we had, but Dylan’s fascination with it made me take a second look as I passed through a room with hand-made silk carpets and the skeletons of some long-extinct animals for display on the tables. It was like living in a museum at some points.
I got to the kitchen and went to the tall silver fridge, pulling it open and searching the many shelves for my favorite juice. I was sure that Dylan wouldn’t care what kind we drank, so I picked the same one for both of us. It was grape – simple flavor, but my absolute favorite. Plus, it was 100% juice, which I liked to think was healthier than the corn syrup and water mixtures that we also had. To be truthful though, they both held next to zero nutritional value.
I grabbed too wide crystal glasses out of the cabinet and sat them down on the sparkling granite countertop. A lot of the rooms used marble, but I never really liked the stuff. There was so much more that you could do with granite. This particular countertop was a black one with flecks of actual gold in it.
The grape juice splashed into the perfectly clear glass, staining it a deep rosy-purple as it bubbled up the sides. I poured both of them equally, taking time to make sure they were indistinguishable from each other. Not that it mattered, but my obsessive behavior told me to make them perfect.
I called Dylan, but he didn’t answer. He was probably still to wrapped up in the house to acknowledge me. I laughed to myself, shaking my head and picking up both glasses. I carried them out of the kitchen and through the house, searching for Dylan.
Finally, I found him in the room that held my mother’s jewelry. This wasn’t stuff that she wore but was what she kept on display to show off to any woman who happened to come over. I thought it to be vain, but if I had that much jewelry, there would be no way I could get around to wearing it all.
“Looking for something to buy me?” I teased as I entered the room.
Dylan, having been bent over to examine a necklace, shot up, his cheeks turning pink. “I was just looking,” he blurted.
“I know that. Relax, I don’t think you’re going to steal something,” I said. I knew that he probably still thought I was an uppity rich girl, but hopefully this house visit would change his mind. At the very least, I was about to blow it.
“Is that for me?” Dylan asked, pointing to the second glass of grape juice in my hand.
“It certainly is,” I said, handing it over to him.
He took a sip, and his eyes widened. “Fuck,” he said after swallowing. “It’s actually grape juice.”
I laughed. “Yeah. You don’t like it?”
He shook his head. “It’s not that. I like it, but I’m so used to the purple stuff you buy in gallon jugs at the store that I had forgotten what real grape juice tasted like.”
Damn, I wasn’t expecting him to be this far from the life I was used to. It brought me down a huge step in the ladder mentally to realize that people really lived so differently than I did. I smiled at him, raising my glass. “Well, let’s enjoy some of the finer things in life, together.”
“I can drink to that,” he replied, holding up his glass with me.
“Cheers,” I said, and drank down all the juice at once.




Chapter 18
Scarlet
By the time we made it to the bedroom, Dylan had finally grown accustomed to the fancy surrounding and was beginning to focus on me again. His eyes followed my ass up the stairs as I led him to the room. Both of us knew what was going down the minute I got inside, but he was the one who took the lead.
A felt his hand around my waist as I closed the door, but inside of pulling me toward his large frame, he moved me up against the wall and pressed me into it. His face came within an inch of mine, staring me down with such intensity that I had to do something to break through it.
“Kiss me,” I said as I looked into his eyes.
He smirked. “What makes you think I came here to do that?”
I shrugged. “You seem to want it.”
Dylan reached for my skirt, but this time he didn’t trace his finger up my thigh. In one swift motion, he yanked it up, exposing my panties to a gust of fresh air. His hand came down between my legs while his expression remained unwavering.
I gasped as a shockwave ran through my body, radiating from where he was touching me. My heart sped up, my calms got cold and sweaty, and I began to lose focus of my surroundings. I was thrilled and overwhelmed by his touch, but there was more to come. He didn’t stop at that.
With his other hand, he snaked his way up my blouse, finding my bra and pushing underneath it to take a breast in his large hand. He squeezed it hard until I squeaked, not from the pain, but from the extra jolt of sensation in my body. I couldn’t keep myself quiet when he was making me feel so good.
“You like that?” He asked, rubbing his fingers between my legs.
I could barely breathe enough to get the words out of my mouth. “Yes,” I uttered, and that was all I could say.
My lips were met with his as he rubbed my juices into my panties, soaking my underwear to the point where I felt the need to pull them off. I was so wet that it was uncomfortable to wear clothes. I needed something, but I had never done this before. I allowed my instincts to take over, the steady beat that I rode throughout my day fading into the background. It was time.
Dylan took his hand from between my legs only long enough to tear down my panties. Then, he placed his hand on my bare flesh, feeling the wetness in his fingers. He plunged two fingers inside of me, kissing me deeper as he gifted me with pleasure that I could never achieve on my own. Sure, I masturbated regularly, but this was something else entirely.
Waves of pure delight coursed through my body, elevating me to a place that I wanted to stay at forever. That was, until it started to feel even better than that. Now, I was floating on cloud nine, pleasure rushing through every cell in my body, and this was only the beginning.
I felt Dylan’s hot breath on my ear. “You’re going to give it all to me, Scarlet. Get on the bed.” He didn’t leave much room for me to do that. Instead, he scooped me up in his arms and threw me several feet onto my king-sized bed. I landed with a soft thud on the foam mattress, lifting my head up and blowing the strands of hair our of my face to see Dylan rushing toward me, throwing off his clothes until he was completely naked.
He stood at the front of the bed, breathing heavily. His energy radiated from where he stood – powerful, masculine, and sexual. I was excited more than I was when I ripped around the city at a thousand miles per hour. I felt in more danger than I did then, with Dylan’s large, muscular body able to control me in whatever way he pleased. That turned me on too.
“Take your clothes off,” he demanded, standing stoic like a Greek statue at the foot of the bed.
I looked down, realizing that I still had my blouse and bra on. I unbuttoned the wrinkled linen and tossed it on the floor, dropping my bra off in front of me before I had the chance to start feeling self-conscious. While I was a bit embarrassed to expose myself to the giant man in front of me, my excitement and horniness took over and I felt fine being naked.
Dylan leaped onto the bed the moment I was fully nude, his cock rising like a staff and swinging in front of me. He was huge, and seemingly about to explode in my face if I didn’t get that thing inside of me soon. While I wouldn’t have shied away from sucking him off, I suspected that he wanted a lot more than that. I would give it to him gladly, for it was I that got the real pleasure from all of this. He was too gorgeous for me to keep my hands off of.
Dylan leaned over me, hovering on two thick forearms while taking in my naked body with his vibrant eyes. His gaze danced across my skin, lingering at my breasts longer than anywhere else. He reached his hand to my breast and gave it a firm squeeze, then gently pinched my nipple, tugging on it lightly.
I moaned at his touch, urging him to do more to me. My legs were already wide open, and he kneeled between them with his cock hanging just low enough to graze against my slick entrance with every movement he made. It drove me wild, and I rose my hips to feel him more.
Dylan lowered his body onto mine as my hands clasped around his wide back and pulled him down. His cock felt hot against my skin, and very stiff. I wanted him inside me as soon as I could have him, and I didn’t have to wait long. He pressed his cock against my pussy, using one hand to hold it and rub it against the opening, then pushed it in just a little.
I gasped as the head of his cock spread me, stretching my pussy for the first time. I dug my nails into his back as he slid inside, going much deeper and stretching me much more than I thought he could. He was large, but I wasn’t expecting it to feel this tight inside of me. I was floored.
“Relax,” he said into my ear, moving in and out slowly.
His cock rubbed the inside of my pussy, sending chills and pleasure through my body once again. I quickly went from being overwhelmed by his size, to be overwhelmed by pleasure. I couldn’t keep my mouth shut even if I wanted to. My moans echoed around the room with increasing volume as he picked up speed. My legs wrapped around his waist as he drove himself deep inside of me, pounding hard and fast as his own pleasure increased.
I was looking up at the ceiling, but it felt like I was floating in space. My body bounced against the softness of the crisp white sheets below me as new waves of pleasure entered my body through Dylan. I was close to the peek, and it frightened me just a little. It was so intense and wonderful that I legitimately thought that I could pass out from it.
In an instant, I was there. It was a mind-numbing explosion of ecstasy brought on by the quick and steady movement of Dylan’s hips and he thrust his cock inside of me. I came hard around him, squeezing his staff and crying out in delight as my body was overtaken by heavy waves of bliss. Everything was perfect, and that was the way it was always meant to be. After this, I wouldn’t be able to let go of Dylan.
He came after me, pumping his seed into my body and groaning deep in his throat. I watched his face contort in an expression of pleasure that could have equally been used to express agony as he finished inside of me. Once he had finished, he rolled off of me, laying on his back and panting as I gazed up at the ceiling, feeling pure and complete now.
I was at peace as I closed my eyes and listened to Dylan’s heavy breathing.




Chapter 19
Dylan
Scarlet’s pale breasts rose and fell in a gentle rhythm in the moonlight as I slowly climbed out of bed and gathered my clothes from the floor. I almost didn’t want to leave, but I had a goal that couldn’t be sacrificed for something as fleeting as passion. Tonight, I was going to ruin Scarlet.
I had scoped out the house earlier, before Scarlet had caught me in the jewelry room and brought me upstairs to make love to her. There were so many things in this house that I could take, and there would ultimately be no proof that I was the one who had snatched them.
Why?
Because I wouldn’t be taking anything on display. In the morning, Scarlet would never know that I had stolen a thing. I would pawn off the stolen goods and ghost her at the same time., leaving her heartbroken and confused as to where she had gone wrong. The plan was working so well, that I almost felt bad for her.
I crept down the stairs into the house after I had put my clothes back on. If I did have to run, it was better not to be prancing through the neighborhood naked. That would add a whole new level of complexity to this that I didn’t need.
My eyes quickly adjusted to the darkness. I was used to it from working outside late into the night. Scarlet was right to be afraid of the dark, but not for the reasons she expected. The only monster that was lurking in her house during the night was me.
I opened up my bookbag on the ground in front of a dresser that I had discovered gold trinkets inside of one of the less-used rooms in the house. It seemed like everything in here was worth a fortune, so it wouldn’t be a big issue to snatch a few things that nobody would miss. I had wanted to do so much more to ruin this family, but I thought to take it easy now. Breaking Scarlet’s heart and funding the rest of my education was going to be good enough.
I picked up a few heavy items that looked expensive and dropped them into my bag. They clinked against each other loudly, but I was far away from the bedroom. I wasn’t going to wake Scarlet up from downstairs.
I made my way to the next room in the house, searching through the drawers for more valuables that likely wouldn’t be missed. I felt a little bad for Scarlet after all that we had been through together. She wasn’t anything like I had expected her to be, and it was a damn shame that she was so good in bed. It made this a lot harder than it had to be.
I sighed as I dumped more expensive items into my bag. I would miss her for sure. I didn’t want to have to do this, but my father hadn’t died in vain. I needed to avenge him and pay for school. I had to think about my mother too, who was stuck at home, cooking up cheap food just to keep the skin on our bones. It was a terrible way to live, and she deserved better. I would put her over Scarlet any day.
Why, then, did I feel a pang of guilt every time I heard the clink of a new item being tossed into my bookbag? Was I really this much of a weakling that I couldn’t pull off a simple robbery because I had caught feelings for the girl whose house I was robbing? It was pathetic.
I shook my head and carried on with the task at hand. I couldn’t turn back now, but as my bag grew heavier, so did my guilt. Soon, it weighed on me like a thousand-pound anchor, making it hard to even move to the next room. I was in a state of agonizing internal conflict, and there was no easy way out.
I had two choices. Either I could starve to death and fail my family, but continue to pursue the woman of my dreams, or I could abandon her and live the life I was meant to have. It shouldn’t have been so difficult for me, but it was. I felt almost silly standing there in her house after she had trusted me enough to let me sleep over. Was I any better than her father, robbing from someone who had done nothing to me?
I didn’t have time to relive the disaster that was my father’s final moments, but images of the bloody scene flashed in my head, nonetheless. I shook them out, pulling my bag to the next room. That was enough. I needed to finish this before Scarlet caught me.
My hand hovered over another precious item in yet another beautifully crafted drawer. I couldn’t do it. This wasn’t right.
I cursed myself under my breath for being this weak, and I hauled the bag back to the previous room. I had to put all this stuff back. I had to find another way out of this. There had to be a better way.
I began throwing contents from the bag back into the drawers, putting little effort into making them look how they did before. My memory wasn’t good enough for that, and I doubted anyone would even notice as long as I didn’t break anything.
I was almost done putting everything back when a light came on in the room.




Chapter 20
Scarlet
I knew something was wrong the moment I opened my eyes. I had the feeling in my gut, but I didn’t want it to be right when looked beside me and saw Dylan had left the bed. This was bad, and I was already beginning to regret bringing that man into my house.
I jumped up out of bed, grabbing my robe and tying it the belt around my waist tightly. I looked toward the bathroom, but I already knew that he wasn’t there. There was no yellow light shining from underneath the door to indicate that he was just cleaning up or using the toilet. I had a huge problem.
I walked silently across the bedroom, swinging open my bedroom door and peering down the staircase into the darkness. I was afraid to go down there without turning the lights on, but I didn’t want to alert Dylan to the fact that I was onto him. I wanted to catch him in the act.
I tiptoed down the stairs, using the pads on the front of my feet to reduce the noise I made. I wasn’t very large, so I barely made noise at all as I crept down into the darkness. I could hear my heart beating wildly in my chest, and I was afraid that Dylan would be able to hear it as well. It was that loud.
I heard noises coming from one of the rooms, and I was relieved to hear that it wasn’t the jewelry room. Maybe Dylan had just gone to the kitchen to get a snack or something to drink. That would have eased my worries immensely, but as I flicked on the light in the first room, I learned that it wasn’t the case.
“What are you doing?” I asked, seeing a fully-clothed Dylan bending over an opened dresser with a small gold trinket in his hand.
He shot straight up, looking back at me with guilt written all over his tragically handsome face. “I was putting them back,” he blurted, tossing the trinket into the dresser. “I swear, I was returning them.”
I felt tears welling up behind my eyes. I should have been angry, but I was more disappointed and saddened by what I was seeing. Dylan, the man that I was falling in love with, was trying to rob my house. I had trusted him, and now, I was paying the price for that.
“After all this,” I said, my voice trembling, “You are betraying me?”
Dylan came up to me with his hands out in front of him, shaking his head. His eyebrows were titled back in distress. “No, I swear to you, Scarlet. I didn’t mean for it to be this way. I didn’t want this.”
“Then why did you do this?” I asked, holding up a hand to keep him from grabbing me.
“I had to,” he said.
“You had to betray me? What kind of a man are you?” My voice was beginning to grow angry as I felt the tears flow from my face.
“A poor man,” he said, shaking his head. “A poor man conflicted between love and getting out of poverty.”
“You could have asked for help,” I spat, thinking about how insane he sounded right now. “You were mean to me from the beginning. I thought you were being nice now. I thought we had something special, but you couldn’t keep yourself from fucked me over. You’re a monster,” I said, my teeth clenching together and grinding against each other.
“I did this because your family stole from me,” Dylan said, his voice rising to match my anger. “You don’t know my story.”
“Then tell me,” I shouted. “You’ve gone this whole time hiding things from me and you won’t even explain yourself to me when you’re caught red-handed. Why are you doing this?” I begged. I needed him to have a reason. Even now, I wanted to forgive his stupidity, but I didn’t know if I would be able to. He had gone too far this time.
Dylan hung his head low, muttering something under his breath.
“Excuse me?” I said, trying to get a look at his face.
“I said, you can blame you father for this,” he said, bringing his head up and speaking more clearly.
“My father?” I asked, confused. “What does he have to do with this?”
Dylan laughed, his voice cold and bitter. “It happened years ago. My father was a businessman just like yours, but not nearly as ruthless. He was put out of business by your father, and now I’m taking back what is ours.”
I crossed my arms. “You can’t steal from people just people your father went out of business. I’m sure he can rebuild,” I said, not seeing the sense in all this.
“He’s dead, actually,” Dylan said, cocking his head to the side and glaring at me. “He committed suicide, and I’ve been struggling every fucking day to get through it. Life used to be easy, like yours. Now, it’s hell, and I have to do what I have to do to put food on the table.”
I was taken aback by his words, but I could tell that he wasn’t lying. He was hurt, and badly. I knew my father to be cruel when it came to business. He never considered the consequences of what he did, and this was one of them. He had gone too far, cut too deep, and now, a man was dead, and his son was here trying to steal from us.
“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.
“I didn’t think you would care. Your father certainly didn’t,” Dylan said, shrugged. “I’m not going to steal from you. I made a mistake, but I suppose it’s too late to say sorry now.”
“You could start with that,” I said, wiping a tear from my eye.
Dylan looked at me, his eyes intense and unwavering. “Scarlet, I’m sorry. I’ve been rude to you, mean, uncaring, and deceitful. I understand if you don’t forgive me, but I want you to know that even though I made this mess, the feelings that I have for you are real.”
I held back. I didn’t know whether to laugh or to cry. He was so fucking stupid sometimes. We could have worked all this out in the beginning if he had just talked to me normally, but now I had to be the one to cast the final stone. The judgment was on me. I had to make a choice whether to take him back or to throw him to the cops.
In retrospect, the choice was obvious, but I really struggled with it then. Standing there, eyes locked with the man of my dreams, and I was reluctant to forgive a mistake. Of all the crazy shit we have to go through in life, this one really took the cake.
I dropped my tense shoulders and held out my arms. “Come here, you great big asshole.”
Dylan swopped into my arms, squeezing me so tightly that I thought my ribcage would shatter. He sobbed on my shoulder, crying ugly tears as I petted his head. He wasn’t so scary after all. There was no need to be scared of the dark.




Chapter 21
Scarlet
I had Dylan sleep in my room, but I kept a close eye on him, waking up throughout the night to make sure he hadn’t crept off into the night, taking everything expensive in the house with him. He slept like an angel, barely moving. He was probably exhausted from everything that had happened, and so was I. It had been one hell of a night.
I woke up bleary-eyed but happy that Dylan had stayed the night. There was so much more for me to understand about him, but we had broken through a significant wall, and what had been holding us back previously now seemed to be out of the way.
“I’m going to talk to my father about this,” I said as I got dressed that morning.
Dylan was pulling up his pants when I spoke. He stopped mid-thigh and his head snapped toward me. “About me?” He asked, looking worried.
“You’re not in trouble,” I said, shaking my head. “I just want him to be aware of what he did, and I want to make this right. Maybe he can give you a job or something.”
“Or, like, a million dollars,” Dylan suggested, pulling up his pants all the way.
I chuckled. “Don’t be dramatic. I’m going to help you, is my point.”
“I really appreciate that,” he replied. “I don’t know what I’m going otherwise. My uncle retired and I had been working for him. I was out of money.”
I was starting to see more of his story. It was tragic and way more difficult than I had imagined it to be. I admired him even more now than I did before. I wasn’t just a hard-working man, but a tough and damn resilient one as well. I liked him far more than anyone else I had met before, not to mention he was great in bed.
I came up to him, planting a kiss on his cheek and leaned back, looking into his eyes. “You’re my hero.”
“Even after all this?” He asked.
“Yes, even after all this,” I answered.
I turned my head to the window, hearing the sound of a car rolling into the driveway. Fuck, my parents were coming home already. I wasn’t expecting them home this early.
“You have to leave,” I said, shooing Dylan toward the window. “Go out the window.”
“What?” He asked, stumbling back.
“My parents are home. You need to sneak out.”
“I’ll break my neck jumping out the window,” he claimed, looking through the glass.
I laughed. “Well, then I guess you’re not going to be sleeping over again any time soon.” I pulled open the window, fresh morning air spilling into my room.
Dylan leaned out the window, looking down. He shrugged. “I guess it’s not that bad but give me a kiss in case I become a cripple from this,” he said, puckering his lips at me.
I kissed him, then threw his book bag out of the window into the grass below. “Go,” I demanded as I heard the front door open downstairs.
Dylan winked at me, then leaped out of the window, landing with a heavy thud on the dewy grass. He smiled up at me, holding his thumb up, then took off sprinting away from the house.
It occurred to me that he didn’t have a car to get himself back, but he didn’t seem terribly bothered. I would go pick him up after I talked with my parents. A man his size would be hard to find walking along the side of the road toward the trailer park.
I blew him a kiss, then left the window, dashing out of the room to greet my parents downstairs.
“I thought you might still be sleeping,” my father said as I came down the hall.
“I just woke up, actually,” I said, rubbing the crust from my eyes.
“Well, this might wake you up,” he said, putting his arm around my mother. “We have some news.”
“What news?” I asked, looking at them both smiling at me. If I was being honest, it was a bit creepy.
My father looked around the hall, seeming the examine the place. “It’s about time we find something nicer than this old house, don’t you think?”
I shrugged. “It seems alright to me.”
He chuckled. “How does a little snowy weather sound to you?”
“You mean like a vacation? I could use a break from this heat,” I replied.
“Not quite. You see, I made a deal on an oil pipeline, but the investors want me down there to run the business. It would be in our best interest to move,” he said, squeezing my mother’s shoulder.
“Move?” I asked, dumbfounded. I was just starting to fall in love with a guy and they wanted to uproot us from our home and take me to some frigid oil pipeline? No way.
“Yes, move. We’re planning on heading out there next month. There is a school there that we would like to send you to so that you can finish,” he explained.
I shook my head. “I don’t want to go.”
They both look surprised. “You have to go,” my mother said.
“I’m an adult, so technically I don’t,” I replied, crossing my arms.
My father frowned. “Why don’t you want to go?”
I sighed. “Dad, can I talk to you in private for a minute?”
My father looked at my mother and shrugged. “I don’t see why not. Let’s go to my office. We can have a chat there.”
I followed my father to the office, leaving my mother in the hallway. I was going to explain Dylan’s situation to him and pray that he was feeling generous enough to help him out. It was important to me to do this, even if I did end up having to leave without him.




Chapter 22
Dylan
The sun was growing hotter against my back as sweat trickled down the side of my face. I should have drunk some water before I left. It was going to take several hours to get back home, and I wasn’t certain that I would even make it without dying in the boiling sun.
God, what I wouldn’t do to be in some snowy climate right about now.
The familiar roar of Scarlet’s car interrupted my thoughts as she pulled up beside me. I knew cars quite well from having worked with them so long, so it was easy to recognize hers even before she nearly squashed me with it.
A window came down in the car, and Scarlet shouted something at me. I shook my head, unable to hear her, but opened the passenger’s side door and slid into the seat beside her. I slammed the door, and we were back on the road in a second, barreling down the tight streets like there was no tomorrow.
“I have something to tell you,” Scarlet said, her eyes wide and urgent.
“Yes?” I asked, growing nervous that she had somehow changed her mind about me in the thirty minutes that I had been away. I had fucked up pretty bad last night, but I didn’t intend to do it again. Scarlet had been far more forgiving than I deserved.
“I know it’s going to be a lot for you to take in, but bear with me,” she said. “This is going to be good for everyone, I hope.”
I nodded, glancing from her to the road that she was flying down, then back at her.
“My father is trying to move us out to some frozen wasteland because he signed a deal with an oil company, and they want him down there. Here’s the catch though. I told him I wasn’t going to go unless he gave you and your mother a job there and paid for your school.”
“What?” I asked, not believing this. It seemed incredible, and probably too good to be true.
“Hear me out,” she said. “My father wants to keep up an image, and if I’m not happy, it makes the family look bad. Plus, he does feel bad about your father. He wants to make it up to you. Now, you don’t have to forgive him, but I want you to come with us.”
She was right that this was a lot to take in. My head was spinning from all this, but at the end of the day, I would agree to anything if it meant that I could stay with Scarlet. I had never met another woman like her, and if I was being honest, I didn’t think I ever would. I couldn’t lose her.
I nodded my head, looking at her intently. “I’ll go to the end of the earth with you, Scarlet.”
She laughed. “That’s basically where we’re going.”
I placed a hand on her thigh as she drove me to the school where my car was. “I’m here for it, but you should probably meet my mom before we ship her off with us. She has no clue that you exist.”
Scarlet laughed and shook her head up and down. “That would be a good idea.”




Chapter 23
Scarlet & Dylan
Scarlet stood at the bottom of the slope, waiting for Dylan to arrive at the bottom. They had both spent the entire evening after school skiing, an activity that they had both found great enjoyment since moving to a much colder location than their previous city.
Dylan raced down the hill but was still slower than the daredevil Scarlet. He nearly fell as he hit the bottom of the slope and leveled out, coming to a stop just a foot in front of Scarlet. He took off his goggles and smiled at her, his teeth shining nearly as white as the snow itself. “You’re always faster than me,” he said, amazed that she had still managed to make it down faster than him, despite how faster he had been going.
“You’re just a slowpoke,” she teased, flipping her long black hair in the cold air as she gazed at the man she loved with icy blue eyes.
“I bet I could beat you back to the cabin,” he said, removing his skis.
“Try me,” she replied, taking off before he had the chance to get ready.
“That’s cheating,” he called out after her, but she didn’t stop. She knew that if she let him catch up, he would be able to outrun her. The only way she would beat him is if she got a head start.
It had been three months since the couple had moved to the snowcapped mountains to start a new life together. Scarlet’s father had given Dylan a part-time job with a generous income and had paid for his school in full.
Dylan had felt more than a little foolish about holding onto his pain for so long without talking about it, but he was quickly moving on now that he was falling in love with Scarlet. She seemed to be the perfect woman for him, and she thought the same about him. They were inseparable, and they wanted it no other way.
They spent their days at school, and their evenings on the slopes until it got too dark out to ski. Then, they would head back to the cabin to make love and get ready to go home. It was a wonderful life to live, and now that neither of them had to worry about money, they lived to their fullest.
When they arrived back at the cabin, Scarlet could tell that Dylan was nervous about something, and it wasn’t just because he had lost the race to get there. That only meant that she got to be on top when they got to the bedroom. There was clearly something else on his mind.
“Scarlet,” he said as they entered the cabin and shook the snow off their coats.
“Yes?” She asked.
“I want to tell you something,” Dylan said, biting his lower lips.
Scarlet looked him up and down. He looked as sexy as ever, and that lip bite made her want to jump on him and shag him right there in the hallway. “Tell me,” she urged.
He took a deep breath. “I love you.”
She was surprised that he was saying this now, but she had felt it coming since their fateful night in the old house. She had been falling in love with him since the moment she crashed her car into his, and yet, it had taken this long to get to the point where she would admit it to him.
A thousand nights in his bed wouldn’t mean a thing if it wasn’t for love. She knew that and was happy that he had finally spoken the words that she longed to hear. She looked into his eyes, lost in the splendor of his words.
“Dylan,” she said, stepping closer to him. “I love you too.”
The End.
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More by Bella King
Bully Her: A Dark High School Bully Romance
I watched in horror as the woman across from me slammed down her fifth shot, barely able to keep from vomiting as the cold liquid burned her throat. She was a small woman, with glossy brown eyes and a face that begged to please the leader of our group.
Megan wasn’t pleased, though. She shook her head and read out the next card in the deck. “Ava,” she snapped, turning to me. “What year was Palm Valley founded?”
That was easy enough to answer. It was engraved in a plaque in the center of the quad and was printed on every uniform shirt that the school produced. I was even wearing one of them now. I snuck a peek down at my shirt, double-checking the date on it.
1891, just as I remembered it.
I straightened my back, looking around at the expectant faces sitting cross-legged in the circle, then at the liter of frozen vodka that stood menacingly in the middle. I didn’t want to take another shot of that stuff. It was stronger than anything I had tried before, and it burned my insides as it moved down. I could still feel the first shot I took sizzling in my stomach, dissolving the delicate lining that protected it.
This was what all the women did after they turned 18 at Palm Valley Academy. It was completely off the records, but it had been going on for decades according to Megan, who was the student body president.
It was noon on an hour-long lunch break when me and eleven other women gathered in an abandoned bathroom at school to take part in the age-old ritual as we crossed into adulthood. The thing was, I was already 19, but I had just got to Palm Valley, and so I had to complete the ritual in order to be accepted among the ranks. I was quickly discovering the pecking order at this school, and I can’t say that I approved of it.
“1891.” My voice rang out confidently, but my shoulders were still bunched up in anticipation.
Megan’s laughter bounced off the walls of the tiled bathroom, her throaty voice loud and obnoxious. “I said Palm Valley, not Palm Valley Academy.” She looked around at the other women as though they were in on the joke, but none of them laughed. They all looked terrified to be the next one in line for these trick questions.
I groaned. “Palm Valley could mean anything then. That’s not fair,” I blurted, pushing away a shot that had already been poured for me by one the glossy brown-eyed girl.
Megan’s face fell, turning from a sinister smile to an even more sinister scowl. “Drink the shot, Ava,” she demanded, her voice deep and serious.
“It’s nasty. Why are we even doing this?” I protested.
The other women looked terrified that I would cross Megan, but I didn’t know any better at the time. If I did, I would have downed the shot with no questions asked. It would have made my life a hell of a lot easier.
“If you don’t drink it, you can’t be an adult,” she said, her voice quivering slightly.
I should have seen that as a sign of rage, but to me, it looked like weakness, so I continued to challenge her. “I’m 19. I am an adult, whether you say I am or not. I’m older than you are,” I said, throwing my hands up.
Megan smiled at me, her lips shaking like they were struggling to maintain their position on her face. She fluttered her eyelids. “Ava, if you don’t take the shot, I’m literally going to make the rest of your time here at Palm Valley Academy the worst time of your life.”
I doubted that. I had been through a lot at my last school, from bullies to deaths in the family. I was no stranger to tough times, and in my last school, it was the one who threw the punches that came out on top, not the one who submitted.
That was how I got kicked out, actually. I punched a bully so hard in his face that I broke his nose. I would have gotten away with it too if it weren’t for the principal standing twenty feet away when it happened. Oh yeah, and it was all on camera.
I rolled my eyes at Megan but snatched the shot out of the glossy brown-eyed girl’s hand. Some of it sloshed onto my black pleated uniform skirt, but I ignored it, tossing back the shot like it was nothing more than water.
Megan’s face melted back into the perfect doll-like pleasantness that it usually was. She was one of the most attractive women at the school on the outside, but I could already see that her insides were rotten to the core, like a tomato that had sat too long on the shelf and had been forgotten, only to be picked up by some unfortunate sap and rendered into a pile of stinking mush.
“There, happy?” I said, placing the shot glass back into the center of the circle.
“That wasn’t so hard,” Megan said in a half-whisper, then turned to the next girl. “Mindy, it’s time for you to tell me what the original school uniform colors were.”
The vodka that I had ingested bubbled in my stomach. I felt like I was going to puke already, and I was only two shots in. At this rate, I was going to be wasted before lunch break was over, but I suspected that was Megan’s intentions. All of the questions were intentionally difficult so that we would have to make a fool of ourselves. It was a sick display of power.
I knew that Megan didn’t like me. She had singled me out early on, but what I didn’t realize was that it wasn’t for anything but my attitude. It never got me in trouble before. In fact, it was the only thing that kept me out of trouble at my last school, aside from my careless punch. Back then, you had to show attitude to keep yourself in a higher social status. Things here clearly weren’t the same. That same attitude was getting me into a world of trouble.
Megan had a pretty big stack of cards left in her hand, so I assumed this was going to go on for the rest of lunch break. That was a shame, because I was starved.
“Hey, are we going to have time for lunch today?” I asked as the next girl failed to answer the question correctly and had to take a shot.
Megan glared at me, her blue eyes turning cold. “If we finish in time, you should have a few minutes to grab something, but you’re the one who is dragging this out.”
“Alright, but I don’t really feel like drinking anymore,” I replied.
“Ava,” the glossy brown-eyed girl whispered, tugging at my blouse.
“Get off me,” I said, jerking my arm away. Perhaps I should have heeded her warning, but I didn’t feel like getting wasted with this woman in the middle of the day at school with no lunch.
“If you answer the questions correctly, then you wouldn’t have to drink,” Megan replied, pulling out the next card. “Daisy, what is the middle name of our school’s founder?”
I shook my head. I had enough of this. I thought that Megan had some kind of fun initiation in mind when she gathered us up and pulled us into the bathroom, but I had come to realize that this was a demented display of her power more so than a bonding experience. I was out.
I sprung up, my skirt billowing like a jellyfish as I rose. Everyone looked up at me as I stood up, their eyes wide with surprise and fright, all except for Megan. She looked pissed.
“I’m going to get some food. I’ll see you all later,” I said, pursing my lips together in an awkward smile and waving goodbye.
“You aren’t going anywhere,” Megan said, springing to her feet.
“Bye,” I said, turning around and waving her off.
I heard gasps behind me as I exited the bathroom. I suppose the vodka may have had something to do with my foolish courage, but I wasn’t the kind of person to tolerate treatment like that. The other women here might be terrified of Megan, but I didn’t think she was all that scary. What’s the worst she would do? Kill me?
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Edge of Hate: A Dark High School Bully Romance
“I’m sorry to tell you this, but it comes down to mail sorting or dropping out. The choice is on your shoulders,” my father said at the dinner table as he set my plate down in front of me.
I groaned. “I don’t want to work there. There has to be another option.”
He shook his head of salt and pepper hair, circling around to the other end of the table and sitting down across from me. “Nobody else is going to pay you enough to keep going to Granite Hills Academy.”
I clenched my teeth and picked at hardened skin where the sides of my fingernails met my fingers. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down.
My father tilted his head, his brown eyes taking on the same sympathetic shape as mine did when he spoke. “It won’t be forever, but I know you’re trying to get that scholarship. They just don’t pay me what they used to. You know how things have been.”
Damn right, I knew, and I hated my father’s employer for screwing him over. Instead of a promotion last year, he received a hefty pay cut. It wasn’t because they couldn’t pay him more or that he was a poor employee. It was because they chose to bring on a bunch of underqualified workers and load them full of tasks that were better suited for professionals. They started cutting salaries to afford  the switch.
I was convinced that was a surefire way to tank a business, but my father didn’t have many options in this town. It was a wealthy place, but it was small. The community was tiny, and the job opportunities were tinier. You took what you could get, or you left.
I regretted ever going to Granite Hills in the first place. My father had been so excited that he could finally send me to a better school, moving away from my hometown, where my mother had passed a few years before.
I had mixed feelings about leaving home, under the impression that we were leaving my mother behind, but she was already gone. My therapist had made it clear that we weren’t doing the wrong thing, and that it would help us heal, but I wasn’t entirely convinced. Those people are always telling you shit, but who have they lost? How would they know? I have trouble trusting anyone who hadn’t walked in my shoes, and my shoes were awfully rare.
Leaving the spirit of my mother behind helped my father. I could see it in his eyes, but that didn’t make it easier for me. I coped differently, and I felt lonely without her. I used to visit her grave after school every day, rain or shine, and sit there to tell her about my day. Now, I had nobody to tell. My father wasn’t exactly the best listener, and he also wasn’t a woman. There are some things that you can’t explain to a man.
You can’t tell a man about Atlas Montgomery, for example. Everyone thinks that Atlas is a charming young man with a bright future ahead of him playing football. He’s the team captain for the Granite Boulders, but I couldn’t give two fucks if he picked flowers after school and gave them to old ladies in the retirement home. He was a toxic person, and as two-faced as they come.
I had dealt with Atlas plenty of times in the past, but I never let him get the better of me. I took after my mother, always fighting hard and drawing hard lines in the sand that nobody dared cross. The problem was, Atlas enjoyed crossing lines. Fuck, he lived for it. Whenever he saw the opportunity to test his power, he took it. That’s how we crossed paths the first time.
When I first came to Granite Hills, I had high hopes that leaving everything behind and starting fresh would be the best thing I could do, but as I settled into my new life, I found that things weren’t as they seemed on the surface. Granite Hills wasn’t the nice wealthy neighborhood that it was depicted as, and the boys that went to the private academy weren’t the prim and proper young men they were supposed to be. They were snakes, and Atlas was the king cobra.
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Hate Lover: A Dark High School Enemies to Lovers Bully Romance
“What the fuck are you doing here?” I asked, nearly jumping out of my skin when I saw Apollo standing in the pristine white hallway of Winterlake Prep.
His thick arms were crossed, and a mean smirk marred his otherwise handsome face. He was older now than when I last saw him, around 19 years old and still as wicked as they came. His white cotton shirt was unbuttoned so low that I could see the littering of tattoos and symbols inked into his skin for eternity. His serpent green eyes danced in amusement at my surprise.
Apollo had been expelled from Winterlake last year under accusations of tampering with his grades to stay on the football team, but he, of course, denied any wrongdoing. He was never known to own up to his bad behavior, instead, letting evil things slip through the cracks of an otherwise morally sound mind.
Men like him walked the line between deplorable and irresistibly charming, with each side unable to exist without the other. Apollo was the perfect yin and yang, dancing gleefully on the thin line between good and evil. A little nudge would be all it took for him to fall off to either side, but he quite liked the middle. He thrived in grey areas.
Surprise didn’t even begin to cover how I felt upon seeing him standing in the school hallway. When you were expelled from Winterlake, there was no going back. You weren’t allowed on the grounds, much less in the damn building.
Apollo watched my face as my thoughts quickly brought me to the most unfortunate conclusion I could imagine. He was back.
“Did you miss me?” Apollo asked, uncrossing his arms and stepping forward.
I could smell the deep masculine cologne that he used, woody and dark. Somehow, it was relaxing and aggravating at the same time.
“I most certainly did not miss you,” I said, putting my hands on my wide hips. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
“Daddy has money,” Apollo answered, slowly moving the tip of his tongue over his lips.
“Your dad paid off the school to let you back?” I asked, shaking my head.
“I wasn’t talking about my father. I was referring to myself,” he replied, raising his eyebrows a few times for effect.
“You’re disgusting,” I said, scrunching up my nose. “Did they really let you back in?” I asked, not fully believing that the school would be that sleazy as to accept bribes from a simple jock like Apollo.
“I’m standing right here,” he answered with his arms stretched wide. “Larger than life, sweetheart. I can do anything I want.”
“Don’t call me that,” I said, shooting daggers through my eyes. I tried to look threatening, but I doubted that it would work against him. Normally, guys backed down when I got feisty. Apollo? He fucking lived for it.
“Sweetheart? Are you not sweet?” Apollo asked, leaving his position against the locker and walking a circle around me. “I seem to remember you begging for my cock just weeks before I left.”
I took a deep breath, trying not to crack under pressure. “I was drunk,” I said through tightly clenched teeth. My shoulders came up defensively as he walked behind me.
“Off a single glass of wine?” He mused, shaking his head. “Come on, sweetheart. You’ll have to do better than that.”
“I told you not to call me that,” I said. “I’m not your sweetheart.”
Apollo finished his circle around me and stopped to stand inches away from my face. “Alright, Georgia. That still doesn’t explain why you were so desperate to have your pretty red lips wrapped around my throbbing cock, now does it?”
I could see the reflection of my face in his large pupils. I was pissed off, and he reveled in my anger. My copper hair hung straight to my shoulders, moving like silk, no frizz, no mess. That’s how I kept it, and no amount of harassment from Apollo would change that. I needed to remain cool.
I relaxed the cramped muscles in my face, pouting out my lips just enough to appear in control of my emotions again. Apollo played a hard game, but I was used to it by now. I hadn’t forgotten how to fight back just because he had been gone for a year.
“I asked for your cock so I could slice it off,” I whispered, challenging him with a deadly stare.
He narrowed his eyes at me, allowing them to flicker down for a brief moment in submission. Yes, I could read him well. He wasn’t going to win this one. Men were so obsessed with their penises, that any threats against them would throw them off. Apollo was no different.
He stepped back. “It’s a shame we were interrupted. I would have knocked you up in an instant.”
Apollo’s baby inside my belly was an image I didn’t need in my head. I was lucky enough that my friend Cora interrupted us by accident, breaking my temporary lapse in judgment. I would have regretted having sex with him.
I blinked slowly, reminding myself that he derived pleasure from my reactions. I could let my anger loose when he wasn’t around. For now, I had to stay strong.
“I’m sure you’ll get kicked out again soon. Until then, stay out of my way,” I said, turning to leave him.
“See you later, my little Georgia peach,” Apollo said in a deep voice as I left.
I shuddered at his words, as though my body was trying desperately to shake them off, but they wouldn’t leave so easily. I was in total disbelief that Apollo was back after his year-long break from Winterlake Prep. It all seemed like a cruel joke, but I knew that security around here was tight. He couldn’t have just snuck in.
I cursed beneath my breath as I trudged quickly down the familiar hallways of the school. This was my last year here, so why did he have to come back and ruin it? I could have graduated in peace, but instead, my life was back to the hellscape that it had been when he first began bullying me.
Apollo, a rich douchebag who had a prick for a brain and more muscles than he had control over. He had no tact, no style, and no sense of right and wrong, dancing around gleefully in a place that few people cared to go.
That was because it was a place that would make people hate you. It was shocking to me that the entire school hadn’t turned against him by now, but he was far too handsome and successful for that to happen.
They didn’t care about being nice here. I found that out in my first year when a group of girls began teasing me about my copper hair, calling me carrot top, freak, and stupid just for the way I looked. Most of the girls here were blonde, and if they weren’t naturally, they would bleach it until it was like straw on their poor tired scalps.
They feared to be different, to be an outcast. I already was, so it didn’t bother me. Things weren’t actually that bad once Apollo was kicked out. He was what made people gang up on me. After he was gone, peace returned to my life. I was able to disappear and go unnoticed at the school. I could concentrate on my grades and slip through without causing a stir. It’s what I wanted.
But now, things were changing again. Apollo was back, and he seemed like he wanted a bigger piece of me than the last time he came. His teeth could bite deep into my core, and he knew how to jerk and roll so that he tore out chunks of me like an alligator doing its death roll.
I was in for a ride. That much was for certain.
CONTINUE READING…
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