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	Trigger warning: This book contains;
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	—Juliette, a character in this book, is a cruel, morally grey character who emotionally and physically hurts people, so if that kind of content is triggering to you, please do not read.
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	“Love doesn’t always feel like heaven, sometimes it burns, it coils at your heart and tears through your insides; sometimes, love feels like hell.”

	 

	 

	 



Chapter ONE

	A d a l i n e

	There is not a single thought in this boy's head. Not even one! Would it be offensive to say I saw this coming? I mean, he’s a typical student here; annoying and entitled. This is our fifth session and I haven’t received an iota of work from him since we began. Even right now, he’s just staring at me with this dazed, blank look. 

	“What was the question again?” Andrew asks, sounding tired. 

	What exactly are you tired from? I’ve been tutoring you for an hour and you’ve spent the whole time on your phone!

	Instead of saying what is on my mind, I opt for an easier, more scintillating option. “I’m not tutoring you anymore.” As I pack my things away, he just shrugs in response.

	Of course. Why should he care? He’s rich and will probably pay his way through any university he wants, just like every other Neanderthal at this nightmare of a college—Richmond sixth form academy—predominantly home to the richest, most entitled brats in England. 

	The real question is, why am I wasting my time tutoring these kids? I ponder on the question as I walk out of the school library. Well, tutoring does have its benefits; like looking exceptional on my university application forms, which is the only thing that really matters to me. 

	Although I feel my brain cells dwindling, which is starting to drain me the more I continue to tutor them, there are still some perks to it and if something is beneficial to me, especially to my education, I’m doing it. 

	That’s why I took that academic scholarship for Richmond Academy when I was twelve. I wasn’t going to stay at my shabby, old secondary school. Although going from being surrounded by kids my age, to an academy where the age range is around 12-18…isn’t exactly the easiest thing. However, I got used to it fairly quickly.

	Everyone here at Richmond is affluent; I think I'm undoubtedly the only scholarship kid here as the other four dropped out like dominoes year after year. They couldn't handle the pressure. By that I mean they couldn't handle the rich, entitled cunts in this place. I don't blame them, if I wasn't so determined to achieve my dreams, I would have left this place years ago.

	This is one of the most prestigious sixth forms in the country, so dealing with idiots for the last five years has been worth it. At least, I am able to experience all the academic privileges here, especially the lockers; double-sized, beautiful, navy-blue lockers that match my uniform. 

	My abundance of books fit so perfectly within this locker, as does everything else; like my headphones, which I’m currently taking out and slipping onto my head.

	Music is one of the only things that makes me feel grounded sometimes; that and studying. I’m exceedingly hell-bent on becoming a surgeon, if I wasn’t, I would for sure think about becoming a musician, regardless of the fact that I can't carry a tune to save my life. 

	Music really is so versatile. I could listen to music during sex, in the shower, while working ou—

	“It's like you're married to those headphones.” I feel my headphones being snatched off my precious head, which simultaneously snaps me out of my thoughts.

	I slam my locker door shut, turning around to come face to face with the culprits—my best friends.  Victoria is the one holding my headphones with a smile on her flawless face.

	Victoria Williams. Her family is one of the richest families in Europe—especially here in England. Her parents are world renowned basketball players and her entire family lineage are sport prodigies. She's no different; any sports team you can name? She is on it.

	I on the other hand would rather die than join a sports team. Spending hours sweating while doing cardio? No, thanks. I can think of something that will give me the same amount of cardio and triple the pleasure.

	Here she stands, my headphones in her perfectly manicured hands, her walnut brown eyes gleaming with mischief and her dark, brown skin glistening even in this damp weather. Sometimes, it was hard to be annoyed at her; she was too pretty to be annoyed at.

	I yank my property back. “What have I told you assholes about touching my headphones?” 

	“That you'll dismember us if we touch your shit?” Aryan answered, smirking as he slings his arm around my shoulder.

	“Exactly,” I respond, punching his stomach lightly. 

	Of course, in true Aryan fashion, he clutches his stomach melodramatically wailing while I hide my grin. Even if I wanted to hurt him—which I'm very capable of—it would not faze him in the slightest. Aryan Oberoi is a brick wall; a six foot three, pure muscle, South-Asian, brick wall.

	Just like Victoria and pretty much every other student at this school, Aryan's family is exceedingly wealthy.

	His family comes from very old money. Something in the lines of petrochemical ventures. I haven't the faintest clue what any of these ventures mean and neither does Aryan. 

	He isn't really the sharpest tool in the shed, but he never lets that affect him. He’s more into physical pursuits like Victoria, especially boxing.

	We couldn’t be more different. I was academically inclined, whereas they couldn’t care less and focused more on physical pursuits. I was poor, they were rich, which didn’t make a difference to me. 

	I knew we’d become best friends my first week at Richmond when I got detention for rallying against the sexist dress code. When I walked in to the room, they were both there for doing the exact same thing. A true friendship was born that day.

	“Always so violent,” Victoria responds jokingly, opening her locker. 

	As she opens it, roses begin falling out from the locker to her feet. Aryan and I share a knowing, amused look.

	“Your secret admirer?” I joke. She just rolls her eyes at me. 

	She inspects the roses with a slight smirk on her lips, her hands playing with the petals. “He’s not a secret, he’s a pain in my ass.”

	She’s talking about Kai Kang, the boy who’s been pining over her for the last three years. He has declared his love for her on multiple occasions with flowers, compliments, and gifts. Yet, Victoria has never given him the time of day nor has she rejected him.

	“Why don’t you finally reject him then?” I question curiously, while Aryan nods in agreement. 

	I couldn’t understand it. Every time he parades her with attention and gifts, she takes it and doesn’t reject him out rightly or even hint that she’s uninterested. It would have been a different case if he was pushing it and wouldn’t take no for an answer.

	She shrugs without looking at us. “I enjoy the attention.”

	Fair enough.

	“Maybe you should give him a shot,” Aryan suggests innocently. Mine and Victoria's eyes snap instantly at his suggestion.

	“I would destroy him.” She laughs huskily.

	“He would so be into that.” I giggle, feeling her playfully pushing me in response. 

	“Plus, he is very pretty to look at,” Aryan adds wistfully. Both Victoria and I can’t help but nod in agreement at his comment.

	Besides the fact that Kai Kang keeps horrible company, I don’t know much about him. All I know is that he has bright red hair that blinds most people, tattoos littered all over his body, and is very attractive. 

	“Maybe you should give him a shot then,” Victoria suggests in a half amused, half snarky tone. Someone’s deflecting.

	“No way. He isn’t my type.” Aryan laughs boisterously, shaking his head. “I don’t like boys who act like lovesick kittens.” 

	It’s true, Aryan’s type is a man that would often give him little attention, which is very hard to find, mostly because everyone gives him attention, even girls who completely disregard the fact that he’s gay.

	“Lovesick puppy,” I correct him politely.

	He smiles at me and nods. “Yeah. He's too much of a lovesick puppy.”

	“I find it endearing,” Victoria responds with a rare, soft smile on her face.

	“Then why don’t you give him a chance?” Aryan’s question makes me coo toward him. He always tries to look for the good in others. 

	Victoria sighs. “Are you forgetting who his best friend is? How can I entertain the idea of giving him a chance when he’s friends with J—”

	“Please, don’t mention her name; I’m having such a good day.” I cut her off quickly. 

	Both my friends laugh at the disgusted expression on my face, but I don’t find it amusing in the slightest. Just the mention of that girl’s name brings up bile in my throat and my chest tightens whenever I think of her, which is funny, because I manage to think of her quite often. It’s infuriating. 

	I notice Aryan and Victoria sharing glances toward each other and smirking. I’ve noticed that they do this a lot when we talk about the ‘devil who shall not be named’.

	Victoria ruffles my hair and puts her arm around me in the same way I assume an older sister would. “Regardless. Being with him means I’d have to see her all the time. I wouldn’t do that to you.”

	Excuses. Excuses. Excuses.

	We can pretend that the reason she isn’t dating Kai is about me, but it isn’t. I’ve told her time and time again that I would be ecstatic if she chose to date him. Regardless of who his best friend is, he’s a nice kid. He has constantly defended me against his evil best friend and has often lectured her in front of me too.

	Although if he’s so sweet, I’m not sure why he’s still friends with someone like her; maybe a long history? A feeling of obligation? Because seriously, who would willingly choose to be friends with her?

	“You don’t need to stop yourself on my acco—” I don't get to finish my sentence because Victoria shoots me a stern look, telling me with her eyes to keep my mouth shut.

	Of course, I do just that. I don’t make it a habit to ignore Victoria and her demands, no one does.

	“Anyway …” Aryan clears his throat, changing the subject. We both let him. “Have you guys taken Mr Mathew’s test yet? Everyone is talking about how hard it is.”

	“I have, it was really easy,” I respond, leaning into the crook of Victoria's neck. 

	I feel her laugh against me. “Everything is easy for you.”

	“Yeah, it is,” I reply cockily.

	I receive a light push from them both for my comment, but not a word of protest. 

	Why else would I be the go-to tutor at Richmond academy? I’m academically gifted; it’s a simple fact. There is not a single subject that I don’t excel at and yes, I’m not very modest about it.

	While most of my academic prowess was naturally built, I work exceedingly harder than anyone at this privileged school, so I have no shame in boasting about how intelligent I am. I earned that right.

	The bell rings loudly, ending my boasting. Both my friends groan at the sound.

	“Ugh, I’ve got math,” Aryan whines in that lovable way he usually does.

	“French.”

	“Biology.” I beam. They both groan in unison at my obvious excitement. They could make fun of me all they wanted—and they often did—but that would never change how much I adored biology. I would get down on my knees, even sell everyone I know if biology asked me to. It’s my absolutely favourite subject. I’ve loved biology ever since I was a child and realized I wanted to become a surgeon.

	“Try not to orgasm in class.” Aryan teases me. 

	I mock—laugh at him before kicking his shin quickly and running away, ignoring his cries and Victoria’s giggles.

	I make my way into class, ignoring the scalding gaze of the other students as I take my seat.

	“Good afternoon,” Professor Khalid greets as he walks in and places his bags down on the table in the middle of the science lab. 

	His five-foot eight stature is hunched and his jet-black hair ruffled beyond belief. Even his beard isn’t as neat as it usually looks. 

	If this was any other teacher, I wouldn’t notice these things, but he’s the most tolerable teacher at Richmond. I tend to notice the small things when I can actually stand someone. 

	“Class will be starting a little later today as I have important matters to attend to. I’ll be back to teach in half an hour, feel free to use that time to revise in class …”

	He doesn’t even finish his sentence before most of the students scramble out of the classroom, desperate to get any time away from this class. He seems to do the same, jetting out of the lab. 

	Obviously, I don’t leave, I just use this time to take out my biology textbook and revise instead. Final A-level exams are in a few months; I need to be completely prepared. I can’t risk not being accepted into university; Oxford, more precisely. It’s my dream school. It has been since I was ten and I saw an advert on the back of a bus. 

	I always knew I wanted to be a surgeon, but I never knew which university I would go to until that day. I didn’t have a phone or a book to keep me company then, so I just stared at the poster for most of the bus ride. I’m not sure why, but it stuck with me and rightfully so; it’s a prestigious university after all.

	I want to fantasize more about my future as well as continue reading my favourite textbook, but I can’t, because of that sound. I can hear the clicking of heels walking towards me and stopping right before my desk.

	“I bet that textbook makes you want to touch yourself.”

	I know that voice. I could pick that velvet voice out of a line up—only because it infuriates me so much. 

	It makes my neck burn and my jaw clench. I feel like I can’t breathe anytime I hear it. I begrudgingly look up and see the owner of the said voice.

	Juliette

	Kingston!

	The bane of my existence. Satan’s spawn herself. Her ice-blue, siren like eyes peering down at me through her lusciously long eyelashes and her pearly white teeth biting down on her plump, bottom lip, goading me with her smile. She’s scrunching her upturned nose at me, like I’m completely beneath her.

	Then there’s that hair; that long golden-blonde hair that always looks perfect, with no strand out of place. The same hair that had me mesmerized when my eyes first caught a glimpse of her at the tender age of twelve. I thought she was the most ethereal girl I had ever seen in my entire life… until she opened her mouth.

	Juliette is everything you assume a rich, blonde girl would be. She’s the cheer captain. Even though cheerleading isn’t as popular here in England, she still somehow manages to excel at it. She’s the most popular girl in school, the girl who everyone wants to either be or be with. Think of Regina George, but mind-numbingly worse, then you have Juliette Kingston.

	I’m not religious by any means, but sometimes, I think God sent Juliette down specifically with the intention of making my life hell. Props to her, because it worked.

	“Aww, do you want to watch?” I respond sarcastically.

	A scowl appears on her pale face at my retort. Then she scoffs. “In your dreams, dyke.”

	There it is. She’s been using that word to berate me ever since I was caught kissing a girl behind the school gates when I was twelve. It was then that everyone found out I was bisexual.  A boy from the basketball team saw me and told everyone. My own friends found out that way, but they were incredibly supportive. Sadly, everyone else was just… silent.

	It’s not even like I’m the only “out and proud” kid at our school; many kids are queer, of which most people don’t have a problem with. Yet for some reason, I’m the social pariah just because Juliette hates me and her word is gospel at this school. 

	As if it’s not enough being the school’s outcast because of my financial status, now my sexuality seemed to be a problem too. Why couldn’t she just mess with some other gay kid? Why did it have to be me?

	Of course, I never let her get to me. I always fought back and took it upon myself to make her life as hard as she made mine. It enraged her beyond belief. It wasn’t just my poverty and attraction to girls that bothered her. No, it’s more than that. It’s the power I refuse to give her—everyone besides me bowed down to Juliette. 

	She wants me to be like everyone else that worships her, but what she doesn’t realize is that they only worship her because of her means and her family, not her rancid personality—she’s an heiress to the Kingston empire after all. She is one of the richest… scratch that, she is the richest person in England, barring the monarchy.

	Okay, maybe that is a slight exaggeration, but the Kingston family comes from money that is centuries old. Most of that wealth was accumulated by owning real estate and industrial ventures. 

	I don’t think anyone in her privileged family has ever worked hard for anything, including Juliette.

	Juliette and I have been caught up in a game for these last few years; she berates me and I berate her back. We go back and forth vying for control and I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t interesting. Or thrilling.

	“In my dreams? Never,” I say, my tone reeking of boredom as I close my textbook. “The only time I would ever dream about you is if I was having a nightmare.” Not my best retort but to be fair, I’m tired.

	She laughs that same cruel laughter I’ve been accustomed to hearing for the last five years. “Are you that terrified of me?”

	I have to hold back my laughter. Juliette is a lot of things; she’s cruel, conniving, bitchy, selfish, rude, and a plethora of other things, but she has never scared me.

	“You? Scary? Don’t kid yourself.” I chuckle loudly at her words. “What are you gonna do? Steal my lunch money? Shove me into a locker?” I mean come on; the girl is seventeen! Would it kill her to act her age? Then again, money clearly ages you.

	Her eyes narrow in response, a fire lighting in them. She clears her throat and leans closer to me and I fight the urge to breathe in her scent; vanilla. “Don’t make me show you how scary I can be.”

	I don’t respond to her threat as my breath stuck in my throat and she clearly takes this as a challenge, because she continues to speak. “I’m sure your brother wouldn’t want to be behind bars again, would he?”

	I clench my jaw so tight. She never fails to mention my older brother or how he went to jail when I was eleven and spent four years there. At least, she doesn’t bring up my dead parents. Props to her for having even just a shred of human decency.

	Just another thing to add to the already massive pile of reasons why people sneer at me in school, not that I care. 

	None of the kids at this school would ever drop out of school as a child and work tirelessly in a garage to support their young sister; to give up on their dreams, just so I could achieve my own and then have it rewarded with a prison sentence.

	I force a sarcastic smile on my face. “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. He quite enjoyed the peace and quiet there.”

	She closes her eyes for a brief second, clearly trying to gather her thoughts and calm herself down. She did this often when I didn’t give her the attention she wanted.

	She opens her eyes and said, “Don’t you get tired of pretending like I don’t affect you?”

	I roll my eyes at her analysis of me. Even if it was true, it’s infuriating. “You’re a broken record Juliette, you’ve been spewing the same shit for five years and guess what? It’s fucking boring.”

	God no. It’s never boring. Five years and she still has me on my toes at every given opportunity. My heart still races and shivers still run down my spine whenever we play this little game.

	She. I mean, when she plays this game because I don’t like playing with her.

	Or do I?

	I pack my books away, closing my bag without even looking up to see Juliette's reaction to my comment. I needed to get out of this classroom and really take advantage of the free time, instead of sitting here and listening to Juliette’s nonsense.

	I take maybe three steps before I feel my back colliding with her chest. Her soft hand has yanked me back with such brute force that I was almost too bewildered to move, so it wasn’t a surprise that she was able to turn me around. Her eyes darken as she stares down at me, considering she is a few inches taller than me.

	Juliette stares at my face unwavering, her jaw clenched. “You leave when I say you can.”

	Cold. So cold.

	My insides freeze at her words; the demanding tone, the smug look on her face, and the control that she clearly gets off so hard on. She can think again; I would rather be skinned alive than ever let Juliette Kingston tell me what to do.

	I yank my hands out of her reach and push her back hard as her back hits the desk. “Touch me again and I’ll fucking kill you.”

	I don’t give her any time to respond to my threat. I stalk out of the classroom quickly, because being in proximity with her for longer than five minutes makes my skin itch and my blood boil beyond measure.

	I loathe Juliette Kingston.

	 


Chapter TWO

	J u l i e t t e

	I hate her. Despise her. She’s just walking away from me. She has been doing that for so long, but it never ceases to infuriate me.

	Adaline Emery.

	I still remember the first time I laid my eyes on Adaline. She had walked… no, she had stumbled into my science class. 

	The sound of rain was still echoing in my ears when I first saw her. The uniform she was wearing was scuffed. Her trousers were entirely too long for her and her shoes were filthy. She looked like an absolute mess, until I saw her face.

	That damn face. 

	I wish so awfully that I could make fun of her face, but I simply cannot. She is a vision to look at, with her flawless tanned skin, bright jade green eyes, and perfect, jet-black hair. She stands out so vividly.

	I wish her button-like nose was crooked so I could poke fun at it. I wish her tight, lean body was morbidly disfigured. I just wish she wasn’t so conventionally attractive to look at. 

	She didn’t even go through puberty properly. Where the rest of us were dealing with acne and every other normal thing that felt like the end of the world, she was still as perfect as ever.

	She’s so aware of it, so audaciously aware that everyone in this school wants her. Thankfully, they would never go there. She might be attractive, but she’s still an outcast, not to mention, I’ve made it perfectly clear that she’s off limits.

	She’s m—

	My responsibility.

	Since the moment my eyes first caught a glimpse of Adaline Emery, fire has fuelled deep inside of me. This was only fuelled further when I found out that she was bisexual. 

	As if it wasn’t enough that she was a charity case and that her brother was in jail, now she liked girls? No one else cared about this, but I did.

	This news rattled twelve-year-old me. I couldn’t let it go. Eleven-year-old Juliette would have comforted Adaline; I would have stopped being mean for a few seconds and assured her that everything would be okay. 

	However, a lot changed for me within that year, therefore by extension, it had to change for Adaline too.

	Even if she didn’t like girls, Adaline is still absolutely infuriating. I’ve revelled in putting her in her place these past five years. Ridiculing her and playing this game with her has been one of the most consistently, enjoyable part of my life.

	“Do you ever get tired of annoying her?” Kai asks me, leaning on his locker, his dark brown mono-lid eyes staring down at me.

	“Never.” I smirk because it was true. I could get tired of a lot of things, but annoying Adaline Emery? I could never get tired of that. 

	I live for that.

	“You are insufferable,” Kai retorts, shaking his head as he opens his locker and grabs his books.

	Not the first time I’ve heard that and although he’s joking, most people aren’t. I’m a Kingston after all, the heiress to one of the biggest multimillion empires in England. 

	I find that if people don’t worship me for my money, then they usually will do so for my looks. If not, they’ll just berate me for both, because God forbid that a girl is both pretty and rich, seeing that they cannot class me as a gold digger or a bimbo—both terms which men coined to further demean women.

	“You love it,” I retort, playfully shoving my best friend’s shoulder.

	Kai Kang. Future rock star in the making. He has been the only true friend I’ve ever had. Other people flock to me as a result of my wealthy family and popularity. Kai isn’t like that; he’s like family to me.

	“She’s going to fuck you up one day,” amusement laces his tone, “y’know that right?”

	“She wishes.” I scoff at his words. 

	Did she? Or did I?

	Who am I kidding? It’s me. Of course, it’s me. I’m the one who wishes that she will have the courage one day to wrap her fingers around my neck. That she will claw at my hair, bite down on anything she can get her teeth on and just give into that animalistic rage that I know she holds for me.

	Then that would mean I’ve gotten to her; I’ve snuck my way so deep inside every single crevice of her mind that she has no other choice but to resort to physical violence.

	She would never do that though, not because she hates violence or because she respects me. No, it’s because she won’t give me the satisfaction. To her, I’m nothing.

	I am not nothing. I’m a Kingston.

	“Did I tell you I left some more roses for Victoria today?” Kai says excitedly, snapping me out of my thoughts.

	“Yes. Several times,” I groan and he laughs at my annoyance, which prompts me to continue talking. “She just likes the attention, you know,” I tell him in a stern tone, like I’m talking to my younger brother, even though he’s considerably taller than me at his six-foot-one height, compared to my five-foot-seven.

	“I like giving it to her.” He shrugs in response.

	He is something else. Kai is the type to ask fifty times before even standing next to a girl, but somehow, a wave of confidence fills him when it comes to Victoria.

	“Why are you so enamoured by her?” I question curiously, inching forward when I think he’s ready to start answering.

	Seriously, I cannot understand it. Sure, she’s beautiful, but how could you possibly like someone this much? I find it embarrassing, even downright degrading to pine so openly for someone.

	“She’s intelligent, hardworking, beautiful—”

	I cut him off, almost laughing out loud. “Intelligent? That’s debatable. Are you forgetting that she’s best friends with that deplorable dyke …”

	“What have I told you about that word?” He cuts me off angrily, slamming his locker door shut.

	I roll my eyes. “That my homophobic language is disgusting.”

	Every time I utter anything homophobic, pure unadulterated rage takes over his features. It’s understandable, after all, he was friends with me before I became this way. 

	One of the main reasons we became close friends was because we came from progressive ways of thinking, unlike most of the other kids at Richmond.

	I still vividly remember what Kai said to me when we were twelve and I had just trashed Adaline’s locker for the first time, all while viciously spurting homophobic slurs toward her.

	He looked at me and said, “I know why you’re so angry at her, but you don’t yet and that’s okay. I’ll be here for you right now and I’ll be there for you when you figure it out.”

	To this day, I don’t know what he meant and he hasn’t elaborated on it any further. All I know is that he knows something within his mind that justifies him staying best friends with someone like me; someone who acts against his beliefs all the time. I just count myself lucky that he has remained friends with me, despite everything.

	My attitude doesn’t stop him from lecturing me all the time though. If I had a penny for every time he has lectured me about homophobia, I would be even richer than I already am.

	“If the old you heard you talking right now, she would be disgusted!” He runs a hand through his red hair—he gets worked up so easily sometimes. “You can’t keep behaving like this, you can’t keep using your father as an excuse—”

	“Don’t,” I warn him in a dangerously low tone.

	He furrows his eyebrows in anger and clamps his mouth shut, clearly trying to assemble his next words very carefully. 

	“Juli—” Kai abruptly stops talking and I quirk my eyebrow up at him questioningly. Until I myself am startled by hands hugging me from behind. 

	My first instinct is to attack the person, but then I recognize the faint scent of wood and the burly hands around my waist and I relax slightly. Just slightly.

	“I missed you baby,” he whispers, his head resting in the crook of my neck. Although his hands feel a little too strong and his scent feels a little too musky, I lean further back into him.

	“I missed you too,” I say. I’m not sure I really did, but it feels right to say it back.

	Kai seems like he has calmed down now, because he’s making gagging faces at the display of affection he’s witnessing.

	He is not the biggest fan of my relationship or my boyfriend for that matter, which is appalling, because everyone at Richmond academy worships the ground that Adonis Waters walks on. He is the captain of the boys’ football team and the most popular boy in school. So, it makes perfect sense for me to be in a relationship with him.

	That and the fact that we are essentially the same person. He’s rude, vicious, filthy rich, and easy on the eyes—just like me. 

	I first started dating him when I was sixteen. I remember vividly that I played extremely hard to get, until I saw him walking down the corridors one day and witnessed how in awe everyone else was.

	Many girls fawned over his dark brown skin and those chestnut brown eyes. His short hair, that was riddled with waves, was the envy of many boys too, as was his tall, six-foot stature. I knew there and then that we would make sense as a couple.

	“Can I come over tomorrow night?” Adonis asks me wiggling his eyebrows. 

	I know he wants to have sex tomorrow. It’s not like he didn’t try his best when it came to sex, but it was just painfully boring. 

	That seemed to be the recurring theme when it came to my sex life, which was very active before and after meeting Adonis. Yet, no one has ever given me an orgasm, besides myself. That must be because I know my own body the best.

	That must be it, right?

	“Can’t wait.” I lie easily to his face as he takes my hand and asks if he can walk me back to biology class and I agree. 

	Kai just rolls his eyes and walks away without saying goodbye; he is clearly still infuriated by my earlier words.

	Once we reach class, I kiss Adonis goodbye, not missing the way he checks out the other girls hovering around me. Strangely, it doesn’t bother me.

	I make my way back to my desk and sit down, my eyes immediately searching for Adaline. I spot her fairly quickly; she isn’t in her usual seat, but the one next to it. Her eyes are focused intently on her biology textbook and she’s swinging her legs under the desk. That would be so utterly adorable if it wasn’t her doing it.

	I force myself to look away when I notice Professor Khalid walking back into class. As soon as he enters the class, he starts teaching immediately.

	I spend most of my time in this class just doodling on my notebook, I did this in most classes, but mainly science. I’m just not fond of science or any subject that isn’t Art. 

	The only reason I’m even taking biology is because every student at Richmond is forced to take all core subjects. 

	Art is the only subject I adore. I could melt into a void of nothingness and be content as long as I grasped a paintbrush in my fingertips. I would have made a career out of it too, but my mother would never allow it.

	A few years ago, she would have. She used to love seeing me paint and draw, but now all she wants is for me to follow her rules; join the family business and not push the envelope any further.

	The ringing of the bell snaps my brain back to reality. Everyone is packing their bags away like rabid animals before professor Khalid bellows very loudly, “The bell doesn’t dismiss you, I do!”

	Everyone in class audibly groans at his words and waits till he dismisses everyone. I do the same and sling my bag across my shoulder as I make my way out of this hellhole.

	“Juliette!” he calls out, stopping me when I’m just about to leave the classroom. “I’d like to discuss something with you before you leave.”

	I sigh and roll my eyes, knowing that he was about to lecture me about my grades again.

	When I reach his desk, he sighs and pulls out our recent biology test scripts. Mine has a massive F written on it. I look around instantly, suddenly feeling very self-conscious. Thankfully, no one is here.

	“This is your what? Fourth fail this month? This is abysmal, Juliette. I cannot keep letting you get away with these grades,” he says sternly, massaging his temples as my palms start sweating at his words. “You know how this works, if you fail any of your core subjects, you will be removed from the cheerleading team …”

	“No!” I protest loudly. “I’ll take the test again.”

	No. No. No. I’m not getting removed from the cheer squad. I’ve built that team from the ground up and it would have crumbled into nothing if not for me! It’s our last year at Richmond; last year to win any major tournaments as usual. If they lose me, we can kiss our five-year winning streak goodbye.

	“It’s not just this test, it’s every test since the beginning of the year.”

	“But—”

	“Enough!” he cuts me off again and I narrow my eyes at him, but he doesn’t look scared in the slightest. “I’m giving you one last chance. I’ve decided that I will be assigning you a tutor.”

	I exhale in relief. I’ve never cared about biology and I won’t be starting now, I was just going to wing my final exams anyway. At least this way, I can bribe or even threaten my tutor to do the work for me.

	“Who is going to tutor me?” I question, ready to find out who I have to start threatening.

	“The best student in my class,” he tells me, his voice filled with exhaustion and that’s when I realize.

	Oh no.

	“Isn’t the best student in your class…” I can’t even finish my sentence, I cannot get the words out because if I do, then I will wreck pure havoc on Professor Khalid and his classroom.

	He sighs loudly, before answering. “Adaline Emery.”

	 

	



	
Chapter THREE

	A d a l i n e

	Why did I have the worst luck on the planet? Why is the universe conspiring against me? 

	When Professor Khalid ushered me into his classroom and told me about being assigned as Juliette’s tutor, I bursted out laughing. I only stopped when I saw the rage on Juliette’s face. That’s when I realized that Professor Khalid wasn’t joking; not in the slightest.

	That was ten minutes ago. Now, I’m standing in his classroom, Juliette is standing next to me shooting glares at him and all I can think about is how I’m going to strangle the two of them and get away with it.

	“I can’t tutor her. She’s Satan’s spawn!” I holler thunderously, slamming my fists down on the table and he flinches.

	I would never usually behave this way with Professor Khalid, he is my favourite teacher after all. Or at least he was, until this moronic decision.

	“I’d rather not be tutored by a dyke like her either!” Juliette retorts, hands on her hips. 

	I refrain from kicking her blonde, little head. Bitch.

	“That’s enough!” Mr Khalid slams his hands down on the desk. “First of all, that type of homophobic language will not be tolerated Miss Kingston.” His eyes turn to me, “Secondly, Adaline, I apologize. I know you do not get along with Miss Kingston. I’m hoping you can put that aside for the sake of tutoring her.”

	I gasp. “Absolutely not!”

	Seriously, was he on drugs? Why would I put my pride aside? I’m not an arrogant or prideful person, but when it comes to Juliette, my pride rockets tenfold. There is nothing on this planet that would make me agree to tutoring Juliette Kingston—

	“Not even if I offer you a commendation letter for Oxford?” He interrupts my thoughts.

	Okay. So maybe there is something. I narrow my eyes at him gently. I can tell he is trying to refrain from smiling. He knows that my dream school is Oxford, so this letter will really help my chances of admission, especially since he used to work at Oxford himself when he was younger. 

	Am I really going to let Juliette get in the way of my future? Of course not. I sigh, defeated and Juliette does the same. She’s probably terrified her mother will cut off her allowance if she fails biology. Spoiled cunt.

	“Fine. You can come to my house and you can start tutoring me now,” Juliette says hastily and tries to yank my arm. 

	I snatch it away instantly and recoil, not missing the way she narrows her eyes at me after I do so. 

	“What have I told you about touching me?”

	“Don’t start—”

	“Ladies. Both of you need to stop fighting.” Mr Khalid exclaims loudly. “You both have something to gain from this. Juliette you get to stay on the team and Adaline, you get your letter.” Oh, so that’s why Juliette is agreeing to being tutored. “Just try and cooperate with one another, you might even be able to put the hierarchies of this place behind you.”

	“I want to proofread the letter and be able to make any suggestions,” I blurt out, truly not listening to a word he’s saying. I hear Juliette slightly giggle under her breath at my comment and Professor Khalid just looks exhausted.

	Who cares about getting to understand Juliette Kingston or hierarchies? Does he think that speech is going to suddenly make me ecstatic about tutoring Juliette? Maybe it would have a few years ago, when I was a little softer. Right now, I could care less.

	“Yes, whatever you’d like,” he says, leaning back in his chair. “I’ll email it to you. Make any changes you want and send it back. But I’ll only send it off once Juliette passes her final exam.”

	“Fine. I’ll tutor her,” I grumble in agreement and he smiles. I’m sure Juliette is satisfied too, although I don’t look her way.

	“That’s great. Now, I’d love to enjoy my lunch. So, you guys can go.”

	Juliette and I don’t even waste a second before we leave his classroom.

	***

	I make my way down the hallway and to the outskirts of school, instantly finding my motorbike. In the sea of Teslas and Lamborghinis, my shabby, Yamaha V—star 650 Classic motorbike stood out. 

	This bike was wrecked when it first landed in my brother’s garage, but thankfully, he fixed it up and gave it to me. Sometimes, having a mechanic brother works out.

	I harness my helmet on my head and get on my bike, ready to leave.

	While there aren't many nice places in my side of town, there is still Miss Kim's dumpling shop. The best restaurant in this city if you ask me and coincidentally, where I work, which is where I'm going to right now. 

	I've been working there since I was eleven. It was cash in hand first, to avoid getting the restaurant in trouble for employing a minor. 

	Miss Kim is actually my neighbour and was the one to take me in when my father died, which was a few months after my brother, Adam, went to prison. 

	I didn’t have many other options considering I didn’t want to go into foster care. She has been a family friend for years and did an unbelievably gracious thing by taking me in.

	She signed any papers she had to and fostered me, but let me live alone in my house—after I begged her—just checking on me around fifty times a day from her house was enough. 

	I didn’t want to be anyone's burden, but that never stopped her from constantly helping me out over the years. Even when Adam came out of prison and regained guardianship over me, she never wavered.

	I park up beside Miss Kim's restaurant, a smile gracing my features as I take in the faint smell of scallions.

	“Reporting for duty!” I holler loudly as I walk into the restaurant. 

	Miss Kim smiles brightly as she sees me. She is always so adorable, with her small, five-foot-one stature and her chubby build. Her dark chocolate brown eyes and curly black hair also amplified her cuteness. She didn't look fifty at all.

	“How was school?” she questions warmly, handing me the apron. I take it and tie it around my waist.

	“Boring, as usual,” I respond, getting ready to take over the cash desk.

	“I made an extra batch of dumplings for your brother and you,” she says excitedly, showing me the red box she had packed them in. If you couldn’t already tell, her love language is cooking me food.

	“You spoil us too much.”

	She puts her hand on my shoulder. “It's not spoiling if you're family.”

	I clench my jaw, repressing any tremor or tremble that I know my body is about to feel at that comment and I just nod in a gracious manner. 

	Hot meals. Kind words. Constant calls. She has been like the mother I never had and I guess I’ve been like the child she’s never had. She doesn’t have a spouse either, but she always assured me she loved being single and having her own space. I can always relate to her in that way.

	“I'll be in the back,” she whispers before pressing a kiss to my head and leaving to cook up more food in the back.

	I shake my feelings off and start getting ready to take orders. We’ve only just opened, but lines are always exceedingly long here. I take about a dozen orders before I see a familiar face.

	“Hey, Addie.” My brother greets, his six-foot-four frame towering over me. People often say we look alike. He shares my green eyes, tanned skin and black hair, although his was now buzzed off.

	“Here to pick up your free dumplings? Fat ass.” I joke and he mockingly gasps, putting his hand on his chest in fake outrage.

	“He's a growing boy,” Miss Kim calls out from the back in his defence.

	“He's twenty-six!”

	“Exactly!” she laughs, handing me the red box of dumplings through the kitchen gap.

	“Don't be jealous because she loves me more.”

	“You wish.”

	I notice that no one is behind Adam. I bite my tongue and ponder on whether or not I should bring up what's happening in a few weeks and his thoughts on it. Every year I ask him and every year he declines.

	“Before you go …” I gesture for him to lean in and he does. “Do you want to come with me to visit dad's grave?”

	He shakes his head. “No, you shouldn't even be going.”

	“But—”

	“Please, drop it.” He cuts me off, agitated and I do just that. He practically sprints out of the restaurant after that.

	Adam isn’t like me—I run away from practically every problem presented to me—he faces everything head on, except dealing with my father's passing or even visiting his grave. 

	I try not to press too much, but frankly, I only visit his grave out of moral decency more than anything else, so I can’t really blame Adam.

	He’s really the best big brother a girl could ask for. He has everyone scared shitless, letting them know that he would skin them alive if they tried to mess with me in any way. 

	He wasn't overprotective in an unbearable way though. Thankfully, he has no idea about mine and Juliette’s tumultuous relationship or how cruel she’s been to me over the years—and I’d like to keep it that way. 

	He wouldn’t be able to do much to her anyway, her family is too powerful for that. Not to mention Adam had quite a reputation after being in jail, plus everyone's preconceived notions about him that he was a drug dealer or a pimp. But really, he's harmless, unless you mess with someone he cares about, which pretty much only consists of me and his fiancée, Olivia. 

	I also got roped into these rumours; everyone started labelling me as a misfit, so I just decided to actually be one. I fought and vandalized and did foolish shit, but nothing that would get me suspended, just enough to scare people from messing with me. It did work, because no one did. Well, besides—

	“Look what we have here …” 

	Ah. Speak of the devil.

	Juliette is in front of me, still in her school uniform just like me. She had two girls behind her; one redhead and the other, a brunette. 

	She often had girls with her when she came here to harass me, which she did often. Clearly, she has nothing better to do seeing as she comes here frequently.

	I sigh. “What can I get you ladies today?”

	“My usual.” Juliette smirks at me as she clinks her nails on the desk, her minions are completely silent behind her.

	“What's your usual?” I feign innocence, peering up at her through my eyelashes. 

	She clenches her jaw in response, staring deep into my eyes with her stunning blue ones. “You know what my usual is.”

	“Is that so?”

	One order of vegetable dumplings, three egg rolls, one chicken ramen with extra chicken, and no bean sprouts.

	“You little—”

	“Hey, hurry up.” A voice snaps us out of our little match. I hadn't even realized a line had formed behind Juliette and her little minions; I was too entranced with our argument to notice.

	“Do you even know who I am?” Juliette questions, offended and staring down the boy behind her, who I immediately recognise.

	Uh. Oh.

	“Just give us a minute, Lucas,” I say gently towards him and he nods in response. He is always a pleasant boy and a regular. He’s around my age too, so we often make conversation.

	I know I have to diffuse this situation or Juliette will make it a gigantic deal and then turn his life into hell. She has done that quite a lot. 

	I turn back to Juliette and she's now staring at me, her eyes narrowing as she looks back and forth between me and Lucas.

	“I'll put your order in. You can sit and wait.” I wave my hand in her face dismissively and she completely ignores me.

	“Do you know him?” she questions, her tone low and her eyes curious. 

	“Yes,” I answer tiredly. I need to move this line along, so it's best I just answer her.

	She leans closer. “Have you slept with him?”

	Unbelievable!

	“Sit down, Juliette,” I grit out, trying to contain my anger at her question. 

	In the few years I’ve known her, Juliette has always borderline harassed me with inappropriate questions. It still never stops being shell-shocking to me though. Who does she think she is asking me shit like that? Especially where I'm working!

	She glowers at me. “I asked you a question.” 

	“It's none of your business.” 

	“I'm not sitting down until you answer.”

	She's being serious, unmoving, and latching onto my every movement and word. Even her friends are staring at her, puzzled at her behaviour as it looks like her jaw will explode based on how hard she's clenching it.

	I look behind her and see that the people in the line aren't really paying attention to us, so I don't have to worry about anyone listening.

	I lean forward. “No, I haven't slept with him.”

	It takes three seconds for her face to relax, her jaw to unclench and for that devilish gleam to reappear in her gorgeous eyes. She doesn't say a word, she just smirks at me and clicks her fingers, gesturing for her clique to follow her as she takes a seat. 

	So unbelievably dramatic. 

	I spend the rest of my shift taking orders, while her eyes are on me the whole time. She did that often, stared at me like she was either going to eat me alive or bury me six feet under. 

	I notice that she's still here and we're about to close in five minutes. Miss Kim herself has left because she had an appointment.

	“We're closing,” I announce, wiping down the last table. I ignore her as she stands up and walks towards me. 

	She reaches forward and leans into me, her breath tickling my ear. “You're coming home with me.”

	 

	 

	



	
Chapter FOUR

	J u l i e t t e

	Was I really here? Sitting on Adaline Emery's motorbike? 

	When I demanded she drive us to my home, she was bewildered, until I reminded her that she was my godforsaken tutor. Soon after that, she agreed. I didn't expect her to give in so quickly and not put up a fight. 

	She's a fighter. That's what infuriates me.

	She was so bothered by me coming to her little dumpling shop. I've been doing it for a few years now; It's my favourite place to visit, because I get to annoy her. Also, because over the years, I've become accustomed to the place. In fact, I love the food that Miss Kim makes; it's divine.

	Regardless, it doesn't matter because right now, all I can think about is how I am engulfed by the scent of cigarettes and cherries, accompanied by a slight hint of lavender. 

	It is so horribly unbearable to be around that scent; to be around her. It is even worse to be behind her, my hands around her tiny waist, clutching onto her leather jacket.

	Her bike is shabby, it stinks of gasoline and the seat isn’t very comfortable, so why do I feel so free sitting on it? Why am I dreading the moment we reach my house and I have to get off this bike?

	I peer at the side mirror and see Adaline driving with such vigour, not that I can make out her face in that helmet. The Bitch didn't even offer me a helmet.

	I can't help but ponder how many people have sat on this bike with her. Besides her friends, did she offer anyone a ride? Did they wrap their arms around her like I am? Or did she actually offer them a helm—It doesn't matter. I don't care. I could care less about who she has on this detestable bike. 

	I shake my head and decide to release this pent-up frustration in the best way I know how.

	I lean forward and place my chin on her shoulder. Adaline instantly stiffens and nudges me off, I fight the urge to bend her over this bike and spank the shit out of her for—wait, no. Not spank. I mean punch, kick, or anything else, but definitely not spank.

	Damn these intrusive thoughts.

	“How many people have been on this bike?” I whisper teasingly in her ear, pretending like I'm not yearning for the answer.

	“Fuck off!” she responds. It's muffled because her helmet is still on and it frustrates me.

	She frustrates me.

	I wish I could see her face; how bothersome her features must look right now. I love bothering her, I love it so much that sometimes I forget why I'm doing it.

	“Did they touch you?” I purr the words out.

	I often did this with her; berated her for being attracted to women, but then I contradicted myself and teased her. But only because it felt so good to tease her, to revel in the fact that I bother her and she's affected by me.

	“Yes. Many people have fucked me on this bike too.” 

	One. Two. Three. I give her three whole seconds to change her statement or laugh it off, but she doesn't. 

	Does she have a death wish? Or do I just want to kill someone? 

	My hands are tightening and I don't know why; my body is stiff and I can't explain it. All that I know is that images of the people Adaline has possibly had sex with on this bike are invading my mind.

	Oh God. A woman bending her over this bike while having sex with her? Or did she ride a burly man on here? How many times—

	This annoyance that's coursing through my veins right now is purely because I'm straight and thinking about her having sex with women on this bike is bothering me because it's unnatural. That has to be it.

	I'm not sure when we reached my house, but I feel myself being snapped back to reality when I feel the bike become stationary.

	“Get off my bike, blondie,” she demands, taking her helmet off, I momentarily lose my senses when I see her unforgivably gorgeous black hair spill from the helmet. 

	She shakes her head like we're in some movie and everything is in slow motion. I hate that she looks so good even after a helmet has been sitting on her head.

	I clear my throat and shake my head, getting off the bike quickly. “Gladly.” 

	I take slow steps up towards my house and enter the key code for the black gate to open: 2305.

	My home is like something out of the movies. You know where kids have a whole platter of breakfast but eat one strawberry and run out of the house? It’s that type of house. 

	My mother always complains about how it’s one of our smallest houses. Her exact words are always, “This house is only 9000 square feet, what would most people think?” 

	She thinks our circular fountain is too tacky and that the high bushes are never perfectly trimmed. 

	She prefers our houses in the sunnier parts of the world, such as Australia and California. Not me, I love London; this is where I was born and raised.

	Staring up at this mansion in front of me, I feel grateful for the house, but I feel dread every time I walk through those doors.

	It seems like Adaline isn't too fond of my house either. I don't miss the faint smirk on her lips. She's probably reminiscing on the time that she vandalized my house three years ago with her friends. It was impressive actually. 

	She spray-painted my home, threw eggs, and littered everywhere. My house was in chaos for a good few weeks. I still don’t know how she managed to cover so much area, but then, maybe it’s our fault for giving security the night off that day. And by our fault, I mean mine. 

	Of course, I witnessed the security tapes and saw everything. I quickly deleted every shred of evidence because I knew very well that if my mother had found the tapes, Adaline would be in prison. There was no way I could let that happen.

	“Come on,” I say to her, as I yank my keys out and make my way inside the house while she follows. Immediately we enter the house, maids come running towards me, asking how best they can serve me. 

	I offer a gentle smile. “I won't be needing any assistance, please do not disturb me.”

	I make my way up the stairs, my body and mind aware that Adaline is behind me. I wonder if the smell of my house is refreshing for her or it's bothering her like it bothers me. My house always smelled like bleach; always clean and perfect with not an ounce of dirt. My mother was very anal about cleanliness, which didn't really pass down to me. 

	It only occurs to me when I reach outside my bedroom door that Adaline has never been inside my house, let alone my actual bedroom.

	Suddenly, my hands start perspiring. My legs are starting to become frozen and I have to force myself to move and open the door. 

	Why do I care what she thinks of my bedroom? Is she going to think it's dishevelled because there's art everywhere? Or is she going to think it's unimaginative—

	“I can't believe your room actually has personality,” Adaline compliments backhandedly. My heartbeat starts slowing down and I look over to her. She is staring so intently at every inch of my room.

	I like it.      

	Every aspect of my room is covered in art; the walls, floors, even my door was covered completely. 

	I'm still astounded that I was able to cover my room considering how humongous it actually is. It was the only room in my house that contained even an ounce of colour that was neither neutral nor aesthetically pleasing.

	“Let's make a start,” I say swiftly, pretending like I didn't care for her comment. 

	I sit on my queen-sized bed, the velvet sheets feeling impeccable on my bare thighs. 

	I immediately take out the contents of my bag and look up. “Don't even think about sitting on my bed.”      

	Her head snaps to me at my warning, then she narrows her eyes. “I would rather drop dead than risk being anywhere near Adonis's cum.”

	Ugh. Why did she always have to be so crass?

	“I can assure you my bed is cleaner than your whole house.” I spit out in a tight tone. She just rolls her eyes at me and pulls out a chair from underneath my desk and sits on it.

	For a split second, my eyes are drawn to her long, slender legs. Why did she always wear skirts? I mean, obviously she can wear what she likes, but would it kill her to wear a pair of trousers for once? 

	I'm so utterly sick of seeing her tanned, soft legs,

	although I always thought those long legs would do very well on the cheerleading squad. I bet she's super flexible too.

	Too bad she's a dyke; I don't let perverts on my cheerleading squad. I shake my head and look up, thankfully, she's engrossed in her own bag and didn't catch me looking. Not like I was staring anyway; I was simply observing.

	“What are we starting with?”

	“Well, what is your weakest point?” She man-spreads her legs slightly and I feel myself growing irritated.

	“Everything.”

	I would be embarrassed to admit that to anyone else, but with Adaline, it's different. She has seen the worst parts of me and always assumes the worst of me in any scenario, so I never have to be embarrassed. 

	She nods in response, opening her textbook. “Let's start with cell structure. It's definitely going to be on the test we have in the next two months—”

	“We're gonna have a test?” I question, bewildered. She just looks at me with annoyance painted on her features.

	I really need to start paying more attention in biology. I knew we have a few exams in the next few months before our final exam at the end of the year, but I didn’t know it was this soon.

	“Yes, you would know that if you paid attention in class, dumbass,” she mutters the last bit under her breath, but still loud enough for me to hear.

	My nostrils flare. “What did you just call me?” I ask in a dangerously seething tone.

	She looks up at me and blinks. “You heard me.”

	Dumbass? I’m a plethora of things; I'm vindictive, cruel and a pain in the ass, but I am not dumb nor have I ever been called dumb. 

	I despise that word. While I've never heard it directly, I know some people assume that I'm unintelligent. It's true that I doubted my intelligence as a child, but I don't anymore; I know I'm smart.

	It's not my fault I'm just not obsessed with biology like Adaline. It's crystal clear that she loves the subject and is crazed about becoming a surgeon. She might as well be carrying a stethoscope around with her at all times.

	“Let's just get on with it.” I breathe out, not missing the way she smirks at me backing down.

	This is not what I do, but she's tutoring me and I can't fail, so I need to be the bigger person here. Even though I hate it.

	“Like I was saying,” she takes out her pen and starts writing some notes, “cell structure is going to be on the test. You're going to need to understand the definitions of some key components, okay?”

	Her tone takes me by surprise. It's as if she's slipped into the suit of my tutor. I don't hate it, but it's bewildering. She sounds so serious, like she actually cares if I understand what she's saying. This just makes me realize something utterly annoying.

	I have to actually listen to her.

	***

	That’s what I did. I've spent the last hour listening to her and absorbing the information regarding animal cell structure. 

	I have to give props when they are due; Adaline is actually excellent when it comes to tutoring. It's probably because she is so passionate about biology; it's practically been oozing out of her for this whole session.      

	However, my attention is wavering now, mostly because I'm tired of the biology talk. I understand what she's been saying and I've consumed it. I'm a quick learner, so I cannot be bothered to continue talking about animal cell structure right now. Not when I have much more interesting topics of conversation that I would like to bring up.      

	“Remember that the nucleus contains genetic material,” she twirls her pen, “don't forget about ribosomes either. Remember they are tiny structures where protein synthesis occurs—”

	“Your motorbike …” I cut her off, clearing my throat in the process.

	She looks exasperated that I've cut her off. I don't blame her; we should be talking about biology. I should be letting her continue because I desperately need to pass. But my brain just won't let me; I won't be able to rest until I hear her answer.

	I squeeze my pen tighter, inadvertently, when she looks at me, so intently. I'm not used to Adaline listening to me. It's like a shot of adrenaline—her eyes watching me.

	“Yeah?” she questions, confused and annoyed, urging me to continue. 

	I cross my legs, take a deep breath, and decide to do just that. “How many people have fucked you on it?”

	She raises her eyebrows as annoyance swells deep inside her magnificent green eyes. I can see her clenching her fists at the sides of my chair. I refrain from smirking at her clear discomfort and keep a straight face. 

	I admit I like asking inappropriate questions when it comes to her, but this time, I’m genuinely curious.

	“Were you dropped as a child? Is that why you come up with such bullshit?”

	Don't deflect. Answer me.

	“Are you too much of a pussy to answer?” I question smugly, closing my book.

	She is the furthest thing from a coward. This isn't the 1950s, so it's not like she's embarrassed to discuss her sex life either. She's just more bothered that I'm the one asking the question and that makes me really happy.

	“No. I just don't know why you're so interested,” she says, shrugging. Before I can answer, she continues talking. “Why are you interested in the head I got from a girl on this bike? Why are you so interested in the three orgasms she gave me?”

	Three. Three?

	Adaline is provoking me, making my fists clenched and my head pound. Her smug face indicates to me that she knows she's gotten to me; she thinks I'm angry because of my homophobia.

	She wants so bad for me to admit that her describing her sexual deviancy with girls is bothering me. But why does her being with a boy bother me just as much? No. I can't let her get to me.

	“I just wanted to find out if your sex life was as average as I assumed it was.” I deliver the words in a bored tone that I myself am shocked at. 

	I've never been good at hiding or controlling my feelings, but in this moment, I'm forcing myself to.

	She looks baffled, scoffing. “Average? On what planet?”

	“That girl giving you three orgasms isn't as earth shattering as you think,” I mumble harshly, pretending like I'm not interested in this conversation as I stare at my nails. 

	Are you one to talk Juliette? Your boyfriend can’t even give you one.       

	“Oh, like you could do any better, pillow princess,” she retorts, annoyed.

	“What did you just call me?”

	“You heard me.”

	Pillow princess? I'm not a pillow princess. It's not my fault I don't have the urge to take care of Adonis or any other man I've ever had sex with. That certainly does not make me a pillow princess.

	“I'm not into girls, so that isn't applicable.” I raise my voice slightly. It wasn't the best retort, but she had to know that what she said wasn't accurate. Only dykes can be pillow princesses as far as I'm concerned and I'm not a dyke.

	She nods, laughing lightly in that annoyingly smug way she does. “You're right. The word I was looking for is boring.”

	Breathe in. Breathe out.

	“Darling, when it comes to sex, I can assure you that I am the furthest thing from boring.”

	I don't mean to purr the words out, I don't mean for it to sound so seductive, yet it doesn't matter what I meant, all that matters is that my words make Adaline's breath hitch. Never in my life have I felt so grateful for not blinking than I do in this moment. 

	Adaline Emery is a brick wall; her walls impenetrable and her emotions utterly guarded. So that slight hitch? That’s like heroin coursing through my veins.      

	“Oh yeah?” she asks teasingly, playing with the heart necklace around her neck.

	“If I was your way inclined—”

	“You mean if you liked fucking girls,” she corrects vulgarly, smiling at my genuine discomfort.

	I grit my teeth. “Like I was saying, if I was deplorable like you, you'd find out very quickly that I'm not boring in bed.”

	I do not know the words that are leaving my mouth at this instant. I don’t mean the words leaving my mouth, I just need to see her lose, to take her words back. Right?

	“You give yourself too much credit. I'm not Adonis. I'm not easy, Juliette.” I bet she isn't. Nothing about Adaline Emery screams 'easy to please'.

	“Really? I beg to differ …” I stand up slowly, walking towards her. I place both of my hands on the arm chair and she doesn't even flinch. 

	She looks like she's holding her breath and I like it; I like when she looks like she's doing something because of me. 

	“You would be incredibly easy. I think all it would take is one touch …” I lean into the side of her head, engulfing her scent once again as I move my fingers towards hers so our pinkies are touching. “One touch. Where would it be? On your waist? Or on your neck? No, it would be on your ass. All I have to do is mark your ass red for the way you speak to me. Then you'd be begging for me to be inside you. Isn't that right?”

	I move my face back to look at her. She's breathing heavily and her eyes are hooded in a way I've never seen before and it is exhilarating. 

	I would be goading about her reaction if I didn't feel how soaked my own panties were. Why are my panties soaked?

	“Juliette …” she whispers, leaning closer to me. I suddenly cannot find the will to breathe as I search into her forest green eyes. This close up, there's a speck of hazel light in her iris—something I've never noticed before.

	“Yes?” I whisper throatily as I hang onto every word that she's about to say. I count the seconds in my head; anything to keep me focused and breathing, because I feel like I can't breathe.

	One. Two. Three. Fou—

	“I never beg boring people to fuck me.”

	Before I can respond, she's using her foot to push me away from her gently. I'm speechless. Not willingly, but I feel as though I can't even open my mouth to respond to her.

	How does she do that—turn off her emotions in less than five seconds?

	I clear my throat, pretending like this encounter hasn't bothered me as I sit back down on my bed. “Whatever dyke.”

	She scoffs loudly. “Let's just move along with the actual tutoring. We've only covered animal cells; we still have so much to do—”

	I tune her out when she starts rambling, I should actually thank her for this because it's reminding me of how infuriatingly annoying she actually is. Her behaving like this is giving me the required time I need to calm my breathing.

	Listening to her drone on while tutoring me numbs my mind into oblivion. She's acting like this is the most important thing in her life, all for a silly little commendation letter? Does she not realize that Oxford will be begging for her regardless of some stupid letter?

	“Relax, we have plenty of time,” I interrupt her hastily. my tone isn't as venomous as it usually is, but that's mostly because our previous encounter had drained me.

	“Juliette,” she speaks my name harshly, glaring at me, “I'm not going to let your incompetent nature and your contentment with your average grades ruin my chances for a commendation letter!”

	This. Bitch.

	This is what it takes to bother Adaline Emery? She is completely nonchalant and monotonous even when we were discussing how I would sleep with her. 

	Yet, as soon as the conversation is steered towards grades and letters, she is absolutely infuriated. All this time I could have just used her future at Oxford to get her attention. To get her reactions. To have her absolutely livid. 

	Unbelievable.

	“You are so fucking dramatic!” I groan out. “Of course, I’m content with my grades! There’s nothing wrong with having average grades. You should try it sometime. Maybe then you’ll stop being so high-strung.”

	She laughs lowly. “High-strung? Why the fuck do you think I’m so high-strung? I don’t get to be average, Juliette. Only people like you get that option.”

	“People like me?”

	“Rich, spoiled cunts that get everything handed to them.” Her precise enunciation fills my body with rage. But she doesn't stop. “You get to be average, to revel in the safety of your money. I don’t get that luxury.”

	“If you had my life, you’d be the same,” I spit out, standing up in fury.

	“No, I wouldn’t.” She shakes her head with a shrug and I arch my eyebrow prompting her to continue. “I’d actually make use of my money for something other than making other people miserable—”

	“Oh, please.” I scoff, cutting her off. I haven’t made everyone miserable—just people that bother me. Like when I told my mother to pull some strings and get Kelly Mitchell fired as a teacher from Richmond because she refused to give my phone back after detention. Or when I smashed Brock Johnson’s car windows when he parked in my spot. 

	To be fair, he deserved it; everyone knows he’s an asshole. The point is that I don’t make everyone miserable. Just don’t cross me and you’ll be fine. What good is money if I can’t use it to get my way?

	She ignores me. “I would buy every advantage I could, anything that would help me excel. I would never be average.” She pauses and her eyes rake me up and down, making me sweat. “I wouldn’t be like you, Juliette, I’d be much worse.”

	The wicked glint in her green eye and her confident stature sends a thrill down my spine. Of course. She isn’t mad about me being spoiled, she’s mad that I don’t use it to my advantage the “proper” way. I guess I’m better than her then, because I wouldn’t use my money to get ahead academically; I don’t care enough to do that. 

	I’ve never had to care enough.

	“Juliette!” a voice calls out, snapping me out of my thoughts.

	I know that voice. The same shrill, but somehow still loving voice I'm used to hearing when she isn't away on business trips. My mother.

	 

	



	
Chapter FIVE

	A d a l i n e

	Identical icy blue eyes, the same golden-blonde hair, barring the slight grey hairs. Every time I look at Samantha Kingston I feel as though I'm seeing a vision of what Juliette will look like in thirty years. She should be elated that she'll be an absolute milf when she gets older; a repressed, bitchy milf, but a milf nonetheless.

	When I heard her shrill voice calling for Juliette from downstairs, I couldn't even react before Juliette rushed down instantly. Of course, I didn't have much choice but to do the same.

	So, that's where we are now, standing in front of Samantha Kingston who's looking at me with contempt and her daughter with a soft look of indifference. 

	She's wearing a long beige coat, a leather belt wrapped in the middle, and a Chanel scarf wrapped around her neck. I have to give it to her, she is fashionable. Or is she just filthy rich? Is there really a difference?

	“Adaline,” she greets disdainfully, acknowledging me with a slight nod.

	I nod back. “Miss Kingston.”

	I hate her. I've hated her ever since I was a child and she tried to use her power and money to implement homophobic rules at Richmond academy, which thankfully, didn’t work.

	I’ve hated her ever since she told me that being bisexual was disgusting, but not as bad as being gay, because I still had a chance of ending up with a man.

	She told me that at a pride rally a few years ago. Vile bitch. She is always at pride events heckling and berating people like me. 

	She is a tyrant, which is very amusing, because she's the same woman who has rallied against sexism and racism and even funds abortion clinics, yet she draws the line at homosexuality? Someone needs to teach her what progressiveness actually means.

	“What are you doing in my home?” she questions, tight lipped.

	My eyes turn to Juliette who is standing next to me. She's standing stiffly, her arms crossed. I can tell she's widely uncomfortable, so I decide to have a little fun with her.

	“Well, I actually just finished fucking your daughter—”

	“She's joking!” Juliette interrupts loudly, her hand shoots out to mine and her nails begin digging into my skin. “She's just tutoring me.”

	I stifle a laugh and yank my hand away, ignoring her glares and how satisfying it felt when her nails sunk into my arm. I really need to sort out my masochistic tendencies.

	“I know,” Samantha scoffs, “you're not a degenerate like her.”

	“You sure about that? She's probably sucked her boyfriend’s cock right in this living room.”

	This isn’t slut shaming; this is just pure rudeness. This is me being as annoyingly infuriating as I possibly can to make her mother feel uncomfortable. Not to mention that infuriating Juliette is always a bonus too. Her tight fists and clenched jaw tells me that she's absolutely furious. I love it.

	Even if I’m being petulant, which I so very clearly am, the common courtesy rules don’t apply when it comes to the Kingston’s. They are vile humans who only deserve vile treatment back.

	“We aren't living in the stone age. My daughter can do whatever she likes with her body, that's her prerogative.” Samantha shrugs off my rudeness.

	Ugh. She always says the right thing. It should calm me down, but all it does is make my chest swell with fury. I'm angry because she's berated me for being bisexual since I was a child. I'm angry because on every other social issue, we seem to be fighting on the same side!

	Most of all, I'm angry because she's the one that has made Juliette this way. She's the reason Juliette is so angry, vicious, and homophobic.

	“So you're sex positive as long as it's only a man and a woman?” I question, scoffing.

	“Precisely.”

	“You're a repressed hag, you know that?” I spit out angrily.

	Right at this moment, I can finally understand why Juliette despises my lack of attention. I'm getting a taste of it from Samantha, with her stoic face and emotionless words. 

	Usually, it wouldn’t bother me this much, but that’s because I’ve never spoken to her for longer than five minutes—nor have I ever been in her house.

	“Adaline!” Juliette reprimands me, but her mother holds her hand up signalling her to not get involved and she shuts her mouth instantly.

	This is what it takes to shut Juliette Kingston up? Just a signal from her mother and she's completely silent? Pussy.

	“I'd rather be repressed than a deviant,” Samantha retorts.

	I laugh indecorously. “Deviant? Can you hear yourself? So much for not living in the stone age.” 

	She had to understand her hypocrisy, how could she not understand how ridiculous her notions are? It would be one thing if she was ultra right-wing and hated every minority group, at least then I could chalk it up to ignorance. 

	With her, I just can't let it go because she's the reason Juliette hates me. I need to know why. I’ve tried asking her before every time I run into her. I used to ask Juliette the same thing too, but I never got an answer from either of them.

	“It's different!” she argues and I can see the emotionless façade breaking. Juliette is completely silent, her eyes on the floor and I realize this is my moment to figure it out without anyone interfering.

	“What is your actual problem? Why do you hate people like me so much?” I bombard her with questions, raising my voice louder and louder.

	“I don't owe you any explanation,” she says with finality, averting her eyes from me and I know I have to keep pushing.

	I chuckle darkly, walking closer to her. “Is it mommy issues? Daddy issues?” I pause before lowering my tone. “Or is it husband issues?”

	Is this what Juliette feels anytime she is cruel to someone? It's slightly addictive, like malice is drenching from each inch of my body. 

	I've never been one to mince my words or control my thoughts and I certainly won't be starting now. I need to keep going in order to understand Samantha—to almost degrade her.

	That's the thing about people like Samantha Kingston, they're just miserable, little bullies and if you push hard enough, you'll expose an insecurity; something embedded so deep that even the mention of it breaks them down.

	“Stop it!” she warns lowly. She isn't the same stoic woman who walked into the house, she looks like a ticking time bomb.

	“Is that why your husband left you? Because you're an ignorant, intolerant piece of shit?” I can’t feel any regret after speaking because my malicious words seem to set something wrathful in effect. 

	Samantha's eyes change, becoming darker and narrowed. When I'm up this close to her, I can see a vein protruding out of her forehead and her breathing becomes heavier; so dangerously heavy.

	“How dare you!” she bellows out loudly. I half expect her to hit me, but she doesn't. She just points her finger in my face and says, “Don't presume to know things about my husband—”

	“Ex husband,” I correct with a malicious smirk on my face. I hate it. I sound like Juliette right now—so bitter and venomous.

	But I can't stop. I want to, so badly, but I can’t.

	I had heard about Juliette's parents' divorce a few days after I had experienced Juliette's homophobic wrath for the first time. 

	I was too wounded about my own bisexuality being outed to even have a shred of sympathy for anyone else, especially her. I didn't know enough to be sympathetic anyway, all I knew was that her father divorced her mother and left.

	I despise that this fury inside of me is going to make me use that against her right now. Nonetheless, I continue talking. “I don't blame him for leaving. I would leave too, if my wife and kid were miserable, homophobic bitches!”

	Samantha narrows her eyes and clenches her jaw. “He didn't leave because of me!”

	“Mom!” Juliette tries to interrupt her mother by walking up and putting her hands on her shoulders. It doesn't work. I know it doesn't because Samantha pushes Juliette's hands away gently, signalling to her not to get involved. 

	Her eyes turn back to me with pure ferocity. “Julian left because he's a fucking faggot who would rather leave and fuck his boss instead of staying with his family! He's the reason I hate your kind!”

	Her words come flooding out with fury and I feel as though I've broken a dam and the water won't stop flowing. 

	She won't stop spitting out words, even while Juliette is hysterically begging her to stop. “He was a coward! He beat me to a pulp to stop me from divulging his dirty, little secret. He was happy to leave me for a man, but too scared to admit it!”

	No. No. No. I wanted to push her, but to this extent? To this place of her shaking, falling to the ground while Juliette comforts her? No, not like this. I’ve just stepped down several levels past Juliette’s behaviour.

	“Get out!” Juliette says coldly, holding her mother who's shaking with anger.

	



	
Chapter SIX

	J u l i e t t e

	Two weeks. I have spent the past two weeks wrecking pure havoc on Adaline Emery. I'm not referring to our usual game of insults or the cattiness that I've become so accustomed to parading around her. 

	No, this is different. This is unadulterated and cold. It's vicious and it's been prodding at me since that day.

	The day that my mother blurted out my family’s secret. The same secret that she had ingrained into me as a child to keep quiet, mostly because of high society and its judgment, but a small part had to have been because of fear—fear of my father.

	She was terrified that day. I remember it so vividly. I had just come home from cheerleading practice. My mother had found out that my father was sleeping with his boss and was planning to leave us. Instead of apologizing for his adultery, he threatened and berated her.

	He was on top of her, pummelling her face and screaming at her to keep his gay affair a secret. Seeing this, I ran as fast as I could to stop him. 

	I was foolish to think that scrawny, twelve-year-old me could pull my father off my mother, but I tried so very hard. So hard that he pushed me backwards. I got hurt as a result, so in a way, it stopped him from continuing to beat my mother. 

	I would have taken as many pushes, punches, and kicks as I could if it meant that he would stop hurting her. 

	He walked out that day and sent divorce papers the next week, turning my mother from an ally to an enemy. From that day, she didn't despise anyone as much as she despised gay people.

	I wanted so terribly to explain to her that it wasn't fair to generalize all gay people just because of my father. Maybe I should have, but I didn't. I couldn't. Not when I saw the bruises that had formed on my mother, both physically and emotionally. 

	It's as if I had absorbed her pain from that day. I could feel it inside me; it covered every inch of me, rattled me and changed me in unimaginable ways. Now, I was just like her—homophobic and ruthless. I had to be.

	Since my father walked out, my mother has been a shell of her past self. She went from loving and bubbly to stoic and unkind to most people, but never to me. 

	Her mask was so well placed and didn't budge all these years, until that day, when Adaline provoked her. I spent the whole night consoling my mother who was bawling in her bedroom. 

	It teleported me back to the night I spend cleaning my mother’s wounds and wiping away her tears.

	The minuscule, rational part of me knows that Adaline couldn't have possibly known what happened to my mother and I. While she was particularly vicious that day, it wasn't without reason. 

	After all, I can't blame her for wanting to understand why I hate her so much. Yet, I still can't help but want her to hurt for what she did, because she hurt my mother and she… hurt me.

	Yes, I've hurt her, but never like this. I've never spoken about her parents. Not that I could, as I don't know much about them. 

	I assume her mother died when she was a child, I'd never heard anything about her. I do know that her father hung himself before she came to Richmond academy. 

	Have I ever spoken about that or thrown it in her face? No, I haven't. 

	You’ve spoken about her brother, so get off your high horse. Damn this conscience!

	I have been vicious toward Adaline these past two weeks; I've spray painted dyke on her locker, burned half of her precious textbooks, and ordered my minions to keep harassing her. I expected her to shout, fight back, and hurt—the same way I'm hurting— but she hasn't.

	She just endures it; every insult and shitty thing I spit at her, she takes it. I haven't even spoken to her since that day at my house. I haven't been able to face her because she makes me lose control and if I lose control, I won't be as cruel as I can be. So, I've avoided her and gotten others to do my dirty work for me.

	It hasn't bothered her though. She's acting as if nothing has happened and still sends me tutoring notes every day through email—which she no doubt got from Mr Khalid. 

	As much as I loathe her, I still use the notes every night. I still need to pass biology and stay on the cheerleading squad. I won't let her ruin that. 

	“Hey, are you okay?” I hear Kai's voice through my phone, which is pressed to my ear, halting my thoughts.

	Kai has been resting at home for two weeks ever since he got sick. I have missed him, but the silver lining in this situation is that he hasn't been here to witness what I've been doing to Adaline. If he was, I would never hear the end of it. I'm elated I don't have to deal with his moral high-ground in this instance.

	“Yeah, I'm fine,” I tell him, not really knowing if I'm telling the truth or not.

	“You sure?” he questions again and before I can respond, he adds, “You've been really quiet these past two weeks. You can always talk to me. You know that right?”

	I know that. He's practically the only person I can actually talk to and confide in about how I feel. I should tell him how miserably angry I've been, but I just can't bring myself to. I'm not opening that up, not when I would rather repress my anger and let it fester. 

	If I talk about it, it will dissipate. Yes, I'll feel better, but who cares? I need to hold onto my fury so I can weaponize it against Adaline.

	“Don't worry, I promise I'm fine. Just stressed about the cheerleading tournament coming up.”

	Obviously, that's a lie. Why would I be worried about something I excel at so clearly?

	“Don't be, you're the most flexible person I know! You're gonna kill it!” he hollers loudly through the phone and I smile, even though I'm sure he has permanently damaged my ear drums.

	I giggle. “You're coming right?”

	“Of course.”

	The pure assurance in which he answers my question always warms my icy heart. He's the only person who comes to any of my cheerleading tournaments. 

	My mother used to come all the time, but after my dad left her, she stopped coming. She said it reminded her too much of when they used to come to my games together. Couldn't she just try for me?

	“I gotta go now,” Kai says through the phone and quickly continues. “My mother is calling me. I'll call you back. Love you!”

	“Love you too.” I hang up.

	I lean my head against my locker, my head feeling utterly heavy. So much tension is settled within my limbs right now, all because I haven't been able to release it. 

	The only thing that usually dissipates my tension is when I'm face to face with Adaline, when I play our little game of insults and bother her.

	Speaking of the devil, my eyes perk up when I see Adaline sprinting toward the locker room. I stifle a giggle because I know she's running to change her clothes. I made Stacey—the vice-captain of my cheer squad, drown her clothes with raspberry slushie. 

	Watching glee again gave me the idea and I couldn't help but execute it. She should be happy; I chose her favourite flavour.

	Everything inside my mind is screaming at me to stay put, maybe waste some time conversing with people before going to class. 

	My body however, doesn't agree and that's what leads me to walk after Adaline, following her into the locker room. It was easier to avoid Adaline when I was purposely avoiding seeing her face. I just can't help myself when I see her.

	I'm officially saying goodbye to my longest record of avoiding Adaline Emery. I walk in and she's too preoccupied packing her dirty clothes to hear my footsteps.

	I notice how quickly she changed her clothes. Her usual blue plaid skirt replaced with grey trousers and her usual white shirt replaced with a navy-blue jumper. I despise that even after she was hit with a slushy, she still looks pretty. Even more so when her jet-black hair is tied up. 

	My palms sweat when I take note of the exposed baby hairs on the back of her neck. She should tie her hair up more often.

	I clear my throat and she looks startled, almost yelping, but when her green eyes meet mine, she relaxes. She really shouldn't.

	“What happened to your skirt? Did you have a little accident?” I question in a faux, concerned voice.

	She doesn't answer right away, so I take the opportunity to slowly stride toward her. My feet take me right in front of her, not too far, but not too close either. Far enough that we're not touching, but close enough that the scent of raspberry is filling my senses.

	“Something like that,” she says, accompanied by a deep sigh, her eyes shimmering with what I can only assume to be exhaustion.

	I won't focus on how tired she looks, nor will I focus on how the circles under her eyes are tugging at my chest for some reason.

	“At least, it's given you an excuse to change and cover up those hideous legs,” I spit out with a fake smile. My fists clench tightly because I know I'm lying—her legs aren't even close to hideous.

	“I'll keep that in mind,” she says, her eyes downcast, a soft smile on her face.

	Stop. Stop it. Do something; tear at my hair, wrap your hands around my neck, shout at me for saying something so horrible, call me all the truly terrible names you can muster. Just… do something, Adaline.

	“Look at me.” I order coldly and she does instantly. I revel at the way she follows my orders for once, it feels so good. Why does it feel so good when she listens to me?

	“Have you told anyone?” I question so softly that I'm surprised she even hears me.

	Her eyes soften slightly in understanding. I'm not surprised that I don't have to elaborate, she knows exactly what I'm talking about. I need to know if she's told anyone about my father, whether it’s her friends or her brother. 

	I need to know what to expect. It didn't occur to me to question her before, because I was avoiding her. My mother herself hasn’t been around much, but I can tell she’s suspicious about anyone finding out.

	It would ruin her reputation—her being left for a man. Not only that, but if word got out to my father, maybe he would come back and hurt us.

	“No.” She shakes her head, shocked. “Why would I do that?”

	To destroy me. To ruin mine and my mother's life. To get back at us for the horrible way we've treated you. I could name a million reasons as to why she would divulge my secret, but here she stands, acting as if it's the most absurd thought.

	“Why wouldn't you?” I shoot back, walking closer to her. Her feet move backwards, so now she's backed up against the wall.

	I like her like that; her body pressed up against the wall so that she's incapable of running from this—running from me.

	“Maybe because I'm not a vile person.”

	“Oh, please. We both know you're very capable of being vile. Or did you forget what happened at my house?” I spit out harshly, ignoring that I can feel her breath on me and my own breathing is starting to become heavier.

	She sighs. “Juliette, I'm sorry. I am. I didn't know.”

	She sounds so genuine, her eyebrows furrowed and her eyes downturned, like she's so desperate for me to understand how apologetic she is—how much she regrets it. Too bad I don't care.

	“I don't need your apologies.”

	“Then what do you need? It's been weeks and you are relentless. What's going to make you stop?”

	I'm affecting her. Is it wrong that affecting her like this makes me happy? I mean of course, I'm appeased that she's exhausted and bothered, but it's not enough. I want more, I need more. 

	“I want you to hurt…” I lean closer to her, my face inches away from her. “I want it to burn every part of you. I want you to be in so much pain that you can't bear to breathe.”

	She blinks. “What do you think the last ten years of my life has been like?”

	I'm silent. Rendered speechless by her words, which is quite a rare occurrence for me. My breath is caught in my throat, her words piercing deep into my chest. She could be talking about me, or maybe she’s talking about how miserable her life is. Either way, it’s honest and unexpectedly raw. 

	The silence piercing the room should alarm me. Anyone could walk in right now and what would they see? Me and Adaline, inches apart, breathing heavily. I can’t even attempt to have a thought, because all I can do is stare at her exhausted face. 

	My eyes take note of the minuscule beauty mark under her ear; anything to distract me from… her lips. 

	Now, I'm looking. I don't have another choice. They look soft and her maroon red lipstick looks inviting. It seems as though she doesn't have a choice either because she's staring at my lips too. 

	Being this close to her, I can almost trace the outline of her lips with my eyes. Not that I can focus on her lips any longer because I feel my neck being pulled from the back, consequently pulling me away from Adaline. “Get off her!”

	



	
Chapter SEVEN

	A d a l i n e

	“What is going on?”

	The sound of Aryan's voice snaps me out of the momentary trance I was in. What was that? That moment? I was just flustered. I mean, it's no secret that Juliette is an attractive girl, I just became entranced for a moment, that’s all.

	“Nothing,” I scratch the back of my neck, “everything is fine.”

	They don't seem convinced. Aryan seems bewildered and well, Victoria seems livid. She yanked Juliette off me with such brute force, I expected Juliette to fight her or yell at her, but she didn't. She's just standing there, looking at Victoria with annoyance, although her eyes keep wavering over toward me. I avoid her eyes, like I usually do.

	“Fine? She had her hands on you!” Victoria screeches, her hands flailing with exasperation.

	Victoria gets very protective sometimes, I think it's the older sister in her. She really can't help it. 

	I don't blame her though; I once broke some girl’s hand because she tried to slap Victoria and Aryan once choked a guy unconscious when he tried to grope us. We are a very violently protective group.

	I told them about having to tutor Juliette when I left her house that day—they were sceptical about why I agreed, but once I told them about the commendation letter, they understood. 

	In fact, they went straight to Mr Khalid’s room and asked to see a copy of the letter. It was perfect, I made all the amendments I needed to and quickly began dreading holding up my end of the bargain.

	Juliette rolls her eyes. “You're acting a bit dramatic, don't you think?” My friends practically snarl at her.

	Why are they so bothered about this? I mean, it literally looks like fume is coming out of their ears. This is what Juliette and I always do; they should be used to it by now.

	 Thankfully, they have no idea how badly Juliette has been mistreating me the last few weeks.

	“What are you guys doing here anyway?” I ask, to diffuse the tension.

	They both sigh audibly and Victoria is the one who begins talking. “We overheard Stacey bragging about wrecking your clothes, so we confronted her.”

	The mention of her name reminds me of the raspberry slushy. She was so sneaky about it too, although she wasn’t confident like Juliette. She did it from behind and ran away straight after.

	“It didn't take much threatening before she told us everything that they've been doing to you,” Aryan adds.

	Shit. I thought I had been vigilant in hiding the havoc that Juliette has been wrecking on me. I even bought premium grade bleach, just so I could remove that slur she put on my locker. 

	I couldn't let them know, they would murder Juliette and then she wouldn't be able to take her anger out on me, which for the first time, is actually warranted.

	Juliette scoffs. “It's worrying that you guys couldn't figure it out yourselves. Aren't you her best friends?” She shoots me a look, telling me that she is bewildered, but satisfied at the same time that I didn't tell my friends anything.

	“Shut up!” Victoria groans out, clutching her forehead like the sound of Juliette's voice is giving her a migraine.

	Juliette has that effect on most people.

	“To be fair, I'm clueless most of the times,” Aryan retorts, shrugging. I refrain from hitting his head like I usually do when he makes self-deprecating jokes.

	“Yes, I can tell,” Juliette agrees in her usual bitchy tone.

	“Shut the fuck up!” Victoria, Aryan, and I shoot out in unison, we were definitely triplets in another life.

	She's provoking me. She knows I can take her insults, but when it comes to my friends, it's very easy to aggravate me. I'm clenching my fists tightly, trying to let her comment go. At least I was, until she made another one.

	“What? I was just agreeing with you,” she says to Aryan in a faux confused tone. “I was gonna call you an imbecile, but I didn’t think you would know how to spell it.”

	It takes me two whole seconds before I have Juliette pinned up against the wall, my hands bunched up in her collar as pure, white, hot anger is dispelling from my whole body. 

	My friends don't make a move, although from my peripheral vision, I can see Victoria clenching her fists. They know to let me handle this.

	Part of me feels guilty, so guilty for even holding her aggressively like this after what I did at her home. My intentions were malicious, but never in a million years would I have expected to hear how morbid her mother’s past was. Not that it justifies her homophobia, but it explains it. It helps me understand both Juliette and Samantha better. 

	I've felt so culpable that I've let her treat me like nothing; like pure garbage, just so she can feel better.

	But coming for my friends? Oh no. This is where my guilt has finally dissipated. I'm done taking it.

	“Shut your fucking mouth!” I spit my words harshly at her as I push her further into the wall. 

	She doesn't talk, she just keeps smirking devilishly, her eyes practically raking me. I continue. “Say what you want about me, but keep your mouth shut when it comes to my friends.”

	“Or what?” she taunts, biting her bottom lip. I find myself becoming distracted by that action—momentarily.

	“Don't test me, Juliette.”

	“You don't scare me, Adaline.”

	I know I don't scare her, just as she doesn't scare me. There's no fear in this game we play—there never has been—and that's what drives her insane.

	“This stops now. I'm done. I won't take your shit anymore,” I tell her seriously, not missing the way her demeanour instantly changes.

	Her eyes narrow and her smirk fades. I can see the way her jaw clenches slightly; not in an angry way, but more in a displeased way. 

	She knows I'm being serious. I'm done letting her do this because of one shitty thing I did.

	It's ridiculous. Her mother and her are still miserable bitches, the shit they've been through doesn't excuse anything. You don't get to generalize a group of people because of one horrible person. Do I hate all blonde people because Juliette is a bitch? No. 

	“This ends when I say it does.”

	She's so sure of herself. Her words exuding pure control and power, as if she can't even imagine a world where I don't sing to her tune. Has she met me? I will never give her that power, ever.

	“You need to get over it; you've tortured me enough.” I say exasperated, which might be an exaggeration. Sure, these two weeks have been annoying and inconvenient, however, the real torture has been not facing her for two weeks, when she sent her friends to do her dirty work. It was unbearable. Not because I missed her, but because no one fights with me like she does. 

	Her minions are deplorable and annoying, but they aren't infuriating and venomous like she is. They don't have it in them to bother me like she does. It was pure torture hearing her words come out of their mouths.

	She blinks. “Now you know how I feel when I'm around you.”

	I exhale at her comment. The sheer seriousness in which she's speaking rattles me a little. As she stares at me, I can't will myself to look away or to even breathe. 

	She feels that I torture her? I should ask her how I do that. I so desperately want to know the ways in which she feels tortured by me.

	“You could cut the tension with a knife.” Aryan’s failed whisper brings me back to reality. 

	I was too entranced with my showdown with Juliette that I had completely forgotten my friends were here too. I let go of her collar, unable to meet her eyes again.

	“Let's go,” I say hastily, instantly leaving the locker room and practically sprinting down the hallways. My friends rush out behind me.

	“Why wouldn't you tell us about what's been happening?” Victoria questions, catching up to me. Before I can answer, Aryan throws out his own question.

	“Why didn't you fight back? You could easily take Stacey!”

	I halt my steps and they mirror my movements. I take a deep breath and look at them, I can see concern painted all over their features. 

	I wish I could tell my friends the full story, but I can't divulge Juliette's family secrets like that. As warranted as it would be, I just can’t.

	“I did something horrible, but I can't tell you guys what it is.” I sigh, scratching my cheek. “Just trust me when I say that I had a good reason for taking her shit.”

	There are many things I love about my friends; their loyalty and humour, but most of all, I cherish how understanding they are. They never pressurise me and they always take my word for something. They know I wouldn't take Juliette's shit unless there was a very good reason to.

	Aryan nods. “We trust you. Just don't ever let people walk over you like this and get away with it again. That's never been you.”

	Victoria echoes his sentiments, “This never happens again, you won't ever let this happen again. Understood?”

	“Understood,” I agree, nodding my head. The tension feels like it instantly dissipates as my friends wrap their arms around me.

	***

	After spending hours eating ice cream and getting lectured by my friends, they eventually drop me at home. 

	I bid them goodbye as I get out of the car and walk across the jagged pavement. The smell of weed and the sound of beeping cars fill my ears and brings me a strange sense of comfort. 

	I walk up to my small two-bedroom house; the home I grew up in. I jangle my keys into the hole and make my way inside. It always smells like dumplings when I enter my house, thanks to Miss Kim.

	I walk into the kitchen and see a plethora of containers with food and a note attached to them that reads: Working late tonight, made you some food. Please, eat. Don't avoid it so you can study! Love ya—Adam.

	I laugh at how well he knows me. 

	I make my way upstairs to my room, my hands grazing the cracks in the walls—that has been a habit since I was a child. My room is extremely clean. I'm quite a neat freak, especially when it comes to my bedroom. 

	I immediately change out of my uniform, hating the dreadful way it feels on my body. I feel the cool breeze on my skin when I take off my bra too, leaving me only in my underwear.

	I fall onto my bed and enjoy the relaxing feeling. My brother isn't here, which means it's an empty house. The thought itself gives me a wicked idea—the same idea that’s been on my mind all day. 

	I don't make a habit of touching myself, mostly because I just go out and have sex when I'm feeling particularly frustrated, but I can't be bothered to do that right now.

	I spread my legs wide and my hands begin wandering over my chest as I play with my nipples. My hand wanders down to the waistband of my panties, I groan out slightly when I realize how soaking wet I actually am and how damp my panties are. They are so damp that my fingers get drenched immediately. 

	Is this how frustrated I've been all day? Why?

	My fingers circle over my clit as I tease myself slightly. Pleasure courses down my body down to my toes and I curse out in satisfaction. My mind starts throwing images of pretty women and men at me. 

	Suddenly, images of blonde hair and blue eyes start attacking my vision. Wait, no. No. No.

	My hands shoot out of my panties immediately and I place it on my chest instead, calming my erratically beating heart. What am I doing?

	Was I about to touch myself to Juliette Kingston? Am I that desperate? What is happening to me and why did it feel so different…so good? 

	I want so badly to get up and pretend like I didn't just think of Juliette when touching myself, but I can't. Not when my insides are screaming out, begging for a release.

	Should I really deny myself the pleasure? Should I let Juliette ruin my orgasm or be the cause of if? I think the latter is more fitting, purely for ironic reasons. 

	Think about it; she would be livid to find out a dyke was masturbating to her. So, this would be the ultimate middle finger to her, right? Besides, it's only a fantasy—everyone has messed up fantasies.

	My hands make their way back. I don't waste any time getting back to my clit; it's so swollen. I'm not usually this quick, it takes me quite a long time to get worked up, but I feel like I could cum in seconds.

	I turn my head to the side, overcome by the images riddled in my mind. All I can think about is Juliette on top of me, beneath me and inside me. 

	My hips involuntarily buck and I plunge two fingers inside my gaping hole. I'm so unbearably wet that my fingers practically slide in. My tightness feels so torturously good. Would she think that it feels good?

	My skin feels scorching. My legs are rustling against the sheets at every ounce of pleasure that pools deep inside me. I lift my left hand—which is currently doing nothing—to my neck and wrap it around it.

	I squeeze my neck at every ripple of pleasure that violently shakes my body. My fingers are starting to hurt from the rough way that I'm pounding them inside of me, but I can't stop. Not when I'm so close or when all I can think about is Juliette inside me.

	I'm so close. I'm pushing so deeply into myself harder and faster as I take my other hand away from my neck and start circling my clit again. My movements are erratic and quick

	I'm so close that I can already taste the bliss.

	All I have to do to push me over the edge is open my eyes. The minute I do, I start envisioning Juliette on top of me, pulling me into a deep kiss, her tongue sliding in my mouth as she runs her hands through my hair.

	Oh my God.

	My insides tighten up and clench around my fingers. My legs shake, my chest convulses, and I scream like I never have before. I feel that all-too-familiar tingle hitting the back of my brain, sending waves through my entire body.

	Oh no.

	



	
Chapter EIGHT

	J u l i e t t e

	The sound of classical musical entrances my ears as I swirl the red wine in my glass. It's the 26th of October today—my birthday. I've just turned eighteen. 

	I spent the morning with Kai who took me to breakfast after my cheerleading practice and now, I’m with my mother for lunch. She already bought me a boatload of gifts; no doubt she probably picked them out from some random catalogue.

	I think she is under the impression that this wine is the first time I've ever consumed alcohol. Or at least she thought it was, until I downed the glass of wine without grimacing.

	“I would like the steak tartare and another bottle of the Château Cheval Blanc.” My mother orders politely. The waitress starts writing it down, then her eyes shift to mine.

	“What would you like miss?” the waitress questions me politely as I try my best not to stare for too long into her dark blue eyes.

	I scan the menu lightly before saying, “I would like the lobster please.” The waitress nods and reiterates our order before walking away after confirming it.

	This restaurant is so stifling, although it's quite a high-end place, which I'm used to. 

	The sound of the live piano is deafening, but not nearly as loud as the sound of clanging utensils. I wish the music could drown the sound of spoiled teenagers complaining about their allowances.

	“How are you, darling?” my mother questions, gazing at me with a soft smile.

	I like her when she's like this; calm and collected. It's so rare for her to be attentive to me these days, so I appreciate every second.

	“Good.” I smile lightly. “My grades in biology are improving.” For once, I'm actually not lying to my mother about my grades.

	“Is Adaline still tutoring you?” she questions quietly, her fingers firmly gripping her wine glass. Just like that, the mood shifts. What I thought was going to be a normal outing is clearly just an interrogation.

	I nod, taking a sip of my wine. “Yes, she is.”

	Talking about Adaline reminds me of that day in the locker room. It had me rattled completely. I'm not sure what was about to happen before her friends walked in. I've avoided even thinking about it. 

	Regardless, I've ceased my torture on her since that day. We've honestly just fallen back into our usual routine of bickering. While it's still bothersome, it's not as tumultuous as it was after what happened with my mother.

	Even though we are back to our usual routine, she has still continued to tutor me over email for the last few weeks, rather than in person. I just can't have her back in my home; it reminds me that she knows about my father.

	“Has she… told anyone?” my mother asks in a hushed whisper, looking around to see if anyone is listening to our conversation. I shake my head, drinking my wine. She’s asked me this same question every single week since Adaline ambushed her.

	It's clear that my mother is scared, terrified even, that people will find out about my father. Everyone was under the impression that the divorce was amicable. 

	No one thought my father was good enough for my mother anyway, which was mostly because she comes from humongous amounts of money and he wasn't as wealthy as she is—or as accomplished. 

	If they find out about him leaving for another man, they would look down on us and our family name would be stained completely.

	“Good. Make sure it stays that way.”

	“I will.”

	Of course, I will. Not that I have to try hard anyway; Adaline has made it increasingly clear she wouldn't tell anyone. I still don't understand why. If I were in her shoes, I don't think I would extend her the same courtesy. But then again, I'm a massive bitch.

	“In other news …” my mother clears her throat, garnering my attention. “The board of directors can't wait for you to join them next year.”

	“Next year? Isn't that a little soon?”

	I know absolutely zilch when it comes to my mother's companies, nor am I interested in any of it; I'm just elated that we are successful. 

	My mother however, wants me to join the company; she wants me to become the next heir and I can't bring myself to tell her I don't want that.

	She shakes her head. “I don't think so. You'll be in the university next year; it's perfect.”

	It's obvious that she isn't asking me, she's telling me exactly what's going to happen.

	Growing up, I was adamant on wanting to open up my own gallery or go to art university after college. However, ever since my father left, my dreams have taken a backseat. 

	If I don't join the family business, it will give people more reason to gossip and my mother cares quite a lot about what people think. Now more than ever, she needs our reputation to stay intact. So, if I have to give up my dreams to join whatever university she chooses, then so be it.

	“When do you think you'll be able to take some time off work?” I ask, changing the subject and she thankfully complies.

	“I'm not sure. We are really busy these next few months.”

	“It's my cheer tournament soon. Do you think you could make it?” I question gently and flinch mentally when she looks up at me abruptly.

	I know the answer. It's always the same, ever since I was twelve.

	“I can't.”

	Part of me wants to scream, ask her incessantly why she can't come. I'm her only child; I'm all she has, so why can't she show up for me? Is the pain of losing him too much? Is it so unbearable that you can't even see how great I am at something? I want to say all this, but I can't. I never ask her because I know I won't get the answer that I want and I'm so tired of it.

	I just nod at my mother, not saying much else. Thankfully, I don't have to speak any longer because the waitress brings out our food just as I realize that my appetite has suddenly disappeared, which is shocking, because I'm a massive foodie.

	Instead of devouring the food, I sigh and my eyes follow the waitress as she leaves. Her black shirt is well fitted, hugging her voluptuous curves. She is on the heavy and older side. I can't help but admire how beautiful she is and how alluring her backside is—what am I doing?

	I avert my eyes, ignoring the stinging feeling. I did this often. I don't know why, but my eyes become magnetised towards women, no matter where I am. It must be because I'm envious of how attractive some women are. That has to be it.

	I shake my head, pick up my knife and fork and begin eating. Anything to distract me from staring at anyone else. God! Going out for lunch is really mentally exhausting sometimes.

	***

	Lunch ended some time ago, I had to bid my mother goodbye because she has yet again another business trip to go on. 

	As for me, I've just pulled up to my house in my Maserati Quattroporte—my first and last car.

	Anytime I'm fatigued or stressed, I sit in my car. It's my most prized possession. 

	No one is allowed to eat and/or drink in my car, nor is anyone besides me allowed to drive it. I remember once when Kai ate a granola bar in the passenger seat and I threw him out and made him walk back.

	Before I fall asleep in the car, I get out. I'm not sure why I'm so exhausted. It must be because of cheerleading practice this morning; it was very intense. 

	I walk into my house and the maids come running towards me like they usually do and I just shoot them a soft smile, signalling that I can take care of myself. Thankfully, they walk back into the kitchen and give me my space.

	I can't even walk up the stairs because the doorbell starts ringing. I don't give anyone else the chance to open the door as I hurry towards it. I'm assuming it's probably Adonis. He has a nasty habit of showing up unannounced. 

	Imagine my surprise when I open the door and see Adaline standing in front of me.

	“What are you doing here?” I ask, bewildered, my eyes scanning her outfit. 

	She's wearing her usual leather jacket paired with black, cargo pants and a white-ribbed crop top. I try my best not to stare at her smooth toned midriff.

	She sighs deeply. “I've come to confess my undying love for you.”

	I roll my eyes. “Seriously, what are you doing here?”

	“I'm here to tutor you,” she responds and I push down the urge to throttle her. I've made it clear to her that I do not want her in the same vicinity as my home, let alone inside it, tutoring me.

	“I don't want you—”

	“I know. You don't want me in your house.” She cuts me off, mimicking what I was about to say. I quirk my eyebrow up at her, waiting for her to continue. “That’s why you're coming to mine.”

	 


Chapter NINE

	 A d a l i n e

	Here she is. Juliette Kingston is in my house; in my bedroom, sitting on my bed. Somehow, I'm not repulsed by the situation, but that's probably because I touched myself to the thought of her a couple of weeks ago, on this very bed. 

	I’ve tried to repress the thought since then and it’s been fairly easy, considering I’ve only been tutoring Juliette over email. She doesn’t even stop by Miss Kim’s anymore; she just orders for delivery.

	I could have continued tutoring Juliette over email, but I need to properly see her progress. So, she needs to get over her problems as do I, because I need that commendation letter sent off.

	“I've compiled a list of flash cards that we need to revise. We can start with a quiz—”

	“Do we have to? Can't we just do something easier?” She cuts me off, massaging her head as if she's so exhausted.

	She didn't even fight with me when I told her that I would tutor her at my home, nor did she make any bitchy comments about my house. Instead, she insisted on driving her own car here and I happily obliged. 

	Part of me is satisfied by the peace, but the other part is bewildered at her muteness. It's also bothering me; I prefer it when she's bitchy for some reason. So obviously, I'm going to try my best to irritate her.

	I fake a frown. “Aww, are you tired from a long day of doing nothing?”

	Come on, I know this quiet act isn't going to last long. It's only a matter of time before she reverts back to her bitchy self—

	“Fuck you.” She spits out harshly. Well, that was quick.

	“No, thanks. You aren't my type,” I retort, taking note of the tension swimming in her intense blue eyes.

	“I'm everyone's type.”

	She's so absolute in her statement. Not an ounce of doubt in her eyes and I can't refute it. She is gorgeous, that's obvious. If her personality wasn't so morbidly rancid, of course, she would be my type.

	“Not mine.” I shoot back adamantly.

	Her silky blonde hair isn't my type, nor are her siren-like blue eyes or her ethereal body. Not a single part of her is my type.

	“What's your type then?” She crosses her arms like a petulant little child who isn't getting her way.

	“Not you,” I repeat and at this point she's livid. 

	She storms up from my bed and gets in my face looking down on me. “You're so fucking—”

	“Sexy? Intelligent? Hot as fuck?”

	“Intolerable!” She screams, interrupting me as I did to her. Her face is flushed red. I'm stifling a laugh at how angry I've made her, that is, until she speaks again. “I'm getting out of here!”

	Before she can walk away, I grab her arm. “Hey, you're not going anywhere. We have to study.”

	“Don't touch me,” she grits out, yanking her arm from mine. It's ironic how the tables have turned. Usually I'm the one doing that.

	“Chill out.” I furrow my eyebrows. “What is wrong with you today?”

	“Seeing your face irritates me.” She snaps back at me, breathing heavily. Then she steps back away from me and runs her hands through her hair.

	That's not it. She sees my perfect face most days and loves riling me up. Today, she's different. She must have had cheerleading practice. Anytime her practice is tougher than usual, she becomes exhausted and quiet.

	I shrug my shoulders. “You can be as irritated as you want. That doesn't change the fact that we have to study. Unless you want to be kicked off your team.”

	It's no secret that we both despise each other, but we both have something to gain from this. 

	I know she is obsessed with cheerleading. I've been to quite a few games and I can't deny that her talent is otherworldly. So, I know she wouldn't want to be kicked off the team. 

	In my case, Mr Khalid hasn’t sent off that commendation letter yet and he won’t, until Juliette gets an overall pass for his class and passes her final exam. So, I guess I’m going to have to stop provoking her. Bummer.

	She groans and says, “I really hate you.”

	“The feeling is mutual.”

	She sits back down on my bed and silently tells me that she's ready to get on with studying. Obviously, I need to bite my tongue today; she's clearly too exhausted to play our little game. I know I should actually be happy about that, but why does it feel so dissatisfying?

	I rummage through my bag, taking out all of my belongings as she does the same. My hands reach the two-hundred-page binder I designed for her. It's my most extensive piece of study material and that's because I know Juliette hates biology; she won't learn anything unless she learns to tolerate it and what better way to do that than to immerse herself in my binder? I even added colour coded tabs and pictures.

	“You made a whole binder?” she questions when I hand it to her, her eyes bulging out of their sockets. She's flipping through the pages and I'm sure I see a hint of excitement—or at least I hope I do.

	I shrug. “Consider it your birthday gift.”

	Obviously, I designed it before her birthday, but I did have an inkling that I would be giving it to her today. Not that it's an actual gift, I'm doing it because I have to. Besides, she's definitely used to more extravagant things, so I'm waiting for her to roll her eyes at this.

	“You remembered?” she utters softly, her eyes holding an emotion that I can't decipher.

	What? I've known this girl for most of my adolescent life and she's shocked I know her birthday? Of course, I hate her, but that doesn't mean I have dementia.

	“I've known you for like four years, Juliette.”

	“Five years,” she corrects, looking at me with what looked like a tiny smile. “Thanks… for the gift.”

	I want to say that it's not a gift, that it's for studying and technically, it's for my commendation letter. Yet, I can't say anything because I'm baffled that she thanked me. I've never heard words like that come out of her mouth towards me, nor have I ever witnessed such a genuine smile on her lips. It might be minuscule, but it's still there.

	Why is my heart beating a little faster? Why are my knees starting to sweat? Forget it. I can't dwell on this any further. “Let's make a start.”

	***

	“Why is homeostasis necessary?” I ask pulling out another flash card, waiting for her answer. I’m essentially teaching this girl secondary school biology and I’m stuffing down the urge to make fun of her for it.

	Her answer comes at lightning speed. “It ensures that the cells and tissues of the body have the correct environment to function.”

	Once again, she's correct. It's been around forty minutes of me quizzing Juliette back and forth and she is flying through the questions with ease. It was so unexpected. Not because I think she's stupid, but because I know she despises biology. Clearly, she's been studying the notes I've been sending her for weeks. Colour me impressed, seriously.

	“You've really been studying, haven't you?” I ask, perplexed.

	She nods in response. “I can’t fail biology. My mother would kill me.” Her eyes shimmer with something similar to anxiousness. “I can't get kicked off the team either.”

	This is the first time I've ever seen Juliette genuinely looking worried about something. She usually carries a confident facade around with her, especially when it comes to the things she so clearly excels at. Seeing her like this makes her seem more human.

	“You won't,” I assure her, “you've improved quite a lot.”

	“Was that a compliment?” She smirks. For Pete's sake.

	“It's an observation,” I correct her, rolling my eyes. Inwardly, I'm chiding myself for inadvertently complimenting her. What is wrong with me today?

	I fish through my pockets, deciding to take a little break so I can clear my head. Before I can even take my cigarette out of its box, Juliette has something to say.

	“That's a filthy habit,” she comments, scrunching up her nose at me in disgust.

	I think that's awfully rich coming from the girl who drinks half her body weight in tequila every weekend. Then again, no one does hypocrisy better than Juliette.

	She does have a point though, smoking is a filthy habit. Considering I want to be a surgeon, I should be more precautious and scared of the adverse health effects, but I just don't think it's that much of a problem for me personally. I barely smoke, I only do it when I feel nervous and/or when I need to clear my head. 

	I smirk, lowering my voice. “What's wrong with being filthy?”

	



	
Chapter TEN

	J u l i e t t e

	She remembered my birthday. It's not a massive deal, at least it shouldn't be; my mother and Kai have always made my birthday special. The whole school raves about it, especially on social media. But that's what makes this different, Adaline doesn't frequent social media, so that means she actually remembered. 

	This is the first time in five years she's wished me for my birthday. Of course, I've never wished her for hers either, but I always remember the date; twenty-third of May.

	She even gave me a gift—the binder. I'm looking at it right now, distracting myself from staring at her. 

	The binder is so tediously detailed and surprisingly colourful. I cannot even imagine how long it took her to make this entire binder. 

	I've received bags, cars, and even islands for my birthday before, so why is a simple binder having this effect on me? 

	Shit. What's wrong with me? It's just a stupid binder and she only made it to help me study so she can get her ridiculous commendation letter sent off.

	It's this room. Being in her room is making me go insane clearly. In the five years that I've known Adaline, I have never been inside her house, especially her room. 

	It's so clean; everything is neat and there are books everywhere. Not just textbooks, but a lot of classic literature which I didn't really expect. Her house is smaller than mine obviously, but it's so cosy, it actually feels as if people live here.

	Another difference between our houses is the lack of framed pictures in her home. While my house is littered with framed photos, hers only has one photo of her and her brother.

	Then there's the nerdy side of her room. There are maps plastered over half her walls of the human anatomy. Not to mention the creepy skeleton that stands next to her wardrobe, although it's infinitely less terrifying when it's wearing a pair of sunglasses.

	“What's wrong with being filthy?” she asks huskily, putting the cigarette in her mouth.

	Shivers run down my spine at her tone; I can't help it. She's goading me, lighting her cigarette and waiting for me to respond. 

	All I can think about is how enticing the smoke looks leaving from between her plump lips. Snap out of it, Juliette!

	I ignore her crude comment. “I think I'm too tired to carry on with studying. I need some incentive.”

	By that, I mean I can't focus on studying, not when she's looking at me like that. I need to change the subject and get back some of the control that I've clearly lost right now.

	“Such as?” She plays along, still smoking.

	“How about if I get the next question right, you can answer one of mine.”

	I've been thinking of this for a while, especially recently. My mother tasked me with making sure Adaline doesn't tell anyone about my father, but for some reason I trust she won't tell anyone. Regardless, I need collateral to hold over her, just in case.

	She looks as if she's pondering on it for a moment, but then nods in agreement. “What hormone is released from the pancreas if the blood glucose concentration is too low?” she asks with insane speed. She's throwing the question at me without looking at any flash cards, straight off the top of her head and it disorients me. 

	This question wasn't on any of the cards, but that's okay, I can improvise. “Glucagon.”

	My silly, little Adaline. Does she really think that I wouldn't read the text books she recommended? Thank the Lord I did, because now I've won our little game and I'm getting my prize; she can't deny me.

	She clenches her jaw, but her dimples surface, showing how impressed she is. “Ask away.”

	“Why did your brother go to jail?”

	Tell me. Part of me wants to know so I can hoard it over her, the other part wants to sink into her mind and know the darkest parts of what she has been through. I want to envelop in a part of her that no one knows; to revel in the fact that she has only told me. 

	She's opening her mouth; I can taste the words that are about to leave her mouth until the doorbell rings and her mouth clamps shut again. For God's sake!

	“Hold that thought,” she says before rubbing her cigarette out on her lung-shaped ash tray. 

	Seriously, could anyone be more obsessed with human anatomy? Why are her passions so endearing? I despise it.

	She walks out of the room and I try my hardest not to stare at her ass. I even close my eyes momentarily. What is wrong with me? Why am I always staring at women like this? Why am I always so jealous of other women's bodies?

	I hear the door open downstairs and a high-pitched voice which piques my interest and snaps me out of my tumultuous thoughts. 

	I should stay here in her room, wait for her to finish with whomever is at the door, that is the polite thing to do after all. The only problem is that when it comes to Adaline Emery, I'm anything but polite.

	Besides, I should be getting home anyway. I have plans with Adonis. I didn't even realize how late it was getting. I grab my bag and slot the binder and my other belongings inside.

	My feet take me to the top of her stairs, but before I descend downstairs, I hear voices, which prompts me to stop. I crouch by the stairwell and decide to silently spy. 

	From this angle I can see the back of Adaline's head and there's a girl at the door. She has red hair and dark brown skin. She's pretty. Why is she pretty?

	“I'm sorry, I didn't even realize it was already five o'clock,” Adaline says, her tone sweet and airy. What?

	Who is this girl and why is Adaline speaking to her in such a sweet manner? Did these two have plans or something? She has never spoken to me like that.

	The pretty girl shakes her head. “That's fine, are you done with your plans now?”

	The girl doesn't even wait for Adaline to answer her question before she reaches her hand out and starts caressing her shoulder. I think not.

	“No, she isn't,” I holler, stalking down the stairs, while tightly gripping my bag. Both their eyes snap towards me when I reach them.

	Adaline looks bewildered and red hair looks like a deer caught in headlights. I'm relieved to see her hand is no longer anywhere near the same vicinity as Adaline's body.

	The girl smiles, taking her hand out to greet me. “Hi, I'm Priya—”

	“Don't bother, I don't care.” I cut her off icily. She frowns before retracting her hand, looking shocked and affronted.

	Something takes over me sometimes—maybe a cruel alter ego, I’m not sure. All I know is that it’s hard to control or maybe I don’t want to control it. 

	I’ve never promised to be a good girl or a nice girl. I’m cruel. I’m vicious. I’m the best at being those things so why would I stop?

	As I look at her closely, I notice she's taller than me by a few inches. I don't like that, because it means she's looking down on me. Ergo, she's also looking down at Adaline. Only I look down on Adaline.

	“Ignore her, she's a perpetual bitch,” Adaline chimes in, shooting glares towards me before gently looking back towards Priya.

	“It's okay,” Priya says, smiling softly toward Adaline. What is going on here?

	I assess her and take note of her attire. She's wearing a Burberry blue coat and Prada boots. She is definitely not from this neighbourhood, which makes me wonder how she met Adaline. 

	She looks fairly harmless. Her brown eyes are flickering from the floor to everywhere else. Her leg is shaking slightly and I can see a light strand of sweat on her brow. There can only be one reason she's this nervous; she doesn't want to be caught here with Adaline.

	Oh, I can have so much fun with that.

	Adaline tries to usher Priya inside, but before she can, I step forward and lean my hand against the doorframe, blocking her. I can feel my predatory nature rising up. I tilt my head to the side and give her my signature venomous smile.

	“You should run along. I'm not done with her,” I purr the words in an alluring manner so that she can draw her own salacious assumptions.

	It works, because I can see Adaline coughing in shock from beside me and Priya looking between us two. I smirk, even though I'm inwardly cursing myself for indirectly hinting that me and Adaline are having sex. That would never happen.

	“I'm just tutoring her,” Adaline chimes in quickly, shoving me away with her shoulders. “We've just finished actually.”

	Really? Does she think I'm going to leave her with this girl? I'm not an imbecile. If I leave now, these two are going to obviously have sex. Just the thought of that is sending white hot anger throughout my body. Only because I don't like the idea that two girls are having sex.

	I shake my head. “We're not done. I want to keep going—”

	“I don't care what you want. Get out!” She cuts me off. Excuse me?

	“Why? So you can fuck her?” I spit back angrily getting in her face.

	“I have a name—”

	“Did I say you could speak?” I turn back to Priya, raising my eyebrows and she clamps her mouth shut.

	This is Adaline's type? Girls who sit and get talked over? God! she has low standards.

	“Shut the fuck up!” Adaline groans out loudly, looking exceedingly irritated with me. I ignore her and focus on Priya.

	“Priya …” I call out. When she looks like she's going to open her mouth, I speak again. “Don't speak, just listen. If I want, I could make one little phone call and find out everything I want about you. Nod if you understand.”

	She nods. She looks so weak, like she's turning smaller and smaller in front of me. That's only spurring me further to be as cruel as I can.

	I smile icily. “I could find everyone you know—including your parents—and tell them all about this little dalliance. They wouldn't appreciate that now, would they?”

	It's so obvious she's here to have sex with Adaline, but I'm only assuming that her family doesn't know about it. I like to think I’m good at reading people and based on how nervous she looks, she is definitely still in the closet and probably not by choice.

	“Stop it,” Priya warns, her lip trembling and her eyes shaky.

	Bingo.

	“Aww. Am I upsetting you? I'm just warning you, do you really wanna risk your future for a little fuck with her?” Of course, I wouldn’t actually call her parents or do anything like that.

	I don't get to hear her response because it only takes two seconds before Adaline has me pinned up against the wall, her elbow is across my neck and she's glaring at me, the fire in her eyes is setting my body alight.

	“What the fuck is wrong with you?” she shouts, exasperated.

	I want to revel in the feeling of seeing her bothered by me, but I can barely contain my own anger right now.

	“Me? There's nothing wrong with me. I'm not the dyke who likes fucking girls!” I shout back at her, enraged.

	“Yes, I like fucking girls and boys too and that's fucking normal!”

	“I—”

	She cuts me off. “That's more than I can say for you, Juliette. You're sad and lonely. That's why you treat people like shit because you're a pathetic, shallow bitch. You can't grasp the concept of people loving each other because you're fucking unlovable!”

	Breathe in. Breathe out. Unlovable. Pathetic. Unlovable. Pathetic.

	I can't respond. I can't even breathe because her words have frozen me in place. 

	Adaline grips my shoulders tightly and part of me thinks she's going to punch me. Instead, she just pushes me out of her house and ushers Priya inside at the same time. She then slammed the door in my face, leaving me breathless.

	She's so good at that. So unbelievably good at not giving me a chance to respond. I wait for a few seconds, trying to stop the tears I feel brimming at my eyes. 

	Unlovable. Pathetic. No. Why would I cry over someone like her? She's so pathetic, not me! I wipe the stray tear that's fallen from my eye, stomp over toward my car, and get in.

	I start my car and instantly speed away. I need to get far away from this damn place; from her. How dare she? 

	She's said some horrible things to me before, but this? This takes the cake. All for what? For some girl she wants to have sex with? I bet they are going down in each other right now. I bet Priya has her hands all over—stop thinking, just drive.

	***

	Thanks to the anger that's been coursing through my veins, I've reached my destination in record time. 

	I park erratically, frustration clouding my judgment as I hop out of my car. I'm going to be so disappointed at myself in the morning for treating my car this way.

	I walk up to the tacky, modernised mansion and put the code for the gate. Once I'm in, I stalk up towards the door and knock. It doesn't even take two minutes before the door swings open and Adonis flashes a cheeky smile at me.

	I don't greet him with words, I just pull him into a bruising kiss. It's hard, rough, it makes my stomach convulse in a bad way, but I carry on. His hands make their way around my waist and we break apart from the kiss.

	My hands go toward his belt. “Is this okay?”

	“Fuck yeah,” he assures me, smiling. “Are you sure?”

	“Yes,” I say, before unbuckling his belt and pulling both his trousers and boxers down.

	I need this. I need to get her out of my mind.

	He steps out of his pants and kisses me again, picking me up so my legs are wrapped around his waist. I ignore how out of place his hands feel and how sloppy his kissing technique is. He carries me to his sofa and falls on top of me, but he's careful not to crush me with his weight. 

	I quickly remove my own pants, leaving me bare and ready. I'm so frustrated and furious. All I can think about is that girl’s hands on Adaline's body. It's driving me insane; I need him to bang the irritation out of me.

	He goes into his pocket and pulls out a condom, rolling it on himself. He positions himself near my entrance, looking at me for assurance and I nod at him. He slowly enters me and I close my eyes. 

	He rocks back and forth inside me, my hands moving toward his back as I run my nails up and down his morbidly muscular back. 

	With my eyes closed, I can smell the scent of lavender and smoke. I can feel how hot I am. With my eyes closed, I can't think of anything but her.

	What am I doing? Oh God. I can't control my mind. She's on top of me, whispering sweet nothings inside my ear as I move my hands and grip her hair.

	“Harder,” I say to Adonis, but really, I'm saying it to her.

	I can't deny myself the pleasure of this, no matter how wrong it is to think of her. Sex has never felt so good before. Why does it feel so good? 

	I can't open my eyes because it will stop feeling like this. I try my best to drown out his noises and go back to picturing her. I'm only thinking of her because I'm angry. it's anger that turns me on, not her.

	I grind myself up moving my hips to get more friction as I think of her; how loud she would be. I can hear her moaning. I bet she's a screamer. I bet the whole street would be able to hear her moaning.

	“More!” I beg as he pistons his hips further into mine, he's clearly shocked by my enthusiasm. I'm never this vocal during sex.

	“You like that?” he grunts and I drown his voice out pretending that a different voice asked me the same question.

	“Yes!” I moan loudly.

	God, she feels so wet. She's so wet for me as I tug on her hair and she thrusts deeper inside me. Her gorgeous green eyes staring down at me. Her body is inside mine, our pleasure intertwining within my mind. 

	The heat is scorching me; my hips are aching from the rough way I'm thrusting them upwards. She’s so tantalising. Her gorgeous green eyes glaring down at me as she thrusts inside me, my nails digging into her back.

	I've never felt like this before during sex. It's unimaginable. I can feel heat pooling inside of my mind as I imagine her riding me. I'm so close. I'm right on the edge. Yes, baby. Please, Adaline, make me cum— 

	I'm snapped out of my thoughts when a pair of lips attach themselves to mine, inadvertently making my eyes blink open. My fantasy is disrupted when I see his eyes.

	My pleasure crashes down, unable to come to the surface. I was so close. I just want to rip every last hair follicle out of my head right now. 

	Damn my life!

	 


Chapter ELEVEN

	A d a l i n e

	Yesterday was eventful to say the least. I slammed Juliette against the wall and threw her out of my house. I have never laid my hands on her before, nor has she done the same to me. 

	Emotional warfare is our strong suit and while she's made my life hell, the last five years, she's never ever hit me. I didn't really hit her yesterday either, but I did push her out. 

	Honestly, she had it coming. The way she spoke to Priya was abysmal and undeserving. She's lucky all she got was a push, I should have kicked the shit out of her. 

	Now normally, I couldn’t care less if Juliette was mean to someone. In fact, I rather enjoy it. This time was different however, because once again, it was innately homophobic.

	“I think I should join another team,” Victoria says, snapping me out of my thoughts as she leans her head against her locker.

	I furrow my eyebrows. “Another one? You're in practically every single one.”

	Basketball. Baseball. Football. Tennis. I'm sure there's many more that I cannot remember. There's not a single sports team that she isn't a part of, it's seriously daunting. I try my best to advise her against overworking herself. Not that she ever listens to me or Aryan when it comes to her overworking nature. 

	Although I suppose it's hypocritical of me, considering they have both tried to stop me from overworking myself academically; I never listen to them either.

	“Except golf,” She says. Huh?

	“What are you? Fifty years old?” I retort jokingly. She laughs in response until I talk again. “Stop overworking yourself. Seriously, you're doing enough.”

	More than enough. I want so badly to convey how she's working herself to the bone, but I know she will refute my words.

	“Overworking is my family motto,” she responds, trying to joke while avoiding my gaze.

	The Williams are loving, but they have high standards. Sometimes I count myself lucky I don't have parents. I don't have to deal with constant pressure from the humans who birthed me. I just pressure myself instead.

	I pinch her jaw and turn her face towards me so that she is looking at me. “Fuck your family motto, this is your life.”

	Her eyes soften. “I know. I'll try to relax.” She visibly relaxes and I smile. 

	I despise seeing my friends nervous or upset, because I'm not the best at comforting people. What I am good at, is hugs. I bring her into me and embrace her, almost cradling her body in a way. She nuzzles her head into my shoulder and sighs deeply. 

	Before we break apart from the embrace, our heads snap up at the sound of Aryan's voice.

	“Darlings, will you please help me with the other boxes? I need to take them into class,” he requests, panting.

	We break apart to see him holding two white boxes with each hand, I can only assume the boxes are filled with textbooks. 

	I bet any amount of money that he offered to carry these boxes for someone who is probably very capable of doing it themselves, mostly because he's annoyingly helpful and maybe because he loves showing off how strong he is.

	I shake my head. “Of course not, just use those strong muscles you're always talking about.” 

	Victoria laughs at my statement and Aryan glares at me, not that it can be called a glare, it's more of a pouty, puppy look. Normally, it works on me, but not today. I refuse to partake in any physical activity that isn't giving me gratification of some sorts. I'm a thinker, not a worker.

	“I'll help, just give me a minute,” Victoria says gently to him. She can't resist his pout.

	“Thank you,” he says to her, then looks at me and sticks his tongue out. “I hate you.”

	“Love you too baby boy.” I blow him a kiss as he laughs and walks away.

	“How was your night with Priya?” Victoria garners my attention back wiggling her eyebrows suggestively.

	“It was good. She wasn't nervous, even though it was her first time with a girl.”

	That's another reason I didn't like Juliette disrespecting Priya. Not only is she sweet, but she's also a friend of Victoria's family. We actually met a month ago at Victoria’s eighteenth birthday party. We started flirting and before I knew it, we made actual plans to see each other yesterday.

	I completely forgot about the plans when I was tutoring Juliette. After she was embarrassed and borderline bullied by Juliette, I expected her to leave, but she didn't. 

	In fact, she basically pounced on me and we had an eventful night. She came twice, but I didn't cum at all.

	Surprisingly, it wasn't because it was her first time—because she was very eager to learn and tried her very best—it was mostly because I couldn't stop thinking about how aggravating Juliette was being. She ruined my ability to orgasm yesterday. So, Priya can even the score another time.

	“She's a lovely girl, but I think you need someone a little tougher,” Victoria says, with a little frown.

	I raise my eyebrow. “We just fucked, it's not like I'm going to marry the girl.”

	“God forbid you actually date someone,” Aryan whispers in my ear from behind and I jolt from the shock, pushing him when he giggles.

	Victoria ignores our shenanigans. “I’m just saying, it wouldn’t be a bad thing to find someone.”

	I don't date. I don't do relationships. I tried a bit when I was younger, but I just didn't have the emotional capacity to deal with someone else nor did I have the time. 

	Honestly, I still have neither and I just don't want to date anyone, no one excites me or pulls me in enough for that.

	Love in itself bothers me, especially when people bring it up to me. I really despise the notion of love. To me, it's just an angry force that wreaks havoc on people’s life. 

	Mind you, I'm not talking about friendships or family, I'm talking about the love that makes you blind and stupid when you're so in love with someone that you can't think of anything else. It's absolutely abhorrent.

	“I don’t believe in love. You guys know that.” I sigh.

	“Addie—” they both say softly.

	I cut them off. “No, seriously. I've seen what love did to my father and I won't make the same mistakes that he did. I won't let love consume me and distract me from what's important.”

	Oxford. Degree. Surgery. That's the list. Nothing will ever come in the way of that, especially not love.

	Both their expressions soften at the mention of my father because it's so rare. I don't mind speaking about him, but it's difficult. It overwhelms me and it's distasteful. 

	I don't believe in God, but if she exists, I thank her for sending me such great best friends who don't pry or pressure and just drop a subject when it's bothering me, like they are right now.

	“So, is anyone going to help me with these boxes now or not?” Aryan blurts out, changing the subject.

	“Still a no from me,” I reply immediately.

	***

	After lunch, I bid my friends goodbye and make my way to the changing room to get ready for the most idiotic class in school.

	I hate physical education class; it is the most useless class on the planet. Why am I being graded based on how well I throw a ball? 

	Not that I'm physically unfit, because I'm not, but considering that I spend most of my time either studying, smoking, or sleeping, I'm not exactly Usain Bolt or Venus Williams.

	I'm the earliest here getting ready, mostly because attendance is clocked based on how quickly you key into the changing rooms, which means that the quicker I show up, the sooner I get to leave. Work smarter, not harder.

	I undo my navy-blue tie, hanging it inside the locker and then I instantly begin unbuttoning my white uniformed shirt. My hands start off rapid, but slow down after my last button because… well, I can feel something. 

	Sweat is trickling down my neck, the scent of vanilla is invading my senses and I feel like my heart is slowing down exponentially. 

	She's here. I can always tell when she's here.

	“What do you want, Juliette?” I voice out, turning my head to the side to look at her.

	She's standing by the door, her back against it. Her uniform is pristine, like always and she has a blue headband on. Her electric blue eyes are raking my body. This forces me to remember that my shirt is open. Meaning she can see my body and my lace black bra. 

	I've never had a problem with nudity or my body being seen by anyone before, so why is my heart racing at her stare? 

	“What makes you think I want something?” She shoots back, smirking lazily at me.

	You always want something. 

	“Maybe because you can never seem to leave me alone.”

	Never. For the last five years she has never left me alone and I really hate her. I hate her for it because now I've gotten used to it. 

	Now, it's one of the things that feels normal, like I can't function without it. 

	She shakes her head and stalks towards me. “Aren't you bored of being alone? Since you've been like that most of your life?”

	That has to be a dig at my parents being dead and the fact that my brother was in prison for most of my adolescent life. She's treading into very dangerous territory.

	“Why are you here, Juliette?” I repeat in an annoyed tone. “For an apology?”

	I would rather sit on a cactus, naked, while simultaneously getting kicked in the face before I ever apologize to Juliette.

	She laughs venomously. “Why would I need an apology? Nothing you said was true, so it didn't bother me in any way.”

	She's getting closer to me and I'm starting to feel my breathing getting shallow. She's different today, her eyes seem more cruel and her overall demeanour is harder to read than usual.

	“If that's what helps you sleep at night,” I say with a scoff.

	“You said I was unlovable—”

	“Juliette—” I try to cut her off and try to justify how mean I was to her.

	While it was warranted, the words I used were cruel and she has just reminded me of it. I can practically feel the guilt gnawing at my chest.

	She cuts me off and continues. “That's clearly a lie. I'm very lovable, considering I have my boyfriend and my mother, while you have neither. So, I guess that makes you the unlovable one, right?”

	Scratch that. Any shred of guilt I've had for her has just dissipated into thin air. Bringing up my mother? She has never done that before, nor has she ever brought up my father. 

	The latter wouldn't have affected me as much, not the way my mother affects me. It burns at my chest and coils at my throat. How dare she bring her up? All because of a little quarrel we had yesterday, that she started?!

	“I don't need either. I don't need validation from other people like you do!” I raise my voice, getting into her face.

	“No, you don't,” she crosses her arms, “you just get your validation from your grades.”

	God, her scent, her eyes, the way her body feels like it's pulling me in magnetically at every breath I take, it's so infuriating. 

	She's on a roll today, her emotions are so guarded that I can see a glimpse of myself in her. Had I really aggravated her that much yesterday? Why is she so bothered about it?

	“Yes, I do, because grades actually mean something.”

	Grades will get me where I need to go, I don't need a mother, girlfriend, boyfriend or basically anyone for that. That shit is futile, considering what my long-term goal is.

	“Maybe for you. All I need to do is wave my money around and I can get into any university of my choice.” She's goading me, biting her lip and aggravating me with her spoiled nature.

	She's right. I know deep down that I can work twice as hard as them, but I will never get the same opportunities. Rich kids will always have their cake and get to eat it too.

	“You should use all that money to buy yourself a new personality. You're in dire need of one,” I deflect in a bored tone.

	It's cracking. Slowly, but surely, my unbothered façade is cracking and I can feel the splinters in my body and the rage in my mind. I avoid her gaze because it's driving me to the brink of madness and I don't want her to see my mask slipping.

	“Get on your knees.” Her tone is what makes my eyes snap back toward her. It's low. Husky. Her eyes are devoid of any emotion and that cheeky smile is still on her lips. 

	Is she crazy? What goes on in her mind for her to come out with the most random orders?

	“Fuck you.” I spit at her harshly. She laughs callously in response.

	Then before I can even blink, she reaches for my collar and yanks me closer to her. This is clearly starting to become our thing.

	“Kneel for me,” she repeats, smiling wickedly.

	“Fuck off—” She has me on my knees before I can utter a word of protest. Her hands placed on my shoulders, her fingers digging in. 

	Wow. She's strong. That cheerleader strength that's forcing me to stay on the ground. Or maybe my body is just refusing to get up, because I can't think straight with her hands on me like this. Not that I ever think straight.

	This position feels intimate, even though it really shouldn't. She's looking down on me, breathing heavily and her hands still gripping my shoulders tightly. 

	I feel as if the world is frozen, like I'm stuck in place and can't do anything but stare up at her.

	“Look at you, so fucking pathetic,” she coos down at me, biting her lip.

	Her satisfied tone pulls me out of my frozen state and I instantly push her off. I stand up and rub my bare knees, which have gotten sore, all while she laughs smugly. Such a bitch. 

	“Get fucked,” I retort angrily. Honestly, it’s not my best comeback, but is all I can muster right now.

	“I already did last night.”

	Last night. When I threw her out of my house she went straight to Adonis? Why is that making me feel lightheaded? I don’t know much about Adonis. At times, I forget he’s even her boyfriend because I barely see them together at school. 

	Images of Juliette with that prick are invading my mind and my chest is recoiling at the thought of it; him on top of her, him inside her—No. No.

	“Ditto.” I try to hide the irritation in my voice because I have no idea why I'm so furious that she had sex with her boyfriend.

	Clearly, she's irritated too; her laughter has died out and she's glaring at me with her eyes narrowed. I can practically see the steam rolling out of her ears and I know she's about to come out with the vilest words because that's what she does when she can't control her anger; she takes it out on me.

	She clenches her jaw. “You would really throw yourself at a weak girl like that? I mean, I can't really blame you. I guess you never really had any parents around to teach you about having standards.”

	Third time. That's the third time she's mentioned the fact that I'm an orphan. I didn't respond with malice the first two times mostly because I didn't want to give her the satisfaction. 

	This time, I could care less. I won't hold back. This time I can't hold back. It’s different this time, the game we’ve been playing for years is catching up to us and fury is taking over.

	“Yeah, lucky you. Having your father around to teach you all about having standards. I bet he taught you well.” I lean in closer to her. “Tell me, are you gonna grow up and fuck your boss too, just like daddy?”

	Ten seconds. It takes that amount of time for me

	to register that Juliette has slapped me in the face. It only takes half that time for her expression to turn horrified at what she’s done. 

	Me? I don’t waste any more time; I pounce on her. This is it, five years in the making, this is me finally giving in to the rage; the violence.

	Snip. Snap. We collide.

	 

	



	
Chapter TWELVE

	J u l i e t t e

	Hit me. Hurt me. Yes. She has her hands around my neck and mine are yanking her hair. We're both thrashing each other, but holding each other at the same time and it's burning my body violently. 

	This is everything I've ever wanted; she's giving into her carnal rage and I love it.

	She slaps my cheek and I revel in the feeling. I deserve this for talking about her dead parents; taunting her about it. 

	That was a vile thing to do, even by my standards. I especially deserve her violence after slapping her. How could I do that? I just can't stop hurting her.

	This has been a long time coming; maybe it’s because it’s our last year. It is probably because of the fear of never being able to see her again is driving me to do this to her. Maybe it’s the rage I feel when I think of her and that girl yesterday. 

	“Fucking cunt!” she screams out, pinning me to the floor, but I bite her arm and she cries out in pain as we both roll around fighting for control, which is funny because we both know how to throw a dangerous punch. We could both end this right now and actually hurt each other, but we aren't; we're soaking in the feeling.

	At least I am. I am soaking in the feeling of having all her attention right now, with her hands violently tugging at me. She's reaching for me, even if it's to hurt me—she's still reaching for me and I can't get enough of it.

	“Bitch!” I shoot back at her smiling as I feel the blood drench my lips.

	I grab her wrists and fight back for control, rolling on top of her and pinning her to the ground while ignoring her kicks. I straddle her body so she isn't able to move out of my grasp. 

	Both our screams melt into a void of nothingness when my eyes fall to her body, which is beneath me. It's so toned and smooth, like she was sculpted by the Greek gods. 

	How is her body this perfect when she hates working out? Especially those tits, which are being accentuated by that pretty lace bra. Does she wear sexy things like this often?

	Her hands pulling at my hair snap me out of my trance, my head forcefully tilting up. She smirks at my pain and I freeze in this position. I can't move, not when her dangerous green eyes are staring into mine. I feel like the whole world is spinning and I can't breathe.

	“What is going on in here?!” A voice barrels into the locker room, snapping both of our heads up to see the principal at the door.

	“She started it!” we both shout back in unison, a blush rising to my cheeks at our position.

	“Both of you come with me now!”

	***

	“I can't believe I'm gonna fucking miss biology because of you.”

	Seriously? She's got blood on the side of her cheek, her jet-black hair is ruffled beyond belief and although her uniform is buttoned back up, it's completely trashed. Yet somehow, the one thing bothering her the most is missing biology? Adaline is such a nerd.

	“Cry me a river,” I mock her, crossing my arms over my chest.

	“Ladies, that's enough! I'm utterly disappointed with what I've just witnessed!”

	Principal Smith is bellowing her words out. After she caught us, she immediately ushered us into this empty classroom, sat us both down, and has spent about five minutes staring at us with disappointment. 

	I hope she doesn't tell my mother about this—not that she would answer her phone anyway, she’s too busy for that.

	“Fighting? You know Richmond doesn't stand for violence.” She sighs. “I'll have to punish you both for this behaviour—”

	“Let me guess, I get detention and she walks away with nothing but a slap on the wrist?” Adaline interrupts her, scoffing.

	I turn my eyes to the left, looking at the anger pulsating off her. I feel a pang of guilt travel through my blood stream—almost suffocating me. I push it down as quickly as it rises. I do that anytime I feel guilty over how I’ve treated Adaline—which is often.

	“Please do not assume that I would play favourites and have double standards, Miss Emery,” Mrs Smith responds, frowning at the assumption.

	Mrs Smith is the furthest thing from unfair. She has never given preferential treatment to the rich kids at this school. Never. She’s one of the only teachers at this school who hasn’t, which is lucky, considering she’s the principal. 

	Lucky for Adaline at least. She isn’t like the old principal who used to take bribes, I would know that, considering I was often the one to bribe him.

	Adaline rolls her eyes. “Well, you'd have to play favourites with her, considering her mother donates to this school.”

	She really needs to get this chip off her shoulder. Yes, I’m rich, that’s not going away any time soon.

	Mrs Smith softens her eyes. “Money doesn't mean that consequences are negated.” She looks between both of us and continues. “In fact, I'm going to leave you both here for the next hour because clearly, the best form of punishment is to leave you both here together.”

	What? No way. I'm not sitting in this classroom for the next hour with her, we'll end up at each other’s throats again.

	“But—” we both say in unison.

	“Would you rather I call your guardians?” she asks and both of us stay silent and she looks pleased. “Goodbye ladies.”

	She leaves the classroom without even a glance in our direction, ignoring mine and Adaline's protests. I sigh and lean back in the chair. 

	The pain from our fight is finally settling in; my back is aching, while my bottom lip feels incredibly sore like someone trampled all over it. 

	I don't regret it though; that fight was the most alive I've felt in a long time. My hands on her like that, it was absolutely exhilarating. The feeling of having her full attention like that was absolutely indescribable.

	“Look what you've done,” Adaline says in an annoyed tone, shaking her head at me.

	“Me? you're the one who started it yesterday.”

	Her eyes narrow at my words and she looks bewildered. She kicked me out, she was the one who came to the rescue of that girl and then called me unlovable. Little shit.

	“You're so delusional. You think this is my fault?” She looks furious, flailing her hands around frantically.

	“Well, if you hadn't kicked me out of your house—”

	She interrupts me. “You would still find a reason to fuck with me. You've been doing it for the last five years.”

	Oh yeah? Like she hasn't been playing this game with me the last few years either.

	“Oh, please. Don't act like you haven't given it back to me just as good,” I respond, rolling my eyes so hard that they've basically travelled to the back of my head.

	“Yeah, I have,” she sighs, running a hand through her hair, “but I didn't start it.”

	The sheer exhaustion on her face sends me into a frenzy of some sorts. She isn't looking for an argument with that statement, she's just expressing how tired she is. 

	I can't refute her statement; I really can't. “No, you didn't.”

	I started this. Twelve-year-old Juliette who was angry at her woman-beating father, started this.

	Deep down I know I'm cruel. I've been horrible, but I can't stop, not when it's the only thing that gives me any sort of relief and the only way I can have even an ounce of her attention. 

	Yes, it started as a way to get back at my father, but somewhere along the way, it became a routine, something for me and only me.

	I run my hand through my hair and stare up at the clock on the wall, watching the minutes slowly pass by as silence engulfs the room. 

	It feels like eternity when I look up, but only twenty minutes have gone by. I know I should just go on my phone and stay silent for the rest of our time, but I can't.

	“You’re still tutoring me, right?” The question comes out meek.

	Her gaze slices to me. “Obviously. I still need that letter sent.”

	I smile inwardly at that. Even if she looks annoyed, she’s still tutoring me. She’s going to have to tutor me till our final exams and that gives me plenty of time to keep messing with her.

	“Why are you so obsessed with Oxford anyway?” Why do I care?

	“Why are you so obsessed with me?” She deadpans.

	I don’t even bother refuting her statement. “Because I enjoy bothering you. Now, answer my question.”

	In the usual Adaline fashion, she doesn’t answer. Instead, she puts her middle finger up at me. Very mature.

	“Would it kill you to be mature for once?” I scoff out, irritated.

	She nods in response, smiling sarcastically. “Yes, it would.”

	She is so irritating; so jarring. Anything I say, no matter what it is, she has to combat it. Then again, we literally just fought like thirty minutes ago, maybe her behaviour is warranted.

	“Can’t even answer a simple question,” I mutter under my breath, annoyed.

	“This is coming from you?” She scoffs out loudly.

	I furrow my eyebrows. “Ask me what you want, I’m mature enough to answer.”

	“Fine,” she says, her expression thoughtful for a few seconds. “What about you then? What do you wanna do when you leave this hellhole?”

	“I’ll be working at my mother's company.” I lean back against my chair.

	She narrows her eyes at me with confusion on her face rather than her usual angry look. “I asked what you want to do not what you’re gonna do.”

	“That’s what I want to do,” I say adamantly.

	“Guess you’re not mature enough to tell the truth,” she says mockingly, her chin resting in her hands.

	“Fine.” I grit my teeth, avoiding eye contact with her when I say my next words. “I want to open up my own art gallery.”

	When I look back at her again, I swear I see a hint of a smile grace her features, but it was gone just as quickly as it appeared. 

	“So why are you joining your mother’s business?”

	“It’s expected of me.” I shrug my shoulders because it really isn’t that big of a deal. I have a privileged life, I’m lucky to even have a spot in a company as big as my mother's.

	She averts her eyes slightly, as if she’s pondering, before she speaks. “Sounds dramatic,” her tone is light and serious at the same time, “just do what you want.”

	How very Insightful.

	I roll my eyes. “Are you gonna answer my question now or not?” Once again, why do I care this much?

	She nods, sighing deeply for a moment. “Oxford is prestigious, but it’s more than that.” She fiddles with her fingers before she continues. “It’s quiet. I don’t know anyone there and they don’t know me.”

	“Sounds boring.” Her dimples appear at my words; maybe she can tell that I’m forcing my annoyed tone…because I’m really latched onto her every word. 

	“Exactly.”

	Oxford is like thirty minutes from here, so I’m not sure what she means by it being quiet, but I sort of understand. 

	“What’s the plan after?”

	“To be a surgeon.”

	“Obviously,” I roll my eyes, “I mean what specifically.”

	“I’m not sure yet, but I think a cardiovascular surgeon would be ideal,” she says, unable to hide the glint in her eyes. 

	I know so much about this girl unfortunately, but I still didn’t know that she wanted to focus on heart surgery? Who cares? I hate her, I don’t need to know about her future career aspirations.

	“Working with hearts ...” I hum in fake thoughtfulness. “That might be a bit difficult, since you don’t have one.”

	I imagine her a decade from now, in her surgery scrubs. She would command a room. I know she would. She would work hard. Even if everyone in the room doubts her, she’ll keep going, maybe even just to spite them. She’d walk over every single person to get to where she wants.

	She gives me a sickly sweet smile. “I didn’t know you needed to possess something to study it. Let’s hope you don’t decide to take up neurosurgery anytime soon.”

	“Shut up.”

	“Shit, sorry. Do you need me to tell you what neurosurgery means?” She pouts and I almost forget to respond.

	“Your little act of being smarter than everyone is getting kind of old, you know?” No, it isn’t.

	“If you’re feeling threatened by my academic superiority, just say so.” She gives me a wicked smirk which forces me to look away from her.

	“You are so fucking annoying,” I groan, throwing my head back.

	“And you’re finally done with your questionnaire,” she groans out satisfactorily, “thank God.”

	“Actually …” I turn back to her and she already looks annoyed, “you never answered my other question yesterday either; about your brother.”

	She's looking at me with an indescribable emotion scribbled on her face. I hold my breath, half expecting her not to answer. Why would she? Especially after how I've behaved, but mostly because when has she ever answered my serious questions?

	“Why would I tell you?” Exactly. “And don’t say anything about maturity because I really don’t give a fuck.”

	“You can ask me for something in return.” I offer seriously. “Come on, there has to be something you want from me.”

	My palms start sweating the more she stares at me. I expect to see that usual devilish glint in her eyes, but all I can see is exhaustion. What is she going to ask for? Money? Ridiculing me? Physical humiliation?

	“You can’t call me the ‘d’ word anymore,” she says with such seriousness that I almost topple over my chair.

	That’s it? She’s so utterly serious right now, staring at me like she’s asking me to hang the moon for her.

	“Fine,” I fake-grumble like I’m annoyed, but really I don’t care. You shouldn’t even be calling her that.

	“Do you know who Ben Andrews is?” she asks me, inching forward in her seat and I find myself mirroring her actions. She’s finally going to tell me.

	“Yes, he's that guy who got into that really bad accident a few years ago, right?”

	Ben isn't a well-known guy by any means, he is just very wealthy, so I know of what happened to him. A few years ago, I think, he got into an accident and was paralysed from the waist down. Not long after, his family home was burned down to a crisp.

	“My brother did that,” she says quietly, her eyes not budging, even an inch.

	What?

	I blink. “Why?”

	Oh my God. Arson? Assault? That's why Adam went to prison? I bet he did it for an idiotic reason; maybe Ben disrespected him or tried to sleep with his girlfriend or something utterly ridiculous—

	She clenches her jaw. “Because Ben is a psychopath who likes to rape women.”

	Oh my God.

	My breath hitches at her sentence, my mind racing at the news. Jesus Christ. My first instinct is to gawk in disbelief and anger. But I look deep into Adaline's eyes and instantly, my heart drops. My mind automatically assumes the worst. Did he…rape her?

	The thought of him doing that to any woman is revolting and makes me want to kill him with zero remorse, but the thought of him doing it to her? That burns my chest in an unimaginable fury.

	Please, God no. Please, don't let her have been through something that horrible.

	I take a deep breath in. “Did he touch yo—”

	“No, not me,” she answers quickly, shaking her head.

	Oh shit. Thank God. I exhale in relief and my shoulders drop, not all the way though because he still did something heinous to someone.

	She continues. “He tried to attack this girl outside a club that my brother was working at. He saw Ben and right before he was about to attack her, Adam did what any decent human would do and beat the shit out of him; he paralysed him.”

	I have never known much about Adam Emery besides the fact that he had been in prison. I'd be lying if I said I didn't judge him or even spread rumours about why he went to prison just to spite Adaline. 

	Now, I feel disgusted that I even thought to do that. If I was in his position and I saw a girl getting attacked, I would do the same thing! Yet, I had the gall to judge him for being in prison?

	Rape is the worst thing you could do on this planet. So, I'm glad Adam at least got close to that point and paralysed Ben. Evil bastard.

	“What happened after that?”  I ask with anger in my voice.

	“His parents decided not to press charges after the assault because then they'd have to admit their son is a rapist.” She laughs a little under her breath before continuing. “Well, that was before Adam went and burned their house down and they had to press charges for arson.”

	I think I might like Adam Emery.

	“Do you resent him for that? For going back and doing that when he could have left it and not gone to jail?” I question curiously.

	I want to know. I need to know what young Adaline must have thought or felt. How did she feel when she heard the news? it's only normal for her to have resented him. She was just a kid after all; a kid who lost her brother.

	“Who do you think waited in the car while he did it?” she asks proudly.

	I find myself biting back a smile at her words. I should have known; even young Adaline was confident. It's strangely heart-warming to think of her joining her brother to do something so commendable, but dangerous at the same time.

	“Is that girl okay?”

	I can't even imagine the trauma she went through, getting sexually assaulted. I don't pry on who she is because I know Adaline won't tell me and it's not my business anyway, I just need to know if she's okay.

	“She is okay. She actually helped my brother and paid for his lawyer.”

	I force myself not to dwell on the sadness radiating off her because if I do, my chest will swell with an unimaginable amount of pain. I don't know why, maybe it's just empathy.

	“Did she ever report it?”

	“She tried. The police refused to help because she hadn't actually been raped. They didn't even care that he had been accused of rape by two girls before,” she says angrily clenching her fists on the table.

	He had definitely gotten away with this countless times considering how rich he is. I can't even imagine how many people he has done this to. White-hot anger courses throughout my whole body.

	Silence engulfs the room for a few minutes after that until I decide to speak. “I’m sorry for saying all those things about your brother.”

	She looks genuinely shocked at my apology. Of course, she is. I don’t apologize; I never have, even when it feels like the guilt of treating her like this is eating away at my very soul. I just push it down and move along with my day, but not today.

	“I don’t care,” she responds, but I see the half smile she’s currently directing at me.

	An actual smile, directed at me? One that isn't sarcastic or cruel, but genuine. Hell must have frozen over. When she smiles like that her dimples take over her face as her eyes smile too.

	How did we go from fighting to her opening up about her brother? And why are my legs shaking all of a sudden? 

	The rest of the time we have locked in here is spent in silence, but it’s comfortable, although I sneak a few glances at her every now and then, wondering why it feels like we’ve sort of reached a truce.

	 

	



	
Chapter THIRTEEN

	A d a l i n e

	How could I tell her that? It's been a few days and I still can't wrap my head around the fact that I told Juliette about why my brother was sentenced to prison. My friends don't even know about it, mostly because Adam had told me years ago not to say anything, as I would have been sued for defamation if the news was ever spread around.

	So why did I feel so comfortable telling Juliette?

	Things have been changing recently between us. I tutored her two days ago and it was actually amicable, unusually silent too. It’s almost as if we’ve reached a truce or something. Although we still bicker, she’s being less venomous lately.

	I’m tutoring her again tomorrow and I’m dreading it. My mind has become so hazy around her lately and I don't know why. All I know is that I've spent the last five years trying my best to avoid and repress whatever I think or feel about her and it's getting harder to keep it in.

	“I just got a text,” Adam says, snapping me out of my thoughts.

	His hand is on the steering wheel as he parks up outside my school. Anytime he doesn't have work he always drops me off, mostly because ever since he came out of jail, he always spends his free time with me. I assume he wants to make up for lost time, as do I. 

	He’s also being weirdly protective because I came home a few days ago with Juliette’s handiwork displayed on me and a call from the principal that Adam relayed. Can’t wait till I turn eighteen and don’t have to answer to any school authority again.

	I didn’t tell him it was Juliette, telling him instead that it was just some random girl and I had to physically restrain him from going to the school.

	“Do you want a medal or …”

	“Smartass,” He retorts, slapping my shoulder playfully. “It's from my probation officer. She just heard that Ben has been arrested.”

	Wait, what? Shock is scribbled all over his face as he looks at his phone reading the message. The humour is sucked out of the atmosphere.

	“For what?” I ask baffled, undoing my seatbelt so I can turn toward Adam.

	He scrolls through his phone. “Apparently he was caught in a drug trafficking scheme. He was just taken in and isn’t being granted bail—he’s facing like ten years.”

	I've got so many thoughts running through my head at the moment. Firstly, I'm baffled at how horrible our justice system is considering he's facing ten years for something as menial as drugs, but didn't get an ounce of punishment for being a psychopathic rapist.

	Secondly, I have no doubt in my mind that Juliette is responsible for this. She is the only person I've ever told and she holds an insane amount of power, so this had to have been her doing—it wouldn't be hard for her. Why is my heart fluttering at the thought of it?

	“Wow,” I utter breathlessly, leaning back into the seat with a sigh.

	Relief floods my veins at the news. While my brother did paralyze him, I don't think that was enough punishment, considering he's been out this whole time and God knows how many other women he's attacked. I tried my best to keep tabs on him after Adam went to prison, but him and his family fell off the grid.

	But now, he is probably going to be behind bars and I can't be thankful enough right now.

	“I'm just glad that rapist is finally gonna be locked up.” Adam says, his eyes downcast and his fists clenching the steering wheel.

	Not only did that monster ruin many women's lives, but he also ruined my brother's; he stole years away from him. His troubled expression reminds me of what Juliette asked me a few days ago, if I ever resented him for what he did. I realize it never occurred to me to tell him that I didn't resent him. I just assumed he knew.

	I touch his shoulder. “You should know I never resented you for what you did to him; for going back and burning his house.

	I could never resent my brother for that, why would I? He did the right thing, something any decent human being would do. I was glad he went back and burned their house. They didn't deserve to live in that cushy mansion after hiding away their son's crimes.

	“Why?” he questions, rubbing his eyes. He always does that before he starts crying. “You were only a kid and I had to leave, you were left to provide for yourself and you had to stay with him.”

	“I would do it again. I'd do everything the same way; you saved a life that day and they deserved to watch their house burn. I could never resent you for that, I love you for that.”

	I was a kid and I had to work, my father spent most of his time drinking and I had to step up because my brother had been sent to prison. 

	There were days that I spent seven straight days working and could barely make enough money for groceries that week. I didn’t even let Miss Kim know how bad it was. Then my father died and I had no choice but to feel like a burden to her as well. Yet, I still wouldn't change a single thing.

	“I love you too.” He sniffles, wiping his tears away. “You did a good job holding down the fort these last few years.”

	I can tell he feels guilty about me having to work at that age and the fact that I was left with my father. Regardless, he has spent every single day trying to make up for it, even though he doesn't need to. I am grateful though, because now I don't have to work as much as I did before.

	Adam does everything for me and still has a smile on his face, even though he didn't get to live out his twenties properly. Even before he went to prison, he was like a father to me—he still is—much more than my own father ever was.

	“I did, but you're back now so I can mooch off of you,” I joke, using my hand to wipe away his tears and he leans into my palms laughing.

	“Can I pick you up later?” he asks changing the subject trying to regain his normal breathing.

	I nod gently and pull him into a hug. He melts into my arms and sniffles into my shoulder. 

	Hugging him reminds me that I should talk to Juliette, after all, she's the reason that Ben is finally being punished. I won't thank her, but I have to at least give her credit where it's due.

	Damn Juliette for making me respect her.

	***

	Once again, I'm in the locker room, only because I left my water bottle in here during my fight with Juliette and my forgetful ass only just now remembered. 

	I rummage through the room, thankfully it's empty, but my bottle is nowhere to be found. Some thirsty bitch obviously stole it.

	God, I need to start chaining my stuff to me so it doesn't get lost—

	My back collides with a body behind me and I yelp out in surprise, my thoughts halted. I turn around and come face to face with a very angry looking cheerleader, surprisingly not Juliette. It's Stacey, the same infuriating brunette who slushed me. She's lucky I let her get away with that because of my own guilt.

	“What do you want?” I question, already annoyed.

	She narrows her brown eyes at me. “You need to leave our captain alone. I know you fought with her—”

	“Captain? Do you seriously call her that?” I ask with a loud laugh.

	I swear these girls worship at Juliette's altar and it's actually very disturbing. Like right now, Stacey looks like she's about to pop a blood vessel if I say one wrong word about Juliette.

	“Stay away from her!” She ignores my comments and tries to threaten me. “She’s min—my friend!”

	She walks closer to me getting in my face. I'm startled a little at how angry she is, I haven't even thrown my worst insults at her yet.

	Her words light a bulb in my mind. There's a crease in her eyebrow. Her fists are clenched at her sides and her bottom lip is quivering slightly. I know that look. She's being territorial right now. It's not that she's fighting for her captain, rather, for the girl she likes.

	It's been so obvious. How did I not see it? she follows her around like a puppy. Just the other day, I saw her buy Juliette a bouquet of daises. She clearly doesn't like her that much, otherwise she would know that Juliette prefers gardenias.

	My eyes narrow at her protectiveness, I'm suddenly feeling very angry and I don't know why. I mean, she is pretty, with her dark, curly, brown hair and her chocolate brown eyes. She's rich too. Is that Juliette's type?

	Wait, no. What am I doing?

	Juliette has a boyfriend, not to mention she's homophobic. As if she would ever like this girl—

	Oh for Pete's sake! Regardless, I don't care!

	“Aww, you jealous? You want your captain all to yourself?” I sneer the words out, suddenly feeling very malicious towards the girl in front of me. Her eyes widen at my words.

	I expect her to scream at me or deny the allegations, considering she is probably internally homophobic herself. What I don't expect is her punching me in the mouth. 

	My body falls back and blood begins pouring out of my mouth. I'm disoriented for a moment and absolutely shocked. Only for a moment though, because as soon as I begin seeing clearly again, I lunge for her.

	It's so on.

	I use my fist and punch her right back in the face, but I aim for her eye, ignoring her cries. I work rapidly and twist her body so that her arm is behind her back. I yank her arm further and she cries out in pain.

	“Do that again and I'll fucking break it, understood?” I spit out the words harshly, squeezing her arm to make my point.

	I could break her arm right here. I've always been decent at fighting, mostly because I taught myself at a young age to protect myself. Also, because I routinely spar with Aryan at his boxing gym. I could easily rip her apart right now. My brain is telling me to, but I can't.

	My arm loosens just enough so it's not hurting her, but not letting her go at the same time. 

	See, the world works in the favour of the elite, it always has. If I break her arm right now, she'll run to the principal and I'll get expelled, or worse she'll press charges against me for assault. It won't matter that she started it first, what matters is who has the money to get out of situations like this and I don't.

	“Understood,” she cries out and I keep her hand there for a few moments longer, calming my own breathing so I don't kill her.

	I push her body away from mine and stalk out of the room because if I stay a moment longer, I'll change my mind and throttle her.

	I practically sprint to the bathroom and thankfully, no one is there. I inspect the damage done in the mirror and damn, it's bad. 

	My bottom lip is swollen, just like it was a few days ago because of Juliette, but not as bad. I wonder if she sent Stacey to do this, just like she sent her to slushy me? Just when I was about to start respecting her, she pulls this?

	The door creaks open and I don't flinch, I continue staring at the mirror until I hear a familiar voice speak.

	“Fancy seeing you here.” Her tone is light and airy; she isn't trying to start a fight with me. In fact, she might actually be joking with me.

	Why does Juliette always manage to walk in on me at the worst times? I just ignore her and dab tissue on my lip, trying to contain the bleeding as I avoid her gaze. 

	All of a sudden, I hear her footsteps walking toward me.

	“You're bleeding,” she says softly, almost like a whisper. She's staring at me in the mirror because I still have my back to her.

	I expected her to look pleased or cocky, but she looks… concerned? Her eyebrows are furrowed and her mouth slightly ajar as she stares at my face.

	“Really? how did you work that one out Sherlock Holmes?” I spit out sarcastically, throwing away the tissue in the bin.

	“Who did this to you?” she grits the words out, her hand reaching out to my shoulder and turning me toward her. 

	Her touch isn't brash like usual, in fact, she's being incredibly gentle. It's baffling me, why is she acting like this when she probably orchestrated the whole thing?

	I yank my arm out of her grasp. “Fuck off.”

	I try to walk away, but she steps in front of me and doesn't let me out of her reach, not for one second at all.

	“Who fucking did this to you, Adaline?” she repeats again, her tone even lower this time. 

	Her eyes have darkened, her frown deepening. I've never seen her look so full of rage before and it's honestly scaring me a little. Her blue eyes are undeniably furious. I can feel the anger radiating off her, but I don't let it get to me.

	“Don't act like you didn't send Stacey to fuck with me like this,” I retort in an annoyed tone.

	“Stacey? What?” she asks, furrowing her eyebrows in confusion. “Why would I ever send someone to do this to you?”

	She looks offended. Actually, she looks irrevocably appalled that I even suggested such a thing, like it's so unbelievably insane for her to send someone to physically hurt me. 

	Even though we literally fought a few days ago, the sheer seriousness on her face is baffling me and I don't like it at all, not one bit.

	“Whatever.” I dismiss her words. “Tell your little minion to stay away from me or you'll be down one cheerleader for your tournament.”

	“Adaline—”

	I ignore her and push past her, barrelling my way out of the toilets and getting the hell away from her. Did she really not send Stacey? I mean, this is the first time one of her minions has hit me and it doesn't really make sense for her to order that now. 

	I shake my head and ignore any thoughts about Juliette. This isn't about her, this is about my throbbing lip.

	Adam is absolutely going to go berserk. I’m gonna have to hide this. 

	***

	One paracetamol and twenty minutes later, I'm standing by my locker, my head leaning against it. 

	I went to the nurse's office and got an ice pack for the swelling, but it's proven to be useless. Not to mention now I have a splitting headache, which only gets worse when I hear the bell ring and students come sprinting out of their classrooms. I close my eyes in response, trying my best to drown out the noise. 

	“What the fuck happened to you?” My eyes snap open when I hear Victoria's voice.

	Oh, no. Her and Aryan are standing in front of me, looking like a pair of concerned parents. Their gazes zeroed in on my bruised lip and the ice pack. How am I going to successfully downplay this?

	“It was nothing. I just had a little fight with Stacey in the locker room—”

	“That fucking bitch!” Aryan bellows, interrupting me angrily. 

	He rarely swears, especially toward women, so I know he's very angry right now.

	“I'm going to kill her!” Victoria screeches, her nostrils flaring. Her and Aryan exchange a look and I know they're about to tear her apart.

	“No, wait—”

	They ignore my words and begin stomping down the hallway, barging through the sea of students. Victoria even knocks someone down to the floor with her speed.

	“For fuck's sake,” I whisper to myself watching them sprint toward the locker rooms, I drop the ice pack and rapidly follow them, before they get some sort of murder charge.

	When we reach the locker rooms, before they barge in, we hear shouting, which halts their steps and mine. The door is already ajar, so out of pure curiosity, I signal them to crouch down so we can spy on whatever is going on.

	We're really nosy like that.

	As we all struggle to crouch down and see through the gap in the door, my breath quickens when I see Juliette. She’s standing in front of Stacey, who looks positively stricken.

	“What kind of white people shit is this?” Aryan whispers to us and I hold back a laugh as does Victoria, but he's being dead serious.

	“You hurt her. Who gave you permission to do that?” Juliette bellows out coldly.

	What is really going on here? This is about me?

	“I'm sorry,” Stacey mumbles, sniffling like a petrified puppy.

	I hear my friends trying to contain their laughter and I find myself doing the same. I mean, is this borderline psychotic? Yes. But I'm actually enjoying watching Juliette's cruelty being directed toward someone else for a change.

	“She’s off limits. The slushy was a one off, you never lay your hands on her,” she bellows the words out like some sort of psychopath. I’m not sure why Stacey is just taking this, Juliette is literally harmless, so what is she gonna do? Get Stacey expelled? Big deal.

	“Which hand was it?” Juliette questions, not a hint of emotion on her face.

	What?

	“What?” Stacey echoes my sentiments.

	“Which hand did you punch her with?” Juliette rephrases, raising her eyebrow.

	“This one,” Stacey says, holding up her right arm and before she can retreat it, Juliette grabs it.

	“Don’t even think about moving,” Juliette says maliciously.

	Before I can even blink, she has dragged Stacey toward one of the benches and sits her down. Then she pulls out a towel from her gym bag and shoves it into her mouth.

	I can't look away, not even for a second and what happens after that enters my mind in slow motion—it’s disturbing and heart racing. Neither Juliette and I are violent individuals, but if anyone of us was to be more inclined to violence, I thought it would be me.

	So, imagine my surprise when Juliette grabs her wrist, looks Stacey dead in the eye and in one swoop, breaks her hand. 

	The sound of bone crushing echoes through the room. Anyone within a five-mile radius would have heard the sound of her hand snapping and her screams would have echoed in the entire hallway if it wasn't for the towel lodged into her mouth.

	Oh. My. God.

	She broke her hand. I know I'm studying to work in medicine, but Jesus Christ, I almost hurl at the sight. My heart almost jumps out of my chest and cower away in fear, while my brain cannot even grasp what it just witnessed.

	I gasp in shock as do my friends, Victoria looks like she's about to faint and honestly, I feel like I might too. Aryan is closing his eyes as if she's going to do it again.

	“If I ever find out that you have touched Adaline again, I will do much worse than this. I will ruin your life, understood?” Juliette says, eerily calm.

	Stacey can do nothing, but nod along as she whimpers. I can feel my friends staring at me, but I'm just focused on Juliette. Am I dreaming right now? Or is this a bad trip? This is too crazy to be actually happening right now.

	“Now, run to the nurse's office and tell her you had a little accident and don't bother showing up to practice. You're off the team.”

	“What the fuck?” Victoria says.

	“That girl is crazy.” Aryan adds.

	My friends are making comments as we run from the locker room, but I can't find it in me to join them. Not when my mind is racing and my heart is beating so fast that I might actually pass out. 

	I should be disgusted right now; I should feel sick to my stomach after witnessing Juliette do that. This isn’t some mafia movie, we’re just college students for the love of God!

	I mean, yeah, Stacey is a bitch, she’s constantly berating me. She even told me to kill myself a hand full of times, but breaking her hand? 

	But, if I’m supposed to be disgusted, why are my hands sweating? Why can I not take my eyes off Juliette? Why am I so unbearably wet?

	 

	



	
Chapter FOURTEEN

	J u l i e t t e

	My blood is still boiling beyond measure. Seeing Adaline bleeding yesterday sent my brain into a frenzy. I can't stop thinking about it; it's all I think about. 

	Fury coursed through my veins when I saw how hurt she was, so much that I wasn't even thinking straight when I snapped Stacey's hand. I don't regret doing it though, not at all.

	Not even for a second.

	How dare she touch Adaline? Stacey knows damn well that she's off limits. Was it extreme and borderline psychotic? Yes. Do I care? No.

	I needed to make sure she never thinks about touching Adaline ever again. I'm only furious about it because if anyone caught Stacey, I would have to answer for it and our whole cheer team would be in jeopardy. That's the only reason I care, right?

	I really need to stop thinking about her, especially today. It's the final cheer tournament in an hour and I've spent the whole day torturing the team with vigorous practice. A bigger workload has fallen onto my shoulders now that Stacey is resting at home because of her hand. She told everyone that she got into an accident and wants to quit cheerleading because of it. 

	I never lose. I won't be starting today. Honestly, I've been very extreme this time around, mostly because overworking is dissipating the tension and fury in my body. 

	For the first time in my life, I'm actually nervous about a tournament and I'm taking it out on my team.

	“Can we take a break?” Grace asks snapping me out of my thoughts.

	I turn to face her and she's heaving and panting. In fact, all the girls are; we're practicing for the fifth time in the practice room. All the girls are looking at me as if they despise me with every single bone in their body. I don't blame them, but at the same time, I don't really care. I'd rather they hate me and work hard, than love me and not work at all.

	I'm ready to say no to Grace and order her to continue practicing, that is until she bolts toward the bin in the corner of the room and starts puking uncontrollably.

	Jesus Christ.

	I don't think twice before running toward her and holding her hair back for her. The rest of the team barrels towards us and we all ignore the stench of her vomit. After all, we are a team, we need to be there for her.

	“Are you okay?” I ask rubbing her back, but she just responds by puking some more. God that smell is so awful.

	The way she's puking isn't as if she's eaten something horrendous, it's more like there's nothing in her system. As she continues retching, I look toward her best friend, Lilly, and give her a questioning look. She knows everything about Grace and right now, she looks like she knows something important.

	I want to know why she's puking and if I should hate myself for overworking her or if there's a bigger reason.

	“She hasn't eaten for a few days,” Lilly says with a sigh, her lip trembling.

	What?

	“What? Why?” I question out loud, deep down I probably already know the answer, I'm just hoping my suspicions aren't right.

	Please, don't be right.

	“I wanted to lose some weight to look good for the performance,” she mumbles out groggily, her head still hovering over the bin.

	For Pete's sake. I sigh loudly and look towards the rest of the girls who look just as shocked and disappointed as me. I have never pressured any girl on this team when it comes to weight. In fact, it's a cardinal rule that we don't body shame on this team, ever.

	Then again, it doesn't matter how kind we are, body image is something you have to deal with on your own. No one else's words will help. That doesn't mean I'll ever stop trying though.

	“Listen to me grace,” she looks up at me, “you never have to starve yourself. You're fucking perfect. Don't you ever forget that.”

	She begins bawling her eyes out and I feel my heart clench in response. These girls are like my family, as annoying and infuriating as they are, it's still my responsibility to take care of them.

	I look towards the rest of the girls. “You're all perfect. Starving yourself isn't going to get you the results you want; it's just going to ruin your relationship with food. Don't ever think about doing anything like that, or you'll have me to deal with.”

	“Yes, captain,” they all say in unison, they look uncomfortable and emotional.

	“Now, all of you can go, we don't need to practice again. Just make sure you come back in an hour, that's when the tournament starts.”

	They all rush out of the gym besides Lilly who crouches beside her friend and whispers comforting words in her ear.

	I take that as my que to leave. Clearly, they are having an intimate friendship moment and I'm not one to intrude. I give Grace one last smile and pat her on the back before I walk out of the practice room. I decide to make my way to the cafeteria so I can get some food for Grace.

	As I walk inside the cafeteria, I pick up some fruits and sweets to get her blood sugar up, another thing that biology tutoring has thankfully taught me.

	My phone begins buzzing in my pocket so I pick it up and hold it toward my ear. “Hello?”

	“It's Mark. I was just calling to let you know that Ben will be formally charged tomorrow.”

	Mark Richie, a world-renowned prosecutor. When Adaline told me about Ben that day, I knew I had to take action. I told my mother about his treacherous acts and she instantly called in some favours. 

	I didn't tell her the full story, only that Ben is a sick rapist. The drug play was smart, I'm not sure who planted them, but they did a good job. It was the only way to ensure he would go to prison and Mark has been headlining the whole thing.

	They've moved at a very fast pace, thanks to my mother's money and standing. Ben will never see the light of day again. His parents might be powerful, but not like my family.

	No one is as powerful as my family.

	“I want him to suffer. Put him in the worst prison you can find.” I sound like a psychopathic villain, not an eighteen-year-old girl, but that’s the thing about having a lot of money; it matures you. 

	I learned that at a very young age when my mother used to hand me money and told me to use it anytime someone bothered me.

	“Of course,” he responds.

	I hang up the phone and smile, my mood is much more chipper after hearing that news. 

	I wonder how Adaline and Adam will feel hearing the news, I hope they're elated. Not that I care what they feel. 

	I pay for all the food and carry it back to the practice room, ready to kindly lecture Grace on how perfect she is and feed her. God! Being a captain is hard work.

	***

	It's game time. We're all in the gymnasium, which is about the size of a football stadium. Our team is up first, the girls are all adorned in our colours—blue and white. 

	As I tighten my ponytail, I look up at the crowd and see Kai smiling and cheering me on. I have a rule where I only look up at the crowd once, my gaze never lingers after that.

	I never let myself get distracted.

	The buzzer goes off and before we see the red light signalling us to start, I clap my hands, signalling the girls to get in a hurdle.

	“Remember to stay focused and no matter what, you never get distracted!” I say loudly to the girls around me and they nod excitedly as we all put our hands in the middle.

	“Go team!” we shout in unison, our hands back up in the air. 

	We get into position and the music begins.

	One.

	Two.

	Three.

	In the world of cheerleading, there's no stopping to savour anything, it's always onto the next move. That's what we're doing right now; moving left and right to the beat and shaking our hips methodically. 

	I can't even count how many times I do a backflip or something dangerous that could possibly snap my neck, but it's so exhilarating and I love it.

	I love the way we cheer loudly and we can hear people screeching for us. It's not like cheering for a team, it's an actual city-level tournament, only for cheer. 

	I smile brightly and painfully every time I move my legs or hands.

	It's going so fabulously. Our moves are sleek and controlled and its finally time for the extravaganza move—the final flip.

	I climb aboard my fellow team mates, my feet gently balanced onto a girl's shoulders. My hands are up in the air and I can feel the happiness radiating off me. 

	Everything is going so perfectly…until I start feeling something funny in my chest.

	Call it a gut feeling, an instinct, a voice screaming in my head telling me to look towards the crowd, so I do. She's the first thing I see. Her forest green eyes staring at mine, like she's so entranced in what I'm doing. 

	Everything else fades away and my eyes only see her. My heart is thumping out of my chest and I can't breathe, see, or even hear what's going on. I can't do anything but look at her and then I do the worst thing I could possibly do; I blink. Before I know it, I've lost my balance.

	Oh, no.

	



	
Chapter FIFTEEN

	A d a l i n e

	“Do you want me to come with you today?” Aryan asks me, his arm slung around my shoulder.

	School just ended and I'm on my way out while Aryan is staying behind to wait for Victoria. She got detention for fouling some girl during a game of basketball. She gets exceptionally rough when it comes to sports. 

	Usually, I would stay and wait for her too, but I have to visit my father's grave today. It's his death anniversary today, which is the only time I ever visit his grave.

	“No, it's okay. It's going to be my last visit for a while; I should do it on my own.” I try to muster up a smile, but fail.

	It feels like it should be the last visit for a while, I won’t feel the need to visit him when I go to oxford. At least, I hope I won’t. 

	“Wanna get ice cream after?” he asks me.

	“Obviously,” I reply with a smile.

	***

	As I walk down the hallway, I can’t help but ponder on how idiotic I am for visiting my father's grave. Even Adam reprimands me every time I visit; only because he hated our father. 

	I didn’t hate him; I didn’t feel anything for him really.

	I shake my head of these thoughts as I begin walking towards the double doors to leave the school. 

	All of a sudden, I hear a loud cheer coming from the gymnasium, startling me.

	The tournament.

	It's today. I bet Juliette and her team are rocking everyone's world right now because that's what they do best. Even though cheerleading isn’t a really big thing in England, Richmond academy is one of the few places where it’s renowned. 

	I'm not really a fan of any sports including cheerleading, so I'm not sure why the sound of cheering is enticing me.

	I should be going, I need to make it to the graveyard before it starts raining, but why are my feet taking me towards the gymnasium? I don't care about this, so why is my mind screaming at me to just get a glimpse of Juliette? 

	The piercing screams burst my eardrums as I make my way inside and walk over to the stands, I'm not going to sit because I'm not staying long at all.

	My eyes waver to the centre of the room and I see Juliette's team, with their little blue and white uniforms. I have to admit that cheer girls are very hot, but Juliette? She's something completely different. Her energy is radiant and domineering. 

	God! Her legs look so good in that uniform. Snap out of it.

	Their routine begins and I can barely keep up, every two seconds, a girl flips and almost dies. Juliette is the showstopper, she has to be, considering how elegantly she moves.

	She's brightening the whole room and that smile…I've never seen her smile so genuinely before and it's tugging at my chest. I can't take my eyes off her, not even for a second. 

	Looking at her now, it would be impossible to think of her breaking someone’s hand—but she did. It’s all I can think about.

	Juliette gets up on some girls’ shoulders and I hold my breath, watching her. I have no doubt she'll be fine. At least, I didn't until her eyes wavered over to me and she paused.

	Why is she looking at me? She should be focused on her moves. I open my mouth to signal her to look away, but before I can, I see her leg lose balance and she…falls.

	Oh my God!

	I'm on my feet before I can even think, bolting towards the team and ignoring all the other people who have also bolted there. Everyone is blocking my way; I can't see what's happening and my heart is beating out of my chest. Is she hurt? Oh my God, is she hurt?

	I pant heavily and my mind is in overdrive. I can't think of anything but the fact that Juliette might be hurt right now. 

	Who comes up with these routines? I have half a mind to call up the cheerleading association and complain about how absolutely ridiculous these moves are. 

	I sigh, watching a stretcher get rolled into the gymnasium and I close my eyes, not wanting to see Juliette being placed on it and rolled out of here.

	Sorry dad, I can't visit you today. 

	***

	It's been a few hours and I'm waiting outside the nurse's office, so many people have come in and out of that room. I was tempted to ask Kai about Juliette when he left the nurse's office, but I just hid and kept my mouth shut. I want to see for myself if Juliette is okay.

	I wait for the nurse to leave the room and I look around before I walk inside. 

	Someone would think I'm spying or something, but really, I just don't want anyone to think I care about Juliette Kingston. Because I don't care about her.

	Colour me shocked when I walk inside the nurse's office and see Juliette perfectly relaxed, her phone in her hand as she idly scrolls. She hears me coming in and looks up, startled.

	“What are you doing here?”

	I ignore her question. “Why do you look fine? You fell—”

	“Seriously? That was a basic fall at best, I've fallen like that at least a hundred times before.” She cuts me off with a laugh.

	She then stands up and moves her legs, as if she’s stretching. She’s poking fun at how ridiculous I’m being, but I still can’t help the exhale that leaves my body. She’s not hurt. Thank God. My chest feels ten times lighter.

	“So, you're fine, no injuries?” I repeat my question worriedly.

	“None.” She smiles smugly, like she's so elated that I'm worried about her and it's angering me.

	“Good,” I say before raising my voice. “Are you fucking stupid?”

	She's fine with no injury at all, which means I don't have to be gentle or sweet. I can be angry and worried and berate her for being so idiotic that she almost got hurt.

	“What?” she questions, bewildered and looking nervous as I walk closer. 

	Her hair is dishevelled for once, her cheer uniform scuffed and I'm trying to avoid how sexy she looks right now. 

	“Why the fuck would you lose focus like that—”

	“Obviously, I didn't plan to.” She cuts me off again in an annoyed tone.

	“What made you lose focus?” I question in a holler, raising my voice as our bodies are only inches away from each other.

	I want to know what was so important that Juliette, who never loses focus, got so distracted today that she almost lost a limb. 

	How could she be so utterly stupid that she forgot her surroundings? I need to know. More importantly, why do I care so much? Why was fear slicing through every inch of my body when I saw her like that?

	“None of your business!” she screams back, a vein protruding out of her forehead.

	Really? Everything Juliette Kingston does is my business.

	“You're so fucking stupid!” I screech out furiously.

	She narrows her eyes. “What is wrong with you today? I'm not dead, I'm completely fine—”

	“Yeah, for now! You still don't know; you could be concussed or something.” I flail my hands around trying to make my point.

	Second by second, our bodies are magnetizing toward each other, like it's second nature. 

	Anger is coursing through my veins and I can't think straight, all I know is that my body is moving on its own and I need Juliette to know how unbelievably furious I am.

	“Don’t be ridiculous!”

	“I’m ridiculous? You’re the one that almost broke your fucking leg!”

	“Broken bones aren’t that big of a deal!” she screeches.

	“Oh, I know. I saw that when you broke Stacey’s hand!” I bellow and her face falls.

	“H—how did you know about that?” Shock slices her face in half, her tone maybe even slightly embarrassed.

	“I saw it!” I scoff then continue speaking. “Next time you think of committing assault, try locking the door!”

	“I’ll keep that in mind for next time.” She rolls her eyes; I can practically smell her cherry ChapStick this close. “Besides it’s not the same thing.”

	“You’re right, that was on purpose, this was just pure idiocy.”

	“It was an accident for the love of God!” she groans loudly, “Stacey had it coming.”

	“Oh yeah? Why is that?” Don’t look at her lips. Don’t look at her lips.

	“Because no one hurts you,” she blurts out, hands on her hips. Heat rushes to my face, I can’t help it. As it appears, neither can she, because she’s positively flushed.

	“Yeah.” I clear my throat, trying to contain my heavy breathing. “No one except you right?”

	It’s not the same, nowhere the same. She didn’t hit me because she wanted to hurt me and neither did I. I wanted to feel her, every inch and every crevice that belongs to her. I wanted to show her how bothered she makes me; maybe I did want to hurt her a little too.

	“We fought! It’s not the same thing!” She raises her voice, but I know she means that she would never hurt me that way. “Why are we even having this discussion?”

	“You’re right, we should be talking about why you were so distracted out there.”

	“Why are you so bothered about it?” she questions, gritting her teeth.

	“Because you bother me.”

	“Well, you bother me more.” She jabs her finger into my chest.

	She doesn’t move the finger away, not even for a second. It stays firmly planted on my chest and I can’t avoid her gaze. 

	The sound of heavy breathing echoes throughout the room. My mind is telling me to run far away and not come back, yet I can't do anything. 

	I'm frozen in place and before I can even try to move, Juliette has barrelled her way into me and planted her lips onto mine.

	Damn!

	

	 


Chapter SIXTEEN

	J u l i e t t e

	So scorching. So satisfying. So unbelievably perfect. I'm kissing Adaline Emery and I never want to stop. 

	This kiss is everything I've ever fantasized about and more. Her lips feel like the air that I've been dying to breathe-in every day. 

	God, is this what kissing feels like for other people?

	My thoughts are halted when she pulls away from me. Instantly, I'm alarmed, worried that she's either going to pummel me or be so disgusted that she can't even look at me.

	She's panting heavily, her eyes darting toward my lips as she looks bewildered. “What?” she mutters breathlessly.

	Her gorgeous eyes hold intrigue and confusion is swirling deep within them, like she's piecing together every single encounter we've had for the last five years. After all, I hate her, so why did I kiss her? I don't know, but I know that I don't want to stop, not even for a second.

	I might have to stop though, so I step back and I'm about to apologize until she leans forward and brashly kisses me back, open mouthed. 

	Heat pools deep in my belly and my mind melts into a puddle of pure desire. I don't waste anytime pulling her into me, my hands on her waist.

	Yes! Finally!

	It all makes sense now; her lips on mine quenching the thirst I've held for her ever since I saw her for the first time. Wait, no!

	Don't think, just kiss.

	Her hands are in my hair and I smile into the kiss as I walk her towards the wall, slamming her against it. She groans out, kissing me back harder and hotter. 

	We're battling; even while we kiss, we're fighting for control. Really, all I'm fighting for is to get my hands on every single crevice and inch of her exquisite body.

	My tongue darts out, melting in her mouth and hers does the same. I didn't realize kissing could be so perfect; I've never kissed someone so…soft before. 

	She tastes like every messed up thought I've ever allowed myself to have; like the sun on a warm day and the goose bumps that trail my skin on a cold one. She tastes perfect.

	“God,” I groan into her mouth when she moves her hands to my ass and cups it, making me involuntarily grind into her front.

	Oh, who am I kidding? It is very voluntary.

	“Not God baby, I'm much worse,” she responds huskily into my mouth and I bite her bottom lip in response, watching her eyes darken.

	Every inch of my body is screaming at me to rip her clothes off now, but I refrain from doing so—this is our first kiss after all. As hot as it is right now, I want it to be just that; a kiss.

	My hands move to her neck as I pull her back into my mouth, our lips clashing gently and aggressively at the same time.

	“I hope she's okay.”

	The hushed words coming from outside the nurse's room startle me and I instantly pull myself away from Adaline, like her very touch burns my skin. She looks confused, until the door opens and Kai walks inside, looking between us two, bewildered.

	“Adaline? What are you doing here?” Kai questions curiously.

	We're both heaving and panting and I'm avoiding her gaze as she is mine. She looks nervous. I have never seen her look so incredibly nervous before.

	“I was just coming in to get a band aid f—for something.” she stutters out, running a hand through her hair.

	God, that's adorable; the way she runs her hand through her hair. How flaming red her face is and how she's stuttering over her words. She looks so irrevocably dishevelled and I can't even soak in how good that feels. Only Kai is staring at us with a smirk on his face!

	He quirks an eyebrow. “Okay …”

	“I'm just…gonna go,” Adaline says awkwardly and doesn't give anyone a chance to respond before she sprints out of the room.

	“You look flushed,” Kai comments, crossing his arms over his chest and smiling.

	Why is he smiling?

	“I think I might be concussed,” I groan, holding my forehead, because honestly, just the thought of him knowing what me and Adaline were doing is giving me a headache.

	Suddenly, he looks worried. “Sit down, I'll go get the nurse.”

	What just happened?

	***

	I clutch my throbbing head as I walk out of the nurse's room. I had to run away from Kai who's acting as if I've been in some horrendous accident. Seriously, what is it with everyone? Even Adaline was acting crazy about me falling. Although I can't lie, I enjoyed seeing how bothered it made her.

	She was so angry and so worried, it made my heart beat rapidly and I don't know why. Nor do I know why I kissed her. Why did I kiss her? We're both girls! Not to mention I absolutely despise her. 

	So why did it feel so good?

	I shake my head ridding my mind of these ridiculous thoughts, it's only making my head throb even more. Thankfully, the hallway is mostly empty because school ended a while back. 

	At least, I thought it would be because as I'm walking, my eyes catch Adonis…making out with some girl by his locker.

	I sigh and walk up to him. I lean against the lockers and clearly, neither of them realizes I'm standing here so I clear my throat. 

	They snap out of their trance and look at me, startled. 

	Well, Adonis looks startled, the girl doesn't care. I don't blame her; why would she care? She's not the one who's dating this asshole. I just walk back away, shaking my head.

	Adonis does this often. He does it so obviously too that it makes me wonder how stupid he really must be. 

	Him cheating on me has never bothered me, I think it's because I'm not really a jealous person. Not to mention I know we're the perfect couple—logistically speaking—so who cares if he cheats?

	Plus, it's not like I have a leg to stand on at the moment, I literally just had the best kiss of my life with a girl, Adaline Emery no less.

	What have I done? 

	



	
Chapter SEVENTEEN

	A d a l i n e

	Am I mentally unstable? Did I fall and temporarily lose all my senses, or am I just the dumbest person on the planet? Clearly, something is wrong with me because I just kissed Juliette Kingston…and I loved it.

	Her nimble hands on my waist, those soft lips engulfing me in a kiss that was so passionate and hot, but so gentle at the same time. That kiss was something out of a movie. I felt pure desire rattling my bones and fireworks bouncing off every inch of my body. 

	How did this happen? Kissing Juliette? She is the worst person I know. What was I thinking?

	Clearly, I wasn't thinking, like at all. It just felt so incredible and I couldn't stop it, now I'm here and it's all I can think about. 

	I've spent the last few days avoiding her at school and she's clearly done the same. Now, it's Friday night and I'm in the car with my friends, but I still can't stop thinking about her.

	I've been hiding the kiss from my friends, which has been exceedingly difficult, because I don't hide much from them. I hate keeping secrets from them because I desperately want to talk to someone about the kiss. I need my friends to knock some sense into me and slap me silly for kissing Juliette. 

	“I'm so nervous for my match next week,” Aryan says, while chewing gum.

	Victoria is driving while I'm in the passenger seat and Aryan is at the back. That's the downfall of being the only man in this friendship; he always sits at the back. He's a giant anyway; there's more space for him there.

	“Don't be, there's no way you're losing,” I say gently, turning my head to the back, ignoring my own tumultuous thoughts.

	Aryan is a wild beast when it comes to boxing, it's been his lifelong passion since we were kids. Right now, he boxes for one of the most notorious gyms in England. He often talks about going professional when we leave school this year and honestly, he has the ability.

	“You're amazing in the ring; you have nothing to worry about,” Victoria says turning the car left and Aryan smiles at us.

	We slip into silence as Victoria continues to drive. We're on our way to a party right now, thrown by the Lacrosse team captain, Alex. 

	I tend to stay away from parties thrown by the entitled kids at Richmond, I prefer partying with people who have actual personalities. 

	However, I do actually get along with Alex as I used to tutor him a few years ago, so I couldn't turn his invitation down.

	We're getting closer and closer to Alex's house and I find myself bubbling over. Normally, when my friends and I enter a silence, it's comfortable, peaceful even. But right now, it's the complete opposite. I can feel the stress constricting my throat and words begging to leave my mouth, I need to tell them about Juliette.

	I don't usually discuss Juliette with them, at least I do it less now that I've started tutoring her. Even when they ask me how it's going with the tutoring, I just give noncommittal one-word answers. However, this is important, I need to tell them.

	They need to know about the kiss.

	“Juliette and I kissed,” I blurt out quickly, closing my eyes and covering my ears.

	I expect to be hit with an onslaught of screaming and confusion, maybe even a few slaps on my head and face. I can't bear to look at the disappointment and shock on their faces. 

	A few seconds go by and I don't hear or feel anything, so I open my eyes slowly, expecting to see their shocked faces. What I don't expect is to see them looking casual and I certainly don't expect what Aryan says next.

	“Pay up.” He smirks, holding his hand to the front toward Victoria.

	“For fuck's sake,” she grumbles out just in time, because we reach Alex's mansion and she quickly parks up.

	The shock of their casual behaviour has rendered me speechless, so I just sit and watch as she unclips her seatbelt and pulls out her wallet. Before I can even blink, she pulls out a wad of cash and hands it to Aryan.

	What the hell?

	“What's going on?” I question, undoing my own seatbelt.

	Aryan laughs smugly. “We made a bet about when you and Juliette would finally kiss. I knew it would be this year for sure.”

	I'm sorry…what?!

	“Let me repeat myself,” I say clearing my throat, “what?!”

	They look startled at my shriek and exchange glances. What is really going on here? Why are they acting like they saw this coming? My mind is racing right now and honestly, I'm pissed off.

	Victoria holds her hands up in defence. “Don’t look at me, I was betting that you would never kiss that devil, but I did see it coming.”

	“How?” I don’t mean for the words to come out so angry, but I can’t help it.

	Victoria smiles sheepishly. “Sorry, it's just been very obvious that you two are into each other.”

	“Since when?”

	“Since she broke Stacey's hand for you.” Victoria says, visibly shuddering at the memory. “The girl is literally obsessed with you.”

	We haven't even spoken about that since it happened, mostly because I've avoided the fact that she did something like that—and the fact that I might have enjoyed it.

	“Come on, why do you think I’ve always stopped Victoria from beating her ass for how she treats you?” Aryan asks, like it’s obvious. “I knew she was only treating you like that because she’s into you.”

	“I still want to beat her ass,” Victoria chimes in, “there’s no excuse for treating anyone like that.”

	“So, you’re saying she likes me? That’s fine. But I don’t like her, not in a million years,” I grit the words out and once again, they exchange looks with one another.

	“Addie, she’s literally all you’ve been able to talk about for five years. No matter how horrible she is. You never let us defend you against her,” Aryan says, his eyes softening.

	“That's because I hate her!” I retort loudly running my hands through my hair. “I hate her, but it’s still only between us. I don’t need anyone to fight my battles for me. That doesn’t mean I like her.”

	I throw my face into my hands, frustration radiating from each crevice of my body. What is going on? My friends think I'm into Juliette? I've spent years talking about how much I despise her!

	These two have been with me every step of the way, even agreeing with me when I talk about how much of a horrible person Juliette is. Now all of a sudden, they think I like her? Is this a joke?

	“Sorry,” they hurriedly say in unison.

	I open my eyes and they're looking at me with apologetic expressions. Clearly, they didn't expect me to get this annoyed. Tough for them, I didn't expect my best friends to be betting on when I would kiss that Satan's spawn either, but we can't always get what we want. 

	“We just kissed, it was a stupid mistake, but that doesn't mean I'm into her,” I say resolutely.

	It was just a kiss; a mind blowing, life changing kiss, but it doesn't mean that I've got feelings for Juliette. How could I have feelings for the girl who's made my life hell for years?

	“Look, I get it; she's horrible, but that doesn't mean you can control how you feel—”

	I cut Aryan off, fury swimming in my eyes. “I hate her, that's the only thing I feel. I could never be into someone like her!”

	I'm panting heavily at this point; my voice is raised and they look startled. 

	I don't usually raise my voice at them or many people, I'm just not like that, although it's different with Juliette. Just the thought of being attracted to her is making me furious and I need them to believe I'm not.

	I need to believe that I'm not into her.

	“We won't bring it up again,” Victoria says, still looking at me with shock written all over her face.

	I nod my head at Victoria, but honestly, her words go into one ear and out the other. I'm not angry at my friends anymore, I am angry at someone else—Juliette.

	I'm done thinking about Juliette Kingston. I'm going to go inside the party and have the time of my life. I'm going to get under someone else and smoke the shit out of some weed, because I don't drink. 

	I won't even go home and study tonight, because I'll be waking up in someone else's bed instead.

	This party is going to be absolutely spectacular.

	 

	 

	


Chapter EIGHTEEN

	J u l i e t t e

	This party sucks exponentially, with sweaty bodies dancing around and alcohol bursting at the seams of this mansion. Normally, that would sound like an extraordinary time for me, but it doesn't feel like that today. 

	This party just isn't hitting the spot for me, even though the lights are dimmed red like some sort of sex club and people are dancing as they have the absolute time of their lives. 

	Even Kai is enjoying himself, he disappeared ten minutes ago to play a beer pong contest against the hockey team girls. Obviously, he will probably lose—no one beats those girls.

	Usually, I would be right there with him, trying my best to over-drink everyone, but I've just spent the last twenty minutes in the kitchen making out with Adonis. I've been doing that a lot recently, just so I can forget her; the five foot-five brunette who is plaguing my thoughts more than usual. 

	I've even taken to avoiding her at school, she has too, because I've barely seen her this week.

	I've come to the realization that the only reason I kissed Adaline was because I was sexually frustrated. Adonis doesn't get me off and clearly, that's why I kissed her. 

	The fact that she's a girl doesn't matter, brains can't logically tell the difference between men and women; it's all just chemicals, right?

	I'm not bisexual. I don't like women; even the thought is revolting. I especially don't like Adaline, I've made her life a living hell for years, how could I possibly like her?

	That kiss was outlandish and I regret every second of it. Every second of her hot, warm mouth on mine, her hands in my hair, and her tongue—

	I regret it!

	“You want anything to drink, maybe some vodka?” Adonis mumbles into my neck; I can barely hear him over the music.

	“Tequila,” I correct him and he nods before giving me a sloppy kiss on the cheek and leaving to get my drink.

	Vodka? Is he serious? He should know I despise vodka and that tequila is my favourite drink. I practically drink my body weight in tequila every weekend—with him!

	To be fair, I don't really know much about him either besides his favourite colour, which is green. Wait, no. It's blue? Or maybe yellow? Oh, for Pete's sake! Who cares? Knowing trivial things like that doesn't matter.

	“Juliette!” I hear my name and I snap my head up and see Kai barrelling towards me. 

	He is absolutely shit-faced drunk. Those hockey girls must have absolutely annihilated him at the game. I did warn him that he wouldn't be able to handle it. 

	His red hair is scruffier than usual and his white tank top is inside out, my gaze goes lower when I realize his zipper is down.

	“You okay?” he asks me slurring his words with a soft smile on his face.

	God, I love this kid.

	“I'm good, but clearly you aren't.” I giggle, walking closer to him and zipping him up.

	Instantly, he nuzzles into my shoulder and I have to steady his body—he becomes quite a baby when he's drunk. I don't mind mothering him though, I know he doesn't really get along with his own mother or father for that matter.

	“Oh my god! An angel just walked in,” he mumbles dreamily in my neck letting go of me. I turn around to follow his line of vision and I see why his eyes are shaped like hearts right now.

	His eyes are on Victoria, who's sporting a black Prada blouse and a matching black skirt; very chic for a school party, but I cannot fault her style, not for a second. Of course, she isn't here alone, but Kai's eyes are only on her.

	My eyes? Well, my eyes are where they always are—on Adaline.

	“More like the devil,” I mutter breathlessly, clenching my jaw as I watch her walk in.

	What is Adaline and her posse even doing here? I rarely see them at any school parties, especially Adaline. I know for a fact they aren't her thing; she prefers partying on her own terms in her own turf. At least, that's what I always see Victoria posting on her Instagram.

	Regardless, school parties aren't really that fun anyway; just school kids illegally drinking and snorting drugs. I know Adaline doesn't do either of those things, especially alcohol—she doesn't touch the stuff. I shake my head and focus my eyes back onto her.

	She's walking into the party like she owns the place, her jet-black hair looking messy but sexy at the same time. She's wearing a black mesh bralette. Damn! Is that covering anything? Her toned body is on display and I can't tear my eyes away, nor can I tear them away from her long, tanned legs that are perfectly showcased by her short, black, leather skirt.

	She wears skirts so well.

	Oh, no. I tear my eyes away and lean into Kai's ear. “I'm going to use the bathroom, don't leave your drink unattended.”

	He nods at my words, but his eyes are still watching Victoria and I shake my head with a laugh as I walk upstairs. For some reason, I don't want to leave this party anymore.

	Weird. 

	***

	I like watching people, seeing how they interact and absorbing that information. I mostly do it when I'm bored out of my mind, like I am right now. 

	I've been at this party for another thirty minutes and I've spent it avoiding Adaline and being absolutely miserable. I think those two things might be mutually exclusive.

	So now, I've subjected myself to watching the people around me, just to entertain myself. 

	At the moment, I can see the glares Victoria is shooting towards the hoard of girls hovering over Kai, but he is blissfully unaware of the attention he's getting—as usual. He only wants her attention—he craves it—it's very obvious.

	Then I see a girl from my team, Melissa, she's staring at Adaline's other friend, Aryan. She looks as if she wants to devour him. I'm pretty sure he is a pervert like Adaline and plays for the other team, so she's got tough luck there.

	“Hi baby.” I hear a voice slurring behind me, so I turn around, assuming it's Adonis—the one man I don't find interesting to watch—where has he even been? He disappeared after giving me my drink and I haven't seen him since.

	As I turn around, I realize the man in front of me is not my boyfriend. Instead, it's some tall beach-blonde guy who looks like a Ken doll. 

	He's clearly drunk and is trying to hit on me, I'm not even sure he goes to Richmond; I've never seen him before. He's probably crashed the party like the kids from other schools usually do.

	“Not happening,” I state, looking him up and down in disgust.

	Now, I don't mind stepping out of the relationship I have with Adonis, I mean, he cheats on me, so I can do the same. However, I won't cheat with this Ken doll. Blondes aren't my type, especially presumptuous ones and those that wear baseball caps to parties. Come on, are those really your style choices?

	“Come on, dance with me,” he says, stepping closer to me and I get a whiff of his stench.

	Cologne. Not the luxurious kind either.

	“No,” I state simply. Usually, I would add a bit more vim, but I'm tired tonight.

	He sneers at me. “Your loss.”

	My loss? I'm the heiress to a multimillion empire and I'm beautiful, it wouldn't be my loss in a million years. 

	I just laugh at his words and begin to walk away, that is until the music dies down and I hear him mumble. “Stupid cunt.”

	Oh, no. Big mistake.

	I turn around slowly and tilt my head to the side, venom in my eyes. “What did you just call me?”

	Men like to call women names when they feel rejected and inferior—which they usually are. The only problem with that is they don't expect women to fight back, but little does Mr Ken-doll know that times are changing. In fact, they've always been changed for me; I eat boys like him for breakfast. All I have to do is snap my fingers and I could ruin his whole life.

	He gets in my face and says, “I called you a stupid, fucking cunt—”

	He doesn't get to finish his sentence because a fist knocks him clean on his ass. He groans out loudly and clutches his nose, which is bleeding profusely. 

	No one at the party even noticed; they are all too busy dancing or engrossed in fights of their own. 

	I gasp in shock, because I expected that to be my hand. I didn't expect to see Adaline in front of me, groaning at the pain in her fist, but chuckling at the same time. 

	What. The. Heck.

	Adaline just punched ken doll and knocked him on his ass. This guy is six-foot at least and he also looks like he works out a fair bit, but she punched him with such mesmerizing ease.

	“Did your father not teach you how to speak to women with respect?” she questions with a cruel laugh then adds, “Stupid prick.”

	“Bitch!” he screeches back at her and tries to get back up.

	She just scoffs at him, but me? Well, I use as much momentum as I can and kick him in between his legs—like it's a reflex. How dare he call her a bitch?

	“Ah!” he groans out, his free hand moving towards his pathetic excuse of a dick. “You bitches!”

	This is a grown man, wailing on the floor of a party as everyone else is ignoring him dancing and two girls are standing over his body. This must be a very low point in his life. 

	Adaline chuckles darkly and I look at her. There's no reason for her to look so attractive right now as she bites her lip in pain, her green eyes holding what I can only assume to be as satisfaction. She's looking at me like she's proud, and I find myself biting my lip in response, mirroring her behaviour.

	Damn! It just got so much hotter in here.

	 

	 

	


Chapter NINETEEN

	A d a l i n e

	I have punched people before, for many different reasons. Usually, I'm careful, swift, and primarily collected. However, this time I was reckless; red, hot, burning fury enveloped my body and now I'm paying the price. By price I mean the ice pack that I'm currently holding against my swollen fist. 

	I should regret hitting that blonde prick because of the pain, but I don't…not even for a second.

	Who does he think he is calling Juliette a cunt? He's lucky I didn't break his legs for the way he spoke to her. 

	I hate Juliette from the bottom of my heart, but that doesn't give him a free pass to talk to her like that. No one gets to talk to her like that. 

	Besides me.

	Speaking of Juliette, she's shooting deathly glares my way right now. After she kicked blondie in the balls—which shouldn't have been attractive, but it was—she got him removed from the party and practically dragged me to the upstairs bathroom with an ice pack.

	“I was perfectly capable of handling him myself,” Juliette says to me annoyed, but her eyes don't hold the same eerie annoyance her tone does. It's almost as if she is pretending to be angrier than she actually is.

	“I know,” I shrug at her words, trying to conceal my grin, “I was just in the mood for a fight today.” 

	This is completely true. Ever since I walked into the party and saw Juliette, it was as if my whole body had been submerged in ice, cold water that was choking me. 

	I tried to have fun and flirt with various people, but that all came to a standstill when I saw blondie hovering over Juliette. I couldn't focus on anything else.

	“Well, stay out of it next time!” She snaps in a chastising tone.

	That annoys me. Stay out of it? I know she could handle it herself, but would it kill her to be polite and thank me? What a silly question! Of course, it would; she's a raging bitch.

	“Or what? You gonna kiss me again?” I taunt, narrowing my eyes.

	There it is. I've dropped the bomb and her face has turned completely beet red; the same red that's matching what she's wearing—a dark-red corset with black, leather pants and god…she looks so sexy.

	I hate it. Stop getting distracted.

	She slams the bathroom door shut. “Are you crazy? Someone could have heard you!” she half shouts, half whispers at me.

	“Aww, are you scared people will know that Juliette Kingston likes kissing girls?” I sneer at her with a smile.

	Does she like girls? I have no idea. Maybe I do, but I don't want to admit it because if I do, that means she felt something when she kissed me, then that would mean that the kiss actually meant something. I can't have that, not even for a second. 

	How could she even like girls? She's the most homophobic person I know, but maybe that was just internalized because of the trauma she faced as a child.

	No. I need to stop this. Why am I psychoanalyzing her sexuality as if it has any affect on me? It doesn't; I could care less about it or the fact that she kissed me.

	“I was concussed!” she retorts, flailing her hands around.

	“Oh? Were you concussed when you slammed me against the lockers too—”

	“Yes! It was a mistake.” She bellows.

	A mistake. Yes, that's what it was. Her lips on mine, the fireworks that overtook my brain and turned it into mush; I know it was a mistake, so why do her words send a pang to my heart? I ignore the feeling and try my best to mask it.

	“Yes, it was,” I agree, not missing the way she flinches lightly, her breath hitching.

	.       “Don't even think about telling anyone.” She threatens.

	Of course, her threat is laughable, but I refrain from actually laughing out loud. Why would I ever tell anyone—besides my friends of course?

	“Oh yeah, I was about to profess to everyone how much of an average kisser you are.”

	“Average? Don't be ridiculous!” she huffs, deeply offended.

	Of course, I'm lying, she is many things but an average kisser is not one of them. I wish she was average, then I wouldn't be thinking about how much of an impeccable kisser she is. 

	Her soft lips tasted like how midnight feels; like the deepest desires that hide in my chest and like the comfort of a blanket on a cold day.

	“I've had better.” I shrug in response, clutching the ice pack tighter against my knuckles.

	“You fucking wish.” Her nostrils flare.

	“Wish what? That you weren’t such an average kisser? You’re right, I do wish that.” I snide at her and put the ice pack down.

	“And I wish you weren’t so full of yourself,” she retorts.

	“Have you seen me?” I point at myself, stifling my laugh at her irritation, but I don’t stop there, I keep walking closer to her and she answers by backing away slowly.

	Her back hits the bathroom door. “Yeah, all I see is an irritating little bitch who is too far up her own ass.”

	“If I’m so irritating, why did you kiss me?” I whisper, my eyes darting down to her lips.

	Her eyes widen in surprise. “I—I told you I was concussed.” Her citrus perfume is suffocating me as are her eyes, which are seemingly darkening more and more by the minute.

	I lean towards the shell of her ear. “I bet you want to kiss me again,” I murmur softly.

	I hear her gasp under her breath. “Not even in your dreams.”

	“What about my nightmares?” I counter, leaning closer to her until I’m hovering over her lips. Like it’s instinct, her eyes close gently, as if she’s expecting me to envelop her lips with mine.

	I want to. I’m not going to deny that I want to kiss her in this moment; drive my lips into hers and have my way with her right here and now, but sometimes in life, pride matters more than what you want.

	“Too bad I don't kiss bitches,” I say abruptly, backing away from her.

	Her eyes flicker open in response as if she’s just been awoken from a sleep and is completely disoriented and angry. “Let's just go back to hating each other.” She snaps angrily.

	“I never stopped.” I snap back at her, unable to hide my amusement at her embarrassment.

	“Good.”

	“Fine.”      

	“Great.”

	“Perfect.”

	“Ugh!” she groans loudly before opening the door and walking out, slamming the door.

	She is so insufferable. First, she kisses me then acts as if I'm the problem? Then she closes her eyes to kiss me again? This girl had some serious problems. 

	It's not like I can just avoid her forever. I did it this week, but eventually, I have to go back to tutoring her; we have a test soon and she needs to pass it, otherwise Mr Khalid will get suspicious and not send the letter off. I can't help her with that if I'm avoiding her.

	It's different lately. Before, I could carry on with the game Juliette and I play, but lately, it's feeling like it's pushing me down and weighing on me. This is because once I get into Oxford, I won't ever need to be in the same vicinity as Richmond academy, so it's very unlikely I'll see her ever again.

	Not seeing Juliette ever again sounds like heaven to me.

	I sigh heavily and get ready to leave the bathroom, that is, until two bodies barrel their way inside, their lips intertwined. Clearly, they are looking for a place to have sex.       

	Usually, I wouldn't make it my business, but this time I'm going to have to, because the two people kissing are Kai and Victoria.

	Should I act shocked?

	Her hands are in his hair and his hands are around her waist and they're too busy kissing to see that I'm literally right here with first row seats to their little sex fest.

	“Ahem.” I clear my throat loudly and instantly their bodies recoil from one another.

	Or at least, Victoria recoils from him, practically pushing him away. Her face is red and her mouth agape, staring at me, while he looks completely bewildered. 

	These two are clearly tipsy—not tipsy enough to forget this happened, but drunk enough to chalk this entire moment up to inebriation. I have a feeling they won’t though, or I’m hoping they won’t.

	“Adaline?” they question in unison, staring at me with stunned eyes.

	“Next time you're looking for a place to fuck, try to actually look more and kiss less.” I shake my head with a smile.

	Somehow, seeing the embarrassed look on their faces is making my pain subside. There's a twinkle in Victoria's eyes—one that is very rare—and clearly, Kai put it there. I have no doubt she will say this was a mistake tomorrow, but for now, I hope she revels in it.

	Victoria blushes, but then her eyes dart down to my fist. “W—wait, why are you icing your fist?”

	Before I can respond to her steely gaze, Kai speaks up first. “Does this have anything to do with that guy who left the party clutching his dick?”

	I forgot how funny that was. I didn't realize anyone saw him. Clearly, Kai did. I wish I recorded him leaving in pain like that, or at least when Juliette kicked him, because it was absolutely hilarious.

	“Juliette actually did that. I'm more responsible for the damage on his face.” I smirk smugly, not missing the fury on Victoria's face.

	God, I hope blondie doesn't attend Richmond because if he does, Victoria is going to find him and tear his balls apart.

	“Wait, what? Why?” Kai bombards me with questions and I don't miss the way he's avoiding Victoria's gaze shyly.

	“He called her a cunt so I punched him, then he called me a bitch and she kicked him. Just your standard party fight, you know?”

	“He called her a cunt?”

	“He called you a bitch?” Kai and Victoria asks at the same time.

	I stifle a laugh at their protectiveness. At least, Kai is as loyal to Juliette as Victoria is to me.

	“I’m gonna go home.” I sigh.

	I came to this party with the intention to leave with someone or at least, just have a good time. 

	Now all I'll really be leaving with is the memory of Juliette calling our first kiss a mistake and a pained fist that is definitely going to be bruised tomorrow. This party sucked.

	



	
Chapter TWENTY

	J u l i e t t e

	I am so utterly done for. I've had three weeks to work on this art project, which is worth the entirety of my final grade and I've done absolutely nothing. 

	In fact, I didn't even remember until Kai messaged me about it and told me it's due tomorrow! How did it slip my mind? I haven't even planned anything! Besides the fact that I know I have to do a live portrait of someone from school, the problem with that is I haven't picked anyone.

	What was I thinking? Oh, I know. Instead of paying attention in art class—which is literally the only class that elates me—I've been too preoccupied with Adaline Emery.

	Because of her, I'm now rummaging through my Art room trying to set up my supplies, while wrecking pure havoc on everything around me. 

	I was doing such a good job of avoiding her until that party on Friday. I've spent the whole weekend thinking about her, replaying the events of her punching that boy and us arguing in the bathroom.

	I just hated seeing her icing her fist like that and I blew up. She could have seriously gotten hurt punching that guy. I mean yeah, she might be strong, but she's not exactly a body builder. I had to argue with her so she knows not to do that again, no matter how hot it was.

	Hot? No! Oh my God, what is going on with me? This is why I can't focus on anything; she has embedded herself in all of my thoughts; I can't stop thinking about her, or that kiss. The same kiss that I said was a mistake, which she readily agreed with, until she pretended to kiss me again and then practically laughed at me.

	Why did that make my chest clench in response? Why does the thought of her thinking our kiss was a mistake send my stomach into a wave of despair? I don't know what's happening to me.

	I can't…I can't like girls. That's not what's happening here; I just can't forget about the kiss because objectively, it was a perfect kiss. If I had the same kiss with a boy, it would have made me feel the same exact way. I'm not depraved like she is; it doesn't count if I'm not actually into girls.

	I could never be into girls. I just can't; I'm not like my father.

	I push the thought away and set my easel and canvas up at a corner of my art room.

	My art room is gigantic; it's almost like a conservatory and garage infused. It has high ceilings and grey walls—which have become increasingly colourful due to all the paint that has been splashed onto them through the years. 

	My mother wanted to turn this room into an indoor tennis court, but I wore her down as a child and convinced her to turn it into my art room. 

	Besides my car, this is another one of my safe places—my sanctuary.

	I get seated on my stool and sigh, not knowing how to start. Then I hear a knock on the door. I don't bother looking behind me and just yell out a quick “Come in”.

	Surely, it's one of my maids. It can't be Adonis because he's in after school detention. It can't be Kai either, because he is in music club; another reason why I can't just draw him for my project.

	“So, you really do have a whole art room to yourself? That really is some rich people shit.”

	I know that voice—it's the same raspy and somehow soft voice that renders me mindless. My body instantly feels ten times hotter when I hear it. I would recognize that voice in a room full of a million other different voices.

	I instantly snap my head around. “Adaline? What are you doing here?”

	She leans against the doorframe, her arms crossed. “I'm here to tutor you.”

	I stay rooted in my seat and she just walks inside the room like she owns the place. She's still in her uniform even though school ended a few hours ago. She probably stayed behind for stem club; she does that every Monday.

	I mentally face palm. “Fuck, I didn't even realize. Why didn't you let me know beforehand?”

	I completely forgot that we had a tutoring session today. Honestly, I half expected her to cancel our tutoring, but she's actually listening to what I said to her on Friday—about going back to hating each other. She's acting normal and I can't fault her for it because I know she wants that commendation letter, so of course, she still needs to tutor me. So why is her nonchalance irritating me?

	“I emailed you,” she says with a shrug, as she just stands in front of me with her hands in her pockets.

	She's wearing trousers for once, her white shirt untucked as usual, her navy-blue tie loosened, and her black backpack slung around her right shoulder. 

	She captures the essence of being a student so perfectly, like a swirl of innocence and rebellion, with a plethora of exhaustion.

	“I barely check my emails. You should have called me,” I respond in an agitated tone. I should have brought this up in the countless weeks she spent tutoring me via email, but I didn’t care that much then.

	I care now though, because I need to be notified before she just shows up at my house. What if I looked ridiculous? Or I was sick?

	She rolls her eyes. “I don't have your number, genius.”

	“Really? I have yours.”

	“What? How?”

	“Year nine when I stole your phone and switched all your contacts, remember?” 

	She clenches her jaw and I smile smugly. I still remember how angry she was at me. I'm assuming she had a difficult time changing her contacts back. She probably sent a dozen wrong messages before she realized what I had done. 

	I messed with her like that all the time, especially during the first few years of school. However, I used that specific incident as an opportunity to steal her number and save it.      

	As funny as it may sound, her number is the only one I can recite from memory.      

	Weird. 

	She scoffs. “Don't look so smug or are you forgetting what I did to you after?”

	“As if I could forget; I had blue hair dye stuck in my hair for months.” I shake my head, annoyed at the memory.

	To be fair, it was a good response, but thankfully, it was temporary hair dye. I remember how smug she looked that day, my mother kept asking me how it happened and obviously, I never told her. It was between me and Adaline; our game has only ever been between us.

	“At least, it brought out the colour of your eyes.” She chuckles. Although her compliment is sarcastic, it still brings a blush to my cheeks.

	She thinks about my eyes?

	“Anyway …” I clear my throat, “I can't have a tutoring session with you today. My art project is due tomorrow and I have to work on it. I know you think it's not important—”

	“When did I say that?” She cuts me off, looking irritated.

	Oh, come on. This is Adaline Emery; she probably doesn't even think that art is a real subject because it doesn't require rigorous testing and or contain any academia.

	“You're thinking it,” I say, like it's obvious.

	She crosses her arms over her chest. “I didn't know you could read minds, that is so fascinating. Tell me, what am I thinking right now?”

	She thinks she's so funny, doesn't she? With that little glimmer in her dangerous green eyes and that confident, assured stance.

	“You are so insufferable.” I groan out at her sarcastic response.

	“Yeah, and you love assuming things about me,” she retorts, looking genuinely irritated, which throws me off for a moment.

	Why does she care what I assume about her? I've been doing that since the moment I first laid eyes on her. So, what's different now?

	She sighs and continues talking. “Art is important; it's just as much of a subject as any other subject. Just because I'm not very good at it doesn't mean that I don't respect it.”

	Her speech once again throws me off, her tone serious, like she actually cares about what I think of her opinion on Art. Am I just wishfully thinking? 

	Regardless, I believe what she's saying and I'm glad she said it. “Did you just admit you're not good at something?”

	She giggles loudly and I almost forget to breathe. She's actually laughing; a hearty laugh that's directed at something I've said. I can't take my eyes off her; the way her eyes crinkle when she laughs and holds her chest. Why are my hands sweating?

	“That's the only thing you got from that?” she questions, still giggling. I find myself smiling and shrugging in response.

	Of course, that's not the only thing I garnered from that. When Adaline speaks, I tend to focus on everything that comes out of her mouth. Yet again, she's proven my assumptions wrong and I should be angry about that, but I'm not.

	“We can just do tutoring tomorrow then,” she says, changing the subject and I snap my eyes back to her.

	Instantly, a lightbulb goes off in my head. Not a very bright one, but a dim one that is crackling, begging to be seen.

	“Wait,” I say before she starts to walk away.

	This is a horrible idea; one that I will probably regret tomorrow, but it's the only convenient option I have at the moment.

	“Yeah?” she asks, looking confused.

	I smile sheepishly. “Any chance you want to help me with my art project by…modelling for me?” 

	“No.”

	To be fair, I saw the answer coming from a mile away. I mean this is Adaline Emery; nothing is ever easy with this little vixen. That's fine though, I hate easy.

	“Oh, come on!”

	“No.” Her deliberate enunciation of the word irritates me beyond belief.

	“Look, you can even tutor me right after!” As logical as my explanation is, I can’t help how whiny my voice sounds. “We can stay on track for our sessions instead of rescheduling.”

	She stays silent, looking thoughtful, as if she's waiting for me to continue, so I do just that. “There's an exam coming up, don't you want me to pass? How else are you going to get your letter sent off?”      

	So, I can't remember my art project, but I can remember that there's a biology exam coming up? What is really wrong with me?

	Using the letter to get what I want is what I'm good at—bartering and bribery; manipulation at its finest. Then again, with Adaline, it's never one-sided. I think we both manipulate each other in our own ways.

	Hesitancy is written all over her face, her thick eyebrows scrunched up as she contemplates what to decide. This is her usual thinking face—not to be confused with her focused face, which is when she bites her bottom lip and glares at whatever she's focused on.

	She sighs deeply. “Fine.”

	Wait, what? That worked? I cheer inwardly at how shocked I am right now, but I don't let it show as I fear it will piss her off. There's nothing she hates more than when I get my way. 

	It's very fitting that all I had to do was bring up her letter and she melted into a puddle of complete and utter willingness

	I like it.

	Before I can direct her toward a chair she can use, she walks to the left and grabs one herself. She makes a point of dragging it across the floor, piercing my ears with the shrill noise. 

	Of course, she has to be infuriating. I can't say much to her though because she's agreed to be my model.

	She sits down in front of me, taking off her backpack and dropping it on the floor beside her, then looks at me expectantly. “So, you're going to draw me?”

	Drawing Adaline Emery for God knows how many hours? That is not how I envisioned this day to go at all.

	“Yes. Don't worry, you can still move. This is more of a candid drawing anyway.”

	She nods and just sits; she doesn't move an inch and I find it peculiar, but I begin drawing regardless. 

	I use my right hand to begin drawing an outline and the left to smudge anything I find undesirable—I prefer to use both hands when I draw as I like to be fully immersed.

	As I continue drawing, I can't help but notice all the little details that encompass Adaline. Her shaped, thick eyebrows, the way her button nose is upturned, and how long her jet-black hair is starting to grow. Usually, she keeps it shoulder length, but clearly, she's too busy to cut it.

	Her cheeks are so animated that even the slightest movement causes her dimples to pop out instantly. Then there's those eyes, those jade green eyes that I can't do justice to, with just a drawing. There's a swirl of something in there—something so hardened, but gentle at the same time.

	As enchanting as her appearance is, I'm having a difficult time continuing to draw because of how rigid she is. All I can seem to focus on is how pretty she is because she's like a frozen statue. 

	I need to breathe some life into her, so she doesn't look like a repressed robot scared to even move an inch.

	“Why are you so stiff?” I question, pausing my movements.

	“I'm not,” she protests, narrowing her eyes and a pink tint overtakes her cheeks.

	“Yes, you are. It's painful to watch.”

	“I've just never done this before.” She gestures to the canvas with her hands.

	I would hope she hasn't done this before. No one else gets to draw her. No one.

	“What's your favourite movie?” I ask abruptly and that actually prompts a movement; her shoulders drop for a moment.

	“What?” she questions, furrowing her eyebrows.

	“I'm helping you relax, just answer the question,” I tell her gently.

	“I’m not going to satisfy your curiosity,” she says in a smug tone. Is there another human this difficult?

	“Why? Because there’s nothing more to you than being obsessed with chemistry?” I goad.

	“Biology,” she corrects, already looking pissed off and I smirk inwardly.

	“Same thing.”

	“No, it isn’t.” Finally, some emotion I can use to draw.

	“You’re not refuting my point.” I point out and she looks visibly annoyed, maybe even a little embarrassed.

	“Mean girls,” she says instantly, like it's not even a competition.

	“Really?” I ask, astonished.

	It's not like it's a bad movie, far from it, actually it's just not something I expected from Adaline.

	“It's a classic,” she says, glaring at me like I'm a fool if I don't think the same. Her eyes are asking me why I didn't expect her answer.

	“I just expected you to name some science fiction movie or something.” I explain in an amused tone.

	“No way. Sci-fi movies suck.” She looks offended at my words.

	I take note of the fact that she is moving her hands and her shoulders are relaxing tenfold. Instinctively, my hands begin drawing again, but I don't stop the conversation.

	“No, they don't!” I retort, offended. “Back to the future is technically sci-fi and those movies do not suck at all.”

	Back to the future is my favourite movie of all time. I could watch it a thousand times. In fact, I actually have. I remember when I was a child, my mother used to ban me from watching it if I was ever being a petulant brat. It worked, because the threat of not seeing it again snapped me back into being a polite, little child.

	“Fair enough.” She chuckles, clearly amused at my mini outburst and I feel my hands sweating again.      

	“Favourite food?” I question, changing the subject as I begin filling in the features of her face on my canvas.

	“Pasta.” Comes her simple answer and as if she can sense my curiosity, she adds, “It's simple and cheap, what’s not to like?”

	I stifle that random bout of pity that prods at my chest. Get a hold of yourself! She told you she liked pasta because it’s cheap not that she begged on the streets for food. God!

	“What's your favourite show?” she questions me randomly. I almost fall out of my chair when I see that she's asking seriously, like she's interested in my answer.

	Oh my God! What is that fuzzy feeling in my stomach? Am I getting sick? I hope not.

	“Doctor Who,” I answer shyly. It seems like I'm more of a nerd than she is.

	“Wait, really?” she questions, half shocked and half excited. “I love Doctor Who.”

	Maybe she does have some redeemable qualities.

	“Really? who's your favourite doctor?” I ask, my eyes flickering back and forth from Adaline to the canvas.

	“Ten, obviously,” she answers.

	Stop it. Stop saying things that are making me smile and feel connected to you in some way.

	“The only right answer,” I respond, smudging the side of her outlined body with my thumb.

	“I can't believe you're such a nerd,” she says, amused.

	“It's not nerdy to like Doctor Who,” I retort defensively.

	“Yes, it is. That show is built for nerds.”

	“Maybe I'm a little nerdy then.”

	“Just a little?” She teases with a half smirk and I feel my legs go out. Thank God for this chair.

	“When do you get your results for this?” she asks me.

	“A few months, it’s worth my whole grade.”

	“You really love art, don’t you?” Comes her random comment.

	“Obviously.” I shrug, calming the swell in my chest when I see her dimples surfacing.

	“Who’s your favourite artist?” She sounds genuinely curious and my heart gives out for a second. I really am dramatic, aren’t I?

	“Artemisia Gentileschi.”

	“I have no idea who that is.”

	I chuckle lowly, my eyes focused on the drawing. “She was a 17th century artist. my mother showed me one of her paintings when I was younger, to show me how strong women could be.” I draw the curvature of the smile she’s currently wearing. “That strength could be shown in different ways, like painting.”

	“What painting did she show you?” she asks softly.

	“Judith slaying Holofernes.”

	She pulls out her phone as soon as the words leave my mouth—I can only assume to google the painting. Her eyes gape in wonder and I smile to myself.

	“Well, it definitely shows how strong women can be.” Amusement dances in her eyes and I giggle in response.

	Before I can respond, my stomach decides to pull a little stunt and grumbles. Her face stays the same and she doesn't even flinch, so I open my mouth again to talk, but it grumbles again, like some sort of monster. 

	Oh my God! I want to crawl into a hole and die. Damn! This is so embarrassing—

	“Have you eaten anything today?” she asks in a tone that almost sounds…concerned?

	“No, I've been busy,” I say nonchalantly and continue drawing, trying to shake off the embarrassment.

	However, I can't continue drawing because she abruptly stands up, picks up her bag from the floor and begins rummaging through it. I don't say anything; I just watch as she fishes out a banana from her bag. 

	She then walks up to me. “Here, have this,” she says, handing me the banana, but I don't take it right away.

	“I can't.” I shake my head and then gesture to my hands that are dirty.

	Regardless of my dirty hands, I'm not the biggest fan of bananas anyway. So why is her gesture making my stomach flutter? The fact that she's even offering me food is making my head spin. Why is she being so nice?

	She looks at me like she's thinking very hard right now, then she mutters under her breath. “Dumbass.” Before I can respond, she speaks again. “Open your mouth.”

	“What?” I choke out almost spitting in response, but thankfully, I don't.

	She doesn't react, instead she just peels the banana and brings it to my lips. “Just open it.”

	I do as she tells me, for once. My mouth opens and she slowly puts the banana inside. The taste is vile, disgusting—so why do I keep chewing and why can't I take my eyes off her? 

	She stares down at my mouth as she feeds me as if I'm some sort of a baby, her eyebrows etched while she bites her bottom lip.

	When I stare into her eyes, the taste is different. It's suddenly sweet like honey, making my mouth water for more as I chew reverently—only because she wants me to. She wants me to eat, so I will.

	This is bad. This is very bad.

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-ONE

	A d a l i n e

	The silence that engulfs the room isn't uncomfortable, in fact, it's peaceful, which is utterly shocking considering that less than forty minutes ago, I fed Juliette and she didn't even try and pummel me because of it. Maybe it's not awkward because I practically sprinted back to my seat after she was done eating.

	She's back to drawing me now, while I'm still dwelling on why I found it necessary to feed her. I just felt weird when I heard her stomach rumble; I felt my own stomach dropping at the sound of it. 

	I just knew I had to make sure she ate something. It's not like I could let her starve, because then she wouldn't be in her right mind for tutoring after she finishes her drawing.

	My motivations were purely selfish.

	My eyes wander this room to distract me from dwelling on any more tumultuous thoughts. 

	I still get shocked by how wealthy the Kingston family actually is; her art room is almost as big as my entire house! 

	There are drawings all over the walls, easels everywhere, and on the right side of the room, there is a whole section dedicated to what looks like…pottery?

	“You do pottery?” I find myself questioning her, turning my head back to her.

	Her eyes snap to me. “I used to, as a child.”

	There's something different in her eyes—something that makes me want to know more—they're downcast and her tone is rigid.

	“You don't anymore?” I ask curiously.      

	“No.”

	It's simple; resolute. She doesn't even look up from the drawing when she answers. 

	Something has shifted in the air. Before, we were casually talking, maybe even enjoying hearing about each other’s likes and dislikes, which is shocking. 

	This is probably the longest we've gone without arguing. It's not like we're arguing now, but she's managed to slip into an armour of indifference.

	Why don't I like that?

	I take a deep breath before asking, “Why?”

	“That's none of your business.” She spits out coldly. Now, she looks bothered. Gone is her indifferent façade.

	That's the thing about Juliette, she doesn't take time with things. It's always zero to a hundred with her—no time to savour, just straight to the rage. There is no purgatory or middle ground, she is like a ticking time-bomb.

	“Okay, relax.” I hold my hands up in defence, she just scoffs and goes back to drawing.

	I know better than anyone not to pry when someone refuses to talk about something. It's not even my business anyway, so why am I bothered that she isn't telling me? Why is the fact that she doesn't want to share this with me prodding at my chest like an icicle? Maybe I'm just innately a curious person.

	“Have you ever done pottery?” she questions me suddenly and I'm shocked she's continuing to talk to me. Jekyll and Hyde have nothing on her.

	“I've always wanted to,” I say, sighing, “I've just never had the time.” I shrug.

	Besides school and work, I never had the time for much while growing up, especially after Adam went to prison. I couldn't exactly pick up a free hobby, but it's fine, I wouldn't change it. Then again, it does tug at me sometimes when I see things I would have enjoyed doing.

	I'm not sure why I'm telling Juliette this though. I'm not sure what it is about this room, but I feel so comfortable, like I could speak about anything and that's… dangerous.

	“What else did you want to do?” Her question throws me off guard for a moment.

	She sounds interested, like she actually wants to know and it makes my chest feel tight—so tight that I'm unaware how I'm actually breathing at the moment. I shake off the weird feeling and answer her question.

	“I always thought learning how to play the piano would be cool,” I admit, ducking my head slightly.

	She raises her eyebrows at me like she's pleased with my answer. I don't know how she's looking at me and drawing at the same time, but she's managing to do it flawlessly.

	“It's easy once you get the hang of it,” she says absentmindedly, still drawing.

	“You play?” I ask, astonished.

	Of course, she does. Is there anything she can't do? I guess passing biology would be something, but she's getting the hang of that too.

	She nods. “Yeah, Kai taught me.” She smiles fondly when she mentions his name. 

	I nod in response and sigh. Part of me wants to ask if she could teach me, but I push the thought out of my head just as quickly as it arises. 

	What is wrong with me? We go about forty minutes without arguing and suddenly, I want her to teach me how to play the piano?

	What is happening to me?      

	“I used to do it with my father,” she says suddenly, snapping me out of my thoughts.

	“What?” I mumble, confused.

	She looks kind of dazed and frozen at the same time, like she's thinking deep and hard about a past memory or just disassociating. I've never seen her this way; she looks so vulnerable.

	“Pottery. I used to do it a lot with my father,” she repeats, sighing. “It's not something I like to do anymore.”

	My heart clenches at her words and more at the tiny frown she's trying to suppress. I don't think I've ever heard her sound so vulnerable. 

	I'm not good at comforting people, but I want to comfort her and I'm not sure why. Regardless, I shouldn't—I can't. So, I'll go about this the more logical way—that's what I'm good at.

	“Are you good at it?”

	She furrows her eyebrows. “Yeah?”

	“Then don't let him take that away from you,” I say softly, like I'm breathing out the words.      

	She stares at me with an indescribable look in those stunning blue eyes. What I said probably wasn't the right thing, but I don't know what else to say. We haven't actually spoken properly about her father since her mother divulged what he did. 

	I hate her father; I've never met the man, but after what I heard, of course, I hate him.

	He cheated, beat his wife, and left his family behind. That's not a man, that's a coward who deserves hell raised on him. She shouldn't stop doing something because it reminds her of him. She shouldn't let him taint her memories.

	While I wait for her to respond, she does something unexpected…she smiles. It’s lopsided and full of humility, like she wants to hide that she's smiling at something I've said. 

	Suddenly, I feel like my head is spinning and my legs are wobbly.

	“This is the longest time we've gone without fighting, you know?” She changes the subject, her gaze going back and forth from the drawing to me.

	This is her way of thanking me for what I've said without really thanking me. So naturally, I will play along with it. “I know, someone should check.”

	“Check what?”

	“If hell has frozen over.”

	She bites the inside of her cheek and I can see her holding back a giggle. I just smirk in response as she shakes her head.

	Thump. Thump. Thump.

	Stop. Stop it.

	My brain chants the message back and forth to my heart, trying to stop the ferocity of the beating that is damaging my chest right now. 

	She bites her lip and I find myself digging my nails into my thigh in response.

	“I'm done,” she says. I quirk my eyebrows, confused, until she speaks again. “Done drawing you,” she clarifies.

	“Already?” The words tumble out of my mouth before I can stop them and I feel heat rising to my cheeks.

	Why do I sound disappointed?

	I ignore the smug and almost shy look on her face and clear my throat. “Can I see it?”

	“Yeah, come here.”

	Immediately, I stand up and walk toward her. As I walk to where she is, I'm engulfed with the scent of vanilla and acrylic paint and I don't despise it, not even for one second. 

	I ignore how close I'm standing next to her and direct my gaze to the canvas…I'm speechless.

	It should be familiar—It's me after all, sitting on the exact same chair and wearing the exact same uniform. Every speck of detail is pronounced and dauntingly accurate. She's even drawn the goose bumps on my arms. 

	This is someone else, someone ethereal and raw.

	I didn't know art could be so real, like looking at a picture—no, that doesn't do it justice. I knew Juliette was talented—that's obvious—but having that talent directed at me? It’s incredible.

	I take a deep, shaky breath. “Juliette this is—”

	“Yes, I know, it's a work in progress—”

	“What? Are you blind?” I say breathlessly, my eyes still on the painting. “This is perfect. The detail in this is impeccable. You are so fucking talented. This is beautiful.” 

	I feel her eyes boring into my side, but I don't look her way, not while this painting has enraptured me in every sense of the word.

	“Well, it’s you,” she responds in a soft whisper.      

	“Well, I guess I'm beautiful then,” I respond half-jokingly, ignoring the chills her words have given me.

	I mean yeah, I know I'm attractive. I'm neither blind nor pretend to be modest. However, the person in this painting is more than that and I can't believe that someone who hates me has drawn me like this.

	“You are beautiful,” Juliette whispers, snapping me out of my trance.

	Like my body is on autopilot, I almost instantly turn to look at her, only to realize that our faces are inches apart. If I fell now, I'd be sitting right on her lap as her chair is almost directly beneath me. She thinks I'm beautiful.

	I gulp as I stare into her eyes; her pupils have tripled in size. Before I know it, she's standing up painstakingly slowly.

	Juliette is towering over me and she is tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. She leans in, her lips meeting the side of my ear as she whispers, “I'm sorry if I ever made you feel like you weren't.”

	I feel my knees buckle at her soft whispers and also the fact that she's actually apologizing for something.

	As girls, insecurity is woven tightly into our lives from birth to death. We carry this weight that is passed down from generation to generation. I am also a victim to that, as I'm sure she probably is too.

	While Juliette didn't cause any specific insecurities for me, she did fuel some of them. She took countless digs at my appearance and when I grew up, I realized they were baseless. However, that didn't make it hurt any less.

	“Saying sorry doesn't fix it.” I sigh deeply, still feeling her lips on the shell of my ear.

	She withdraws slowly and presses her forehead against mine. “Will this?”

	She leans in slowly, as if she's waiting for me to pull away, but I don't. In fact, I lean in with just as much vigour as she does. 

	Her lips meet mine, open mouthed and soft. This is different from our first kiss; it's equally as passionate, but it's more gentle. It feels like the angels moulded our lips for each other, like she's breathing pure life into me and I can't help but respond.

	My hands move to her face, cupping her smooth cheeks and I feel hers wandering over the small of my back. I pull her closer and kiss her reverently like I'm on a death row and she's my last meal—slow and controlled, but still aching for more. 

	I feel so safe within this kiss, like I can crumble into a void of nothingness and she'll be here to hold me.

	That is until I hear a noise—I'm not sure if it's her moaning or it's me, but instantly, it snaps me back to reality. I pull away from her like pure acid has scorched my skin. 

	She looks dazzled and confused. I can't even dignify her looks with a response.

	Oh my God. Oh my God. 

	Instantly, I realize that I'm making a mistake, I'm kissing Juliette…again!

	“Shit!” I exclaim, staring down at her lips again. As I stare, I realize I need to get out of here.

	“Adaline—”

	“I have to go.” I cut her off quickly as I make my way back to the chair and pick my bag up.

	Say something! Stop me from going! My mind is racing with thoughts, but I ignore them.

	“What about tutoring me—”

	“Tomorrow!” I cut her off again, running toward the door and making my way out of there.

	I make my way outside her house, ignoring the curious looks her maids are sending my way. As soon as I'm outside, I grab my knees and lean over like I'm trying to catch my breath.

	Of course, I'm trying to catch it because that little devil sucked it all out of me with her soft lips and gentle hands! I swear I could faint right now with this throbbing pressure that is wrecking pure havoc on my mind and heart.

	I walk toward my motorbike and put one leg over it, sitting on it. I need to get out of here; I can't be around Juliette any longer or I will go back inside and kiss her again, senselessly.

	Before I can harness my helmet, my phone dings in my pocket. I look and see that I have a message. I instantly know who it is and clench my jaw in response. What? It's been like two minutes since I left her house.

	At least save my number.

	Okay.

	Satan’s spawn:

	This is Juliette btw.

	Yes, I gathered that.

	Something tells me that things are about to change, I'm just not sure if it's for better or worse.

	 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-TWO

	J u l i e t t e

	Bane of my existence:

	Tutoring session in 20 minutes.

	Okay.

	When I asked Adaline to remind me over text the next time we have a session, I didn't mean twenty minutes before. 

	It's so silly that I've had her number for years and this is one of the first times we've actually messaged each other. I guess I've never really had a reason to text her before or vice versa.

	Then again, I also didn't have a reason to kiss her yesterday, but I still managed to do that. One kiss I could chalk up to stupidity, but two? Even I can't explain that, especially when the kiss was so unforgettable; so tender, like being wrapped up in the arms of an angel. 

	Wait, what? It was just a good kiss. Just a kiss, not some life changing event—that's ridiculous.      

	I don't know what's wrong with me. What's happening to me? First, I tell her our kiss was a mistake, then I kiss her again. I feel like I'm going clinically insane. 

	All I know is that the need to kiss her is alive and it's sitting in my bones begging to be awoken; to be let loose on her so I can satisfy my insatiable hunger.

	“What about this?” Kai asks snapping me out of my thoughts. He's holding up my red leather jacket and raising his eyebrows. I put my phone down and inspect the clothes—my clothes.

	He does this often; comes over and steals my jackets. He says I have better clothes, but really, I just have much better taste. 

	However, this time is actually very different, he's picking out clothes for his date with Victoria today.

	Finally! Only took five years and he's actually secured a date with his dream girl.

	“Great, matches your hair,” I tell him doing a mock chef's kiss.

	He smiles brightly before putting the jacket on and checking himself out in the mirror. He messes with his hair as he does, his hands shaking and his breathing, heavy.

	“You look great,” I tell him gently, my face resting on my palms as I lay on my stomach on my bed.

	He really does. His hair is messy, but in a rock star kind of way. He's wearing a black, tank top and his lucky, black, ripped jeans—the perfect outfit for where he's taking her; his favourite music bar.

	“I hope she thinks that too,” he says, scratching the back of his head as he turns to me.

	Honestly, when he called me the night of the party and told me he had kissed Victoria, I couldn't believe it. He told me all about how she found him taking a nap in one of the bedrooms and just started giving him water and sobering him up—even though she was pretty drunk herself. Then they got kicked out and I think they started talking and then they just…kissed. He even told me how they ran into Adaline and I would have paid good money to see her reaction to that whole ordeal. 

	Kai telling me that reminded me that I haven't even told him about how Adaline and I have kissed…twice.

	I can't tell anyone because then, it would be real and I can't have that. I especially can't tell Kai because he'll have a field day with it. Normally I tell him everything, so it's very difficult keeping a secret like this from him.

	“She will.” I assure him.      

	“I don't know,” he sighs, sitting down on my bed. “She said that the kiss was a mistake, but I'm confused because she asked me out.”

	I furrow my eyebrows. “That’s really random. Why would she say that?”

	Seriously? Why would she say something like that unprovoked? It's obvious to anyone that she clearly likes him, maybe not as much as he likes her, but she still feels something for him. So, what's the use denying it?

	He shrugs. “Because I asked her to be my girlfriend.”

	Oh, that's why.

	“What?! Already?” I ask loudly, my eyes bulging out of their sockets.

	Is this kid serious? Yeah, he's been in love with her for years, but they've literally just had their first kiss, not to mention she's probably terrified of how strong he's coming on.

	He looks taken aback by my question, so I speak again, a little softer this time. “Maybe she got scared and said it was a mistake because you were going way too fast.”

	“Yeah, that's what Aryan said.” He nods in agreement and deeply sighs.

	I quirk an eyebrow. “Aryan Oberoi? Since when do you speak to him?”

	“Since the party. I saw him beat the hockey girls at the drinking game, so I asked him for pointers. We've been talking ever since.”

	“So, you guys are like friends now?” I question, confused.      

	“We've always been pretty friendly, but yeah, I guess now we're actually friends,” he says, fixing his hair in the mirror again.

	Wow. Okay. So not only is he going on a date with Victoria, but now he's friends with Aryan. He's slowly melding into Adaline's friend's group and I don't know how to feel about that. 

	What if he becomes friends with Adaline? What if he realizes what's been going on between us?

	My head hurts.

	“What should I do about what Victoria said?” He changes the subject, almost whining.

	“Nothing. Just enjoy your date. It's not like you have to confess your undying love for her. Have some pride,” I say half-jokingly and half seriously.

	I can't imagine what it would be like to be Kai, to wear your heart on your sleeve unashamed. I feel my insides coil at the fact that he is so brash and bold and he doesn't see anything wrong with that. In fact, he revels in it.

	He scoffs, laughing. “Pride? Why do I need pride when life is so short?”

	I give him a deadpan look for being so dramatic, but he stands up abruptly and pulls me up by my hands so that I'm standing with him.

	He put his hands on my shoulders. “Life is too short to not be honest about how you feel. I love being around Victoria, so I'm going to keep doing it because why would I deprive myself of something that I clearly enjoy?”

	He's staring deep into my eyes like he's trying to send me a mental message that I'm not quite comprehending. All I know is that his words are burning into my skin, sending tremors through every inch of my body. 

	He's so carefree and light about being in love with her.

	Life is too short.

	“You're so whipped,” I joke, shrugging his hands off me so I can hide the hot flush on my neck.

	It works, because instantly, he laughs and just sighs dreamily. “Yeah, I am.” He looks at his watch and says, “I need to go now or I'll be late.”

	“Come on,” I say, walking toward my bedroom door and opening it for him. He sprints out first, then I follow.

	I walk down the stairs as he power-walks and I can feel the excitement radiating off his body; he's practically bouncing with energy. It probably takes him two seconds to reach the front door—that's how fast he's walking.

	He opens the door first and I almost trip when I see Adaline standing right in front of my door, her fist raised like she was about to knock.

	“Hey Adaline!” Kai says cheerily. “You're here to tutor this one, right?” He points his head toward me.

	She nods awkwardly, avoiding eye contact with me and focusing on Kai instead. “Yeah. You're going on your date with Victoria today, right?”

	“Yeah.” He beams brightly and I suppress the urge to ruffle his hair for being so adorable.

	Adaline smiles, but it's not her usual sarcastic smile, instead, she tilts her head to the side and shoots my best friend a wicked smile. I already know what's coming, I mean it's what every girl does for her best friend.

	She walks inside my house without any invitation, coming closer to Kai who moves back instinctively. “You know I'm studying to be a surgeon, right?”

	He nods slowly. “Yeah?”

	Of course he knows, I think anyone within a five-mile radius would know that, considering she never shuts up about it. It would be endearing if she wasn't the one doing it. 

	I roll my eyes, but a part of me is curious to see where she's going with this.

	“That means I'm very well versed when it comes to the human body …” she pokes her finger into his chest lightly, “so, I know exactly where to touch you in order for it to really hurt.”

	I suppress a laugh at how nervous Kai looks right now. I know he's my best friend and I should be protecting him, but he's a big boy and I'm really enjoying this little spectacle.

	“I'm sure you do.” He laughs shakily.

	She smiles, threateningly. “So, you need to make sure Victoria has a very good time with you on this date because if she doesn't, you'll come to understand my surgical skills very well.”

	“O—of course. Y—you don't have to worry; I'll take complete care of her. I mean, s—she can take care of herself, but—”

	“Enjoy your date, Kai.” She cuts him off and her smile has completely changed; it's brighter, gone is the threat as it has been replaced with amusement.

	She really is the devil, isn't she?      

	“Thank God,” he mutters under his breath before turning to me. “I'll call you later.”

	I nod and pull him in for a quick hug. “Don't be nervous, take it slow, okay?” I whisper in his ear encouragingly. He smiles and gives me a quick kiss on my cheek before he runs out—all while avoiding eye contact with Adaline. She really has terrified him.      

	“That was cruel,” I say, amused as I shut the front door.

	I'm testing the waters a little, to see if she'll bring up the kiss or act different with me. So far, she's avoided eye contact, so I bet she's been thinking about the kiss; I bet she's been revelling in how good it felt—      

	She shrugs, half smiling. “I need to keep him on his toes.”

	I freeze a little at her coy tone and the way she's finally looking into my eyes. She doesn't look awkward anymore. 

	Why isn't she bombarding me about the kiss? First, she runs out after the kiss and now, she's acting like nothing happened?

	Maybe it's for the best. I mean, if we act normal, then that technically means it never happened, right?

	“You do realize that to hurt him, you'd have to go through me first?” I say, crossing my arms over my chest, half smiling.

	I can do this; we can do this—go back to normal or whatever normal is for us.

	She chuckles smugly. “Juliette, I could take you on my worst day.”

	I raise my eyebrows. “Considering I throw girls twice your size up in the air most days, while you despise any type of physical activity…I highly doubt that.”

	Not to mention I'm taller than her by a few inches. She's in spectacular shape, but that doesn't mean she could fight me off, she could try, but I highly doubt she would succeed. 

	She literally once said she couldn't partake in gym class because she doesn't believe in forced physical activity and that it ‘goes against her rights’.

	To be fair, her excuse did work, mostly because Mr Smith was tired of her doing absolutely nothing during gym class.

	“I don't despise all physical activity,” she says, her voice lower, almost teasingly.      

	I feel my knees buckle at her words and heat rushing to my neck, but before I can respond, she's making her way up my stairs. It's good she didn't let me respond because I don't think I would have been able to.

	I shake my head of these thoughts and walk upstairs. When I enter my room, she's already made herself comfortable sitting on my swivel chair with her note book in her hands.      

	“So, what are we starting with?” I question, sitting down on my bed, facing her. I pick up my bag from the floor and get out my own notebook and pen, ready to actually learn.

	“Your exam is coming up soon, so I went over some past papers and I think they'll be repeating the evolution section. That's one of the topics we haven't covered in detail, so let's work on that for a bit,” she says, but my eyes are focused on the way she's biting the end of her pen.      

	Snap out of it, Juliette.      

	I need to focus on studying, I need to ace this test so whatever is going on in my head is going to have to wait for the next hour.      

	“Do you know what evolution is?” she asks me while writing in her notebook.

	“Kind of. It's when we turned from apes into humans?”

	“Essentially, but you'll be asked about the theory of evolution. Do you know what that is?”

	“Well, you put it in the binder, something about… natural selection?” I ask rather than say it as I write down 'evolution' as a heading on my page.

	She half smiles and I'm not sure why. “Yeah, do you know what natural selection is?”      

	“No,” I say, while shaking my head and fidgeting with my pen.

	“Okay, that's what I'll be teaching you today then.” Her gentle tone eases me when I didn't even realize I needed easing.

	For Pete's sake.

	***

	Forty minutes, two mini break downs, and three pages of notes later, I finally understand the theory of evolution; props to my tutor. 

	At first, I was ready to claw her hair out, but she really explained it in vivid detail as time went on.

	Anytime we have a tutoring session, I feel like some sort of scientist, as ridiculous as that sounds. She doesn't make me feel stupid for not knowing certain things, instead she insists I tell her if I don't understand something. She must have been an incredible teacher in her past life or something.

	Adaline really must care about that commendation letter to be doing all of this; to sit here and tolerate me without berating me and then having to teach me? 

	Then again, I'm tolerating her too, just so that my mother doesn’t kill me and I can keep coaching the team for the rest of the year. 

	It doesn’t matter that we’ve finished our final tournament, I need to prep the newbies for next year when I’m not around.

	“Before I go, we need to have a mini quiz on the notes I sent you. Did you memorize them?” she questions, fishing out flash cards from her backpack.

	Oh. No.

	In my defence, I've been really busy with cheer practice and thinking about the fact that I kissed the girl I hate the most in this world.

	“No,” I say sheepishly scratching the back of my head.

	She furrows her eyebrows and tuts. “I sent you those like a week ago.”

	“I've been busy,” I retort, starting to feel irritation creeping up.

	“That's not good enough. Do you want to get kicked off the team?”

	“No.”

	“Then when I send you something don't avoid it just because you're busy,” she tells me sternly.

	I clench my fists tightly and huff loudly. She's such a terrible hypocrite. Telling me not to avoid things, like she isn't avoiding what happened between us yesterday. 

	While she was tutoring me, I was distracted, but now her words are grating on my nerves.

	I roll my eyes. “Okay, mom.”

	“You're such a child.” She scoffs, narrowing her eyes.

	“You're just being dramatic, I can read those notes whenever, what are they, like two pages? I could do that in my sleep—”

	“Try ten pages.” She cuts me off.

	“Ten pages?! For what?”

	What is she writing? A short story? Ten pages!

	“It's genetics; it's a lot to study.” She shrugs her shoulders.

	“Sounds boring,” I say in an uninterested tone, leaning back on my palms.

	Maybe I am trying to provoke her, maybe I want her to be annoyed at how nonchalant I'm being so she can understand what I feel like. Regardless, it's working. Her chest is heaving slightly and she's clenching her jaw tightly.

	I'm bothering her.

	“This is important, Juliette.” She grits out the words.

	“Still sounds boring, Adaline,” I retort, fake yawning, which accidentally brings on a real yawn. This clearly sets her off.

	She stands up abruptly, her hands on her hips as she stares down at me. “Why are you being so difficult?!”

	Me? I'm the one being difficult? Oh no, she doesn't get to do this, not for a second. I'm glad we got the tutoring out of the way because now, all that's running through my head is confronting her without any interruptions at all. 

	I stand up, mirroring her actions and now, we're inches away from each other. “I'm the one being difficult?”

	“Yes—”

	“I'm not the one who's avoiding the fact that we kissed yesterday!” I freeze as the words leave my mouth and clearly, so does she. 

	It's almost laughable how quickly redness overtakes her cheeks, but I can't laugh, not when my own voice is stuck in my throat.

	“What?” she utters breathlessly, her eyes boring deeply into mine.

	“Y—you heard me,” I retort, balling my fists up to stop my hands from shaking.

	I sound ridiculous, like some girl who is desperate, but I can't control the words leaving my mouth any more than I can control how my body reacts to having Adaline this close.

	Chills. Heat. Pure agony.

	“I'm supposed to be tutoring you, Juliette, not rehashing our kiss,” she says irritated, running a hand through her jet-black hair.

	“So, you do remember it?” I say, scoffing.

	“Oh my God!” She groans out loudly. “What is fucking wrong with you?!”

	She's seriously asking me that? How can she not tell that she's the problem? Her avoiding me and the fact that I can never tell what she's thinking. 

	She's so good at this façade that it's become a part of her, like she's some sort of arrogant statue and I hate that I'm trying to crack her. Why do I care?

	“You!” I scream out thunderously. “You are what is wrong with me!”

	Our faces are inches apart and we're both breathing heavily in each other's space. I fight the urge to breathe in her scent of lavender and cherries. 

	Her pupils widen at my outburst, but she doesn't budge an inch. “Me?” Her voice comes out quiet, almost like a whisper, but still sarcastic at the same time.

	“Yes, you!” I walk closer to her and she instinctively backs away, her back hitting my wall as I tower over her.

	I don't stop speaking. “With the way you avoid everything around you and pretend like nothing affects you—”

	“Because it doesn't.” She cuts me off, her voice defiant, but her stature small.

	“Oh yeah?” I ask, dropping my tone lower and she nods. 

	My hands make their way above her shoulders, pressing against the wall. I feel her breath hitch as I lean in against the shell of her ear. “So, I don't affect you?”

	“No,” she says shakily and part of me wants to keep going, to torture her, because I know how much I'm bothering her right now.

	I just can't though, not when she's saying no and being so adamant. Everything is a game with her and I, but when it comes to being close to her like this, I can't play anymore.

	I slowly move my head back so I'm facing her again and withdraw my hands back to my sides. “Okay,” I say with a heavy breath.

	I turn around—or at least I try to—until I feel myself being turned back around and a pair of warm lips engulfing my own. My body reacts before my mind does and I instantly kiss her back. How could I not?

	Her hand moves to my neck, cupping the back of it and mine move to her waist. I pull her impossibly closer to myself as I feel her tongue delving into my mouth and I fight back with my own. Clouds of desire and pure, unadulterated excitement rattles my bones.

	Why would I deprive myself of something that I clearly enjoy?

	I can taste her watermelon ChapStick and it's only spurring me further. She must feel the same because I feel myself being pinned to the wall and I groan out against her mouth. 

	I can feel her smirking through her kisses and it's the hottest thing ever.

	“This doesn't mean I like girls,” I mumble against her lips, my nails digging into her waist as I kiss her harder.

	“This doesn't mean I like you,” She retorts against my lips.

	Yes, I hate Adaline Emery and I could hate her for the rest of my life, but it still won't ever bury the urge I have to kiss her every time I see her.

	



	


Chapter TWENTY-THREE

	A d a l i n e

	How am I here again? Kissing Juliette Kingston and enjoying it…no, actually I'm basking in it—in all the glory of her hands roaming around my body and mine tangled in her golden locks. 

	I can't deny myself of this any longer; I like kissing Juliette. That doesn't mean I like her, only her lips—her soft lips that are bruising mine right now.

	“I don't like you,” she mumbles and then detaches her lips from mine. I want to whine, but before I can, she's attached them to my neck.

	Oh God.

	“You just like kissing me,” I retort, half mocking, half groaning.

	She's so good at that—nibbling on my neck like she wants to devour me and acting as if she's been thirsty for decades and is finally getting a drink. 

	Her lips and teeth are grazing against every inch of my neck and her other hand is in my hair. 

	“Exactly,” she mumbles against my neck and I can feel her smiling into it. “No one can ever know about this.”

	Her warning goes half unheard as I'm too busy enjoying the way her lips feel as she drags them against my collarbone. However, the part of my brain that does hear it sends a pang to my chest; it's small and unpronounced, but it's still there.

	I'm not sure why.

	“No one,” I agree, pulling her away from my neck and attaching my lips back to hers. “This is purely physical.”

	She hums into the kiss. “No strings.”

	This is my perfect scenario—something I've done most of my life anyway—so why do her words send me into a frenzy of sorts? I'm not sure, all I know is that a 'no commitment' affair works for me and it always has. I could never do strings, especially with someone like Juliette.

	I hate her after all.

	“No commitment,” I respond readily, cupping the back of her neck and pulling her deeper into me.      

	God, she tastes just like how she smells—vanilla. Not the strong type, but the faint one that makes your mouth water. 

	I've kissed many people before, but this? Kissing Juliette is like taking a full deep breath after being submerged in water too long. 

	I thought nothing would be better than our first kiss, but she proved me wrong.

	My hands roam her body as she sucks and teethes at my neck. For a straight girl, she's sure good at making my body ache in pleasure. 

	I feel her hands moving toward my jacket, slowly trying to get it off my shoulders and before I can help her out, my phone dings.

	“Ignore it,” she whispers into my mouth and I don't have to be told twice, especially when she takes my jacket off and tosses it on the floor like she's so ravenous for me right now.

	Then my phone dings again—in fact it keeps dinging for the next minute. She groans into the kiss and I find myself unfortunately leaving her lips, having to push her away lightly.

	“One minute.” I promise her, finding it hard to look away from her beautiful, bruised lips. I fish my phone out from my back pocket and face palm when I see all the messages.

	It's Adam, he's borderline harassing me because I'm meant to be at home right now doing a cake tasting with him and his fiancée. For Pete's sake! 

	If I don't show up, he'll know something's up—he knows how much I love cake—then he'll probably send out a search party or something. He's very dramatic.

	I sigh loudly. “I have to go.”

	Juliette furrows her eyebrows. “What? Why?!” I ignore how needy her tone sounds and clearly, she's taken aback by it because heat rushes to her cheeks and I have to look away.

	Stop being so cute Juliette.

	“I promised Adam to be there for a wedding cake tasting,” I say to her running a hand through my hair.

	I probably look so dishevelled right now. It's not my fault though, Juliette was practically mauling me the whole time. Not that I mind it though; I like my girls rough.

	“Adam's getting married?” she questions curiously and shocked at the same time. There's something in her tone, something I can't quite decipher. It sounds as if she's a little annoyed that she wasn't told about this news, but surely that can't be it. Why would she care about that?

	“Yeah, in a few months,” I say, nodding and she nods back.

	Suddenly, the air is awkward and I'm not sure how to dissipate it. Her eyes are darting everywhere in the room but to me. 

	For some reason, I find myself scanning her outfit. She looks so casual with her grey sweatpants and her black tank top. I have to refrain myself from staring at how well her tits sit in that top.

	“Well, I'll see you next time,” I say, avoiding eye contact again as I pick up my jacket from the floor. God, this is brutal.

	“Yeah, okay,” she says scratching her chin in a fake thoughtful way.

	Glad to know I'm not the only one who is feeling awkward right now. I don't bother looking at her again as I make my way to her door. 

	Just as my hand touches the door knob, I hear her velvety voice. “I still hate you.”

	Just four simple words. Yet, they relax my breathing and heart rate tenfold and a genuine smile spreads across my face.

	“The feeling is mutual.”

	***

	I jangle my keys in the door and walk inside my home. It looks cleaner than usual today; Adam must have left work early. I make my way to our cosy, little dining room.

	“Hello, bitches!” I holler out loudly, he hates it when I do that, which is why I keep doing it.

	When I walk into the dining room, Adam and his fiancée, Olivia, are both sitting there, gazing lovingly into each other’s eyes until they spot me.

	“About time,” he says to me, scoffing.

	“Hey Addie!” Olivia says cheerily. I ignore Adam and instantly barrel into her arms, almost knocking her out of her chair.

	She gives the best hugs—warm and secured—I assume it's how a mother would hug their child. Then again, I would never know about that.

	I'm not sure how my brother managed to bag someone like Olivia. She is a plus size model for a local and small agency, which makes sense, considering she’s stunning with her rich, dark brown skin and blinding smile.

	My brother met her while he was serving his last year in prison. She was visiting her own brother who was in prison and whom Adam managed to make friends with while serving. 

	Long story short, she asked her brother about him and they began talking every time she came to visit.

	Fast forward to him finally being released and they finally got to be together. Two years later, he proposed.

	The best decision he's ever made in his life.

	I was wary about leaving him when I go to Oxford as I'll be living in an apartment. However, when he met Olivia, I knew I'd be leaving him in impeccable hands and vice versa.

	“Wait, where are the cakes?” I ask as my eyes roam the empty oak table as I peck Olivia on the cheek and sit in the chair next to her and opposite Adam.

	Olivia and Adam are both wild introverts, so instead of actually attending a cake tasting, they had them delivered to the house.

	“We finished them,” Olivia says sheepishly.

	These damn traitors.

	“How could you?” I gasp half mockingly, half seriously because really?!

	“I texted you like fifty times,” Adam says shrugging. “You snooze, you lose.”

	“I hope you choke in your sleep.” I huff out, narrowing my eyes at him.

	This saphead! Because of him I left a very tantalizing make out session all for some cake, but this giant monster finishes them all?

	“I hope you choke in your sleep.” He mimics me and I reach over the table and pinch his arm violently.

	“Ow!” he complains loudly. “There are more cakes coming tomorrow, you little shit. Besides, why are you only hitting me? She ate them too.” He gestures towards Olivia.

	I relax when I realize there's more cakes coming tomorrow—otherwise I was already planning revenge against Adam.

	“Yeah, but I like her.” I shrug, leaning my head against her shoulder.

	“Aww,” she responds laughing, her hazel brown eyes shining.

	“Traitor,” he mumbles to her and she just sticks her tongue out at him.

	It only takes two seconds for them to go back to being lovesick and adorable. He clearly can't stand to stay away from her because he gets up and sits in her chair, pulling her into his lap. 

	As nauseating as this display of affection is, I am incredibly happy for Adam. At least, he doesn't have an aversion to love because of our father. If anything, I think what my father went through made him want to find love even more, whereas I'm the complete opposite. I think I always will be.

	Seeing them like this in their own little bubble reminds me of what happened today; I kissed Juliette for the third time. I can't keep denying that I'm attracted to her, however, I want to find out why and how. My friends’ opinions have helped, but I think asking older, more experienced people would help.

	“I have a hypothetical question,” I say, garnering their attention as their eyes instantly snap in my direction.

	“What's up?” Olivia asks, quirking her eyebrows as Adam corroborates her question with his facial expression.

	“Well, say someone you hate kissed you—”

	“Wait, what? Did someone force themselves on you?” Adam bombards me with questions, concern and anger already etched onto his face and Olivia is the same.

	“What, no!” I say quickly and loudly, easing the look on his face. “I literally just said it was a hypothetical question.”

	He opens his mouth to speak again, but Olivia shushes him. “Let her finish.”

	He shuts his mouth like a little kid, she doesn't even have to ask twice. I praise all the angels above for this woman, because she's managed to get my irritating brother to shut his mouth.

	“Like I was saying…say someone you hate kisses you and you like it, is that normal?” I ask seriously and curiously.

	“I don't know if normal is the right word, but it's pretty common,” Olivia says in a confused, but still somehow reassuring tone.

	“But how can you like kissing someone that you hate?” I ask, baffled, not missing the smirks they are now both wearing on their faces.

	The same look that my friends usually have. I swear it's like everyone in my life is in on some little secret besides me.

	“You can't control it if your body likes something. You of all people should know that, Mrs Biology,” Adam says wiggling his eyebrows.

	Before I can roll my eyes at his comment, Olivia speaks again. “Or maybe you don't hate this person anymore?”

	Now I know that's not true. I could never stop hating Juliette Kingston, never. No matter how many times she kisses me or does something endearing, nothing will ever change the deep hatred I have for her that is embedded in my soul.

	I shake my head. “No, I definitely still hate her—”

	“I thought this was hypothetical?” Adam cuts me off, smirking smugly.

	Neither Adam nor Olivia knows much about my love life—my non-existent one. When girls or boys come over and or stay over, the next day, Adam is sweet enough to make them breakfast, but he doesn't pry any further.

	I'm not sure what he would say if he knew that I kissed Juliette Kingston. He knows I'm not her biggest fan, however, I've never told him how cruel she's been to me over the years, mostly because he was in prison and I didn't want him to worry. Besides, over the years, it morphed from cruelty to me actually fighting back, so what was the point in telling him? 

	If he knew how much of a bitch she was, he would for sure lecture me about kissing her or worse, he would probably go into school and try to sue her or something.

	“Shut up,” I retort, groaning as he laughs. I then direct my eyes to Olivia. “What do you even see in this loser anyway?”

	She shrugs, smiling. “He always helps me with my crossword puzzles.”

	“Is that it?” He pouts like a little baby. I should be recording this right now and posting it so everyone can see how much of a baby he is.

	She smiles, leaning into him. “You're also really good in bed—”

	“Lalalala.” I plug my ears and stand up, ignoring their loud laughter. “I can't hear you!” I say in a sing-song voice. I can see their mouths moving, but I ignore it, because I know they're probably saying the raunchiest shit right now. 

	I don't stop plugging my ears, as I walk out of the dining room, ignoring their protests. In fact, I don't stop until I'm literally right outside of my bedroom and just about to go in. 

	What is wrong with these people? I would rather die a million times then hear about my brother’s sex life. Even the thought is disgusting. In my head, he's a priest that partakes in zero sexual activity.

	I twist the door knob of my room and walk in not bothering to look up, until I hear a rather loud “Hey, baby cakes”.

	I scream and clutch my chest in pure horror and I expect Adam and Olivia to be rushing up in concern, but instead I hear laughter from downstairs. 

	I snap out of my fear instantly and see Aryan laying on my bed with a smile. “Jesus, you scared me!” I say, breathing heavily while still clutching my chest.

	“I told the two lovebirds downstairs not to tell you I was here,” he says with a fake evil laugh.

	Little shit. He knows I hate surprises; I always have. Why are you trying to give me a heart attack? Like what's the actual motive for surprises?

	“Dickhead,” I say, pouncing on the bed and hitting his chest with my weight.

	“Ow!” He groans out. “Is this how you treat someone who brought you these …” he pulls out a bag full of Mini-Reese’s pieces hidden under my black cotton duvet.

	I look at the snacks dreamily and move off his chest. “When I said dickhead, I really meant darling.”

	Intrusions are more welcome when they come with gifts, especially my favourite chocolates.

	“Yeah.” He scoffs, laughing and leaning back into my pillow, his arm behind his head.

	“What are you doing here anyway? Movie night is tomorrow,” I say plopping a piece of chocolate into my mouth.

	“Well, I had a date around here at that bowling alley, so I thought I might as well come over.”

	Is everyone going on dates today besides me? What is in the air? It's November, not really the season of love, so what is this behaviour?

	“How was it?” I ask curiously and his face doesn't give the best impression.

	“Boring, as usual.” He sighs heavily. “I swear, sometimes I think I'll never find love.”

	Aryan has a propensity for being dramatic. Then again, most of his dates this year have been either very bad or just boring, so he might have a point there. 

	“Yes, you will, and if you don't, I'll stay single with you obviously.” I assure him, patting his hands.

	He smiles brightly. “How was your day? You were tutoring Juliette again, right?”

	“Yeah.” I nod awkwardly and he gives me a suspicious look.

	Now’s the time. I could hide this from him; I mean clearly, Juliette and I have just recently come up with some sort of unspoken deal. But I can't just hide that from my friends, they know me too well; they'd figure it out anyway.

	“Juliette and I kissed…again.” I blurt out and his eyes widen in response.

	“Really?”

	“Yeah.”

	“What happened after?” he questions curiously, inching forward while stuffing his face with chocolate.

	He's being so casual about it even though a few days ago, I almost bit his and Victoria's heads off for insinuating that I like Juliette. I'm grateful that he's being so casual though, I know when I tell Victoria she will be too.

	“We kind of agreed that we like kissing each other… but that's it,” I say, leaning into my pillow while playing the events in my head.

	I feel like her lips will be on mine forever; imprinted permanently. I could scrub a million times and even pour burning hot water on my lips, but I could never remove the remnants of her.

	I don't think I want to.

	“So, no strings?” he asks, raising his eyebrows.

	“Obviously not. I hate her,” I say, huffing. “Plus, she doesn't even like girls.”

	The words leave a bitter taste in my mouth, but I push it away, mostly because I can't dwell on it any longer. Juliette's sexuality is her own business and I don't care.

	“You really believe that?” he asks, quirking an eyebrow as he gives me a 'really?' look.

	Do I? I'm not sure, but his words make me realize something scary, terrifying even.

	“Does this mean I outed her?” I ask worried, my eyes wide.

	Oh, no. I told my friends that I kissed her and I didn't even realize that I was potentially outing her. Regardless of whether she likes girls or not, I spoke about our kiss, knowing how much she despises gay people.

	“Kind of, but Victoria and I would never tell anyone else, ever,” Aryan says resolutely, easing my fears a little and I nod.

	I trust my friends not to tell anyone and I wouldn't tell anyone else either. Moreover, Juliette is a bitch, why should I feel bad for telling my friends about something that was bugging me? 

	My brain is very logical, so I'm pretty good at excusing my actions with facts and so far, the facts are as follows; Juliette is a bitch and technically, I didn't out her because my friends won't tell anyone else.

	If there's anything to out anyway.

	“She can't like girls,” I say in an almost whisper, my tone shaky.

	“Why?”

	“Well for starters, she has a boyfriend.” I scoff, pushing down the heat burning my chest.

	Adonis Waters. Honestly, I've only just remembered that Juliette has a boyfriend. They don't even seem like a real couple. I barely see them together and when I do, she looks like she wants to kill him. 

	Then again, why would a girl like Juliette who has the world at her feet date Adonis if she didn't love him? I should feel bad that she's cheating on him with me, but I really don't. At all.

	“So what? Ever heard of compulsory heterosexuality or bisexuality?” Aryan asks surprising me.

	Compulsory heterosexuality. I'd be a fool not to think about that, but I don't want to. She could be bisexual too—I am—so I don't know why I can't wrap my head around her also being bisexual. In my head, I'm keeping Juliette as a straight girl who occasionally likes kissing girls for fun.

	It's easier that way.

	Aryan continues. “He's a shit boyfriend anyway, he's always cheating on her.”

	“What?! Really?”

	Wait, what? No wonder I don't feel guilty; maybe subconsciously, I always knew he was an asshole. Who could cheat on Juliette? I hate the girl, but even the thought is incomprehensible.

	“Yeah, you would know that if you paid attention to anything other than your textbooks,” Aryan jokes and I roll my eyes at him.

	I shrug. “Nothing is more important than my textbooks.”

	He just laughs as I pick up the remote, silently telling him that I cannot be bothered to talk about Juliette anymore and he obliges. I scroll through the channels and snuggle up to him as he wraps his arms around me.      

	“What shall we watch?” I ask him.

	“I don't mind. Anything that doesn’t bore me.”

	“How about back to the future?” 

	 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-FOUR

	J u l i e t t e

	I quite simply adore being in English class; it's one of my favourite classes besides art. I think that's mostly because when I was a child, my mother used to read to me—mostly classic literature and poetry. While it probably would have been more appropriate to read me Disney stories, I am grateful regardless. Now, while I enjoy most things regarding English, what I don't enjoy is having to sit through another class where we have to read Romeo and Juliet—for the fifth consecutive year in a row.

	“Does anyone want to share their thoughts about the ending of this book?” Mrs Khan asks, the class is quiet for a few seconds at her question.

	Now, that's a new question. Usually, we get asked about how well this pertains to an exam or something equally as boring. This question is actually interesting, not that I'm going to answer it anyway; I cannot be bothered to argue with Mrs Khan about this.

	A hand goes up and it's Alex, the captain of the Lacrosse team. Mrs Khan looks elated that someone is participating. “Go ahead, Alex.”

	“I think that if the Montagues and Capulets just got over their prejudices, none of this would have happened. Then Romeo and Juliet could have lived in peace instead of dying,” he says thoughtfully.

	Mrs Khan looks satisfied with his thoughts, but I scoff and clearly, it's too loud, because her eyes instantly snap to me.

	“Do you have anything to add, Juliette?” she asks in an interested tone.

	I could just say no and keep my mouth shut, but I've never been really good at that.

	“Yes, actually.” I clear my throat. “I just think that this book is ridiculous, it’s more about obsession than love.”

	Mrs Khan is staring at me thoughtfully, like she's waiting for me to add more, but I'm not. What I said is purely factual; Juliet and Romeo were both ridiculously idiotic. Not just because they killed themselves in stupidity and love, but because they fell in love in the first place.

	How can you fall in love with your sworn enemy?

	“Interesting observation, Juliette,” she says my name in an ironic way, like how dare I criticize a book where the main character has my name.

	Hers isn't even spelt correctly!

	“Anyone else want to share their thoughts?” Miss Khan asks again.

	I'm ready for a million hands to go up, trying to argue with me. I mean, I know my analysis isn't going to get me a good grade, but I like sharing my opinion, no matter how unwarranted it is.

	“I actually agree with Juliette.” A familiar voice perks up and my eyes snap to the left side of the classroom.      

	My eyes almost fall out of my sockets when I realize who's just agreed with me…Victoria Williams. Did hell freeze over? Are pigs about to start falling from the sky?

	She continues. “If you know you're bad for someone, you shouldn't continue to pursue them. They were idiots.”

	A laugh begs to leave my chest at the callous way she shrugs after giving her statement, but I refrain from doing so. 

	She's staring straight ahead at Mrs Khan, not even acknowledging that she agreed with me. I know she doesn't like me very much and I don't blame her, she's clearly protective of Adaline, while I've treated her like pure shit the last few years, so her opinion doesn't count.

	What she says resonates with me however, not just because she's agreeing with me, but because of her eyes after she says it; it's downcast and steely, like she hates what she's saying, but she still believes it. It looks like it's personal. 

	I always thought Kai was too good for her, but now I can see a little reflection of myself in her eyes, which only cements my views further; Kai really is too good for her.

	“I can see both of your points. However, these opinions aren't analytical enough,” she says, writing some stuff on the whiteboard and then she turns back to us again. “Anyone else want to add something before we move on?”

	Daniel Miller puts his hand up and instantly I know what he's about to say. “Isn't Romeo a paedophile, I mean, Juliet was thirteen—”

	Mrs Khan audibly sighs and clutches her forehead. “Not this again, Daniel. You can't keep making this point every time I ask about Romeo and Juliet!”

	The whole class, including me, giggles under their breath at how worked up she is getting. Daniel just shrugs like he doesn't know what he's done wrong and to be fair, I don't know either. 

	I refrain from laughing and focus on the tangent Mrs Khan goes on. By focus, I mean daydreaming about different scenarios for the next hour.

	***

	I make my way out of the classroom with pure elation and a headache. Thank God I don't have to listen to anymore drabble about how in love a prepubescent child and adult were.

	As I make my way down the corridor, I catch a glimpse of the bane of my existence. 

	Adaline is by her locker, book in hand and headphones on her head. I swear she wears those headphones all the time in school—she always has, since we were kids and I've always wondered why, but it's none of my business and I don't care.

	Seeing her brings back a rush of memories from yesterday. That kiss, that absolutely spectacular kiss that I couldn't stop thinking about all night. 

	She kissed me for once. She wanted me; I could feel it in every groan that left her body. Her leaving was annoying, but it was probably better she did or I would have ripped her clothes off then and there and I'm…not ready for that.

	Not yet.

	Nevertheless, I did touch myself to the thought of her when she left. I touched every place she did, wishing she was doing it again and I've never cum that hard in my entire life. 

	Clearly, my body wants her and I can't deny it any longer; it's because she's so smooth, so tantalizing; it has nothing to do with her gender.

	Nothing.

	“Hey Juliette!” A chipper voice pulls me out of my trance, thankfully. “I love your shoes.” She compliments me gesturing to my shoes.

	I have no idea who this girl is, I want to say her name, but I can't remember what it is. Is it Maria or Alice? I literally have no idea. Random girls and boys often come to me during the day and compliment me; it's fake, but still admiring at the same time.

	Of course, she loves my shoes. They're the Louboutin So Kate heels. These ones are black, but I have them in every colour. Thankfully, Richmond doesn't have a no heel policy—not that I would follow it anyway. 

	As ridiculous as it sounds, I actually love heels, mostly because they make me feel powerful, like I could step on anyone without thinking twice. 

	While the pain can be infuriating, it's also kind of… nice.

	“Thanks, I like yours too!” I say in my fake chipper tone, looking down at her black doc martens.

	“Thanks!” she says back, her eyes holding amusement and her tone still cheery. She winks at me before walking away.

	Those were the ugliest shoes I've ever seen in my life. Now normally, I would just say that point blank, but this girl looked harmless and she's definitely a few years younger. What's the point of ruining her day? She'll figure out how hideous those shoes are on her own eventually.

	The bell rings before I can even reach my locker to take a paracetamol for this awful headache. I groan in response and make my way to my next class—biology.

	I used to despise going to biology, mostly because I never understood half the shit that Mr Khalid used to spew. However, the last few weeks I've actually been enjoying biology class, not as much as my tutoring sessions with Adaline though.

	When I walk into class, it's mostly full already besides my usual seat, which is a few rows behind Adaline. Speaking of the devil, she's in her seat, her eyes already absorbed in her textbook. 

	The seat next to her is occupied by some random girl, like it always is.

	Not today.

	I make my way down the row and stop in front of the girl. I feel Adaline's eyes boring into me from my peripheral vision, but I ignore her.

	“Get up,” I say authoritatively to the girl who is already shaking in her seat.

	“B—but this is my seat,” she stutters, her neck turning scarlet red.

	I lean into her, placing my hands on my hips. “It's mine now.”

	She doesn't think twice before getting up and scrambling out of her seat. I feel a smirk pulling up the sides of my mouth as I slide into her seat.

	“What are you doing?” I hear Adaline hissing at my side and I turn to her.

	“Sitting next to my tutor,” I retort cheekily, trying to suppress a smile.

	The next hour of class consists of me trying my best to focus on learning, but all I can really focus on is how infuriatingly adorable Adaline is when she's studying.

	 


Chapter TWENTY-FIVE

	A d a l i n e

	In my seventeen years of living, I have never once been distracted during biology class, until today. More precisely, until two hours ago when I was in class and Juliette sat right next to me! 

	Who does she think she is basically demanding that Rachel leave the seat next to me? Now, I don't really care much for Rachel because I've barely spoken to her, but still, it's the principal behind it that's infuriating.

	But why was it so sexy? Maybe it was the gleam in her delicious eyes, her hands placed firmly on those narrow hips, not to mention the commanding tone that exuded pure confidence. 

	It worked, because Rachel got up from her seat without a second thought. One thing I've always hated about Juliette is the way she commands control from any room she's in. So, after I've had front row tickets to the show, why did I enjoy it so much?

	I didn't even speak to her during class, in fact, I spent the entirety of it trying my best to ignore her and that petulant gaze, not to mention that every time she didn't understand something, she would try and look at me for answers. I know I'm her tutor, but I think she's enjoying this little ordeal a bit too much.

	I know we've come to an agreement of some sorts, that we're some sort of sex buddies, although we haven’t had sex yet. Regardless, that doesn't mean she can distract me during class, especially during biology.

	Class ended a while ago and soon after, I did some volunteering for the stem club. 

	Now, I'm behind the school building, smoking. I take a small drag of my cigarette, the smoke filling my lungs and instantly hitting my head. 

	Although the habit is filthy, I'd like to say that I'm smart about it. I don't do it often, only when I'm nervous or in need of some quick relief.

	I continue smoking as I walk toward the parking lot. My idle hand fishes for my phone in my blazer and my fingers hover over my brother’s contact. He dropped me off today, so I should call him back for a ride—at least that was my thought process before I looked up. 

	The parking lot is pretty empty besides a few cars, one of them being Juliette's black Maserati. She's hovering over the bonnet of her car, looking entirely perplexed.

	She's still here. She's never here after school ends, unless it's cheerleading practice. They don't have practice today which means she's been here for at least two hours. 

	I watch her for a little while. She keeps coming in and out of her car, trying to get the engine to start, but it won't. Even ridiculously expensive cars have problems, who would have thought?

	Before I can think, my feet are dragging across the floor, propelling me towards her. I walk up a few steps behind her, just enough to see that she has no idea what she's doing. She's just huffing and messing around with the wires.

	I shake my head, hiding my smile. “Your mechanical skills are laughable.”

	She freezes for a moment, before turning around, whatever embarrassment she felt at my words dissolved as she crosses her arms over her stomach. 

	I see her look around the parking lot, probably trying to make sure no one sees us speaking to each other without death threats.

	“Why would I need those skills when I can just pay somebody to be my mechanic?” she retorts, that mischievous glint in her eyes.      

	I find it so amusing that she is still so confident and witty, regardless of the fact that I've just pointed out her shitty mechanical skills. I also find it annoying, because it's sort of endearing.

	“So why aren't you paying someone to help you right now?”

	The real question is; why am I still standing here speaking to her right now? I could just call Adam and go home right now.

	“Because everyone knows my mother, so if I call them, they'll tell her and then she'll call me and complain about how I should be independent—”

	“She's right.”

	It's exceedingly painful to be agreeing with Samantha Kingston, but she is right. No matter how much money you have, you should learn practical skills, especially when it comes to your car.

	She rolls her eyes. “Can you go be annoying somewhere else?”

	I smirk at her, then look towards her open bonnet. Now here's the thing, Adam is a mechanic and he's always taught me stuff about cars. So technically, it would be my moral obligation to help her out.

	Right?

	“Move over,” I tell her.

	“What—”

	“Go sit in the car. When I tell you to, try and start the engine again.” I cut her off.

	I expect her to argue with me, maybe make a show of how prideful she is. What I don't expect is for her to make an adorable little huff before walking back into her car. She's actually listening to me; I like it.      

	I inspect her engine to see if anything has leaked, but it hasn't. Then my eyes wander over everything else and I realize her spark plug is loose. 

	I pull out a pair of gloves from my blazer pocket. Usually, these gloves are strictly reserved for a snowy day, but there's no way I'm getting my hands dirty for her. 

	I move my hands toward the spark plug and tighten it a little, putting it into place.

	“Start it now,” I tell her loudly; she nods before turning her keys and instantly, her engine roars to live.

	I close her car bonnet and stare at her through her windshield; Juliette is staring back at me like she's impressed and annoyed at the same time. 

	I wink at her smugly before beginning to walk away. I don't really expect her to thank me, that's not really her style nor mine.

	“Where's your bike?” I hear her ask and I turn around, she's standing outside her car again.

	“At home, I got a lift,” I say, shrugging.

	Her face is scribbled with thought, like she's solving some sort of equation in her mind. She takes a few seconds before she says, “How about I drive you home, as a thank you for fixing my car…or whatever?”

	“You could just say thank you.” I point out, biting the inside of my cheek to stop smiling.

	She's seriously asking to give me a ride? This girl surprises me every day and I'm not sure if that's a good thing or bad.

	“I like my idea better.” She smiles mischievously.

	“Fine,” I respond with fake detachment.

	I mean, Adam is probably busy planning his wedding—he loves wedding planning—so why would I inconvenience him to pick me up? Clearly, I'm only agreeing to this because I don't want to inconvenience Adam.

	Like he doesn't love picking you up. My brain chides and I inwardly tell it to shut up.

	I make my way to the passenger side of her car and get inside. Instantly, I'm engulfed by the scent of vanilla and cherries. Of course, her car smells identical to her. 

	As I put my seatbelt on, I admire her car. The interior is Scarlett maroon, like red wine was the inspiration. There's not even an ounce of dirt in here—it's like it's a brand-new car, even though I know she got this two years ago as a sweet sixteen present.

	My eyes turn toward my left window and I remember that from the outside, all her car windows are tinted. No wonder she's being so casual about giving me a ride; she knows no one will see me in her car.

	Isn't that illegal to have all your windows tinted like some sort of criminal? My bad, I completely forgot that it's only illegal if you're poor. If you're rich, it's just classy, or justified.

	I shake my head of these annoying thoughts and my eyes turn to the right, which is a mistake, because Juliette is reversing out of her parking spot with one hand on my seat as she backs up. 

	Oh my God, is she trying to attract women?

	Because it's working, especially with the way she moves her hand toward the gear stick while the other stays firmly placed on the steering wheel. 

	Now, I do have a car license, but I prefer to drive my motorbike. However, Juliette is seriously making me rethink that.

	As she drives, I try my best not to stare at her, which is considerably difficult when she looks so sexy driving. I mean, it's clearly been established that I'm attracted to her, so why would I deny myself.

	I relax as she drives. I'm shocked she didn't even put my address into the map, she just kind of knows where's she's going. Then again, she has been to my house for tutoring so it shouldn't be exactly that shocking.      

	Hunger causes my stomach to rumble, so I fish into my pocket and pull out a granola bar. I take a bite before it dawns on me that I’m eating in Juliette’s car. 

	I know some people are very particular about people eating in their car, is she? I turn to her and her eyes are already on me, but she diverts them. She doesn’t seem bothered by me eating in her car, so I just continue until I’m finished.

	The car ride has been comfortably silent, not even any music playing. At least, it was comfortable until her phone dings. It's resting on one of those phone holders, so it was hard for me not to see whatever popped up on her screen.

	What popped up was Adonis's name and a message that read, 'Miss you baby.'

	She clearly sees it too because she clears her throat, but she doesn't answer it. 

	I feel bile rising up my throat as a result of that message and I'm not sure why.

	Sometimes, I forget that Adonis exists and I've kissed his girlfriend—three times. Then again, Aryan told me he cheats on her. Victoria also corroborated that information when I called her later that night to inform her about mine and Juliette's sort of sex buddy arrangement.

	“Adonis can't know,” Juliette says abruptly and I shoot her a confused look. “About us being…you know …”

	“Enemies with benefits?” I try clarifying for her with an amused tone.

	“Yeah,” she says with a little lobsided smile.

	I shake my head. “He won't.”

	How would he even find out? I don't think I've ever even spoken to him. At all.

	“Do you not feel guilty?” she asks me rather abruptly and curiously.

	“Why would I feel guilty? I'm not the one dating him, you are.” The words leave a bitter taste in my mouth and I have to force myself to look away from Juliette. 

	Why is she even dating him? Sure, he's good looking and he's athletic and…never mind, he's perfect for her.

	She sighs. “I know…but I don't feel guilty, is that bad?”

	I don't know when this became a therapy session, but I find myself wanting to answer her question, although I'm not sure how.

	It's evident that Juliette isn't as empathetic as the regular human being usually is; I mean, she's a bitch, however, I know she's not completely cruel, so why doesn't she feel guilty about cheating on him?

	“Do you love him?” I question, digging my nails into my hands.

	“I think so,” she answers noncommittally and my brain exhales a little.

	“You think so? That doesn't sound like love.”

	“Oh yeah? Like you know so much about love,” she says with a scoff as she turns the corner.

	Okay, she has a point there, but that's only because I don't want to know anything about love. I'm sure if I was to unfortunately fall in love with someone, then I wouldn't think twice about loving them.

	The defensive tone radiating off her gives me an idea, a theory if you will; if she's so in love with Adonis, then why did she kiss me? Clearly, she's lacking something.      

	“Fair enough.” I shrug. “I might not know anything about love, but I do know a lot about fucking.”

	“What is that supposed to mean?” she questions, furrowing her eyebrows.

	“Adonis doesn't fuck you properly, does he?” I say smugly, testing my theory.

	“O—of course he does!” she shrieks in an unconvincing tone.

	Bingo.

	“Really?” I question, raising my eyebrows. “No judgment here, you can tell me.”

	I can't believe I just told Juliette I wouldn't judge her for something and actually meant it. I'm so disgusted with myself right now. What is going on with me?

	She takes a few beats before she sighs and speaks, “He can't make me…cum.”

	The pure frustration and disappointment on her face makes my heart clench for some reason. I didn't expect her to be honest so quickly, but it's refreshing. It's not exactly breaking news though; many men can't make women cum. 

	Many women make jokes about it and pretend it somehow makes us the winners, but it really doesn't and I'm glad Juliette is at least, being honest about how disappointed she is.

	Seriously, letting a man use you like a Flashlight then making jokes about how you didn't get any pleasure is degrading. Don't sleep with men who won't make you cum, it’s simple.

	I'm ready to unload that speech onto Juliette, but the look in her eyes startles me a little. There's something else; I have a feeling that these men are trying their hardest or at least, I hope they are. 

	Time to test out another theory.

	“Just him?” I question, clenching my fists tightly. I want to excuse it; she's just got a shitty boyfriend.

	Please, say yes. Please, say a man has been able to make you cum before.      

	“No.” She shakes her head. “No one has.”

	Oh no. One man, I can justify and chalk up to his own shitty capabilities, but multiple? The logical part of my mind is screaming at me right now to evaluate the facts.

	Juliette has practically harassed you your whole life, she clearly has trauma from her abusive gay father leaving her, she has kissed you three times, and no man has ever been able to make her cum.

	Juliette is still driving, a light blush on her cheeks, probably from what she's admitted, while my mind is completely racing as Aryan's words are ringing in my head. 

	Ever heard of compulsory heterosexuality?

	“Is that why you kissed me?” I ask abruptly, my breathing heavy.

	Her breath hitches and I can see her tightly clenching the steering wheel. “I don't know why I kissed you, Adaline.”

	I'm not sure why I kissed her either, so I can understand her hesitancy in answering, but why does my heart drop at her 'non answer'. I'm about to turn my head away, until she speaks again.

	“I just wanted to,” she says in a soft whisper like she's scared to even hear herself.

	A few months ago, I absolutely despised even being in the same room as Juliette Kingston, now I'm in her car, never wanting to leave; I'm frozen in place latching onto her words as she tells me she wanted to kiss me.

	Now, I'm done holding back.

	“Stop the car,” I tell her seriously. It's doable, we're still around thirty minutes away from my house and this is an empty street.

	She looks alarmed. “What? Why—”

	“Stop the car, Juliette,” I repeat, cutting her off, my tone devoid of any emotion.

	For once, she doesn't speak again, she listens to me and I can hear the sound of her tires screeching as she hastily pulls up on a random pavement. We're lucky no one was behind us, because that was the most abrupt stop ever.

	She unbuckles her belt and turns to me, alarmed and confused. “Why did you ask me to stop? Are you okay—”

	I cut her off again. “Can I kiss you?”

	Her eyes widen in shock before they glance down at my lips, then back to my eyes as if she's trying to assess how serious I'm being. 'Very serious' is the answer I'm trying to convey through my hooded eyes.

	“Always.”

	That's all it takes. My hands swiftly unbuckle my seatbelt and I reach over, pulling her lips onto mine. 

	Electricity surges through my body the moment I envelop her lips. How can this keep getting better each time? I feel her kissing me back, open mouthed, passion and heat bursting at the seams of our mouths.

	My hands have a mind of their own as they tangle in her soft locks and I feel hers on the back of my neck, pulling me in. Then I move my hands slowly down to her thighs and tap, hoping she gets the signal I'm sending. 

	She does, she doesn't even detach her lips from mine as she makes her way over the car console and straddles my lap.

	That's the thing about Juliette and I, although we don't like each other, we sure as shit understand each other …always.

	I secure my hands on her hips so she doesn't fall from my lap and she answers by grinding her hips into me. I help her by using my hands to guide her grinding, feeling the pleasure of her body rocking against mine. 

	“Yeah, just like that,” she mumbles against my lips and I find myself having to leave her lips. She whines in disappointment until my lips find their way to her pale neck.

	“Use me,” I mumble into her neck and I can hear her moan out in response, grinding harder into me. Heated and crazed, I see her moving her blazer off her shoulders and I fight the urge to do the same.

	She needs this. How has no one made her cum? She can't continue like that. She needs to use me as much as she can until she feels herself reaching the brink of insanity—like I'm her toy. There's not an ounce of pride left in me when it comes to making a pretty girl cum.

	Hearing her moaning in delight is sending ripples of pleasure through my panties. There's something else too, a warmth of some sorts.

	Maybe Aryan is right, maybe Juliette likes girls, maybe she's bisexual or maybe she's even gay; who cares? She's grinding on me right now.

	“Fuck, you're so good at that,” she moans loudly into the crook of my neck. I find myself growing wetter as she continues her ministrations. But it seems like it’s not enough for her, because she whispers in my ear, “let’s go to your house.”

	 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-SIX

	A d a l i n e

	It took Juliette record time to get us to my house, like someone was after her. The ride was silent, filled with anticipation. The only problem is that when we walked into my house, standing right in front of us was my brother and Olivia.

	I love my brother and Olivia, I truly do. However, right now I want to strangle them because of how shitty their timing is. I was probably about to have sex with Juliette if they weren’t here.

	“You guys are home early,” I say abruptly, scratching the back of my neck.

	Although I can't see her face right now, I know Juliette is probably terrified right now—she's paranoid and scared and for some reason, I want to alleviate that.

	“Yeah, our shopping ended early,” Olivia tells me while Adam looks suspiciously between Juliette and I.

	Juliette is still looking down on the floor, so I take this opportunity to make things a little less awkward.

	“Well, this is Juliette…a girl I'm tutoring.” I introduce her. “Juliette, this is my brother, Adam and his fiancée, Olivia.”

	Adam knows I tutor people, so he shouldn't be too suspicious, his face has relaxed now, but he still looks confused.

	“Nice to meet you, Juliette,” Olivia says, smiling warmly and that prompts Juliette to finally look up. I take this opportunity to walk forward and stand next to her.

	For some reason, I want to stand next to her; I don't want to be behind her or in front of her, I want to be right next to her, especially when she looks like this; like she wants the ground to open up and swallow her whole.

	“Likewise,” Juliette says stiffly, but politely. However, the air remains so awkward, like it's completely unfathomable.

	I'm about to excuse us before Adam speaks again, rather suddenly. “Wait…Juliette as in Juliette Kingston?”

	Oh no. I completely forgot that Adam knows exactly who Juliette's mother is, considering we always run into her during pride festivals and she's hurling insults at every single gay person there. 

	She's always harping on about Juliette there too, talking about how perfect her daughter is. Little does she know her daughter just had her tongue down my throat two minutes ago.

	“So you're familiar with my family then?” Juliette asks in a different, more confident tone. She probably thinks Adam is impressed by her wealth and knows about her family name.

	This is not going to go well.

	Adam nods and without missing a beat, he says, “Yes, I'm very familiar with your homophobic bitch of a mother.”

	For Pete's sake. Not only does Adam and I share the same looks, his personality clearly does resemble mine too, because he never knows when to keep his mouth shut. 

	Is this how I sounded when I was speaking to Samantha?

	“Adam!” Olivia and I shout in unison, reprimanding him.

	Now, I don't like Juliette and what Adam said is true, but I don't like how he just put her on the spot. I'm not sure why, considering I usually love to, but I just don't like it; only I can behave that way with her.

	He doesn't listen, he's just staring Juliette down with an irritated look, while Juliette looks slightly deflated at this point, but also amused at the same time.

	“Well, this was fun,” she says, amused and then turns to me. “I'll see you tomorrow—for tutoring.”      

	I nod stiffly, trying my best not to maul her right now, because she's actually being mature—she isn't fighting back or arguing with my brother and she's walking away. 

	It's not just the maturity that impressed me, but her self-assurance too. Why is she so sexy? I should have just continued in the car with her, at least.

	“See you tomorrow,” I say back in a whisper, still sexually frustrated and she nods before turning away, she smiles towards Olivia and just ignores Adam as she walks out of the house.

	Adam closes the door behind her then looks at me almost accusingly. “You're tutoring Juliette Kingston?”

	I shrug. “Mr Khalid is giving me a commendation letter if I do it.”

	I never tell Adam who I'm tutoring, mostly because he's never in the house when the sessions are happening and why would he care? However, I specifically didn't tell him about Juliette because I think subconsciously, I knew he would put two and two together about her mother and then annoy me about it.

	His eyebrow arches dangerously high, conveying his disappointment. “So, you're willing to tutor the daughter of a known homophobe?”

	Well, actually, I just kissed the daughter of a known homophobe for like the fifth time—but let's not get bogged down to the details.

	I roll my eyes at his moral indignation. “I'm willing to do whatever it takes to get into Oxford.” He raises his eyebrow even higher at my casual tone, but I continue. “She's not even as bad as her mother anyway.”

	What? I can't believe I'm actually defending Juliette Kingston right now. Although I do have a point, she isn't as bad as Samantha, but that's mostly because she doesn't hold the same power as her. She still holds the same views, yet I keep letting her kiss me anyway. How messed up is that?

	How messed up am I?

	“She's the person you were talking about, isn't she? The person you hate who kissed you?” he asks like he already knows.

	“What, No!” I say, trying to sound convincing. “I told you that was hypothetical.”

	I swear I see Olivia stifling a laugh and Adam looks as annoyed as ever, but there's something deeper in his gaze—as usual, it's concern.

	“You're usually a good liar, right now? Not so much,” he says, scoffing.

	I can't do this right now. I don't enjoy lying to my brother, but what else am I supposed to do? I cannot be bothered to get a lecture from him when deep down, I already know that this arrangement with Juliette is bad. 

	I can live in denial for as long as I choose to, because as bad as it is, it feels good.

	“I don't have time for this, I have to go get ready for Aryan’s match and then I have a shift at Miss Kim's,” I say, ignoring his words; letting him know this conversation is over.

	“Fine. I'm going to go put the shopping away,” he grumbles to Olivia, before walking into the kitchen. I roll my eyes at his immaturity, but I'm semi thankful that he's walked away so he can't lecture me anymore.

	I sigh, but before I can turn and walk upstairs Olivia begins to speak. “Addie?”

	I look towards her. “Yeah?”

	“Juliette seems…nice,” she says with one of those fake smiles. I give her credit for trying to act, but she's not very good at it.

	Not that it matters anyway, she's acting as if I'm bringing Juliette home as some sort of girlfriend? I can't even fathom something like that. I shudder just at the thought.

	I shake my head, stifling a smile. “She isn't.”

	She chuckles a little, her expression much more genuine. “Even better.”

	***

	The next morning I'm already downstairs when I hear the doorbell ring. I feel my hands sweating and my heart racing because I know Juliette is at the door. 

	I hope it isn't awkward, especially after what my brother said and considering she had me pinned against the wall.

	I open the door and she's standing there, wearing a dark brown skirt—which is doing wonders for her long tantalising legs—and a cream, cashmere sweater.

	“Your brother isn't here, is he?” she asks, narrowing her eyes in amusement and I exhale in relief.

	She's not being weird about this; I half expected her to try and ruin my brother’s life or be terrified to come back here. I'm glad she isn't.

	“No, he's at work,” I say, gesturing for her to come in and she does. I close the door behind her and then turn to her.

	“Thank God,” she exhales with a groan, “he clearly hates me.”

	I chuckle at her dramatic attitude. “No, he hates your mother,” I correct her.

	“Same thing,” she says, shrugging and for some reason I find myself deflating at her words, she really thinks she's like her mother? Or does she not mind being perceived like her?

	“Wait, were you watching Back To The Future two?” she asks, snapping me out of my thoughts, her line of vision going towards my TV which is currently paused on Back To The Future two.

	I wish I could say I was some mastermind, but honestly, I was actually just watching it.

	“Maybe.”

	“So, you've watched number one?” she asks again and I almost fall back at how excited she looks right now, her beautiful, siren-blue eyes wide and her mouth open like a giddy little girl.

	Stop being cute.

	I clear my throat and act nonchalant. “A few days ago, yes.”

	“What did you think?!” she asks shaking me by the shoulders and I can't contain my smile.

	It was a very good movie, kind of tone deaf at times, but I was hooked for the majority of the movie as was Aryan. For some reason, watching it made me feel closer to Juliette, which is insanely weird.

	“It was good.”

	“Just good?”

	“Yes.”

	Her hands drop from my shoulders and she gives me a little push. “You're so annoying.”

	I sigh with a small smile. “Fine. It was life changing, monumental, incredible—”

	“That's what I like to hear,” she retorts, smiling smugly.

	“Come on.” I shake my head with a laugh, gesturing to the stairs as I walk upstairs and she follows behind me.

	She plops down on my bed like she owns it and takes out her study materials while I ready myself to turn into tutor mode, although it's very hard when she looks this good.

	I sit down on my computer chair opposite her and clap my hands together. “Our exam is next week. You can't retake this one, so you have to pass it, okay?”

	Juliette's grades are steadily improving, I've seen her class work and she's really jumping. She just needs to pass all of the upcoming exams and she won't be kicked off the team. Then of course, I'll also get my letter, which is the only thing I care about. 

	She nods. “I know.”

	“Let's start then.”

	The next forty minutes consists of me teaching Juliette exactly what to write down during the exam and how the mark scheme works. 

	I've studied practically every single mark scheme ever given to me and it's always worked in my favour.

	She's compiling notes diligently and I force myself not to get distracted as we reach the end of our session. Then, I prepare to do a quiz at the end of our session like we usually do.

	“So did you finally study those notes I gave you on genetics?” I ask ready to be disappointed again.

	“I did, but I'm having a hard time retaining the information,” she says honestly, chewing her bottom lip.

	She's so different when I tutor her; gone is her confident façade and in comes this nervous girl who just wants some help. It's actually sort of endearing.

	Focus, Adaline.

	“I'll read out some questions from these flash cards, try your best to answer them,” I say gently and she nods.

	I take out the first flash card. “What is a gamete?” This is a pretty easy one, she should be able to answer this.

	“Egg cell?”

	“And …”

	“I'm not sure.” She sighs, clutching her temples.

	“It's a sex cell, so either sperm or egg,” I say reassuringly and she nods writing it down again.

	Oh my god what is happening to me? I should be screaming at her or making fun of her for not remembering, but I'm not and I don't want to.

	“What is adenine?” I ask, taking out another flash card and she completely blanks.

	“I'm not sure.” She frowns.

	“It's a base that's found in DNA, it only bonds with thymine.”

	“You never even flip the cards over, how do you remember all this stuff?” She gawks at me in a half frustrated, half impressed tone.

	I shrug. “It helps that I actually love biology. It's hard for you to remember because you're not actually interested in it.”

	Ah. the privilege of rich people, never having to study for things that they don't care about, or even study for things they do care about.

	She sighs deeply, frowning. “It's just so hard sometimes, I've been getting better, but it won't matter if I don't pass this test.” 

	Okay, so she has privilege, but she's actually trying. She's been trying for months, so clearly, she does care, it's just not something she's passionate about. 

	I watch as she runs a hand through her hair, looking exhausted. An idea sparks up in my mind because of how utterly hot she looks and also because it might help her.

	“How about I give you some incentive?” I suggest, clearing my throat.

	“Such as?” she asks, furrowing her eyebrows and leaning back on her arms.

	“Well, how about for every question you get right, I'll take off an article of clothing.”

	Her eyes almost bulge out of their sockets and honestly mine almost do to. Why did I just say that? More importantly, why do I not regret saying it? At all.

	“What?! Really?” Her tone is bewildered, yet enticed at the same time and it's turning me on.

	Technically, this won't be getting in the way of tutoring because it's going to help her learn. Right?

	I nod. “Yeah, this way, you'll get some incentive and focus more.” I want to believe the words coming out of my mouth, but I can't. 

	“Please,” she mumbles and I'm pretty sure she was saying that in her head, but it came out involuntarily.

	I hide a smirk and pull out a card. “What are autosomes?”

	She rubs the back of her neck. “Fuck, I don't know this one.” She frowns heavily.

	I have literally never seen her look this distraught over not getting an answer right, all of this because I won't strip? Telling myself she doesn't like girls is getting harder and harder every day.

	“Any Chromosome that isn't a sex chromosome,” I tell her, stifling a laugh and she glares at me.

	“Next card.” She snaps at me, huffing.

	“What is amino acid?” I ask her an easy one so she stops being annoyed, or maybe because I actually want to take my clothes off for her.

	Who knows?

	She visibly beams at the question. “Building blocks for protein!”

	“Correct.”

	Suddenly the air is hotter and her eyes darkened. She's looking at me expectantly, but softly at the same time like she would understand if I didn't uphold my end of the bargain. I really want to though, I really do.

	I'm only wearing a white tank top and black sweatpants, so if I start this, I'll be naked very quickly.

	I keep my eyes on her as I take off my tank top, slowly, savouring the feeling of taking my clothes off for Juliette while she watches me. 

	Once my top is removed, I'm left only in my white lace bra. I swallow and look up and see that she's devouring me with her eyes. I feel as though I'm her prey and she's my predator, but for some reason, I don't want to run, I want her to hunt me down.

	I hear her take a sharp intake of breath, before she says, “next card.” Her voice comes out lower than usual.

	I smirk at her and take out another card while feeling her gaze on my body. “What is a double helix?”

	This could go either way; Juliette should be able to remember this or at least I hope she does. Her eyebrows are tied together in frustration and she's genuinely pondering for the life of her. 

	This is doing wonders for my ego, the fact that she's so desperate to get me naked.

	“Oh, wait I know this!” she says excitedly clapping her hands. “It's the structure of DNA!”

	“Correct,” I tell her proudly and she just smirks at me, still staring at my topless body.

	“Chop, chop.” She claps her hands together staring unashamedly at my chest and I bite back the urge to slap and kiss her at the same time.

	“Shut up,” I grumble back, amused. Then I decide to tease her a little bit. I lean down and take off both of my socks instead of anything else.

	She groans out loud. “Really?”

	“Socks are clothes.” I chuckle, shrugging.

	She rolls her eyes at me, huffing like a little brat. “Keep going.”

	“What do histone proteins do?” I question smugly, this is one of the harder questions.

	“They…help DNA with winding into chromosomes.” She gives me a little smirk after answering.

	Her eyes are still stuck on my body, while she's biting her bottom lip and there's this dangerous glint in those stunning blue eyes. Trust her to only remember answers when my dignity is on the line!

	“Hey, focus.” I snap my fingers in front of her, clearing my throat.

	“Sorry, you're just fucking gorgeous,” she says bluntly and I feel myself melt into a puddle of nothingness.

	I feel my cheeks flushing. “This isn't about me, focus on studying.”

	She has to focus on studying, that's why I did this, isn't it? So why do I want to rip her clothes off her body right now?

	She scoffs like my comment is ridiculous. “Have you seen yourself? I can't focus on anything but you.”

	Screw this. For once in my life, I don't care about studying, not when she's looking at me like that, nor when she says stuff like that which not only shakes me to my core, but turns me on incredibly. Is this the same Juliette Kingston who hates me?

	I keep my eyes on her alluring ones as I put the flash cards on my desk and then look back at her. “Remember what you said to me that day in the locker rooms, before we fought?”

	I should be taking off another article of clothing right now, but I'm not. Instead, I'm gonna give her something much better, a reward for that heart-warming comment.

	“About your parents? I'm sorry—” I almost laugh at her confused and sorrow-filled voice, but I cut her off promptly.

	“No, the other thing,” I tell her, biting my lip and she does the same, nodding her head as it dawns on her finally. “Say it again,” I tell her.

	Tutoring is done, she knows it and I know it too.

	She smirks and looks at me, her eyes raking up and down my body again as her eyes darkens. “Get on your knees.”

	If you had told me a few months ago that I would be getting down on my knees, half naked for Juliette, I would probably punch you in the face and then laugh. 

	However, now I'm slowly getting down on my knees and almost crawling towards her while she watches my every move.

	I reach in between her legs and look up at her, she sucks in her breath and I smirk up at her. She instantly pulls me up and attaches her lips to mine. I kiss her back hungrily, my hands on her bare knees and hers cupping my face.

	“Fuck,” she mumbles against my lips and I take the opportunity to delve my tongue deep into her mouth as she reciprocates. She tastes so good all the time, it's like my lips were made for her and her alone. 

	She's such a bitch; so conniving and cruel, but her lips are purely angelic.

	I feel my body getting hotter and hotter the more I kiss her, so I detach my lips from hers abruptly and she almost whines, until I lower myself down.

	“You've been so good, I think you deserve a little reward, don't you?” I purr the words out stroking her naked legs lightly.

	She nods her head, gulping. “Yeah, I think you need to put your mouth to better use.”

	I expected her to be nervous, shaking even at the prospect of me going down on her, but she's not. Instead, she's needy, yet so demanding and rude at the same time. Why is that so hot? I don't know. Right now, I don't care either, because this has been a very long time coming. 

	So yeah, maybe I need to put my mouth to better use; maybe I need to take out all the stored insults and use it on her cunt instead.

	“Yeah? You want me to taste you?” I tease her, running my hand up her skirt.

	“Please,” she whispers softly, trying to move her own hands down to peel her underwear off, but I smack her hands away.

	No, no way. This is the first orgasm she's ever gonna get from someone else, so I want her to lay back and enjoy it; I don't want a single thought running through her mind besides my tongue inside of her pussy.

	“Let me do the work, princess.” I chastise her lightly and she groans in response.

	She falls onto her back and sighs, waiting for me to do the work as I promised. I smirk as I slowly peel her underwear off, giving her as much time as possible, in case she wants to stop me, but she doesn't.

	She spreads her legs almost instantly once I remove her underwear and I want to laugh at her willingness, but I can't; the sight is too sexy.

	She's spreading her legs, for me.

	The first sight of her cunt is heavenly, it's so smooth and it's actually dripping. She's dripping for me. This is all because I was stripping for her?

	I kiss up her toned thighs gently, sucking, teething and biting any inch of skin I can get my mouth on and she moans out loudly. 

	I feel myself getting wetter at the sound of her, as I continue scraping my nails and teeth on the skin near her cunt, but still not giving her what she wants.

	“Please, Addie,” she begs in a whine, thrashing her head from side to side.

	“Please what?” I mumble against her thighs in a devious little laugh, ignoring how good it sounds when she says my name like that.

	“Please, eat my pussy,” she begs louder and that's enough for me to hear.

	I'm a pleaser, I'm not in the habit of making people beg too much, especially not Juliette. I grip onto her thighs and pull her closer to me, I close my eyes and delve inside of her with my tongue and almost pass out—she tastes so incredible, like citrus and salt; like exactly how I imagined she would taste. 

	She tastes like something that I could become obsessed with, something I want imprinted in me every single second of every day.

	She moans loudly and doesn't waste any time gripping my hair with her hands and practically pushing me further into her pretty little pussy.

	“Oh my God!” She gasps loudly, like she can't breathe, which only spurs me further.

	I grip her thighs, pulling her deeper into my mouth, while she continues thrashing and moving her body from side to side. 

	I move my fingers towards her swollen clit and rub it in circles while I continue licking her with my tongue and she gets louder.

	“I told you baby, there’s no god here, just me,” I retort huskily still eating out her little cunt like my life depends on it as she grinds on my mouth, moaning louder.

	“Look at me!” She orders breathlessly and instantly my eyes snap up to her.

	Her face is completely red, her breathing heavy and her eyes completely pleasured as she commands me with her eyes. I keep my eyes on her and she wraps her legs around my head.

	“Don't you dare stop,” she tells me in a scream, she's still as demanding as ever as she grips my sheets tightly.

	I wouldn't dream of stopping. I would eat her pussy every single day without doing anything else if I could. It's completely addictive; hearing and seeing her come undone at my mercy is addictive.

	“Just like that…you're so good at that,” she compliments me in a moan and I take the opportunity to show her just how good I actually am.

	I suck on her clit, gently swirling my tongue on every single crevice of her cunt as she practically rides my face with her movements. 

	I lap her up hard and gently at the same time, eating her like I'm starved and she's my last meal. I can never get enough of her delicious cunt; I can never get enough of her.

	“I'm gonna cum!” She moans out in a whine and I'm sort of shocked at how fast she's gonna cum, but I don't stop what I'm doing.

	Instead, I thrust my tongue in and out of her at the same pace, not ruining anything. I can feel her clenching on my tongue and the feeling is indescribable. I move my hands further up the bed and lock our fingers. She holds me back tighter, squeezing my hands.

	“Cum for me,” I mumble into her cunt, that's all it takes, because she shivers and gasps, her body spasming and her legs jerking.

	“Fuck.” She gasps loudly like she can't breathe or is breathing too much at the same time. 

	I let go of her hands, but I can't take my eyes off her; not when her entire body is violently shaking and her face is construed that way, like she's lost complete control of herself and I can't believe it. 

	I would watch her cum for the rest of my life if I could. She deserves this; I can't believe no one has ever had the pleasure of watching her cum before, but part of me is glad that I'm the first.

	My mouth lets go of her and I give her a few seconds to calm down as she looks like she can't handle what just happened; it's as if she can't even see anything right now. She rides out her orgasm slowly and I watch her diligently.

	Juliette Kingston. My one true hate. The girl I despise and the girl who despises me, yet I just gave her an orgasm—her first by someone else—all while I had to control myself from orgasming just at the sight of her.

	“You're gonna get me addicted to this,” she tells me in a heavy breath, with her eyes closed.

	Thump. Thump. Thump.

	Why does she say things like that? Why is she making it exceedingly harder for me to keep hating her?

	I chuckle the feeling off and stand up, looking down at Juliette on my bed and her eyes snap open. She gives me a dazed smile and bites her lip at me, she makes a move to get up, moving her hands to my waist, but I stop her, holding her hands.

	“This was about you, only you,” I say softly, stopping her hands from wandering any lower.

	She frowns at me slightly, but nods in agreement, moving her hands away. 

	This was her first time being with a girl in any aspect at all, I don't want to rush her. She might think she wants to dive in head first, but she really doesn't. I might hate her, but that doesn't mean I want her to freak out.

	“I should go,” she says abruptly and I can only nod in response.

	I move back and watch as she puts her panties back on and fixes herself up, she gives me a look before she stands up. I'm not sure what it is, but it isn't the distasteful look she usually gives me and it's terrifying me. 

	She walks towards the door and I feel a nagging ache knotting in my chest. I want to tell her she doesn't have to go, but I don't. I just watch as she leaves. 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-SEVEN

	J u l i e t t e

	Mouth. Her mouth, on me. Her tongue, inside me. It's all I can think about. It's all I'll ever be able to think about for the rest of my days. 

	It was only a few days ago, but I want it again; I need it again. I want her mouth on every inch of my body all the time.

	I was completely baffled when Adaline came up with the suggestion of stripping for answers, although to be honest, I've never been that motivated to remember an answer to anything before. 

	That little toned body of hers; I wanted so desperately to rid her of all the clothes she was wearing.

	I've never wanted anyone to touch me more in my entire life. I've never desired someone's mouth on me so vividly before. 

	I can't even begin to describe the way she made me cum, it was so monumentally incredible that no words could ever do it justice.

	I used to think people were exaggerating when they spoke about how transcendent getting head or having sex was, now I know they weren't.

	It's changed something in me, like the floodgates have opened and I can't control them. My mind is absolutely frazzled and I'm not angry about it, not at all. 

	Now, all I can think about is getting my hands on her body the next time I see her. I've never wanted to touch anyone as badly as I want to touch her.

	I didn't even want to leave, I wanted to stay and reciprocate really badly, yet she was so gentle with me; she just understood better than me that maybe it was too much for one day and she was right.

	That is why I have avoided her since then. The way she looked at me after has ruined me. It made me realize exactly what I've been doing, especially when I got home and my mother was there for once before she left for another business trip that will probably last weeks. 

	We had dinner together and I felt absolutely disgusted the whole time, because I still don't regret what I did with Adaline.

	It's just sexual at the end of the day, it only becomes a problem once it becomes something more than that—which it never will. This is just experimenting, nothing wrong with that because no one will ever know.

	I can't ignore Adaline any longer regardless, because we have a tutoring session today and the doorbell just rang, so I know she's here, even though she's like twenty minutes late.

	I open the door and there she stands, in a black mini skirt and black tank top. 

	Seriously, does she only own tank tops? To be fair, they do wonders for that tight little body.

	“Hey,” Adaline says casually.

	She doesn't let me respond before she waltzes into my house like she didn't give me the best orgasm of my life a few days ago, like I wasn't begging for her to eat me out.

	I quirk my eyebrows at her casual demeanour, but I am a little grateful she isn't hoarding this over me. I mean, I've berated her whole life for years for being bisexual and now I let her go down on me…and I loved it? If I were in her shoes, I wouldn't let me forget it, especially after avoiding her for days.

	“You're late,” I say, shaking my head of any other thoughts.

	“Yeah, I was just getting my grades for my maths exam,” she says, shrugging.

	“What did you get?” I find myself asking for some reason. Why do I care?

	“A plus, obviously.”

	Obviously. She's such a cocky little shit, but why is it so attractive? Also, why is my chest swelling up in… pride? Since when have I ever cared about what grades she gets?

	“How are you gonna celebrate?” I ask, trying to calm the swelling in my chest. She looks confused, so I clarify, “For getting a good grade.”

	“First of all, it’s a perfect grade,” she clarifies and I roll my eyes. “Also, why would I celebrate that?”

	Okay, celebrating good grades is not just a rich thing, even I know that.

	“That's what people do,” I say, bewildered at how confused she looks right now.

	“Do you?” she questions me curiously.

	I nod. “Yeah.”

	I've always celebrated getting good grades, whether that's by buying myself extravagant things or just treating myself. It's an achievement after all, especially when I've studied hard for something and it pays off.

	She shrugs. “I'm just used to it.”

	There's something different in her tone; her words may seem cocky, but it doesn't feel like it. For some reason I feel her tone nagging at my chest; she sounds so exhausted and casual at the same time and I can't wrap my head around it.

	“Working hard or getting perfect grades?”

	“Both.”

	I stare at her thoughtfully, digesting her words. The thought of celebrating doesn't even occur to her and for an unknown reason, that bothers me. 

	I always assumed she probably partied or celebrated in some way; I mean, she converses enough about how perfect her grades are, I always thought she did that because she was proud, she's clearly not proud enough.

	It isn't just because she's used to getting perfect grades, but it almost seems like she expects that of herself, so she can never celebrate it; it’s almost become monotonous. She's so used to it, to working hard and never having any time to stop and enjoy it.

	Her words from the day she was in my art room kept playing in my head. “I always thought learning how to play the piano would be cool.”

	I suppose I've never once not thought about celebrating an achievement, no matter how little. I'm aware that's because of the money I have and I'm also aware that I've thrown that in her face most of her life, so why am I suddenly feeling as though ice cold water is washing over me?

	No way; this won't do. I'm not letting her brush her achievement under the rug.

	“Come with me,” I say. I don't give her anytime to think before grabbing her hand and practically yanking her along with me.

	“Wait, where are you taking me?” she asks, confused, but I don't answer her, not until we've both reached my living room.

	I walk her towards the grand piano in the corner of the room—it's been collecting dust for quite some time. I let go of her hand and try not to dwell on the feeling of loss.

	“Sit.” I gesture towards the black piano bench.

	She raises her eyebrows. “I'm supposed to be tutoring you, Juliette.”

	“We can miss a day; I think this is more important,” I say waving off her concerns in a serious tone.

	“Playing the piano?” she retorts, amused.

	“Celebrating,” I clarify.

	Her eyes soften. “Juliette—”

	“Let me teach you how to play,” I plead and demand at the same time.

	I want to do this; I want to teach her something that she doesn't have to work hard at. She can have it for herself without any expectations or rules.

	“Fine,” she retorts and I'm shocked at how quickly she agreed, she really must want to learn how to play.

	She sits down and I take a seat next to her. My mother would kill me if she knew I was letting Adaline touch this piano. After all, it's a Steinway & Sons Fibonacci. Then again, she'd also kill me if she knew I begged Adaline to go down on me.

	“I'm going to start playing. Focus on my fingers and repeat what I'm doing once I'm done,” I tell her and she nods, already looking down at the keys in amazement.

	This is not the way to teach someone the piano, but then again, I've never taught anyone, so I'm just winging this whole thing.

	I begin playing the first few notes of Nuvolo Bianchi by Ludovico Einaudi. Maybe I should have picked something easier, but I want to play this song; it feels right to play this, with her.

	My fingers glide on the keys and I feel a rush of adrenaline take over my body. I haven't played in a while, I forgot how enticing it is.

	“Wow,” she whispers softly and I smile, feeling her eyes on me as I continue to play the notes slowly so she can remember.

	It's hard to focus on playing when her shoulder is pressed right next to mine and she's this close; I keep getting engulfed in her scent. 

	Why does she always smell so delightful? More importantly, why am I bothered by her scent when I've literally had my tongue inside her mouth before.

	“Your turn,” I say, stopping slowly and watch as she sighs, readying herself.

	She begins gliding her nimble fingers on the keys and of course, just like everything else, she's a natural at this too. I should be looking at her hands, but I'm not; I'm staring at her stunning face, which looks so captivated as she plays. 

	I feel my heart beating and my ears ringing, but I'm not sure if that's because of the music or if it's her.

	I've seen Adaline focused before, but I've never seen her like this; so free, so relaxed, and joyful. I've never seen her actually let go and it's thrilling; it's exhilarating.

	I didn't think it was possible for her to be more attractive than she already is, I mean, that would be unfair to the whole population. 

	Yet here she is, looking even more beautiful because excitement is scribbled all over her face.

	“This is so cool,” she mumbles under her breath like a child and an ache form in my chest.

	She should have been able to do this. She should have had the opportunity to do everything she desired; every kid should be able to. 

	Yet she didn't have that, she had to work, study, and live; all without parents, all while I constantly berated her and beat her down.

	Stop it. Stop feeling guilty. She's just your sex buddy, nothing more, nothing less.

	She stops playing and looks up at me, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Your turn.” She smiles softly and I almost combust.

	I clear my throat and nod, my hands moving back to the piano as I avoid her gaze. I feel myself becoming immersed in the music and it's starting to tug at me.

	“Why did you pick this song?” she asks me softly, almost in a whisper.

	My hands still for a moment, but I don't turn to her. I'm not sure what it is about Adaline Emery, but for some reason I want to tell her things, things so deeply embedded in my soul that I don't even want to tell myself. 

	“I used to play it all the time, especially during my mother’s birthdays. She always asked me to play after we cut her cake; she used to love it,” I say very softly, almost in a whisper.

	Mentioning my mother out loud makes my heart drop. I can't help it; I haven't mentioned her to Adaline in a while and it was very intentional. 

	I kissed a girl, I let her go down on me. If my mother ever found out, she would…hate me. I would be just like my father—a pervert, a degenerate, someone capable of hurting—

	“I don't think she could stop loving it; I don't see how anyone could.” Adaline cuts off my thoughts and I turn to look at her.

	I've never heard or seen her speak so softly before. She means what she just said; at least I hope she does. 

	Her eyebrows are furrowed gently and her green eyes hold an indescribable emotion, but I know it's not annoyance or hate—I know very well what those look like on her.

	Her eyes and her words wash a calm over me and instantly, I feel my hysteria melt away. It's okay, my mother would never find out about this. This is just experimenting anyway, I could never be like my father, I would never hurt my mother like him.

	I wouldn't. I promise I won't. What my mother doesn't know won't hurt her.

	“Ever since my father left, she just…stopped asking me to play,” I say with a sigh. I sound so pathetic complaining about my mother to someone who has no parents.

	“Maybe she doesn't have to ask, maybe you should play it anyway.”

	I want to yell and shout at her for being so soft and sweet for no reason, but I don't. instead, I lean forward and envelop her lips with my own…once again. 

	She kisses me back instantly, like it's second nature. The thought itself spurs me on. The kiss is gentle and serene, like she's telling me she understands, just by using her soft lips. 

	Girls have such soft lips; in fact, everything they have is soft and it's…comforting.

	She withdraws from my mouth and rests her forehead against mine. “This is actually a pretty good celebration,” she says with a smile.

	Her smile feels like a poison dart stabbing my chest; it's too genuine. I can't do this; we're treading into dangerous waters and I can't take it. 

	I have so many feelings swirling in my chest right now, but I'm only gonna focus on one—desire.

	“This isn't the only celebration,” I tell her huskily moving my lips to her neck.

	I teethe her supple skin, grazing and kissing; her moans are like music to my ears. We don't need this piano, we can make music another way—our own way.

	“Is that so?” she asks lazily, like she can't even focus on anything but my lips on her neck.

	I reluctantly leave her neck and I can hear her groan in response. God, that's hot. 

	I look deep into her gorgeous eyes before I speak. “Me eating you out is the other celebration,” I say as confidently as I can and it's worth it, because I can hear her breath hitch.

	“You don't have to…if you don't want to,” she says with concern and desire at the same time.

	That's the problem, I want to. All the time, I want my teeth, hands, and mouth on every crevice of her body.

	“I want to, more than I should…I'm just nervous it won't be good,” I admit ducking my head down a little.

	I mean, this is my first time doing anything sexual with a girl; with Adaline of all people. She's probably been with so many girls. Just the thought of which is sending a wave of fury down my throat and I don't know why. 

	What if I don't live up to anyone else? Why do I sound so pathetic right now?

	“Hey, don't do that,” she says putting a finger under my chin and lifting it. “Just do what feels right. You could never be bad at something; you're Juliette Kingston.”

	Is it possible to be turned on when someone says your full name like that? Is that like a kink of its own? Because I'm pretty sure I have it, especially since Adaline is the one saying it. 

	She's giving me power by saying my name and she's doing it on purpose. Her words give me all the confidence I need, maybe even too much—everyone knows power is the biggest turn on.

	Instantly, I stand up and move behind her and in front of the piano. I lean down and pull her stool a little further out and she gasps—probably because she's still on it. She tries to turn her body around, but I place my hands on her shoulders firmly.

	“Stay still,” I tell her firmly and she does just that like a good girl. “Keep playing the piano.”

	It takes a few seconds, but she complies and begins playing it. I suppress the urge to tell her how proud I am of her for learning the beginning of the piece so quickly.

	Instead, I get on my knees and crawl in front of her, right in front of the bench. She sees me and gulps, but doesn't stop playing. I love when she listens to me.

	I move my hands under her skirt, looking up at her for approval and she nods. I don't waste anytime yanking her panties off; I need to see her. I spread her legs as I see her biting down on her bottom lip, still playing.

	“Juliette …” she mutters breathlessly, but I can barely hear her; I'm too busy looking at her cunt.

	Oh my God. It's incredible—her smooth skin, her pussy that is so very wet. I feel captivated. She has her legs spread for me unashamedly and it's so sexy. She's dripping and it's all because of me.

	“Such a pretty little pussy,” I say darkly, not being able to take my eyes off it. 

	I keep my eyes on it as I begin peppering kisses on the insides of her thighs. I'm just going to do what feels right; what felt good for me when she did it and what I can tell her body responds to. I'm going to do what I want to, for the first time in my life.

	“Fuck,” she mumbles, already messing up a few of the notes, but I ignore it.

	I can't focus on anything but how good her whispers sound, how badly my own panties are getting soaked while I kiss her thighs, teasing her. Even her thighs are delicious; it's like she bathes in pure desire every night.

	“You're so wet baby, is that all for me?” I mumble against her inner thigh.

	She just whimpers in response and as much as I like how whiny she looks right now, I still want an answer. I need an answer.

	“Say it!” My tone is demanding, resolute.

	I need her to say it, to admit that her pussy wants me—needs me. I think I've always needed her to say it.

	“Yes, it's for you. It's all for you,” she whines, almost punching the piano keys.

	I like this—seeing her at my mercy—and she wants to be at my mercy. She looks so unbelievably sexy like this; I swear I could cum just by looking at her.

	“Such a good slut,” I compliment her in a dark chuckle and bite down on her thigh.

	Her body jerks and she bites her lip even harder. Clearly, she likes degradation and that works in my favour, because I love doing it. 

	I continue licking and teasing her inner thighs, trying to control myself from mauling her pussy. 

	My bite leaves a mark and I almost cum at the sight, it's like I've branded her. Oh my God.

	“Please,” Adaline moans. She's being so good; she's still playing the piano and she looks so desperate.

	I like it. Scratch that, I love it. I love how desperate she is for me, how badly she needs me. I just need to hear it now; I want her ravenous for me.

	“Beg for me.” I order her, smirking into her skin.

	“No.”

	She looks so annoyed right now, like she knew I would pull some shit like this, but can she blame me? Who wouldn't want a pretty girl begging for them?

	“Beg Adaline, don't make me tell you twice.” I warn her, my nails lightly digging into her thigh.

	She's such a petulant little brat; she can deny me all she wants outside this, but I know she wants me right now. So, she's going to have to beg for it, because that turns me on more than anything else could.

	“Please!” she whines again, louder this time and her hands stop playing, instead they move to steady herself on the bench.

	So cute. She has to steady herself because she's so desperate for me.

	“You can do much better than that.”

	She clenches her jaw. She looks so furious and whiny at the same time, it's delicious. I move closer to her cunt, hovering over it and looking up at her—telling her with my eyes that she needs to beg better.

	“Fuck,” she moans out, almost like she's in unbearable pain. “Please, eat my cunt, I need you so fucking badly, Juliette—”

	I can't take it anymore. I instantly plunge inside her, tongue first. I love shutting her devious little mouth up, silencing her. She rarely doesn't have something to say, so this silence is so addictive. 

	I hear her gasp, but I can't pay any attention to it, not when she tastes this perfect. 

	She tastes like pineapple and… my every darkest desire? Is that possible? why is this so perfect? Why is eating a girl out so utterly satisfying.

	“Fuck!” Adaline groans, but I can barely hear her because her pussy has entranced me.

	I feel her though; her hands moving to my hair as she tugs on it while I devour her. I can't get enough; I need every inch of her pussy inside my mouth. I suck on her little clit and apply some pressure and she answers by pushing my head further into her.

	Damn! She is so hot. It's like my mouth knows exactly what she needs, like my mouth was made exactly for this—for her.

	“You taste so perfect,” I say huskily into her pretty little pussy.

	I need her closer to me. I move my hands under her thighs and in one swoop, I pick her up, her legs now on my shoulders as I stand up.

	“Oh my God!” she yelps, almost shocked and turned on at the same time.

	Thank God for this cheerleader strength.

	I keep my tongue buried in her cunt as I turn her around, so her ass is planted on the bench but her back is leaning against the piano.

	She bumps into the piano, her back hitting it, causing the keys to protest loudly, but I don't care. Right now, this piano could be drenched in every remnant of her and I wouldn't even think of cleaning it.

	“Scream my name,” I mumble, circling her clit with my tongue.

	She needs to remember who is doing this to her, who is making her feel so good that she's moving her head from side to side like she can't bear to breathe, whose mouth she's grinding up against like a ravenous little slut.

	“Juliette!” she screams in a breathless moan.

	If I knew all it would take for her to listen to me was eating her out, I would have done that a long time ago, especially if I knew that tasting pussy would be this monumental.

	“Again.” I demand as I move my hands up her body, grabbing onto her perky tits.

	I wish she wasn't wearing a bra right now, still her tits feel so perfect in my hands. I keep tugging, and squeezing them.

	“Juliette!” she screams even louder, her face contorted in such pleasure that I can't breathe.

	Thankfully, I don't have to breathe; I can just keep sucking on her clit while thrusting in and out of her with my tongue as hard as I want. 

	I ponder about using my fingers, but I decide against it, I want to make her cum with just my mouth for now so she knows how just good I can be.

	“I'm g—gonna cum.” She grunts out, grinding her face into me reverently—harder.

	“Not yet,” I say, almost angrily. She whines in response, almost sobbing.

	I need more. She can't cum yet, not when I can't get enough of her taste, not when I want to remember how she tastes for the rest of my life. 

	I want to do this forever, to have my tongue inside her forever and for her to moan for me forever. She can't cum yet, I'm nowhere near done with her—

	“Please, please, let me cum,” she moans in a scream, almost ripping my hair follicles out.

	Never mind. How can I deny her when she begs like such a slut? When she is so desperate for me? If anything, now I need to watch her cum, she deserves this for putting up with all my shit. I've never seen her look like this before; so completely entranced in pleasure.

	“Fuck,” I groan, enamoured by how sexy she looks as she moans in pleasure. “Okay baby, it's okay. You can cum for me.”

	She was clearly waiting for permission because as soon as the words leave my mouth, I feel her legs wrapping around my head. She clenches around my tongue and I could die happy right now from that feeling.

	“Oh my fuck!” she screams out shivering as her chest violently heaves.

	Trapped in her cunt, my eyes stay on her face. She looks ethereal, so raw, so filthy as she cums because of me—for me. 

	I wish I could bottle this sight of her and keep it, so I could replay it whenever I want. It's the most priceless sight in the world.

	A few minutes go by and I watch as her legs relax around my head, but still remain draped on my shoulders. 

	She breathes in and out with her eyes closed, clearly unable to hide that massive grin on her face. I can't take my eyes off her, not for one second.

	“Are you sure that was your first time doing that?” she asks breathlessly, opening her eyes, there's a twinkle of amusement in them.

	“I'm a bit of a perfectionist.” I shrug in a mock confident way and she chuckles lazily.

	She thought I was good, well of course she did, I literally just made her cum. The pride that fills my chest is insurmountable; I've never felt this much pride in my entire life.

	Instead of responding to me, she clears her throat, moving her legs off my shoulders awkwardly. I'm not sure why, but I look away as she fishes for her panties. 

	I literally just ate her out, but the only time I feel shame is when she's getting changed again?

	How messed up am I?

	I want to do it again. I want to make her cum as many times as possible for the rest of my life and that is absolutely dangerous.

	I find myself sitting on the bench staring at the floor, then I hear her voice.

	“I think you're gonna get me addicted to this too,” she says the words so softly that it tears my heart a little.

	I want her to be addicted to it—addicted to me—so much so that I consume every single thought in her pretty little head. 

	I've always wanted that; in a different way, but I've always wanted her to be as consumed by me as I am by her.

	I look up and she's fully dressed, looking at me with a soft gaze. I smile at her lightly and she walks up to me and leans down, capturing my cheek in a soft kiss.

	I should tell her to stay, part of me wants to, but the other part knows I can't. So, I just let her kiss my cheek and walk away. 

	My eyes go back to the floor because I don't think I can bear to watch her leave. 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-EIGHT

	A d a l i n e

	For someone who insists she doesn't like girls, Juliette Kingston is…incredible at giving head. It's all I have been able to think about since yesterday when she was on her knees giving me the best orgasm I have ever received. 

	How did she do that? Beginner’s luck, that was it. But how is her luck that perfect?

	I swear I was seeing stars, that was when I actually began seeing again because I blacked out for a good five minutes. I didn't want to leave her, but when I did, I realized something…Juliette Kingston is not straight.

	It’s not surprising I didn’t realize sooner. While I’m fairly confident boasting about academic intelligence, it’s the complete opposite when it comes to emotional intelligence.

	I think deep down I've repressed any thought of her liking girls because then I would understand her messed up behaviour. However, I stopped repressing it and fully figured it out when I gave her head for the first time and she avoided me after. 

	I didn't make it weird because I knew she was nervous and needed some time to face me again without being embarrassed.

	We've all been there.

	It should make me angry, feral in frustration that the girl who berated me for liking girls actually might like girls herself. I think deep down I am angry, but maybe even happ—

	No! I can't dwell on it. It doesn't matter if she's a lesbian, because she will chalk up what we're doing as experimenting and probably grow up to marry some rich man who is a prick.

	It's not my place to bring it up or focus on it anyway, she's just my tutee and sort of my sex buddy, it's not in my place to help her understand her internalized homophobia. I could care less.

	I can just carry on enjoying the benefits of our situation, which are absolutely incredible. I need to get my hands on her again, I'm practically foaming at the mouth because of her. 

	I would have gone over to her house today, but I had to work straight after school. I could text her now, but I think I should give her a day or two.

	Or am I giving myself the time to relax? Because for some reason, I feel heavy hands around my throat if I think about her for too long. She didn't just give me head yesterday, she also…taught me how to play the piano.

	She didn't make fun of me for not knowing how to, but she taught me something genuinely. 

	She was so radiant, so utterly talented when she played those notes, so I couldn't grasp the fact that her mother hasn't asked her to play for a while. Why would anyone not want to hear how angelic the notes sound coming from Juliette?

	Stop it!

	“You okay? you seem distracted today,” Miss Kim says, snapping me out of my thoughts, her eyebrows raised in concern.

	My shift ended some time ago; I'm just helping clean up while I spend my entire time thinking about Juliette. It has to be because I'm horny. Like we agreed before, that's all it is. Right?

	“Yeah, sorry. I'm just distracted,” I say with a sigh, wiping the counter down.

	She snatches the cloth out of my hand. “Your shift is over anyway, go sit with your friends.” She gestures towards Victoria and Aryan who are sitting at one of the tables next to the door where they are both engrossed in their own conversation. They often wait for me to finish my shifts so we can hang out after.

	“But—”

	“No. You're always staying behind to clean, so go!” She shoos me away, amused. “Also, tell your friends to stop tipping hundreds—”

	“So, should I tell them to tip more? Got it.” She shakes her head amused at my words and I kiss her cheek quickly.

	I mean come on, my friends are millionaires, the least they could do is tip a gracious amount, especially for Miss Kim.

	I bid her goodbye as she walks to the back and I undo my apron, slotting it under the counter as I walk towards my friends. They both look heated, veins raging, voices raised.

	“Hey losers,” I say sliding into the booth next to Aryan and opposite Victoria. They both ignore my words and look as if they're in some sort of heated debate. God knows what it's about this time. 

	I always seem to be the mediator in these debates because half the time, I don't care what they're debating about. I spend this time going on my phone, wondering whether or not to text Juliette.

	I didn't really see her much at school today besides when we both had our science test in the morning. I was so close to talking to her before, but I refrained. We agreed to not make anything suspicious at school. However, I did spend the whole time worrying about how the test was for her, rather than actually focusing on my own test, which is a first.

	I'm sure she did well, we'll find out in like two days anyway. She has to have done well, otherwise she gets kicked off the team and I don't get my letter sent off, which is clearly all I care about.

	“Well, what do you think?” Aryan asks abruptly, stopping their argument and looking at me as Victoria mirrors his movements.

	Do they not realize that I have literally not been here for the entirety of their conversation?

	“About what?” I quirk my eyebrow confused, as I put my phone face down, trying not to think any more about Juliette.

	It's probably an important debate, considering how engrossed the two of them look right now, especially Aryan, whose face is completely red and he's almost…panting.

	“Blondes or brunettes?” Victoria clarifies, not missing a beat.

	Never mind.

	I shrug. “I prefer bald people actually.”

	They both stare at me for a few moments, almost like a deadpan look and glare at the same time and I stifle a laugh. 

	They both sigh deeply, completely ignoring my words and go back to arguing.

	“Brunettes are clearly superior lovers,” Victoria says, raising her voice.

	Aryan grimaces. “First of all, lovers? Ew. Secondly, blondes are way better, they're kinder, hotter—”

	“You went out with one blonde!” Victoria interjects, reading my mind.

	“My point still stands. He was the best out of all of my boyfriends. Kai isn't even blonde anyway—”

	She shrugs cutting him off. “He's originally a brunette, so my point stands.”

	Aryan pouts, furrowing his eyebrows as he tries his best to look angry, but it never works, he is literally the epitome of sunshine.

	“Addie?” They both turn to me in unison, asking for my opinion.

	I open my mouth to give one of my usual sarcastic responses because who wouldn't? This debate is utterly ridiculous. I swear these two argue over the most idiotic shit.

	“Real answer. No sarcasm.” Victoria cuts me off with a warning and I narrow my eyes at how well she knows me.

	I sigh. “Blondes.”

	I'm not sure why I said that, it was more of a reflex than anything else, because I genuinely don't have a type, at least I think I don't. Aryan smiles widely at my words shooting a smug look toward Victoria.

	“Not fair! She's only saying that because of Juliette,” Victoria says, whining.

	I shake my head instantly. “No way. I hate her, so that makes no sense.”

	Juliette Kingston is not the only blonde on the planet, nor will she ever be the only one. I didn't say that because of her; I didn't.

	She scoffs. “Yeah, you hate her so much you went down on her.”

	“And she went down on you,” Aryan adds, giggling as they high-five.

	How did this turn from a debate into everyone picking on me? This is why I shouldn't get involved in their bickering.

	“Didn't you describe it as…mind blowing?” Aryan says, wiggling his eyebrows at me.

	“I believe she said it was the best she ever had,” Victoria adds, laughing loudly.

	Both her and Aryan are now giggling at my words, clearly having forgotten about whatever this debate was about. 

	I self-consciously look over to Miss Kim who is thankfully still at the back of the kitchen. So, she isn't hearing the teasing that I'm being subjected to right now.

	“I'm never telling you guys anything again,” I grumble, glaring at them.

	That's obviously a lie, I tell them everything. It's not like I can speak to anyone else about it, especially not Adam, as he's made it clear that he dislikes Juliette and her family. We haven't even spoken about Juliette again since he spoke to her that day.

	I told my friends about what happened with Juliette as soon as I got home yesterday. They were shockingly ecstatic, although they are probably just happy that I am finally getting benefits from our situation.

	Aryan shrugs, smiling. “I'm just glad it finally happened.”

	It does shock me how quickly they've changed their tune though—both my friends went from despising her to being glad that she ate me out. Then again, they admitted that they thought this was a long time coming. I'm still annoyed about that little bet.

	“Me too. Now I can stop feeling guilty about dating Kai,” Victoria adds.

	I furrow my eyebrows at Victoria. “What do you mean?”

	She sighs. “Well, I felt guilty because he's best friends with a known homophobe who made your life a living hell. It's one of the reasons I was so reluctant to date him in the first place.”

	I guess she is right. Juliette is a known homophobe, but for some reason, Kai being friends with her never bothered me. I never even questioned why a good guy like him would be friends with a bitch like her, mostly because I didn't care about either of them, but also deep down, I just thought it made sense.

	“Yeah, but Kai is a great guy,” I say, trying to alleviate her guilt and they both nod.

	“You're as good as the people you associate yourself with,” she says seriously and then continues. “He always tried to convince me that she's a good person, which I still doubt, but I think I always knew deep down he had a good reason for being friends with her, like her being a closeted lesbian.”

	Closeted lesbian. The phrase itself garners sympathy from me, but also an ounce of fury.

	Aryan nods thoughtfully. “Yeah, it doesn't excuse her behaviour, but I can understand it. I think we all knew deep down.”

	We? Who is we? Because it sure isn't me.

	“Yeah, I'm still on the fence about asking Kai to be my boyfriend until I see that Juliette has become less of a bully though. I don't care how closeted she is.”

	I for one had no idea that she was a lesbian or even liked girls in the slightest. 

	Clearly, my friends have been theorising for a lot longer than me and they don't even know about her father, yet they still put two and two together about her internalized homophobia. At this point, I can't even feel guilty for potentially outing Juliette to them because clearly, they already knew.

	Was it that obvious?

	Forget being obvious, is it considered normal that being gay automatically means you can bully other people and chalk it up to internalized homophobia? 

	I sure as hell have dealt with a lot of traumas myself, but I didn't take it out on other people, not once.

	No. No. The rational part of me understands that her behaviour can be explained. The other part of me cannot explain it or doesn't want to. 

	Once I start doing that, it changes things. I need to believe that she still hates me regardless of whether it's homophobic or not. I can't let the lines blur, I can't. 

	All I need to do is tutor her and occasionally use her and let her use me when we're both horny. Then, as soon as we leave Richmond, I won't ever see Juliette again.

	I shake my head of any thoughts and change the subject. “Let's go get ice cream.” 

	***

	It's one of the most important basketball games for Victoria today; it's the first match of the season and scouts are gonna be attending. 

	It starts in around twenty minutes, but Aryan and I have been here for around an hour, helping to set up.

	“You're gonna kick ass, don't worry,” I say, watching her dribble the ball.

	“Just stay focused, don't even think about the scouts,” Aryan adds sorting out the water bottles on the benches.

	“I know, I've got this,” she says, breathing heavily and focusing on the ball.

	She's ferocious when it comes to sports; her effort completely concentrated. Her hair in braids and her blue and white uniform looking neat; it won't last though as soon as she starts playing.

	Before I can give her any more pep talk, I hear the gymnasium doors opening up. My head snaps towards the door and I see Kai walking in with a massive grin and equally as massive sign that reads: Victoria is my MVP!

	I can't even pay attention to how incredibly adorable that is, because trudging behind him is…Juliette. I feel my breath leave my body when I see her. 

	She's sporting a strangely simple outfit today—a white crop top, light blue baggy jeans, and a black race car jacket. She looks as stunning as she usually does, especially her toned midriff which I seriously cannot stop staring at.

	I can't take my eyes off her and I feel like my mouth has turned drier than the Sahara Desert. Flashbacks are hitting me at lightning speed; me on my knees, her picking me up and eating me out like some Greek god with insane strength.

	I don't think I even blink until she comes right in front of me and Kai yelps, running toward Victoria and hugging her.

	“Look what the cat dragged in,” I comment, my eyes raking up and down her body.

	I feel her eyes doing the same to me. We're in public right now, so we can't exactly make it obvious that we've both eaten each other out at this point, although I can't stop thinking about it and I want to do it again all the time.

	“Kai forced me to come,” she explains in a disgruntled tone. She's being unusually casual, acting as if she didn't pick me up and eat me out against her piano two days ago. Then again, we're in public and she excels at putting a mask on in front of other people.

	I still can't look away from her. It's different being in a room with her now. I feel completely magnetised to her and clearly, she does too, because she's staring at me with…hunger. I swear I could lean forward right now and envelop her body with mine.

	I like that things are rarely awkward with us; we just go back to how we always behave with each other. It's sort of…calming actually. 

	I want to ask her how she found the science test yesterday, but I don't, there's no need to act like I care. I don't care outside tutoring.

	“People are coming in, let's go get the good seats,” Aryan says, snapping us out of this staring contest.

	I look toward him and he's already walking up the stands. Kai gives Victoria a quick peck and then follows Aryan. 

	I'm about to follow too, until I see Juliette walking up to Victoria, so I decide to follow her instead, because knowing Juliette, she's about to do something infuriating right now.

	“Victoria,” she greets her disdainfully.

	“Juliette,” Victoria responds with contempt.

	I feel like I should say my name right now too, but I think I'll refrain.

	“So am I to assume that you and Kai are dating now?” Juliette asks, crossing her arms over her stomach.

	“Yes.” Victoria nods, still bouncing the basketball with her eyes trained on Juliette.

	Juliette tilts her head to the side. “So does this mean you're going to cut out all your hot and cold shit?”

	“Hey—” I try to interject.

	Victoria cuts me off softly. “Let her speak, I know you already spoke to Kai.”

	I want to say no, but I can't; she is right. I practically threatened Kai even when I knew he was harmless. I had to though, it's the duty of a best friend, so I guess Juliette also has to. 

	Juliette shoots me a smug look when I clamp my mouth shut and I want to kick the shit out of her for it.

	She continues sardonically. “Kai really likes you, count yourself lucky because he's a great guy.”

	“He is,” Victoria agrees stiffly.

	Juliette leans closer into her. “If you hurt him, I will ruin you and we both know I'm not bluffing when I say that.”

	I know she isn't bluffing. Victoria is filthy rich, but not on the same level as Juliette. I don't think Juliette would ever physically ruin her, but she sure would try and make her life hell. 

	She would have to go through me first of course, but I think secretly she'd revel in it.

	“Understood,” Victoria says confidently, not unwavering even once.

	Juliette just scoffs and walks up the stands to go find a seat. Victoria turns to me and just shrugs, giving me an amused smile. Then I pull her into a quick hug to ease her nerves.

	“Good luck with the game,” I tell her, kissing the side of her head.

	“Thanks,” she mumbles nervously and I give her one last pat on the back before I walk away.

	As I'm walking up the stands, I see that Kai and Aryan are sitting right at the end with Juliette next to them. So, in order to sit next to my friends, I'm gonna have to sit next to…Juliette. For some reason it's not bothering me nearly as much as I thought it would.

	I sit next to her and instantly feel engulfed in her scent. I hold in my breath a little, so I don't have to breathe it in. She's just scrolling through her phone and I should probably just sit and be quiet as the game is about to start.

	But that's no fun.

	“You think Kai is too good for her, don't you?” I turn to Juliette with an irritated tone.

	“Obviously, she keeps leading him on,” she retorts pompously.

	I clench my jaw at the way she's narrowing her eyes at me, but also, I feel a tingle run through my body. I used to hate arguing with Juliette, at least I thought I did. No wonder my friends could feel all the tension; it's palpable.

	“She wants him. She just has a hard time showing it,” I say and I don't know why I'm even explaining it to her. I just want her to know that Victoria does like him. I don't want her to dislike Victoria any further, for some reason I'm starting to care about her opinion.

	She shrugs. “When you want someone, you get over the hard stuff.”

	Her casual demeanour and the smooth way she's delivering these words makes me clench my fists. What would she even know about wanting someone? She doesn't even want her own boyfriend, clearly.

	“She wants to get over it and that counts for something,” I say seriously. The buzzer rings, garnering my attention to the game. “Now, shut up and watch the game.”

	“Shut up and watch the game.” She mimics me like a little child.

	I scoff. “You are so immature.”

	“You are so annoying,” she retorts.

	“Bitch.”

	“Cunt.”

	“Can you both shut up? We can hear you arguing from here,” Aryan says loudly, my eyes snap to him and he's shooting me a smirk as is Kai.

	“She started it,” Juliette and I grumble in unison and they both chuckle in response.

	I swear Aryan and Kai have become best friends now, mostly because Kai has spent a lot of time hanging around Victoria and us. I do like talking to him, but I've mostly kept him at an arm’s length, only because he's Juliette's best friend. 

	I don't think she'd appreciate me crossing any lines with him. I don't think I want to either. Clearly, she hasn't told him about our arrangement and I don't want to make anything suspicious.

	I ignore Juliette and focus my eyes on the game hollering loudly anytime Victoria scores—which is very often. 

	More people shuffle into the stands as they walk in and I see her parents walk in and take their seats. Instantly, it's like Victoria changes from bright and bubbly to stoic and focused during the game.

	“Come on Victoria!” I cheer loudly and everyone does the same, especially Kai, he's screaming at the top of his lungs with his sign in the air. 

	I try my best not to waver my eyes towards my right, so I can see Juliette, but I feel like I'm fighting every inch of my being.

	“No way! That was a three second violation!” Juliette hollers out almost screaming at the referee.

	This time I have to look at her, which I do. She's heated, her face red and her hair dishevelled. It's so sexy, so incredibly attractive, but adorable at the same time.

	“I take it you like basketball?” I ask, amused and she doesn't even take her eyes off the game.

	“I'm a cheerleader, I like pretty much every sport,” she retorts in an obvious tone, then adds. “Victoria is pretty good.”

	I don't think she's ever been to one of our school basketball games, but clearly, she's elated by the look on her face.

	“She's amazing,” I correct her, proudly watching as my best friend works her magic.

	I don't know a single thing about basketball; all I really know is that scoring is a good thing and anytime Victoria has the ball, it's my job to cheer for her. 

	I keep sneaking glances towards Juliette and every time I do, I feel my heart dropping. Why does she look so pretty today? I mean, she's always beautiful, but lately every time I look at her, it's like she's…glowing?

	It feels like pure agony sitting next to her, knowing that I can't touch her. I've been so used to free reign because of how much I've been at her home and she's been at mine.

	I feel my hands itching and burning like acid is being poured down my back. My fingers are playing with the sides of my chair because if I spot, I'll reach out to her. 

	She's my forbidden temptation, because I hate her so terribly, but I want nothing more than to touch her right now; to feel her soft skin underneath my finger tips and have her writhe under me like she did the other day. 

	I've never wanted to touch anyone more than I want to touch her and it's terrifying and bothering me beyond belief. 

	“Hey, Adaline.” A chipper voice snaps me out of my tumultuous thoughts and I turn to my left.

	It's Alex Smith, the captain of the Lacrosse team and one of my friends, I guess? He's one of the few people at this school who hasn't berated or avoided me because of Juliette, which is why I can never say no to going to his parties. 

	Seeing him reminds me of how I punched that blonde loser at his party.

	“Hey Alex, what's up?” I question, slightly confused as to why he is approaching me during the game.

	He holds out a red slushy is in his right hand toward me. “They were selling these outside and I know how much you like—”

	“She likes the raspberry one more.” A cruel voice interrupts him and it's Juliette.

	I turn to my right and give her a look, telling her to shut her mouth. She has a frown etched onto her face, her eyes narrowed as she rakes her eyes up and down Alex's frame. How does she even know that I like raspberry slushies?

	“Actually, I like strawberry too, thanks,” I say, turning back to Alex and taking the slushy.

	He is positively blushing, his pale white face turning a shade redder. Alex is quite handsome, with his blonde buzzed hair and hazel eyes and who can forget those adorable glasses.

	He scratches the back of his neck then says, “Yeah, listen I was thinking…I have a party coming up in a few weeks, if you want to go as my da—”

	“She's not interested, fuck off Alex.” Juliette cuts him off again. At this point, her whole body is turned towards Alex, she isn't even focusing on the match anymore.

	“Woah, relax.” He holds his hand up nervously in defence.

	I'm about to open my mouth to scold Juliette for being so rude for no reason, but she speaks again in a cold tone. “Don't make me tell you twice.” she warns him, her tone incredibly low.

	For some reason, it sends a shudder down my spine and it's making me…wet. I literally have to close my thighs because of her voice. Who can blame me though? Her stern voice is incredibly annoying, but hot at the same time.

	“Ignore her, Alex,” I tell him, because he's practically shuddering.

	I can feel Juliette's eyes boring into my side, but I don't give her the satisfaction of looking her way.

	He sighs. “I'll just talk to you later.” He frowns before walking back down the stands.

	I turn to Juliette, feeling bothered at this point. “What the fuck is wrong with you—?”

	“Why is Alex buying you slushies?” She cuts me off coldly, completely ignoring my words.

	I look around to see if anyone else can see how insane she's acting, but Kai and Aryan are engrossed in their own conversation.

	“Because he's a nice guy. Why are you being such a bitch to him?” I question, baffled at how cold her demeanour is right now.

	I'm about to take a sip of the slushie, but she gives me a dangerous look and for some reason, it makes me put it down into the cup holder.

	She clenches her jaw. “I just don't like him.”

	“You don't like anyone.”

	“Yeah, especially you.”

	I scoff in a dark chuckle. “You sure liked me when you had your tongue in my—”

	“Shut up,” she tells me, her face turning fifty shades redder as she looks around to see if anyone heard.

	I stifle a chuckle at her red face, but any remnant of humour is wiped off my face when I see how nervous she's starting to look. I follow her line of vision and she's looking around; a few people are staring at us weirdly.

	I didn't even realize how weird this would be for everyone else—us sitting together; everyone knows we hate each other. I guess I didn't really care or think about what anyone else would think. She clearly forgot too, but now it seems like it's dawned on her. 

	She clears her throat and stands up slowly. “These seats are too high up.” I hear her tell Kai, but I feel like she's telling me too.

	She doesn't wait for a response as she walks down the stands, finding another place to sit. 

	I turn to Aryan and Kai who are both giving me a look that seems almost as if it's sympathy and I'm not sure why; I could care less where Juliette sits.

	It doesn't matter at the end of the day. It doesn't matter that we're enemies with benefits or that sometimes, when no one is watching, a tender moment passes between us, which I think about for days on end. 

	At the end of the day, we still hate each other, especially in front of other people. People think that she despises me and she will always abide by what other people think.

	Nothing has changed.

	

	 

	



	
Chapter TWENTY-NINE

	J u l i e t t e

	Everything has changed.

	Slowly but surely, everything is changing and it's all because of Adaline Emery. 

	For starters, I'm waking up with dislike for her, rather than full blown contempt, as usual.

	Then we have the fact that every waking moment of everyday I want my hands on her, especially yesterday during the basketball game. I was completely entranced in our conversion that I didn't even realize I was sitting next to her and that people were staring, baffled at how I was sitting next to the girl I hate.

	Thankfully, I left and sat somewhere else. I didn't even stay for the full game, because I couldn't trust myself not to go back to Adaline, especially with that loser, Alex, hovering over her. 

	I don't even want to think about him right now. Pure, hot rage travels through my body when I think of him. 

	Regardless, too many things are changing lately, but the biggest change so far is…passing my biology exam.

	With a 'B'. That's right, a 'B'!

	I almost passed out when I got the news this morning and the first person I wanted to tell was Adaline. I wanted to tell her straight away, but I didn't see her all day at school today; she was probably busy with stem club or studying in the library—she practically lives there. So, I texted her when I got home and finally, an hour later, my doorbell rang.

	I instantly know that it's her. I practically run down the stairs and don't waste any time opening the door. There she stands, still in her school uniform, with that leather jacket she always seems to be sporting.

	Seeing her like this, knowing that I could pull her in for a kiss so easily and she wouldn't back away—or recoil—the thought itself is so calming. 

	Sometimes, it's hard to comprehend the fact that we're allowed to touch each other, that we're enemies with benefits or whatever the term is—it doesn't really matter.

	Her eyebrows are etched in concern. “Did you pass—”

	“I got a B!” I cut her off, unable to hold back my excitement.

	It happens swiftly; first her concerned face slowly morphs into a beaming smile and then before I know it, she's barrelled her way into me. Adaline is hugging me, her arms wrapped around my neck as she holds on tightly. 

	I feel as though I'm frozen in state and my usually slow-paced heartbeat is about to fall out of my chest. Her scent is entrancing me as is her warm embrace.

	She feels warm and strong. Somehow, I can feel the vibrations of her pride through her body. It sounds insane, but I can feel how proud she is of me and it's absolutely addictive. I want so desperately to melt into her arms and hug her back, but before I can, she pulls away.

	Her face reddens. “Shit, sorry.”

	I've never seen her cheeks look so vividly rosy before, it's so endearing. The way her green eyes are darting everywhere, but to me.

	I clear my throat. “N—no, it's fine.” 

	I liked it. I shouldn't, but I do.

	She just scratches the back of her neck with her right hand and it makes me notice the flowers that she's holding in her left. I didn't even notice them when I first saw her; she must have been hiding them behind her back.

	“Are those for me?” I ask gesturing to the flowers. I try my best not to sound too hopeful, but I can't help it.

	She nods stiffly. “Well, you did say that you usually celebrate getting good grades and I know these are your favourite…so yeah.”

	Adaline pushes out the flowers toward me rather abruptly and I take them, trying to calm my erratic heartbeat. They're gardenias, a moderately sized bouquet.

	She got me my favourite flowers?

	“You just had this behind your back? What if I didn't pass?” I ask, baffled.

	She shrugs. “I would have given them to someone who did.”

	I bite the inside of my cheek and stifle a smile at her sarcasm. Then I roll my eyes too, but before I can respond, she speaks again. “I knew you were going to pass,” she murmurs softly.

	I sigh deeply at her words, unable to fight off the wood-splintering, painfully wide smile that hits my face. She actually believed in me?

	“How did you know gardenias are my favourite?” I ask, almost in a hushed whisper as I play with the soft petals.

	The flowers are the most beautiful flowers I have ever seen and I think that's only because she's the one giving them to me.

	Adaline looks at me as if my question is ridiculous. “Do you remember when we had that flower and leaf dissecting task in year eight? You threw a whole tantrum and refused to take part. Even back then, you were dramatic.”

	I smile fondly, thinking back on the memory. She's right, even back then I was exceedingly dramatic. I even threatened to fire our old science teacher. 

	I did win in the end though, like I always do. The teacher swapped out gardenias for roses. 

	I remember how Adaline mocked me for it and then shredded up some gardenias and planted them in my locker. I was innately furious.

	Ah. Good times.

	“You remember that?” I breathe out the words in shock.

	She furrows her eyebrows. “I don't have dementia, Juliette.”

	It's so normal to her, so unbelievably normal that she remembers something like that, something that I myself almost forgot over the years. 

	I don't even know anyone else who could remember my favourite flowers like that or the memories attached to it.

	Why must she do this? Why must she make my heart beat like this? Why can I not form any thoughts around her? 

	She goes from hating me one moment to doing things like this, is it just because she's a good person? My brain has gone from hating her mere presence to being completely blank around her. We're supposed to be enemies with benefits, nothing more, nothing less.

	Why is she torturing me like this?

	I let out a deep, disgruntled sigh. “I really fucking hate you.”

	She looks utterly confused at my words, maybe even slightly affronted. Until I put the flowers on the small table next to the front door and pull her into my arms, kissing her. 

	I can't wait any longer, no one's here. It's time to start making good on our deal.

	I walk her backwards, using my free hand to close my front door and pushing her against it. She gasps into my mouth and moves her hands towards my waist, pulling me closer.

	Kissing Adaline has become so customary when we are in our homes, like it's second nature. It's starting to feel like second nature even outside of the comfort of my own home and that's dangerous.

	She tastes like minty toothpaste and watermelon ChapStick, but most of all, she tastes like herself; the best taste on the planet. My hands wander over her body as I slip my tongue in her mouth, our kisses becoming sloppier and hotter by the second.

	“Don't you think I deserve a little reward for passing?” I murmur against her lips, detaching for just a second.

	I don't have to worry about anything in my own home. I can ask for whatever I want and do whatever she wants me to do. I can be as filthy as I desire. 

	She stares deeply into my eyes as I rest my forehead against hers.

	My hands wander inside her jacket, caressing her waist and tugging at her body, teasing her relentlessly, but also desperately trying to refrain from ripping her clothes off.

	“Yeah …” Adaline says in a low tone, but then her face morphs into worry, “I think you do, but what about your maids?”

	I chuckle darkly. “I gave them time off.” I lean closer to her, hovering over her lips. “We have the whole house to ourselves.”

	I actually gave them time off as soon as my mother left for her business trip. I always do that. Of course, without my mother's knowledge. Thank God I did, otherwise the maids would have had front row tickets to me eating Adaline out.

	Adaline bites her lip, smirking at my response and before I know it, she plants her lips back onto mine, while picking me up at the same time. Reflexively, I gasp and wrap my legs around her waist as she holds me tightly.

	For someone who despises working out, she sure is strong; it's so sexy.

	She continues kissing me while walking me towards and up my stairs and it's the hottest thing alive. We almost trip a few times going up the stairs and I find myself giggling against her lips as she does the same.

	I don't let go of her though and neither does she. She isn't like me—someone who lets go when they're afraid. At least, one of us is strong enough to keep holding on.

	We eventually reach my bedroom and I continue kissing her, open mouthed, as her hand grips my ass tightly. She walks me towards my bed and I feel myself falling onto the bed as she falls on top of me, carefully. 

	I love this—having her on top of me. She detaches her lips from mine and stares at me carefully.

	“Are you sure?” she asks me gently, her hands caressing my face.

	Am I sure? My whole body is in agony when I'm not around her, when I'm not touching her or when she's not touching me. I feel like I could burst into a pit of flames if she doesn't screw me right now. I don't think I've ever been more sure of anything else in my entire life.

	I nod enthusiastically. “I am, are you?”

	“Always.”

	Just those words are enough to make me wetter than I already am. This is really happening, we're gonna explore each other's bodies in a deeper way than we have before. 

	I should be nervous—I am slightly—but I feel like I know her body like the back of my hand and she knows mine too.

	Better than anyone.

	I reach forward to try and envelop her lips with mine again, but she moves back. I look at her worried and longingly before she begins stripping. I gawk at her and lean back, enjoying the show.

	First, she takes off her jacket swiftly, like just having it on is burning her skin. She's a little slower when it comes to undoing her navy-blue tie. Then the rest of her clothes are slowly being discarded; every button, every zipper. It's torturous to watch. It's as if she is my very own personal stripper.

	Unable to contain my lust, I stand up and avert my eyes from her body, deciding to take my own clothes off hastily. 

	I practically rip off my black sweater and grey sweatpants. I hurriedly unclip my bra and let it fall to the ground. I'm about to take my black lace panties off too, but before I do, I look up.

	Adaline is in the same predicament as me, as she stands in front of me only in her red lace panties and I find my mouth watering. Like it's some sort of ritual, we stand there in front of each other and take our underwear off almost at the same time.

	It should feel awkward, regardless of our agreement, I mean, we hate each other, yet here we are stripping for each other as if it's the most intimate thing in the world.

	I can't even think of being self-conscious right now, no matter how nervous I am, because I can't take my eyes off Adaline's body.

	Her body looks like it was sculpted by the Greek gods themselves—absolutely exquisite. Her delicious waist is impossibly narrow; her hips are the same. 

	I bite my lip, gawking at her toned stomach and arms. She's naturally lean, not to mention those smooth thighs and it has my mouth watering. 

	Then there's her tits; so perky and round, slightly bigger than my own. I should be jealous of how perfect they are, but I'm not; I want them—I want her.

	I've never desired anyone more. My gaze lowers to her smooth cunt and I feel my mind spurring me on. How can someone be so utterly perfect? How did I not see this any sooner?

	“You're so fucking beautiful, Juliette,” she says, snapping me out of my trance.

	She's looking at me with pure hunger and something softer I can't quite decipher. I've never had anyone look at me like this before. 

	People tell me I'm beautiful and I know I am, but not like this. I feel my heart tearing at her words and gaze.

	“You are perfect, Adaline,” I whisper back to her, my tone shaky.

	We're being so soft for people who hate each other, but I wouldn't have it any other way right now. She's not the girl I hate right now, she's Adaline—the girl I'm about to have sex with.

	She smiles softly and takes slow strides towards me, but I can't take it anymore. I rush towards her and envelop her in a kiss, our naked bodies intertwining. My hands wander every inch of her skin; all that repressed desire oozing out of my body.

	This is all I've been able to think about since I went down on her, I need more of her. Why do I always need more of her?

	I feel her soft hands moving toward my ass and grabbing it roughly and mine move to her pretty little tits. I palm and grasp them; boobs are so sexy. Who would have thought?

	I feel her tongue slipping into my mouth as I kiss her back reverently like I cannot possibly get enough of her mouth and body. 

	She then walks me to the edge of my bed and I pull her down with me as we fall into the bed.

	We continue kissing reverently as I move backwards towards the headboard. Meanwhile, she doesn't waste any time straddling my leg and I gasp into her mouth, feeling how wet her pussy is.

	It's the most unbelievable feeling in the world, knowing that she's so wet because of me.

	“Fuck yeah,” I groan once I detach my lips from hers. I move them to her neck mumbling against it. “Ride me, baby.”

	She moans as I claw and teethe at her neck and I can feel her wetness grinding into me even harder. 

	It's so sexy; the way she's using me to make herself feel so good. I decide to help her by pushing my knee further up.

	“Fuck,” she moans, rocking her cunt back and forth on my knee like an animal.

	I continue nipping at her neck, my eyes still watching her every move and I feel myself gushing more and more. I can't take it anymore. She's too hot, too unbearable.

	She's so free and attentive, she doesn't have to ignore me or run from me, she can just use me.

	I move my lips away from her neck and look deep into her glazed eyes. “Open your mouth.”

	Without a second thought, she opens her mouth, her face still construed in absolute pleasure, while she continues grinding on my thigh. She's such a good girl, so obedient for me.

	I take two of my fingers and slip them inside her mouth and watch as her eyes darken. 

	She obediently sucks on my fingers without so much as a word and I feel myself dripping. Every single thing she does is hot. 

	Her lips are so plump around my fingers, completely bruised from the kisses we've shared.

	“Such a slutty little mouth,” I say huskily, completely awestruck by her mouth.

	She responds by biting lightly on my fingers and grinding harder onto my thigh and I smirk at how much of a brat she is.

	My brat.

	I take my fingers out of her mouth and move them to my own cunt, using her wetness to please myself. She rests her forehead against mine as I rub my swollen clit. It feels so good touching myself for her while she gets off on my thigh.

	“Yeah, touch yourself for me baby,” she groans, her tone incredibly low.

	She looks so smug and pleased that I'm touching myself because of how hot she looks and that only makes my clit swell even more. 

	I continue rubbing circles as I watch her eyes roll back in pleasure. My thigh is positively dripping right now and I wouldn't have it any other way.

	“You're so fucking hot.” I moan out the words in a whine as I rub myself harder, watching her.

	I'm so painfully close and it's embarrassing how quick I cum anytime Adaline even looks at me. Who could blame me? Have you seen her?

	“Make yourself cum for me,” she demands, her tone belligerent as she rocks harder against me.

	“Cum with me,” I retort, spitting the words out like it's an order.

	I need her to cum with me, to feel her come undone on my thigh while I touch myself for her. 

	My gaze can't stop traveling to every inch of her petite body; her tits, her cunt, and that stunning face.

	She whimpers as I rock my thigh up against her cunt and speed up my own ministrations. I feel the high coming up, my brain being overcome with pure heat and my legs starting to shake violently.

	“Oh my fuck!” Adaline screams out, her cunt throbbing against my thigh and her eyes rolling to the back of her skull.

	“Fuck,” I moan at the same time, incredibly loudly, my hands tugging at the back of her hair.

	I find myself being pushed over the edge watching her cum—she looks so ethereal, too perfect to be real that it makes me cum in response.

	We both shudder against each other, our hips jerking and chests heaving. She plants her lips back onto mine, helping me ride out my incredible orgasm and I feel her shivering against me, clearly still riding out her own.

	This orgasm feels like the tip of the iceberg. It's so incredible, but I want more. 

	Adaline has opened up the floodgates, both metaphorically and literally. It seems as though she reads my mind because she detaches her lips from mine.

	Her hands move to my thighs and swiftly she flips us both over, so now I'm straddling her stomach. I marvel at her agility, but before I can say anything, she speaks.

	“Sit on my face.” She orders me breathlessly, her eyes glazed over with lust.

	I don't have to be told twice, her hands move to my thighs and I move to sit on her face as she steadies me instantly. 

	It doesn't matter how sensitive I am from my orgasm; my stamina won't let me stop. I lower myself on her tongue and instantly, I'm engulfed with pleasure.

	How did I go most of my life without pleasure like this? How did I survive before this?

	I grind against her tongue as she works absolute magic on me. She's so utterly perfect in every way, like some sort of porn star who knows exactly what to do and how to tip me over the edge, because that's the thing about us, we might hate each other, but we always understand each other.

	Her tongue feels warm; like it's burning molten lava into me. It feels like she's breathing desire into my cunt, working like a siren and acting out my every fantasy on my pussy.

	“Yeah,” I moan, my hands gripping the headboard, “eat my pussy just like that.”

	She laps me up like she's starving and I close my eyes savouring the feeling. She's so ravenous for me and my cunt is ravenous for her mouth clearly, because I'm grinding even harder into her mouth.

	I don't even care about hurting her with my thighs and clearly, she doesn't either, because she's gripping onto me for dear life.

	“Don't fucking stop!” I scream thunderously feeling her sucking on my clit. 

	I open my eyes and gaze down at her, her face completely covered with my cunt and it's driving me wild. 

	She looks so good like this; she always has something to say, but now look at her…completely speechless.

	“You're so good at that, Addie,” I whine, my eyes starting to blur from the pleasure.

	I feel her nails digging into my thighs and that only spurs me further. 

	Once again, I feel myself embarrassingly quick to cumming, especially with the ferocity in which her tongue is thrusting into my hole right now.

	“I'm gonna cum on your face,” I grunt, feeling sweat trickling down my neck.

	She responds by eating me out harder and I feel my chest coil in response. My brain is completely devoid of any thought besides her tongue inside me and my cunt on her mouth.

	Before I can voice out a coherent thought, my thighs spasm and my head involuntarily jerks backwards. Fireworks melt into my mind and butterflies swarm my stomach as heat coils in my cunt.

	“Addie!” I scream out her name, my orgasm shaking my body on her face.

	I grind lazily against her face, riding out my orgasm to the brink of perfection. At least, I was trying to, but she doesn't give me the opportunity, instead she flips us over again.

	When did she get so strong? Is this how girls have sex? They keep going and going? How delectable.

	My legs are still shivering at this point as she melts her lips back onto mine. I feel so utterly weak, but I want nothing more than to touch her and that brings me back to life. My hands roam her body, down to her perky ass as I cup it.

	I feel her biting my bottom lip and I moan in pleasure. I feel her hands slowly creeping down towards my cunt. She's clearly trying to make up for all the orgasms I spent my life not receiving and I could never be mad at that.

	“See how fucking good you taste?” she murmurs against my lips in a whine.

	She's right, I taste so phenomenal, but still not nearly as perfect as she tastes. I respond by kissing her back harder, bruising her lips.

	“Please, fuck me,” I mumble huskily against her lips, slipping my tongue inside her mouth.

	I feel her hands gliding down my stomach towards my cunt, she doesn't waste anytime rubbing circles on my clit and I gasp loudly. I'm so sensitive, but my cunt is still hungry for her. It always is.

	“You're still so fucking wet,” she grunts, detaching her lips from mine and moving toward my tits.

	She continues rubbing my clit as she sucks and teethes on my sensitive nipples and the pleasure is indescribable.  

	“You always make me this wet,” I retort, my body writhing in pleasure.

	She has no idea. I think she's always made me wet unknowingly, even when I despised the mere thought of her. Now it's worse, because I don't feel guilty for getting wet, I can't.

	She responds to my words by entering a finger inside my cunt and I instantly exhale in pleasure. She looks up at me, still teething at my tits. She's looking to make sure I'm okay, I can see it in her eyes. I nod and moan at the same time and she takes that as a challenge.

	Her finger thrusts in and out of me, hitting spots only I can ever hit. She curls her fingers inside me and I thrust my hips into her fingers.

	“I need more,” I whine like a petulant little brat, although I could cum from one of her fingers. Hell, I could cum just by her looking at me. I need more of her; every single thing she can give me—I want it and I want it all the time.

	She obeys diligently and adds a second finger and my cunt readily takes it, it slides in with such ease considering how much I am dripping. She moves back up to me, her forehead resting against mine so her mouth can feel every moan, every gasp that leaves me.

	“Good girl. You take my fingers so well,” she coos huskily, thrusting harder into me.

	Oh, my God.

	“Right there,” I moan, feeling her hitting my sweet spot, while staring deep into her eyes.

	She thrusts harder and harder like she cannot get enough of me and I revel in it. The bed creaks at every thrust and my hips buck up into her fingers, feeling the overwhelming sensation of pleasure hitting my mind. I bite my lip at how incredible her soft fingers feel.

	“No one fucks me like you do,” I moan and her eyes narrow dangerously, getting darker, as if I've lit a possessive streak in her.

	“No one ever will,” she says, thrusting harder into me and her thumb begins rubbing my clit.

	She's just as messed up as me, just as power hungry, as she thrusts into me, her fingers curling in and out of me, her thumb pressing hard on my clit. Her possessiveness feels delicious as do her fingers. 

	My hands grip my silk sheets as I writhe under her in agony. “Adaline!” I scream out, feeling myself reaching the brink of pure insanity.

	She kisses me, and that pushes me over the edge. The feeling of her soft lips on mine and her fingers stretching out my tight cunt—it's all too much for me to bear. 

	I feel tingles of electricity running through my body, traveling from my head all the way down to my cunt. It feels like a volcano has erupted inside me, all while I feel her lips on mine.

	Oh. My. Fuck.

	Acid runs down my back and heroine courses through my every last vein. Tremors. Shivers. Anything you can name happens to my body—it's transcendental, as if I've conjured up my very own imaginary world and stepped foot in it, feeling the breeze and the sun shining on my skin.

	She's staring at me, her smile widening as she takes her fingers out of my cunt, bringing them up to my mouth. I instantly open my mouth and suck them.

	“Who's got the slutty mouth now?” she asks cockily, biting her lip as she stares down at mine.

	Damn! I'll be anything she wants me to be; her enemy, the girl she screws, or her slut. Anything. 

	I suck on her fingers harder, tasting myself on her and it makes riding out my orgasm that much more enticing.

	She retracts her fingers and I move my hands towards her hips and pull her closer to me, taking this opportunity to flip her over, although it isn't as swift as I would like it, considering how burned out I am. 

	That doesn't matter, because right now, all I want to do is make her feel good. It doesn't matter that she's a girl and that I've never been inside a girl before, all that matters is that I'm going to make her feel incredible, even if it's the last thing I do. 

	



	
Chapter THIRTY

	A d a l i n e

	Juliette is on top of me, her tongue deep inside my cunt as her hands hover over every single inch of my body and I've never been more enthralled, especially as I stare down at her body. It is simply majestic.

	Her hourglass, toned shape, her long, slender and strong legs that are clearly a courtesy of being such a talented cheerleader, and her hips are especially enticing and so voluptuous. I can't even begin to mention her tits—I can't keep my eyes off her perky tits.

	I could touch myself over and over again to the sight of her body that's how perfect it is—how perfect she is.

	“Juliette—” I moan out the words in a whimper as she sucks on my clit hard, like she's starved.

	She's so filthy right now—her hands traveling around my body as she eats me out. She doesn't have a care in the world, she's just trying her best to make me feel good, so unbelievably good.

	It's working.

	“I fucking love your pussy,” she mumbles into my cunt, her darkened eyes staring up at me.

	“I fucking love your mouth,” I retort in a whine, my own hands clenching her silk sheets.

	Her tongue feels so good inside me, like nothing I've ever had before. I can feel how much she desires me through her tongue and every single stroke. I want so desperately to close my eyes from the resounding pleasure, but I can't…I need to see her.

	“Fuck, just like that,” I encourage her, my hands tangled in her silky hair as I push her further into my pussy.

	My belly is pooling with heat, my clit swelling more and more every time her tongue circles it. It feels like pure venom coursing through my every vein, especially when her lustful blue eyes are firmly plastered onto mine.

	She wants me to know that she is the one making me feel this impeccable, little does she know that I would never be able to forget it. I could never be able to erase the memory of her head in between my legs, the way her eyes stare at me, or the way her tongue feels.

	I wrap my legs around her head as her hands move toward my thighs, pulling me even closer into her mouth like a good girl.

	“Juliette …” I gasp lowly, my head thrashing from side to side because of the pleasure.

	I grind up into her face needing more of her talented tongue, feeling an all too familiar itch ravishing my body. 

	My clit throbs against her tongue the more she sucks on it. The way she's moving from my clit back to my hole is making me ravenous. 

	She licks a stripe all the way from my hole back up to my clit and my eyes roll back impossibly.

	“Fuck!” I scream out, my legs shaking around her head.

	The orgasm ripples through my body, it feels like ice cold water is traveling through every inch of me. My legs loosen around her head because I'm too busy spasming from the pleasure. 

	I always cum so quickly when it comes to Juliette, that's how ravenous I am for her.

	A shiver runs down my spine, my brain receiving the scratch it so desperately needed for its itch. My chest heaves, my neck sweating buckets as I try to regain my breathing. 

	My eyes wander back to Juliette who's smirking in between my legs. She detaches her mouth from my cunt, her eyes never leaving mine once.

	“I could watch you cum forever,” she tells me, her eyes dark with lust.

	She's so utterly serious, isn't she? Her tone is lower than I've ever heard it, her mouth drenched in my arousal. 

	My cunt clenches at her words, my already swollen clit becoming more and more aroused. Forever?

	I should be innately terrified by her words, shaken to my core, but I'm not. How could I ever be scared when I feel the same way?

	“Then make me cum again.” I breathe out teasingly, but also desperately.

	She clearly takes that as a challenge because a predatory smirk spreads across her face. 

	Her fingers reach out towards my still swollen clit and she starts rubbing. The back of my head melts into her pillow from her ministrations.

	I keep my eyes on her, especially as she inserts one finger inside my cunt, tortuously slow. Her eyes gape as she enters me, like she's entranced. I can feel her nerves because she's never been with a girl before, but I can also feel her excitement too.

	“Fuck. You're so tight.” She marvels, biting her lip as she delves deeper into me and I buck my hips towards her finger.

	Her eyes don't leave mine. I've never seen her look so utterly enthralled before and it's only spurring me on and on. She wants me. She wants me so badly and I can feel it because I want her too.

	“Fuck me, Juliette,” I breathe out and she obliges, her finger thrusting in and out of me.

	“Yeah? Like that baby?” she asks me cockily with a hint of nervousness, like she wants to make sure she is doing well.

	She's doing perfectly, so utterly perfectly that I can't actually believe it's her first time doing this to a girl.

	“Just like that,” I moan in response, clenching around her finger. “You're so fucking good at that.”

	She thrusts harder as soon as the words leave my mouth. Her confidence is palpable now, I can feel it in every thrust. She's stretching me out so well and I'm taking everything she can give because it's so addictive. Desire pools out of my cunt and every morsel of my body.

	“I bet you've wanted me to do this for so long,” she coos at me, her eyes dark. There's something more desperate within her gaze, like she needs me to tell her that I have wanted this.

	“I—I touched myself thinking about it,” I admit shamelessly, needing her to know, because I can't deny it right now.

	Not a single thought of denial can cross my mind right now because I have no thoughts traveling through my mind. All I can feel is her inside me, on top of me, breathing her scent into every inch of my skin.

	“Fuck.” I hear her mumble under her breath and she readily uses her other fingers to rub my clit, but she still doesn't add anymore fingers into my pussy.

	She's such a little tease.

	“Tell me what you thought about.” She orders me as she abruptly moves back up to me, her face directly staring down at mine as she continues screwing me.

	I moan, my eyes blinking from the overwhelming pleasure. “I thought about your fingers stretching my pussy out…just like this.”

	“Fuck.” Juliette gasps and moans at my words. Her free hand moving towards my face as she sticks her thumb in my mouth. “Such a filthy, little mouth.”

	She's so turned on right now, I can tell. She's looking down at me with the darkest eyes I've ever seen. I can feel how much she desires me right now and that only turns me on further.

	I suck on her thumb and grind on her fingers. “Deeper baby,” I mumble around her thumb.

	She obliges instantly, hitting my g-spot, she dives in deeper and I can feel her finger curling inside me. She's such a quick learner, it's incredible.

	“I thought about it too …” she admits, her chest heaving heavily, “I thought about fucking you, how wet your cunt would feel, how loud you would moan for me.”

	“I need more fingers,” I whine as her thumb slips out of my mouth. I feel myself coming closer to an imminent high because of her words and fingers.

	She's thought about me too; she's fantasized about me; that makes me positively drip.

	“Beg for more,” she demands, thrusting harder into me, her forehead resting against mine.

	“Fuck you,” I retort, annoyed, which spurs her to screw me even harder and I have to control my eyes from rolling out of my skull.

	She chuckles darkly, “No baby, I'm fucking you.”

	“Please, give me more fingers,” I beg loudly, not caring about my pride right now.

	How can I care about something as trivial as pride when she's buried inside me? When my pussy is only getting wetter and wetter the more she thrusts into me?

	Clearly, my words aren't enough because she keeps teasing me. “Tell me you're a slut.”      

	I moan painfully, gazing deep into her darkened, almost sadistic eyes. “I'm a slut.”

	“That's right, you're a fucking slut for me,” she says in a pleased, yet animalistic tone.

	Instantly, she enters another finger inside my wet pussy. I whimper at the feeling of resistance. It feels so good, but there's a tinge of pain there, which is quickly soothed when I feel her lips melting onto my forehead.

	I almost convulse at that gentle act, especially when she leans back down staring at me as she thrusts in and out. I bite my bottom lip and cry out, feeling my high coming.

	“That's right darling, cum on my fingers,” Juliette whispers gently, yet demanding at the same time and that's all it takes.

	I feel myself clenching around her fingers and in the haze, I can see how mesmerised she is by how my cunt has spasmed around her fingers and that only makes the pleasure that zaps through my body that much more pleasurable.

	“Fuck!” I scream out my hands gripping the sheets so tightly that I could tear them apart.

	My legs rustle against the bed, violently shaking as my body jerks in response. My eyes blink open and shut a few times—I swear I can see stars right now. I've never been on ecstasy, but I assume this is what it would feel like.

	I can't hear anything, see anything or even taste my own tongue right now, all I can do is breathe, like I'm in my own very little bubble with Juliette in it and nothing can intercept it.

	“I wanna try something,” She says abruptly, retracting her fingers and I whine at the loss of contact.

	“You can do whatever you want to me,” I tell her, trying to regain my breathing and she looks as if I've just told her the best news of her life.

	I'm being incredibly honest. My pussy can take whatever she wants to give me, no matter how swollen or tired I am, because desire lives in my bones, residing so deep inside me and every time I see her, it awakens. 

	No matter what she gives me, I need more and more, so I'll take anything she gives me. Before I know it, Juliette lowers herself further onto me so that her pussy is aligned with mine. I find it so utterly adorable how stiff and nervous she is right now that I find myself smiling at her. The softness just oozes out of me.

	I realize what she's trying to do and I help her adjust on top of me. She moves closer and we both gasp when our cunts make contact.

	“Oh my God,” we both utter in unison and a collective giggle leaves our mouths because of how in sync we are.

	If you told me a few months ago that I would be tribbing with Juliette Kingston, I would have laughed in your face, but now? I've never been more excited in my life.

	She grinds into my cunt, her clit instantly rubbing up against mine and I whine. She begins riding me, her eyes agape at the very position we're in and honestly, mine are too.

	“Harder, baby,” I tell her in a moan, feeling her thrust into me and I move my hands to her back, digging my nails into her slender skin.      

	“Fuck.” She groans out in pain and wanton need. “Take me. Take all of me.”

	Oh. My. God.      

	Her hands move to my tits as she begins squeezing them while she pistons her cunt into me harder and her clit rubs against mine; it's so insane. I feel like I've turned her into a sexual monster and I don't regret it.

	Not even for a second.      

	“Don't stop” I plead in between moans, her cunt feels so incredible and warm. It feels like we're both puzzle pieces, perfectly fitting together.

	“I won't, I won't ever stop,” she says in a crazed, sweet tone.

	I want to say this feels like heaven, but it isn't. This is filthy, unadulterated, and is torturing my very soul with pleasure. This is hell, my very own personal hell and I never want to leave.

	She rests her forehead against mine and I take the opportunity to envelop her lips with my own, tasting myself on her. We kiss, open-mouthed, as our cunts rub together and the feeling is agonizingly pleasurable.

	Her hands stop squeezing my tits and move to the sides of the pillow as she tries to steady herself and I move my hands to her perky ass and pull her deeper into my pussy.

	“Oh my God,” she moans against my lip and I can tell she's close, so I buck my hips into her from underneath, harder.

	We both grind into each other crazed, like lust-filled animals, as our kisses become messier and sloppier until we both burst. 

	My hands once again move to the pillows, trying to get my hands on anything to steady the pleasure that's about to rattle my body.

	I feel her own two hands slipping into mine, interlocking her fingers with mine as her body violently shakes against mine. It sounds crazy, but I can feel her cumming against me as she can probably feel me too.

	We buck up against each other, gasping into each other’s mouths. She trembles against me, but I can only focus on my own insurmountable pleasure that is attacking my every last sense.

	I've lost count of how many times she's made me cum, they've all been powerful and undeniably torturous, but this?

	This is beautiful. She is beautiful. On top of me and against me, with her ethereal blue eyes staring deep into mine. It's almost as if she can see my soul, and I can see hers too. It feels like our souls are both crumbling apart with every ounce of pleasure that hits her. Watching her is making this orgasm that much more pleasurable. Much more agonizing.  

	I can't breathe, not when I can feel my heart beating so erratically and my cunt clenching harder than it ever has before. I just want to hold Juliette against me and never let her go. It doesn't matter what I want though, because after a few minutes, she rolls off me.

	I shake my head trying to snap out of the trance I was just in, forcing myself to regain my breathing. I can feel her panting next to me, both of us riding out our orgasms.

	“Four times,” she says abruptly.

	I turn to her bewildered and tired. “Huh?”

	Juliette's face distracts me, she looks so thoroughly burned out right now; her face is flushed red, her hair messy and her lips swollen. Yet, she still looks positively…radiant?

	“I made you cum four times,” she says, her chest heaving. “I told you three times wasn't that impressive.”

	One.

	Two.

	Three.

	It takes about three seconds for a goofy grin to spread on my face and a deep chuckle to emit from my mouth. She mirrors my movements and begins laughing too, it's deep, yet somehow gentle at the same time.

	Leave it to her to manage to gloat after that, then again, she's earned that right.

	“You're such an idiot,” I retort when I finally stop giggling.

	She grins widely. “Maybe, but clearly I'm not a pillow princess.”

	“Clearly.”

	I can't even lie to her, she literally just made me cum four times. How did she manage to do that? This is the same girl who has never been with a girl before. She really is a perfectionist, isn't she?

	“I didn't know it could feel like that,” she tells me, looking uncharacteristically vulnerable. Her gaze is sort of intimidating when she's like this, but I can't look away.

	“I didn't either,” I admit honestly and she looks baffled at my words.

	In my seventeen years of living, I have been with my fair share of people. I've been with people of all heights, races, sizes and genders too. I've had great sex, bad sex, and downright life changing sex, but this? This was the best I've ever had.

	Of course, it has to have been with the one girl I've hated since I was a child.

	“Did it feel like that for you? Your first time with a girl?” she asks curiously, inching forward and playing with my fingers.

	I find myself letting her play with my fingers as I also inch closer to her.

	I shake my head. “My first time with a guy was actually better than my first time with a girl.”

	“Really? I thought girls knew each other's bodies better?” She looks completely shocked by my revelation and it's adorable.

	Where is the Juliette who would have berated me for even mentioning having sex with a girl? She's so calm here, so curious. 

	She's actually admitting that girls know each other's bodies better. Then again, she can't really be homophobic when she literally just had her fingers inside me.

	I'm just gonna appreciate her normalcy while I still have it, we can be normal like this in the comfort of her home, where she doesn't have to answer to anyone. I should revel in it because she's gonna go back to pretending like she hates people like me tomorrow.

	“They do, for the most part …” I sigh and she looks at me urging me to continue. “I just put a lot of pressure on myself because I was fifteen and I thought it would be perfect because—”

	“You were both girls.” She finishes off for me.

	“Exactly.” I nod. “I had slept with a guy a few months before and I always knew I was bisexual. So, I just automatically assumed that sleeping with a girl next would be much better.”

	I had kissed girls before obviously, once I got old enough to develop sexual feelings, I wanted to act on them.

	The first guy I slept with was sweet. He was one of Aryan’s cousins. His name was Raj and we met at Aryan’s fifteenth birthday party. We sort of had a fling and he was the first guy I slept with. It was gentle and awkward, but it wasn't bad, just your regular first time.

	She nods, listening intently. “And it wasn't?”

	Why am I opening up like this? I'm literally a closed book to most people because I hate talking about feelings. With Juliette, it's so easy to open up, even though I hate that it feels so easy.

	We're both here in bed—naked—and instead of being shy that we're both naked and can see each other or just ravaging her again, I'm telling her about my first time?

	What is wrong with me?

	I should be bolting out of here, that's usually what I do when I have sex with anyone, so why do I want to stay so bad?

	“It was horrible. Her name was Allison and she was working at Miss Kim's during the summer and we kind of had a…fling.”

	I stop talking when I feel Juliette's hand retracting from mine. Her face has darkened and a frown is starting to emerge. I shoot her a quizzical look, but she instantly snaps out of it, clearing her throat.

	“Keep going,” she says, her tone low.

	“Well, neither of us had been with a girl before, it was horrible. Not just because it was awkward, but because neither of us knew what we were doing. We just thought that the other would know.” I chuckle at the memory, realizing how ridiculous that sounds.

	I mean, how is anyone supposed to know what to do to you if you don't tell them? Fifteen-year-old me really thought my life was some porno.

	Juliette chuckles too, but it's a different type of chuckle, it's dark and malicious, as if she's happy that I had a shitty first time with that girl.

	“But girls are still generally better?” She changes the topic.

	“Depends on the person, but for me…yeah,” I admit, shrugging.

	It's different for everyone. I don't really have a preference, but I can say that most of the time, sex with women is better than with men. It just depends on the person you're with.

	Being with girls is the same—it’s shameless and gritty, it’s not as soft as people make it out to be. It’s soft with men too. Even unknowingly, we diminish ourselves little by little to feel more loved. 

	As girls, we don’t need to diminish ourselves when we’re together, we fit in every sense of the word. It doesn’t matter if we’re bruised, bloody, or empty, we become these things together—we fit.

	“So that means your sex life with girls got much better?” She scoffs, looking irritated and I furrow my eyebrows.

	Why is she saying that like it's a bad thing? It's like this girl wants me to have terrible sex. 

	“What about you?” I change the subject. “How was your first time?”

	It's so weird that Juliette and I know so much about each other, yet these little intimate details have somehow missed our minds. Then again, why would we share these things? We've hated each other for so long.

	So why do I want to know now? Why do I want to reach into her skin and know it like it's my own? To know the secrets that she isn't even comfortable telling herself; stuff she hides in that corner of her mind that no one else is allowed to visit.

	She sighs, her irritability clearly calming down now. “I was fifteen too, it was at the end of that year ten party we had. It was a random hook up; I don't even remember his name.”

	Talking about her first time reminds me about her boyfriend and I instantly shut down any thoughts about him. I don't want to have to deal with any guilt right now.

	Her confession makes my heart clench for some reason. Everyone deserves a good first time; it doesn't have to be cliché like the movies. 

	I mean, virginity is just a social construct anyway. So regardless, your first time shouldn't be at a shitty house party. Although if anyone else told me their first time was like that, I wouldn't care at all, so why do I care now?

	I wasn't even invited to that party obviously, but I wonder what would have happened if I crashed it. Would I have noticed that Juliette snuck away to have sex? Would I have cared?

	“Was it good?” I ask, deep down I already know the answer.

	“No,” she says in a whisper. “He tried his best, but it was just…empty. I laid there afterwards, wondering what was wrong with me.”

	I've never been there, not like she has.

	Juliette stops talking suddenly, her jaw clenching and she looks like she's reliving the memory. I feel my heart tearing a little. I move my fingers towards her, interlocking our fingers once again and she holds onto me tighter.

	She smiles sadly, taking this as incentive to carry on. “I thought it was because it was my first time and it's not supposed to be good, but it was still empty every single time after that too. I still don't know what's wrong with me.”

	I want to say so many things. Things like; You're a lesbian. You don't like men, you like women, but because of your father, you're dealing with internalized homophobia. That's why you just came three times with me, because I'm a girl!

	Instead, I say, “There's nothing wrong with you.”

	She stares at me, her eyes softening. It's almost as if maybe she can understand what I'm saying, but not completely. I can tell those walls behind her eyes are impenetrable right now, but it's not my job to break them down; even if it feels like it might be.

	“It doesn't feel empty with you …” she says in a hushed whisper. “It feels full, like the best I've ever had.”

	Why is she torturing me by saying things like this? More importantly, why am I leaning forward and trying to envelop her lips with a kiss in response? That's how much her words overwhelm me. At least, I was just about to until a loud stomach rumble ripples through the air.

	The audacity of my stomach to rumble and be hungry when I literally just had the most delicious meal of my life: Juliette.

	I feel my cheeks redden and it snaps me back to reality almost instantly. “I should go—”

	“How about I make you something to eat?” she asks in an amused tone, cutting me off. 

	***

	I'm not sure why I agreed to stay. I have no idea. All I know is that I accepted her offer and we both rapidly got changed and cleaned up. So far, for the last thirty minutes, I've been sitting at her dining table, waiting as she cooks.

	Her dining room is gigantic; every single room in her house is almost the size of my home. The dining room has high, emerald green walls—the decor is a rusty gold and brown. The dark green marble dining table is long; like something the royal family would eat on. I'm sitting right at the end, the closest to the kitchen.

	Who would have thought a rich spoiled brat like her would know how to cook? I always assumed having maids would have rendered her useless. Then again, she did tell me she gave them a few weeks off. Her mother is away too, so does she just stay in this massive house alone? That must be so lonely.

	The sound of footsteps pulls me out of my trance and I look up to see Juliette walking into the dining room with two plates—even her plates look expensive. 

	Before she places anything down, she looks at me. “Do you want anything to drink—”

	“I don't drink,” I interrupt her, I don't want her bringing out her hundredth bottle of tequila.

	She looks at me like I've said something utterly idiotic. “I know. I'm asking if you want water or like a coke or something?”

	“No, I'm fine. Thanks,” I say and she nods, putting both plates down. She sits right opposite me and I look at her quizzically. “How do you know I don't drink?” I ask.

	As far as I'm concerned, the only people who know my aversion to alcohol are my friends and my brother.

	“I've literally never seen you touch the stuff. Even at parties you're always drinking water or that god-awful Red Bull.” She visibly grimaces and I stifle a chuckle. 

	She really does know me, so much so that she knows exactly what I'm drinking at any party, which is even more impressive because we rarely go to the same parties.

	I shake my head of any thoughts and I look down at my plate, it looks appetising. It seems fairly simple too, just veggie pasta. I pick up the golden fork from next to me and I'm about to dig in until she clears her throat. I look up and she's looking at me expectantly.

	The realization hits me. “Thank you.” I mentally facepalm for not thanking her for the food sooner. I can't forget basic manners just because I hate her, Miss Kim would kill me.

	Juliette rolls her eyes in response and now I'm actually confused, what does she want?

	“Why don't you drink?” she asks me suddenly and randomly.

	“Why are you asking me that?” I retort, putting my fork down.

	“I just cooked you a meal for free, so think of answering my question as the payment.” She shrugs, not even touching her own food yet.

	I can see right through her bullshit right now. This isn't her usual teasing. This is more than just subtle curiosity; she wants to know. She always seems to want to know more about me. 

	Normally, I despise telling her, so why is my mouth opening before I can stop it?

	“My father was an alcoholic. It's hereditary, so I don't want to risk it,” I state bluntly and watch as her eyes slowly widen.

	I see that look on her face, first there's shock, probably because I never speak about my parents with most people, especially her. Second, there's pity and I loathe it. I'm so used to seeing that expression on people’s faces. I've seen it my whole life.      

	Who cares that my father was an alcoholic? That's only the tip of the iceberg, there's so many worse things about him and my life that I wouldn't even dream of telling her.

	Her eyes soften. “What about—”      

	“Don't ask me about anything else,” I warn her, but it almost comes out like a plead.

	I don't want to do this. As much as my mind somehow feels safe, almost wanting me to tell Juliette, I'm still not going to. That's my own business, my own problems.

	Juliette nods in understanding and I'm baffled. This is the same the girl who is notorious for pushing my buttons and never relenting. Who is this girl and what has she done with Juliette Kingston?

	I pick my fork back up and look down at the plate, ready to eat, but she interrupts me yet again. “It's just some pasta. I'm not in the habit of cooking, so it won't be perfect—”

	“I'm sure it's fine.” I cut off her nervous rambling softly. It's endearing; it really is. However, I'm so hungry, so she needs to shut her mouth for two seconds and actually let me eat. 

	I can feel her eyes on me as I poke at the food and bring it up to my mouth. I take the first bite and chew, then I realize that it can only be described as …

	“This food is atrocious,” I say in a grimace, once I finish chewing.

	Maybe I should have let her interrupt me a few more times to save me from this torture. Who messes up pasta? How is that even possible? Did she even taste this while she was making it? It tastes like someone dumped a whole pot of salt and acid into this.

	Her mouth is agape and her face positively red. “You're not even gonna pretend to like it?!”

	“Why would I do that?”

	I'm not going to lie to Juliette. This girl probably has access to the best chefs in the world, so there is no excuse for this food.

	“Fine, give it back,” she says in an angry huff, trying to reach over the table and take my plate, but I keep my grip on it.

	“No, I'm still gonna eat it,” I tell her, yanking it away from her reach.

	She looks baffled at my words until I begin stabbing at the pieces of pasta and eating it—quickly—trying to swallow down the downright awful taste.

	“What? Why?” she questions and I look back up at her. She looks confused and annoyed, but also curious.

	I wait till after I've swallowed more of this poison, before I answer her. “I don't waste food.”      

	“Why?” She asks curiously, still not even touching her own food. She clearly trusted my words when I said it was bad.

	I give her a deadpan look. “Didn't I just tell you not to ask me anything else?”

	“When have I ever listened to you?” She continues staring at me like a little brat, not budging. I could just ignore her and finish the food. However, I can't help my mouth, which seems to keep opening up more and more around Juliette.

	I sigh deeply, once again leaving my fork in the plate. “When I was growing up, there were days where I couldn't afford anything to eat. Back then, I would have killed to consume anything at all…so now, when I get food, I can't waste it.”

	I see her eyes soften and pity enters her gaze once again. I have to avert my eyes from her, not liking how vulnerable I feel right now. 

	More importantly, not liking how fine I seem to be with being vulnerable around Juliette.

	I still vividly remember those days. My father was on universal credit as he was too drunk to work. Even that money was barely enough for the bills or house. 

	Both Adam and I were only kids, but he was old enough to work and dropped out to work at several garages, still the money wasn’t the best. Adam and I would stretch the food for days at a time. Then once he left, I had to start surviving on my own.  

	It wasn’t until I started working at Miss Kim’s that I started getting meals regularly—because she had no idea how bad things were at my house.

	It could have been worse for us, but regardless, I don't waste food, not just because of what I went through, but because I know some people have nothing at all. It's just not mentally possible for me to take anything for granted like that.

	It might be unhealthy, but that's just me.

	“This really is atrocious.” Juliette's voice snaps me out of my inner turmoil.

	I look up and I'm met with the sight of Juliette eating her pasta. Her eyebrows are furrowed, her nose scrunched and her mouth full. She looks absolutely disgusted.      

	“What are you doing?” I question, bewildered.

	She just shrugs, her eyes still plastered on her plate. “I'm not gonna make you eat by yourself.”

	Thump. Thump. Thump.

	Is this girl really my enemy? If she is, why do I feel like someone has reached inside of my chest and is squeezing my heart?

	Here Juliette sits, shovelling her mouth with pasta as fast as she can, so she doesn't have to linger on the taste. I sit there and watch her and reflexively begin eating again—but I'm slow. Unlike her, I'm actually lingering on the taste.

	Somehow, it doesn't taste that bad anymore, not while I watch her; not when her eyes narrow in disgust while her mouth is full. 

	My palms begin sweating—I’m surprised the fork hasn’t slipped through my fingers. I feel like I might pass out. My brain is racing and my tongue has gone numb. It feels as though cold water is washing over me and the longer I stare at Juliette, the more agony fills my every vein.

	Oh, no.

	 


Chapter THIRTY-ONE

	J u l i e t t e

	I am incredibly surprised that I'm not dealing with a chronic case of food poisoning after consuming that meal yesterday. 

	In my defence, I have a personal chef and when I give her time off, I just order food. I've never really had the need to cook, but clearly, I should start learning.

	Unless I want Adaline to degrade my food like that again, although at least, she was honest. Not just about the food, but for once in her life she told me something about her life of her own volition—with only minimal coaxing. The way she told me why she doesn't waste food tortured me in ways I didn't expect.

	I felt pity, of course I did, but most of all I felt…admiration. She's resilient clearly, far too resilient. 

	I've never really known how bad her home life was because she never gave me an opportunity to peek inside. 

	Now that she has, it made me understand her better, it made me feel even worse for throwing her poverty in her face over the years.

	I know for a fact that if I grew up like she did, I wouldn't be as strong as her—to take every single insult she's had to over the years and not break, but instead, to continue working so hard. 

	I've always loved that she's a fighter, but there's so much more to it than I know.

	I wanted to ask her more; I've always wanted to ask her more about her family, her childhood, and pretty much everything, but she didn't relent further. I shouldn't have asked anyway; we're just sex buddies.

	Speaking of thar, how was our first time that perfect? I mean, I did research beforehand, mostly by googling and YouTube videos. I did the same thing before I ate her out for the first time, I tried to watch some porn, but it was really unrealistic, so I just did research instead.

	It really paid off, because I've never had a better time in bed. I've never felt so full, so sexually satisfied. I've never felt as cocky as I did either. I made her cum four times and I wanted to do so a thousand more times too.

	I did that.

	I want to do it again, as many times as possible until it's imprinted on my mind for eternity. I wanted to do it again yesterday after we ate and we did; five more times in total before she left.

	I can't get enough; I just want my hands on her all the time. We should have been enemies with benefits much sooner.

	Even now, I can't stop thinking about getting my hands on her. I came out of my first lesson five minutes ago and now I'm leaning against my locker, scrolling through my phone. Actually, I'm really just watching Adaline. She's standing by her locker talking to her friends. She looks as alluring as ever, especially with that lollipop she's currently sucking on.

	Her eyes meet mine and I blush when I realize I've been caught staring, but she just smirks, swirling her tongue around the lollipop.

	She looks so impeccable, so seductive as does her pretty mouth wrapped around that lollipop. It's taking every ounce of self-control for me not to go up to her and fuck her against her locker. 

	My shaky hands fish out my phone from my blazer pocket again and I hover over her contact, not wasting any time to reprimand her.

	Stop teasing me.

	The bane of my existence:

	Make me.

	Her instant response makes me look up from my phone and she's still looking at me. This time, she sucks the lollipop whole and I bite my lip in response. She is such an incredible tease.

	Meet me in the bathroom.

	She doesn't respond, but I still make my way to the toilets, not bothering to look at her, because it might make someone suspicious. Excitement rattles my bones as I walk into the toilets.

	I look around to make sure no one is here and thankfully, no one is. Only a few seconds later, I hear the door opening and I turn around. Adaline stands in front of me, her lollipop nowhere in sight, rather, it has been replaced with a smug look on her face.

	I don't waste anytime stalking up towards her and pulling her collar towards me, planting my lips onto hers. 

	She kisses me back instantly and I take the opportunity to pull her with me and walk us both into one of the stalls. I shut the door behind us and then turn her around, pinning her against the door. 

	“You drive me fucking crazy,” I mumble against her soft lips.

	“I know,” she responds smugly and I stick my tongue in her mouth, silencing her.

	I feel her hands gripping my waist, pulling me closer and I groan into her mouth. My own hands wander over her body and finally plant it firmly on her ass as I cup it. 

	She detaches her lips from mine, hovering over me even though I keep trying to capture her lips again. She's goading me with her lips, moving closer then further again.

	“You're such a tease,” I whine croakily, her alluring green eyes are peering up at me through her eyelashes.

	“You love it,” she retorts, biting my bottom lip harshly and I moan in pain.

	She envelops my lips once again finally and heat melts into my mouth. We meld into a frenzy, my hands hovering over every inch of her body as I kiss her passionately. I swear I could be starving and it wouldn't matter if I had her lips on mine. 

	She moans into my mouth and I move my hands to her cunt, over her trousers. The one day this girl decides to wear trousers, it has to be today?

	“Please,” she pleads in between kisses, unzipping her trousers and pulling my hands down her panties.

	Soaked. She is completely and utterly soaked and I'm revelling in it. I circle her swollen clit and she's whining, trying her best not to be too loud. I love that she has to fight that instinct.

	“Fuck,” I mumble against her lips.

	She moans hotly into my mouth as I enter a finger inside her tight, little pussy—I feel like such a natural at this and that's insane. I guess research really does pay off.

	Or she just wants me really badly. I'm hoping it's the latter because I want her, all the time. I feel like I could crumble into an empty, dark void if I don't have my hands on Adaline Emery.

	She's so warm, so tight, she's like a vice around my fingers and I'm losing my mind as I thrust into her.

	“Fuck,” she moans and I detach my lips from her and open my eyes, I want to see her unravelled because of me

	Her eyes flutters open too and she looks positively pleasured. She also looks beautiful, ethereal even. I want to keep going and make her cum, but the sound of the bathroom door opening startles me.

	Instantly, I use my free hand to clamp her mouth shut, but I don't move my other hand from her panties. Her eyes widen and I feel her smiling against my mouth.

	“We need to figure out how to cheat on this test, seriously.” I hear a voice say, high pitched and shrill.

	“I hear Roy is handing out answers during lunch,” Another equally as high-pitched voice retorts.

	I stare deep into Adaline's eyes and part of me is terrified that we're both going to be caught in here and my life will be over. The other part of me wants to make her cum like this, my hand over her mouth with people just outside.

	I feel her move her hand trying to push my own hand further into her pussy, but I don't comply and I can feel how frustrated she is. After what feels like forever, I hear the two girls leave and the door slam shut.

	Instantly, I exhale in relief and Adaline bites my hand lightly, causing me to detach my hand from her mouth and my other hand removes itself from her pants. 

	I rip some tissue from the holder and clean my fingers off. I do it all so quickly that it nearly gives me whiplash.

	“Who's the tease now?” She says frustrated, but still light, like she understands that we can't continue, that I can't. Not when someone could walk in again. Someone who would see that two of us are in this stall together.

	“You won’t be saying that tonight,” I retort, bringing a hand back to her waist and pulling her closer to my body. 

	“Is that a promise?” she responds teasingly, her arms encircled around my neck like its second nature.

	When did this become so normal for us? Just touching each other and neither one of us is batting an eyelid.

	I chuckle darkly. “No, it's a warning.”

	She smirks at my response and leans in, but before her lips meet mine, I say something, because I feel like I'll explode if I don't. “I've been meaning to ask you something.”

	“Yeah?” she asks, detaching her arms from mine inadvertently making me do the same.

	I hate how empty that makes me feel—when her hands aren't on me. Stop it. Get a hold of yourself, Juliette.

	“Have you ever…used a strap on?” I already feel the blush rising to my cheeks.

	I can't help it, I'm curious. All that research showed me that there's more than one way to have sex, especially when it comes to women.

	She blinks slowly, a smile gracing her face. “I have. I've got a whole box if you want to use—”

	“A whole box? What are you, a strap on connoisseur?” I scoff, cutting her off. “No way am I using something that has been inside someone else.”

	Why did I ask the question? Just the thought of someone else inside her or her inside them makes me feel sick. 

	I feel fury entering every crevice of my body and malice drenching me and I don't know why. How many people has she been with? Why am I even asking that? It doesn't matter.

	You want to know how many people you need to kill. I try my best to ignore my intrusive thoughts.

	Adaline gives me a deadpan look. “That’s why I have a whole box genius, so I don't use the same toys for different people.”

	Different people. Different. People.

	“Can we…use one tonight?” I ask abruptly, shaking my head of any other thoughts. 

	I want her to be inside me and I want to be inside her. I want it in every way—in all ways possible—on her bed, on mine, and anywhere else she wants it; I just want it with her.

	Adaline nods, gulping. “Yeah, Adam is working late, so you can come to mine?”

	For some reason, she looks just as nervous as me and that calms my blush down tenfold.

	“See you then,” I whisper, trying to contain my excitement.

	She just nods, but then like its slow motion, she leans forward and pecks my lips. I find myself stunned by her gentle kiss, but before I can say anything, she's walking out of the bathroom.

	I can't fight the wide smile that takes over my face, my fingers tracing my lips completely shocked from that kiss. We've kissed before, but that was so short and sweet.

	I run a hand through my hair and try to ignore how fast my heart is beating right now. I wait a few minutes before I begin to walk out of the bathroom myself. Clearly, I'm too distracted as I walk out, because I bump into a rock-solid chest.

	I’m ready to destroy this person’s life until I look up and come face to face with Adonis. Talk about bad timing.

	“Hey baby,” he says cheerily and before I can respond, he's engulfing me in a hug.

	Sometimes, I really forget that Adonis exists. Is that bad? Also why is he so happy? He knows I'm not big on hugging.

	“Hey,” I mumble into his chest awkwardly before detaching myself from his hard embrace.

	“Are you excited for next week?” he asks smiling.      

	Next week?

	“What's next week?” I voice out my confusion.

	His face falls. “Our two-year anniversary.”

	Oh no. I completely forgot. I can't help but feel slightly guilty when I see how crestfallen he is, not to mention I've literally been cheating on him when he's probably planned an anniversary dinner for us.

	The guilt I feel quickly dissipates when I remember that he literally cheats on me all the time. It's not like he cares about me that much…right?

	“Oh yeah, I'm so excited.” I feign my enthusiasm and he doesn't seem convinced.

	“You've been avoiding me a lot recently, has something been going on?”

	Really? This is the time he chooses to act observant? I have been avoiding him quite a bit since Adaline first went down on me. In fact, I haven't even slept with him since Adaline and I first kissed; I just couldn't bring myself to for some reason. I've been too preoccupied with thoughts of tutoring and Adaline. Clearly, he's getting suspicious.

	“No, I'm just busy with tutoring,” I say in a fake, tired tone.

	He nods, but still looks confused

	. “I'm surprised you haven't killed Adaline by now.”

	Adonis is like everyone else at this school, he knows about how much Adaline and I despise each other, but he stays out of it. We never even speak about her because our game is just ours, others’ opinions don't matter.

	“Yeah, me too.” I chuckle awkwardly.

	Kill her? No, I've kissed her, I've been inside her and she's been inside me. Not only that, I can't stop thinking about her every second of every day. Kill her? How can I do that when she's killing me, slowly, day by day.

	“Wanna hang out after school?” He changes the subject quickly. I thank him mentally for freeing me from my inner turmoil.

	“I can't. I've got detention after school for falling asleep during maths.” This actually isn't a lie; I did fall asleep this morning in class.

	I don't mind math, it's exceedingly easy and I always get good grades. It's just boring—mind numbingly boring—not to mention I couldn't get any sleep last night because I stayed up the whole night thinking of Adaline. So of course, I fell asleep during class.

	“Okay, I'll text you later,” he says in an agitated tone, but still leans down and pecks my lips.

	What is he? Twelve? Who pecks someone's lips as a goodbye?

	***

	After a whole day of mediocre lessons, I'm exhausted. I didn't even have biology class today and for some reason, I find myself becoming disappointed by that. Another annoyingly disappointing thing is that I have detention, which is currently where I'm walking to.

	I walk into the classroom and it's completely empty. I smile at the solitude and sit in the middle row, slamming my Prada bag on the desk and taking out my phone.

	I text Kai for a while and play frivolous games on my phone as I wait for the detention teacher to show up. I wonder who it is this time. I don't really care. I just hope it's anyone but—

	“Turn off your phone, Miss Kingston,” A voice interrupts and I look up instantly.

	Mr Moore. Of course. For suck’s sake, why do I put these things out into the universe? He looks as miserable as ever, with his shiny bald head and ginger beard. He's the one substitute teacher who keeps showing up, clearly, he has no other life or job prospects. He is so annoying; he has absolutely no filter and loves making unwarranted comments on people’s lives.

	Literally, anytime he speaks it’s to insult someone. So essentially, he is me, but not nearly as good looking or clever, because his insults are mediocre at best.

	I just ignore him and put my phone down. I massage my temples already feeling a headache coming on. The only thought getting me through this is that I know I'll be going to Adaline's house and seeing her.

	No! I mean, fucking her. I don't care about seeing her, only fucking her. It's not like I miss her when I don't see her or anything.

	Yes, you do. Oh, shut up brain, what do you know?

	The door opening again snaps me out of my thoughts and I look up to see…Aryan? What the hell is he doing in detention? I swear he's like the golden student. 

	I don't know much about him obviously, but I do know that I've never seen this kid getting into trouble for anything unless it's something admirable, because he's literally a ball of sunshine.

	It's nauseating.

	“Aryan? What are you doing here?” Mr Moore is as shocked as me.

	Aryan just sits in the row next to me, a few chairs away from me on the right. He sighs. “I was late too many times this week because of boxing practice.”

	Mr Moore rolls his eyes. “Boxing practice? That's why you're coming to school late?”

	I tune him out once he begins his lecture. I close my eyes and begin daydreaming slowly and all my mind thinks about is Adaline. It's like she's entranced me. Is her cunt that magical? It’s like it has casted a spell on me and I can't think of anything but her. Then again, she's always clouded my thoughts, even before I so much as touched her.

	“Maybe if you paid more attention to coming to school on time, you wouldn't be failing your classes. Idiot.”

	Instantly, my eyes snap open at his words. Idiot? Did he just call Aryan an idiot? What? He's a teacher! Only students can call other students idiots.

	He looks so smug too, his arms crossed over his stomach as he looks down at Aryan. I'd pay good money to see what Adaline would do to him if she heard that. It's no secret she's fiercely protective of her friends. I mean, she nearly bit my head off when I made that comment about Aryan.

	I quite enjoyed it though. I enjoyed having her so furious at me, her hands bunched up in my collar. Damn! Even the thought of it could get me going right now.

	“Yes sir,” Aryan says and my eyes snap to him, he doesn't even look bothered.

	Mr Moore just ignores him and looks down at his watch. “I'll be back in ten minutes. Keep quiet and don't make any trouble,” he says sternly, his eyes firmly planted on mine.

	I make a point to openly roll my eyes at his words and he just scoffs, walking out of class. I wait for the door to completely close before I turn abruptly to Aryan.

	“How can you let him talk to you like that?” I ask indecorously.

	Seriously, if he spoke to me like that I would have him fired. Not only that, but I would dissect his mediocre life piece by piece until he was absolutely miserable. No one disrespects me. No one.

	“How is that any of your business?” His tone is filled with attitude and his jaw clenched.

	So, he's the epitome of sunshine with everyone but me? Fair enough. I mean, technically I did make his best friend’s life hell.

	“I'm just curious,” I say, shrugging.

	He just rolls his eyes and scrolls through his phone, ignoring my words. I don't waver my gaze though, I don't like being ignored and I especially don't like it when people don't answer my questions. 

	His eyes flicker back and forth from me to his phone, clearly frustrated. 

	He sighs, finally turning his head to me and I smirk in victory. “His words don't really affect me. I know everyone thinks I'm stupid. Maybe I'm not the smartest person in the room—”

	“You're not.” I casually cut him off.

	For Pete's sake. I grimace at my words openly. Do I not have an off switch?

	He gives me a deadpan look, but he doesn't look that offended, but I feel sort of guilty, which is weird; why would I feel guilty for stating facts? I didn't feel guilty when I called him an imbecile that time, so why is this different?

	I clear my throat

	. “Sorry, that was uncalled for.”

	“Yes, it was.” He scoffs. “Maybe I'm not book smart, so who cares? There's more to life than that. There are other ways to be smart and even so, what's so great about being smart?”

	He's so self-assured in the way he speaks and I never noticed that before. Or I didn't care enough to notice it. How is he like that? More importantly, I can't even imagine how long it took him to get to this point. He really doesn't care what people think of him?

	“So, it really doesn't bother you when people say shit like that to you?” I ask baffled. 

	He sighs. “It used to when I was younger, especially when kids used to call me more hurtful things like faggot—”

	“People called you that?” My tone is shocked. I can't contain the tremble in my tone. 

	He looks at me as if I just said something so utterly ridiculous and then it clicks in my head; I've literally called his best friend a dyke for years. 

	Why am I so shocked? Why can I not imagine calling anyone the ‘f’ word, yet I was fine calling Adaline a dyke?

	Why am I so messed up?

	“Sorry, continue,” I tell him and I swear I see him stifling a smile.

	Two apologies in the span of two minutes? What is happening to me?

	He shrugs. “I guess I just grew up and realized that people say cruel shit because they're used to hearing cruel things themselves.”

	That's so…thoughtful; so utterly understanding and the way he speaks reminds me of Kai. 

	As much as I hate to admit it, maybe Aryan is right. There are more aspects of intelligence than being book smart, because from his words, I can tell he's very emotionally intelligent.

	Quite the opposite of me. I combat cruel words with crueller words. In fact, I start it off before anyone else does. I wouldn't think of someone's reasons for being mean or being cruel, I would just tear them down for it. That's not something to be proud of, it's just something I've grown accustomed to.

	I find myself nodding along, still intently listening, wanting to hear more—needing to hear more and he shockingly obliges.

	“People will always talk, no matter what you do. So why let it bother you? I won't change myself for anyone—no one should.”

	He's staring at me. His gaze is thoughtful, lingering on me and it rattles me. As I've stated before, I'd like to think I excel at reading people or maybe it's the paranoia that lives deep within my bones; the same paranoia I've lived with most of my life.

	It could also be the fact that Aryan wears his emotions on his face—the biggest drawback of being such an optimistic person—his dark brown eyes nervous, his right-hand scratching that awfully perfect stubbed beard.

	“Oh my God,” I mutter under my breath and I can see his breath hitch, he looks confused or maybe he looks scared. I've puzzled it together. We aren't friends, so why is he sitting here giving me more information than needed, giving me what sounds like advice, and trying to convey some deep message? Because he knows!

	“You know, don't you?”

	“Know what?” he asks, his octave rising higher and his right hand rubbing his neck.

	What a terrible liar. 

	“Fucking Adaline,” I mutter angrily, feeling my heart pounding. I stand up roughly, grabbing my bag while feeling heat rising to my neck.

	I can see Aryan’s mouth moving, but I can't hear anything coming out of his mouth, nor can I look him in the eye. I just run out of detention, not worried about anything else besides confronting Adaline.

	I'm going to kill her. 

	***

	I think I broke about five traffic rules on the way to Adaline's home, but I don't care. I couldn't care as I drove because fury was coursing through my body. Betrayal, I've never tasted it before, but is this what qualifies as betrayal? It sure feels like it, especially now, as I stand outside Adaline's house, my hand banging on her door. 

	It doesn't even take five seconds before the door swings open and there she stands. She has the nerve to smile softly and excitedly at me and I have the nerve to like it.

	“Hey—”

	“Is your brother home?” I cut her off abruptly.

	She shakes her head confused. “No—”

	Before she can answer, I barrage my way into her house, pushing past her shoulder harshly. I turn back to her and she closes the door, looking utterly baffled.

	“You told your friends about us?” I spit the words out like an accusation.

	One.

	Two.      

	Three.

	It takes three seconds for Adaline to seemingly process my words—she looks like a deer in head lights and instantly my heart drops. 

	The guilt that's written on her face only makes me angrier and confirms my every suspicion even more. This probably means she also told Victoria.

	Oh my God.

	“Shit!” she exclaims worried, walking closer to me. “I just needed someone to talk to—”

	“We agreed not to tell anyone!” I shout the words out and I don't miss the way she flinches, moving back almost instinctively.

	I can't focus on that right now. I can't care about that right now; I'm too furious.

	“I know,” her voice is dripping with guilt, “I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said anything, but they won't tell anyone…I trust them.”

	Trust them? I don't care! Oh my God, they know. Do they all sit there and laugh at me collectively? How could they not? I went from bullying Adaline to having sex with her. I bet they've told so many people.

	Oh my God. I bet Victoria has told Kai. Does he sit there and laugh at me with her too?

	“I don't trust them! Victoria is dating Kai, she's probably already told him.” I flail my hands around trying to make my point.

	“She hasn't told Kai, I swear,” she says sincerely and I want to believe her.

	Maybe I do, but that doesn't matter.

	“Fuck you, Adaline,” I retort, anger dripping from my every word, but I can't help the crack that comes out of my voice.

	My heart is beating so fast right now and anxiety is filling my every last vein. What if they go into school and tell everyone? I mean, it's warranted, isn't it? Like revenge for how I've treated Adaline. 

	It wouldn't take long for the word to spread to my mother. She would find out and hate me, I would be just like my father. She would disown me. How would she be able to love me again?

	No. No. No. No—

	“I'm sorry, I am. I know you're scared—”

	“Scared? Why would I be scared?” I cut her off furiously, offended at her words.

	This isn't fear. The pit in my stomach and the sweat on my neck isn't fear. It's anger. That's what it always is, I'm not capable of fear because fear makes you weak, it makes you vulnerable and you're only vulnerable if something is true, but this isn't true.

	“Juliette …” she utters softly, her eyebrows pinched in concern and her eyes brimmed with what can only be described as…pity?

	“What? Why are you looking at me like that?”

	I don't want her gentle looks. I don't want her pity. I don't know what I want, all I know is that we agreed to something and she went against it. She needs to stop looking at me like that. It's making my chest coil and my knees heavy. I can't breathe when she looks at me like that.

	“Like what?” She tries to mask the look, but she's not doing her best work today.

	“Like you know something I don't,” I say defensively and the look is back again, stronger than ever.

	She stays silent and I can't help the words that tumble out of my mouth next. “What? you think I like girls or something?” I ask suspiciously.

	Her face says all that needs to be said, like she already knows in her mind, like she knows me better than I know myself.

	“Juliette, we've had sex—”

	“That doesn't mean I like girls. You are the only girl I'm attracted to,” I retort, my breathing getting heavier and my tone more defensive.

	I can't like girls. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't. I can't.

	“No, I'm not and that's okay,” she says, I've never heard her speak so softly before.

	“Don't fucking patronize me!” I retort, pointing a finger in her face. “Even if I did like girls, it wouldn't be okay for you to tell anyone, it would be my thing to tell.”

	I don't like girls. I don't, so I'm not sure why I'm so angry. She should know though. Of all people she should know that you don't tell people things like this. 

	She felt it, didn't she? When she was outed by that Neanderthal when we were twelve and everyone knew she liked girls?

	Yeah, and what did you do Juliette? Did you comfort her for being outed or did you berate her?

	Adaline doesn't owe me anything, especially after how I've treated her…but that doesn't make it hurt any less.

	My mother is gonna hate me, rightfully so. She'll hold the same contempt for me as she does my father. I promised her, I was there for her and I vowed to be just like her…not like him. She'll hate me. Hate me. Hate me. Hate me.

	I hate me.

	She sighs and I swear I can hear a tremble in her tone. “You're right. I'm so sorry, I am. I just, I like—” she stops herself mid-sentence, flushing red. “I'm sorry.”

	I feel lights and cameras. I feel a thousand eyes on me in this room right now even though no one is here. I've been stripped naked, my secrets laid bare, my pain laid bare. The shame I carry with me to every table I sit at is fighting hard to enter back into my body and it's agonizing.

	I ignore her words, not even being able to hear what she's saying or trying to say. “I don't like girls…I can't like girls.” My tone is shaky; it won't take long for me to explode.

	“Yes, you can, just because your father—”

	“Don't fucking mention my father!” That's what it takes, the mention of my father is all it takes for tears to start falling freely.

	It's painful. The hot tears tracing my face are painful, but not nearly as painful as the way Adaline is looking at me right now—with understanding, compassion, and everything we agreed we don't feel for each other; everything that isn't hate.

	“Okay,” she whispers gently.

	She tries to walk closer to me, but I move backwards. How did this happen? From this morning to now? Why am I crying in front of the girl I hate and why don't I feel embarrassed? 

	I just want to melt into her arms; I want to be honest and be held as I sob into her arms while she consoles me, but I can't, because then I'm admitting to it…and I can't do that.

	So, I do the thing I'm not usually that good at, I walk away.

	

	 

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-TWO

	A d a l i n e

	I can't sleep. I can't eat. Worst of all, I can't study; all because Juliette has been ignoring me for a whole week. 

	Juliette never ignores me. She might avoid me and then send her minions to do her dirty work, but she never downright ignores me. I've tried calling her, sending her messages, I've even been sending her emails for tutoring—like I did the last time she was angry at me. 

	I hope she's actually been studying the notes because regardless of our situation, I need that commendation letter.

	Literally, anytime I try to speak to her at school, she disappears. Normally, I would revel in this; that I angered her, but this time is different.      

	The difference is that she is so very clearly hurt. I can't stop thinking about her face; the way she cried. 

	Every time I think about it, my heart clenches in response. I myself haven't cried since my brother was sentenced to prison when I was eleven.

	I didn't even cry when my own father died; I'm just not an emotional person—or maybe I repress most of my emotions. So why did I feel myself almost on the verge of bawling when I saw her cry?

	Maybe it's the guilt that had that effect. I never got to choose when I came out; I was viciously outed and I hated that my control was taken from me. So how could I do the same thing to Juliette? Even if circumstances are different and my friends objectively wouldn't tell anyone, that doesn't matter.

	It was her secret to tell, even if she doesn't know it yet.

	“Hey, are you okay?” Victoria’s voice snaps me out of my inner turmoil.

	I'm currently in the school library—which is insanely gigantic. I'm studying with Aryan and Victoria for an upcoming math exam but really, I'm just thinking about Juliette.

	I sigh and nod, but neither of them look convinced. 

	“What made you finally give in to this thing with Kai, besides getting over him being friends with Juliette?” I ask abruptly.

	I mean I always thought Victoria was just like me when it came to feelings—that she repressed them and would never give Kai a chance. I am pleasantly surprised that they're dating, but I still want to know why—why now?

	“That's a random question,” she says, furrowing her eyebrows and Aryan does the same, but I just shrug, prompting her to answer.

	“I guess it was becoming way too hard denying that I did want him and the fact that it's our last year at Richmond. The thought that I wouldn't see him every single day ever again kind of scared me.” Her face is thoughtful as if she's thinking deeply about her situation. 

	Aryan and I listen intently, completely entranced by her words. I've literally never heard her speak like this before; she sounds so free, so…soft. she's being brutally honest and it's making me think even harder.

	Does it scare me that I potentially won't see Juliette again after I leave Richmond? I used to think it would be like heaven, but I'm not really sure anymore.

	She blushes. “I finally let myself have someone.”

	“That is so sappy.”

	“That is so sweet,” Aryan says at the same time as me.

	Victoria smiles at Aryan and just sticks her middle finger up at me and I blow her a kiss. It's my duty as her best friend to make fun of her when she says anything remotely emotional, that's just how it is.      

	“Why did you ask that anyway?” Victoria asks, confused.

	I take a deep breath before talking. “I think I'm starting to…tolerate Juliette.”

	The knowing look and smiles on their faces rattles me a little. They look amused, maybe even slightly concerned. They always know everything before me anyway, so I'm not shocked that they aren't shocked.

	“You mean liking her?” Aryan smiles coyly and I just duck my head lightly in response.

	“Did you figure that out because she's been ignoring you for a few days?” Victoria asks me interestedly.

	My friends have literally had front row tickets to Juliette ignoring me all week. Victoria offered to ask Kai about it, but then quickly realized he doesn't know about me and Juliette, so she couldn't even ask him.

	I smile sheepishly. “Maybe.”

	“I'm sorry about that again,” Aryan adds, his face downcast.

	He's been doing that a lot this past week. He came over to my house as soon as Juliette left and so did Victoria. He spent God knows how long apologizing about her figuring it out, but I assured him it wasn't his fault. 

	“No, it wasn't your fault, it was mine.” He still doesn't look any less guilty, but I mean everything I'm saying.

	Victoria scoff, looking affronted. “Oh please, she's done much worse to you.”

	She's right. She's completely right. However, I know deep down that Victoria knows it's never right to out anyone, but she's probably done the same thing as me—fooled herself into thinking it's okay because I was only confiding in my friends.

	“I know,” I sigh, rubbing my temples, “which is why it's so crazy that I might like her.”

	“You've really never noticed it before?” Aryan says, like the thought itself is crazy and Victoria echoes his sentiments with her expressions.

	“I've thought about fucking her before, but not…liking her.” I shudder at the thought. “She's been horrible to me since we were kids, how could I possibly like her? What does that say about me?”

	I think I already know the answer to this deep down. It should be embarrassing to like someone like her who has borderline bullied me for years. However, along the way, I got revenge for every terrible thing she did to me. A part of me liked it too or maybe became accustomed to it.

	I know I can't fully forgive her; she literally started this whole game. Yeah, I fought back eventually and we reached equal footing, but that will never change the fact that it never started off equal.

	It's okay to feel guilty about outing her. Hell, it's even okay to have sex with her, but am I really one of those people? Someone who ends up liking their enemy—their bully?

	Victoria nods with a sigh. “It means you're human. Trust me, I would much rather you like someone who's a better person. It took a long time for me and Aryan to realize you wanted Juliette in that way, but we got used to it. You can't help who you like.”

	I nod at her words, thinking about them. She definitely has a point. I mean, imagine how confusing it was for Aryan and Victoria to figure out that I wanted Juliette or was attracted to her as they've made it clear I've wanted her for a while, which I'm still not sure I did, but they do know me better than I know myself.

	If my friends—who hate Juliette maybe just as much as me and have even helped me mess with Juliette numerous times—can understand why I like Juliette, maybe I can sort of understand it too.

	“And she's changing, isn't she? I saw it that day in detention,” Aryan adds.

	I'm not sure what he's referring to, but I think it has something to do with her listening and apologizing to him. Honestly, when he told me that, I was shocked. She rarely apologizes.

	“I don't want her to change,” I admit.

	Yeah, she is slightly changing, at least in terms of not being so out rightly homophobic. I can feel it too, or at least I felt it before she started ignoring me.

	“You like your girls mean?” Aryan wiggles his eyebrows and Victoria giggles. 

	I can stand up on my high horse and claim that I hate Juliette for being mean, but that’s simply not true—I like her mean, I like her cruel. I don’t care how mean she is, because she’s good at it. The only thing I can’t stand is her homophobia.

	I shrug in agreement and then add, “I don't like them homophobic though.”

	They both nod in agreement, but are staring at me with thoughtful looks. They literally look like Cheshire cats right now with smirks the size of Jupiter on their faces.

	“Why are you guys smiling?”

	They look between themselves and Victoria gestures her hand towards Aryan, like she's giving him the front stage to talk some sense into me. 

	“Because you're a runner Addie. You run from problems and avoid talking about them, but you've been in this little game with Juliette for years and not once have you run away.”

	He's right. He's so utterly right and it's scary. I avoid everything, unless it benefits me in some manner. She's the one thing I cannot avoid, no matter how hard I try.

	“So why do I still have this hatred for her?” At this point I'm throwing out all of my concerns because I need answers.

	I still hate her. Every time I look at her, every time I see her do something annoying, unbridled rage fills my chest. It's festered over five years, so I understand it's hard to change, but isn't it supposed to leave once you like someone? How can you hate someone you like?

	“How are you the smartest person I know, but you lack this much common sense?” Aryan says, dumbfounded.

	I mock gasp at his words, but before I can respond, Victoria starts talking. “The opposite of love isn't hate; it's apathy. You hating Juliette is undeniable proof that you feel something for her. If you keep hating her, it just means you keep feeling things for her.”

	Why are my friends so intelligent? And I have the nerve to label myself as smart? I wish I had an iota of the emotional intelligence these two possess. 

	Apathy. I've literally never felt apathetic towards Juliette my entire life. Come to think of it, I've always hated her, so does that mean I don't need to stop? That's elating, because I don't think I could stop hating her even if I tried.

	We aren't Juliette and Adaline without hating each other, we just aren't.

	“Don't stress about it, it's not like you need to marry the girl. You hate love anyway, it's not like you would ever want her to be your girlfriend. It's just casual, right?” Victoria says, her tone is sort of teasing, but serious at the same time, as if she wishes that I would disagree with her.

	“Right.” They both sigh and look disappointed at my answer.

	How could I agree with her? Just because I've realized I like Juliette doesn't mean I'm gonna fall in love with her. All it means is that she's more than a sex buddy, but that doesn't make her my girlfriend. I could never be like my father; I could never fall in love.

	I could never let it ruin me.

	Aryan nods and then groans dramatically. “Now, if we're done with this little crisis, can someone please help me with this equation?”

	***

	Sometimes, I forget how obscenely popular Juliette is, until times like this when people are swarming around her. 

	I'm currently leaning against my locker, my headphones on my head as usual. I'm not even being secretive about watching Juliette, I can't. I want her to notice me, to look at me, but she won't.

	She's just talking to a group of girls and boys who are no doubt probably showering her with compliments about how beautiful she is, which she is, but still, they don't mean it when they say it; they just worship her. They have no idea how beautiful she actually is; they haven't seen her face when she's overcome with pleasure or when she's stuffing her face with pasta. 

	They haven't seen her. Not like me.

	The ringing bell snaps me out of my thoughts, that's the drawback of old headphones—they aren't noise cancelling at all. 

	I sigh and take my headphones off, stuffing them in my locker. I have a free period now, so I'll probably just read a book or—

	Turning around, my eyes land back on Juliette who's currently walking towards the bathroom. Never mind, I know exactly what I'm going to do.

	I wait for a few moments, steadying myself, before I walk towards the bathroom myself. It's giving me flashbacks to a week ago when she had her fingers in my cunt. I've literally been sexually frustrated since then, because of her avoiding me.

	I walk into the bathroom and she's standing in front of the mirrors, reapplying her lip-gloss. Instantly, her gaze catches mine and I can see her jaw clenching. I walk closer behind her and she doesn't stop her ministrations.

	“Hey,” I say quietly.

	She sighs, putting her lip-gloss down. “What do you want?”

	Her voice. That's the first time in a week that I'm hearing her velvety voice and it's spurring me on in unimaginable ways. It feels like a breath of fresh air after being trapped underground for far too long.

	“For you to stop ignoring me,” I answer back bluntly and unashamed.      

	She looks taken aback by my honesty and I don't blame her, I'm taken aback too. This is not the way I usually am, especially with her.

	“I'm not ignoring you, I'm just busy.” Comes her lame retort.

	“I'm still your tutor. We can’t just stop—”

	“I'm busy.” She cuts me off, repeating her words.      

	At this point, she has turned around, finally facing me and it's hard to continue my train of thought when she looks this sexy. 

	Her silky blonde hair is tied into a perfect, slicked ponytail and her uniform is as perfect as always. She's not wearing as much makeup as she usually does today, regardless, she always looks ethereal.

	“Well, are you busy tonight?” I ask.

	Say no. Tell me no. I'm even okay if she keeps denying what her sexuality is as long as she just finally talks to me again. 

	We can just go back to tutoring only. She can heal in whatever way she wants and deal with her sexuality on her own terms. I've never had a problem with that—

	“Yeah, I'm going to dinner with Adonis, it's our anniversary.”

	Seriously? So, while I've essentially been in agonizing guilt for a whole week, thinking that she's probably dealing with so much anxiety and internalized homophobia, she's actually been perfectly fine? So fine that she's going to dinner with her stupid boyfriend?

	“What are you both celebrating? Cheating on each other?” My voice comes out more snippy than I would like, but I can't help it.

	“He gets his fill and so do I,” she says, unbothered.

	A pang hits my chest before I can even think straight. A fill? That's what I am?

	Why are you so bothered by that? You don't believe in love, just sex, right? Oh, get lost, brain! I don't have time for your sarcasm.

	“Noted,” I say in a clipped tone and I think I see a speck of guilt enter her eyes, but it goes as quickly as it comes.

	The way she said that, like they're in some messed up open relationship where they have affairs with other people and then come back together to talk about it; like I'm her little experiment or something.

	“What? Are you jealous or something?” She laughs in that cruel, little way.      

	I ignore her words. “Have you been fucking him while we've been doing whatever this is?” I gesture between us with my hands.

	Jealous. Why would I be jealous? Jealous of a man that can take her out to dinner? A man that she wouldn't be ashamed of; someone she would be able to be seen with in public or take home to her mother?

	I'm not jealous.      

	So why do I need her to say no so badly?

	“Of course, I have,” she says, furrowing her eyebrows like I'm being ridiculous. “He is my boyfriend. I told you I don't like girls. You are the experiment here, not him.”

	A wave of fury and hurt travels through my body at her words. I feel my knees go week, especially as she stands here, stone faced. 

	She's still sleeping with him? Oh, I think I'm going to be sick. I should maybe feel pity that she's sleeping with him because she clearly doesn't like men, but I can't.

	Maybe a part of me believes her when she calls me an experiment. She wouldn't be the first straight girl who's used me like that and she probably won't be the last.

	I'm the experiment.

	However, he is the boyfriend, the guy she sleeps with and the guy whose hand she holds in school without feeling scared.

	“Well, enjoy fucking your boyfriend.” I lean forward and see her gulp. “Be sure to especially enjoy it when he doesn't make you cum and you spend the rest of the night miserable.”      

	I see a wave of pain and offence flash across her face because she isn't quick enough to hide it this time, but I don't care. 

	Yeah, I messed up, but my friends would never tell anyone, not to mention the fact that I've apologized. So instead of having a mature conversation, she wants to throw all of this away by treating me like shit?

	Well, screw that! Two can play that game.

	I stalk out of the bathroom before she has a chance to respond. Clearly, I'm too angry to look where I'm going because I bump into someone. I'm ready to take Juliette's anger out on whoever I've bumped into until I look up…It's Alex, with his dopey smile and messy, blonde hair.

	“Hey Addie, I was literally just looking for you.” He beams.

	“What's up Alex?” I ask tiredly, but trying my best not to snap at him because he doesn't deserve that, although he has been acting very weird lately. He keeps texting me and trying to speak to me in between classes. Me? I haven't given him the time of day because I've been insanely busy with studying…and thinking about Juliette.

	He rubs his hands together nervously. “I have a party tonight and I was wondering…do you wanna go as my date?”

	Oh.

	Oh, no.

	Before I can even answer, a cold voice pops up from behind me. “How many times have I told you that she's not interested?”

	I turn to my right and there Juliette stands, hands on her hips shooting daggers at Alex and instantly, I'm furious again.

	“Since when do you speak for her? You hate each other,” Alex says and I inwardly applaud him for actually standing up to her.

	He's right. She doesn't speak for me, especially not after the shit she just pulled. 

	I shoot daggers her way, but she doesn't take her eyes off Alex, she looks like she's going to tear him apart.

	That's when the lightbulb finally goes off in my head; she's…jealous. Oh my God, she is so hard to read; one minute she doesn't like girls, the next, she's jealous? I should be elated, but I'm not; I'm way too angry for that right now.

	“Yeah, we do hate each other, so ignore her.” I turn my gaze back to Alex, smiling at him. “I'd love to go as your date tonight, Alex.”

	He positively brightens. “Really? Cool! I'll see you tonight then. I'll pick you up at eight?”

	“Sounds good.” I smile and he nods shyly before turning and walking away.

	This is good, right? Alex is a good guy, he's sweet and kind and not bad on the eyes either. He's never been afraid to be friends with me in public and he would never speak to me the way Juliette just did.

	“What are you doing?” Juliette asks and I turn to look at her.

	She's breathing heavy, her eyes darkened and her tone incredibly low. I want to laugh at how jealous she looks, but I don't, because I want her to deal with it.

	“Getting my fill from someone else,” I answer and don't even give her a chance to respond before I stalk off.

	I'm not some idiotic girl who pines over someone that treats her like shit. I'm not even capable of falling in love with anyone, so why do I care this much? As nice as it would have been for Juliette not to be in denial, clearly, that's not going to happen anytime soon.      

	That's beside the point, I need to remember who I am— who I've always been. I'm Adaline Emery and I excel at a plethora of things, but the thing I'm best at?      

	Giving people a taste of their own medicine.

	***

	Alex picked me up. He was polite, opened my door for me and offered to take my jacket once we walked into the party. 

	He didn't even stare at my legs that are on show because of how short this strapped black satin dress is, which I have to give him props for, because I have been in his exact position before and have stared…quite unashamedly too.

	So, he's being a sweetheart and we're dancing together while Aryan, Kai and Victoria are somewhere doing the same.

	So why do I feel so empty? The party is absolutely bustling and Alex is being so funny. He’s so handsome, but I don't feel a thing, not when all I can think about is Juliette. 

	Is she having dinner with Adonis right now? Does he know what she would order? Or worse, does he order for her? They've been together for two years after all, I'm sure he knows a lot about her—

	“Can I get you anything to drink?” Alex asks, leaning closer so I can hear him over the music.

	I shake my head. “I don't drink.”      

	Juliette knows that.

	He visibly deflates at my words and I can almost taste the apology about to leave his mouth right now, so I interrupt him by bringing his hands to my waist and turning around in his arms. 

	I feel him stiffen, but he recuperates fairly quickly and wraps his arm around my stomach both of us dancing.

	I should be having fun right now, not thinking about Satan’s spawn. 

	I haven't even so much as touched another person ever since Juliette and I first kissed, which is shocking because I have sex quite often and somewhere along the line, it seems as though I just…don't want to anymore.

	We continue dancing and the music is only getting louder. My eyes scan the party and inadvertently go towards the entrance of the party and I wish they hadn't, because I see none other than Juliette walking in…with Adonis.

	I guess the dinner didn't last that long.

	She looks as edible as ever, wearing a stretchy, dark red, jersey dress which I can only assume is Prada? Her tits sit so well in that dress as do her long legs which are on show.

	I see her walking towards the make-shift dance floor and her eyes meet mine. Instantly, a surge of energy runs through my body, all that emptiness has disappeared into the abyss and now, all I feel is pure fury. How dare she waltz into this party with her stupid boyfriend?

	More importantly, how dare she walk a few meters in front of me, dancing with Adonis? She looks furious seeing Alex behind me, but she's still dancing with Adonis, mirroring my movements and wrapping his arms around her waist as she faces me.

	This is the game she wants to play right now? Okay. I'll bite; I always do when it comes to her.

	“You're so hot.” I feel Alex mumbling into my neck and I take the opportunity to grind my ass into him.

	He moans under his breath, but I can't focus on that right now, I just keep my eyes on Juliette and continue dancing with him. 

	Come over by Jorja Smith begins blasting from the speakers and I feel myself ready to dance. I feel anger coursing through my veins as I watch Juliette grinding into Adonis and he's enjoying every bit of it. I just want to kill him for it, she's mine! 

	Is she though? With his hands on her?

	I work through my fury by moving Alex's hands further up and down my body until he's cupping my tits and I feel his hardness growing behind me. Darkness abducts Juliette’s gaze. I can feel fury radiating off her, but I feel too good to stop.

	I love bothering her.

	He begins kissing my neck slowly, probably checking if I want to stop, but I don't, not while she's watching me anyway. I groan in delight actually enjoying the feeling, he's not as soft as Juliette, but he's good at that, I'm only human after all.

	A human who hasn't had sex in a whole week.

	I continue dancing with him feeling the music buzzing me and my body heating up. At this point, watching Juliette is agony, my body feels like it could explode from lust and anger.

	All of a sudden, my view of Juliette is blocked by a figure appearing in front of me. A very sexy figure at that. Shorter than me though, gorgeous black skin and a cheeky smile. That doesn't make me any less annoyed by the intrusion though.

	“Mind if I join?” the girl asks. 

	She's bold. She isn't from Richmond either, I would have recognised her. Plus, no one would be caught dead coming up to me if they were from Richmond, besides Alex. 

	Her gaze is almost teasing and predatory at the same time and I can't help eyeing her. I turn my head back to Alex asking him if he's okay with this, using my eyes.

	“Whatever you want, I'm down,” he tells me cheekily and I smirk.

	“Come on,” I tell her, retracting my hands from Alex and pulling her closer to my body.

	My hands move to her waist and her hands are around my neck while Alex is still behind me, wrapping his hands around my waist. It starts off sort of stiff, but soon all three of us meld into a dance, like a threesome.

	I rest my head in the crook of the girls face and my eyes wander back to Juliette who looks…furious. Her face is red and at this point, she's stopped dancing with Adonis. My first instinct is to stop whatever this is and run to her…until I see her kiss Adonis.

	Her back is to me and I feel like I could pass out from the sickness I feel right now. I feel my chest aching, like someone just stabbed me in the heart. Screw this.

	Instantly, I play her game back, planting my lips on the girl I'm currently dancing with—she wastes no time reciprocating and I feel Alex whimpering behind us.

	“Let's find a room,” the girl mumbles against my lips and she detaches from me, leaning over and kissing Alex too.

	He looks dumbfounded and entranced, but most of all, he looks turned on. He instantly nods and I find myself doing the same, in half mock excitement and half actual excitement.

	I mean come on, a threesome with two hot people? What a good way to piss Juliette off. No! I don't care about that, I only care about moving on from whatever we had.

	All three of us rush toward the stairs in between the countless drunk and annoying bodies. We walk upstairs, touching each other and kissing until we reach his bedroom. 

	The perks of the party being at Alex's mansion is that we get a whole big ass room to ourselves and no one can kick us out.

	When we enter the room, I immediately fall onto the bed and feel the girl—whose name I literally still do not know—climb on top of me.      

	“I wanna taste you,” she tells me in a husky tone.

	“Yeah,” I groan, hiking my dress up and watching as she goes to work, pulling my panties to the side. Her tongue is empty; it's not agonizing and it doesn't feel like hot torture like Juliette's does, but I try and forget about that. 

	I beckon Alex over with my fingers and he comes to the side of the bed instantly, his jeans completely strained by his bulge. I look at his eyes for confirmation as I hover my hand over his jeans and he nods.

	“Touch me,” he practically whines, unzipping his jeans and letting his cock spring free.

	He's big; maybe around eight inches. I instantly begin running my hand up and down his cock and I fake a moan, feeling the girl suck on my clit.

	I imagine that it's Juliette's tongue inside of me and that manages to send a ripple of heat in my stomach, but it's still not enough. So, I decide to forget about it by enveloping Alex's cock in my mouth, but before I can, the door flies open.

	It's Juliette. Her face and eyes wide as she takes in the image of us. Her fists are clenched at her sides and I've literally never seen her look so…dangerous before.

	 


Chapter THIRTY-THREE

	J u l i e t t e

	Heat. Fire. Fury. It's coursing through every vein in my body right now. Am I getting a fever? Or do I just have the will to kill someone right now? Even exhaling is a mission at this point, because I can't manage to breathe, not when I see what is in front of me.

	Adaline—on Alex's bed, with a girl in between her legs.

	Well, the girl is standing up at this point. Alex is also…zipped up. They both instantly recoiled when I walked into the room. They're smart, I'll give them that; because if I saw anyone’s hands anyway near the same vicinity as Adaline, I would have to cut them off. No, I'm not exaggerating, I've broken someone's hand before for touching her. Maybe it's not the same thing, but still, the consequences would be the same.

	“What the fuck!” Alex is frazzled, considering the blush on his cheeks. 

	“You two,” I say, my tone dangerously calm as I gesture with my hands to the two people I'm going to break very soon. “Get out!”

	I can't even look at Adaline right now, I'm unable to meet her eyes. I'm just focused on calming my erratic heartbeat before I do something so obscenely violent that I scare Adaline away forever.

	“This is my room,” Alex sputters in response and his confident façade is laughable.

	He's literally still got his hands over his zipped-up dick, that's how embarrassed he is that I walked in on him. He shouldn't flatter himself, I would rather throw bleach on my eyes instead of seeing his dick again.

	The very same pathetic dick that Adaline was about to …

	I clench my fists, my nails digging into my skin hard enough to draw blood as I close my eyes momentarily to regain my senses.

	Mine. Mine. Mine. Mine.

	“Who is this?” My eyes blink back open at the sound of the random girl’s voice.

	She looks genuinely confused and I am too, considering I have no idea who she is. All I know is I was angry when Adaline was dancing with Alex, then she went and made me furious by joining and…kissing her.

	Sometimes, there’s need for violence. I ignore the nameless girl’s question as does everyone else in the room. Maybe they're too preoccupied staring at me as I walk around Alex's large room.

	I find what I'm looking for perched on his dusky brown chest of draws—his Lacrosse bat. Such a pretentious prick, I know he's the captain of the Lacrosse team, but really? I'm the captain of the cheerleading squad, yet do I keep pom-poms in my bedroom? No.

	Perhaps I should be thanking him for being such a child, because the bat feels quite homely in my hands, especially as I flip it around so the net part is facing the floor and the hard part is accessible to me. 

	I don't even bother turning to face anyone. I can hear voices, but I can't decipher the words, all I can do is start swinging.

	His family photo frames (that's for asking her to be your date to this party), a few beer bottles on his desk (that's for dancing with her). Anything that looks breakable is currently getting smashed (that's for having your hands on her).

	Rage rooms are nothing compared to this. I feel pure adrenaline rushing through me as I destroy his room, all while she watches.

	“I'm out of here.” I hear the nameless girl say worriedly and she runs out of the room, but I don't stop my damage.

	“What the fuck!” Alex shouts out for the second time and tries to intervene. His body coming in front of me, his eyes wide.

	I mock swing at his face and he flinches, shielding himself in fear (that's for having your dick anywhere near her). I revel in the feeling of him being terrified—so scared of me.

	He should be.

	He soon recovers from his fear. This time he just looks exhausted. “Juliette, stop it.”

	I walk closer to him, suppressing the urge to wipe his head clean off his body. “Then get the fuck out.”

	It's his room—his home. He shouldn't listen to me, yet his eyes lower, a heavy sigh emitting from his body and he pinches his temples. 

	Before I know it, he walks away pathetically, slamming his door. It isn't about me smashing his room, he could easily replace all of this and it wouldn't even dent his parents’ account, it's not about me holding his bat either. If he thought I was dangerous, he wouldn't be leaving me here with Adaline. It's about power. He knows I have it, that I could sneak deep into every crevice of his life and destroy him.

	My gaze slices back to Adaline and I find the bat slipping through my grasp and onto the floor at the sight of her. 

	She's just leaning on her hands, smirking at me, her delicious dress is still hiked up—her incredible legs on show—but her panties still on.

	Authority fills my very senses. “Pull your fucking dress down.”

	“I don't think so,” she retorts like a little brat, not at all threatened by the glare I'm sure I'm shooting her way right now.

	She looks so good right now—too good—so bratty and completely unterrified like I didn't just behave like a deranged lunatic. That only drives me further in my anger.

	“What the fuck do you think you were doing here?” I ask, referring to what was about to transpire before I walked in. Although I know exactly what was going to happen, I want to hear it from her.

	“Well …” she sits up and finally pulls her dress down, “I was about to have a threesome before you came in—”

	“Two people, really?”

	She shrugs with that little glint that's always in her eyes. “I'm an overachiever.”

	My jaw clenches so tight that I'm surprised it doesn't break. Overachiever. That's right, that's exactly what she is. 

	I dance with Adonis and somehow, she manages to almost sleep with two people? I didn’t even touch him at dinner, I spent the whole time thinking about her!

	“I'm gonna destroy him, her too. You do know that, right?” My tone is dark and as calculating as it can be because I'm being brutally honest.

	I should probably feel bad for thinking like this, Alex is a nice guy, isn't he? Oh well, I don't care! He touched Adaline, no one touches her.

	As for the girl, I'll find out who she is. She'll probably meet the same fate as Alex. Maybe even worse, considering her tongue was inside Adaline…oh, definitely worse.

	“Know what? That you're a fucking psychopath? Yes. I have a good idea,” she retorts with an eye roll and makes a slow beeline for the door.

	I watch her feet to make sure she doesn't trip over any of the broken glass or anything else. Thankfully, she's wearing shoes, I wish Alex and that girl weren't.

	I intercept Adaline and turn her around, effectively pinning her shoulders against the door. My hands aren't rough, but they aren't gentle either.

	I stare deep into her eyes. “They don't get to fucking touch you. No one gets to touch you.”

	No one. No one, but me. Maybe I'm a psychopath who is overtly possessive, but I don't care. I’ve always felt like this, ever since I first laid eyes on Adaline, I knew she wouldn’t belong to anyone else but me.

	She pushes me off her body harshly and her breathing is laboured, mirroring my own. “Or what? You're gonna break Alex's hand like you did Stacey's?”

	“When are you going to stop bringing that up—”

	“It doesn't matter.” She rolls her eyes and groans simultaneously. “What matters is that you're here acting as if you get to dictate who I sleep with when you're still sleeping with that fucking prick!”

	Anger is still boiling in my chest, but it's having to make space for the guilt that I feel overcome with now, especially with the way her eyes look, just like how they looked in the bathroom this morning. I hated it.

	It's all I thought about when I was at dinner with Adonis. I ignored him the whole night, all of his gifts and affection. All I could think about was Adaline, all I ever think about is her.

	“I lied,” I admit quietly, “I haven't slept with him. Not since our first kiss.”

	I lied to her. Obviously, I haven't slept with Adonis, I've barely even been able to touch him since Adaline and I have gotten closer. How could I when the only person I want to touch is her?

	I had to lie. I had to do anything to push her away and that included ignoring her for a week. I’ve barely even spoken to Kai this week, or anyone. I was terrified, embarrassed even, about how I bawled in front of her. 

	I was in a state of complete and utter paranoia that someone would find out from her friends about us. That doesn't matter now, at this point, I want to tattoo my name on her forehead so no one goes anywhere near her.

	Her eyes widen a fraction, but she quickly recovers. “I don't care. Now leave me alone.” Her tone is cold, but there's an underlying hint of shakiness that I can feel.

	She does care. I know she does. It's only making me angrier that she's pretending not to. Why does she want me to leave her alone so badly anyway? Paranoia rings in my mind.      

	“So you can go back out there and fuck them?” I retort furiously, bawling my fists.

	“Exactly.”

	“Don't test me, Adaline,”

	“You don't scare me, Juliette.”

	The same words we said to each other in the locker room a few months ago, but now the roles have been reversed and I absolutely hate it. I can feel my body getting hotter and hotter. As angry as I am, I can't stop staring at her.

	Adaline doesn't stop with her words there either; I can practically feel the malice oozing off her as she crosses her arms over her stomach.

	“Why do you care anyway? You're straight, you should be happy, right? I'm just your experiment.” She spits out harshly. “Don't worry, this doesn't mean we have to stop having sex, it just means you'll have to be on a waiting list.”

	So coy, so maliciously vile. Her dark hair slightly messy and her maroon lipstick smudged and it makes me sick and…turned on? It doesn't get rid of my anger though. No, it only multiplies it tenfold. 

	Waiting list. It wouldn't take me long to change that to multiple obituaries.

	“Stop it.” My low tone is nothing but a warning because she is seriously testing my last nerve right now. I never should have said she was an experiment, I know that and I regret it. I'm such an idiot sometimes. She could never be my experiment, never.

	I just knew that would be the word to use to get her to leave me alone. She tried everything to get me to talk to her this whole week and I needed her to leave…before I gave in.

	“Or what?” Her hooded eyes are goading me.

	“Let me take you home,” I say changing the subject, desperate to get her out of here.      

	I know Adaline. If I leave her here, she'll sleep with someone else, maybe not even Alex. I'm hoping it's only to bother me and not because she actually…wants to.

	“No.”

	Of course. This is Adaline Emery. She isn't like everyone else. She won't worship at my altar and eat up my every demand. It doesn't matter if I threaten her, berate her, she will always do what she wants to do. 

	I couldn't force her, I'm not capable of it. That doesn't make her non-compliance any less infuriating though.

	“Why are you being so difficult right now?” I groan, running a hand through my hair.

	She scoffs loudly as if my words are ridiculous. “I'm being difficult? Me? That's so rich coming from you.”

	“I'm sorry, okay? I'm fucking sorry, Addie. I didn't mean what I said …” I walk closer to her and make an attempt to grab her arm. “Just come with me—”

	She jerks away from my touch as if acid has grated her and I feel my heart twisting. “Don't fucking touch me. God, I fucking hate you.”

	“Why? Because I ruined your chances for a mediocre threesome?” I snap at her, still feeling the ache of her refusing my touch.

	So angry. So furious and for what? All because I interrupted whatever she was about to do? She should be thanking me.

	I wanted to kill them both, but I didn't. I refrained to stay with her and hash this out, when all I really want to do is go back down there and wring their necks.

	I also want to bend Adaline over and spank the ever-living shit out of her for testing me like this, then I want to top it off by fucking her so hard that she won't ever think about letting anyone else touch her ever again.

	“No, I hate you because you're fucking selfish!” She jabs at my chest with her finger.

	It should hurt, it kind of does, but most of all, it feels elating. She's touching me, even if it's maybe to hurt and infuriate me, she's still touching me.

	“Selfish?”

	Of course, I'm selfish, especially when it comes to her.

	“Yes, selfish!” she echoes, her face redder than ever and before I can speak, she continues. “You don't want to admit you like girls, but you sit here and act like you own me!”

	I can't breathe, not when she speaks and especially because she doesn't stop. I don't want to process her words. I've barely been able to think about the words she said last week.

	“I hate you because you're a miserable fucking cunt who loves tearing people down! I hate you because you bullied me for most of my life and for some reason, I'm still here. I hate that you're in deeper denial than you could ever possibly know and I hate how much that is affecting me. I hate that I feel guilty for it…I hate you!”

	“Oh yeah? Well, I hate you more!”

	“I bet you do.” She chuckles darkly, shaking her head.

	I find myself walking closer to her and she instinctively backs away. The adrenaline is taking over my body until she's pinned against the wall once again, except I'm not touching her, only my voice is.

	“I hate how that you think you're the smartest person in the room. I hate that you usually fucking are. I hate how loyal you are, how stubborn you are, how fucking obnoxious and crude you are!” I feel my breathing becoming heavier and heavier, my eyes darting from her lips to her eyes rapidly. “I hate how angry I get when you give someone else even an ounce of your attention …” My loud voice is now reduced to a shallow whisper. “Most of all, I hate how agonizing it is to be around you.”

	“Agonizing?” She breathes out softly.

	Every look. Every touch. Every gasp. Every moan. Every time Adaline simply just exists. I've never felt such intense torture like this in my whole life.

	“Yes, it is pure agony to want to be around you every second of every day; to have to pretend that you're nothing to me. It's fucking torture to have to see you with other people …” I lean closer, barely a few inches between us, “because I have never been in the habit of sharing baby, you are mine, all mine.”

	Being an only child, I've never had to share, ever. I don't share anything, especially things or people I truly treasure.

	Adaline Emery is mine. Her mind. Her face. Her body. Every single thought, every single desire, and every single fear is mine. All of her, at all times, everything belongs to me and only me. She might be her own person, but she's my person too. 

	My girl.

	Adaline trembles against me, panting as heavily as me, maybe even heavier. I can feel the disappointment and desire radiating off her and I hope so desperately she gives into it.

	She breathes out shakily. “I despise you with every fibre of my being.”  

	She looks so pretty like this: hating me. So pretty that it infuriates me and I slam my hands against the door, she doesn't flinch, not even for a second.

	“Hate me, despise me, loathe me. I don't fucking care what you feel, as long as you only feel it for me.”

	I'll take whatever she gives me. I'll take her annoyance, her indignation, her fury and I'll take it all with a smile on my face. So long as she only gives it to me, because I don't think I can breathe without it anymore.

	Adaline gasps under her breath and I can sense the war she's currently fighting with herself in her pretty little head, her eyes constantly flickering from my lips back to my eyes and I'm mirroring her movements.

	“Take me home now…before I change my mind.”

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-FOUR

	J u l i e t t e

	Anger fuels the way Adaline and I behave around each other. I think it always has, regardless of the underlying softness and the intimacy that we've been fighting against lately. The main undercurrent has always been anger, fury even—there's no denying how toxic that is, but I don't care, it's riveting.

	Even after throwing my possessive feelings up in front of her, anger was still prominent in the air, especially during the car ride to her house. It was completely silent, not uncomfortable, but rather tense. 

	I couldn't stop thinking about how she was about to have sex with other people and I presume she was still thinking about what I said to her this morning because she looked furious, especially when she practically dragged me out of my car and up into her bedroom. Thankfully, she told me that her brother wouldn't be home for a long while. 

	Now we're both here, standing in front of each other and for the last ten minutes, we've been arguing about…strap-ons.

	“I don't need to be coddled! We've already had sex before and I was great at that.” I try not to sound too cocky, but I can't help it.

	A few moments before this I had asked Adaline to bring me her box full of toys. I just have to say…wow. She really does have a lot of toys—of all shapes and colours—it was sort of intimidating. I had to force myself not to think about her using any of the toys on other people.

	I ended up picking one of the packaged toys. It's around nine inches, coal black and double ended which should scare me, but it doesn't.

	What can I say? I like to dive in head first when it comes to new things.

	That's exactly why I was about to begin strapping it onto myself until Adaline stopped me, arguing that I wasn't ready for that and that she should be the one to wear it. She really must still be furious about what I said to her this morning, because instead of gently explaining, she practically laughed in my face.

	“This is different, you've only ever been fucked before, not done the fucking,” she retorts, hands on her delicious hips.

	I think part of her is slightly worried, but I think mostly she's just pushing my buttons on purpose, winding me up.

	Don't get me wrong, of course I wouldn't mind Adaline being the one to wear the strap on. Who in their right mind would be angry about that? However, I want to wear it this time, mostly because I want to desperately give her the best sex of her life.

	“Just shut up and help me put it on,” I grumble, annoyed.

	She looks as if she's about to open her mouth again in protest, but before she can, I begin stripping my dress off. That shuts her petulant little mouth up very quickly. 

	I revel in the way her eyes soak up my body as I begin discarding my panties and bra, as quickly as I can. She's practically salivating and it's only making me wetter than I already am.

	I beckon her over with my finger and she diligently comes towards me, with the strap on in her hand. She sighs heavily like she's so annoyed I'm getting my way, or rather irritated that she likes it so much.

	She holds the strap on out and I step into it, placing my hands on her shoulders for balance. My eyes watch her as she tightens the toy around my hips.

	It's so hot in here.

	“Here, this goes inside you.” She gestures to the smaller side of the toy, looking up at me for confirmation and I nod enthusiastically. She slowly puts the smaller part inside me and I gasp lightly, feeling my tightness adjust to the toy slowly.

	“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath, and she bites her lip.

	I'm fully secured within the strap on and for some reason I'm not nervous, not at all. I cannot wait to feel this toy rocking into my cunt as I fuck Adaline with it.

	Clearly, neither can she, because she leans forward to envelop her lips with mine, but I move back instantly. I want to kiss her—I always do—but right now I want to do something else.

	“What's wrong?” 

	Stop pouting, it does things to me.

	“Alex.” The name leaves my mouth disdainfully and she raises an eyebrow for me to continue. “Were you gonna…suck his dick tonight?”

	I feel bile and fury rising up my throat just at the thought of it, especially as Adaline stands in front of me with a sly smirk on her face.

	“Yes.”

	Breathe in. Breathe out.

	I can see in her eyes that she's trying to provoke me and its working. I cannot even decipher the pang that hits my chest because the pure fury rattling my bones hurts more. I should leave this room right now.

	I should walk out of here and find Alex…hunt him down. I should tear out his eyes so he isn't able to lay them on Adaline ever again, break his hands so he can never touch her again. I should destroy him.

	Instead, I look down at the toy harnessed to me and back at Adaline, who's just watching me with that smirk still on her face.

	“How about you get on your knees and suck mine instead?”

	If I can't kill Alex, I can surely punish Adaline. It's not to be mistaken as a request, I'm ordering her to do something and in usual Adaline fashion…she is being a brat.

	She hums in a mocking tone. “I don't think it's as big as his, I'll pass.”

	As if it's a reflex, my hands have instantly pulled her down to her knees, like she's the lightest human in the world. She gasps looking up at me in shock and intrigue, but she doesn't move a single inch.

	“Shut the fuck up.” I grit the words out, looking down at her. “If you ever mention him again, I will fucking ruin him.”

	She just smirks up at me. “Who? Alex—”

	I reach out my hand instantly wrapping it around her nimble neck and once again she gasps in shock. I feel her lean into my touch and I grasp her neck a little tighter. This feels so perfect, like my hands were made for this.

	“Safe word?” I ask seriously, running my fingers up and down her neck.

	Her expression tells me that she is absolutely revelling in it and she looks so good like this; my hands around her pretty little neck, on her knees for me. I never knew a sight like this could make me so unbearably wet but it has.

	“Stethoscope.”

	I roll my eyes at her adorable and somewhat obvious answer. “Of courses it is.”

	She sticks her tongue out at me mockingly before asking, “Yours?”

	“Stop.” I'm a simple girl.

	“Very creative.”

	“Why don't you use that bratty little mouth for something better?” I say pulling her closer by her neck, to the tip of my…for lack of a better term…cock.

	“Why don't you fucking make me.” She grits back, and I see that fire back in her eyes.

	“Open that fucking mouth.” I order angrily and grip her throat tighter and begrudgingly her mouth opens.

	“Tap my thigh if you want me to stop,” I say gently and she just nods in response, a gentle smile tugging at her open mouth.

	That's the last time gentleness occurs to either of us because I don't waste anytime forcing my cock down her throat and she doesn't waste anytime sucking it.

	“Fuck,” I moan, watching her pretty little mouth envelop this dick.

	This must be why men are so obsessed with blowjobs. Don't get me wrong, getting my pussy eaten out is much more enjoyable, but this is still enthralling. It could be the fact that every time she sucks, the toy pushes the other side into me, deeper into my g spot.

	Or maybe it's the fact that she's on her knees for me. Her alluring green eyes staring up at me as her mouth is wrapped around me. She's so pathetic, so undeniably seductive. She knows I can't really feel anything but at the same time, she's acting as if I can and that makes me feel everything.

	The thought that she was about to do this for someone else sends a coil of acid down my throat and body.

	“This is the only dick you will ever have that pretty little mouth wrapped around,” I groan out harshly and my body moves on autopilot after that.

	I grip the back of her hair and begin fucking her face—thrusting in and out of her mouth with my cock and she takes every inch. I'm not even sure how I know how to do this but it's just pure instinct at this point. 

	“Fuck yeah, choke on it,” I moan belligerently, my hands gripping her hair tighter as I thrust harder into her mouth.

	It's so sexy, so hot. Her eyes filling with tears and spit involuntarily leaving her mouth. I feel myself getting wetter and wetter as I feel the toy rubbing against my clit. Even if it wasn't, I would still be this ravenous because Adaline is driving me wild.

	She always drives me wild.      

	“Fucking slut.” I degrade her, as she deep throats my cock.

	She responds by moving her hands to my naked thighs and digging her nails into me so harshly that it's enough to draw blood and I smirk down at her.

	She is so perfect.

	“You look so pretty like this …” I coo down at her cock-filled mouth, “with my dick in your mouth.”

	As goading as my tone is, I do mean every word. She looks unbelievably sexy like this, especially with her mouth full so she can't talk back to me like a little brat.

	Her eyebrows etch in annoyance and I can already hear the countless retorts she probably already has planned in her head. Too bad we won't be able to hear them as my thrusts are only becoming more and more erratic.

	I'm so close, so close to cumming from her doing this and it's pathetic. I don't want to cum like this yet, I want to cum when her pussy is clamped down on my cock.

	My hips begrudgingly slowdown from fucking her face as I harshly pull her off my cock by her hair. I roughly pull her up and waste no time planting my lips onto hers.

	She seems disorientated by my quick change of pace, but immediately reciprocates the kiss. Her hands wander around my body and claw at my tits, emitting a moan from my mouth into hers.

	I dart my tongue into her mouth and feel my whole-body melt into hers. This is our first kiss in a whole week. I have been so incorrigibly desperate to have her lips on mine this past week, it's been absolute agony.

	Desperation sinks into my limbs as my hands wander over her body, still kissing her gentle lips harshly. Before I know it, I feel my hands acting of their own volition and tearing at the fabric of her dress—completely ripping it off her body.

	“Juliette!” she admonishes, detaching her lips from mine. 

	Don't pretend you don't love it.

	I pull her back to my lips. “I'll buy you the whole clothing line, baby.”

	Anything she wants. Whenever she wants it. Now that I know she belongs to me all she has to do is say the word and I’ll bring the moon to her feet.

	She groans back into my mouth and steps out of her torn dress. We work together to ravenously unclip her bra and we're still practically fighting while kissing.      

	Her hands are roughly pulling at the roots of my hair and my nails are clawing into her naked hips as we kiss harshly. 

	My mouth wanders away from her lips and towards her neck, biting and teething on every inch as she moans out. I suck roughly on her skin, making sure to leave a very obvious mark. I want everyone to know she's spoken for. That she's mine.

	“Get on the bed,” I mumble against her neck and then look at her. I can't wait anymore; I need to be inside her.

	Her bratty eyes are darker than I've ever witnessed before and she shakes her head. Before I can respond she pushes me onto her bed—rather roughly.

	My back hits her soft sheets and I don't make any move to get up. Instead, I become comfortable, leaning against her pillows as I watch her take her panties off. I forgot how ethereal her body was. I feel like I could cum just from looking at her—those perfect tits, that tight little waist and that unfairly sexy ass.

	She crawls onto the bed. “Shut the fuck up.”

	She's pulsating with anger. I can feel it; it's radiating off her. It should scare me but it doesn't, it turns me on even more. How can I not be turned on when she’s making a move to ride me?

	I moan, my mind hazed. “Fuck yeah.”

	I silently watch excitedly as she straddles my body and slowly positions her dripping cunt at the head of my cock. She slowly sinks down and I gasp at the same time she does. The other side rocks inside me and my eyes roll back.

	“Fuck.” She winces, moaning.      

	This is what heaven must feel like—or at least, look like. Adaline Emery, riding me at an absolutely wild pace. Her own hands caressing her own tits as she loses herself in pleasure so obviously. She has me absolutely captivated, especially as the toy keeps pushing further into my own cunt harshly.

	“Just like that baby, ride me.”

	She does just that, her moans louder than anything I've ever heard. Instinctively I move my hands towards her hips to steady her but she swats my hands away erratically.

	“No touching.”

	“Why—”

	“You don't get to touch me.”

	“Fuck.” The words leave my mouth in a disappointing tone.

	She looks utterly pleased by my reaction, still riding this cock like her life depends on it. She's clearly still angry at me and being a bitch about it. 

	I can feel myself reaching the brink of my orgasm. I should chalk it up to the toy that is currently hitting my g-spot repeatedly. However, that's not the only reason I'm so close, it's all about her. Her face. Her eyes. The way she moans as she rides this cock. Watching her and feeling her is what always pushes me over the edge.

	I can't take it anymore. “Please let me touch you.”

	“Beg for it.” She spits out, but isn't able to control the moan in her voice.

	“You're such a bitch,” I whine, feeling my hands burning to touch her.

	She laughs in that malicious way I usually do, only grinding harder into me. “That doesn't sound like begging.”

	I look deep into her lust-filled eyes that are overcome with pleasure and I can see how serious she is. She's angry, maybe even hurt but most of all she's ravenous. Who am I to deny her of what she's asking? I'll do anything she says, if it means I can touch her.

	“Please Addie,” I whimper, gripping her sheets tightly, “I need to touch you. I need it so badly.”

	“You can do much better than that.” She throws my own old words back into my face, her face overcome with cruelty and pleasure.

	“Please!” I whine out, my own orgasm soon approaching.

	Heat is coiling deep within my belly and I'm so close to being overcome by pure unbridled passion and I can tell she is too, with the way her eyebrows are etched, her mouth wide as she grinds away on my cock like a crazed woman. She's getting off to this, seeing how desperate I am for her.

	“Tell me you're my bitch.” She pushes further in a pant.

	“I'm your bitch,” my response is instant and she looks pleased, moaning louder as I can tell she wants to give into this.

	Any pride I had left had slowly dwindled into nothing. How could I possibly have any remnant of pride left when a seductress is riding me and not letting me touch her?

	A familiar fire lights back into her eyes as she narrows them. “Tell me I'm better than him.” Her hands move down to my neck as she wraps her fingers around my throat.

	She's choking me as she rides me and I feel as if I can see stars right at this moment, although my vision is blurring from the pleasure.

	Him? It takes me a few seconds to understand what she's trying to convey and I almost laugh out loud because of it. She thinks Adonis means anything? He doesn't hold a candle to her and I don't think he ever has.

	“He's nothing. He's fucking nothing.” I alleviate her tensions, panting heavily. “You're everything, Addie.”

	I plead with my eyes as I watch her defence lower and a smile graces her pleasured face. It doesn't take long for her to respond to my words by falling into a blissful orgasm. I feel her shake around my cock, her legs rattling, but she's still grinding against my cock.

	Still working to make me cum.

	“Fuck!” she moans loudly, letting go of my neck from the pleasure. “Go ahead baby, touch me.”

	I don't need any more incentive as I move my hands towards her hips and that contact is enough—electricity runs through my whole body as I feel myself bursting at the seams.

	She's still riding slowly helping me ride out my orgasm and no doubt riding her own too. I lean forward and envelop her tits in my mouth—sucking and nibbling—feeling my own orgasm run through me harshly.

	My hands move towards her back and I dig my nails into her harshly—a little punishment for making me beg earlier. Or more like a reward considering I hear her loud moans fill the air.

	Hearing her moan only spurs me further and I feel my body working in overdrive—I flip her over, instantly pinning her down to the mattress and she is once again disorientated.

	Except she's not on her back, she's on her stomach. Her perfect ass on show and her head buried in the pillows.

	What a sight.

	“Put it back in,” she whines loudly when she realizes the toy has slipped out of her. She's not even bothered that I've flipped her over.

	“Shut the fuck up,” I grunt, wasting no time slapping her ass, it recoils deliciously. 

	“Fuck,” she moans. “Do that again.”

	Where's her fighting spirit? Where's that bratty attitude she usually has? I guess all this time I just had to spank it out of her. I wish I had done that much earlier because it's addictive.

	I oblige her request and slap her other cheek harshly watching her grunt into the pillows in response. “Such a pretty little ass.”

	I slap her ass again for the third time, as hard as I can. “That's for letting other people touch you.”

	Fourth spank. “That's for making me beg.”

	Fifth spank. “That's for being a fucking brat.”

	“Juliette …” she moans out in a scream, her ass cherry red and it's making me soaked. “Please, fuck me.”

	I don't waste anytime using her hips to prop her up, her ass sticking out in the air and her hands firmly placed on the mattress. I align myself towards her entrance and slam in without any warning.

	“Oh my God,” she moans out and I wish I could see her face but the view from back here is pretty enthralling too.

	“Fuck,” I moan, feeling the toy rubbing against my clit and digging into my cunt.

	I don't go slow, in fact, I begin thrusting in and out of her at an animalistic pace, feeling anger oozing out from every single part of me as I remember what I walked in on at the party.

	“You take it so fucking well baby.” I grab a fistful of her hair, still slamming into her.

	“Harder baby,” she tells me in a whimper, and that only makes me tug on her hair tighter and fuck her rougher.

	“Such a tight little pussy for such a fucking slut.” I spit out harshly.

	“You're so good at that. Fuck!”

	“Whose pussy is this?”

	“M—mine.”

	“Wrong answer baby,” I pull her hair back painfully and withdraw my dick slightly.

	That snaps her back to her senses as she whimpers, “It's yours. This pussy is yours…just don't stop.”

	I won't. I won't ever stop. “That's right, this pussy is mine and so are you.”

	She's mine. Always has been and always will be, especially right now, as I thrust my cock deep into her wet little pussy, ramming into her like an animal. It feels incredible, like all of my anger is melting, but somehow also multiplying at the same time?

	“My pretty little slut. My fucking whore,” I groan, “Fucking say it.”

	“Fuck you.” She can barely get the words out with how hard I'm thrusting into her.

	I spank her ass harshly. “Fucking say it, Adaline.” 

	“I'm your slut.” The words leave her mouth like a melody and I can feel how close I am.

	“Fuck yes,” I hiss out, droplets of sweat leaving my neck. “Only I get to touch you, only I get to kiss you, only I get to fuck you.”

	I pound her wet pussy as hard as I can, my hips driving into her wildly. There's no mistaking how violent this is and how we're both getting off to it.

	“Juliette!” She gasps loudly, clearly close.

	“Cum with me, Addie,” I tell her, keeping my pace the same, but my hands have left her hair. Instead, I'm taking turns rubbing her back and clawing at her ass as I thrust into her.

	My orgasm comes first, maybe a few seconds before hers as I feel my whole body spasming deeper into hers. She cums straight after, both of our moans filling every inch of this room.

	I can barely see, my eyes blinking open and shut because of the pleasure overriding my body. 

	Heat. ice. Poison. I assume this is what each of those things swirled together would feel like.

	I keep thrusting, this time at a slower pace as I ride out my orgasm. My clit is swollen beyond belief, my insides contracting, the longer I stare at the scene in front of me. 

	Every time we have sex it's better than the last. Is that normal? I'm not sure, all I know is that I never want to stop.

	I watch her become taken over by her orgasm and I feel my mouth watering at the sight. I hate Adaline Emery, so much. I don't think I could ever stop hating her and that's a problem…because I hate her more than I've ever loved anyone else.

	More than I will ever love anyone else.

	Ten minutes and one towel later, we both lay next to each other, under her covers. Her toy has been safely tucked away to be cleaned and I've literally never felt more comfortable in my life. I want to get up and get her a glass of water or give her anything she wants.

	But I fear that if I move even an inch, she will ask me to go. As life changing as that sex was, I think a real conversation is coming our way.

	“I'll break up with him,” I say abruptly, turning my head to her.

	I don't want Adonis. I don't think I ever have. While I might be confused about a plethora of other things, that's one thing I'm not confused about at all.

	She looks tired, but is clearly satisfied by my words. “So what? We're exclusive fuck buddies now?”

	'Fuck buddies.' The term doesn't do us justice; I know it doesn't. I also know that she's been using that label from the beginning, clearly not ready for any other label. I have to be okay with that, especially considering I'm terrified myself. I'll have whatever she gives me, as long as she's only giving it to me.

	“It means if you let anyone touch you or if you touch anyone else ever again, I will fucking ruin them.”

	She smirks and her eyes darken. “The same applies to you.”

	I stifle a laugh. “I don't want to touch anyone else. I don't think I ever have.” I begin tugging at the sheets with my nails. “Did you want to touch them? Tonight?”

	Laying here next to her reminds me of the pang that entered my chest earlier. Part of me is hurt, insecure even, that she really wanted to have sex with someone else today. Has she been doing so with other people this whole time too?

	She shakes her head. “I was angry at you. I didn't actually want them.” She smiles softly like she can read my thoughts. “I haven't slept with anyone else since we first kissed either. I don't want anyone else.”

	I can see the physical pain forming on her face, she clearly hates talking about her feelings, she always has. She's doing it for me, and I can't help the relief that floods my chest instantly. She doesn't want anyone else? She only wants me.

	I feel like I could die happy right now.

	“I'm really sorry for what I said…I didn't mean it…not even for a second.” I lean forward, staring into her eyes and she sighs.

	Sometimes, I feel as though I could get lost in those beautiful eyes of hers or maybe I already have. I feel like I'm trapped, tied to her soul and unable to escape. Maybe I just don't want to escape. That's why I push her away and then I apologize, I act like I'm insane because sometimes the guilt is suffocating me. 

	She could never be my experiment, she is everything. I hate that I hurt her with my words and I hate that it's affecting me, when a few months ago, I would have revelled in it.

	“I probably shouldn't, but I believe you,” she murmurs softly. She's extending another courtesy to me, after everything.

	Maybe God really is on my side today.

	“Is Adam coming home soon?” Please, say no.

	“No, he's staying at Olivia's tonight,” she replies, her eyes slowly blinking open and shut. 

	“Can I stay?”

	“Juliette—”

	“Please.” The words come out in a soft plea.

	“Fine,” she mumbles, clearly too exhausted to argue.

	I celebrate inwardly and smile. My gaze suddenly goes towards the skeleton, which is standing next to her wardrobe, behind her and I get startled. She looks at me confused.

	“Seriously, what is the deal with that skeleton?” I gesture to it. 

	She turns around and then back to me with a light chuckle. “Jimmy? Aryan gifted him to me a few years ago. It started off as a joke about how obsessed I am with biology, but I've grown to like him.” She smiles fondly and I want to slap her for being so endearing and adorable.

	“Was it a birthday gift?” I ask curiously, inching forward. Maybe I shouldn't have asked that because that fond smile is wiped from her face.

	“No. I don't celebrate my birthday.” Her words are resolute and for some reason, it makes me not want to push any further, so I don't.

	Before I know it, her eyes blink closed and she enters a deep slumber. Sometimes, I think I want to reach inside of her and envelop her skin, know everything about her.

	I stay awake for another twenty minutes watching her sleep and listening to the peaceful sound of her breathing. 

	***

	 I expect to be woken up by the feeling of being intertwined with Adaline's limbs. Instead, I find myself being awoken by the sound of rustling and when my eyes blink open, I see Adaline pacing around her room—which is a mess.

	“Are you okay?” I ask croakily, rubbing my eyes. Best sleep of my life.

	“Just looking for something,” she mumbles and I can tell she doesn't want to be disturbed. She's probably been awake for a while, considering she's adorned with a pair of grey shorts and oversized black graphic tee.

	Thankfully, I'm dressed in one of her white t shirts too because I got up in the middle of the night and rummaged through her wardrobe.

	Her clothes smell just like her and I love it.

	I rub the sleep out of my eyes and yawn before I look at my phone and it's around nine in the morning. I inwardly cheer knowing that it's Saturday and I don't have to rush to school…or leave Adaline.

	I avoid eye contact with her, not wanting her to focus on how messy I look in the morning. Instead, I make my way to the lobby where her bathroom is. As soon as I enter, I lock the door and look through her cabinets for a spare toothbrush.

	I begin cleaning myself up—both teeth and face—so I look presentable when I leave the bathroom. My mind reminisces on the amazing night we had together and I wonder if she would want to have breakfast with me.

	As soon as I'm done washing up, I leave her bathroom and when I enter her room again, she's still rummaging through her stuff. She looks even more stressed than she did before.

	She turns to me. “You need to go.”

	What?

	“What, why?” I ask, confused.

	“Get the fuck out Juliette.” Comes her cold response. Her neck and face red, her hands shaking. What?

	“What's wrong?” I ask concerned, trying to walk closer to her, but she moves back.

	She sighs angrily. “I lost my headphones.”

	“So…buy another pair?”

	Now I know not everyone is as rich as me, but surely, she can go buy another pair of headphones? I'll buy them for her if it stops her from stressing this much over something trivial.

	That clearly wasn't the right response because she shoots daggers my way. “I can't. They were special.”

	I sigh defeated, not wanting to argue with her. “Okay. Well, let me help you look.”

	“No, I don't need your help.” Suddenly her voice begins rising. “This is all your fucking fault anyway.”

	“My fault? How is it my fault?”

	“Because I let you stay and I fell asleep without my headphones! I never do that.”

	She didn't seem to have a problem when she was cuddling up to me in the night.

	“You said I could stay,” I retort back to her nonsense.

	“Clearly that was a mistake.” She spits out coldly.

	I can't help the tiny tear that attacks my heart at her words. She looks so livid, so undeniably stressed, but that doesn't mean she means what she's saying…does it?

	I narrow my eyes angrily. “Why? Because you're having a temper tantrum about something?”

	“Fuck off,” she responds, half-assed, turning her body away from me.

	I groan, taking hold of her arm and turning her back to me. “Just grow up and tell me what's wrong. Talk to me.”

	She's so blunt, so unashamed with everything else, but when it comes to her own feelings, she's a brick wall.

	She scoffs. “Oh yeah, like we're both known for our excellent communication skills.” She yanks her hand out of my grip.

	“Well, let's change that then. Stop being a bitch and tell me what's wrong.”

	“Get out!” she repeats, this time in a scream and I've just about had enough.

	I'm not going to sit here and beg for her to tell me what's wrong. I grab my phone from her bed and stalk out of the room, down the stairs and to the front door. I put my shoes on and grab my car keys, as soon as I step out of the door, I realize how cold it is—I'm not even wearing any trousers.

	I walk towards my car and before I can open it, the cold snaps me back to my senses. What am I doing? Am I really leaving Adaline right now when she clearly needs me? She won't admit it, but she does.

	She just forgave me, even after I was a bitch to her, not to mention how mind numbingly horrendous I have been to her over the years. Yet, I'm here ready to leave because she was a little rude?

	Spending the last week avoiding her was torture, now that I have her back, I'm not letting her go this easy.

	I sigh deeply and slam my hands on my car door trying to alleviate my frustrations, then I walk back into her house. As soon as I close the door behind me, for some reason, I get a weird feeling in the pit of my stomach.

	My stomach drops even further as I walk up the stairs and it scares me. Every step I take towards her bedroom is the same and when I enter again, my mind goes into autopilot.

	Adaline is on her knees, hyperventilating, with her head in her shaky hands.

	“Addie? Oh my God.” My feet run towards her before I can think straight, falling to my knees opposite her.

	My heart drops at the sight of her looking like this. She looks so uncharacteristically vulnerable and it's shaking me. Her face is red, her hands shaking and she's struggling to catch her breath.

	She's having a panic attack.

	“Name three things you can see, baby.” I instruct her gently, careful not to touch her just in case she becomes more rattled.

	I have prior experience with panic attacks—my mother used to get them all the time after my father left. I trained myself as a child to try and diffuse them when they happened.

	Her jittery eyes are darting around the room and I can tell she's trying her best to answer, but she's struggling.

	“How about three things you can hear?” I try to subdue the desperation from my voice.

	“Y—your voice.” She breathes out shakily and I exhale in relief.

	She only names one thing, but she's managing to calm her breathing right now. I assess that it's safe to begin touching her now, so I start rubbing circles on her back.

	Clearly, that helps, because I feel her breathing calming down to its usual pace. I can't believe I almost left her here, she was probably having this panic attack for a good few minutes.

	Thank God I came back.

	“It's okay,” I tell her encouragingly, controlling the tremble in my tone.

	“I'm sorry.”

	“Why are you apologizing?”

	“For being so fucked up.”

	My heart tears a little. “You're not fucked up.”

	Dyke. Pervert. Unlovable. Abomination. I've called her so many things but I draw the line when she calls herself fucked up? Oh no. I can feel the guilt slowly seeping out of my bones and I'm so preoccupied trying to understand the reason for her panic attack that I cannot bring the guilt back.

	“Why were those headphones so important to you?” I ask gently, changing the subject.

	“They were the only thing that stopped it,” she says, devoid of any emotion.

	“Stopped what?”

	“My father’s voice.”

	She's mentioning her father to me again, of her own volition and its sort of rattling me. My heart is beating thunderously.

	“It's okay, you can tell me.” I urge her gently, as I stop rubbing her back.

	After a few beats she begins, her eyes downcast. “Adam bought me the headphones when I was a kid. I used to wear them when my father used to scream at me.”

	I hold my breath. “Why did he scream at you baby?”

	“Because I killed my mother.” The words leave her mouth apathetically and she continues. “She died giving birth to me.”

	Oh.

	“I'm so sorry.”

	I can't say anything else—nothing to convey how truly shocked and rattled I am to hear her say those words. She's opening up to me, for once, and I feel my heart tearing more and more.

	I listen intently as she continues. “My mother was suffering from too many complications and she told the doctors to save me over herself. My father was against it, but he got to the hospital too late.” 

	My mind is racing, like pity and guilt are both suffocating me. 'I'm very lovable, considering I have my boyfriend and my mother. While you have neither. So, I guess that makes you the unlovable one, right?'

	She pauses abruptly and lets out a small laugh devoid of feeling. “So now, he was left with a dead wife and a child he didn't want anymore.”

	Is this why she wants to become a doctor? To stop other people from meeting the same fate as her mother or even herself? Her passion makes more sense than it ever has and suddenly, I feel immense guilt for making fun of her overzealous nature.

	“It's not your fault,” I tell her urgently, moving to hold her hands.

	How could it be her fault? She didn't ask to be born.

	She lets me hold her hand. “The logical part of me knows I didn't have anything to do with her death, but when that's all you've been told…it's hard to turn it off.”

	“What did he say to you?”

	Part of me doesn't want to know, because from the look on her face, I can tell it's painful.

	“So much, so little at the same time. He would go from ignoring me one minute to calling me a monster and killer the next minute …” she pauses rather abruptly and I look at her worried and confused before she adds, “You probably don't want to hear this.” She looks down.

	I hold her hand tighter and put my finger under her chin, lifting her head up. Her doe-eyed gaze makes my heart ache. “I want to know every part of you, everything.”

	She smiles softly and intertwines our fingers tighter. I take that as a signal to let go of her chin and let her continue.

	“I don't really consider George my father. He did what was legally expected of him, like changing my nappy or feeding me until I reached the age where I didn't need it anymore. We never even had a single civilized conversation.” 

	She smiles sadly. “Adam was the one who raised me, he always defended me against him. He wanted me to run away with him, but I was too young and as a child, I didn't want to leave my father.”

	She pauses.

	“He never stopped reminding me that I was a monster. It got even worse when Adam went to jail because he wasn't there to stop it, to stop him. He got me those headphones from a charity shop before he left, to help me and they did…but not completely.” She sighs shakily. “It only stopped when I was twelve, when I walked in that day and saw him hanging from the ceiling.”

	“You were the one who found him?” I ask, appalled.

	“Who else would have?” She shrugs, like it's the most normal thing in the world. 

	“I'm so sorry.” I feel my eyes brimming with tears and she is still stone faced and somehow that's even more sad.

	My mind wanders and thinks of Adaline as a child, walking into her house and finding her father hanging. Having to see him like that and then calling the police because no one else was around?

	That's cruel. It's so cruel and I wish I could have been there for her.

	“It's fine.”

	“This is why you don't celebrate your birthday?”  It's obvious now. Which makes it that much more gut wrenching.

	She nods. “I used to always refuse, no matter how much Adam tried to convince me, but I did try once. I had just turned eight and Adam bought me a cupcake before going to college after he went back to school …” I feel her hands gripping mine tighter. “I was in my room and before I could even light it, my father walked in.”

	Her pause worries me. “He hurt you…didn't he?” Please, no. Say no.

	She nods slowly and I feel my heart clenching harder than it ever has before. “It didn't hurt nearly as much as his neglect did, but yes, he did hurt me,” she continues, “he broke open my door and slapped me in the face. He was very drunk—”

	“That doesn't make it okay.” I interject softly and sternly at the same time.

	George Emery. He's dead. So why do I want to kill him so much? Who lays their hands on a child? Emotional abuse wasn't enough so he had to resort to physical violence? Not only that, but he tainted the memory of the first birthday she was brave enough to try and celebrate.

	If anyone is a monster it's him.

	“I know.” She nods, rubbing circles on my hand like I'm the one that needs comforting. “Adam thought so too, he called the police that night because he was afraid he'd be more violent, but they didn't care. So, he took matters in his own hands and beat him. He only stopped after I begged him to …”

	I wouldn't have stopped if I was Adam. 

	“My father climbed into my bed later that night, he must have thought I was asleep. He wept silently next to me the whole night

	. He never touched me again.”

	I clench my jaw and swallow the bile and tears I feel rising inside me.

	She shrugs. “I stopped reacting to him after that. I became used to his cruelty. I knew that he fed off my reactions. He was so fucking empty inside that he needed to hurt me so he could feel something. He needed me to feel guilty.”

	“Did you…feel guilty?”

	“Yes.”

	“Do you still feel guilty?”

	“Sometimes,” she murmurs softly. “Sometimes I even feel sorry for him.”

	“What, why?” I furrow my eyebrows. “He was a horrible man…he hurt you.”

	She leans her head against her bed before looking up at her ceiling. “When I was younger, I used to ask Adam to tell me stories about my father, he always refused because he didn't think of him as his father anymore …” she sighs, “but on the day of his funeral, he called me from prison and told me many stories. You know what they all included?”

	“What?” I ask captivated by her words.

	“Kindness. Laughter. Love. He was the best husband my mother could have asked for and a loving father to Adam.”

	This only makes me angrier. “But he wasn't a kind father to you…how can you not hate him for that? I hate him for that and I've never even met him. He sounds like a monster.”

	I don't care that he lost his wife. Maybe I'm not an empathetic person, but I don't care. All I know is that Adaline is traumatized, she probably will be for a very long time and that's all thanks to him.

	Adaline nods in agreement. “I think we're all monsters deep down, if we're pushed to that extent. Maybe if I felt like he was my father I could hate him. How could I hate a man that was just a stranger to me?”

	She's being so awfully understanding to someone who treated her like nothing. Is it exhaustion or emotional maturity? Either way, it makes me sadder than I've ever felt before and only makes me respect her even more.

	She's never had any parents. One died and the other was completely devoid of any parental feelings towards her. All she's ever really had is Adam and even he was sent to jail for a majority of her adolescence.

	How did she survive?

	My head starts burning. 'I guess you never really had any parents around to teach you about having standards.'

	“It got worse the older I got, the more independent I became, the more he could wallow in his misery. He was an empty shell of a person, he just sat there and drank, waiting until he could be with my mother again,” I feel her hands shaking a little, “until he finally had enough and killed himself.”

	I watch her intently and my mind doesn't stop trying to imagine all of these events.

	“He is the reason I would never let myself fall in love. I've seen the way it consumed and ruined him. He lost the woman he loved and it turned him into a monster. I can't ever be like that.”

	She won't ever let herself fall in love? I never knew that about her. Come to think of it I've never really seen her date anyone. I always just assumed she would date people outside of Richmond as she was off limits there. Clearly, she's never given herself the opportunity.

	She really won't ever fall in love? Why is my heart dropping at her words? I should understand her considering what I've gone through with my own father. I don't want to be like him either.

	I tuck a strand of her hair behind her ear, watching her exhausted eyes. “He ruined himself, love didn't do that to him. Adam lost his mother that day too, he didn't hurt you because of it, did he?”

	She shakes her head. “No, he didn't.”

	I mean he was what, nine? When his mother died and he got a baby sister. It would have been more understandable for him to blame and be angry at Adaline because he was a child, but he didn't. He was more of a father then the adult in the situation and love isn't an excuse for that. Grief isn't an excuse to be a horrible person and an even worse father.

	It might explain it, but it does not justify it.

	I sigh heavily. “Your next birthday, celebrate it.”

	“Juliette—”

	“To feel closer to her. I'm not saying do something extravagant. I'm saying carry that guilt you feel and light a candle with it.” I hold her hand tighter. “Every year that passes by, try and blow it away. You have nothing to feel guilty for.”

	If her mother had survived, she wouldn't be born and as selfish as this sounds…I cannot imagine my life without Adaline Emery in it.

	“That was weirdly insightful.” She tries to lighten the mood, but I'm not having it.

	“Do you really think she would want you to not celebrate the day you were born?”

	“She would hate me.” The pain behind her eyes shakes me to my very core.

	“No, she wouldn't. She wouldn't have wanted you to feel guilty over something that isn't your fault.” I cup both of her cheeks gently. “She wouldn't hate you Addie, no one could be capable of hating you like that …”

	“You do.” 

	Not like that. Never like that.

	My hands drop from her face. “I'm sorry.”

	“For what?” She looks confused.

	My tone is shaky. “For everything. For being that girl who bullied you when you first came to school. For treating you like shit and expecting you to just take it…I'm sorry for being so fucking horrible.”

	At this point, I cannot control it. My eyes start freely bleeding with all the pent-up guilt I've repressed all these years. I excused it all by using my father and trauma as an excuse like that justified it. She's been through much worse than me and she has never once used that as a reason to put other people down.

	I sniffle and choke through my tears. “You've gone through so much…so much that I wouldn't be able to bear it if I were you. I'm sorry for putting you down, I'm sorry for taking his place.”

	The guilt is insurmountable and nothing I can do will fix it. Her father died before she came to Richmond and I just took his place. She went from one abuser to another—I'm just like him, I'm a monster. 

	“You're not like my father,” she says softly, wiping my tears with her hands and I hate it.

	She's being so understanding, comforting me when she's the one who needs to be comforted.

	“How can you say that? I tore you down, just like him.” I cry harder. “I was fucking horrible to you…I've still been horrible to you. I'm so sorry.”

	She watches me bawl and continues wiping away my tears with the softest look I've ever seen in her eyes. I should be confused that she isn't crying herself, but I've never seen her cry. I assume she stopped when she was young, like she spoke about how she stopped reacting—I think that means she was forced to stop feeling altogether too.

	Oh no. That only makes me guiltier. Five whole years of torment that I've subjected her too. It doesn't matter that she fought back or gave it back to me, what matters is that I started it! And all for what? Because it burned when I looked at her? Because every time I saw her it reminded me of my father? 

	What a pathetic reason.

	“I don't think I can fully forgive you for how you've treated me …” she says quietly and I nod in understanding. “But I don't want you to ever think you're like my father.”

	I am in some ways. Subjecting her to cruel words and wanting her to react. So, no matter how close we get, I can’t help but think that Adaline went from one abuser to another. 

	She continues. “He tore me down because he hated me…I think you tore me down because you hated yourself.”

	I sniffle and wipe my tears away. “Why would I hate myself?”

	She sighs softly and gives me a gentle smile before caressing my face. “You should go home, Juliette.”

	I shake my head almost instantly. “Adaline, I'm not leaving you like this.”

	Why is she asking me to leave? She doesn't look angry or annoyed with me. If anything, she's looking at me with soft understanding.

	“I'm okay, I am, I promise…I actually feel lighter than I've ever felt before.” She smiles genuinely, and I know she's telling the truth. “I've never spoken to anyone about this, not like how I've just spoken to you.”

	Not even her friends?

	“Then let me stay.” I urge desperately.

	She lets go of my hands. “I want you to go home and think about why you hated yourself back then.”

	“Addie—”

	“This isn't healthy, Juliette. This denial that you're carrying with yourself…but it's not my place to fix that for you.” I feel tears bubbling up again and she continues. “I get it, I really do. You don't want to be like your father and I don't want to be like mine, but some things cannot be changed,” she says softly and I know she's referring to me right now. “You don't need to be honest with anyone else, but at least, be honest with yourself, Juliette.”

	She leans forward and kisses my cheek gently. Her mere touch makes me feel braver than I ever have and makes the pieces click. I can't argue with her, she's right. This isn't healthy.

	I lean forward and envelop her into a tight hug, holding onto her for dear life and she reciprocates. I kiss her forehead gently—it's more of a promise. I'll be back, even as I get up and leave this room right now, I will be back.

	I can't do this anymore

	***

	I didn't go home like Adaline advised me to, instead I drove up to the only house I know I'll get my answers. Here I am, knocking on the dark, black door of this familiar mansion rapidly.

	The door opens, red hair coming into frame. “J? Are you okay?”

	“I'm just like him.” I blurt out walking into his house.

	“Like who?” Kai asks confused, closing the door behind him.

	“My father.”

	I feel so hot, like a fever is attacking my every sense, but I can't walk away. I need answers or at least I need to be forced to give myself the answers because I can't do this anymore.

	“What are you talking about?” he asks, baffled and worried as he walks closer to me.

	“Adaline and I had sex. We've been having sex for a while.” The words leave my mouth abruptly.

	“Since when?” he asks, his eyeballs looking like they're going to poke out of his eye sockets.

	Am I supposed to count the first time we kissed or not? 

	“It's complicated. A few months sort of…you really don't know?”

	I guess my paranoia was for nothing. I should have trusted Adaline when she said her friends would never tell anyone.

	“I thought something might have gone down with you guys after that fall during your tournament …” he shakes his head with a soft smile, “but I didn't think it was this, although I always knew you guys liked each other—”

	“What are you talking about? What do you mean always?” I cut him off, confused and desperate for answers.

	His gaze softens. “Did you never wonder why I stayed friends with you all these years despite how homophobic you've been?”

	Of course, I wondered. I just counted myself lucky that he stayed friends with me.

	“Why did you stay friends with me?” I voice out in a whisper.

	“Because you were hurting. I saw it. I knew you needed time and help. You always disliked Adaline, but it changed that day. You despised her and I knew why.”

	“Why?”

	His eyes shine with pity. “Because you wanted her, maybe it was buried deep down, but I think you've always wanted her and hated her because of it.”

	His old words ring in my head. “I know why you're so angry at her, but you don't yet and that's okay. I'll be here for you right now and I'll be there for you when you figure it out.”

	“No, I hated her because she's like my father.” The words come out shakily.

	“So why don’t you hate any other gay person at Richmond? Don’t pretend you don’t know how many other queer kids are there, Juliette. Why do you only hurt her?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“You didn't hate her, Juliette, at least, not from the start. You hated yourself for wanting her, for wanting any girl…because it made you think you were like him.”

	No. No. No. All these years. Looking at Adaline for the first time when we were kids and feeling that burn in my chest. That feeling down in my belly that made me so ashamed. 

	I shake my head in pain. “I can't be like him.”

	“You're nothing like him.” He puts his hands on my shoulders. “He wasn't abusive because he was gay, it was because he was a horrible human. You're nothing like him.”

	I'm not. I'm not like him. I wouldn't hurt anyone the way he hurt my mother.

	Old memories burn my scalp with pain, my head throbbing harder than it ever has before. The pretty girl in nursery with the brown eyes. The waitress at my birthday lunch. All the girls I try my best not to look at. Adaline walking into my science class when we were younger.

	“I don't want to be like this, I want to be normal.” I sputter out afraid, my voice breaking.

	That sounds like him—that fear of other people finding out, the agony that turned him into an abusive man. We're all monsters if we're pushed to that extent. He pushed himself, all because he was scared.

	All this time I didn't want to be like him, yet somehow, I've become the worst parts of him—the fear and the paranoia that makes me lash out on the ones closest to me.

	“You are normal. There's nothing wrong with you,” Kai says gently, like it's the most obvious thing in the world.

	Nothing. There's nothing wrong with me, but there will be if I keep denying this. If I let this pain fester for longer and longer, so instead of verbal abuse, I'll resort to physical violence just like my father. All because of what? Fear? Control? Power?

	I don't want it. I don't want any of it anymore, I just want to look at myself in the mirror and not feel ashamed. I just want to imagine my future life without being terrified of what my mother will think.

	I just want to be me.

	I sigh shakily, five years of repression flooding out of me at this very instant. “I'm a lesbian.”

	Relief floods my very bones. I feel as if I've been holding my breath for so long and now, I can finally breathe again. 

	Kai is smiling at me as widely as humanly possible and pulling me into a bone crushing hug.

	That's all it takes for me to lose myself and once again, I begin bawling in his arms. In his arms I don’t have to hide. I can be me; I don't need to lie to myself anymore.

	I can just be me. 

	 

	 

	


Chapter THIRTY-FIVE

	A d a l i n e

	Another week has passed by without Juliette so much as uttering a word to me. The only difference this time is that…she's just not around. She hasn't even shown up to school. 

	At first, I was worried. I even asked Kai about it, but he assured me she was fine and just needed some time for something. I know she wants me; I know she likes me. That much is clear considering she almost killed Alex when she walked in on us. I like her too—that’s clear because I didn’t even want to be in there with him in the first place.

	He keeps shooting me knowing looks every time I see him with Victoria, but I keep brushing it off. Maybe Juliette told him? But that makes no sense, she would never tell anyone.

	Even Christmas and new year went by this week. I was tempted to send her a Christmas gift, but I don't even celebrate the holiday. I don’t have a shred of excitement in my body regardless, all because she’s sucked it out of me as well as my trauma. 

	I still can't believe I told her about my father and my past. I've never even spoken about it with my friends, only Adam knows how bad it was. She sat there and comforted me, no judgment, no malice. She came back even after I was being rude and she didn't ridicule me for having a panic attack about a pair of headphones—another reason why this week has been so hard, I don't have my headphones to comfort me.

	She needed this week, either to accept her sexuality or deny it even further I'm not sure. All I know is that she needed this space and maybe so did I. I felt entirely too vulnerable after telling her about my past, but somehow safe at the same time.

	I've been good this week. I've sent Juliette tutoring emails and left it at that, no matter how much I want to send her a regular message…or even call her. I'm trying to be a good person, give her space to breathe and sort through her stuff.

	After all I've been in the same position as her, although I never suffered from internalized homophobia to that extent. 

	God, this is so tiring. Why did this have to happen to me? Why did I have to end up liking a girl who literally despises gay people but is gay herself?

	“Adaline, can you stay after class please?” Mr Khalid’s voice slices into my thoughts and I look up and just nod, disoriented.

	When the bell rings, I make my way towards him after everyone else has left the class. His eyebrows are furrowed in concern, a pen twiddling in between his fingers.

	He waits for a moment before he asks, “Are you okay?”

	The question throws me off guard for a moment. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

	His eyes narrow in disbelief. “You’ve been completely spaced out this whole lesson. It’s completely unlike you.”

	“I’m fine, I’m just tired,” I repeat, trying to make my tired tone sound more normal.

	He nods, but it doesn’t seem like he believes me. Well I just thought I should let you know I’ve sent your letter off and I attached a request to make you top priority when receiving an answer.” He turns his laptop around showing me the email. “So, expect a letter of acceptance in the next month tops.”

	“Or a rejection letter,” I counter tiredly and the shock on his face is palpable.

	“Are you sure you’re okay?”

	I ignore his question. “Why did you send my letter off early? I thought you were waiting for the final exams?”

	I mean, he made a whole big deal about me having to tutor Juliette until final exams, it’s the whole reason I’m in this mess in the first place.

	A small smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. “I was always going to send the letter off Adaline, regardless of if Juliette passed or not.”

	“So you lied?” I ask, confused and maybe slightly angry.

	“Did I do anything wrong? Juliette is passing biology for the first time in five years, I have no doubt she’ll pass her final exams too.” His smug face is annoying, but I can’t blame him, he got what he wanted after all.

	“Bye sir.” I turn on my feet ready to walk out before he calls out my name.

	“Adaline.”

	“Yeah?” I turn around, not even hiding my distaste.

	“Did you learn anything about each other? Or was it just completely hell to tutor her?”

	I smile a little before answering, “Complete hell …” and I wouldn’t change it for the world.

	My hands run through my locks, trying my best to keep my tired eyes open as I walk down the hallway. It's the end of the day, I already told my friends I didn't want to hang out today. They've been worried about me all week, but I've tried my best to forget about Juliette and calm down. I didn't even tell them anything that went down with us and they've been polite enough to not dwell on it.

	I just want to go home, get into my bed, and read a book—something sad—so I can wallow in whatever this feeling is.

	That is, until I look up and see Alex hovering over his locker while pulling his belongings out. I wouldn't have even noticed him, but his locker is two lockers away from my own. Come to think of it, I haven't heard much from him this week either, although I texted him an apology a day after the party.

	I was honest. I told him I liked someone else and I was using him to annoy that person. He didn't respond to the messages and I felt guilty, of course I did.

	I stalk towards him and he's still too preoccupied emptying his locker. “Hey.”

	He turns to me with a deep sigh. “Adaline.” comes his curt greeting.

	“I just wanted to say…I'm sorry for—”

	“I got your message. I know how sorry you are.” He slams his locker door shut. “There's no need to be sorry.”

	There is. There absolutely is a reason to be apologetic. I led him on. Even if I went through with the threesome, I would have regretted it—I know that deep down I only wanted to piss Juliette off and when it worked…I didn't think about Alex ever again.

	“I shouldn't have led you on,” I say, taking note of the fake apathy in his eyes.

	He nods. “You shouldn't have, but it's fine. I've got bigger problems right now anyway.”

	“What's wrong?” I ask confused at his erratic behaviour.

	He sighs deeply, slinging his backpack over his shoulder. “Two days after the party I got called into the principal’s office—apparently they received an anonymous complaint about drugs being in my locker.”

	“Drugs?” My eyes bulge out of my sockets, after all, this is Alex. Sweet, doe-eyed, who refuses to even touch a spliff, Alex.

	He laughs in a sad, but still angry manner. “Exactly. I can't even smoke a cigarette. Addie, someone's fucking with me. I know it.”

	I should admit that I know it too, give him a shoulder to cry on or to lean on. Yet, all I can think about is that my nickname coming from his mouth doesn't sound nearly as enthralling as it does when Juliette says it.

	Addie.

	It's hers. I've been called it my whole life, but when she calls me that, it seems so normal, so comfortable. It slips into every crevice of my mind and becomes a part of me, like she has my whole identity mapped out just by calling me that. 

	It's as if she truly knows me and I've become indifferent to her calling me that until someone else does…and I realize how unsatisfying it feels from their lips.

	Once I realize what Alex is actually talking about, it's too late—he's already walking away and I can't bring myself to stop him…or to actually care.

	Logically, I shouldn't. He's rich, he could find any other school and pay his way through. Then again, it still isn't right, but the dark part of me is a little satisfied that Juliette's jealousy took her this far, if she did this.

	She's dark, cruel, and conniving. I used to hate that about her and hoard my moral high-ground over her, but now I'm no better than her, because I'm satisfied, even compelled at the thought of her doing this to Alex. I'm just like her in a way, maybe I always have been. Darkness lives in both of us, I just didn't realize how much I craved her darkness until now. 

	At least she didn't break his hand.  

	***

	Once I'm in bed, I thank the heavens that that urge that nags me to study has slowly dwindled today. I'm content with just lying in my bed and taking a nap—or at least I was—until I hear my doorbell ring. It can't be Adam; he has a key and is also working late. It wouldn't be my friends either because I told them I wasn't in the mood to hang out.

	My feet begrudgingly leave my bed as I walk down the stairs—moping. When I open the door, I almost fall backwards. I feel as though a truck has just knocked into me and sent me flying.

	It's Juliette. Her face looks frantic, but she's as beautiful as ever. God. I haven't seen her in a whole week and I feel like I'm hallucinating.

	“Juliette? Where have you been—”

	“So, I was going through my photos and I realized that I still have that picture I took of you—when I put those funny faces on you in year eight …” I keep my mouth closed at her interruption and let her continue, bewildered at her words.

	She pants heavily shutting the door behind her. “I realized in the picture you were wearing your headphones…so I sent them to someone I know…to find them.”

	She pauses and opens the bag slung on her shoulder. Then she pulls out a pair of identical black headphones. “It took a while. I had to drive to Birmingham to pick them up as they were flown in from France—it was the only one we could find.”

	I don't even realize that she's placed the headphones in my hand until I feel them. I'm too busy staring at her, almost speechless.

	“Now, I know it's not your headphones and they don't hold the same memories…but I hope you can find comfort in them,” she says and it dawns on me that she sounds nervous.

	She never sounds nervous.

	“Juliette …” I gasp out in a whisper. “You did this? Why?”

	I expected her to tell me where she's been for a week, why she hasn't come to school. Maybe she would tell me that she realized she's gay, but doesn't want anything to do with me. Or maybe she would continue to stay in the closet, but I never expected this. Driving to another city all for headphones? God knows how much this even cost. I feel like I can’t breathe right now.

	She doesn't answer and I take the opportunity to continue talking. “Thank you—”

	“I'm a lesbian,” she blurts out, cutting me off. Her words and the tinge of pink overtaking her features makes my heart swell.

	Lesbian. Not queer. Not gay. She's dived straight into the term and I know how scared that must make her to label yourself in such an obsolete manner, especially with what she's been through still, I can see the hesitation on her face.

	It makes sense. You cannot undo years of denial within a week, but you can make a start. Although it still doesn't explain why she got these headphones for me.

	“You did this because you're a lesbian?”

	“No.” She shakes her head. “I did this because I’m tired of hiding how much I want you. I'm so tired of hiding who I am, hiding what I want.” She lets out a tired laugh. “Apparently, it was clear to everyone but me. Or maybe it was clear to me too deep down.”

	She tells me everything. How she's spent this whole week focusing on herself and her sexuality, with Kai to guide her. How she couldn't bear to come into school because she's spent the whole week crying. I listen intently, unable to form words. 

	She’s telling me, she’s finally telling me that she wants me, but I can’t help the fear that drowns my body.

	“What about your mother?” I ask quietly, once she's done and she gulps. Then I place the headphones down so I don’t drop them.

	She sighs heavily. “I can barely handle this myself…my mother isn't ready for it. I'm not ready to tell anyone else anyway—like you said, I just have to be honest with myself.”

	“I'm proud of you,” I say quietly and she quirks an eyebrow, but before she can respond I continue. “So proud of you.”

	“You’re not angry? I’ve just come out even though I treated you like shit for liking girls.”

	“How could I be angry at you for accepting yourself?”

	“That’s ridiculous.” She shakes her head. “You should hate me!”

	“I do hate you,” I whisper, unable to hide my amusement.

	“Then hit me! Scream at me! Don’t just stand here!” she shrieks, her face turning red.

	“The only person that’s gonna help you is you,” I say. “So, you can get over your own guilt.”

	“Of course, I want to let it go, I want to be worthy of you.” The agony in her voice sends me into a spiral.

	I walk closer to her. “You’re not worthy of me, Juliette.” Her eyes become downcast, but I continue. “I’m not worthy of you either because that’s not how life works. Forgiveness isn’t equivalent to being worthy.”

	“I can’t rush you, can I?” she asks, her tone understanding.

	I shake my head. “No. But I’m getting there, I don’t need to shout or hit you. I just need to feel it leave.”

	“But you still want me?” Her voice sounds disbelieving and hopeful at the same time.

	“I do. I want you so much that it aches sometimes, but”—I can’t be like my father—“you should be happy…you finally know who you are! Don’t you want to experiment with other girls?”

	She looks appalled at my suggestion and my own heart almost breaks at the thought. “No. Never. I only want you. I’ve only ever wanted you.” She sighs heavily and moves my hands from her face, holding them instead. “I know I don’t have the greatest track record, but I want to change that. I used to crave your attention—I still do—but I took it. Now I'm asking for it.”

	       She rubs circles on my hands and continues speaking. “We can be more than whatever we call this …” Her free hand gesture between us. “We can fuck, we can talk. I'll be your enemy or your friend. I can be your very best friend if you want me to.”

	“Who are you and what have you done with Juliette Kingston?” it’s a lame response, but it’s all I can conjure up right now.

	She smiles. “Just one date. Tomorrow?”

	I answer by pulling her into a heated kiss. I can’t hear anything as my lips envelop hers and then I realize something—it wasn’t the headphones I was missing this week, it was her. 

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-SIX

	J u l i e t t e

	Is it possible to feel completely light? To have five years of repression melt into an almost empty void—something that’s still there but is fading slowly?  That’s how I feel. It’s how I’ve felt this whole last week, moping in my bed and crying every night about my sexuality. 

	Kai was there, keeping me up to date with Adaline, because I never doubted that I would want her after sorting myself out. That was only cemented further when I went to her house yesterday. I wanted to stay after spilling my heart out to her, but I knew she would need space after my words. I just hope she comes today.

	My doorbell rings and I ready myself to answer it, my heart falling out of my chest. It’s her. It has to be, right? I open the door…it isn’t her. Instead, it’s Adonis. 

	My first train of thought is to be angry, but I did invite him over too. I didn’t expect him to come this early though. 

	“Hey, I got your text,” he says, walking into my house. “Is everything okay? I’ve barely heard from you all week.” 

	His concern doesn’t really do much for me, but I understand it. Like he said, I haven’t spoken to him at all this past week.

	“We need to talk,” I tell him with a sigh.

	“Okay?”

	“We need to break up,” I say, trying to stifle how bored I am. “Save me the frivolity of it all. There’s a box of your stuff.” I gesture to the small cardboard box of his things next to my door. It’s mostly just some of his clothes and a few of the jewellery he’s gifted me over the course of our relationship.

	His eyebrows furrow and his hands are placed on his hips. He’s shaking his head as if he can’t believe the words that are coming out of my voice. I’m expecting him to cry or maybe shout, I’m not sure. Probably beg to have me back—

	“You’re such a bitch.” I didn’t expect that response or the callous laugh.

	As shocked as I am, I just shrug. “I know.” Of course, I’m a bitch, I always have been. He knows that and it’s not like he’s a saint.

	“Seriously? This is how you’re ending a two-year relationship?”

	“Don’t make me laugh. This was barely a relationship.” I stare at my nails, inspecting how neat they look today. “You’ve cheated on me the whole time.”

	“Why the fuck do you think I did that?” he blurts out angrily.

	“Don’t tell me that you’re sitting here blaming me for your cheating?” I almost laugh out loud.

	“I—I only did it in front of you,” he mumbles, slightly ducking his head.

	“What?” I ask confused, the look in his eyes snaps me away from my boredom.

	“Cheating,” he clarifies. “I never slept with anyone else, I just asked a few girls to kiss me out in the open, when you were around.”

	“What? Why?”

	“I wanted your attention!” He bellows out. “From the beginning, that’s all I’ve ever wanted. I tried anything to make you act out, to show that you wanted me,” he shakes his head with a sad laugh, “but none of it ever worked.”

	“So you thought that was the way to go about it?” I don’t mean to sound judgmental but I can’t help it. Is this guy serious? You wanted my attention so you kissed other girls in front of me?

	“Oh please!” he says, suddenly angry again. “So only you have the privilege of acting out for attention? Only you get to do stupid shit?”

	“What is that supposed to mean?” I ask, a pit of fear growing in my stomach.

	“It means I know why you’ve spent the last five years bullying Adaline,” He says. His tone isn’t as malicious as I expected, rather it's empty. “I know you want her.”

	Oh no.

	“How? When?” That's all the response I can muster, because I might pass out.

	“I figured it out when we went to dinner for our anniversary. I’d never seen you look so empty before, not like that.” His gaze turns thoughtful. “Then we went to that party and your eyes were on her the whole time—you just disappeared after, without any word.”

	“Adonis—”

	“I don’t know how I didn’t see it before, but the point is, I’ve realized it now.” He points his finger at me angrily. “So don’t you dare sit on your high horse after everything you’ve done.”

	He’s right. I was cheating on him the whole time, maybe even worse than what he was doing. I don’t have any moral high ground, not just with Adaline, but with everyone else in my life; even Adonis.

	“So what? You’re gonna tell everyone?” Fear slices into my chest.

	“I wouldn’t do something like that.” He looks appalled. “I’m not even homophobic, Juliette, I just didn’t care how you behaved because I loved you!”

	He’s just like everyone else at school. They’re not homophobic either, just sheep worshipping me blindly because of my status, unable to understand how dangerous that is. Even if I got off to it at some point, I always knew deep down that they didn’t believe what I fooled myself into believing.

	Adonis thinks that enabling me is love—maybe it is for some people—but I’ve seen what it should be, what it could be. It means holding yourself accountable, trying to be better.

	“I’m sorry.”

	He laughs coldly. “No, you’re not. You’re not sorry for cheating on me and you’re not sorry for breaking up with me either, so don’t pretend you are.” He bends down and picks up his box, ready to make his exit.

	I call out to him before he goes, “Adonis.”

	“What?” Irritation drowns his words, but he doesn’t turn around.

	“These last two years, I don’t think I would have survived with any other man.” I mean it. I mean every word because I don’t think I would have. Him enabling me was wrong, but it gave me a strange sense of comfort too.

	I watch as his shoulders slump and the back of his head nods before he walks out. Two years gone, yet all I can think about is how I want the rest of my years with someone else, a certain brunette.

	***

	For the next few hours, I study biology using the notes Adaline sent me, until the doorbell rings and instantly I rush to the door, opening it.

	“Hi,” I say quietly.

	“Hi,” she responds equally as quiet.

	“You look beautiful,” I manage to mutter, even though the nerves are choking me.

	She quirks her eyebrows. “You told me to wear my dirtiest clothes.” She is, she is wearing an oversized white-turned-grey shirt and camo shorts that look decade’s old. While I opted for blue overalls and a white vest underneath.

	“You always look gorgeous.” I wink at her, gesturing her to come inside. As soon as she does, I close the door behind her.

	“You’re being uncharacteristically romantic,” she smiles lightly turning to me, her eyebrows quirked.

	I wait a few beats before I say, “I’m trying to show you that I can be better.”

	“Juliette,” she says softly, “I told you, forgiveness takes time, but I’m getting there.”

	“I’m just really sorry.” My frown deepens further, I want to say it all the time. I went from never uttering a word of apology to constantly wanting to apologize for how I’ve treated her.      

	I don’t realize how far I had repressed my guilt, I thought once it came out it would disappear just as quickly, but it hasn’t. It eats at me, coils at my very being. I’ll wait for her forgiveness forever if I have to.

	“I know,” she says. “So stop trying to woo my forgiveness.”

	I quirk my eyebrow. “The wooing stays, I’m a Kingston after all.”

	“Oh yeah?” she hums, stepping closer and pulling me in by waist. Tingles rush throughout my body and I take the opportunity to encircle my arms around her neck.

	“Yeah, you’re about to receive the full dating Juliette experience.”

	“Does that come with cheating involved or…”

	“Very funny.” I roll my eyes at her teasing and the chuckle that leaves her mouth. “I actually broke up with him today.”

	I tell her everything; how upset he was and how cruel I was, but she just listens with a pleased smile on her face. She looks deliciously possessive and I revel in it.

	“He’s not going to tell anyone is he?” she asks after her smile fades and she looks concerned.

	“No.” 

	“Good,” she says and suddenly, her right eyebrow arches. “By the way, what did you do to Alex? He told me he got expelled.”

	“Me? Nothing.” I feign innocence and suppress the fury I feel when she mentions his name. “I just let the administration know about his little drug problem.”

	By that, I mean I paid someone from the Lacrosse team to plant some drugs in Alex’s locker. Clearly, he’s not a good captain, because I only paid around three hundred for his teammate to turn on him. Was it extreme? Yes. I don't regret it though, not for one second. I'm just annoyed I wasn't there to witness it in person.

	“He doesn't have a drug problem.”

	“He doesn't? Oh well,” I shrug. “He’s lucky that’s all that happened to him.”

	She rolls her eyes at me but I can tell that deep down, she’s flattered, maybe even pleased. She’s lucky I didn’t do anything to that girl who was there, I thought it would be overkill.

	“Get him back into school.”

	“What, why?” I sound like a petulant little child. 

	She raises her eyebrows at me. “Because it’s wrong—”

	“Don’t pretend like you don’t enjoy it…even a little bit?” I cut her off, smirking. 

	She blushes a little before recollecting herself. “Clearly you’ve rubbed off on me too much. Bring him back, Juliette.”

	I groan. “Fine, I’ll try.” 

	She smiles at that, pecking me on my lips as a reward, which makes me want to reinstate every single person I’ve ever gotten expelled from Richmond.

	“You ready for our first date?” I change the subject 

	“Yeah. What are we doing?”

	“Come with me,” I answer by pulling her hand and walking her towards and into my art room, my pottery wheel in the middle of it.

	“Do you have a teacher kink? Is that why you keep teaching me stuff?” She wiggles her eyebrows at me.

	“Why? Wanna be my good little student?” I tease her and peck her lips before walking over to my cupboards. I take out two aprons and hand one to her.

	“I wouldn't be opposed to that idea,” she says, trying to tie her own apron, but I snatch it out of her hand and tie it for her instead.

	“I just want you to be able to do things you weren't able to do before,” I mumble against her neck as I tie the apron around her.

	She turns around and stares at me as if I’ve hung the moon. “Softie,” she mumbles. 

	Only for her.

	I sigh deeply. “I know this isn’t an ideal first date…being stuck in my house because I’m too scared for people to see us.” My voice cracks a little as I finish talking, but I can’t help it.

	She’s out—and proud about it too—while I’m terrified. I might have been honest with myself, but the thought of being honest with anyone else is horrifying. I don’t even care about anyone at school, but word spreads fast and I don’t want my mother to find out.

	She cups my face. “Anytime I spend with you is perfect, whether that’s behind closed doors or not.” The sincerity in the words makes my heart beat violently and I pull her into another kiss.

	It aches a little to kiss her, knowing I can’t give her what she truly deserves. So, I apologize for my cowardice through the kiss, hoping she accepts it.

	“What do you wanna make?” I whisper, once I leave her lips.

	“A bowl?” she asks rather than says it, looking disoriented for a second. 

	My cocky self smiles at that. “Good choice.”

	She sits down as I begin readying all the materials and using some string to cut some clay up for her. She just watches me with this look in her eye that burns my very soul.

	“Okay, put your fingers there,” I instruct her, watching her eyes widen in awe.

	Watching her try and mould clay with her hands is fascinating. I used to love doing this with my father. However, I didn’t think I would ever do it again until she told me that I should. 

	Now I’m here, using it again for the first time in a long time, with her. It doesn’t matter that she’s horrible at it, that she keeps failing to make anything, what matters is that there’s a glint in her eyes, a childlike curiosity which makes me feel ten times lighter.

	I pull up a chair and sit behind her. “Let me help,” I whisper in her ear, my hands moving on top of hers like this is a cliché movie scene. “By the way, I got my grade back for that drawing I did of you.”

	I actually got the grade back a week ago, but I was too busy having a crisis over my sexuality to tell her. I kept the drawing in my wardrobe, tucked away safely. 

	“What did you get?” she asks, shivering and I smile against her ear.

	“A plus, obviously.” I lower my tone, mocking the words she once used on me.

	“How are you gonna celebrate?” she mimics back and I chuckle lightly.

	“I’m celebrating right now.” I place a light kiss on her neck, inhaling her scent.

	I celebrate for the next twenty minutes with her, our hands moulding the clay together. The only problem is, it’s horrendous. It’s the weirdest blob of clay I’ve ever seen and it’s completely disfigured. I guess I’ve finally found something Adaline is not good at.

	“How have we fucked this up that badly?” I ask, unable to stifle my laughter. I have now moved my chair next to her, so I can properly assess the damage done.

	“I blame you.” She points her clay covered finger at me teasingly. “If you had stopped teasing me, it would have turned out good.”

	“You loved my teasing,” I retort.

	“Did not.”

	“Did too.”

	“Did n—” 

	Her sentence is cut short when I lean forward and smudge some clay on her cheek. Her mouth parts in shock and a devilish gleam soon appears.

	“No, wait—” 

	She doesn’t give me any time to finish my plea before she attacks me back, rubbing a handful of clay onto my chest.

	“Oh, it is so on.” I say before attacking her and she brings the same energy.

	“Bring it on, you little shit!”

	Her hands move toward my hair and the feeling of cold clay only spurs me further. 

	We attack each other ravenously, marking every inch of the other's body with wet clay and falling over the art room chairs while hiding from each other in every corner. We’re like little kids and every time we find each other; the clay goes absolutely everywhere.

	I pin her against the floor, but she manages to roll us over—rubbing her clay-filled cheek on mine and I wriggle out of her grasp, pinning her against the floor.

	The silence that envelops us is short lived because after taking one look at each other’s clay-covered faces, we burst into a fit of laughter. Deep, heinous laughter rumbles from the pit of my belly. I can barely breathe and neither can she, because she’s turning red. I haven’t laughed this hard in my entire life. I feel like my intestines are gonna tear open.

	“Wanna take a shower?” she suggests teasingly from underneath me, her laughter subsiding. I answer by pulling her mouth into mine. Even when she tastes like clay, she tastes good.

	We strip each other off all the way to my shower, giggling in between kisses as the shower washes the best date of my life away. Her hands roam my body and mine do the same, clearly this date is nowhere near over. 

	***

	“So, did you enjoy the date?” I ask quietly, we’re both in my bed laying in a post orgasmic bliss, completely naked.

	“More than anything,” she responds, giving me a lazy smile.

	I turn on my side facing her and she mirrors me. “So have I convinced you that you should date me?”

	I’m going fast, I know I am. I feel like I'm acting like Kai did with Victoria right now, but I can’t help it. I finally understand what goes through his head when he sees Victoria; I know what I want and I don’t want to waste any more time.

	Her smile falls. “I’m not good at keeping girlfriends,” she says, the nervous look in her eyes sending me into a frenzy.

	“Is this because I’m not out yet? Because I can’t give you that real experience yet?” I suddenly feel incredibly self-conscious.

	I wouldn’t blame her. She knows I can’t come out yet, I can’t hold her hand in public, or take her out on dates where anyone could see us. I couldn’t even bring her home if my mother was there.

	“God no!” she says instantly, as if she’s appalled by my words. Her hands reach out to my face. “I’m saying I’d make a terrible girlfriend, Juliette, because I don’t allow myself those feelings. I can’t be like my father.”

	Her father. Of course. How could I be so stupid? Five years of trauma isn’t just going to dissipate from a few months of whatever we have been doing. I know that better than anyone, but it still isn’t hindering me.

	“But you’re not incapable of them. That’s good enough for me,” I say gently.

	“I study too much!” She exclaims randomly.

	“I’ll remind you to take breaks.”

	“I suck at talking about things.”

	“We’re talking right now.”

	“I’m too cocky.”

	“It’s justified.”

	“I’m too sarcastic.”

	“It’s cute.” 

	Her dimples surface. “You used to hate these things about me.”

	“Well, now I love them.” I shrug inching closer towards her. “I don’t want us to just be two bodies anymore, I want us to be two minds too, I want you to tell me.”

	“Tell you what?” she whispers back, breathless.

	I tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. It’s now or never, Juliette. You can do this. “Tell me. Tell me everything. Tell me the most boring parts of your day that don't even interest you, tell me how you wake up in the morning and how you sleep at night. Tell me what scares you and what your deepest desires are. I want it all, all of your mind and all of your thoughts, give it all to me and only me…because I don't think I can breathe without it anymore.”

	Dark. Twisted. Digging into every part of me dangerously and gently at the same time. She wreaks havoc on my body and my mind at all times of the day—that's what Adaline does to me. 

	She scares me because of how she makes me feel, but…it feels so good. It’s always felt good, even when I hated her and even now when I want her.

	She exhaled loudly, like she can’t believe what I’m saying. “What are you doing to me?” She puts her hand on her naked chest as if she’s calming her breathing.

	“Is that a yes?” I ask teasingly.

	“Fuck yes.” She pulls me into her mouth, kissing me deeper and I have to refrain from fucking her again—I’m too exhausted.

	“Wait,” she says suddenly, breaking away from our kiss, “I hope you don’t think I’m gonna be all lovey-dovey now.” Her tone is teasing and serious at the same time. Even her deflection is cute.

	“I wouldn't dream of it,” I retort, unable to hide the wide grin that breaks out on my face.

	She shrugs. “But I guess it wouldn't hurt to like…hold hands.” Her false nonchalance is unbelievably adorable.

	I smirk and move my hand towards hers. “That sounds nice,” I say, as I interlock her fingers with mine.

	The first time we’ve ever held hands outside of sex—it’s something purposeful. We’ve just had sex, but holding hands with her seems more intimate to me. I stare into her eyes and I can feel the peace, but also, I can see the familiar acidity creeping up—I feel it too, it’s only natural.

	A few seconds pass, before I chuckle lowly and say, “You so wanna call me a bitch right now don't you?”

	I can practically feel the tension dissipating from her shoulders. “So bad,” she admits in a quiet giggle and I can’t help but laugh in response, pulling her into my chest.

	My chest is lighter than it’s ever been and I sleep like an absolute baby through the night. Even as Adaline and I fight over the covers in the middle of the night, I’m afraid I’ve tasted peace and I never want to go back.

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-SEVEN

	A d a l i n e

	“Another date? I’m starting to think you’ve replaced us with Juliette,” Aryan says, shaking his head in mock disappointment. It’s funny, considering for every single date he’s been the one to beg me for details after.

	“And the roses in her locker?” Victoria mock gasps. “Who would have thought you were so sappy?”

	“They’re red gardenias,” I correct and instantly feel embarrassed because they look at me as if I’m crazy. I just busy myself with taking my headphones out of my locker and stuffing them in my bag.

	I still can’t believe she went through all that effort to get me those headphones. The scary part is that I think I’m starting to prefer them over my old ones.

	“Who are you and what have you done with Adaline Emery?” Victoria shakes her head stifling a laugh.

	“Don’t pretend like you guys aren’t secretly ecstatic that I’m finally dating someone.” They don’t refute my statement but I blush nonetheless.

	Before they can respond, my phone buzzes, I take it out and it’s Juliette. I look up from my phone and she’s standing by her locker, her eyes already on me as she plays with the petals of her gardenia bouquet.

	Satan’s spawn:

	Do you know what red gardenias symbolize?

	No.

	Secret love.

	I blush even redder—if that's even possible—and have to look away from my phone. I knew there was a reason I decided to go for red gardenias today instead of regular ones—I just had a gut feeling. 

	Secret love. That perfectly encapsulates us, especially since our first date a few weeks ago. It’s been nonstop since then. 

	Although we don’t speak in school, we still sneak around; kissing in the bathroom, in her house and mine, even Miss Kim’s restaurant has become a safe haven for us, although she doesn’t know I’m dating Juliette yet, because she isn’t out yet and I don’t want to put her in the same predicament like I did when I told my friends. Sneaking around is fairly easy anyway and exciting too. I never knew dating could feel so…comforting.

	Even my friends have already warned Juliette—as it’s their birth right at this point. I wasn’t there for the conversation, but Juliette told me a lot of threatening was involved.

	I message Juliette the exact address of our date and once the bell rings, I bid goodbye to my friends and make my way outside of school. Once I get onto my bike, I practically speed all the way to the local art museum and parking in the most random spot. Of course, Juliette is already here, leaning against her car and staring at me.

	“Hey,” I say, once I’ve walked up to her, making sure that no one else is around.

	“Hey,” she responds, seemingly doing the same thing.

	I quickly fish my hands into my pockets and pull out two masks, handing her one. “Wear these before we go in, so we don’t get recognized.”

	She takes the mask from my hand and slips it onto her face. I told her to get changed before she came too and wear the poorest clothes she owned, which I guess consists of a Ralph Lauren's white, polo sweatshirt and blue jeans. Sometimes, I forget she’s a spoiled little bitch. My spoiled bitch though. I also got changed in the car before coming out, wearing a simple pair of jeans and white tank top—obviously with my black leather jacket.

	She looks sad once the mask is on. “I’m so—”

	“If you say you’re sorry I will kill you,” I mumble under my own mask.

	She keeps doing that. These past few weeks most of our dates have been at Miss Kim’s or somewhere recluse and she’s always apologising for it. I keep assuring her I don’t care where we date, it’s enough for me to be with her. God, I sound ridiculous.

	She nods and her eyes crinkle. I clasp my hand with hers and we walk into the museum. I hand the man at the entrance two tickets. I had to force Juliette not to pay for this date, she almost lost her cool because apparently, she herself is a vending machine and doesn’t like to be treated. Well, too bad.

	As we walk into the double doors, instantly my hands begin sweating—I hope she doesn’t feel it. I planned this date thoroughly, so I hope she enjoys it.

	Her eyes widen in shock as she looks around. “Wait, this is an exhibit for—”

	“Artemisia Gentileschi.” I finish off for her, probably butchering the pronunciation, but who cares. She’s ecstatic. So I continue. “I’m sure you’ve been before, but—”

	“I haven’t,” she says and then turns to me, like I’ve hung the moon for her. “You’re amazing,” she says, leaping into my arms and I’m startled by how comfortable she’s being in public, but to be fair this gallery is mostly empty. I hug her back, picking her up slightly and she giggled in the crook of my neck.

	“I know.” I smirk cockily once she lets go. She just rolls her eyes and before I know it, she’s pulling my hand and dragging me to every art piece.

	“This is beautiful,” she says in fascination, her eyes firmly planted on a piece of artwork. It’s titled; Jael and Sisera. It shows a woman driving a tent peg into a man’s skull. I didn’t realize how horrific art could actually be. I like it.

	“Yeah, it is,” I echo her sentiments, my eyes firmly planted on her.

	“The man being attacked is Sisera. He was a warlord to the Jabin—the king who had been oppressing.” She stops her rambling abruptly, looking back at me. “Sorry, am I boring you?”

	“Of course not,” I say instantly. “Keep going, I like hearing you talk like this.”

	She blushes and continues. She fills me in on every piece of history behind this painting and I listen intently as she makes snide remarks about the characters in the pictures and I love that her cruel nature isn’t only reserved for real life people, but fictional too. 

	We even argue about the impact of art on modern society and I soon find out that I don’t have a clue about art, but Juliette does—an alarming amount.

	“I haven’t been to an art museum in a long time,” she admits, her hand tightly clasped in mine as we walk around the paintings.

	“Any particular reason?”

	“Once I realized I wasn’t going to become an artist, I sort of just stopped going,” she shrugs sadly, “because every time I saw a gallery or a museum, I couldn’t help but fantasize about how I wanted to be like that too.”

	“So why can’t you?” I furrow my eyebrows.

	“My mum would kill me.”

	I shrug. “It’s your life.”

	“You wouldn’t get it.” She shakes her head, her tone more factual than annoyed.

	“Because I don’t have parents?”

	Suddenly her face is red. She squeezes my hands tighter. “I didn’t mean it like that—”

	“I know, I’m not offended.” I shake my head, alleviating her tensions. “I get it. I’ve never had to worry about disappointing someone.”

	Pity washes in her eyes, but I think it’s unwarranted. I’ve lived for me; I’ve chosen what I want to do because I’ve never had to live up to other people’s standards.

	“I’m just scared,” she admits in a heavy breath.

	I rub my thumb on her hand. “Things that scare you are usually the most important things to see through.”

	She scares me, all the time, every single day.

	“You’re really insightful sometimes you know that?”

	“I know.” I tiptoe and plant a quick kiss on her forehead.

	We keep walking around the paintings and we reach the purchasable section of the exhibition. She goes absolutely crazy, anything she can get her hands on she tries to buy. It’s like I have to physically restrain her from buying every piece of artwork in this section. I don’t though, because it’s her money. The only time I try and stop her is when she tries to buy me the painting titled; Susanna and the elders, just because I said the painting was beautiful.

	“I said it’s pretty, Juliette, not that I want you to buy it for me!” I chastise her.

	“It sounds like the same thing to me.” She shrugs with a cocky look on her face.

	“It’s four grand!!”

	“Okay, so it’s a cheap gift? So what?”

	“Are you being purposely obtuse?” I shoot at her.

	“Are you being purposely difficult?” she retorts, her hands on her hips.

	“I can’t accept it.” I shake my head in defiance.

	“It’s a gift.”

	“This is me taking you on a date, you’re not supposed to be buying me gifts.”

	“Yeah and you’re lucky I let you pay for the tickets, so just let me buy you this gift.” It’s more of a command than anything.

	“This isn’t a gift; I could buy a car with that money!” I tell her indecorously.

	“What cars do you own that cost that little?”

	“I can’t accept it, Juliette. You know I don’t like stuff like this.”

	“What? Me gifting you something? Well, too fucking bad,” she says loudly, but before I can respond she continues. “I will buy you what I want, I'll buy you this painting, a car, a plane, a house, I'll even buy you an island if I want to and you'll sit there and fucking take it.”

	My breathing suddenly becomes heavier from her hot gaze. “Why don’t you make me take it.”

	God, I used to hate how spoiled she was, and it wasn’t even about the money but how she used it to put others down instead of using it for better things. But now? As hard as I want to fight how wanted it makes me feel, I can’t. I mean it’s her money, she can do what she wants with it, even throwing it at me. Especially when she looks at me like this and tells me what to do. Maybe I always liked it a little bit.

	My bratty tone seems to set her alight because she pays for the painting in a hurry—practically forcing a worker to go place it in her car while she drags me to the nearest restroom.

	Our lips meld into one, hotly. She drags me into one of the cubicles and pins me against the door. Her hand unbuttons my jeans and she sticks her hand down my panties and doesn’t waste anytime thrusting into me harshly.

	“Take it baby,” she grunts into my ear.

	“Fuck,” I moan in response, feeling her fingers hitting every single spot.

	“Quiet, wouldn’t want anyone to hear you.” She puts her hand over my mouth and chuckles darkly. “Unless you’d like that …”

	I bite her hand and that makes her drive further into me. “I bet you would, I bet you’d love people hearing you getting fucked like a little slut in here.”

	I moan louder against her mouth due to her dirty words and wild pace and I take the opportunity to unbutton her jeans and stick my own fingers inside of her. She’s unbelievably wet. I slip in so easily into her tightness and that only makes my own clit swell up even more.

	“Oh God,” she moans, her forehead pressed against mine as we both thrust into each other.

	I’m always so close when Juliette is inside me, it’s almost embarrassing, but can you blame me? She is a goddess amongst humans. I could cum just from looking at her sometimes, like right now, her hand clamped around my mouth. She looks so smug, but so breakable at the same time as she takes my fingers into her pussy and rocks against my hand.

	The way she moans breathlessly against me drives me crazy. “Harder baby,” she begs and pleads at the same time and as always, I listen.

	“You’re so good at that,” I compliment, fuelling her praise kink and a lighting streak enters her eyes and her thrusts too.

	Sweat trickles down my back the harder she fingers me and I feel like bursting at the seams. She’s so good at that, so unbelievably good.

	“Addie,” she moans even louder when I drive my finger into her g-spot and before I know it, I’m shaking against her too.

	It’s different when you cum with someone. When the vibrations ripple through both of you—it’s so animalistic and vulnerable in nature. It’s not like the beginning, I’m not afraid to lose myself in the pleasure, I just let it pound away at me.

	Then it happens. It’s slow, almost as if time has stopped completely. 

	“I love you,” she whispers breathlessly against me.

	The shock is enough to halt my orgasm completely. Chills travel through my spine all the way to my heart which has also frozen in place.

	She retracts from me and I don’t say a word. Not even as we clean up. Instead I peck her lips, pretending like she didn’t say anything. She doesn’t bring it up either, not when we walk out of the museum nor when we both leave separately. I’m not sure how I drive back with the way my heart was pounding, but I do.

	***

	I still feel my heart thundering when I walk into my house. It forcefully dissipates when I walk into the dining room and Adam is sitting on the table.

	“Hey loser,” he greets once his eyes meet mine.

	I stride over towards the dining table and sit opposite him. The smell of food instantly attacks my senses. Smells like rosemary and pepper.

	“What’s for dinner?”

	He quirks an eyebrow. “Try that again.”

	I plaster my most pleasing smile. “Please, King Adam, what is for dinner?”

	He laughs a little under his breath. “Roast chicken.” My taste buds perk up at the thought, but before I can get up, he speaks again. “Have you got your speech ready?” he asks me.

	“Yeah,” I say. “You sure you want me to be your best woman?” I was sort of shocked when he asked me a few months ago, I thought he would ask one of his friends. I mean what do I know about being a best woman?

	“Obviously,” he says. “You’re my favourite person.”

	“That’s just sappy.”

	He rolls his eyes. “So, you don’t want to see the invitations then?” He wiggles his eyebrows.

	“They’re here? Show me!”

	He fished into his jacket pocket taking out two black envelopes. I open one of them and the invitation is beautiful to say the least—gold-rimmed, italic inscription. My heart bursts seeing Adam's name paired with Olivia’s.

	“Nice, right?”

	“Yeah!” I exclaim, unable to hide the smile brightening my features. “Wait, why did you give me two?”

	“One for you,” he says and then pushes the second envelope to me, “and one for Juliette.”      

	“What?” I utter breathlessly and I’m sure the colour has drained from my face at this point.

	He shrugs. “Giving you a plus one would make people suspicious and I’m assuming she doesn’t want that.”

	“What? I’m her tutor why would I invite her?” I babble like I’m crazed.

	“You must think I’m stupid.” He shakes his head, amusement dancing in his eyes.      

	“Adam—”

	“Sometimes, I come home early. I don’t want the house to stink so I wait outside and smoke some wee—some stuff.” I quirk my eyebrow, but he keeps going. “I always see the same Maserati leave most nights with a certain blonde. It doesn’t take a genius to figure it out, Addie.”

	I stare at him breathlessly. “You can’t tell anyone.”

	“Who would I tell?” he asks, furrowing his eyebrows. 

	“Why would you not tell me yourself?”

	“Because you hate her,” I defend myself.

	“I have better things to do then hate a teenage girl.” He scoffs like I’m being ridiculous. “Clearly, she must be different compared to her mother for you to like her like this.” There’s a distaste in his words, but a sort of understanding too.

	“Like what?”

	“You’re different lately…you’re lighter. You’re not going a mile a minute that much anymore. Is that her?”

	“Yes.” She makes me happy, happier than I ever thought I was capable of.

	“Then that’s all that matters,” he says before slapping his knees and standing up. “I made your plate. It’s in the microwave.” He pats my shoulder before he makes a move to walk away.

	“Addie,” he calls out and I turn around. “Is this the girl you said you hated, even though you kissed her?”

	I nod, feeling a little embarrassed for denying it that other time he asked me. “She hates me too.”      

	He stands there for a moment, as if he’s recalling a memory thoughtfully. “She does this thing when she walks out of our door…she stands outside for a few minutes and waits for your bedroom light to go off before she leaves.” He smiles softly and shrugs. “That doesn’t sound like someone who hates you.”

	He walks away slowly after that, giggling under his breath like some schoolboy.

	Maybe Juliette doesn’t hate me anymore or maybe she still does. That doesn’t matter because she loves me. 

	Juliette Kingston loves me and I can’t help the dread that takes over my body at the thought. I pretended not to hear it, didn’t I? Can I keep pretending? If I do, then it’s almost as if she didn’t say it at all. Almost as if I don’t have to answer or respond at all.

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-EIGHT

	J u l i e t t e

	I don’t say anything to Adaline about how she didn’t say I love you back to me or how she pretended like I didn’t say it. I don’t mention it for the next few days after our date or weeks and somehow, it’s been months and it’s as if I never said it at all. 

	I don’t regret saying it, I meant every word. The only thing I regret is not saying it again. I haven’t so much as uttered the word “love” again toward her.

	For the most part, everything has been as impeccable as ever—the same dates, the same perfect sex—but I’d be lying if I said that the feeling of dread hasn’t been gnawing at my chest this last month. 

	We haven’t spoken about what I said and even if I did bring it up now, she’d probably be too busy. I’ve only seen her a handful amount of times this month because she’s been busy making final touches in preparations for her brother’s wedding.

	“Hey, you okay?” Kai snaps his fingers in my face, getting my attention.

	We just had our final math exam and my brain is completely fried. Most of my exams are now finished but I still have biology left. Adaline already did her biology exam early and the rest of them besides English.

	“Yeah, just tired.” I sigh, rubbing my head. “What were you saying?”

	“I was asking for your tailor’s name. You know the one who does the tuxes?” He ruffles his hair around.

	“Victor? Yeah I can give you his number. Why?”

	“For Adam's wedding next week,” he says, shutting his locker.

	“You’re invited to that?” I ask, shocked.

	“Yeah, I’m Victoria’s plus one.” He furrows his eyebrows. “Didn’t Adaline tell you?”

	She hasn’t told me much about the wedding. I even asked her about what dress she would be wearing, but she didn’t respond. I just assumed there wasn’t much news pertaining to it.

	I shake my head. “Not really.”

	“Well, maybe it’s because she knows you don’t want to be out yet. She’s probably just being cautious,” he says gently, putting his hand on my shoulder.

	Or maybe Adam didn’t want to invite me, I know he’s not my biggest fan so it makes sense.

	I nod. “I’ll ask her about it later, I haven’t even seen her this morning.”

	“She didn’t come to school,” Kai says, confused like I should already know this.

	“She didn’t?”

	“No, Vic said she’s sick.”

	“Sick?!”

	***

	“Have you taken any medicine? Since when have you been sick? Last night you went to bed early. Were you sick then? Have you gone to the hospital?”

	“Juliette …” she interrupts me mid ramble with an amused smile on her face, “I told you it’s just a cold. I’m fine.”

	As soon as Kai told me she was sick I went to every single one of her classes and picked up her notes, along with some chicken noodle soup, a hamper of her favourite snacks and some medicine.

	Fine? Fine? Her voice sounds nasally obstructed and there’s a box full of tissues near her. In my mind, that’s no worse than being on her death bed!

	“It’s not fine!” I say to her. “Answer my questions please.”

	“I took some medicine a few hours ago—”

	“More than four?”

	“Yes?”

	“Well then you need to take some more.”

	“You’re cute when you’re worried,” she smiles softly, sniffling, “but let’s focus on more important things, I have to tutor you—”

	“You’re not Tutoring me Addie, you’re sick!” Is this girl serious? She’s bundled up under her bed covers, but she wants to talk about tutoring?

	“It’s fine. You have your final biology exam soon. We need to revise.” She tries getting up, but I put a stop to that straight away.

	“I’m gonna pass and if I don’t, I’m sure Mr Khalid will still send your letter off.” I try and alleviate her tensions, tucking her securely into her bed. That’s obviously why she’s so worried, she thinks her letter isn’t going to get sent off.

	“Yeah well, I don’t want to take any risks, with the letter that is.” She coughs, avoiding eye contact with me.

	“I said no. You’re sick,” I repeat, a little more sternly this time. I rummage through the hamper—which she told me was not necessary—and fish the notes I compiled from her classes. “Here, I know you still want to study, so I got your notes from your English class today.” I hand them to her.

	“Really?” she asks astonished, she takes the notes and stares at them and back at me rapidly.

	“I can do that for you, you know that right? If you’re sick, I can bring you class notes,” I grumble, a little annoyed that she’s so shocked.

	Her eyes crinkle, her dimples deeper than I’ve ever seen them before. “God, I adore you.” 

	Not love though, you don’t love me.

	I smile back at her, disregarding the ache in my chest. “I forgot to get some nasal spray. Do you have any?”

	“There should be some in my drawer,” she says through her sniffles as she gets comfortable in her bed.

	I take note of the painting I bought her hanging right above her bed as I open her draw. I can’t help the butterflies that swarm my stomach at the sight. I open her bedside draw, rummaging through the incessant biology accessories and packets of condoms—which I’m going to have to remind myself to throw in the bin because she won’t be needing them. Finally, I find the nasal spray, but underneath it is something more interesting.

	“Wait, what’s this?” I question, grabbing the two golden pieces of card.

	Her gaze drops to my hands. “Adam’s wedding invites.” She yawns loudly. “They’re for next Friday.”

	“Why do you have two?”

	Suddenly her face morphs into a mixture of anxiety and blush. “Yeah, Adam sort of invited you, but I swear I didn’t tell him anything.” The quick manner in which she adds the second part of the sentence makes me feel guilty.

	“Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask, confused.

	“I knew you wouldn’t come.”

	My chest aches at her resolute words. “Why is that?” I ask, while taking a seat on her bed.

	“It’s a small wedding, Juliette, but people talk and they’ll know you were there,” she explains gently, clearly noticing how irritated I’m becoming.

	“So, Adam was okay with me coming?” I don’t mean to sound so shocked, but I can’t help it, I thought he hated me.

	“Yeah,” she smiles softly, “he was excited actually.”

	“But you aren’t?” I snip at her, suddenly rather annoyed because Adam had no problem with it—he was willing to invite me—but she didn’t want to tell me?

	I should be scared, frightened that maybe Adam will tell someone that I’m a lesbian, but I’m not, instead I’m becoming increasingly angry.

	“Juliette, you wouldn’t be able to come.” Her tone is tired, maybe that’s because she’s sick or just because she’s starting to get annoyed too.

	“You still should have told me. It’s like you don’t want me there.”

	“Of course, I do!” She raises her voice before pinching the bridge of her nose.

	“Clearly not.” I remark offhandedly.

	She glares at me. “Why are you fighting with me when I’m sick?”

	Suddenly I feel guilty, but it’s not enough to outweigh my annoyance. I’m not sure what I'm even annoyed about anymore. “I’m not fighting with you! I just—” I exhale, “I just don’t understand.”

	“Why are you mad? Because I didn’t tell you or because you can’t come?” she asks, like she already knows the answer.

	“Both,” I admit, clenching my jaw. “It would have been nice if you had at least told me.”

	“Why would I tell you something that would upset you? It’s better to just not mention it.” Her casual tone suddenly sets my whole body ablaze, especially when she tries to close her eyes and massage her temples.

	“Oh yeah, you’re great at that.” I scoff angrily, standing up.

	“What is that supposed to mean?” She scoffs back at me like it’s a competition.

	“It means that you like to avoid things.” I grit out the words.

	“What have I avoided?”

	“The fact that I love you!” I bellow the words out, like they’re leaving the deep hollow part of my heart or more like they’re being forced out.

	“What?” she mutters breathlessly and a piece of me dies a little when she looks at me like that. So hopeless, so broken.

	“You heard it that day, didn’t you?” My voice breaks a little. “Why would you pretend not to hear me?”

	Am I that horrible? Have I been that torturous to be around that she can’t even acknowledge the fact that I love her? A thank you would have sufficed, even a small smile would have softened my heart.

	“I told you, I can’t.” She looks away from me. “I told you I can’t be like my father. I can’t love you.”

	Her father. Her father. Her father. She sounds like me and when I was in this situation, she understood me, she was kind to me and didn’t rush me in any manner. But that’s the difference between me and her, I’m not as good as she is. I never have been.

	“You can’t love me or you won’t love me?” I spit out harshly.

	Suddenly her eyes snap back to me, like she’s in pain. “I feel it. I feel it here.” She puts a hand over her chest. “It aches all the time. I want you all the time, every day, you’re all I think about, but—”

	“But you don’t love me.” I finish off for her apathetically like the words she’s saying don’t matter, like nothing matters if she doesn’t love me. But that’s not true, I can wait for as long as it takes, but I’ve never been good at biting my tongue when I’m angry.

	“I can’t love you!” she shouts angrily, her eyes lighting with a fire I've never seen there before. “I don’t want to love you.”

	I stumble backwards from her words, like they’ve hit me square in the face. Part of me understands that this is because of her trauma—her father—but the vulnerable part of me, the selfish part of me hates it because I put my feelings on the line. I think I’ve always loved her, but she can’t manage to love me back. I can’t help that nagging feeling in the back of my throat—she can’t fathom loving me because I’m unlovable.

	Her expression morphs into concern. “Wait—”

	But I don’t, I said I would wait for her but I don’t, I walk away. 

	



	
Chapter THIRTY-NINE

	J u l i e t t e

	I spend the next two days mostly in bed. The only time I got out of bed was when I had to go into school to take my biology exam. I expected it to be harder than it was, or maybe I was too upset to even focus on how hard it was. I answered every question though, and maybe I’m cocky but I know I’ve done a very good job. Adaline hasn’t even come to visit me, she messaged me a few times, but I ignored them. She’s been blowing up my phone asking me about how my exam went too. I’ve just been moping in bed for the last two days, although I asked Kai to check on Adaline to make sure she wasn’t still sick and thankfully, she isn’t anymore. She even finished her final English exam. I bet she stayed up and studied all night for it.

	She must have a migraine or maybe a concussion. Because why is she not at my house? Does she not realize that when I walked away from her, I wanted her to run after me? To take me in her arms and tell me that she is capable of loving me, even if not today maybe one day? Alas, this isn’t a movie though, is it?

	Or maybe it is, considering the doorbell just rang. Finally, she has come to her senses. I run out of my bedroom, but before I open the door, I fix my hair, wishing so badly that I wasn’t dressed in a pair of grey sweatpants and black t shirt because that’s not at all attractive.

	When I open the door my eyebrows automatically furrow. “Stacey?”

	Stacey Johnson. In front of my door, her uniform still on and her demeanour utterly cocky. She barges past me, leaving me disoriented for a moment. I close the door behind her and turn around. I haven’t seen her in months, I was told she was finishing the school year off from home.

	I narrow my eyes and tilt my head to the side. “Are you okay? Did you hit your head?” Before she can answer I speak again. “Because what makes you think you can barge into my home?”

	“Oh, God forbid I barge into your house,” she pouts mockingly, “at least, I didn’t break your hand.”

	For the absolute love of God. When is everyone gonna get over the hand thing?

	“Get over it, it looks fairly healed to me.” I gesture to her hand that isn’t in a cast anymore. “Now, get out of my house.”

	“How rude.” She mocks, tutting. “I only came over to tell you how nice it was to see you.”

	“What are you talking about? When did I see you?” I question, confused and irritated. 

	My entire mood is even more deflated than it already was. I really thought it would be Adaline at the door.

	“0h, you know. When you came to the museum with Adaline.”

	My breath gets caught in my throat at her words and her assured manner. Oh, my God. No! I can’t control the shock on my face. I know this because Stacey sends a wicked smile my way.

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I deflect, trying to control the tremor in my words.

	“You pride yourself on being such a good captain, but you didn’t even know that I volunteer at the museum?” She laughs maliciously. “Oh well, I guess it worked out in my favour considering you didn’t seem to be that coy—the masks were ridiculous too, I could spot you from a mile away, Juliette.”

	“You’re g—getting me confused with someone else, I wasn’t there,” I stammer out, hating how weak I sound right now, but I can’t help it.

	She walks closer to me and I feel the walls caving in the more she laughs. “Yeah, you see I had a feeling you would say that …” she pulls out her phone, “which is why I’ve been sort of keeping an eye on you for the last month. Wanna see?”

	She doesn’t give me a chance to reply because she begins scrolling. The pictures blind me with fury and anxiety. It’s everything; pictures of us at the art museum, at Miss Kim’s, walking through the park in her neighbourhood, we’re kissing and holding hands and doing everything else normal people do, but we’re not normal, are we?

	“You’ve been stalking me?” I grit the words out in disbelief.

	She scoffs. “Stalking? Don’t be ridiculous, I was just collecting some information.”

	“Information? For what?”

	She shrugs. “Blackmail.”

	I scoff breathlessly. Oh my God, this girl truly is insane with that little glint in her eye, her confident stature, and the venomous smile that’s taking over her face. The scariest thing of all is that she reminds me of myself and that’s bad, because that means she’s not bluffing, not even for a second.

	So, it’s now or never. I can stand here and let this fear strangle me until I eventually turn into my father, until I eventually hurt everyone around me because of it or I can be better.

	“Do you think I care? Tell everyone I’m gay, I don’t give a fuck.” I choose better. I choose anything over her.

	“Really?” She asks, furrowing her eyebrows, but suddenly her gaze turns more dangerous. “You won’t even care if I show everyone this?”

	My gaze is zeroed back onto her phone as a video begins playing. It’s filmed at a weird angle, as if she’s filming upwards from the floor and then I see it—it’s me, pressing Adaline up against the cubicle door. Bile rises up my throat and my whole body freezes. It’s a sex tape. This is a sex tape of me and Adaline when we were at the museum.

	How did we not know anyone else was there?

	“Y—you filmed us?!” I bellow the words out and try and reach for her phone, but she yanks it out of my reach.

	“Don’t even think about it,” she warns, “I have copies on my laptop, my computer—on everything.”

	Oh my God. Stacey has seen us. She’s watched us both have sex. It’s vile. It’s abhorrent that she has this. Sweat trickles down from my neck, suffocating my every sense.

	“She’s a minor, you can’t release that,” I say smugly, concealing the fear slicing my chest.

	I should be worried about myself. If this gets leaked, everyone will know I’m a lesbian, everyone will see me in my most intimate moments. My mother will be laughed at, berated even. Yet for some reason, all I can think about is how this will affect Adaline.

	“So? You think that matters? Once this video is released it will never be forgotten.” She shakes her head, she still hasn’t stopped smiling. “You lay one finger on me and I’ll give my brother my passwords and get him to release the video.”

	“You’d really risk going to jail?” I ask, astonished at her behaviour.

	She scoffs. “This is England, if you have money you can get away with anything.”

	Every person I expelled. Every person I mistreated just because I could; the memories burn me. This is what I sounded like; this is what I used to be like. Or maybe this is who I always will be. It’s disgusting.

	“You would sink this far? What is wrong with you?”

	“It’s like you always used to say, don’t you remember?” she mimics me. “'There is no line you can’t cross, girls. If you want something, hurt whoever you have to.'”

	I said that? I said something so disgusting and she imprinted it within her mind and is now using it against me? I wonder how many other girls heard the same thing and ran with it; I wonder how many other lives I’ve ruined from my fleeting comments. 

	This must be what people mean when they talk about karma. I understand it now. I deserve it, all aspects of it. But Adaline? She doesn’t deserve this.

	“So? What do you want?!” I plead.

	“I want Adaline out of your life.”

	“What? Why?”

	“Why? Why?” she repeats like an angry maniac. “You broke my fucking hand for her, Juliette. For months, I tried to forget about it, but I can’t!” She walks closer to me. “You treated her like shit for years and now suddenly, you’re going on dates with her? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

	“I’m sorry for breaking your hand,” I say hurriedly. “I’m sorry okay!”

	“Sorry? You think sorry is gonna fix this?” she spits harshly. “What does she have that I don’t?”

	The question knocks the wind out of me as does the way her bottom lip quivers. Stacey sounds…jealous. I should probably play along with it, but I cannot even fathom it.

	“Everything,” I retort defiantly.

	Adaline is everything Stacey isn’t. She’s kind, compassionate, and ferocious, but she doesn’t take it out on others! She’s everything that I wish I was.

	She clenches her jaw. “Break her heart, Juliette, because if you don’t, this video will.”

	My heavy breathing echoes through the room. What am I supposed to do? If this video gets released Adaline’s future will be ruined. We might live in a progressive era, but it’s not as progressive for women as we might think. This is a scar, a burn that lives with you forever. Her career would be ruined. She wouldn’t be able to be a doctor. Everything she loves, everything she’s ever wanted, it would vanish into thin air.

	A knock on the door startles me out of my thoughts and Stacey shoots me a warning glance. I roll my eyes at her and open the door. I think God hates me or likes to play cruel tricks on me, because out of any day she could choose, Adaline chose today to be standing in front of my door.

	



	
Chapter FOURTY

	A d a l i n e

	“So, what do you think?” Adam asks proudly, jutting his chest out and squaring his shoulders.

	We’re currently at Mackenzie’s tailor's shop. It’s a quaint little building around five minutes from my house. Today is Adam's final fitting before his wedding. His friends are running a little late so it’s just me and him here. 

	His black tux is exquisite; it fits him well and is tailored to perfection, which isn’t really a surprise considering he has been an absolute groomzilla these last few months. He looks exceptionally handsome, but of course, I can’t tell him that.

	“You look less hideous than usual,” I say.

	He scoffs, rolling his eyes. “As if. I look like a stud.” He twirls around in his tux, checking himself out in the full-length mirror. I just chuckle and revel in his happiness as I sit on the sofa, because I can’t revel in my own, mostly because Juliette has been ignoring me for the last two days. I don’t blame her; I was horrible to her.

	I didn’t mean for my words to come out the way they did, I just exploded. I’m just scared. I’ve tried texting her, but she just ignores me, I’ve been too terrified to speak to her in person because I feel like my walls will crumble if I do. Although I’ve also been dying to know how she did in her biology exam. I wasn’t even there to support her before or after the exam! 

	I don’t want to love you! How could I have said those words to her? I felt my own heart tearing when I said them, I just needed to say something…anything to push her away. 

	“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” I ask Adam suddenly, letting my own thoughts come to life. He turns around and arches his eyebrow in confusion. “How do you know you’re meant to be with Olivia?” I clarify. 

	He half smiles and saunters over to me, sitting next to me on the sofa. I don’t mean to cloud his mind with doubts, part of me wants him to know that he should make this decision properly, that I would be willing to drive a getaway car if he ever wanted to leave. The other part of me is confused, baffled even that he loves someone so much he’s willing to tie his whole life with them.

	“You just do,” he says, like it’s the easiest thing in the world.

	“That’s insightful.” 

	He giggles a little at my sarcastic remark. “I don’t know how to describe it, Addie.” He sighs wistfully.

	“Try, please.” 

	“I don’t feel like myself when she isn’t around—it’s almost as if nothing matters if she isn’t there to witness it. I—I love her so much that it physically hurts me sometimes.” He ducks his head shyly. I’ve never seen him like this before. “I feel like an empty matchstick without her, I can’t burn if she’s not there to help light me.”

	I’ve never heard him so eloquent before, so lost for words, yet so filled with words at the same time. I was always jealous of him for being able to love so freely, I never understood why he could and why I couldn’t. We had the same father, maybe not entirely, but towards the end, we both dealt with the same absence. 

	“Are you not scared? Aren’t you scared of turning into dad?” If anything, he should be more scared than me, he spent more time with my father—he saw the switch from a loving man to a cruel one. He witnessed what love can do to someone. 

	“Of course, I’m scared. I’m scared of everything, of her realizing that maybe I’m not good enough for her or someone else would be better, or her simply not wanting me anymore.” He puts his hand on my shoulder. “But I’m not scared of being like him, I’m never scared of that.”

	“Why?” I utter breathlessly.

	“Because he didn’t behave that way because of love. He was clinically depressed and a raging alcoholic,” he states simply.

	“Yeah, but he lost her. If he hadn’t, maybe he—”

	“We don’t know what could have happened,” he interrupts me seriously. “Aren’t you tired of living in fear? Don’t you want to live your life for you?”

	Strange. I always thought I had been living my life for me—I didn’t even stop to think that the fear of turning into my father strayed me from things that I might have wanted, things I might have chosen. I fooled myself into thinking everything I did was in accordance to my own beliefs. But that’s just now how it works, isn't it? At the end of the day, we’re always gonna be the sum of our unresolved trauma.

	“You’re a good big brother, you know that?”

	“I know.” He winks at me, pulling me into a side hug.

	Fear. Something I never thought would ever hinder me is doing exactly that. But you know what? I won’t let it. Not any longer. Not when I finally feel happy.

	“Do you mind if we cut this short? I have to go somewhere.”

	He nods. “Yeah, that’s fine. You’ve already seen how great I look.”

	“Love you.” I kiss him on the cheek hurriedly.

	“Love you too!”

	On my way out of the shop, I pull my phone out and call Kai, praying that he answers. I can’t call my friends because they’re busy and there’s only one other person I know that drives a car that will get here fast enough. 

	“Hello?”

	“Hey Kai, it’s Adaline. Could you pick me up? I just wanna go to Juliette—”

	His voice comes out hurried. “Send me the address, I’ll be there in five minutes.”

	I text him the address, waiting outside because I know he’ll be arriving any minute now. Then suddenly it begins pouring down. I smile, feeling the breeze soak into my skin. It’s raining and I don’t care. I stand in the rain as long as I can because for the first time in my life, I feel alive! 

	Juliette. My Juliette. The girl I’ve hated for as long as I can remember and have fallen in love with. So hopelessly. So irrevocably.

	I think I’ve always felt this way. When I saw her at age twelve and I couldn’t breathe. When she slashed me with her words and all I could think about was how pretty she looked. When we slept together for the first time and I felt like I was skin deep within her. She’s woven so tightly within me; every moment of my adolescence has been shaped around her and I want the rest of my life to be shaped around her too.

	The rain soaks my hair, but I don’t feel the cold at all. I can barely see when a red Ferrari comes racing down the road and I run up to the passenger side. The door opens automatically and Kai grins at me.

	“Juliette has been insufferable the last two days. This apology better be momentous,” he tells me as I slip into his car, he doesn’t even complain about how I’ve soaked his seats, he just drives, possibly the fastest I’ve ever seen anyone drive in my life.

	***

	Kai pulls up outside Juliette’s house in record time and I almost slip out of the car in urgency. The rain hasn’t stopped at all; I’m taking it as a sign that I need to make some grand romantic gesture.

	“Go get your girl!” he hollers at me and I giggle at his words before running across the road. When I reach her black gates, I enter the key code: 2305.

	I knock on her door hurriedly, fixing my hair even though it’s completely soaked, as are my Jeans—wet jeans are the worst thing in the world but I can’t bring myself to care.

	The door opens and Juliette is standing in front of me, shocked. “Addie?”

	I hurry and walk inside excitedly. “I can’t keep it in anymore, Juliette, I’m so sor—” my words are halted when I see a familiar face in Juliette’s house. The words die in my throat almost instantly.

	 It’s Stacey. What is Stacey doing here? My eyes turn to Juliette who looks…different. 

	Normally, her demeanour is self-assured, not like it is right now; her shoulders are hunched, her gaze flickering back and forth between me and Stacey. For some reason, the gut feeling in my stomach is rippling with anxiety. 

	“What are you doing here?” I direct the question towards Stacey.

	“I think I should be asking you that.” She arches her eyebrow, snapping me back into reality. 

	Oh God. I almost forgot that no one knows about me and Juliette. Shit. Shit. I straighten my back and pretend to be nonchalant. It isn’t my best acting, but to be fair, I was caught off guard by Stacey being here. 

	I clear my throat. “Well, I’m just here to tutor her.”

	Juliette keeps avoiding eye contact with me and Stacey just smiles maliciously. 

	“Brilliant performance, really. But you can cut the shit. I know all about you and Juliette.”

	“Know what?” I play dumb, how would she know? Did Juliette tell her that?

	My heart plummets a million miles down and I feel like I’ve somehow betrayed Juliette in some way by not acting well enough. Is this what Juliette felt when she found out that my friends knew about her? The paranoia is debilitating—as if someone is reaching inside me and peeking into my very soul. 

	“Oh, stop it!” Stacey says, her voice rising. “Juliette, I think it’s time you come clean to her.”

	Come clean to me? What is really going on here? I look over to Juliette questioningly and her eyes are downcast, like it’s hurting her to even breathe.

	“Juliette,” Stacey says again, urging her with her voice.

	Just at that moment it’s like a switch is flipped, Juliette’s eyes darken, her face mirroring something I’ve seen before; something cruel. It reminds me of the first time she ever called me a dyke and I have to stomp the urge to run.

	She tilts her head to the side, narrowing her eyes at me. “Oh, come on Stacey, there isn’t much to know,” she leans against the wall gesturing over to me, “just that I’ve been experimenting with little Miss Dyke over here.”

	I feel a pang hit my chest at her words. She hasn’t called me that in so long and now it’s rolling off her tongue like it never left in the first place. This can’t be right, she’s scared, that’s all this is. 

	I swallow the anger that is building inside of me, I need to remind myself that Juliette is scared of being outed. She isn’t like me, she’s paranoid and she has much more to lose. She doesn’t mean it. She can’t mean it. No.

	“Juliette, it’s okay.” I walk closer to her. “Look, she knows, it’s fine. We can’t go back in time, but it’s okay—”

	“Are you trying to console me?” She laughs venomously. “Console yourself, you’re the one that’s being used.”

	“Used?” I echo back her words, unable to stop the way my heart drops. 

	“Everyone experiments in college, that’s all you are to me, that’s all you ever were,” she states harshly.

	I’m not letting her do this—letting her fear of being outed control what’s going to happen next.

	“Juliette,” I say, sternly this time, “I know you’re scared to come out—”

	She cuts me off again. “Scared? I’m fine with being gay Adaline, I’m just not fine with being associated with someone like you.”

	An ache unlike any other gnaws at my chest. “I don’t believe you.”

	She’s terrified. Stacey has ambushed her and now she’s scared to come out, so she’s trying to push me away. How could she have used me? All the tender words she said, her soft whispers and hands, it couldn’t have been a lie. Someone like me. She clenches her jaw and I try to reach out and touch her but another hand swats me away.

	“Keep your hands off her!” Stacey warns me. “We don’t know where your hands have been.” She walks closer to Juliette and slides her own hand up Juliette’s shoulder.

	I almost stumble backwards, especially when Juliette doesn’t push her away. My confusion morphs into fury.

	No one touches what’s mine, no one. I reach forward and push Stacey. I desperately try to claw at her hair or get my hands around her throat, anything to distract me from the tears I feel building up inside me, but before I can do any real damage, Juliette steps in between us both, trying to stop us from fighting.

	“Don’t touch her,” she says stiffly and I exhale in relief, until I look properly and realise she’s talking to me. To me?

	For her?

	“What?”

	“You heard her,” Stacy smirks. “What? Did you think you were the only one for Juliette? How sweet. Did you really think she’d go for you when I’m right here?” Her hands clasp Juliette’s and I can taste the bile rising up my throat.

	“Juliette, why?” My eyes burn when I see their hands interlocked.

	Is that what this is? This whole time she’s been with Stacey? I knew Stacey liked her, but she broke her hand, how could this possibly have happened? It doesn’t make any sense at all, but I can’t think logically when her hand is interlocked with Juliette’s. In fact, I can’t really think about anything. 

	“Because you’re easy, Adaline. Look at you, you’re so eager to please. You take anything I give you. You’re worthless.”

	“But…I love you.” My voice cracks and I feel like I’m gonna pass out. I sound so weak, so utterly weak, but I can’t help it.

	Her jaw clenches and she closes her eyes momentarily before opening them up again. “You love me?” She smiles wickedly. “That’s sad. God, I was good, wasn’t I? I even almost convinced myself until I realized something. I couldn’t love you. Someone like you? You’re unlovable. You’re nothing to me.”

	You’re nothing to me, you’re not my daughter! You’re a monster, Adaline. You killed my wife! No one could ever love you!

	My eyes burn at the resurfaced memories and I gasp under my breath at her words. The stoic expression sends a wave of betrayal through every inch of my body. I can’t breathe. 

	“Did you not hear me?!” I bellow out. “I. Love. You.” My voice cracks. 

	She clenches her jaw in what I can only assume to be annoyance. “I don’t care.”

	Is this what she felt like? When I didn’t say the words back to her? When I completely disregarded the words? No, she didn’t, it was all an act, because if she meant what she said, why is her hand still interlocked with Stacey’s? I don’t bother asking, I just turn on my feet and run out of her house and I don’t stop until I reach Kai’s car, which is still parked outside. I knock on the window hurriedly and he rolls it down. He's on the phone.

	“Adaline? Where’s Juliette?” he asks, concerned as he hangs up the phone. 

	“Can you let me in?” I ask in a subdued tone. He doesn’t waste any time to open the door for me and I slip into the passenger seat. “She’s not coming,” I mumble.

	“You’re shaking,” he says fastening my seatbelt for me. “What happened?”

	“Nothing.”

	What am I supposed to say? How can I possibly explain that for the first time in my life I’ve felt…heartbreak? I’ve tasted the betrayal that I thought was only possible in fiction, something I never thought I was capable of feeling. 

	He doesn’t seem convinced. “I’m gonna go in there.”

	“No,” I whisper, holding his arm. “Stay.”

	His eyes widen and then soften. Before I know it, he’s leaning forward and wiping a stray tear from my cheek. 

	My eyes widen slightly, I hadn’t even realized I was crying, but once I did…it seems that I can’t stop. Kai pulls me into his chest and before I know it, I’m bawling in his arms.

	



	
Chapter FOURTY-ONE

	J u l i e t t e

	Cold. Adaline looked so cold when she stumbled into my house yesterday. Goosebumps littered on her arms and her hair soaked. She looked even colder as she heard me speak—as she heard the vile, untrue things that I threw her way. 

	Kai blew up my phone, practically cussing me out for what happened. According to him, Adaline didn’t tell him anything, she just cried. I made her cry. I've never make her cry, even when I was being so unbelievably horrible in the past. 

	Kai has been avoiding me or maybe I’ve been avoiding him? Stacey left soon after Adaline did, making sure to threaten me one last time before she left.

	As soon as she left, I ran to my bathroom and puked. I couldn’t stop. The vile things I spat at Adaline choked my very body violently—almost as if my body was punishing me for what I had done. I deserved it, of course I did.

	So that’s it. I have to stay away from the girl I love because if I don’t, Stacey will ruin her future. How did this happen? I was happy for a small amount of time before once again, something slaps me in the face.

	I can’t stop thinking about the expression on her face when I told her she was nothing to me. 

	She told me she loved me. The words I so desperately wanted to hear, but now I wish I never heard them, not like that. I didn’t deserve to hear them. I called her a dyke after I said I wouldn’t, after I admitted that I was one myself! What is wrong with me?

	My doorbell rings, but I don’t get up from the sofa, I stay rooted in my spot—I’ve been watching mean girls since this morning—it’s all I can manage to watch. 

	I try to ignore the doorbell, but it keeps ringing, again and again. It has to be someone who has my code, it won’t be Adonis. Adaline has always known my code since she first came to my house, but it won’t be her. I know it won’t. 

	I stand up and walk towards the door in frustration, I swing open the door and my anger almost dies when I see Victoria standing there.

	“Addie isn’t telling us what happened, but she won’t get out of bed. Aryan hates you, Kai doesn’t want to speak to you, but I want to know what happened,” she rambles in a huff, pushing past me into my house. 

	What is it with people barging past me into my own house?

	All I can think when I see Victoria is how Adaline is. “Is Addie okay? Has she eaten? Did her cold get worse from being in the rain—”

	“Juliette,” she repeats, cutting me off, “what happened?”

	“She’s angry at me,” I say solemnly, leaning against my wall. What am I supposed to say? Stacey said not to tell anyone, but then again it’s not like she can hear me. Maybe I just don’t have the energy for it. 

	“Is that it?” She quirks an eyebrow like she doesn’t believe me.

	“Yeah.”

	“She’s been angry at you before, hasn’t she? What’s different now? Why are you like this?” She gestures to me and Her tone sets me off, like how dare I be upset? As if this whole thing is frivolous.

	“It’s different!” I bellow out and she looks taken aback. “It was different before when she was angry at me, I loved it because I didn't have anything else of hers. But now? Now I've had her happiness, her warmth …” I breathe out shakily, my hands bunched up onto my chest, “I’ve had her comfort and just the thought of her having her anger again…it’s destroying me.”

	I fall into the sofa, my head falling into my hands. I can’t bear to look at anyone right now. I can’t do this. How did I think I could stay away from Adaline? Just the thought of it is burning me.

	I feel the sofa dip next to me, a tentative hand placed on my shoulder. “What happened?” she asks gently.

	I look at her. Her genuine expression, the confusion swirling in her pupils. I can’t help it; it flows out of me like water. 

	I tell her everything, how Stacey has been recording me and Adaline this last month, how she threatened me, the sex tape. When I’m done, Victoria just stares at me. Her eyes unreadable, so I’m coloured surprised when she flicks my forehead harshly.

	“Ow!” I wince. “What was that for?”

	“That was for what you said to Addie,” she says, her nostrils flaring and before I know it, she’s flicking my forehead again.

	“What was that for?” I groan out in pain, rubbing the sore spot.

	“That’s for being an idiot,” she says and I furrow my eyebrows in confusion. “Why didn’t you just use that money you’re always boasting about to solve this problem?”

	“She has copies, what am I gonna do? Break into her house and steal them? You thoroughly overestimate my capabilities.” I cross my arms against my stomach and lean into my sofa with a huff.

	“So what? You’re just gonna stop being with Addie?”

	“What else am I supposed to do? If Stacey releases the tapes, her life will be ruined—she can kiss goodbye to Oxford or to becoming a doctor.”

	“And you?”

	“Who cares about me?”

	Her eyes soften. “She does. You know she does. You can’t just give up.” She narrows her eyes at me gently. “You’re just scared of your mother, aren’t you?”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“You know you could talk to your mother and make this whole thing disappear, but you’re scared,” she says. “You’re scared of telling your mother who you are.”

	I lower my eyes in shame and embarrassment. Deep down, I know that she’s right. In the heat of the moment with Stacey I wasn’t thinking straight, but afterwards, I could have called my mother. She could have dealt with it swiftly, but deep down, I’m too scared to come out to her. 

	I told Stacey I didn’t care about coming out, which I meant, but I didn’t mean it completely. I’m here wallowing, but the truth is I could solve this and I so desperately want to. I’m just terrified of everything. 

	I breathe out shakily. “Of course, I’m scared. You wouldn’t get it.”

	She sighs. “Maybe not like you, but I get it.” She looks at me. “You think I want to be in twenty different sports clubs? I don’t even like playing basketball, Juliette.” She lets out a humourless laugh. 

	I furrow my eyebrows. “Then why are you?”

	“Because it’s what’s expected of me,” she says and I’m stunned by how much she sounds like me. “But clearly, doing what’s expected of you doesn’t work out for everyone.” I almost laugh at her snarky tone. 

	“So what am I supposed to do?”

	Victoria shakes her head. “Figure it out, you can’t always expect to get the answers from someone else.” 

	Maybe it’s her unwavering gaze or the way she’s being callous that gives me the courage I need because that callousness is what I need. I don’t need to be coddled—I never have. She's right, I have to figure it out myself. 

	Regret seeps through my bones. The thought of living my life without Adaline makes me sick to my stomach, I won’t have it. So, when Victoria leaves I don’t waste any time, I get into my car and speed away to Addie's house.

	***

	The car ride there is swift, but I have to contain the tears that are bubbling within me, most of the way. My car is barely fully parked on the street before I get out and run as fast as I can to her door. My fists automatically start knocking on it as hard as I can as soon as I reach it—as if someone’s dying. The door swings open erratically and Adam's stoic gaze is as unwelcoming as ever, but it’s different too.

	“She doesn’t want to see you. Get out.” 

	So, she’s told him, that’s gonna make this difficult.

	“Please! I can explain—”

	“Explain what? That you broke my sister's fucking heart? Count yourself lucky you’re a woman, because if you weren’t, you’d be six feet under right now.” He grits out the threat.

	He looks so much like her, especially when he’s angry, his green eyes ferocious, his frown stoic, but unmoving.

	“Please just let me talk to her,” I plead. “Addie!” I scream, trying to look inside the house, but he blocks my way.

	“Get off my property,” he barks out. “She doesn’t want to see you.”

	“Please, I’ll die without her.” My voice cracks. I can pretend I’m being dramatic, but I’m not. She’s everything. I don’t care how toxic it is. I can’t breathe or sleep without her. Without her, nothing matters.

	“You’re eighteen, you’ll survive,” he says apathetically, but I spot a figure walking down the stairs from behind him.

	“Addie,” I whisper breathlessly.

	She’s standing next to her brother, dark circles under her beautiful eyes. I’ve seen her in so many ways over the years, through hundreds of different lenses. I’ve seen her angry, cold, happy, sad, but I’ve never seen her like this. So utterly empty.

	“It’s okay, I can handle this,” she tells her brother and it seems like they’re talking with their eyes or something, but he relents and gives me one last glare before walking away.

	“Addie,” I say, walking close to her, but she backs away instantly. “I’m so fucking sorry.”

	She doesn’t make a move to let me in the house or to leave the house herself.

	Her face is stoic, untethered almost. “It’s okay.”

	“What?”

	“I said it’s okay, Juliette, because I don’t care anymore.” Her voice booms with coldness. “You’ve spoken enough. I want you to let me talk.”

	“But I need to explain—”

	“I said, let me talk,” she repeats, calmly. So calm that it scares me. I clamp my mouth shut and she breathes in once, before beginning. “You don’t need to apologise because nothing you said was wrong. You’re right, this is nothing, because you’re nothing.” The pain hits me sharply and I can’t do anything, but listen dumbly. “I was wrong. I am capable of love, but I don’t want to waste it on a person like you.” She stares at me with a ferocious detachment.

	“Addie, please—”

	“I’ll find love Juliette, but you? You’ll always be a miserable bitch, rooted in the same place for the rest of your life.” She chuckles apathetically. “I’m not incapable of feeling things, but you know what? I wish I was, because I don’t want to feel a single thing for you ever again.”

	“Stacey was blackmailing me, Adaline. She means nothing to me—”

	She doesn’t even flinch. “I don’t care why you did what you did, I don’t, because you know what Juliette? Nothing, and I mean nothing on this planet could have gotten me to say those things to you,” she says, shaking her head. “But I guess that’s the difference between me and you, I don’t give up when things get hard.”

	“I’m sorry, I—I can’t survive without you.”

	“Get used to it,” she tells me, her stoic mask breaking and her voice cracking. She slams the door shut in my face.

	I’m not sure if it’s the wind or the ache in my chest that pulls me to my knees, but somehow, I’m there, crying like I’ve been spread open from head to toe. She’s not giving me a chance to explain myself, but somehow, I can’t be angry at her for that. Anger isn’t at all what I’m feeling, I’m incapable of it at this point. 

	She doesn’t open the door, not now and not for the next few hours that I spend crying and pleading for her to open it. When the exhaustion takes over my body, I feel a pair of hands picking me up, almost cradling me in a sense. It’s Victoria. She picks me up and takes me to my car, I don’t stop crying, not then, not ever. 

	



	
Chapter FOURTY-TWO

	A d a l i n e

	Is this what my father felt? Agony? Torture? I could lay here forever and not move an inch, sinking into my feelings and wallow into my misery. I wouldn’t feel guilty about it either because that’s the thing about what I’m feeling, it’s selfish. It doesn’t care about anyone else, nothing else matters, not even myself.

	People say that you can’t sleep or eat when your heart breaks, but I don’t seem to suffer from that problem. I eat. Sometimes, I stuff my face until I’m too distracted to think. I sleep too, because she’s there in my dreams. I’m not sure how much time has passed since I slammed the door in Juliette’s face. I know it’s been days, I’m not sure how many, but I know that Adam's wedding is in two days. I can’t even fathom getting out of my bed for that, but I have to.

	I can’t get her words out of my head. “Stacey was blackmailing me.” It should have been enough for me to forgive her; she was scared of being outed, so she broke my heart. But it’s not enough, it’s not a good enough excuse. 

	She’s probably lying anyway; I saw her holding Stacey’s hand and how she protected her against me, she wants her. I can’t let her back in, not when she’s a selfish bitch who only thinks about herself. That’s all she thought about when she spoke to Stacey, when she degraded me—her own reputation, her own feelings.

	Well, it’s time I put my own feelings first—so I’m moping, crying, doing whatever I want—until I can purge Juliette out of my mind. 

	That’s why I stood by the door or rather sat. I heard Juliette crying, every sob. It was horrifyingly upsetting, but I was frozen in place. God, I hate thinking about it, as much as I hate thinking about her face when I spoke to her. How dare she stand there and cry?

	A knock on my door snaps me out of my thoughts, but I don’t answer. It’s probably Adam. He’s been very worried about me for days, but I didn’t tell him what happened with Juliette and I. 

	Kai has surprisingly been checking up on me, but he’s given me space too. I wanted to tell my friends, but it seems that Juliette has manipulated them because anytime they speak to me, they try to convince me to forgive her. So, I’ve blocked their numbers. I’ve also told Adam not to let them in. I don’t have the time to deal with anyone who wants to vouch for Juliette. I’m too furious for that. 

	“Okay I’m coming in. I knocked five times.” Adam's voice calls out. Suddenly, I feel the covers being snatched from on top of me, I whine in protest, but he ignores me. “I was just on the computer and a UCAS alert came in. You got in to Oxford!” When I don’t respond, he keeps talking. “Now I know you don’t like celebrating, but I already saved up some money for this day. As soon as I come back from my honeymoon, I am taking you wherever you want, whenever you want—”

	“I don’t want to go anywhere, I don’t want anything,” I tell him tiredly, “I don’t care.” I pull the covers back over my head. I don’t want to see anything right now, especially the painting hanging over my drawer. The same painting Juliette got me and the same one I cannot seem to throw out.

	He pulls them back off and I glare at him. “You’ve been working for this for years and you don’t care?”

	“I knew I was getting in.” I try to pull the covers back up but, he holds the blanket in place.

	“Don’t you want to celebrate?” His voice sounds desperate, pity overtaking his expression.

	“How are you gonna celebrate?”

	Acid rises up my throat as I look up at Adam and all I can see is her. Oxford. My dream. I don’t care anymore. I never thought I’d become someone like this, someone so utterly pathetic that can’t manage to think of anyone else, besides her. 

	My dreams mean nothing if she isn’t there with me. This won’t be forever; I’m not depressed—but for the first time in my life, I finally understand what my father went through. Maybe not to the same extent, but I understand. It hurts. The pain is debilitating, it’s exhausting.  

	“Is this about Juliette? You still haven’t told me what she did—”

	“She used me; she broke my heart. That’s all there is to it,” I state simply.

	“Are you hearing yourself? You got in to Oxford, Addie! You’re gonna let that girl ruin this?”

	“She’s not just that girl.” I spit out sitting up on my bed. Suddenly, I’m angry at him. Why am I defending her right now?

	He sighs. “I know it hurts, Addie. I know it does, but you can’t let it swallow you whole.”

	“Why not?” I spit out. “Why can’t I? Why does everyone else get to bury themselves in their feelings and take it out on others, but I can’t let it swallow me whole?” My screams clearly startle him, but his gaze soon softens. He just nods and climbs into bed with me. 

	I look at him confused before he pulls me into his chest. I struggle out of his grasp, but he keeps me there tighter, until once again I find myself crying and crying. He just holds me there for hours.

	***

	The next morning is spent the same way, but I have to get out of my bed during the evening as I need to go to Adam's bachelor's party. It’s nothing sleazy, just me and his friends at a local bar, he just wants to play some pool and spend time with his friends while Olivia is somewhere doing the same. She invited me to her bachelorette, but as Adam’s best woman, I felt I should attend his.

	Although spa and mimosas should have been the way to go, but for the last hour, I’ve been the life of the party because I’m not trying to make Adam's night about myself, so I’ve pretended to be happy and joyful. I was elated when Adam and his friends went out for a smoke break, I can finally slip out of my entertaining mask.

	Now I’m at the bar, sitting for a break—misery has run over me once again and I find myself staring at all the bottles on the shelf. 

	A want creeps up at the back of my throat. It made him feel better, maybe it’ll make you feel better too. The voice whispers in my ear and I listen.

	“What can I get for you?” the bartender asks, not even asking me for my ID. Why would he? He’s getting paid regardless.

	I blank out momentarily. “What would you suggest?” God, I sound stupid, I’ve just never had any alcohol before. He smiles at me coyly and suddenly, I feel sick to my stomach.

	“You looking to forget or to remember?” His question throws me off guard for a moment. I didn’t realize bartenders actually sounded like how they do in the movies. 

	Remember? Or forget? Do I want to remember how beautiful Juliette is, how funny she can be, how utterly cruel she can be when she wants to? The freckles on her back, the stretch marks on her thighs—every kiss, every touch, every gasp, every fight.

	“Forget.”

	He nods and pours me a shot of what seems to be vodka. I take out my card and tap it to the machine. I lift the shot glass up to my lips, tentatively taking a sip, but then swallowing it whole. It tastes like medicine, cold wretched medicine hitting the back of my throat. It hurts so badly and I grimace openly, the bartender laughs at me.

	“Could I get some tequila instead?” I ask, wincing and he just nods with a chuckle. Repeating his earlier ministrations with tequila and I feel like Juliette when I pick the glass up.

	Anything. I’ll do anything to feel like she’s right here next to me.

	I pick up the glass again, but before it can touch my lips, it’s snatched out of my hands. I swirl my head around confused, only to be met with the concerned gazes of my best friends.

	“What the fuck are you doing?” Victoria bellows out.

	“And why are you serving alcohol to a minor? Do you want me to report you?” Aryan says to the bartender who just rolls his eyes in response before walking away.

	So hypocritical. They drink every weekend, just like every other teenager on the planet, but God forbid I drink.

	“Buzzkills,” I mutter under my breath, avoiding their gazes. I try to reach for the glass in Victoria’s hand, but she swiftly pulls it back.

	“Don’t touch that. What is wrong with you?” she asks.

	“Don’t tell me what to do.” I huff, annoyed and almost angry. Actually, no I’m very angry.

	“Addie, stop it,” Aryan admonishes me.

	“What? I’m an adult, I can’t drink?”

	“You’re 17 actually, but that’s not the point. You don’t want to drink, you never have,” he says sternly. I’ve never seen him like this.

	“Well, I want to now.” I shrug. No, I don’t. Just the thought of drinking that tequila is making me feel sick inside, but I just want to let go.

	“No, you don’t,” Victoria says.

	“Did you guys not get the hint when I blocked you? I don’t want to fucking talk to you,” I spit out angrily, not missing the frowns on their faces. I stand up, but they block my way from moving.

	“I know you’re upset, but we’ve been trying to tell you to understand—” Victoria begins her sermon again.

	I cut her off. “Understand what? That you’re somehow defending the same girl who you hated not too long ago?” They stay silent so I keep talking. “I never thought Kai would be the one to listen to me. I thought you guys would be there for me!”

	People are shooting us funny looks from the commotion, but I pay them no mind. I’m angry, in fact I’m furious at every person. My own friends who I thought valued loyalty over everything are making a case for Juliette.

	“Because I’m trying to tell you, Addie!” Victoria shouts. “It’s not Juliette’s fault.”

	I scoff tiredly. “Yeah, why is that?”

	“She’s cruel, yes she is, but this time she was pushed to it.” Aryan walks closer to me, placing his hands on my shoulders. “This time she did it for you.”

	“What are you talking about?” I ask, confused as I shrug Aryan's hands off me and he frowns so hard that my heart winces.

	“Stacey had a sex tape of you,” he says, sighing.

	“What?” I utter, my jaw slacked.

	Victoria sighs, her and Aryan shooting each other looks. “She volunteers at the museum—Stacey, I mean.” she clarifies. “She saw you guys there and recorded you having sex.”

	“W—what?”

	She keeps going. “She came to Juliette’s house and blackmailed her, told her to break your heart otherwise she would release it—she has copies.”

	I stumble back on the bar chair. At the museum. In the bathrooms. This was what she was blackmailing her with. Not just outing, but being a victim to a sex tape. The thought burns the back of my throat violently. She has a video of us having sex. 

	Sick. She’s so sick.

	“So, she isn’t with Stacey?” I voice out, confused and elated at the same time.

	“That’s seriously what you got from that?” Victoria says, amusement dancing in her eyes, Aryan mirrors her expressions.

	Of course, that’s what I got from that. A sex tape is bad. But her being with Stacey? Someone else touching her or being with her is worse. It’s one of the worst things I could possibly think of. 

	I don’t care if my sex tape was leaked, as long as she was with me, I would take it. But that’s selfish, I can’t expect her to feel the same way. Of course, she’s terrified, this would ruin her whole reputation. Nothing is worse than a woman having sexual freedom…but the perpetrators of leaking sex tapes are rarely ever ridiculed. It’s always the victims. 

	Aryan clears his throat, garnering my attention. “She didn’t care about what happened with her, only that that sex tape would ruin your future. She did this for you.”

	Wait, what? She didn’t care about herself? Juliette Kingston, who only ever seems to care about what other people think of her. 

	My future. I didn’t even think about my future. Me being a doctor. She thought of it though, so much so that she hurt me in order to save me from it. I called her selfish in my mind, I told her that nothing could ever drive me to say vile words to her like that. But I was wrong, if I was in her position, maybe I’d do the same. 

	She did it for me. 

	I want to get up and find Stacey—I want to tear her limb by limb, but I can’t manage to do that right now. I can’t manage to do anything but feel regret. 

	



	
Chapter FOURTY-THREE

	J u l i e t t e

	“We need to kill Stacey.”

	I roll my eyes. “No, we don’t.”

	Kai gives me a deadpan look and a giggle erupts from the back of my throat. I think that’s the first time I’ve laughed since this whole thing. Of course, I could only keep Kai at bay for so long. 

	I told him everything this morning and he apologised for not hearing me out sooner, but I couldn’t blame him. He tried to call Adaline straight after, but I stopped him—she needs space, it’s clear. This will only push her further away from me.

	“Seriously though, when is your mother going to sort this out?” he asks in a huff.

	“She’s on her way, I called her yesterday and told her I needed help with something,” I say, feeling my nerves growing.

	“You’re really going to tell her?”

	“Yeah.”

	My mother didn’t hesitate telling me she’d be on the next flight out. She should be here fairly soon. I’m not sure if I’ll still have this courage when I see her, but I’m gonna have to force myself to.

	“Are you going to Adam's wedding tomorrow?”  I ask him.

	His eyes soften. “Not without you.”

	I avert my eyes from him. “She doesn’t want to see me.”

	I’m sure it’s Adam's bachelor's party tonight too. I only know because I helped plan the party favours with her. I had to practically force her to let me help. 

	“That’s a cop out and you know it,” he tells me.

	Maybe it is. Maybe I’m terrified to see her face again because it will make me realize everything she said is true. That she is capable of love, but she would never love me.

	“Juliette!” A voice calls out from downstairs and instantly I get up from my bed, Kai following me as I walk downstairs in a rushed manner. It’s my mother, walking through the door with like fifteen bags in both of her hands.

	“Hi, Miss Kingston,” Kai greets cheerily.

	“Hello, Kai.” She smiles back at him. She’s always liked Kai.

	I give Kai a look, inadvertently telling him to go and he obliges. He bids me and my mother goodbye. My mother walks closer to me and pulls me into a hug, it’s tight, warm, and…weird. She pulls away after a few seconds and I look at her, confused.

	“So what’s the problem?” she asks me, tilting her head to the side.

	“Let’s sit down.”

	She nods, furrowing her eyebrows. We walk into the dining room as she puts her bags down and joins me on the table, sitting right next to me.

	“What’s wrong Juliette? You’re worrying me.” She’s right, I can see it in her eyes.

	I should start off small. Something to test the waters. “I don’t want to be in the company mom.” She doesn’t say anything so I keep going. “I want to open my own gallery. I’ve always wanted that.”

	Victoria's words urged me to do more than just come out. If I want to live honestly, then it should encompass every part of my life. 

	She waits a few moments before asking, “Is that it?”

	When I nod, she exhales out loudly as if I’ve just given her the best news of her life.

	“Thank God. I thought you were in some sort of trouble.” She breathes out shakily. “That’s fine, Juliette, it’s not what I would have picked for you, but if it’s what you want to do, I’ll support it.”

	“Really?”

	She frowns. “Really.”

	That was easier than expected. So easy that it’s making me want to tell her the next thing very quickly.

	I clench my fists tightly. “There’s something else.”

	“Yes?”

	“I need help with a problem.” I fidget with my fingers before looking up at her. “Someone’s in trouble.”

	“Who’s in trouble?” She furrows her eyebrows.

	“Adaline Emery.”

	She looks baffled, almost laughing as she says, “Adaline Emery? Why would I care about her?”

	“Mom this is serious. This problem could ruin her life.” I grit the words out, suddenly my heart is racing. If I told her I was in trouble she would care, she has no idea that we’re both in this together.

	She scoffs. “Like I said before, why would I care about her life?”

	“Because I care about her,” I mumble out ducking my head.

	“What?”

	Fury runs through me at her confusion, at her utter lack of regard for the woman I love. I look up at her, seeing the confusion and ignorance roaming in her eyes. How could I not see this all these years? I can’t ignore it any longer and I can’t stop.

	I could drown myself in these feelings and never come up for air—I don’t think I deserve to come up for air. I want to go grocery shopping, to argue over stupid things and do things that other couples do. I want to hold her hand when I walk down the street and not worry about anyone hurting us. I want to bring her home and have her be nervous to impress my mother, not because she’s scared of her, but because she just wants to.

	“Because I care about her!” I scream out, my hands slamming on the table. She looks affronted and I stand up. “Every single second of every single day, I care about her!” I want to stop, but I can’t, everything comes pouring out of me. “I love her. I’m in love with her. Today. Tomorrow. If I was to live forever, I would spend it loving her!”

	She just sits there, completely speechless and I think I am too. Oh my God. I stand there for a good few minutes, but she’s still silent, my heart plummets to the lowest depths possible, but I don’t let it show. I just shake my head and make my move to walk away. But before I can, she calls out.

	“Juliette …” Her voice is tentative.

	I don’t turn around. “Yes?”

	“What was the problem?”

	I don’t let the anxiety or embarrassment stop me this time. “Stacey Johnson. She recorded us having sex and is blackmailing me with it.”

	I don’t wait for her response, I walk away and stomp all the way up to my bedroom—slamming my bedroom door shut. Soon after, I hear the front door closing, but it’s gentle. 

	I curl up under my covers but I don’t cry, I don’t get angry either. This makes things much harder, without my mother it’ll be harder to scare Stacey and get those videos deleted, but I’ll find a way.

	I just came out to my mother. I wasn’t expecting a congratulations or a hug, I was expecting anger. I was expecting to possibly being thrown out of the house. This might not be the best outcome, but it’s not the worst either and that’s either the saddest thing in the world or the most normal. The thought takes me into a deep slumber and like every night, I dream of Adaline.

	***

	The next morning, I wake up groggy, feeling lighter than usual. I guess coming out will do that to you. I turn to my bedside table turning the lamp on. I reach for my bottle of water, but instead, I feel a piece of paper. I pick it up and it’s folded, with my name on it. I rub the sleep out of my eyes and begin reading, feeling my heart thumping.

	Juliette,

	As you know, I’m not good with words, so I thought writing this would be the best way to go. I had a chat with Stacey’s parents and the police. With a little extra incentive, all of the videos and devices were destroyed. It’s safe to say she will not bother you again. 

	I can’t even imagine what she means by extra incentive, but I know it isn’t good. I take a deep exhale before I continue reading. 

	I’m not the best mother Juliette, I haven’t been for a while. It’s clear, considering I didn’t even realize you were in a relationship. 

	However, although I’m not the best mother, I saw the fear in your eyes when you confided in me yesterday. You looked at me as if I were him. I need you to know I would never hurt you and I’d never let anyone else hurt you either. I need some time with this, but I want to let you know that if you truly love Adaline, then I’ll never let anyone hurt her either, including myself.

	All my love, mum.

	Ps: I’ll wrap up my business trip early and see you in a few days. It seems we have a lot to catch up on.

	A droplet of water drips onto the letter and I try to wipe away my tears, but it’s no use. I reread the letter as many times as I can, until my eyes hurt from the staring. 

	The warmth of the words seep into my very soul and it transports me back into the body of twelve-year-old Juliette who wanted Adaline. But I have to remember that now, I’m in the body of eighteen-year-old Juliette, who’s going to get her. 

	I pick up my phone and I prepare to call her, but instantly, a notification from five minutes ago calls out to me, it’s from her.

	Bane of my existence:

	Aryan and Victoria told me everything about Stacey. I know I didn’t give you that invitation, but I’ll be waiting for you tonight.

	I’ll be there.

	 

	



	
Chapter FOURTY-FOUR

	A d a l i n e

	It’s finally here. Adam and Olivia’s wedding. The wedding hall is quite small, but it doesn’t make a difference since there’s only around fifty people present. The brown mahogany walls make Olivia’s white dress stand out even more. 

	She’s walking towards Adam now, her violet bouquet accompanying her. I’ve never seen him light up like this before, tears drenching his face. 

	I stand square shouldered next to him. I’m the only one on his side not wearing a suit. I did ponder on it, but I didn’t want to match all the other groomsmen. 

	So instead, I’m wearing an elegant dark maroon dress with a slit in between my leg. It’s possibly the fanciest dress I’ve ever worn in my life—and the most expensive—but it’s worth it for his wedding. 

	Once Olivia reaches Adam, he takes her hands—clearly, they’re unable to stop touching each other. Olivia’s friend stands in front of them as she’s officiating. I suck in a breath and focus on their vows.

	Adam takes a deep, shaky breath in before beginning. “I’m not really good at talking about the way I feel but…I’m going to try my hardest …” 

	The guests audibly coo at his nervousness and he continues. “It’s simple, really. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me Liv. I’ve never met a soul that’s as beautiful, kind, and brilliant as you are. I promise to always be there for you, to protect you and cherish you, to never let the light you have dim.” 

	His voice cracks and I can’t seem to stop hanging onto his words and clearly neither can Olivia because she’s openly bawling. “I love you, so terribly that I couldn’t imagine spending my life with someone other than you …” as he readies himself to finish speaking, my eyes wander over to the entrance of the hall. 

	“I love you without any expectations, without any reservations. I love you as you are, with everything I am …” I can’t hear the rest of what Adam says because in this very moment, my eyes meet hers.

	Juliette. My breath is knocked out of me and my ears have been completely silenced. I can’t hear anything; I can barely see anything…all is see is her. 

	Her eyes soften when they meet mine and she soon finds a seat on one of the circular tables, the very one that Aryan, Victoria, and Kai are sitting at. I can’t even look at them, but I’m sure they’re probably sending knowing looks my way. 

	They assured me she would come today, regardless, I can’t give them the satisfaction of my shocked gaze, because I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s sporting an emerald green satin dress, her silky hair down in waves, and her red lipstick is as enchanting as ever. 

	I have to force myself to avert my eyes from her. By the time I look back, it seems as if Olivia’s vows are already done and they’re kissing. People cheer and I find myself doing the same. They both turn and walk back down the aisle and before I know it, everyone’s moving to the dance floor.

	The crowd of people doesn’t interest me as I try and push past so I can get to Juliette. I can’t believe she’s really here. I was shocked when she texted me back yesterday. After I left her crying outside of my door? I wouldn’t blame her if she never wanted to speak to me again. I didn’t even give her a chance to explain.

	My thoughts are halted when I bump into a body and I look up in annoyance. It’s a girl I’m not familiar with, because I would recognise dark ginger hair like that anywhere. 

	“You look just like your brother,” the girl says.

	I arch my eyebrows at her. “I’m assuming you’re from the bride’s side?” I don’t mean to sound so snarky, but I’m trying to get to Juliette. 

	“Bride’s cousin,” she answers, her tone already flirty. “I’m Amelia.”

	“Adaline,” I say politely, having to raise my voice a little so she can hear me over the music.

	“Do you want to dance?” she asks me and before I can politely decline, a sharper voice speaks up.

	“No, she doesn’t.”

	I look behind Amelia and it’s Juliette. She’s standing there, so self-assured. The wind is knocked out of me. God! She looks so perfect up close. So painfully beautiful.

	“I’m sure she can answer for herself,” Amelia says in a snarky tone, ignoring the glares Juliette is sending her way.

	“I do want to dance,” I say and Amelia smiles holding her hand out. I look towards Juliette and she's wearing a mask of confusion. 

	The smirk on Amelia’s face morphs into something else completely when I walk towards Juliette instead. 

	I put my hand out. “Care to dance?” 

	She smiles brightly and I swear I hear angels sing at the sight. “Always.” I don’t even bother to turn around and witness Amelia’s huffing.

	She clasps my hands and all but pulls me to the middle of the dance floor and the music luckily turns to a slower tune. I spot my friends on the dance floor sending smiles my way as is my brother who’s swaying with Olivia. Miss Kim is also on the dance floor, looking excessively drunk. She shoots me a smile, with a thumbs up. I guess I don’t have to explain anything to her. 

	Juliette’s hands move to my waist and mine move to her neck, circling it so tightly that she couldn’t escape if she even wanted to.

	“I’m sorr—” we both start at the same time and giggle softly.

	“Sorry I was late.” She smiles shyly. “I wanted to look perfect.”

	“You do,” I tell her. “You always do.”

	She blushes and her eyes rake up and down my own form. “You’re gorgeous.”

	I feel myself turning red, but I have more important things to discuss. “Juliette, about Stacey—”

	“You don’t need to worry about that,” she tells me breathlessly, “My mother dealt with it.”

	Her words startle me. I had a plan ready, I was too exhausted to do anything yesterday, but I knew after the wedding that I was going to sort Stacey out. I just needed to see Juliette first. 

	My mouth falls open. “You told your mother?”

	She smiles softly. “Yes, I couldn’t hide it from her forever. Not when I want to be with you.”

	“You still want me? Even after I said those things to you?” I shake at the memory of leaving her crying at my doorstep. She doesn’t speak so I keep going. “I’m sorry.”

	“Congratulations by the way, I heard about Oxford. I always knew you’d get in,” she says abruptly and I can’t respond because she’s talking again. “I bought an apartment there, a one bedroom. It’s small. It’s right next to your university and there’s a perfect space for a gallery underneath.”

	“What?” I mutter breathlessly. Juliette Kingston in some one-bedroom apartment? Somehow that’s the most shocking part of her statement.

	Everything is happening so fast that I can barely process it. hands move to my face, cupping my cheeks gently. “You have nothing to be sorry for. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but I won’t be sorry again because I’m done botching up. That apartment is a promise, to show how serious I am, I’m done living for everyone else. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

	“Juliette …” The tears smearing my makeup are worth it when she looks at me like that.

	“I’m not going to stand here and make false promises, I’m not a good person.” She shakes her head. “I’m cruel and vindictive, but I promise I’ll protect you, I'll take on every fight. Give me all your anger, all your sadness and I’ll make it my own.” Her voice cracks before she speaks again. “I love you, wholeheartedly, earnestly like it's the truest thing I will ever do. I love you in a way that tears at me and puts me back together at the same time, I love you, Adaline.”

	I pull her toward me and onto my lips, unable to hear anymore words before my heart falls out of my chest. She reciprocates almost instantly, her own tears soaking into my lips. I pull her impossibly closer to me. God, how silly we must look—two weeping girls kissing each other, but I don’t care.

	We're kissing, not just in the comfort of our own homes, but in public, where other people are. I know how scared she is, I can feel it through the way she shakes through the kiss, but I’m here—I’m here.

	Her lips leave mine and her forehead rests against mine. 

	“Can we go back to loving each other now?”

	“I never stopped.”

	She freezes as if she’s wondering if she heard right, so I repeat my words. “I love you.”

	Her eyes widen. “Say that again,” she pleads desperately.

	I pull her in by the neck. “I love you. Every vindictive, every cruel part of you. I lied before. I don’t wish I was incapable of these feelings, because I’ve never felt so alive in my entire life.” I exhale breathlessly. “I’ve spent so much time loathing you, but now I want to spend the rest of my life loving you. You are hell, Juliette; my very own personal hell and I never want to leave. I want to burn forever, with you.”

	She stares at me, choking on tears like she can’t fathom the words coming out of my mouth. “I’ll burn with you, always.”

	Our limbs intertwine in the tightest hug that is humanly possible. I’ve never felt safer, never. Her scent, her touch, her mere presence feels like the heaven that I never knew existed and the hell I always knew I was destined for.

	We begrudgingly depart from the hug, helping each other wipe away our respective tears without smudging our makeup, more than it already is.

	“I’m gonna go get a drink. Do you want anything?” I ask, sniffling. All that crying has seriously dried up my throat.

	She smiles, wiping away her own tears. “No, just don’t be long.” 

	I won’t be. From now on, I won’t ever be. 

	I peck her lips gently and she deepens it, making me smile into the kiss. She whines when I make a move to leave.

	“Addie,” Juliette calls out and I turn around. She smiles coyly at me, putting her hands on her hips.

	“Yeah?”

	“I still hate you.”

	I smile, shaking my head. “The feeling is mutual.”

	THE END
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