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      Black Mountain Academy’s bad boy. That’s who Reese Trenton was, or at least how people perceived him. He came from the “wrong side of the tracks” with a perpetual scowl on his face, a body like a god, and the arrogance to match.

      He was a rough around the edges kind of delinquent, but smart enough he’d gotten a full ride to BMA. And he piqued Keira’s interest in the worst—or maybe best—kind of way. He had her wanting to throw that good girl persona she carried right out the window.

      He had her wanting to be just as rebellious as he was.

      He knew too much about life, got drunk, and started far too many fights. And Keira wanted him like she’d never wanted anyone before.

      They say opposites attract, and it seemed that was the pulling force that brought Reese and Keira together.

      Heated touches.

      Passionate kisses.

      Filthy, secret intimacy.

      They shared it all together and grew addicted for more.

      He thought he was broken, too battered for a girl like her. Keira wanted to show Reese that despite the cracks he wore, the scars he sported, they were meant to be together.

      But not everyone thought Reese and Keira should be together, and as the drama and chaos erupted, as people tried to rip them apart, they realized their loyalty and love for each other had never been put to the test more than it had now.

      Reader note: This story was previously published as Giving it to the Bad Boy. It has been completely rewritten, re-edited, and new content added throughout the entire story. Basically… it’s a brand new book set in the elite world of the BMA series.
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      The music was loud, the beat strong enough Keira felt it pump through her veins. The lyrics were obscene, filthy. People stood around getting drunk, some making out on any available surface. And Keira knew others were upstairs having sex.

      Just another party at Alistor Barrington’s house, or so she’d heard. This was the first time she’d ever attended one, and to say it was a culture shock was an understatement.

      Keira didn’t know much about the twenty-one-year-old aside from the fact that he was an ex-football star turned IT guru. She’d only seen him a handful of times in town, and he was always with his best friends, Ahren and Mykel, brothers who attended Black Mountain Academy with her.

      And speak of the devil.

      She could see Alistor through the throng of people who parted. He stood off to the side with a beer in hand and laughed at something, his steel-blue eyes a sharp contrast to his black hair and tan skin. If she was into guys like Alistor, he might have done something for her, but he was too much of a pretty boy for her. Besides, she was so far down the social totem pole she wasn’t even a blip on his radar.

      As she looked around at all the people, feeling even more out of place, she spotted Nathaniel Black. Bad boy. Head of the swim team. And no doubt the richest asshole at BMA, given the fact that his family founded and built the damn school. 

      As Molly wove them through the crowd, Keira couldn’t help but realize this party was like some kind of open venue, more like a club than a place of residence. The exterior screamed money, more than Keira would ever see in her life. And the interior was just as lavish.

      Why did I agree to go to this party again?

      Keira gripped onto Molly’s arm as they continued to move through the thick throng of people. She recognized a lot of them, mainly seniors and juniors from Black Mountain, but there were some sophomores thrown in. The rest had to be from out of town or in college.

                  Rap music blasted throughout the house, the guy rapping about bitches and hos filling her head in loud, angry lyrics. Keira couldn’t help but cringe. She’d never been one to listen to this type of music before, and she found the crude language on the obscene side. But clearly her introverted lifestyle was the oddball out in this situation, seeing as everyone who wasn’t drinking or all but having sex were dancing and singing along.

      She’d never felt more out of place or “nerdy” than she did right now.

      When she agreed to come with Molly to Alistor’s party, it had been more of an impulse, something new… something to get her out of the house. She honestly didn’t think her best friend would make her follow through with it. 

      “Is Ian coming tonight?” Keira had to practically scream over the music, but either Molly didn’t hear, or she didn’t want to talk about it, because no response came.

      Since the fifth grade, Keira and Molly had been inseparable. Then Ian had moved in next door to Molly, and the three of them had become this platonic throuple. Now seniors at BMA, Keira felt the three of them start to grow apart as they prepared for college. Although Keira knew that was the normal, natural way things worked, she couldn’t help but feel that twinge of disappointment that she’d be losing a part of herself once this year was up.

      “This is great,” Molly called out over her shoulder to her, a huge grin on her face. She faced forward before Keira could respond, and kept dragging her through the crowd. This was Molly’s scene, for sure.

      The activity. The chaos. Molly thrived on it, being an extrovert.

      Keira shriveled up at it, being an introvert.

      “What about Ian?” Keira shouted again, and Molly looked over her shoulder for the second time, her lips pursed as she shook her head.

      Okay, so there was obviously something going on between the two of them, something Molly wasn’t going to divulge.

      The smell of beer, sweat, and something far more sexual in nature permeated the air.

      “Come on, let’s get a beer,” Molly yelled again and pulled Keira more quickly through the crowd.

      They reached the kitchen and stood with several other people as they waited for a drink. Aiden Santino stood at the keg, filling up red plastic cups and handing them out. He gave Molly one first, then one to Keira. It was clear he was already drunk by the glossy, red-rimmed look of his eyes. He also stunk like a mixture of booze and vomit.

      Keira wrinkled her nose as she looked down at the amber-colored liquid sloshing around in the plastic cup.

      He gave Keira a sloppy grin and a wink then moved on to the next person waiting for one.

      Molly had her hand a second later and pulled her back out to the living room in search of a place to sit. Several people stopped to talk to Molly, and as Keira stood there feeling all sorts of out of place, she closed her eyes and just breathed.

      Of course it didn’t help her anxiety, or the fact that she felt everyone staring at her, as if they shouted asking why the hell she’d even shown up tonight.

      She brought the cup up to take a drink, the bitterness a shock to her tongue. God, people drank this shit? And enjoyed it?

      She tried to keep her expression a mask of indifference as the sour-tasting liquid hit her tongue and slid down her throat, the foam that had been at the top making it an even more unpleasant experience.

      Soon, it was as if Keira faded into the woodwork, no one noticing her, like she was invisible in a houseful of bodies. But deep down, she thrived off that… not being noticed, being no one and nothing.

      She moved out of the way so her back was now to the wall, and as she glanced around, drinking the nasty-ass beer, hoping that eventually it would start to taste better, start to give her some of that liquid courage she heard about, her body tightened when she saw him.

      Reese Trenton.

      A boy from the “wrong side of the tracks.”

      A guy you wouldn’t want to bring home to meet your parents, because he screamed “bad boy” delinquent. A boy who was so smart the academy wanted him to attend badly enough they’d given him a coveted scholarship.

      And the one person she wanted more than anyone or anything else.
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      Fucking Black Mountain Academy.

      A damn prep-fest of socialites, the elite and wealthy, and everyone who wasn’t him. He fit in like a fucking sore thumb amongst all these assholes, and they all knew it.

      He wasn’t like them. Never would be.

      He was poor where they were rich. They had solid families. He had a piece-of-shit, abusive father.

      The only reason he was even a part of BMA was because he was smart enough to earn a full fucking ride to the private school. And the only reason he was even here socializing with these people was for purely selfish reasons.

      They helped numb the darkness, and they didn’t even know it.

      Anyone on the outside would have seen the people parting for him and thought he was someone special. But the truth was far from that. They parted for Reese, because they were afraid of him, because he didn’t belong in this crowd.

      The music was loud, and the steady thump of the bass filled every part of him. He absorbed it, let it tune everything and everyone out. He wanted to be invisible in a sea of bodies, because the truth was, being in a houseful of people who didn’t give two shits about him had him feeling more invisible than if he was alone in his room.

      And how fucked up was that?

      So he came to these fucking parties Alistor threw, because it was a steady stream of free booze and loud noises to drown out everything else.

      Everyone thought they knew who and what he was—trash who had only gotten into BMA because they needed to fill a spot for the “less fortunate.” But he’d gotten in because he was smart, and it was that intellect that secured him a spot. And he wasn’t going to fuck it up.

      He was an outsider, a “townie.” He had lived a hard life, didn’t have Mommy and Daddy’s money to fund spending sprees. He had to work for every little fucking thing he got, and he’d beat anyone’s ass who rubbed him the wrong way.

      Yeah, that’s why they stayed away, because he’d have no problem popping some fucker for looking at him cross-eyed.

      Reese supposed his size aided in the fear department. At six-foot-three inches, he prided himself on being healthy and in shape. He didn’t have a whole lot of control of many things in life, but that was one of them. But it wasn’t just that. Having a drunken, abusive father who came home from benders more times than not and tried to use him as his personal punching bag tended to make anyone want to be able to protect themselves.

      But those fucking days ended two years ago, right after Reese put up with enough shit and showed his old man exactly how it felt to get knocked around.

      A “hardened life”—that's what these little BMA bitches murmured about him. He snorted at that thought. Fuck the lot of them. They’d never know what real struggle was.

      He weaved his way through the bodies and headed into the kitchen. He needed a beer and a shot, and not in that order. After getting the shot first and tossing it back, he grabbed a red plastic cup filled to the brim with the amber liquid and guzzled it down. He needed to be drunk to hang out with these assholes. He got another refill, ignoring the way the girls looked at him.

      They wanted him for one reason. He was a bad boy, and not like the little rich pricks they hung around.

      He searched the party, expecting to see Nate. That rich fucker who was so unlike Reese they should have been enemies, but who had somehow become his best friend. The asshole was loaded, as in his family founded and built the elite Black Mountain Academy. But he wasn’t like the other snobs who attended. Reese couldn’t even place why they clicked, but hell, stranger things had happened in life, like Reese attending a private school for starters.

      He even tolerated Nate calling him “Trenton” like the swimming jock Nate was.

      After giving up the search to see if Nate had shown up, and not bothering to text him to verify, Reese was about to head out back, maybe smoke a joint and let the chatter of the party fill his head, when he saw her.

      She stared at him, this down-to-earth but fucking pretty little thing who stood out just as much as he did.

      Keira Sheppard.

      The good girl at BMA who was shy and reserved, and who stared at him an awful lot. But he didn’t get the vibe from her she wanted to fuck him because he was the local trash. She seemed more curious than anything else. And in turn, that interested him, even though it shouldn't. Girls were not on his radar. Getting good grades, a recommendation for college, and leaving this fucking town and starting his life elsewhere were what he needed to focus on.

      He looked away from her, but he found his focus sliding back to Keira more times than should be comfortable. She wasn’t looking at him now, and he took that moment to just stare, to take in her features. Fuck, she seemed out of place, standing off to the side with her back to the wall, that red cup pressed to her chest. She brought it up and took a sip, and the grimace on her face after she swallowed had him smirking.

      She hated it but was trying to fit in.

      He should look away, but for the fucking life of him, he couldn’t. And he didn’t miss the guys watching her, checking her out. He was pretty sure she had no clue they were eye-fucking her, but whether she knew it or not, the opposite sex sure as hell noticed her.

      And that had this weird feeling slamming into him. He narrowed his eyes and gritted his teeth at the uncomfortable feeling. He noticed a prick looking at her up and down, then saying something to his buddy, who in turn checked her out. He obviously couldn’t hear what they said, but he didn’t have to hear them to know the obscene fucking things they said about her.

      He should go up to the little assholes and bust in their teeth for talking trash about her. She deserved better.

      I don’t even fucking know her, have never even spoken to her.

      That didn’t seem to matter where this possessiveness and jealousy came in. It was definitely misplaced, but not something he’d been able to push away.

      He growled low to himself and turned around, heading to the back, because his head was getting all muddled and clouded with shit he shouldn’t be focused on.

      Keira Sheppard wasn’t his, and he shouldn’t be concerned what anyone said about her or who she was with.

      And as he thought those things, tried to beat that reality into his head, he still couldn’t stop the images of her playing on repeat in his mind.
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      He’d caught her staring at him. More than once. Humiliation was a pretty strong feeling inside her, enough that she couldn’t get her face to stop feeling like it was on fire.

      Was that the first time he caught her? Probably not, because she felt like there was this magnet and she couldn’t help but be drawn to him. It was insane. They didn’t even know each other, and never even said one word to the other. But there was… something about Reese Trenton that had every impure thought filling her head.

      She didn’t miss the way the other females in the room were just as transfixed by him as she was. How could they not be? He was not only gorgeous, but smart as hell. But of course the rumors about his home life were what filtered through the school, the fact that everyone thought of him and his family as trash. The fact that they said he was a charity case.

      But she didn’t care about any of that.

      She’d met more trash at Black Mountain than anywhere else.

      She found herself searching for him when she couldn’t find him in the kitchen, and saw him out through the patio doors, smoking a joint. He was tall, dark, and mysterious, his black hair, olive skin, and black eyes making her think maybe he had Italian in him.

      Keira forced herself to finish the beer and found herself going back to the kitchen for another. It wasn’t that she needed it or even wanted another one, but she already felt the heat from the alcohol and wanted it to last. It made her feel like she didn’t stand out so much.

      There were a few people waiting in line for another drink, the person at the front of the line doing a keg stand as everyone chanted and cheered.

      The sliding patio door opened, and she glanced over to see Sebastien Van Cleeve walk in.

      One of the richest students at school.

      A certified psycho.

      One of the “untouchables.”

      Everyone who wasn’t part of his clique looked away, not wanting to make eye contact. They parted like he was oil and they were water. He walked by her, this blast of cold air leaving him and surrounding everything and everyone in the kitchen, leaving this icy touch that could have frozen limbs off.

      Everything about him and his crew seemed fake to her, like they had their own secrets, their own hidden agendas.

      Once he was out of the kitchen, she could literally feel the air lighten, as if his very presence was suffocating. The next two people got their beers just as Genevieve Montgomery walked in.

      Queen bee.

      Head cheerleader.

      Bit of a bitch, if Keira was being honest.

      But she supposed you had to be slightly cunty at her social status. She cut in front of the line, grabbed a beer, and walked away as if she had some kind of VIP pass to tell everyone “fuck you.”

      God, I hate these people.

      And she did. If she had a choice, she would have gone to a public school, not something as prestigious as Black Mountain. But she came from money, and because her parents had a high-class social standing, the circles they ran in were unfortunately with these types of people.

      She finally got another beer and made her way back to the living room, where Molly was standing with a group of people. Keira saw Molly laughing at something Michael “Big Mike” Huntington said, the jock easy on the eyes, but his personality could lean toward the asshole side at times.

      She stood by Molly, and her friend glanced at her, giving her a wide smile before turning her attention back to Mike.

      Keira didn’t know how long she stood there, the noise fading in the distance, and she thought about how she was ready to go if she didn’t have Reese to stare at. This was not her scene.

      And then as if her thoughts conjured the very boy himself, Reese came into the living room. His eyes were red-rimmed, his gaze kind of glossy-looking. A combination from the booze and weed, no doubt. She shouldn’t stare, especially not after he caught her, but she couldn’t help herself.

      She wanted him in the worst kind of way.

      Everything about him turned her on, the pull she felt toward him so strong Keira felt her body heat to embarrassing levels. He was so different than these rich pricks. His clothes weren’t designer, his car not a luxury one. He wasn’t born with a silver spoon shoved in his mouth, wasn’t handed everything to him like he deserved it. His hands looked stained with grease, as if he worked hard and did manual labor. And his expression… it showed that he’d experienced the darker, uglier side of life.

      “Keira? Hey?”

      She looked at Molly, who stared at her expectantly. “What?”

      “I called your name like three times.” Molly's brows furrowed, and she glanced at where Keira had been looking. She noticed her friend’s eyebrows rise when she saw Reese just a few feet away, talking with Nate Black, the only person Reese seemed to let in as a friend.

      “Really?” Molly asked, and Keira snapped her head in her direction.

      “Really what?”

      Molly lifted another eyebrow and tipped her chin in Reese’s direction. “You got a thing for the new guy?”

      God, her face was on fire. She shook her head too quickly. “What?” she asked again. Keira took her beer and started guzzling it. She was nervous and knew it showed.

      “What’s up?” Big Mike asked, and Keira waved his question off.

      She stared at Molly hard, telling her without words to keep her mouth shut.

      Molly’s eyes narrowed. “It’s nothing, Mike. Girl stuff.”

      He shrugged and went back to talking to a couple other people who stood nearby.

      “Keira, why didn’t you tell me you’re into the scholarship kid.”

      God, this was getting worse. And because she felt defensive, she said something she shouldn’t have. “I don’t see you very forthcoming about information on Ian.”

       Molly’s lips thinned, but she didn’t press her again.

      An hour later and two beers down, Keira was ready to call it a night. She’d successfully avoided looking for Reese again, not wanting to cause any more attention to the subject. That was a disaster waiting to happen with a houseful of assholes who were drunk.

      The heat in the house, coupled with the fire in her body and alcohol running through her veins, started to make Keira feel a little woozy.

      She leaned toward Molly’s ear and said, “I’m going to get some water.”

      Molly turned around, and one look at Keira’s face had concern moving across her features. Maybe she looked as gross as she felt?

      “Hey, you okay?”

      A few girls from their school stood around them. Keira knew them but didn’t know them, which meant to them she was Molly’s stage-five clinger.

      “I’m good. It’s just stuffy in here, and the alcohol went to my head. I just need some water.”

      “I’ll come with you—”

      “I’m fine. I promise,” she cut Molly off and offered her a smile.

      What she wasn’t telling Molly was that she wasn’t fine. Her mind was a jumbled mess, and she was too afraid, uncomfortable, and just plain awkward to confide in her best friend.
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      Keira made her way into the kitchen before Molly could say anything else or follow her. There were a few guys playing some kind of intense drinking game at the dining room table. A couple of them had their back to her, the others loud as they shouted and laughed. A deck of cards and a line of shots sat between them. She didn’t recognize the ones she could actually see, so they were either in college or drove out from another school.

      After getting a glass of water and guzzling that, Keira filled it up again and turned around to lean against the counter. This new position let her see the guys who’d had their backs to her. She hadn’t even recognized one of them was Reese. He now sported a baseball cap, the brim low, so it was hard to see his eyes.

      He sat at the table, cards in his hand. There were a few girls hanging around. Chay, one of the cheerleaders and known for being “friendly” with all the jocks, sat on Braxton's lap. She also had the body of a goddess, which shouldn’t have made Keira feel less than sure, but when she glanced down at her chest, her boobs three times smaller than Chay’s, that unwanted jealousy rose up.

      Hell, Keira felt like she had the body of a twelve-year-old boy. Zero curves.

      Chay’s boobs spilled over the top of her baby doll tee, and she was drawing so much attention that half the guys couldn’t even focus on their cards.

      I guess that’s the point of wearing that outfit.

      Keira’s face heated as she watched Chay start nuzzling Braxton’s neck, and when he whispered something in her ear and she giggled, Keira glanced away.

      She could only imagine the fiery things they said to each other. Or maybe no one but her would feel like this? Maybe because she had zero experience in trying to seduce anyone, even watching two people eye-fuck each other was enough to have her face turn beet-red.

      Keira glanced at Lindy, another cheerleader who had a body that should have been displayed on one of those swimsuit or lingerie magazines. Keira didn’t miss how Lindy kept looking at Reese, and that had unjustified jealousy moving through her.

      Reese wasn’t hers, and no part belonged to Keira, so getting jealous that Lindy—who could absolutely get him to bone her upstairs no problem—was eye-fucking him was only making Keira miserable. Hell, Lindy had slept with at least three football players this year alone.

      She knew how to work it to her advantage.

      She was also a bitch.

      Keira glanced away, or that had been her intention, but of course her gaze landed on Reese. And then their eyes locked.

      He watched her… watched her like he’d been focused on her for some time now and she hadn’t even noticed. And like it happened every time, her face got hot, her cheeks no doubt flaming red.

      She looked away, but her gaze landed on Lindy, who glanced between her and Reese.

      Great, Lindy had seen the exchange and clearly didn’t like it, if her narrowed eyes and pursed lips were anything to go by.

      Keira glanced back at Reese, and it seemed like an eternity of him doing nothing but watching her, and of her staring at him.

      She felt something cold touch her fingers and looked down to see the guy who’d been manning the keg hand her a shot. She should have given it back, but as she continued to feel Reese watching her, Keira found herself lifting that glass and tossing it back.

      The alcohol tasted like shit and burned as it went down her throat. Her face felt hotter, and she wheezed out and turned so she wasn’t sputtering in front of everyone. Eyes watering and throat on fire, she told herself how stupid she was to have just done that.

      She couldn't breathe as she kept coughing, and she quickly headed out of the kitchen and out back, hoping the fresh air would help, but also she needed to get out of there, as Reese no doubt saw her making a fool of herself.

      The night was humid and warm, a little off for this time of year, but she welcomed a change from the suffocating atmosphere of the party.

      There were so many people outside
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