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Everyone in Havermouth has secrets.



Unfortunately, Aislen Carter can hear them all.



When her family moves to Havermouth during her final year of high school, Aislen finds herself surrounded by secrets she was never meant to know.



When three dangerously charismatic werewolves take an obsessive interest in her, Aislen's gift becomes both her greatest weapon and her greatest liability. Every touch reveals another secret. Every secret draws her deeper into the darkness at the heart of Havermouth.



Because in Havermouth, everyone knows the truth.



They just don't speak about it.



In Havermouth, the monsters are everyone's favourite sons.



*Companion novel to The Town That Made Monsters (Book Two) and The Town That Broke Bad Boys (Book Three)*
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This novel contains:

Emotional abuse 

Psychological abuse (including gaslighting and coercive control) 

Sexual assault 

Attempted rape / rape 

Dubious consent 

Physical violence 

Domestic violence 

Stalking 

Bullying 

Victim blaming 

Sexual harassment 

Captivity / restraint 

School shooting 

Pregnancy loss 

Trauma and PTSD themes 



Sexual Content

Explicit sexual content 

Reverse Harem / Why Choose romance 

M/F and M/M intimacy 

Group sexual situations 

BDSM elements
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  Chapter One
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The kitchen still smelled of coffee and toast, though Aislen's parents had already left for the day—Patrick for his new position at Zeus Forest Works, Tiffany for the accounting office where she'd found part-time work as a receptionist. 
Aislen was relieved to have the house to herself. She was nervous about her first day at Havermouth High School, and having Tiffany fuss over her would just make things all the worse.
Tiffany meant well, but somewhere over the years concern had curdled into criticism. Nothing escaped her notice—not Aislen's hair, her makeup, or the way she wore her uniform—and every comment chipped a little more from the confidence Aislen desperately needed today.
She decided against eating, her stomach churning with nerves, but forced herself to drink a cup of tea, before heading to the bathroom to brush her teeth and do a final inspection of her reflection. She was what Tiffany might have looked like if her mother hadn't spent a lifetime dieting and bleaching her hair. Aislen's hair sprang in wild, thick black ringlets around her face despite her best efforts to tame it. She was plus-sized—a fact Tiffany had treated like a problem ever since Aislen turned thirteen. Now, with Aislen only two weeks from turning eighteen, Tiffany had finally given up the battle.
Aislen tugged at the grey, pleated uniform skirt. Tiffany had found a second-hand uniform for her, and the girl who had worn the skirt before had tailored it, lifting the hem so that it brushed mid-thigh. She was certain she was going to get a warning for it. What a way to start at a new school. As if starting in the final term of the final year wasn’t problematic enough.
“Fuck it.” She sighed and grabbed her school bag from the hall table.
It was only a short walk to the school. Aislen wasn't entirely sure of the route yet—her family had only arrived over the weekend—but that hardly mattered when half the town seemed to be heading in the same direction, dressed in blue and grey.
The closer she got, the harder it became to ignore the whispering.
Not voices. Thoughts.
She'd spent twenty minutes that morning rebuilding the wards around her mind, layering them carefully before she'd even brushed her hair. Already, she could feel the edges beginning to fray.
Someone was worrying about a maths test.
Someone else couldn't stop thinking about kissing their boyfriend behind the gym.
A little girl in one of the houses wished her mother would let her keep the stray kitten.
Whispering. Always whispering.
The telepathy was something confusing, inconvenient, and increasingly isolating.
Aislen gritted her teeth and kept walking.
The wards her grandmother had taught her to build looked like iridescent bubbles. One enclosed her own mind. Others wrapped around the thoughts of everyone nearby, so that as the crowd thickened towards the school entrance, it was like walking through a sink of soap suds. Each soapy bubble, with its deceptively pretty rainbow of colour, a fragile surface. They would hold sometimes, and the thoughts that filtered through would remain like whispers in another room.
But the more stressed out Aislen grew, or the more people she was surrounded by, the thinner the surfaces until the tension built to the inevitable pop! And all their thoughts would tumble into her mind until she did not know her own from theirs.
At her old school, she’d convinced the school nurse that she suffered from migraines and would frequent the quiet rooms during recess and lunch, with the curtains drawn, while she meditated into calm, and restored the wards into place so that she could attend the next lessons of the day.
She was going to have to break in a new nurse, she thought ruefully as she tried to maintain calm while navigating the unfamiliar school grounds, watching for signs that said Front Office.
She didn’t need to be a telepath to know that there was something in Havermouth’s water that was different from anywhere else – she just needed a set of eyes. The students around her were like supermodels pretending to be teenagers. Tall, lean, with perfect hair and white teeth flashing in grins as they greeted each other. The uniforms even looked different on them, more glamorous, as if they wore the designer version.
Oh, sure, there were ugly ducklings amongst the crowd—enough that she didn’t feel like she stood out like a sore thumb, but overall, the teenagers in Havermouth were gorgeous.
It wasn’t until a tall blonde girl brushed up against her in the crowded hallway that Aislen realized why. 
Werewolves. Holy shit! 
She’d read about them in the grimoire. Not a lot, and what was there was ancient. Something about pack hierarchy, and full moon ritualistic hunts. She’d never expected to encounter them.
She was quite certain that there weren’t werewolves in Kabramatta. Maybe it was too hot there for fur, she decided as she queued at the reception desk. 
A gorgeous russet-haired young man with a grin that made her heart hammer in her chest was completing paperwork.
“Do you need it signed again?” He asked the receptionist.
“It’s okay, Cameron. We have your mother’s signature on the original document. We’ll clip them together,” the receptionist assured him warmly, before turning to Aislen with a faintly puzzled frown. “How can I help you?”
“Hi, I’m new?” Aislen moved to stand at the desk next to the stunning redhead. He even smelled great. Fresh air. Cedar. Something warm beneath it that made her pulse stumble. 
“Ah, yes,” the receptionist flicked through the paperwork on her desk allowing Aislen a moment to compose herself. Her skin felt hot, her ribs suddenly too tight around her lungs. She could feel the beginnings of a headache coming on, the thoughts of those around her growing louder as Aislen’s grip on the ward weakened.
“Aislen Carter?” The receptionist asked as she produced an A4 envelope with Aislen’s name on it.
“That’s me,” Aislen managed a weak smile.
The redhead was watching her out of the corner of his eye as he filled in the excursion form. When their eyes met, he smiled, and Aislen’s heart skipped a beat.
“All your paperwork came through last week, and I updated it all on Friday.” The receptionist typed with a clatter of keys, pulling up something on the screen. “Yep, all done. I’m afraid there wasn’t much choice in classes, it being so late in the year and all, but I’ve managed to squeeze you in where I could.”
“Great,” Aislen didn’t care. It was only a few weeks, then exams, and it would be over. She wasn’t expecting great grades, certainly not good enough to get a scholarship into a university, and Patrick and Tiffany couldn’t afford to pay for her to go somewhere, so she’d probably have to find a job. She didn’t even want to think about that.
“Here you go,” the receptionist passed over the envelope. “Your first class is English.”
“With Ms. Walker?” The redhead asked. "I'm in that class." He handed over the excursion form. "If you like, I can show Aislen the way."
“That would be lovely. Thank you, Cameron. Aislen,” the receptionist raised her eyebrows.
“Thanks,” Aislen repeated.
Cameron grinned. “No problem.”






  
  Chapter Two
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“This way,” Cameron said cheerfully, picking up his bag from the floor and flinging it over one shoulder. “The bell’s going to go soon, but we should be close enough.” He started along the hallway before taking a left, his long strides making Aislen have to trot to keep up. 
The hallways were emptying as the students went to their first lessons. Those who remained in the hall all seemed to know Cameron, calling out his name or smiling as he passed. He greeted them with an easy, cheerful charm that impressed Aislen. She had never been that effortlessly charming or confident, and she imagined that she never would.
“Where are you from?” He asked her.
“Kabramatta.”
“Wow, all the way on the other side of the country. That’s a big move.”
“Yeah,” she adjusted the bag strap on her shoulder uncomfortably. “We only arrived last Thursday.” She’d spent most of Friday and the weekend unpacking and arranging the little room in the dingy cottage that her father had managed to buy sight unseen for them to move into.
“What brings you to Havermouth?” Cameron’s eyes were on her face and not the hallway. His confidence obviously extended to the expectation that anyone or anything in his way would move.
“Dad worked for a sister company of Zeus. A promotion came up, short notice. He applied and got accepted,” she explained.
“Oh, cool.”
The bell went, but Cameron was indifferent. They were suddenly the only people in the hallway. She wondered where the English class was, and hoped the teacher wouldn’t give her a hard time for being late on her first day.
“There’s a party this weekend,” Cameron told her. “You should come.”
“Oh, thanks.” Parties weren’t really her thing. She tended to find somewhere as far away as possible from other people so that she could let go of the wards and relax. Sometimes she just slept the weekend away, recovering from the mental exhaustion. But she was new to town, and she needed to make friends. “Sounds good.”
He suddenly stopped at a door and held it open for her as the class inside all turned to look. “Hey, Ms. Walker,” he said letting the door close behind Aislen. “New girl.”
“Thank you, Cameron,” Ms. Walker looked at Aislen expectantly. As was the class, all waiting for her to introduce herself.
“Aislen,” Aislen offered tentatively.
“Nice to meet you Aislen. Find a seat, and we’ll get started. We’re covering Hamlet this week in preparation for exams. I assume you’ve read the text as it’s mandatory for this year’s curriculum?” Ms. Walker raised her eyebrows.
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Fantastic.”
“Aislen,” Cameron gestured with his head to a table near the rear with two seats free. Aislen followed him, shuffling between the tightly arranged desks, and blushing as her skirt caught on someone’s books that were precariously perched on the edge, so they had to snatch them quickly to stop them falling off.
Cameron sprawled into the chair, one elbow propped on the desk, knees stretching comfortably beneath the table. Aislen tucked herself against the edge of hers, careful not to brush him.
Ms Walker began to read aloud. The minds in the room went quiet as they focused on the reading. Aislen took the opportunity to calm herself and reinforce the wards. It was going to be okay; she told herself. The worst was behind her.
Her attention drifted to the young man she was sitting next to. Fuck. He was gorgeous. His profile was perfect, his brow, nose and chin beautifully balanced. She couldn’t resist drawing it in the margins of her notebook.
Was he a werewolf? She wondered. If he was human, he was supernaturally good-looking. Not only was his face spectacular, but he was tall, and his shoulders were broad and filled out his jumper in a way that made clear he was built beneath it, his arms strong. Altogether he was divinely lickable.
Not that someone like Cameron would ever look at her twice, she scolded herself. Especially not considering all the beautiful girls in the school. And even if he did, she’d only ever kissed one boy, and it had been awful, clumsy, wet, and she’d been so distracted by how he was thinking about whether she’d let him grope her breasts, that she had been repulsed by the whole experience. And him.
Cameron looked her way and smiled, and she stared at him wide-eyed wondering how to respond. She felt her cheeks heat with a blush, and she dropped her eyes to the books she’d taken out of her bag and realized she hadn’t even opened it.
“Page 54,” he whispered.
“Shit,” she said under her breath and flicked him a glance. “Thanks.”
She opened the book and pretended to look at it. Instead, under her eyelashes she looked around the class at the other students, trying to pick which ones were werewolves from sight. She could find out if she lowered her wards. She could let their thoughts spill into her head and learn all about them. But then she couldn’t control whose thoughts she shared, and everyone’s would fill her skull until it felt like it would explode.
If werewolves were real, it meant that other supernaturals were too, she realized. It was obviously a well-kept secret, as humans had no idea. They probably wouldn’t be happy if they found out that she knew.
She was good at keeping secrets though. She’d kept her own for five years, after all.
The bell went, and the students began to rise from their desks.
“What have you got next?” Cameron asked her. “I’ve got a free, so I’ll walk you there, if you like.”
“Shit, I don’t know!” She realized, the stress rising again.
“It’ll be in the envelope,” he pointed out calmly and opened it, pulling out the timetable. “Double Math, one on either side of recess,” he pulled a face. “Poor you.” He stood, slinging his bag over his shoulder and picking up her books while she fumbled the timetable back into the envelope and the envelope into her bag.
The class had begun to fill with the next group of students, and they had to push against the tide to get out into the hallway.
(Fuck, I didn’t do my homework) A stressed-out brunette thought as she hurried to a desk, slamming her books open frantically.
(… Jenny said blue…) From a guy frowning at his phone.
(Is that a cramp? Shit. Did my period just start?) A blonde girl worrying her lip with her teeth.
Aislen kept her eyes on Cameron, his dark russet-curls standing out in the crowd. He was taller than a lot of them, too. The only others as tall as him greeted him with grins, clasped hands, or fist bumps, and they were all impossibly good-looking. Other werewolves.
In the hallway, Cameron slowed, waiting for her to catch up, and then started back the way they’d come, heading towards the office, before taking another hallway, at the end of which she could see an exterior door.
“I should introduce you to my best friends,” Cameron started up the conversation again. “This is your room. We have a spot, just outside here,” he pointed to the door with his free hand as he came to a standstill outside a classroom that was filling with students. “Come meet us there at recess. They’ll like you.”
He handed her the books and their hands touched.
(Fucking lush piece of arse. She’s fucking begging for my cock from the smell of her. Bet her panties are soaked through. I’ve been fucking hard all English) he thought with a very clear mental image of bending her over one of the school desks and ramming his cock into her from behind. (I bet we can tag-team her by the end of lunch.)
Aislen sucked in a breath. 
She’d heard sexual fantasies before, moments of lust and raw longing, but what was in Cameron’s mind was… She couldn’t quite put a finger on why she found it so offensive. Maybe because he had been so nice it felt like a kick in the guts to know how he’d really been thinking about her.
She snatched her books away from him, and whirled on her heel, seeking refuge in the classroom as she swallowed back bile, her nausea striking hard. She held it together through the class, just barely and spent recess in the girls’ bathroom, locked in a cubicle while she cried.






  
  Chapter Three
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It had rained during lunch, washing the pavement clean, picking out the tiny granules of quartz mixed into the tarmac. The sun was warm through the grey cloud cover, and the pavement steamed, releasing a strong scent of wet stone. 
A bicyclist, escaping school early, rode through a puddle, its spray wetting Aislen’s shoes. She glared after the careless rider in irritation while his friends jeered as they passed her too close so that she had to hold her books tight to her chest and make herself as small as possible to avoid being hit by them.
“Arseholes,” she called after them.
She hated Havermouth, she decided. She had gotten lost after recess and had been late to her second math class. Thankfully, it hadn’t been a class that she shared with Cameron.
There had been a blonde boy there who had caught her eye. Another werewolf, she’d decided, because he was like a movie star with his square jaw and serious grey eyes. His hair was short but stylishly cut, and he was tall and as well-built as Cameron.
She’d seen him look at her during the class, but she’d avoided meeting his eyes, and at the end, the teacher had held her back to ask about her previous school and whether she thought she’d need to catch up to prepare for exams, and by the time she’d gotten away, the blonde boy was long gone.
She’d eaten her lunch in an empty classroom, hiding in the corner while she’d gone through the contents of the envelope, finding a map of the school grounds. Her final two lessons of the day were art class, and that was a relief. She left her lunchtime haven early in order to get to the class before the bell. She lived for art, and there was no way that an art class could go wrong, she reasoned.
Until the boys on the bikes had harassed her, and now she was struggling to maintain her wards again, and the headache that had been threatening all day was thumping at her forehead. Luckily lunch was still in session, and she had time to pull herself together.
The art class was in a section of the school that had been landscaped with rambling garden beds filled with natives, and portable classrooms placed seemingly at random amongst them. Each classroom was marked with the room number above the door however, and with the map, she soon found her way to where two portables were placed close together – one for studio art and the other for ceramic art.
There wasn’t anyone else around, and the unusual arrangement of classes and the garden beds filled with scrubby bushes and native trees made it feel very private and isolated. She set her bag down by her feet and leaned back against the classroom wall with a sigh of relief, closing her eyes.
She could smell cigarette smoke. And now that she was concentrating, she could hear a faint murmur of another mind. A teacher sneaking a smoke before class? Or a student hiding out for the same purpose. Either way, it had nothing to do with her.
Or so she thought until he strolled out from the narrow gap between the two classrooms, still blowing out his last lungful of smoke.
Yet another werewolf, by his height, though he was lean, almost skinny. He had a shock of overgrown dark hair that brushed the collar of his uniform shirt and fell into his eyes, and a lip ring. He wore his uniform as if he were halfway undressed, the collar open and crookedly tucked into the jumper, one point out, the other under, and his tie undone. His shirt tails were out, showing beneath the hem of the jumper, and the sleeves were rolled back to his elbows, revealing that not only had he spent a good part of the day drawing on himself with black marker, but that he was artistically talented.
“Oh,” he stopped and looked at her through his hair. “I didn’t realize there was anyone else here.”
“I’m not going to tell,” she assured him. He had eyes like amber, a lovely golden brown.
“Tell?” He was confused.
“That you were smoking,” she blushed, embarrassed. She’d meant to come off as coolly confident, someone who wasn’t bothered by his rule-breaking, but instead she’d done the exact opposite.
“Thanks, I guess,” his smile was crooked. “I’m Rhett.”
“Aislen.” She was relieved he wasn’t going to make fun of her.
“You’re the new girl. Everyone’s talking about you.”
“Why?” She felt a frisson of alarm. Why were they talking about her? Had she done something weird? Had she upset or insulted someone? Broken a social rule she wasn’t aware of that would make them hate her and make her life difficult?
“Because you’re new,” he dropped his school bag to the floor and leaned against the wall next to her. “We don’t get new often. Not this late in the year, and the last year at that.”
“Yeah, timing wasn’t great,” she agreed.
“Oh, I don’t know,” his smirk was flirtatious. “I think the timing is pretty great. So, Aislen, tell me about yourself. You’re from Kabramatta, right? What do you do in Kabramatta?”
“Not much,” she was blushing so much that she was sure she would melt into a puddle of embarrassment. He was just so sexy. Amongst all the gorgeous werewolf teenagers of Havermouth, there was something about this boy that really hit her hard. “I draw.”
“So do I.”
“So, I see,” she was finally witty, and thanked her fucking brain for kicking into gear at the right moment. “Your arms.”
“Yeah,” he laughed looking at them.
“Mr. Salem,” a man approached along the footpath. Another werewolf, Aislen decided immediately. He was handsome, though nowhere near as good-looking as Rhett. He was a few years older and dressed in jeans and a shirt with paint stains. The art teacher.
“Mr. Graynor,” Rhett drawled back. He didn’t move from the wall.
“And who have we here?” Mr. Graynor regarded Aislen.
“Aislen Carter,” Rhett answered for her. “From Kabramatta.”
“Hmm,” Mr. Graynor opened the classroom door. “Long way. Are you an artist, Miss Carter?” From the way he asked, he expected her to follow him inside, and so she did. Rhett peeled himself away from the wall and followed after.
“I guess,” she stood awkwardly by the teacher’s desk while he shuffled art books and paperwork to the side.
“Have you got any work you can show me?” He asked.
“I guess.” She was holding her artbook in preparation for class and so surrendered it to him.
Rhett shamelessly stood next to Mr. Graynor in order to see as he flicked through the pages. Mr. Graynor hummed and ahhed. Rhett’s eyes darted up to Aislen’s. “You guess?” He teased. “You’re great.”
“She is very, very good,” Mr. Graynor agreed. “Some pieces - not so great, but others are really quite remarkable. You have good technique and composition, and a unique style. In fact, I would say that’s probably the distinguishing difference between good and not so good work in here.” He turned another page. 
“When you’re doing your own thing, it’s very good.” He pointed to a sketch. “When you’re doing curriculum-mandated pieces in a style that is not your own, it’s… okay,” he closed the book and offered it back to her. “Welcome to my class Miss Carter. I look forward to seeing what you produce. As you probably know, this isn’t an exam class, so I will be evaluating you on the work you produce over the next few weeks. I’ll want to see it in progress, as well as complete.”
“Okay,” Aislen was flattered and flustered by the praise.
The bell went, and on its heels, students began to enter the classroom.
“Over here,” Rhett called Aislen over to a table. “Sit with me.”
“Hey Rhett,” one of the students said as they took a nearby table. “Are the Triquetra coming Friday?” The other student at the table also watched, both boys hanging off Rhett’s every movement with breathless anticipation of his response.
“Sure thing,” Rhett replied casually without looking up from his artbook, indifferent to their attention. He was drawing a triangle knotted into another triangle. As he began the third, Aislen recognized it from her grimoire.
“A triquetra,” she observed. He had them drawn on his arms and fingers as well. The symbol was obviously some sort of obsession of his.
He looked up at her and smiled. “Yeah, you know it? It’s what my friends and I are called,” he added. “The Triquetra. There’s three of us, you see.”
“Oh,” she wasn’t sure what to say about that. It seemed odd to have a name for a group of friends, but perhaps it was a werewolf thing, she decided.
“Yeah,” he continued. “You haven’t met Heath, yet, though he said at lunch he was in your Math class. You did meet Cameron, though, and left quite the impression.”
“Oh,” she swallowed hard. “Yeah, I met him this morning.”
Mr. Graynor called the class to order, and began a lecture on portrait styles, complete with a slide show of famous artworks, discussing anatomy and proportion, the use of light and shadow, and expression and emotion that took up the rest of the double period.
It was well done, and a useful recap of the year, so Aislen paid attention, making copious notes. She suspected that there was a reason for the lecture, and she’d be grateful for the notes when Mr. Graynor revealed it to them.
At the end of class, Rhett stretched luxuriously. “Well, another day done and dusted,” he said as he rose to his feet. “I’d better run along. Heath doesn’t like to be kept waiting. Will I see you tomorrow?”
“Sure,” she said with a warm glow in her chest.
He winked over his shoulder before pushing into the queue of students so that he was the first out of the door.






  
  Chapter Four
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Aislen entered the covered locker bay and was forced to duck as a football sailed over her head, coming close enough to shift her hair. She clutched her books closer to her chest and hunched her shoulders defensively as she opened her locker, fumbling at the still unfamiliar code. 
Someone brushed against her, accompanied with a flash of a cheerful kitchen and a large man wearing a floral apron, whistling as he washed the dishes. She felt her ward burst, the shock of it shuddering through her. She stared at the empty shelves of her locker as the bubbles released their cacophony in waves, flooding her brain with hormone-driven erotic chaos and thoughts competing with conversations that she could not tell apart.
(He doesn’t know what it takes to…) “I don’t know what he wants,” was spoken aloud by a cheerleader with a hair flick. “He doesn’t appreciate me.”
(Fuck, I have math and I didn’t…) “What class is first? Please tell me that I have a free. I totally flipped and didn’t do my algebra last night…”
(Egg sandwiches. Who the fuck wants egg sandwiches?) “I’m on a diet. Salad and lean meat only, and mum has packed me this crap.”
(An image of breasts contained in a white lace bra.) “Fuck, Amanda’s filled out.”
Aislen braced against the lockers, feeling the metal bow under the heel of her hand as she shoved the contents of her bag into the shelves. She closed the locker door, taking her time, each breath creating a bubble around her, muffling the roar of sound, until mental peace was restored.
She turned and wound her way through the students, hunching in on herself as she did so, her posture both seeking invisibility and avoiding physical contact with others. With so many people around her, the hum of their voices was a constant murmur of sound. But touching someone was like stripping back everything that separated them, rendering that person bare and overwhelmingly exposed to her.
She flinched back as the football hit the lockers next to her face. This time she couldn’t tell herself that the proximity of its strike wasn’t deliberate. She looked up and saw Cameron look away while running his hand through his hair and whistling. Next to him, the blonde boy from math stared at her with eyes that seemed to see straight through her.
They were waiting for Rhett, who was digging into an overcrowded locker three doors down from hers and hadn’t seen her yet.
The Triquetra. Suddenly the name didn’t seem so odd. In fact, it was as perfect as the three boys. Three boys, three points of a triangle, three triangles interlinked.
She turned away, flushing, as Rhett straightened.
“Hey Aislen!” He called out slamming his locker shut. He left the lock undone and headed her way. She saw the blonde one, who had to be Heath, close it for him before he and Cameron followed, the three caging Aislen into her locker as Rhett braced his elbow against the top of the rack and leaned into it. 
“Glad I caught you,” he told her. “Want to introduce you to my friends. This is Heath Gale. And Cameron, you already know.”
“Aislen.” Heath’s lips curled into a smile that was decidedly predatory. “We have a free period and were just about to head to the back of the oval, Rhett’s favourite smoking spot. Why don’t you come with us? Rhett’s dying for a taste, and we’re betting that you’re cherry flavoured…”
Her jaw dropped. Had he just made a reference to her being a virgin? “I… ah,” she stammered, uncertain how to respond. If she was wrong and snapped at him, then she would be embarrassed. If she was right, and didn’t snap back at him, it wasn’t any better. “I have class.”
“Class sucks, we have better plans for the day,” Rhett’s eyes warmed with his smile. “Come on, Aislen. It’ll be fun. We’ll buy something to drink, go to our favourite spot, get wasted…”
(and fuck) Cameron’s thought came through loud and clear as he draped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her a little away from the locker. “Like Rhett said, come hang out,” he entreated while her mind filled with images of cocks and breasts and sweat. Aislen cringed. “You won’t believe it after you see Heath party, but his father is a Pastor. Heath only looks like a good boy, for the photo op.”
“Shut up,” Heath laughed warmly at Cameron. “Better posing for photos than knee-deep in cow shit,” he nudged Cameron with his shoulder.
“Hey, it’s sheep shit at the moment,” Cameron retorted. “My family farm,” he added to Aislen with a dismissive shrug.
Aislen squirmed free of Cameron’s arm and his expression shifted from jovial to irritated.
“What is with you?” He demanded. “Yesterday you stared at me like I’d grown a second head, and today…”
“I’m going to class,” she managed to close the locker and lock it. “Like you should be.”
“I guess I’ll see you in math then,” Heath cupped her cheek on his palm. “We’re very interested in getting to know you better,” he told her, his voice low and his eyes on her intense.
He wanted to know if what lay beneath her oversized jumper matched her pretty face, and whether she’d scream or beg for more as he, Rhett, and Cameron took their turns fucking her. She saw herself so clearly, in a nightmare of flesh and heaving muscle, her nails scoring his skin, her cries for mercy unheard as he thrust over her, that she wheeled and slapped him before she had thought the movement and its motivation through.
Her handprint stood out clearly on his cheek.
When he turned his face back to her, the light caught the iridescent surface of his eyes, before he fought his wolf back, and his hand closed on the collar of her jumper, twisting the fabric, and lifting her up onto her tiptoes so that they were nose-to-nose.
“You fucking whore!” he snarled. “You will pay for that.”
There was an echo in his mind of his father holding his mother the same way, using the same words. All around them, the throng of students had stilled and fallen silent, made so by the sharp clap of skin against skin, their faces aghast at her audaciousness.
The new girl had slapped Heath Gale. It was unheard of, unimaginable, and no one was sure what the outcome of the action would be.
Aislen, however, was less concerned with the present than she was with the past that flashed through her mind as Heath growled down at her. She saw it as clearly as if she had stood in the room at the time: a slap knocking a woman back, a man’s shadow pulled long across the floor and wall by an upended light, and the woman, pressed into the corner, her hands over her face as the man who owned the shadow slowly dragged his belt out of his trouser loops. The woman’s fearful breath was overloud, competing with the gameshow that played on the TV in the background…
“Which of the following is a deity which means darkness in Greek mythology?” She whispered the question on the TV screen in that memory, the words starkly clear as if Heath had memorized them in an effort to shut out the altercation between his parents; the trauma burning them into his memory. 
Heath drew in a sharp breath, his pupils pinning within the grey of his iris.
“W-what did you say?” He breathed the words through his teeth.
For a heartbeat, they stared at each other, locked in shared fear.
“Are you alright, Heath?” A beautiful blonde asked, pushing between him and Aislen, her hand going to Heath’s cheek. “Fuck, she hit you hard! You should fucking report her. There has to have been forty witnesses here to the fact that she assaulted you! She needs to go down for this.”
Heath’s hand released his grip on Aislen, and she was able to pull back.
“It doesn’t matter,” he said, but his eyes remained on Aislen over Lillian’s shoulder. “It’s nothing.”
Aislen turned on her heel and hurried away, the hair on the back of her neck standing on end. She shouldn’t have said anything, she told herself angrily. She shouldn’t have said anything about what she had seen. And she definitely shouldn’t have hit him.
Tuesday wasn’t off to a good start.
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Reaching the transportable at the very rear of the school grounds was like obtaining sanctuary in a battlefield. Word had spread that she’d slapped Heath Gale, and she’d been followed by stares and whispers all day, eroding her control over her wards. She was exhausted from fighting to keep up with classes where she could not hear the teacher for the thoughts of the thirty students sharing the room with her, and from feeling the whiplash of disdain from the werewolf students who seemed to take it personally that she had hit Heath. 
She was lucky that the Triquetra had left the school, and that Heath hadn’t reported her to the principal.
She sighed wearily as she leaned back against the wall to the side of the art class entrance.
“You are early,” Rhett strolled around the corner of the building nearest to where she stood. He had been smoking in the alley between the two classrooms and offered it to her. “Is it a habit of yours or are you just really eager for this class? Want some?” He added, flicking his black hair back from his face.
“I thought you’d be off with your friends, getting wasted,” she retorted, and he dropped it to the floor scuffing it out beneath his sole-heavy designer army-style boots. His shirt sleeves were folded back to his elbows, and he’d drawn tattoos on his knuckles and along the insides of his forearms again since she’d seen him that morning. They were intricate twisting designs using triangles.
“I went for a while,” he dropped his bag to the floor, heedless of the price tag that went with it, and leaned against the wall at her side. “But I like art. And I wanted to make sure you were okay. This morning was rough.”
It was stupid, she thought, that the piercing through his lip made it more inviting. She could imagine the softness of his full bottom lip contrasting to the ring of metal as she took it between her teeth.
“I shouldn’t have hit him,” she admitted.
“Probably not,” he agreed. “But he’ll get over it. How did you know? That shit you said really rattled him.”
“A good guess?” It was a lame excuse for something so specific, but she couldn’t precisely tell him that she could read thoughts.
“A really good guess,” he said but seemed to accept it. “Do you miss the city?” He asked, his eyes searching her face, and his attention intense on her.
“I guess.” She wasn’t comfortable being the focus of his scrutiny, and was suspicious of these apparently friendly overtures.
“Friends?” He prompted.
“I guess.” Not many. Since she was thirteen, and her gift had made its appearance, she’d grown apart from her friends. It was hard to maintain a friendship when she’d had to hide something so big from them all.
“Have you made any friends here?” He asked her.
“Not really,” she flushed, awkwardly. If he was being friendly, if he was trying to be a friend, or if he was expressing an interest in her, she wasn’t helping him out at all, she thought. But did she trust him enough to answer him in more depth? “It’s hard to make friends here,” she volunteered uncertainly. “I haven’t precisely gotten off to a good start, slapping Heath and all. But also, because everyone here has grown up together. I know how it is. It was the same at my old school – I’d been with the same people from prep. It’s hard to, you know, fit in when you’re new and everyone else has known each other all their lives.”
“I know,” he agreed with a grin, his teeth perfectly straight and white. “I found it the same when my mum moved us here. I was lucky though; I became friends with Cameron and Heath pretty quickly. It shouldn’t have worked – three friends, usually there’s someone left out, eh? But it works for us.”
“I didn’t realize,” she was surprised. “That you had moved here. I assumed… Because you’re such good friends with Cameron and Heath…”
The arrival of more students and then Mr. Graynor interrupted them, and they moved into the class. Aislen moved quickly through the room to claim the spot she’d sat in the day before, and Rhett sat next to her.
“Right, class. We’re going to work in pairs over the next four weeks,” Mr. Graynor announced. “Drawing the portrait of your partner. Yesterday, we went over the techniques to sketch, and then paint a portrait, and this assignment is worth thirty percent of your term marks, so get to work.”
Rhett rose to his feet and dragged his chair around the table. For a moment she thought that he was abandoning her for someone he’d rather work with, but he set the seat opposite to her and grinned. “This will make it easier,” he told her, opening his sketchbook to a new page, and opening his tin of pencils.
Due to the length of his legs, the new position meant that, beneath the tabletop, he slid one leg between hers, using the footrest on her stool to rest his toes upon, with his other knee resting on the outside of hers. “Will you be comfortable like this?” He asked her as flashes of him sliding his hand under the hem of her uniform skirt under the cover of the tabletop flooded her mind.
Comfortable, she thought, was not the word she’d use for it - her entire body seemed to focus on where his legs touched hers. There was an intimacy to the position that sent her hormones to the boil when combined with the imagery from his thoughts that the contact of their legs gave her access to. Sitting there like that and staring at him was going to be agony, she thought. She’d soak through her underwear in no time.
“Sure,” she said, when her tongue would work again. She distracted herself by preparing her sketch pad and pencils. 
They worked that way for an hour, and their faces began to take shape on the paper. 
“That’s really good,” she admired his piece, flattered by the way he had drawn her. 
(Great eyes,) he thought as he looked up, and she blushed. He had put a lot of work into her eyes.
“I like me, too,” he smiled, dropping his pencil, and leaning back to stretch out. “Do you want to go somewhere else? Graynor is letting people go work outside. We could ditch school early and go to the park down the road, put in another hour there? It’s nicer than here.”
She shouldn’t, she thought. She really shouldn’t…. “Okay,” she began to pack away her pencils, unable to resist the opportunity to escape the school.
The afternoon was warm, and the moment that they stepped outside of the air-conditioned classroom, the heat hit them.
“Fuck, it’s hot! Do you want me to hold your stuff so you can take your jumper off?” He held out his hand.
She surrendered her bag and pulled off the jumper, knotting it around her waist, blushing, knowing that he was looking at her. 
(Great tits too,) came predictably and she resisted the urge to fidget with her top.  
Rhett handed back her bag. “There’s plenty of shade at the park. And there won’t be many people around.”
They passed out through the school gates and entered the tree-lined streets, the shade beneath them immediately cooler than it had been crossing the concrete of the school. Rhett fished a cigarette packet out of his back pocket and offered it to her.
She took one hesitantly. She’d never smoked before, but there was a certain anti-glamour walking beside the handsome Rhett, smoking his cigarettes. It was almost like being his girlfriend, she thought, and was sure that any number of girls from school would trade places with her in an instant. Rhett’s girlfriend was a role that Aislen wouldn’t mind holding, she admitted to herself, looking up at him as he cupped a hand in order to light his cigarette and then holding the end out to her.
She put the cigarette into her mouth and breathed in, the draw of air through the dried tobacco sucking the embers at the end of his into glowing. He watched her as she took a breath and fought back the urge to cough before releasing the smoke. His grin was mischievous, she thought. He knew that she didn’t smoke, that this was her first, and he enjoyed being the one to get her to try it.
“Turning good girls bad,” he said with a laugh, confirming what she already knew.
“I’m not a good girl,” she protested, not wanting to be labelled as that when he was so much the opposite with his overgrown dark hair, drawn on tattoos, and lip piercing.
“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows teasingly. “What secret rebellion do you hide, Aislen? Let me guess, your nipples are pierced,” his eyes dropped to where her breasts strained against the shirt. “Nope,” he said. “Or they’d show through that top. Your clit then?”
“Rhett!” She protested blushing. “You can’t just ask that.”
He shrugged. “Call it professional interest if it makes you more comfortable. My parents are pissed with me,” he told her. “Because I want to pursue becoming a tattoo artist and piercer, not study law, or anything dull and responsible like that.”
“How do you become a tattoo artist and piercer?” She wondered.
“An apprenticeship, and courses,” he said. “Maybe you’ll let me pierce you, Aislen?” He suggested. “I’ve done a few already, including my lip. It’s sexy to pierce someone, and to know afterward that their clothing is hiding something naughty.” His eyes lit with his wolf and his grin was sexy.
She was flustered and intensely aroused by his attention and the things he was suggesting. “Oh, I don’t know…”
“Ah, look, the guys got here before us! Hey!” He called out as they approached the park. She could see Cameron and Heath were at a picnic table, with a slab of beer between them. “And they have beer. Come on, Aislen,” he put his arm around her shoulders, and she saw clearly him leaning towards her, his eyes flicking between her lips and her eyes, the vision fading just at the point of his lips meeting hers.
Her heart raced. Every instinct said to run, but with the promise of that kiss tantalizing her, there was no way that she could listen.
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Cameron and Heath circled like the wolves that they were as Rhett and Aislen joined them at the table in the shelter of a large tree. Aislen could see some of the Celtic knotted triangle designs that decorated Rhett’s knuckles had been scratched into the wood of the picnic table. 
Other than the four of them, the park was empty.
“My, my,” Cameron purred, sliding his hand over Aislen’s shoulder to her arm and sending flashes of her shirt buttons popping as he tore the shirt open, in order to expose her breasts, through Aislen’s mind. “Just look at what was hiding under that ugly fucking jumper, Heath.” He stole Aislen’s cigarette, which had gone out, relighting it and holding it between his teeth as he leered down at her.
“We have to work,” Rhett stubbed out his cigarette onto the ground. “This piece we’re working on is worth thirty percent of our grade this term, and we’ve only got four weeks to get it done, so if you’re going to distract us, fuck off.”
“Rhett thinks we’ll cock block him,” Heath sneered, teasing his friend but also he was still angry from the slap that morning, she could tell. “He wants to draw every part of her. I wonder if we could persuade her to drop her panties and pose on the table for us.”
“Fuck off or you’ll scare her,” Rhett sighed, but his cheeks had coloured as he cracked open a can of beer and took a mouthful. “Aislen?” He offered it to her, and she reached out and took it, the temptation to place her mouth where his had been too strong to resist. The beer was cold, and its bitter flavour made her wonder why people made such a big deal over it.
She placed the beer back near him, and bent over her sketchpad, working on another angle of Rhett’s face, trying to ignore the alarm bells that the two drunk boys were setting off in her mind as they laughed and joked around. Many of their jokes were innuendos about her that she did not quite understand the meaning of, though their tone of voice left her in no doubt that it was her that they were talking about, and that the meaning was lewd.
She met Rhett’s eyes, and under the table felt his hand rest on her knee. She saw a vision of him cupping her face in his hands and kissing her, his hair falling over her face, his tongue flavoured with cigarettes and beer, and knew that she was seeing his thoughts of the moment, what he wanted to do.
She swallowed and tried to concentrate on her drawing. It was what she wanted, too.
Heath slid onto the seat, straddling her so that she sat between the v of his thighs, his hands cupping her breasts and then sliding down and delving under her skirt before she could recover from the graphic images of him bending her over the picnic table and thrusting into her from behind that his touch bestowed on her. He sucked on her neck above the collar of her shirt and for a moment she leaned her head to the side, as it felt fantastic...
And then she shot to her feet as his fingers went under the elastic of her panties. “Stop that,” she was leaning over the table, her palms on its surface in her effort to get away from Heath and realized that she had put herself into the position that he wanted her in, as he pulled her underwear down past her knees, and they slipped to her ankles.
She scrabbled to pull them up as he stood, caging her onto the table surface, pushing her forward over it so that she knocked the beer over and Rhett grabbed his art supplies up and danced away from the table cursing.
“Fuck, Heath!” He was angry. “I have to hand this in to the teacher at the end of term. I can’t have it reeking of beer!”
Heath’s hands stroked over Aislen’s bare arse under her skirt, and he ground himself against her, his fingers traveling around and over her clit. “She’s au natural down here,” he laughed. “We’ll have to make her an appointment to get the bush waxed.”
“Get your fucking filthy hands off of me,” she struggled against his grip. “I will scream!”
“Heath,” Rhett said, his tone dark. “Not here. Not now.”
“Ah, fucking hell, I’m horny, and you’re cock blocking me, Rhett?” Heath complained, but he moved away. “She loves it, she’s fucking creamed against me,” he grinned pointing to his groin as Aislen hastily repaired her skirt and pulled her underwear back up her legs. “Begging for us to fuck her.”
Aislen stuffed her art supplies into her bag, her hands shaking, and tears threatening.
“Aislen,” Rhett said softly. “They’re just mucking around. Don’t be upset. We all think you’re fucking hot.”
She jerked her head up in anger, his face distorted by the tears that were just beginning to fall, and then she turned and bolted back towards the school, hearing Cameron’s and Heath’s laughter ring out behind her, and Rhett’s complaint. When she cast a look over her shoulder, Rhett was sitting on the tabletop opening a can of beer, a cigarette hanging off his bottom lip, watching her leave.
At school, she ran into the bathroom, startling a group of younger students who left in a hurry. She washed her hands and face at the sink trying to compose herself. What they had done was not alright, she told herself. She needed to report what they had done to a teacher, to the principal, to someone. They couldn’t just handle people in such a way…
“Are you alright?” A girl came out of the toilet cubicle and washed her hands next to her.
“Fucking Triquetra,” Aislen spat out angrily. “They just fucking do as they fucking please, as if there’s no repercussions. Well, there will be a fucking repercussion this fucking time. I’m going to tell the principle.”
“They raped you?” The girl said with empathy. “You wouldn’t be the first and won’t be the last. Others have reported them and the guys from the football team, but somehow it never sticks. They don’t even get a reprimand or made to say sorry or anything. The girls though, they get fucked over for making a fuss,” she added quietly. “Suddenly their parents don’t have jobs, and their banks call in on their mortgages, and before you know it, they have to move away.”
“No way,” Aislen stared at her in the reflection, shocked.
“Yes way. No one bothers reporting them anymore,” the girl was apologetic, shrugging as she reached for the paper towel to dry her hands. “It’s just not worth it. You’re new, but you’ll learn. The Triquetra, they’re protected by the community, just like all the other jocks and cheerleaders – they can’t do anything wrong here, as long as it is to someone who doesn’t matter, like you and me.”
“Oh,” Aislen realized that the girl spoke from personal experience. “You too?”
“Me too,” the girl’s smile was sorrowfully rueful. “Shut up and put up, and you’ll survive here. Complain, and you might as well pack your suitcases ready to leave.”






  
  Chapter Seven
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Aislen felt something small and hard strike the back of her head. She looked up from her sketch pad and felt in her hair, locating a small nut from one of the nearby trees lodged in the curls. She pulled it out thinking it had fallen from a tree or had been dropped by a bird flying overhead, and resumed drawing, only for another to hit her. 
Laughter stiffened her back. She did not need to turn to look. The table where she was seated was set near a grassy slope where the cheerleaders and jocks liked to spend their lunch time. The same grassy slope that Cameron had invited her to on Monday, the Triquetra’s lunch spot.
She had seen the Triquetra there, as she had sat for lunch, but they hadn’t noticed her—or so she thought—as Heath and Cameron had the blonde girl from the day before, that she had learned from her morning in Science was Lillian Ridgeway, between them and were preoccupied with making out with her. Rhett had been lying on his back just a little way from them, his forearm draped over his eyes.
A third nut struck the back of her head, and the whole group burst into laughter. She saw Rhett sit up and look between the group and her, frowning. She gathered together her sketchbook and pencils and shoved them into her bag.
“Aww, no,” Cameron pouted mockingly. “Someone’s feelings are hurt.”
“You have a little something in your hair,” Heath said to her, pointing to his head with a snigger. “Just there.”
“Erebus,” she said glowering at him. “And Cameron, I’d wash my hands if I were you. Lillian’s had a suspicious itch, and has a doctor’s appointment this afternoon, don’t you Lilli? Don’t worry, honey, I’m sure that an antibiotic will clear that right up, but you might want to wear protection in the future when you fuck your way through the football team. Enjoy your lunch.” She smiled with false brightness, baring her teeth.
The group was rendered silent shocked. Lillian’s cheeks coloured and Heath’s jaw unhinged. Lillian recovered first, bursting into tears, and running towards the girl’s bathroom.
“That was fucking mean,” the brunette, Diana Boyston, who had been Lillian’s lab partner in science that morning, and who seemed to go everywhere Lillian did hissed and deliberately shoved past Aislen as she followed Lillian towards the bathroom, giving Aislen a flash of an old man in a singlet top and blue striped boxer shorts grunting as he came.
Aislen swallowed back bile, grimacing.
“I don’t know where the fuck… Hey!” Heath protested when she turned and began to walk away.
He leapt to his feet and caught her by the elbow, tugging her around to face him as she saw his mother sitting before her dresser mirror applying makeup to cover a black eye.
Heath shook Aislen, causing her to refocus on his angry face as he leaned over her. “I don’t know how you know about this,” he told her darkly. “But I am going to find out.”
“I’m sorry,” she said, cringing under his anger and the weight of the things she knew about her classmates that she really didn’t want to know.
His hand cupped her jaw, lifting her face, his expression intensifying, the bright blue in his eyes swallowed by the sheen of his wolf. He leaned down and kissed her, dragging her body against his so that she could feel that his cock was hard. The kiss was breathtaking in its passion and skill, her body seemed to melt beneath the roaring flames of desire that surged between them. He eased back, his eyes on hers, their panting breath shared between them.
And then he released her with a savage laugh and turned to face the group, gripping his cock lewdly through his trousers, causing the jocks to roar with laughter. “Two ways to silence a mouthy cunt, with your tongue or your cock, am I right?” He called out to them.
“You’re a fucking animal,” Aislen wanted to scour out her mouth in disgust.
“Damn right, sweetheart,” he leered. “And you love it.”
She hunched in on herself and hurried away. The next class was physical education. Physical torture would be a more appropriate term, she admitted to herself as she went to the changing rooms at the far rear of the school. There were two sets, and she’d worked out during recess that these rooms were older and less used by the students, and therefore she would be spared having to change with Lillian and her cheerleading friends who would no doubt be less than friendly.
She closed herself into a shower cubicle and stripped out of her uniform skirt and top when the lock twisted, and the door opened. She stared at Cameron in horror, clutching her clothing against her. He leaned against the door frame with a grin, flicking his pocketknife closed and sliding it into his pocket.
“These locks are ridiculously easy to pick,” he stepped in and closed the door behind him twisting the lock closed. “After your cheap shot, you owe me,” he told her, backing her into the shower section until her back was pressed against the tiles.
“You can’t be in here,” she gasped. “This is the girl’s bathroom.”
“Who’s going to stop me?” He shrugged and reached out to pluck the clothing that she held from her, throwing them carelessly onto the floor behind him. She tried to bolt past him, but he caught her, twisting her so that her back was against his chest, easily overwhelming her with his greater size and strength, clasping a hand over her mouth when she dragged in a breath to scream.
Images tumbled into her mind of Catherine and Jules Edison arguing in the luxurious country-style kitchen of their ranch house. Catherine’s hand shook as she poured another glass of wine. 
“Let’s see what you’re hiding,” Cameron breathed into Aislen’s ear, recalling her to the present as he popped open the front catch of her bra. He cupped her breast, his palm warm and calloused against her sensitive skin. “Very nice,” he purred, and she could feel his cock throb against her. “I knew you would be.”
She whimpered against his gagging hand as he pinched her nipple until it tightened into a point. He chuckled as he slid his hand down her body and into her underwear. “Heath was right,” he said as he pressed a finger into her. “You need to wax.”
He added a second finger and ground the heel of his hand against her clit. “He was also right,” he removed his hand and showed her his fingers covered in her slick. “You love being fucked with.”
He released her and she staggered forward, her palms striking the tiles. She twisted to face him, pulling her bra back into place and hooking it closed. He grinned and stuck his fingers into his mouth, his tongue dragging up as he sucked on them. “Yum,” he said. “Next time, maybe I’ll be nice and make you come.”
He turned and left, leaving the door open behind him.
The bell rang for the end of the lunch and Aislen threw herself forward to close and lock the door, before sinking onto the seat, her legs giving way beneath her. She buried her face into her shaking hands, her skin chilled.
She wanted to be angry. She wanted to be outraged. But what she felt was shame – because he was right, she was turned on and if he hadn’t stopped when he had, she would have come.






  
  Chapter Eight
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Aislen wasn’t surprised when Rhett stepped out from the alley between the classrooms as she reached the art room, his eyes to the ground and his hands in his pockets – but his casual demeanour did not fool her for a moment. She hesitated, and he lifted his eyes, meeting hers, and the expression in them caused her breath to catch and her clit to throb. 
She felt like Eve, she thought, irresistibly drawn to the apple.
She crossed to him, and he caught her by the elbows, pulling her flush to him, his body lean and hard against hers. He stepped back into the privacy of the alleyway, pushing her up against the wall. He lifted her bag off her shoulder and lowered it to the ground without breaking their gazes.
His eyes were intense and the almost oily iridescent sheen that she had come to recognize as a sign of werewolfism reflected off their darkness. He buried his fingers into her curls, with a sigh, before leaning forward, the heat of his lips resting against hers, petal soft, the metal of his piercing warm from his body, and then he leaned into the kiss, his hand against her back pulling her hips tightly to his as his tongue stroked into her mouth.
Her mind filled with his thoughts, the taste of her on his tongue, the feel of her soft breast compressing against his chest, the clean sweetness of her skin, how his body demanded that he sate his need on her, the desire overriding all logical thought, something far more powerful than he had experienced before, addictive like nicotine, lighting up his mind like alcohol…
Her hands closed behind his back, her breath stolen from her lungs as her body gave, although she was unsure if it was to her or his lust. He scooped her thigh up around his hips, gathering her skirt up so that when he ground up against her, only her panties and his jeans separated them. His fingers hooked under her panty elastic, kneading into her arse as he thrust in a semblance of sex.
She moaned, lost in the intense images of sex that spilled from him into her, his tongue on her clit, his hands on her breasts, their skin sweaty and pressed together, her moans as he thrust into her, holding her hips tight as he ground so deep that he could feel his tip meet her cervix…
“You want more?” He breathed against her lips. “Tell me you want more.”
She gripped him tightly. “Don’t stop.”
The transportable shook as the teacher let the class in, but they were too caught in their lust to pay any attention, the kiss building between them as he dragged her thigh higher, the coarse fabric against her sensitive inner thigh scraping, so that his cock rested directly against her clit, and he rubbed them both with every thrust of his hips.
She could feel his fly through the thin fabric of her panties, and it was incredibly erotic to think that, should it come down, his cock would be so close to penetrating her. She felt the pressure build within her and threw her head back with a gasp as it broke through her, every bubble around her Popping in a crescendo of mental noise so that she did not know if she cried out. His hand closed over her mouth and his breath was hot against her throat as he panted out his own orgasm, his cock in his hand and the strike of his cum on her panties and thigh.
His orgasm overwhelmed her, experienced through him as if it were her own.
Her body was still singing from the surprise of a double orgasm, the second experienced vicariously, her mind washed out with the white noise of all the thoughts around them, almost blocking out his so that she did not realise his intent until he used his fingers to gather his cum, and pushed it under her panties, wiping it over her clit, through her folds, before pushing his fingers inside of her.
Eight points, he thought, for being the first to get his cum in her, though he’d lose half a point for it not being by fucking her. Fingering her added three. Kissing her one. Dry humping her into orgasm was another two, which would put him clearly in the lead of Heath who had only scored a kiss, and Cameron who had
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