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      Her high school bully is the last person Allondra Dawson wants to see.

      

      Once, she loved handsome, infuriating Weston Lockhart—until he tried to humiliate her in front of their entire sophomore class. 

      

      Years later, when Allie runs into West, he doesn’t recognize her.

      

      It’s the perfect opportunity for revenge . . .

      

      She’ll make him crave her, then walk away and shatter him.

      

      But teasing and flirting become seduction, and the pleasure is too delicious to stop.

      

      Too late, she realizes she’s falling for him again.

      

      Will he break her heart a second time when he learns why she schemed her way into his bed?
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      Allondra Dawson tried to focus on what her chemistry teacher, Mr. Patel, was saying to the class, but her brain kept diverting to the boy sitting beside her. Weston Lockhart—aka the cutest guy in the whole school, the second-string quarterback and only sophomore on the varsity football team, and Allondra’s crush.

      Sigh.

      She’d been in love with him for over a year but only dared to talk to him during her tutoring sessions or unless he said something to her first. While she was a straight-A student, math and science were her favorite subjects that she excelled in. After acing the first two exams earlier in the year, Mr. Patel had asked if she’d be willing to tutor other students. Initially, she’d been hesitant, but when West, standing nearby, said he could use the extra help, Allondra immediately accepted the position.

      Chemistry and world history were the only two classes they had in common. For the latter, though, the students sat alphabetically, so West’s desk was one row over and toward the back of the room while hers was in the front. It was hardly a vantage point for her to ogle him subtly. But during chemistry, he sat right beside her. She was almost always the first person in the room—a good three to four minutes before the bell rang since her English class was only a few classrooms down the hall. She eagerly awaited West’s arrival each day. As she’d settled into her desk, pulling out her notebook, textbook, and pen, her gaze would dart toward the door whenever someone entered. When he finally strode into class—tall, dark, handsome, and confident, with a boisterous laugh, adorable dimples, and charming personality—Allondra’s heart pounded, and her mouth watered.

      Even though they were the same age, West could easily pass for a junior or senior. Meanwhile, Allondra looked like she was still a freshman or younger despite going through puberty at the age of twelve. Despite her baby fat, her bra size was only an A-cup, and she hadn’t gained much height yet. Her father was over six feet tall while her mother was five feet eight, so it stood to reason she would eventually add to her five-foot-two frame.

      She’d had a few pre-teen and teenage crushes, but those had been on celebrities she undoubtedly would never meet. With West, he sat three feet away from her, and if brave enough, she could reach over and touch his muscular bicep.

      But she wasn’t brave enough. She suspected she never would be. What would it be like, though, to be West’s girlfriend? To be popular and go on dates with him? To eventually marry him someday?

      Sigh.

      A girl could dream, right?

      The bell rang, jolting Allondra from her useless fantasy over something that would never happen. She knocked her book off the desk, and it landed with a heavy thud on the ugly tiled floor as everyone else got to their feet. Before she could bend over to retrieve it, West picked up the textbook and handed it to her with a smile and a wink. “Good thing it didn’t land on your foot. You could’ve broken a few toes with that.”

      A nervous titter escaped her as butterflies took flight in her stomach. “Y-yeah. Thanks.”

      It appeared he was about to say something more, but then a cheerleader, Tessa Jameson, grabbed him by the arm. She gave Allondra the evil eye and a sneer before pasting on a brilliant smile for the usual target of her flirtation. “C’mon, West. Walk me to my next class. I want to tell you about the party at my house on Saturday.” Her tone made it obvious Allondra wouldn’t be invited—not that she expected to be.

      “Uh . . . sure.” Grabbing his books, West glanced at Allondra. “See you later in the library?” That’s where they held their tutoring sessions.

      Her head bobbled as her gaze dropped to the floor, and her cheeks burned. “Um, yeah. Of course.”

      “C’mon, West. Let’s go.” Tessa tugged on his arm, and then, moments later, they walked out the door together.

      Sigh.

      Gathering up her things, Allondra got ready for her next destination. She wasn’t in a rush since it was her study hall period in one of the lunchrooms, where she would sit alone and do her math homework. Even if the monitors let the students talk in low voices about anything other than schoolwork, Allondra wouldn’t be engaging with anyone. She didn’t belong to any of the cliques assigned to that room—hell, she was barely friends with anyone in her entire class. There were a few other wallflowers that she hung out with—they were all in the school band—but that was about it. No BFF or someone she could share her secrets and dreams with. At least she could discuss those things with her cousin, who attended another high school about twenty minutes away, where she was an all-star volleyball player with many friends. Despite their differences, the two girls had been close all their lives. Allondra would give anything to be in the same school district as Sadie. As her Aunt Emily would say, they were thick as thieves when they got together.

      Shyness had plagued Allondra since first grade after two girls had bullied her during recess, tripping her and making her fall flat on her face and break her glasses. All the other students had just laughed, and the embarrassment still haunted her years later. Since then, she’d tried to avoid being a target for further bullying by minding her own business and staying off the mean girls’ radar as much as possible.

      Instead of a popular cheerleader as she’d dreamed of being while attending elementary school, she hadn’t been coordinated enough to do a simple cartwheel and, instead, had ended up as a piccolo player in the marching band. One student among a sea of others in matching purple and gold polyester uniforms that were hot and itchy as hell.

      After quickly stopping at her locker to switch out several textbooks in her book bag, she headed toward the lunchroom and entered the girls’ restroom across the hall just as two juniors walked out, giggling and chatting like best friends. A little jealous and annoyed at their perkiness, Allondra rolled her eyes and then found herself alone in the bathroom. She approached one of the sinks and stared at her reflection in the mirror above it.

      Between her short stature, flat chest, and baby fat, there was no way anyone would be captivated by her. She craved a body that would make boys—especially West—stand up and take notice. Even if she had feminine curves in all the right places, like Tessa and the other cheerleaders, there were her eyeglasses and braces to contend with. At least she’d somehow avoided being plagued by acne. However, with mud-brown hair that loved to frizz in the humidity and boring hazel eyes, Allondra couldn’t attract a teenage boy if she stripped down naked and proclaimed she was a slut to the entire school. Yeah, that was so not happening.

      She would love to go out on a date with West or even one of the other cute boys in her class and experience love and her first kiss before going to college. As it were, she’d probably still be a virgin well into her twenties.

      The Sophomore Social, an annual dance at Holden High, similar to the junior and senior proms but not as fancy, would take place in a few weeks, and Allondra already knew she wouldn’t be attending. None of her male classmates would ask her to go with them, and there was no way she would go to the event alone. A few of her single bandmates were going together as a small group, but she didn’t want to watch West dancing with whichever cheerleader or popular girl he invited to be his date. Probably Tessa. Gag!

      She glanced at the pretty, antique watch her aunt had given her for her last birthday—two minutes left before the next bell rang. She'd get a demerit if she weren’t in study hall before then. Too many demerits would result in detention—something she’d never gotten. Allondra was one of the “goody-two-shoes” girls, but there were days she wished she wasn’t. She would love to be one of the popular girls, but that would probably mean she’d have to be a bully. It seemed like all the in-crowd were—except West. He was always nice to her. Then again, as far as she could tell, he was nice to everyone.

      Entering one of the stalls, she locked the door behind her and set her book bag on a fold-down shelf to keep it off the floor. She then took one of the paper seat protectors from a dispenser and laid it in place. Excelling in biology and chemistry, she was very aware of what germs could be found in public restrooms. Pushing down her jeans, she squatted until she was only an inch or two from the seat. She wasn’t risking sitting on it, even with the protective paper between her skin and the cold porcelain.

      Once she was done relieving herself, she used a few squares of toilet paper to clean herself, tossed the wad into the bowl, and stood. As she pulled up her pants, the door to the hallway swung open with a bang, and three girls burst in, laughing and talking loudly.

      “I told you he’s a dork!”

      “Oh, I totally agree with you!”

      “Can you believe he actually thought I’d go to the Sophomore Social with him? As if! I mean, come on. Seriously? I wouldn’t be caught dead dating a loser like him.”

      Great. Allondra recognized their voices. Stacey St. James, Ashley Cromwell, and Madison Ford—cheerleaders, Tessa’s BFFs, and Allondra’s occasional tormentors if she got on their radar. Since that was the last thing she wanted right then, she slowly and silently pulled up the zipper of her jeans and waited for the trio to leave, hoping they wouldn’t notice her feet under the stall door. They were in the same study hall as her but sat on the opposite side of the room near the baseball players so they could flirt shamelessly when the monitors weren’t looking. Since demerits affected their status on the cheerleading squad, they couldn’t be late for classes. If they were on time for the study period, Allondra probably would be, too, since crossing the hall and entering the lunchroom only took three seconds.

      “Oh em gee! Speaking of dorks—did you hear who West is asking to the dance?”

      Allondra stiffened at the mention of her crush. She really didn’t want to know who he was taking, especially if it was the stuck-up Tessa. Maybe if she covered her ears, she wouldn’t hear who it was.

      Okay, stop acting like a kindergartener, you twit. Grow up!

      “Who?”

      “You’ll never guess! Not in a million years!”

      “Who, Stacey? Come on! Dish, girl!”

      “Are you ready for this?” There was a long, dramatic pause, and then, “Allondra fuckin’ Dawson! Can you believe that shit?”

      Squeals of disbelief echoed off the tiled walls. Allondra’s eyes widened, and she slapped her hand over her mouth to keep quiet. She had to have misheard but couldn’t think of any other girl in their class with a similar-sounding name. There was no way West was asking her to the dance. Right? Not when he could invite Tessa or any of the other girls who hung all over him.

      Oh, my God! Is he really going to ask me?

      A split second of excitement about her dream come true was interrupted by, “What? Why the hell would he ask that nobody?”

      The insult stung.

      “Ryan told me West is doing it as a joke. He’s going to ask her and then stand her up.”

      The girls cackled loudly as Allondra’s eyes burned with hot tears.

      “Oh, that’s fucking awesome! I hope he does it somewhere we can video it.”

      “Yes! Oh, my God! That would be perfect!”

      A joke. He’s doing it as a joke.

      Her body trembled, and she almost sat down hard on the toilet, stopping herself just in time. She couldn’t let them know she was there. Not now. Not ever.

      How could West do that to her? And in front of the whole school! She’d be mortified.

      The three girls continued to babble for a few more moments, but Allondra only caught bits and pieces over the roar in her ears. Her chin quivered as she fought to remain silent and hold back the sobs that wanted to erupt from her throat. Of all the people who might pull a mean prank on her, she would have never imagined West being the one to do it. But Ryan Hayes was West’s best friend. If anyone knew who he would invite and why, it would be Ryan. Her heart crumbled.

      “C’mon,” Stacey said. “Let’s go. If I get another demerit, I’ll miss tomorrow’s game.”
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      The outside restroom door opened and closed again, with the threesome’s voices fading as they crossed the hall. When silence finally surrounded her, Allondra’s weakened knees gave out. She nearly fell into the toilet but caught herself in time, grabbing onto the nearby shelf and, in the process, knocking her book bag to the floor. She didn’t care about getting dirt and germs on her bag since it wasn’t as bad as having a piss-wet ass from the unflushed toilet.

      The period bell clanged over the PA system, announcing that all students must be in their assigned classrooms, but she ignored it. She wasn’t going into study hall after what she’d just heard. She’d rather earn her first demerit ever than sit in the lunchroom, knowing Stacey, Ashley, and Madison were most likely telling everyone what West’s plans were. They’d stare and laugh at her from across the room, and she would squirm under their scrutiny, unable to escape for forty-five minutes when the bell rang again.

      A heavy, dull ache took up residence in her body, and a wave of nausea roiled in her stomach, drowning the earlier butterflies. Trying to keep her sobs as low as possible in case someone entered the restroom, she leaned against the wall as tears scalded her cheeks before dripping onto the floor. This was the worst day of her young life. West’s smiling face bounced around her mind as it often did, but she nearly vomited at the image this time.

      How could she have been so wrong about him? Why was he scheming to play such a cruel joke on her? What had she ever done to him to deserve that? She tutored him all year to ensure he passed chemistry and never asked for anything in return. Yet, making her a laughingstock in front of the entire school was his way of thanking her? Fuck that!

      Boys sucked. Most likely, men did too—her father and uncles being the exceptions. Her dad was the greatest man she knew, and she doubted there was another like him in her future. Someone who would treat her as if she were the most precious woman on earth. Allondra had hoped that West would be that man someday, but that dream had just been shattered. Her destiny was probably to be a crazy cat lady who lived alone and died a virgin at a ripe old age. Wonderful.

      Long minutes passed before her tears and sobs ebbed. She used toilet paper to blow her nose and wipe her eyes. Shock and hurt slowly morphed into anger. Now that she had a heads-up about what West planned to do, she could shore up her defenses and come up with a response for when he asked her to the dance. Hopefully, he wouldn’t do it today. The pain was too fresh, and she’d probably burst into tears again when she saw him next.
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