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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one
part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, at
this time, I’m afraid it would be very hard for me to maintain a
multitude of social media sites. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


Pinterest

 


 


Email

 


 


Newsletter
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Next Generation
Standalone

Resurrecting the Enemy – Ramsey Reed Jr. & Lake
Warren

 


Next Generation (1)
Series

Resisting the Enemy – Dash Marlow & Eden
Rudolph

Confronting the Enemy – Chance McCellan & Harper
Crosby

Fighting the Enemy – Maddox Reed & Cassidy
Spears

Challenging the Enemy – Crew Marlow & Athena
Ashford

Daring the Enemy – Delaney McIntire Jr. & Kadon
Sharpe

 


Storyline Notes:

 


Sands Cove – Windsor
Academy

Ramsey Reed Jr. – College

Maddox Reed – Senior

Chance McCellan – Senior

Neo McCellan – Junior

Gideon McCellan – Freshman

 


Port Lucia – Regal
Academy

Dash Marlow – College

Crew Marlow – Junior

Zane Marlow – Sophomore

Lennon Marlow – Middle School

Delaney McIntire. Jr. – Junior

Maggie McIntire – Sophomore
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Prologue

 This wasn’t how
it was supposed to be.

Not in the
least.

Sitting in the
booth with Mary, Trinity, and
Haley, I wasn’t supposed to be thinking or talking about high
school. We were supposed to be talking about how excited we were to
be attending Drexler University. We were supposed to be talking
about all things college, and basking in the naivety of being a
freshman, hours and/or miles away from home. We were not supposed
to be talking about high school, our old friends, old teachers, old
loves, or old crushes.

And we sure as
hell weren’t supposed to be talking about Dash fuckin’
Marlow.

But,
alas, here we were, talking
about him.

Not that I’d
had a lot of choices after applying to and being offered a full scholarship to Drexler,
but I had avoided going to school up north with Lake just to avoid
this kind of crap. Even though I loved her to death, and she was
still my best friend, Reed Jr. was going to USF just to be close to
Lake, and that was a little too close for my comfort. Lake had
gotten into the Academy of Arts, and Reed Jr. hadn’t been about to
let her go on to live her life without him.

So, after going to great
lengths to leave Sands Cove, Ramsey Reed Jr., and Dash Marlow in my
rearview mirror by attending a school that was miles away, how in
the hell did I find myself sitting at a diner, talking about the
sorry sonofabitch-Dash, not Reed Jr.?

Easy.

The world really was
a small freakin’ place.

“I just don’t
understand what he’s doing here,” Mary, my dormmate, remarked. “I
mean, it’s not like he has to
go to college. Everyone knows that he’s going to end up working for
his dad.”

“Well,
I don’t care what he’s doing
here,” Haley replied. “That is one sexy bastard. One that I will
not pass up, given the chance.”

“Well, I hate
to break it to you, Haley, but
rumor has it that he’s got a girlfriend,” Mary said, spreading the
rumor some more. My stomach clenched, but I kept my mouth shut. I
wasn’t sure how I was going to get out of this, but I figured that
the less said, the better. “He used to party all the time, but
something happened last year, and he suddenly stopped. Since Dash
isn’t the type to gossip, everyone started speculating that he must
have gotten serious with someone.”

Yep, you guessed
it.

My new friend
and dormmate was from Port
Lucia, and she had gone to school with Dash at Regal
Academy.

“That sucks,”
Trinity muttered. “Good thing
this campus is full of other hot guys.”

Haley just
huffed. “A girlfriend is not a wife, and if she’s not attending
Drexler with him, then anything can happen.”

Ready to
leave them to their
conversation about Dash, I reached into my purse and pulled out a
twenty to cover my food and share of the tip. We were having a late
lunch, and we’d been making plans about attending our first
pre-college party tonight. Classes started on Monday, and we had
wanted to get one good party under our belts before we were hit
with the realities of our college courses.

As I tossed my
money on the table, Haley let out a dramatic screech under her breath. “Oh, my God,” she panted.
“He’s here.”

My
entire body froze.

“Who?”
Trinity asked, her voice a
whisper, her eyes darting around the diner.

“Dash Marlow,”
Haley hissed. “Oh, my God…oh, my God…oh, my God.”

“What?”
Mary asked, muttering under
her breath.

“He’s coming
this way,” Haley announced,
and the contents in my stomach threatened to come back up. “I think
I caught his eye,” she continued. “Oh, my God.”

Determined to
avoid Dash Marlow at all costs, I pointed to my money. “There’s my part of the bill. I gotta
get going,” I lied. “I have some errands to run before
tonight.”

“Oh, okay,”
Mary muttered while Trinity and Haley ignored me, their eyes and minds on Dash.

However,
before I could scoot out of the booth and make a break for it, I
felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up and the warmth of a six-foot-two asshole
across my skin.

Then, in a voice loud
enough for everyone at the table to hear, Dash Marlow asked, “Did
you miss me, baby girl?”


Chapter 1

 Eden~

It took everything that
I had in me not to cower inside myself. I hadn’t been expecting any of this, and I was woefully
unprepared for it.

For him.

While I
hadn’t wanted to talk about Dash
Marlow, Mary had been right about the gossip. It was no secret that
all the male Reeds, Marlows, and McCellans of Sands Cove and Port
Lucia were going to work for their fathers at RMM Investments &
Securities. Hell, I was pretty sure that the McIntire females and
one Marlow female were destined to work for the firm, too. So,
there was no need for Dash to be attending Drexler for any reason.
Sure, Reed Jr. was getting a degree in business finance, but he was
only going to college to make sure that Lake didn’t wake up one
morning and realize that she could do way better than
him.

Sure, Lake
might not be able to find
someone richer or sexier than Reed Jr., but she could definitely
find someone kinder. Lake belonged with a decent human being, not
the likes of Ramsey Reed Jr., no matter how gorgeous he was.
However, I was pretty sure that boat had sailed long ago. While
Lake had done her best last year to keep her relationship with Reed
Jr. and her friendship with me separate, there’d been no mistaking
his level of obsession with her.

At any rate,
there was no reason for Dash to be attending Drexler. While it was
a decent-sized campus and had
reputable professors and class programs, Dash’s family had enough
money to send him to Harvard, Yale, wherever. Drexler University
shouldn’t have even been on his radar. Hell, it hadn’t even been on
mine. I had applied for so many scholarships that I had actually
forgotten which ones I had applied for. While my parents made good
money, four years of college was expensive as hell, and I had
wanted to help with that burden.

With Dash’s
warm breath tickling the skin just below my left ear, I was now
wondering if it was too late
to transfer to another school. While I wasn’t afraid of Dash
Marlow, not all of my wounds had healed, one of them never healing.
Of that, I was certain.

I almost
laughed when I thought about how I’d been so happy to have the
outside seat earlier when we
had all arrived for lunch. We had chosen a booth, and I’d been glad
at the idea of not having to climb over Mary if I’d needed to go to
the restroom or whatever.

Yeah, great
flippin’ win.

Doing my best
to avoid a scene, I let out a
slow, steady breath, trying not to flip my shit. There was already
a video clip of me in circulation for all the world to laugh at, I
didn’t need to add to it. It had taken me a long time to move past
the ugliness of people and social media, and I didn’t want to go
back down that road again.

“No,” I
answered honestly, my hands fiddling with closing my purse. “Now,
if you’ll excuse me…”

Dash let out a
dark chuckle, and I hated the sound of it.
Dash smoked…or, at least, he used to. So, he had that raspy, sexy,
deep smoker’s voice, and it was unfair. Doing something as
unhealthy as smoking shouldn’t add to a guy’s sex appeal. It
shouldn’t be a point in his favor. He should smell and taste like a
dirty ashtray, but he didn’t.

“No, I don’t
think that I will,” he
replied, and the table was so deathly still that there was no
pretending that the girls couldn’t hear our conversation. Even the
chatter of the diner wasn’t enough to drown out how much of an
asshole Dash Marlow was. I haven’t spoken to him since the night
that I blocked him from my phone and social media accounts, all
those months ago.

Ignoring the
looks from the table, ignoring the crowd around us, and ignoring
the way my heart was threatening to beat clean out of my chest, I
wrapped my hands around the strap of my purse and stood up, determined to leave. I was not
going to waste any of my time on Dash Marlow, and Drexler
University was big enough that I was certain that I could avoid him
from here on out.

Standing up, I
threw the girls a timid, uncomfortable smile. “I’ll see you girls tonight.” Then looking
at Mary, I added, “I’ll text you later.”

“Uh-”

“Rushing off so
soon?” Dash mocked, cutting Mary off from whatever she’d been about
to say.

Anxiety wasn’t
pretty on anyone, me included. I didn’t care if that made me sound weak, but Dash Marlow had hurt
me in one of the worst ways, and I’d been convinced that I was
never going to see him again. I never imagined that we’d end up at
the same college together. After I had blocked him from my life, he
hadn’t made any effort to make things right between us, so why was
he talking to me now?

“Leave me
alone, Dash,” I replied, mortified that we had witnesses but
knowing that there was no way
out of this. “I have nothing to say to you.” I still had my back to
him, not quite ready to face him.

“I think I’ve
left you alone long enough, baby girl,” he bit out roughly, and that only pissed me off
further. Dash had no reason to be angry at me.

None at all.

“Quit calling
me that,” I spat, anger giving me the courage to
finally turn around and face
him, and Christ, I wished that I hadn’t. Staring up at the
six-foot-two god, Dash Marlow was just as breathtaking as he had
been that night at Keri’s party, where I’d first met
him.

Hair as black
as an onyx stone, styled in that way that looked casual but wasn’t, long on the top, short on the
sides. His matching brows were still fluid and perfect over a pair
of green eyes that were bright and evil, not a light mossy green
like mine. No. Dash’s green eyes looked like emerald crystals alive
with fire. The long black lashes that surrounded them only added to
the pop of color. His face still looked like it was carved from
stone, with a perfect nose, sharp cheekbones, full lips, and a jaw
that made him look older than he was.

Dash’s
eyes flashed as I took him in,
and it made my stomach hurt. He knew he was good-looking, and he
knew the effect that he had on females. How could he not? People
said that beauty was in the eye of the beholder, but there was no
arguing that Dash Marlow was stunning. Plus, while wrong, I
understood why Haley might not let a girlfriend deter her from
chasing Dash.

“Now why would I
want to do that?” he taunted.

Rage was real
and alive in my blood, but I was doing my best to tap it down. Even
though they’d be tears of
anger, I didn’t want to cry in front of Dash. I didn’t want to give
him the satisfaction of knowing that he still affected me so
deeply. I imagined that he always would, but not for the reasons
that he might think. I’ve made a lot of mistakes these past few
months, and while they’d all been my fault, Dash Marlow had been
the motivation behind them all.

Instead of
replying to his idiotic
question, I said, “Stay away from me, Dash.” I went to walk around
him, but he stepped in my way. “What?” I snapped. “What do you
want?”

His
green eyes narrowed, his arms
crossing over his chest. “What I’ve always wanted,” he replied
coolly. “And you’re going to finally give it to me.”

Fury had my
entire body trembling. I knew that the guy was as arrogant as they came, but this was beyond
the pale. How entitled were you to feel that you could fuck someone
over, but still expect something from them?

Seriously?

Refusing to
engage in a huge fight for all the world to see, I went to step
around him again. This time, he didn’t just block my path though. This time, his arm snaked
out, and he had my arm tight in his grip, holding me
prisoner.

“Don’t touch me,” I
hissed, doing my best to free my arm from his grasp.

Dash used his
obvious strength and yanked on
my arm until I had fallen against his chest. With rage shooting out
of those green orbs of his, he said, “I’ll touch you whenever the
fuck I want.”

“The hell you will,”
I argued, still trying to free myself.

“Who’s going
to stop me?” he growled at me. “Name one fucking person.”

Not being able to hold it
back any longer, my eyes watered until I felt a couple of tears
leak down my face. “Me,” I growled back. “I’ll stop
you.”

His eyes
lowered, scanning the length of me, before locking back onto my
face. “I’d love to see you
try, baby girl. In fact, I’m looking forward to it.”

Hoping that he
could see all the hate that I
felt for him in my eyes, I said, “Let me go, Dash.”

After a few
agonizing seconds, his hand relaxed, and I was able to pull free,
but the damage had already
been done. Mary, Trinity, and Haley had witnessed the exchange, and
I was too much of a coward to look around the diner to see if
anyone else had, too. I was also afraid that if I saw one phone
out, recording the entire thing, I’d fall apart and never find
peace again.

“This
isn’t over,” he said as he took a
small step back. “Not by a long shot, baby girl.”

Unable to
voice what I really felt without turning into a raving lunatic, I
stepped around him, then out of the diner, and I didn’t look back or stop until I was at my car.
My hands were still shaking as I tried to put the key in the
ignition, but once I managed, I drove out of the parking lot and
back towards the dorms, wondering what in the hell to do
now.

I
wasn’t ever
supposed to see Dash Marlow again.


Chapter 2

 Dash~

I already smoked menthol cigarettes, so I wasn’t
sure what the fuck I was supposed to try next to help ease the rage
and tension from my muscles. Sure, I’ve done my fair share of
partying and knew the effects of weed, coke, and ecstasy, but I was
fairly certain that none of those vices were going to help me right
now. Coke would probably have me burning the entire college to the
ground, ecstasy would probably have me chasing Eden down like a
psychopath, and weed didn’t do a damn thing but make me tired, and
I didn’t have time for any afternoon naps.

I had a pissed
off spitfire that needed
taming.

Now, did I blame
Eden for hating me?

Absolutely not.

Any girl with
even a smidge of pride would be cursing me to the bowels of Hell, but I’ve paid my dues.
I’ve given her more than enough time to get over this shit and hear
me out. When she had blocked me the night of Ramsey’s party, I
could easily have had Maddox hack into her phone and accounts and
unblock me, but I hadn’t. I had chosen to bide my time and let the
storm blow over.

Now, having never had a
girlfriend before, I’d been the first to admit that I had no idea
how to handle females outside of the bedroom, but I’d done what I
thought was best at the time. It hadn’t been just about me and
Eden; it had been about Ramsey and Lake, too. Even though Lake had
given into her fate, things between her and Ramsey had still been
super precarious during the remainder of high school, so I hadn’t
wanted to make things worse for them.

Plus, I wasn’t
a hypocrite, nor did I put on
pretenses for the sake of others. Everyone got the real me, and the
real me was unapologetic and a bit of an asshole. The problem with
what I’d done to Eden was that I would do it again if presented
with the same circumstances. Sure, I regret that it had all been a
huge misunderstanding, but that’s all that I regretted. I didn’t
regret having Ramsey’s back. I would never regret that, and I would
always choose my family if put in the situation where I had
to.

Taking another
drag of my cigarette, I looked
out at the view from the balcony. While all freshmen were required
to live in the dorms, my last name and father’s wallet had allowed
me to live off-campus in a two-story house with a stunning view of
the city. The house had a master bedroom, three additional
bedrooms, a full bathroom with two additional half-baths, a
state-of-the-art kitchen, living room, sitting room, and washroom.
It was also surrounded by enough foliage that my neighbors were far
enough away from my walls that parties shouldn’t be a problem, not
that I planned on having any.

My parents had
also managed to help me convince the school to let a friend move in with me.
Manipulating the drama of the packed dorms, allowing Travon Sherman
to room with me had freed up an extra bed for whoever had needed
it, so the school had relented. If you took my entire family out of
the picture, Travon would be considered my closest friend, though
he knew the Dash Marlow that the rest of the public knew. No one
knew the real me, except my family.

Growing up in a family as
big as mine, the need for outside friends hadn’t been necessary.
Granted, only some of us were family by blood, but that didn’t mean
shit. The Marlows, Reeds, McCellans, and McIntires were closer than
blood, and everyone knew it. While Crew, Zane, and Lennon were my
blood siblings, I would still give my life for Ramsey, Maddox,
Chance, Neo, Gideon, Delaney, and Maggie. Of course, being the
oldest at the same age, Ramsey Jr. was my best friend, no matter
that he was in San Francisco with Lake right now.

Our
family friendships had been
forged ages ago when all of our parents had still been in high
school, and our lives have been intertwined ever since. You had
Uncle Ramsey and Aunt Emerson, and they had Ramsey Jr. and Maddox.
Then you had Uncle Liam and Aunt Roselyn, and they had Chance, Neo,
and Gideon. Next, there was Uncle Ace and Aunt Ava, and they had
Delaney and Maggie. Finally, you had my parents and their kids. My
dad was Deke Marlow, and my mother was Delaney Marlow. I had two
brothers, Crew and Zane, and one sister, Lennon. Me and Ramsey Jr.
were the oldest of all the kids, and Lennon was the youngest. Sure,
there were a shitload of us, but I love it. We all did. So, again,
that was the reason behind not needing to impress others just to
make friends. Our parents had raised us to be vicious little shits,
and we never took any prisoners.

Even Lennon
was turning into a brutal little thing. She was only
thirteen, but the girl had the
makings of a real lunatic. However, knowing that she was coming by
it honestly, we let her do her thing. Crew had been the biggest
influence in her life, and that kid was a stone-cold psychopath.
The dude was a real headcase, but I just loved him to death. I
mean, what wasn’t there to love?

On the
plus side, while my father was
an equal partner with Uncle Ramsey and Uncle Liam in RMM
Investments & Securities, my mother was a criminal defense
attorney, which was probably a good thing, considering the kind of
children they were raising. It wasn’t a far-fetched idea to think
that one of us might need a criminal lawyer at some point in our
lives.

So, going back to Eden
and her bullshit, she had every right to be mad at me for what I’d
done, but not for the reason why. While Eden didn’t have any
siblings, she had Lake, and there was no question on whether or not
she’d have Lake’s back in any situation. Loyalty had been instilled
in us at an early age, so I hadn’t hesitated when backing R.J., and
Eden was just going to have to deal with it.

Taking another
drag of my cigarette, I
wondered what she’d do if she ever found out that she was here
because of my family. With one phone call to the school, my parents
had donated a full scholarship for Eden Rudolph, but they had also
made a generous donation to ensure my enrollment, too. Granted, I
didn’t need a degree to work for my dad, but it couldn’t hurt. Lots
of people put a lot of faith in that little piece of paper, so as
long as I was here, I figured that I might as well make the most of
it.

However, Eden
was the goal. Eden has always
been the goal. The only reason that I had given her space after
that shitshow had been because we had lived in different towns,
going to different schools, and she had still been a minor at the
time. Had she been eighteen, I would have kidnapped her ass, and
fuck the consequences. In my eyes, Lake had forgiven R.J., so I
couldn’t understand why Eden hadn’t forgiven me. Sure, Lake had
already been in love with R.J., so she’d already been trapped by
her feelings for him, but Eden had felt something for me back then,
too. It shouldn’t have been so damn easy for her to just dismiss me
from her life.

However,
looking around, we were no longer living in separate towns, going
to separate schools, or living with our parents. Eden was no longer
a minor, and she was a long
way from home and help. It was just the two of us now, and there
was no way that I was letting her get away from me this
time.

When I
had first met Eden at a party
last year, I hadn’t expected her to affect me so profoundly or so
suddenly. Used to girls chasing after me because of my last name
and my family’s money, pussy had always been plenty, and I’ve had
my fair share. Easy girls had never been in short supply, and I had
never professed to be a saint. However, I’d been wise and aware
enough to always make sure that I wrapped it up, and I had never
fallen victim to their pretty promises. Gold-diggers were malicious
creatures, something that I was very aware of. It was another
reason why I had never had a girlfriend. The idea of getting
serious so young had always struck me as insane.

Until I’d met Eden at
that party.

Even watching R.J. lose
his shit over Lake, I still hadn’t quite bought into the whole
one-love thing. Sure, our parents were all walking, talking,
intense love stories, but I had been with so many girls that I had
just figured that lightning would have struck me already if it were
going to.

Oh, and it
had.

When we had
arrived at that party to stalk Lake for R.J., I had been fine with
a little distraction to keep me occupied while my boy bullied Lake into falling in love with
him. However, when my lips had touched Eden Rudolf’s for the first
time, I had immediately known that she was different. The way that
she had felt in my arms had felt unlike anything that I had ever
experienced before. The way she had kissed me back had felt unlike
anything that I had ever experienced before, too. Then, when I had
finally gotten my hands on her secrets, that shit had changed me
forever. Had R.J. not fucked up that night, I would have taken Eden
home with me, robbing her of her virginity and branding her
forever.

Putting my
cigarette out in one of the
ashtrays that sat on the balcony railing, I knew that this thing
between me and Eden was probably going to result in some major
bloodshed, but I didn’t mind. Violence didn’t bother me, and I
never shied away from a good fight. Besides, Eden was worth getting
arrested for if it came to that point. Truth be told, she probably
deserved for me to suffer a bit. However, granting her the
understanding that I was in the wrong here…well, that still didn’t
mean that I was going to let her win. There was nothing standing in
my way anymore, and that sucked for her if she really did want
nothing to do with me.

Pulling out my
phone, I dialed my favorite
criminal. “I need a favor,” I said as soon as he
answered.

“Sure,” he
replied, no questions
asked.

“I
need you to go in and unblock me from
all of Eden’s shit, and I also need you to download a tracking app
to her phone,” I explained, certain that he could do it.

“It’s
about fucking time,” Maddox Reed
muttered.

Yes, it was definitely about time.


Chapter 3

 Eden~

My hands were still
shaking when I pulled into the student parking for the dorms. I was
probably going to be up all night with the adrenaline
coursing through my veins
right now. I’ve encountered some serious assholes in my life, but
Dash’s level of audacity had me reeling.

When I had
first met him at Keri’s party last year, I had gone all easy access
on him. Never mind that the guy was gorgeous as sin, but his body was like carved marble, thick
muscles and six-pack abs everywhere. I was tall for a girl at
five-foot-six, but Dash’s six-foot-two frame had turned my
femininity up a few notches. The way he had taken control of me
that night hadn’t hurt, either.

Attending Keri’s party
that night had been about fun and helping Lake get her mind off the
way Reed Jr. had been stalking the shit out of her. Reed Jr. had
fallen for Lake hard, and their courtship had been a brutal one.
So, Keri’s party had been meant to ease some of Lake’s stress. I
had never imagined that I would meet Dash freakin’ Marlow, or that
things between us would have gone as far as they had. He was Dash
freakin’ Marlow, for Pete’s sake. Even though he hadn’t lived in
Sands Cove, everyone had heard about him. The Marlows, Reeds,
McCellans, and McIntires had been thick as thieves, and as
notorious as Mafia royalty. All the families had questionable
reputations, but no one’s ever been stupid enough to test those
reputations, and with great reason.

When Reed Jr. had pissed
Lake off and had started a huge fight with her, the night had been
cut short. However, that’d been after I had let Dash get all the
way to third base within a matter of minutes. The second that the
sonofabitch had kissed me, I had felt everything about him all the
way to my goddamn toes.

That first
kiss had led to him dragging
me behind the house, and under the darkened night sky and hidden
between some oak trees, his hands had been all over me, and I
hadn’t stopped him. I had never felt so turned on before, and had
Lake not gotten into a fight with Reed Jr., I probably would have
handed Dash my virginity that night.

All this time
later, it was still hard to describe how…ravished I had felt. I’d
had boyfriends before, and I had even let a couple of them get to
third base. Still, none of the guys that I’d dated before meeting
Dash had sent that flood of lust coursing through my body with just
one touch, one kiss. The sensation of being in his arms had made me
think of those insane people who ran off and got married after only
a week of dating because the high had turned them stupid. I’d been
ready to give Dash my virginity after one make-out session, and if
that wasn’t crazy, then I had no idea what was.

However, that night at
Keri’s hadn’t been the reason why Dash’s betrayal had cut so
deeply. It was what had come afterwards. Though Dash had lived in
Port Lucia and had gone to Regal Academy, that hadn’t stopped him
from texting and calling me continuously after that night. When
Lake and I had gotten home from Keri’s party, she had grilled me
about Dash after we had talked about Reed Jr. being insane. While
still under the high of Dash’s very talented lips and hands, I had
been honest with Lake when I had told her that I hadn’t been
interested in being Dash Marlow’s booty call. When Lake had tried
to argue that it could be more, I hadn’t fallen for it.

Until I had.

Though I
hadn’t known it at the time, Maddox Reed was a bit of a computer genius, and his hacking
abilities had the potential to land him in prison one day. So, at
the time, I’d been extremely surprised when I had gotten my first
text from an unknown number, claiming to be Dash. After the texter
had gone into detail about all the things that I had let Dash do to
me, I’d been forced to believe that it was him, even though he had
refused to tell me how he’d gotten my number.

After
that, I’d found myself texting
and talking to him a lot. While we hadn’t gotten a chance to see
each other again before that disaster between Lake and Reed Jr., we
had communicated a lot, and some of that communication had involved
some rather pornographic video chats. It had all started out with a
bit of teasing, but it hadn’t stayed that way. Before I knew it,
he’d been rubbing his dick for me, and I’d been playing with myself
for him. Never mind that the sonofabitch had a photographic memory,
and those images of me were forever burned in this brain, but in my
stupid mind, it had all been this huge workup until the real thing
could happen. However, things had never gotten that far.

My virginity
had gone to Sean
Marchman.

Taking a deep
breath, my hands were steady
enough to dial the only person who could help me make sense of
this. Lake answered on the third ring, and it felt like a breath of
fresh air after suffocating for ages. “Hey, chickee,” she answered.
“What’s up?”

“Are you
alone?” I asked, not wanting to make things uncomfortable for her.

Because Lake
wasn’t a stupid girl, she knew exactly what I was asking. “Yeah,” she replied slowly. “Ramsey
is hanging out at the RMM offices today, so he won’t be home until
later tonight.”

“Dash is at
Drexler,” I told her, getting
straight to the point.

“What?”

“I just saw him a
few minutes ago,” I continued. “He’s enrolled here, Lake.”

The silence on
her end was deafening, and I
wasn’t sure if that was because she was as shocked as I was, or if
it was because she was contemplating murdering Reed Jr. as soon as
he walked in the door. While Lake wasn’t the confrontational type,
once she was riled, all bets were off. She was going to the AoA for
photography, and that suited her personality to a tee. Lake valued
peace, and she saw the beauty in everything. That was Reed Jr.’s
only saving grace as far as I was concerned. Lake still saw
something in him that she found beautiful, so she forgave a lot of
his dickish personality.

Finally, she
spoke, and my heart hurt at the obvious emotion in her voice. “Eden, I’m so sorry,” she said.
“I had no idea. If I had, I would have warned you, I
swear.”

“I know,
Lake,” I replied as sweetly as
I could.

After that disaster
between her and Reed Jr. had gone down last year, it had taken Lake
over six months to finally forgive the people who had participated
in Reed Jr.’s little revenge plot, and one of those people had been
Dash. So, while Lake acted civilly towards Reed Jr.’s family, she
still wasn’t friends with them. I had no reason to believe that she
would have known about Dash attending Drexler. Plus, if this was
some sort of nightmarish plot to get me to forgive Dash, then
there’s no way that Reed Jr. would have told Lake about Dash’s
plans to attend Drexler.

“What are you going
to do?”

“I don’t
know,” I admitted. “Drexler
was the only college to give me a full scholarship.” I wanted to do
something in producing, whether it be movies, music, plays, I
didn’t care. I just wanted to create art, the same as Lake with her
photography, so my choices for colleges were limited. “I suppose I
could drop out, take a year off, then apply again. However, we both
know that Dash doesn’t need a degree for his future success.
There’s nothing stopping him from following me to another college
if he’s determined to make my life a miserable hell.”

I could hear
Lake sigh on the other end of the phone. “I wish I had some sort of
words of wisdom or a solution
for you, Eden, but I don’t. Unfortunately, I know exactly what
those people are capable of when they’re going after something or
someone that they want.”

“Is Reed Jr. still
off his nut?”

Lake let out a
lyrical laugh. “He’s worse, actually,” she snorted. “He’s talking marriage already.”

“He’s been talking marriage, though, hasn’t he?”

“This time,
he’s serious,” she replied. “He said I have until the end of the school year to get used to
the idea because he has no problem dragging me to the altar by my
hair if need be.”

“How
romantic,” I
deadpanned.

“Isn’t
it though,” she deadpanned
back.

I smiled,
finally getting some air into my lungs. Talking to Lake was just what I needed. I knew that
Mary was going to have a slew of questions for me tomorrow, and I
wasn’t really close to Trinity, so I had no idea how she was going
to take all this. Then there was the fact that Haley wanted to hook
up with Dash, so she wasn’t a choice of confidants. However, even
if she wasn’t after Dash, her casual comment about going after guys
that were taken hadn’t sat well with me. While her choices didn’t
impact me, that just wasn’t a characteristic that I looked for in a
close friend.

“Thanks,
Lake,” I told her, grateful for her loyalty. Even though she was in
love with Reed Jr., and he was
Dash’s best friend, I never worried about whose side she would
choose if she had to.

“Anytime,” she
easily replied. “Do you want
me to bash Ramsey’s head in and demand answers?”

At that, I did
finally laugh. The girl must still have some serious resentment if bashing Reed Jr.’s head in
was her first choice on how to extract answers. “You know, you
could just demand answers?” I told her. “No need to bash the guy’s
head in.”

“There are
millions of reasons to bash Ramsey’s head in,” she replied tiredly. “Trust me on this,
Eden.”

I
laughed. “Be that as it may, I
refuse to give Dash Marlow the satisfaction of finding out that
we’re asking about him,” I told her.

“A-fucking-men,” she
agreed.


Chapter 4

 Dash~

While
I knew that Eden was tucked away in
her dorm room right now, I was at this stupid party on the off
chance that she changed her mind and showed up after
all.

It
also fucking sucked.

After that
horrible night last year, I
had stopped partying altogether. Unless it was one of our birthdays
or a family affair, I didn’t attend parties. When the truth had
finally come out about Lake and her ex-boyfriend, Curt Metcalf,
what we had done to Lake had felt like a brutal regret. It also
hadn’t helped that I’d been the one to bring Eden into it. While
Crew had been taunting Lake, and Ramsey had been humiliating her,
I’d been fucking around with some Windsor slut named Paisley. Now,
while I hadn’t fucked her, I had let her suck my dick that night,
and I still felt the slither of disgust at the memory. No girl
should have ever come after Eden, but I hadn’t known that at the
time.

Then there was the video
of everything that had happened. Though a lot of people had deleted
it and had gone on to pretend that it had never happened, Lake’s
humiliation had been shared a million times over on social media.
While only Delaney Jr., Maggie, and Lennon were super active on
social media, all us guys had accounts, and the girls were
constantly tagging us on shit, so we were popular on there by
default, though we didn’t post much.

At
any rate, not only had Lake’s
most mortifying moment been captured on video and shared with the
world, but me telling everyone how Eden’s hot little body had been
able to take up to three fingers had been recorded and shared, too.
When Lake had turned her wrath on me, threatening me to stay away
from Eden, I had just blown her a kiss, knowing who the winners had
been that night.

Only
we hadn’t been.

We’d lost
big time.

So, after the
truth had turned us into the biggest assholes of all time, I had
stopped partying. The party
atmosphere had begun to hold an uncomfortable vibe for me, so I’d
gone about my business in other ways. While all our parents hadn’t
questioned it too much, the rest of the crew had known what had
been behind the change, and they hadn’t done anything but support
me while I figured shit out.

Not to
mention, Eden had lived in
Sands Cove while I had lived in Port Lucia. Though only an hour’s
drive, between school and family, it’d been hard to stalk her
physically, and when she had blocked me on her phone and everything
else, I hadn’t had a plan to fix it at the time. Plus, with Ramsey
going to Windsor and Lake and Eden going to Sands Cove High, even
he hadn’t been able to give me any intel on her. Besides, he’d been
busy still trying to make Lake forgive him for his fuck-up, so I
hadn’t wanted to add to his burdens by having him stalk Eden for
me. Granted, I could have had Maddox, Chance, or Neo do it for me,
but I still hadn’t had a fucking plan on how to get her
back.

So, the only
reason that I was here was
because when I’d had Maddox unblock me from everything and put that
locator finder on her, he had also gone above and beyond to hack
into her text messages and DMs. The nutjob had insisted on the
recon being necessary because none of us knew if Eden had a
boyfriend or not. With Lake still skittish around us, she didn’t
talk to us much. Still, even if she did, it wasn’t like she’d give
up Eden’s secrets.

Agreeing that
he’d had a good point, I had listened as Mad had read back her
most recent texts and
messages. There’d been nothing in there about a boyfriend, but
there’d been plenty said about this party tonight. In fact, when
the other girls had talked about hot, single, sexy college guys,
Eden had agreed that it’d be nice to meet someone. Mad had laughed
at that part because he’d known that wasn’t going to happen. So,
determined to make sure that Eden didn’t meet some random
douchebag, I was here to ensure that such a thing wouldn’t
happen.

“It’s both
exhilarating and terrifying all at once, isn’t it?” Travon muttered. He was standing next to
me near the staircase.

“It’s
something,” I muttered back before taking a drink of my beer.

Travon
had lived in Port Lucia and
had attended Regal Academy with the rest of us. We’d had several
freshman classes together, and we had become friends rather
quickly. He was a cool dude, and he never got into my business. He
didn’t mind my moods or that I didn’t talk much. He never took shit
personally, and I liked that about him. I wasn’t the nicest person
on the planet, and I liked that someone outside of my family could
handle that. While I wasn’t mean to Travon, I wasn’t always
personable. Like I said, I had my moods, and I wasn’t a fan of idle
chit-chat. I guess that’s why I’ve never had a girlfriend before. I
just hadn’t been interested enough.

“I mean, it’s
exciting to finally be
attending college and getting along with our futures, but…” He
shook his head, and I looked over at him. “Classes haven’t even
started, and these chicks are already stalking dick.” I smirked at
that. “What a nightmare to end up getting one of these girls
pregnant, then end up having to rearrange your entire future,
right?”

I shrugged.
“Depending on the girl,” I
replied. I’d love to get Eden pregnant right now. It would save me
the headache of her wanting to leave me at every fucking turn. If I
could knock her up, she’d see the sense in just giving in, rather
than battling with me for eighteen years.

Travon choked a
little on his beer. “Dude.”

I shrugged
again. “What? I’m just saying,
if it’s the right girl, who fucking cares?”

Stretching his arm out,
the one holding his beer, he said, “Yeah, but I seriously doubt any
of these girls are the right girl. The right girl is decorating her
dorm room right now or going over her class schedule again.
Anything but that shit going on out there.”

I grinned.
“Are you slut
shaming?”

He grinned
back. “No,” he denied. “Me,
personally, I love a good slut. What fucking guy doesn’t? No, I’m
gold-digging-purposely-trapping-you-with-a baby
shaming.”

I
chuckled. “Okay, I can see the
difference.”

Just then, one
of the girls who I’d seen at
the diner with Eden walked up to us. The table had been a
collective of different looks, all girls equally pretty with the
exception of Eden. In my eyes, no one could be more beautiful than
Eden Rudolph.

Love really
did change a man, and that’s
what vain people didn’t understand. While I understood men wanting
their wives to maintain a reasonable weight for health reasons, if
a man had issues with his woman’s weight for any reason besides her
health, then that man wasn’t truly in love with that woman, in my
opinion. Men were the reason that women had self-esteem issues, and
that was a shitty fact. However, I’d been raised by men who adored
their wives, and I knew that if my mother gained two hundred
pounds, my father wouldn’t give a fuck. Yeah, he might care for
health reasons, but I knew for a fact that he would still see her
as beautiful as she’s always been to him. The same could be said
for all of my uncles, especially Uncle Ramsey. So, knowing that
Eden Rudolph was it for me, there wasn’t a girl on the planet who
could turn my head. Paisley had been my last mistake, and I haven’t
so much as touched a girl in all these months, nor have I wanted
to.

I
only wanted Eden.

Eden
with her sexy five-foot-six
frame, perfect figure, dark auburn hair, green eyes, adorable
freckles, doll-like face, and fuckable lips. Everything about the
girl turned me stupid, and as much as she hated her freckles, I
fucking loved them. They were a contradiction to her spitfire
personality, and I liked that. Eden was sweet, but feisty as
hell.

She was also dirty as fuck when she wanted to be.

Stopping to
stand in front of me and
Travon, it was the blonde who approached us, and not one of the two
brunettes that had been sitting with them. One brunette had been
wearing classes, and the other hadn’t, so it wouldn’t be hard to
know who was who in the future.

“So,
that was quite a scene
earlier, huh?”

I felt Travon
visibly wince next to me because he knew me well enough to know that I didn’t do this sort
of shit. I wasn’t a gossip. “What do you want?” I asked rudely. Her
head jerked a bit in surprise, obviously not expecting my response.
“I’m not into bullshit conversation.”

It took a
few seconds, but she still
composed herself rather quickly. “Well, since you’re being honest,
I suppose there’s no harm in me being honest, too.” I just stared
at her, waiting for her to get to it. “I was thinking that I could
probably help you get your mind off Eden,” she finally admitted.
“It’s obvious that she’s not interested in you, so why bother?” She
stepped closer. “There are plenty of girls at Drexler who come
without that kind of headache, don’t you think?”

I didn’t say
anything for a long moment. Finally, after taking another drink of my beer, I looked over at
Travon. “Weren’t you just saying that you loved a good slut?” I
jerked my head towards the blonde. “Well, there you go.” Glancing
back at a very offended and pissed off blonde, I added, “I need a
fucking cigarette.”

Leaving Travon with that
blonde disaster, I headed outside for a smoke. There’ve been lots
of times when I’ve thought about quitting my menthols, but it was
moments like this one that made me happy that I still
smoked.

It was either
smoke or murder, and my mother
preferred that I smoked.


Chapter 5

 Eden~

The weekend had
gone by fairly uneventful. Opting to
stay home from the party on Friday night, I had spent it talking
with Lake some more, then calling my parents. Finding out that Dash
was a Drexler student, I had needed to connect with the people who
I trusted the most. I had needed that comfort to snap me out of my
funky mood.

Of course,
Saturday morning, Mary had hit
me up about the scene with Dash, and I had told her the truth,
though none of the details. I had kept it simple, telling her that
Dash and I had hooked up at a Sands Cove party once, but that was
it. I’d been honest in telling her that it had been some heavy
petting and nothing more. She had asked if I was the rumored
girlfriend that everyone was assuming that Dash had, and I had been
extremely clear that I wasn’t. I had also made it clear that Dash
Marlow and I weren’t friends.

It
had gotten worse when something in my
voice must have given it away, because when Mary had asked me if I
was the infamous Three-Fingers Eden, it had taken everything in me
to keep from having an emotional breakdown.

After the
video of Reed Jr. annihilating Lake had spread all
through social media, it hadn’t been
only Lake who had suffered because of it. I had been dragged into
it by Dash’s cold, careless, and vulgar description of me. Of
course, when it had become clear that Reed Jr. and Lake had worked
things out, everyone had been quick to leave her alone, for fear of
getting caught in Reed Jr.’s crosshairs.

However, I’d had no such
protection.

Everyone at
school had begun to refer to
me as Three-Fingers Eden, and it had been the worst three months of
my entire life. It hadn’t been until Lake had started losing her
shit that people had finally toned it down to snickers and whispers
behind my back. After all, no one had wanted to piss Lake off to
the point where Reed Jr. and his band of lunatics would have had to
make an appearance on campus.

So, after
confirming that I was the infamous Three-Fingers Eden, Mary
had gotten the picture really
quickly and had dropped the subject of Dash Marlow and all the
reasons of why I was definitely not the rumored girlfriend of his
high school years.

As
for today, I’d been excited to
finally begin classes and fall into the routine of college life,
but when I’d found out that Dash had been enrolled in two of my
Monday classes, I had almost quit. Dash Marlow had no reason to be
taking any of the same classes that I had to; we weren’t here for
the same thing. So, the only conclusion that I could ascertain was
that he really was just here to make my life miserable.

Case in point?

The asshole was leaning
up against my car, waiting for me, watching me walk towards him, as
if I didn’t hate him with every fiber of my being.

“What the
hell do you want?” I asked as
soon as I was close enough for him to hear me.

“I
already answered that,” he replied
smoothly.

I just shook
my head, then unlocked my car door to toss my stuff
inside. If Dash was on a
mission to rid me of my virginity, then getting rid of him was
going to be easier than I thought. In fact, I was eager to tell him
the truth. If it got him out of my life immediately, what was a
little more humiliation at his hands?

I mean,
seriously?

Looking back
up at him, I asked, “Is this about my virginity? Because I’ll just save you the trouble
and tell you that you’re a little late to that party, Dash. That
ship sailed long ago.”

He had his
hand wrapped around my throat and my body slammed up against the door before I could even
protest.

Snarling down at me, he
said, “You better be fucking lying.”

That just
fueled my endless pit of rage
for this asshole. “Because you were saving yourself for me?” I
snarled back. “I knew that you were an unimaginable bastard, but I
didn’t know that you were a hypocrite, too.”

Dash Marlow looked like
he wanted to kill me. However, instead, he let go of my neck and
took a step back, though not far enough for my comfort. He was
still close enough to kill me if he really wanted to. What I
couldn’t understand was where he thought he had the right in all of
this. I hadn’t wronged him. It had been the other way
around.

“You’re
lying,” he accused. “There’s no way that you started fucking other
guys just to spite me.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “And if
you’d had a boyfriend, I would have found out about it. You might
have blocked me from your life, but I was still far from out of it
completely.”

In all my
life, I’d never wanted to hurt another human being the way that I wanted to hurt Dash Marlow
in this moment.

I
wanted to crush
him.

So,
lifting my chin, looking him straight
in the eye, I told him the truth. “After that video got out,
everyone at school started calling me Three-Fingers Eden.” Dash’s
back immediately straightened. “That video was shared everywhere,
and I don’t have to tell you how vicious some people can be.” I
eyed him in disgust. “After all, you and your friends are the most
vicious people that I have ever met.” Steeling myself some more, I
continued with my story. “When Lake finally started losing her
shit, everyone stopped being so blatant about it because no one had
wanted to piss her off enough that she’d go and sic Reed Jr. on
them. So, it had finally simmered down to snide looks, rude
snickers, things like that.” This next part was the hardest. “After
about a month, Sean Marchman had asked me out, and I’d said yes.
After the hell of everyone thinking that I was a slut, Sean had
said all the right things to make me go out with him. He’d been
kind, compassionate, and had even commented on how people were
assholes.”

Dash’s
phone rang, and I watched him silence
it without even bothering to look at it. With his eyes still locked
on mine, he instructed, “Go on.”

“We’d gone to
dinner first, then we’d been
headed to the movies next. However, we’d had to stop for gas on the
way. When Sean was filling up, he’d left his phone inside the car,
tossed in one of the cup holders. It had lit up with an incoming
message, and when I looked down, I saw my name in the message
window, only it had been Three-Fingers Eden.” I shrugged.
“Naturally, I grabbed the phone and pulled up his messages. Luckily
for me, Sean’s phone hadn’t been locked. Anyways, it’d been a
message thread with two other guys from our school, and they were
asking for updates on his progress with Three-Fingers Eden. They
wanted to know…” I let out a deep breath. “They had wanted to know
if…if he’d gotten his entire hand inside me yet.”

Dash’s eyes
flashed with something that I didn’t want to acknowledge. “What?” he hissed.

“I quickly put
his phone back where it’d
been, and I remember thinking that...I might as well,” I continued.
“Not being mature enough or emotionally stable enough, I hadn’t
understood that it was only high school. At the time, I hadn’t
understood that I was going to have another life once I went to
college. I thought that I was always going to be Three-Fingers
Eden. So, when Sean got back in the car, I told him that I no
longer wanted to go to the movies. I told him that I wanted to go
somewhere private.” Ready to deliver the final blow, I told Dash,
“We parked near some trees, and as soon as he turned the ignition
off, I climbed into the backseat, and like any red-blooded teenage
boy would do, he followed me.”

“Eden-”

“When it was done, he’d
gotten embarrassed, and had mumbled that I must be starting my
period because of the blood. When I had made it clear that I wasn’t
going to start my period, that’s when things changed. Sean looked
shocked, but then he looked completely horrified when I reached for
his phone in the console, handed it to him, then told him that he
could tell his friends that he hit a home run with Three-Fingers
Eden.” I had to bite my lip hard enough to keep the tears from
forming. “He’d had the decency not to try to apologize, and when I
asked him to please take me home, he had. Nothing further had been
said between us, and to this day, I have no idea if he ever told
his friends what happened. I hadn’t heard any new rumors about me
at school on Monday, and I hadn’t asked.”

Staring into
Dash’s stormy green eyes, it hit me hard how much I hated this guy; how much he hurt me. I also
hated how weak I had become because of him. I had let a guy tear me
down, and it was my biggest regret in life.

“So, that’s my
virginity story, Dash,” I
chuckled darkly. “That clumsy, cold, painful, awkward experience is
how I lost my virginity. It wasn’t love. Hell, Sean didn’t
even like
me. He had just wanted to get laid.”
Taking another deep breath, I added, “So, if it’s my virginity that
you’re after, I no longer have it. Sean Marchman does. Still, if
it’s any consolation, the entire time that he was stabbing at me
like an inept lover, I was thinking of you.” Dash’s entire body
locked up. “I was thinking of how I hoped I never saw you again.
Giving my virginity to Sean might have been the biggest mistake of
my life, but it certainly wasn’t the most painful. That award still
goes to you.” Hoping that Dash had even a smidge of compassion, I
said, “Stay away from me, Dash. I want nothing more to do with
you.”

Instead of
replying to my demand, Dash
reached for my car door, opening it some more, before saying. “You
better get going, baby girl. You only have thirty minutes for
lunch.”

Of
course, the bastard knew my schedule.


Chapter 6

 Dash~

Emotions were funny things, and very misleading.
At your angriest, you never think that it could be worse, but that
wasn’t true. There was no ceiling on our emotions, no matter what
the emotion. A person could always be happier, sadder, angrier,
etc. Like right now, for instance. I’ve been angry before. I’ve
even felt murderous a time or two.

But this?

Yeah, I was in
serious danger of killing someone with my bare
hands, and I wasn’t sure if
that feeling was ever going to fade. Watching Eden drive out of the
parking lot, I had no idea what to do with all the rage coursing
through my body, but I had to do something or else I could see
myself burning down the entire state.

Pulling my
phone from my pocket, I ignore the earlier missed call from an unknown number and dialed Mad.
Even though he was probably in the middle of class, it wasn’t like
he’d get in trouble for answering his phone. The last thing that
Windsor Academy was going to do was reprimand a Reed.

“What’s up?” he
asked as soon as he answered.

“I need
you to get me everything you
can on a Sean Marchman who used to go to Sands Cove High last
year,” I told him. “I want to know where the fucker is. In this
very moment in time, I want to know where that asshole’s feet are
planted.”

“What’s going
on?” he asked, and the
background was noisy with Mad already grabbing his stuff to ditch
the rest of the day. The tools of his illegal trade were at home.
Maddox Reed had a set-up that the CIA would envy, and his computer
room was behind a false wall that only the family knew about. If
the police ever found it, Mad would be in some deep
shit.

“I
don’t have time to go into
it,” I told him. “Just know that he deserves everything that’s
coming his way.”

Mad snickered
on the other end of the phone. “Good enough for me.
Just give me enough time to
get home, okay?”

“Sure,” I
replied. “Thanks,
Mad.”

“Anytime,” he returned
cheerfully, and I just shook my head. The kid lived for this
shit.

A lot
of the family had individual
talents, and Maddox just happened to be a hacking computer genius.
Ramsey Jr. was an honest-to-God math prodigy, and that’s why he was
the perfect one to head up RMM when our time came. I had a
photographic memory that was both a curse and a blessing, but I’ve
never let the ability bother me too much.

As for the
rest of the family, Chance was
also a wiz at computers, but he was more of a technical guy as
opposed to Maddox’s hacking. Chance could dismantle a computer and
put it back together without any guidance or instructions. Neo,
that kid was eerily observant. Like, eyes-in-the-back-of-your-head
observant, and it was spooky, to be honest. The kid always knew
every-fucking-thing that was going on around him. Gideon was our
artist. The kid was as talented as they came. He could draw, paint,
write, anything inspirational like that. Zane’s gift was that the
kid’s brain was so analytical that he could take things apart, fix
them, then slap them back together without instruction. Basically,
in the same manner that Chance could take apart a computer. While I
had a photographic memory, Lennon’s gift was audio. The girl
remembered every word that touched her ears, and I’ve often
wondered if it was a family trait with both of us having this sort
of ability.

While most of
us had technical gifts, like Gideon, Delaney Jr. and Maggie had talents. Delaney could sing
and Maggie was athletically talented enough to make it to the
Olympics one day-in any sport. Those three
brought artistic culture to our family, and it was a good
balance.

Finally, we
had Crew, and he was our
musical prodigy. Crew could play any instrument placed in his
hands, the violin being his favorite. Though other instruments had
the ability to seep into your soul, playing the violin fed into
Crew’s violent disposition, and it helped calm his demons when he
was playing. It gave him something to channel his anger when the
only other option was murder.

See,
my younger brother had a tough time
with his emotions. Like an undiagnosed psychopath, Crew had only
three settings: apathetically unfeeling, normal, or murderously
violent. Though we loved every inch of his crazy ass, Crew’s always
been a concern for the family. He wasn’t manageable, and everyone
knew it. That’s why it’d been so alarming when Lennon had
gravitated to him over me or Zane. With Zane being closer to Lennon
in age, I had expected her to latch onto him, but no. She’d chosen
Crew, and Crew absolutely adored the shit out of Lennon.

Everyone often
joked that, between having me,
Crew, and Zane as her older brothers, Lennon was probably going to
grow up to start her own Mafia syndicate, but I wasn’t sure if it
was a joke anymore. The older that Lennon got, the more concerning
it was. Especially, when she was taking on Crew’s viewpoints on
life more and more.

Forty minutes
later, still sitting in my car, Maddox finally called me back. “Dude, Satan must really be
looking out for his favorite son today, because you are in luck, my
friend.”

“I thought
R.J. was Satan’s favorite son?” I replied dryly, not in the mood.

“I see you two
as twins,” he replied, not skipping a beat, or defending his older brother. “At any rate, Sean
Marchman is enrolled in Clancy University.”

Clancy University was only a two-hour drive from Drexler.

“I’m
taking off now,” I told him. “I’ll
need you to drop me a pin when I get there. Plus, I’ll need a photo
of what he looks like.”

“Seriously?”
Maddox could be an arrogant
little shit sometimes. “Like I didn’t know that.”

“Bye, Mad,” I
sighed as I hung up on him.

Two hours
later, I was standing outside one of the buildings on Clancy
University’s campus, and I
hadn’t even had to wait that long before classes had ended. I’d
only been standing out here for about fifteen minutes before the
doors flew open, students filing out of the classroom.

As soon as I
saw Sean Marchman walking out of class, I fell in step with him, then grabbed him by his shirt and
drug him with me until we were behind some sort of crazy arbor
statue.

“Whoa, hey,”
he screeched. “What the fuck, man?”

When we were finally
standing toe-to-toe, I asked, “Do you know who I am?”

His
face was twisted in anger.
“No,” he spat. “Why in the fuck would I?”

“I’m
Dash Marlow,” I delivered like Thor’s
hammer, and Sean’s entire face paled. You couldn’t live in Sands
Cove and not know who the Reeds, McCellans, McIntires, and Marlows
were. It was impossible.

“Wha…what…” He
took in a deep breath. “What are…do you want?”

“Eden
Rudolph,” I snarled down at
him, and the guy’s entire frame sagged with the weight of her
name.

His head
dropped in regret, and shaking
his head, he said, “If you’re here to kick my ass, then just do it.
God knows I deserve it.”

I
had expected all sorts of
denial with him trying to save himself. I hadn’t expected this.
“What do you mean?”

When he
looked back up at me, he said, “Do
you think I’m not haunted by what I did to her? Because I am. What
had started out as me wanting to get lucky with a girl who had a
reputation for being easy had ended up with me destroying an
innocent girl.” He looked so regretful that I didn’t know what to
do with my anger right now. “Do you have any idea what it feels
like to ruin someone who doesn’t deserve it?” His words felt like
direct hits to my chest. “I am that girl’s first,” he choked out,
his angry remorse shining through. “Whenever she thinks about her
first time, or sex, or fucking backseats, she’s going to think
about what I did to her. Because I believed what everyone had been
saying about her, my screwing her like an over-eager oaf in the
backseat of my car is her virginity story. It’s the only one that
she’ll ever have, and it eats me up
inside whenever I think about it. It fucking kills me. So, if you’re here to kick my ass, then be my
fucking guest. Whatever broken bones you give me will heal. Eden
Rudolph will never heal from what I did to her.” He let out a roar
like he couldn’t hold in his regret any longer. “Then I had to see
her at school every day and know that I was the reason why those
green eyes of hers looked so fucking sad all the time. I never told
a soul what I did to her, but so fucking what? Protecting her
modesty did nothing to save her from what I’d already done to
her.”

As
much as I wanted to kill this
motherfucker, I couldn’t escape one simple truth; Sean hadn’t been
the reason behind the sadness in Eden’s eyes. His cruel game hadn’t
been what ruined her. He’d just been stupid and had gotten caught
up as a casualty.

I was
the reason behind what had
broken Eden.

Me, and only me.

No one else.

So, instead of
kicking his ass, even though he deserved it, I took responsibility for what happened to Eden.
“Don’t ever go near her or contact her again,” I told him. “Deal
with your guilt on your own, but don’t ever reach out to her, not
even to apologize. Understood?”

He nodded
dejectedly. “Understood.”

It was a long two
fucking hours back home.


Chapter 7

 Eden~

My first week at
Drexler University, and the
only thing that I’ve taken from my first week at college was that
Dash goddamn Marlow was in too many of my classes for my peace of
mind. I had no idea what classes were needed to get a business
degree, but I was certain that screenwriting and videography
weren’t in that line up.

So, in
conclusion, Dash Marlow was attending
Drexler just to make my life miserable, and I had no idea how to
fix that. After sharing my sweet love story with him on Monday, I’d
been certain that he would leave me alone out of shame if nothing
else, but it was clear that Dash Marlow didn’t know the meaning of
the word. Cruel people always found the justification in their
actions or else how else could they live with
themselves?

At any
rate, with our first week
being a whirlwind of chaos of learning how to get around and
understanding what we’d gotten ourselves into, we’d all been too
busy to get into each other’s business, but that wasn’t the case
anymore. It was Friday night, and parties were going off everywhere
tonight in celebration of making it through the first week of
school.

To my
surprise, while Dash had made
his presence known all week, he hadn’t harassed me, giving me a bit
of false hope because, deep down, I knew better. If he were
planning on leaving me alone, he would have dropped out of Drexler
already, knowing that he had no business here.

“So, are you
ready to drink your
educational stress away?” Mary teased. “Because I sure the hell
am.”

I grinned at
her. While I had no desire to go out partying, I couldn’t hide in my dorm forever. Dash had
already taken enough pieces of my life that I didn’t need to hand
him what was left. Besides, maybe some alcohol, good music, and new
friends couldn’t hurt. Dash was attending Drexler, and there wasn’t
anything that I could do about it. So, instead of beating that dead
horse, I steeled myself, and pretended to be happy for Mary’s
sake.

“I am,” I
replied, hoping that she couldn’t detect the false cheerfulness.

“Trinity said
she had the scoop, so we’re going to the party on Cinnamon,” Mary went on. “I guess the house
is owned by some rich dude, and his son is a senior here, living in
it while finishing school. According to Trinity, it’s where the
craziest parties happen.”

I wasn’t sure
how I felt about crazy parties, but I wasn’t going to argue. “That’s fine, as long as we
follow the buddy system,” I told her. “No opened drinks, no leaving
with a guy without saying something first, and no walking anywhere
alone.”

Mary threw me a
quick grin. “Of course.”

While I had
dark auburn hair and green
eyes, Mary Lynott had dark brown hair, blue eyes, and these pair of
glasses that gave her that sexy librarian look. She was only
five-foot-one, but I think that added to her sexiness. Men loved
petite girls.

Trinity had
dark brown hair and matching
dark brown eyes to go with it. She was very pretty and didn’t need
a lot of makeup to play up anything. She was the same height as
Mary, but slimmer. I’d call Trinity Perry athletic and Mary sultry.
At one point in my life, I would have also described my body as
athletic, but depression was a sonofabitch. While I wasn’t
overweight by any means, I had a little more meat on my bones than
I had pre-Dash Marlow.

As for Haley, that girl
was exactly what you would expect when you thought of a gorgeous
blonde. Imagine any blonde cheerleader ever depicted on television,
and that was Haley Morris. She had the blonde locks, the flawless
makeup regiment, the perfect hourglass figure, the sexy long legs,
and the confidence to bring it all together in a nice, neat,
drool-worthy package.

I had met
Trinity and Haley on moving
day, the same as when I’d met Mary. We all lived in the same dorm,
Trinity living right across from us with her dormmate, and Haley at
the end of the hall with hers. We were all on the third floor, so
it wasn’t too bad. Not too high up, but not low enough to suffer a
bunch of traffic. While I didn’t know the girls well, we had
clicked well enough, and they were who I considered my team right
now. I wasn’t opposed to making new friends, and even hoped to, but
things seemed good on the friend end of things right
now.

“Trinity also
said that we should glam shit up,” Mary added. “If we’re looking to make an impact, then we need
to look our best. After all, we’re competing with tons of
girls.”

That
threw me a bit. “Impact on what?” I
asked. “And competing with other girls for what, Mary?” I chuckled
a bit. “I thought this was a party, not American Idol
try-outs.”

The girl
laughed. “For guys,” she drawled out dramatically. “C’mon, Eden.
Why else would we be going to
a party?”

“You said that
we were going to drink our
educational stress away,” I reminded her. “What happened to that
plan?”

She looked at
me from where she was standing
in front of her full-length mirror. “Getting pounded into the
mattress is a way better stress reliever,” she replied primly, and
I started laughing.

I laughed so hard
that I fell back on my bed. “Oh, God…”

“It’s true,”
she insisted. “It’s been
scientifically proven.”

Sitting up,
still laughing a bit, I said, “Christ, could you imagine having to sit in on a study like
that? How awkward.”

Mary
grinned. “Depending on who the
test subjects were, I might just sign up,” she teased. “Who doesn’t
want to see a sexy, naked, hot guy trying to make a
statement?”

The last thing
that I wanted to think about
were sexy, naked, hot guys. So, instead, I said, “I’m not glamming
up. I’ll be your wing-woman, but I’m good off penis right
now.”

She
sighed, looking back into the
mirror. “That’s probably a good thing,” she said. “After that scene
last week, I’m still not quite convinced that Dash Marlow is done
with you, Eden.” Turning back to me she added, “I get that you guys
have an ugly history, though I don’t know the details beyond what
you’ve told me, but…I don’t know, Eden. I think you’re
underestimating him.”

I snorted at
that. “The last thing that I
will ever do again is underestimate Dash Marlow, Mary. Trust me on
that.”

She shrugged.
“I’m just saying that you
trolling for dick might not be the best thing for you right now.
Not unless you want to piss him off, which…well, no one with an
ounce of sense would want to piss that guy off. It’s like that
Coolio song.”

Okay, now I
was confused. “What are you talking about?”

She let out a
frustrated sigh, like I was exhausting her. “You know?
Dangerous Minds? Gangster’s
Paradise?”

I wracked
my brain a bit for that one.
“That movie that came out like…in the nineties or
something?”

“Yeah,” she
replied like I should know a
movie that came out before my parents were even born. “He says, ‘my
homies is down, so don’t arouse my anger, fool.’. Well, that
reminds me of Dash Marlow. His homies include the Reeds, McIntires,
and McCellans, so my advice is to not arouse his anger.”

I stared at her
completely flummoxed.

After a few
seconds, I asked, “What in the hell are you talking about?”

Mary just
rolled her eyes. “Just don’t
say that I didn’t warn you.”

Shaking my
head, trying to rid my brain of her nonsense, I just decided to
agree with her to get her to
quit quoting song lyrics from old movies. “Fine, I’ll steer clear
of threesomes on the staircase,” I mocked drolly.

She
was quickly back to teasing. “Hey,
don’t knock one of my future goals. What’s college for if not to
experience a few threesomes?”

“I thought
higher education, but clearly,
I was wrong,” I quipped.

Suddenly, Mary stopped
with the pre-party primping and came and sat down on my bed next to
me. “Eden…I don’t want to cause any trouble, but…well, I think
there’s something that you should know,” she said
hesitantly.

“Okay,” I
replied carefully. “What’s
going on?”

“I heard a
rumor that Haley hit on Dash
last Friday,” she confessed. “He was at that party we went to, and
I guess she tried her luck.”

My stomach
flipped, but I ignored it.
“Who told you that?”

“Trinity,” she
admitted. “I guess that Haley
was venting about how Dash turned her down, but she wasn’t going to
give up so easily. Trinity told me because she’s hoping that Haley
doesn’t mess things up for us. She really likes us all being
friends.”

“Mary, the
last thing that I’m going to do is fight another girl over Dash Marlow,” I assured her, ignoring
how jealousy was trying to worm its way through my blood. “Haley
can have him.”

Mary’s lips
pinched, clearly not believing
me. “Hey, let’s stop with the heavy and forget all this drama,
okay? Let’s go have some fun.”

“Absolutely,” I
lied.


Chapter 8

 Dash~

Another party, and at this rate, I was going to
have to dip into my trust fund to support my smoking habit. Staying
away from Eden all week long had been hell on my health and coming
to another party wasn’t helping. The only reason that I was here
was because Mad was doing me a solid and still checking Eden’s text
messages.

After he had
unblocked me from Eden’s shit, she had tried blocking me again, but when Maddox had
performed his magic again, Eden had given up, and I had access to
all her social media accounts. However, because the girl wasn’t
stupid, she wasn’t posting shit, so that left Maddox to keep
creeping on her shit, even though the guy had his own problems with
helping Chance. Still, family came first, and even though I had
access to her phone locations, I only knew where she was after she
got there. Mad had given me a heads up on this party
yesterday.

So, here I
was.

Waiting for her.

So that I could take
her the fuck home.

An hour later,
after I checked her phone for
the millionth time, Eden finally arrived, and I’d already gone
through three fucking cigarettes. At this rate, I’d have cancer in
no time, and no thanks to the stubborn girl making her way through
the crowded kitchen with her friends.

With
no desire to mingle, I’ve been
hanging out by the booze because I’d figured that this would be the
first place they’d head once they had arrived. Everyone always
headed straight for the alcohol at most parties. Besides, being in
the kitchen had given me quick access to the door out back, so that
I could dip out whenever I needed a smoke.

The house was
owned by some rich guy who didn’t care what his son was doing to
it, so the entire place was
chaotic. However, Ritchie-the guy who lived here-was an impeccable
host, what with having some random guy passing out booze to whoever
asked for it. So, as soon as Eden had gotten a beer in her hand, I
made my presence known, not caring how badly I was ruining her
night.

Coming up
behind her, snatching the
bottle from her hand, I ignored her outrage as I asked, “Don’t you
know better than to take drinks from strangers?”

She whirled
around on me, her face a furious red. “It’s not
opened, you asshole,” she
hissed. “Now give it back to me.”

“That doesn’t
mean shit,” I told her as I
handed the unopened bottle to some random drunk guy. “You’d be
surprised at what people can get away with.”

Eden
straightened her back, an auburn brow arched high. “You mean, like hacking into people’s
social media? Things like that?” However, she lowered her voice for
this next part, and it was enough to seal her fate for good. “I
know you have Maddox doing your dirty work, Dash. Lake told me all
about his little hobby.”

Even though
she had no reason to, Eden was
protecting Maddox by keeping his secrets, and that was enough to
let me know that she would never hurt my family, no matter how much
she hated me. With Mad being Ramsey’s brother, Eden would rather
let him hack into her personal affairs than cause Lake any issues,
and that was a rather remarkable sign of their friendship. There
was no way in hell that I was going to let a girl with that kind of
sense of loyalty get away from me again.

I leaned down,
making sure that my voice was
just as low, despite the noise in the house. “You’re lucky that I
only had him unblock me, baby girl. Keep fucking with me, and all
your relationship statuses will be changed tonight.”

Her green
eyes widened in outrage.
“Leave me alone, Dash,” she spat. “How many times do I have to tell
you?”

“You
can tell me that shit until
you lose your voice, and it won’t make a difference,” I retorted.
“Now let’s get the fuck out of here.”

Shock leaped
into her eyes, pushing the outrage to the side. “What? Are you insane? I just got here.” She
gestured towards her friends who were watching us like hawks. “I’m
here with my friends.”

“They’re not
your friends,” I informed her. “You hardly know them. Also, ask me
if I give a fuck.”

The girl was
practically foaming at the
mouth. “You say that as if your opinion matters,” she hissed like a
feral cat. “Newsflash: it doesn’t.”

Not
giving one good goddamn fuck
about her so-called friends, I stopped whispering for
respectability’s sake. “Last week, the blonde offered to help me
get over you,” I announced cruelly. “Still friends?”

Something
flickered in her eyes, but I
had to hand it to Eden; anger was her hero. “It’s none of my
business who you sleep with,” she shot back. “It hasn’t been since
Paisley Wallace.”

I
grabbed her by her arm, then yanked
her forward. “I never fucked that girl,” I growled. “I let her suck
my dick, but that’s it.” Her eyes immediately began to shine, and I
wanted to set the entire place on fucking fire.

Wrenching her
arm from my grasp, hate danced
across every single syllable as she said, “Well, since I wasn’t
exactly keeping my legs closed, it hardly matters, don’t you
think?”

I
deserved that.

I deserved worse, in
fact.

However, while
Eden’s admitted to giving Sean Marchman her virginity,
I had no idea if he’s been the only
one. While I hadn’t touched a girl since that mistake with Paisley,
I had no idea if Eden had regretted Sean enough to swear off men,
or if she’d gone full speed at sleeping with whoever offered.
Granted, no rumors had ever gotten back to me, but that didn’t mean
shit. In this day and age, it was nothing to log onto a ‘dating’
site and have a few low-key hookups.

Done with
arguing with the girl, I did what any pissed off, frustrated,
insane man in love would do. I reached down, grabbed Eden by her legs, then tossed her the
fuck over my shoulder. She was wearing a skirt, so I made sure to
wrap my arm around her thighs tight enough that the material didn’t
go flying up, showing everyone everything.

With the fury
of a thousand suns, Eden
started whacking me wherever her fists could land. “Put me down!”
she screamed in front of an entire house full of partiers. “Dash
Marlow, put me down this instant! You sonofabitch, put me
down!”

Yeah, right.

Hauling her
over my shoulder like we were
still living in the fourteenth century, and she was my property, I
made my way through the crowd, and people were wise enough to move
out of my way. No one wanted to get in the middle of this,
especially if Eden turned up missing a few days later. People were
quick to mind their own business when it came to helping someone
out, but on the off chance that something could go viral, that’s
when they were all on that shit.

Once we got outside,
I asked, “Did you drive here?”

“Fuck you!”
was the response I got.

“It’s not my car, so I
don’t care if it gets stranded here,” I told her. “So, did you
fucking drive or not?”

“No,” she bit out. “Mary
drove us all. Now put me down.”

“Yeah, I’ll get
right on that,” I snorted.

Ignoring her
entitled outrage, I continued
to carry her down the sidewalk until we got to my car. I drove a
white Audi S8, and it was equipped with every fucking thing, so it
was going to be nothing to child lock Eden inside once I tossed her
ass in.

As soon as we
got to my car, I grabbed my keys from my pocket, unlocked the car, then tossed her stubborn ass
inside. The second that her feet were cleared, I slammed the door,
then locked her inside. I honestly didn’t care if she started
tearing shit apart as long as I had her.

Once I slid
into my seat, the girl was on
me. “This is kidnapping, Dash,” she shrieked. “You do realize that,
right?” Ignoring that ridiculous statement, I started the car, then
pulled onto the road. “Dash!”

“If that’s the
case, then why aren’t you calling the police?” I asked.
“I’m assuming that your phone
is in your purse, correct?”

Eden had come
to the party dressed in a
white blouse and light green skirt that gave her a kind of gypsy
look. Instead of heels, she had opted for a pair of white sandals,
and it was much appreciated since I could see her stabbing me in
the face with one of her heels, had she been wearing some. Still,
along with her gypsy wear, she had her purse on her, and I hadn’t
taken it from her. So, if she really was offended by my
high-handedness or was fearing for her life, the police were only
one phone call away.

“Do you think
that I won’t?” she
challenged.

“I don’t
think that at all,” I replied,
turning another corner, getting us closer and closer to my place.
“If you want to bother the police and take them away from real
crime, then be my guest. It’s not like they don’t have real campus
assaults or rapes to investigate or prevent on a Friday
night.”

“You really
are a no-good bastard,” she scoffed.

“I never said that I
wasn’t, baby girl,” I agreed.

“No, I
don’t suppose you ever did,” she
whispered back.


Chapter 9

 Eden~

I was so goddamn angry
that it was scary. As much as
I wanted to call the police just to prove a point, Dash was right.
Deep down, I knew that he wasn’t a danger to me, and occupying the
cops’ time on a Friday night in a college town would be selfish and
pointless. After all, Dash was a Marlow, so it wasn’t like he was
going to do any jail time. His mother was one of the best criminal
attorneys in the country.

I didn’t argue
any further, and once we pulled up to a two-story house that screamed privilege, wealth, and
all around dickishness, I knew that we were at Dash’s house. Of
course, he didn’t have to live in the dorms like the rest of us,
even though he was a freshman. Rules didn’t apply to people like
Dash Marlow. I didn’t care how many causes were kicked off for
equality and fairness, because at the end of the day, it was all
about money. Everyone had a price; some were just higher than
others. Whatever Drexler had needed from the Marlow family, they’d
gotten it in exchange for Dash living off campus.

As Dash opened
the car door for me, I
seriously contemplated just kicking him in the balls and making a
break for it, but what would be the point? His balls would heal,
and he’d just come after me again some other time. Maybe having a
clear-the-air fight was what we needed to do in order to move the
hell on from each other. While I hated Dash, I couldn’t escape how
much I had cared about him at one time. I had fallen in love with
the Dash Marlow from those phone conversations, and I didn’t want
to fall into the trap of thinking that guy still existed, because
he didn’t.

He
had never
existed.

So, instead of
damaging his balls, I let him help me out of the car,
then I quietly followed him inside,
wondering if he lived here alone. It wasn’t like the guy needed
someone to help him with the rent, so it was quite possible that he
lived here alone.

Once we made
it inside, he stopped just inside the foyer, then
asked, “Do you want something to
drink?”

“I want to go
home, Dash,” I told him
truthfully. “I don’t want anything to drink, eat, watch…anything. I
just want to go home.”

He smirked as he shook
his head. “Alright, let’s do it, then,” he said, throwing his arms
out wide.

“Do what?”

“Fight,” he
answered easily. “It’s obvious
that we need to have one, so…we might as well get it over with. I’m
tired of this fucking shit, and I’ve been without you long enough,
baby girl.”

His audacity
felt like a physical blow. The
fact that he thought there was anything that he could say that
would make me forget what he’d done to me was astounding. I knew
that he wasn’t used to not getting what he wanted, but I hadn’t
realized that it was an actual sickness with him. I had no idea
what his parents were like, but they had certainly raised a Grade-A
asshole.

“Where do you
want to start?” I mocked. “Because I know exactly where
I’d like to.”

He
smirked again, and I hated how
he wasn’t taking any of this seriously. “And where’s
that?”

“That you are
arrogant enough to believe that I would ever forgive you for what you did to Lake,” I finally
snapped.

His head
reared back in surprise. “What?”

“You
helped humiliate my best
friend in front of hundreds of people,” I continued. “A video of
one of her most painful moments has been seen and mocked by too
many people to count. Do you think I’ve forgotten about that? And
before you give me any shit about how she’s forgiven Reed Jr. for
what he’d done, that has no bearing on my obligation to forgive any
of you. Even though Lake and Reed Jr. worked things out, I still
don’t speak to him if I don’t have to. And before you try to tell
me that Lake’s forgiven the rest of you, you and I both know that
she hasn’t. At least, not completely. She tolerates you guys the
same way that I tolerate Reed Jr.” Straightening my back, I added,
“Your mistake is thinking that this is about just you and me when
it’s not.”

“So, you’re more pissed
about Lake than what happened with you?” he asked, not buying
it.

“You went
after my best friend,” I repeated. “How would you feel if
someone went after Reed Jr. or
any of your little band of psychopaths, Dash? This is about more
than just what you did to me, so maybe once you absorb that, you’ll
understand why I want nothing to do with you.”

“Okay,” he
replied. “I’ll give you that. It’s always hurting the people that we love the most that’s the
worse offense, I get that.” He took a step closer towards me. “But
that changes nothing, baby girl. The exact same reason that you’re
mad at me is the same exact reason that I did what I did. Loyalty
is everything, and I will never apologize for having Ramsey’s
back.”

“I’m not
asking you to,” I spat. “You
standing with Reed Jr. was never the issue. The problem is that he
already had your support by just being there. There was no reason
to drag me into it. Reed Jr. and your brother had been doing more
than enough to humiliate Lake, so your commentary hadn’t been
necessary. You threw me into the fray because you knew that it
would upset Lake like nothing else.” I could feel my simmering
anger begin to boil. “But instead of throwing my name out there
just to throw her off track, you had to let everyone know that I
was slutty enough to let you finger me with damn near your entire
hand.” I could feel my eyes begin to water with hate. “But, hey, I
guess I should be lucky that you hadn’t had our video calls playing
on a projector in the background, huh? After all, anything to hurt
Lake, right?”

He had me by
the arm before I knew it. Hauling me up against him, he was staring
down at me like a man who
didn’t know what it felt like to lose. “I get that we were wrong,”
he snarled. “Still, that’s the only thing that I’m sorry for. I’m
sorry that it was an awful misunderstanding, but that’s all that
I’m sorry for. I went after Lake the same way that I would go after
anyone who hurt my family, the same way that I will
always go after someone who hurts my family. It’s the
same thing that drives me to protect you from-”

“Who?!” I
yelled. “You?!” I tried to
step back, my emotions nothing but a furious mess. “Who’s going to
protect me from you, Dash?! Because that’s the only person that I
need protecting from!”

“Well, I have news for
you, baby girl,” he hissed in my face. “No one is going to protect
you from me. No one can.”

“Why can’t you
just leave me alone?” I bit out, worried with every word that kept coming out of his
mouth.

“I already
tried that, Eden,” he kept hissing, and I hated the way my name sounded coming from his
lips. I hated everything about Dash Marlow. “I left you alone for
fucking months,” he continued. “I
gave you all the time in the world to get over this shit, and I’m
done with the kid gloves. Why in the fuck do you think that I’m
here when I don’t need to be?”

Finally
confirming my suspicions, I knew that I was fucked. “You owe me,” I
told him. “So, why don’t you
pay up by letting me go?”

His other hand
came up until he had both my
arms encased in his tight grip. “I am never letting you go, Eden,”
he growled. “You might as well understand that now. I am
never going to stop fighting for you. I don’t give a
fuck how hard you resist, or how much you hate me, or how violently
you deny me, because I am never walking away from what we can have
together. All you have to do is give me one chance to make it up to
you, Eden. Just one.”

Dash Marlow
was practically begging me for
another chance, and it was a scary thing to experience. Kings
didn’t beg peasants for things. Royalty didn’t stoop to depending
on others. Dash wanted another chance, and he was making it clear
that he wasn’t going to stop until he got it.

“God, you must
think that I’m the stupidest person on the planet if you think that
I’d ever give you another chance to destroy me,” I
scoffed.

One of Dash’s
hands slid upward until he was cupping the back of my neck, those
green eyes of his piercing my soul. “You got this all wrong, baby girl,” he said. “While I
can’t force you to forgive me or give me a second chance, you don’t
get a choice about whether we’re together or not.”

I could feel
my eyes widened with disbelief. “Do you hear yourself?” I cried
out. “That is
not the way to prove that you deserve forgiveness,
Dash. What is wrong with you?”

“Too
much to get into tonight,” he
remarked seriously. “Still, it changes nothing.”

I pulled away
and he let me. When we had a good two feet between us, I took a
deep breath and did my best to
make sense of what he was insinuating. I could always drop out from
Drexler and disappear, but to what end? I’d already ruined my
virginity because of him, did I really want to ruin my future
because of him? Plus, what about Lake? Calling the police on Dash
all the time would undoubtedly cause problems for her because I
couldn’t see Reed Jr. not coming to Dash’s rescue each and every
time. Lake would back me while Reed Jr. backed Dash, and that
wouldn’t be good for anyone. Plus, if that weren’t enough, there
was the rest of his family to contend with. Maddox Reed was a
gifted hacker, so it would be nothing for him to ruin my life, or
the life of my parents. I had everything to lose while Dash had
nothing to lose, and that made him the most dangerous of us
two.

“What’s it
going to be, baby girl?” he finally asked, crossing his arms over his chest. “The easy way or
the hard way.”

With hate
lacing every word, I answered, “The hard way.” Then I immediately
knew it was too late when the gleam in his eyes told me that Dash had been hoping for
that answer.


Chapter 10


Dash~

While it
would have been nice for Eden to just
give in peacefully, I liked that she hadn’t. You couldn’t survive a
family like mine without a backbone, and Eden was definitely going
to become a part of my family, whether she wanted to or
not.

I also hadn’t
been surprised when she had
ranted about what we’d done to Lake. The only thing that I’d been
surprised about was how Eden was still as angry as she was, even
though Ramsey has more than made it up to Lake. The guy spent every
moment of the day worshipping that girl. The only reason that they
weren’t married yet was because he wanted to give her time to get
used to the idea.

Staring at the
defiant beauty before me, I said, “I was hoping that’s what you were going to
say.”

“You’re crazy,” she
spat.

“Baby girl,
you have no idea.”

Eden
started to shake her head, her anger
tiring her out. “Take me home, Dash,” she demanded again. “I’m
serious. I don’t want to do this with you. I left you behind months
ago, and I’d like to leave you there.”

She was lying.

She wouldn’t
still be as pissed as she was
if she no longer felt anything for me. Everyone knew that
indifference was the true proof of healing. While Eden might have
the right to dislike me, her anger was still burning too brightly
for me to believe that she was over me.

I
crowded her until her back was
up against the front door. Luckily, Travon was out for the night,
so it was just the two of us here. We had the entire house to
ourselves, and whether Eden gave in willingly or not, she was stuck
here for the night. I wasn’t taking her anywhere but to my bed
tonight.

Her body froze
when I placed my hands flat against the wall on either side of her
head. My eyes immediately tracked how her chest was heaving with nervousness as I nuzzled my face
against the left side of her neck. She smelled just like I
remembered, a subtle hint of cherry blossoms from the lotion she
liked to use. Lotion that I’ve seen her moisturize her entire body
with right after getting out of the shower. Lotion that I’ve used
to jack myself off with as soon as I had learned which kind she
used.

With my breath
hot on her neck, I said, “I don’t think it’s me that you’re mad at,
baby girl.” I placed my lips just below her ear, and
I was fairly certain that the girl
stopped breathing. “I think that you’re mad because you still have
feelings for me. I think that all that fire you’re hissing is
because you hate yourself for not hating me as much as you wish you
did.” I placed another kiss on her neck, making my way down the
delicate column. “While you might hate me a little still, it’s
nothing compared to how much you hate yourself.”

“You’re
wrong,” she whispered, but I wasn’t. Though she might not know
it, those conversations hadn’t
been for a lack of better things to do. I had studied the girl like
a certified stalker during each of those conversations. I had
memorized everything about her. The tone of her voice when she was
feeling different things, the expressions on her face whenever she
was talking about different subjects, the sounds that she made when
she got herself off, all of it was embedded in my mind
forever.

“Am I?” I
taunted.

“I think-”

I smiled against her
skin.

With my lips
on her neck, and one of my
hands sliding up beneath her shirt, I knew that I was affecting her
in a way that she wished I didn’t. It wasn’t hard to figure out
where Eden’s anger was coming from. She wanted to forgive me but
knew that it would make her look like a fool, and no one ever
appreciated being made a fool of. She was pissed because she knew
that I was going to win eventually. While the girl might be
determined to resist me, we both knew her determination was no
match to my need to win this thing between us.

Cupping
one of her breasts in my left
hand, I let out a low growl. Eden’s put on a little extra weight
since I’d last had her like this, and I loved it. I loved that she
was soft where I was hard. I loved that she wasn’t unhealthy one
way or the other; she wasn’t too skinny, but she wasn’t too
overweight, either.

Flicking my
thumb over her nipple, I felt her grab onto my waist. Her voice wavered as she claimed, “This
doesn’t mean anything.”

“If that’s what you
have to tell yourself…” I muttered against her skin.

“Well, when
your standard is in the backseat of a car with a guy who doesn’t even like you, anyone
will do after that,” she replied, and I had to stop, close my eyes,
and compose myself.

After a few
tense seconds, I asked, “How many have there been?”

“Dozens,” she
quickly whispered, and I knew her answer for the lie that it was. Again, I’ve memorized
everything about this girl, so I knew that her answer was a
lie.

“Tell me about
them,” I said, my lips trailing across her collarbone,
my hand still massaging the fullness
of her tit, my other hand finding her hip.

“Wh...what?”

“All your
lovers,” I clarified. “Tell me about them.”

“I-”

My
hand found its way underneath her
gypsy skirt, and her breath hitched as I ran it up the back of her
thigh, grabbing a handful of ass when I reached my destination.
“Tell me how good they made you feel, baby girl,” I goaded. “Better
yet, since your just so damn experienced now, why don’t you tell me
how you like to get fucked? Tell me what you like, baby. Tell me
what I need to do to make you spread those creamy thighs for me.
How do I get inside that sweet paradise of yours?”

Eden let
out a quiet whimper, and I
wanted to demand the truth from her, but I needed to let her run
the show right now. I knew that I was lucky as fuck that she was
allowing me to touch her, so if she had to hurt me with lies, then
I was going to let her.

“If…if it’s
used, is…” I felt her take in a deep breath. “If it’s used, is it
still considered a paradise?”

I could hear
it all in that one question. While there’s only been Sean Marchman,
Eden still wasn’t a virgin any
longer. She had been used, even if it was one time in the backseat
of a car. She still regretted the experience so much that there was
no way that our first time wasn’t going to be tinted with the
regrets of last year.

Sliding
my hand around from her ass, I
slid my thumb over the moist patch of her panties, then stepped
back, so that I could slide two fingers underneath the fabric of
the delicate lace. Now, while I was surprised that Eden was letting
me get this far, I hadn’t been prepared for what happened
next.

Suddenly, I
felt her fists pounding on my
chest, pushing me back. “No!” she cried.

Taking a couple of
steps back, I threw my hands up in surrender. “Eden-”

“No,”
she repeated a bit hysterically,
tears already sliding down her face.

“Eden-”

“You don’t get
to touch me there,” she spat, hate, rage, and humiliation coloring her face. “What? Are you
just dying to see how many fingers you can get inside me again?” I
straightened my back and took the hit. “Now that I’m no longer a
virgin, do you want to see if it’s four? Do you want to create a
follow-up video, letting everyone know what they can get out of me
now?”

“Baby-”

“Don’t call me
that!” she screamed, seconds away from falling the fuck apart.
“Don’t…don…don’t you know? My name’s Three-Fingers Eden.”

I couldn’t take it
anymore.

Reaching out,
I hauled her into my arms, and
I let the girl hit, cry, yell, and lose her shit all over me. She
wasn’t doing any real physical damage, but she was tearing my heart
up something fierce. Her tears sounded like they were being
wrenched from her soul, and I had no one to blame but myself for
Eden’s emotional meltdown. She was a broken mess in my arms, but
she was my
broken mess, and I wasn’t going to
stop until I fixed this.

I wasn’t sure
how long I held her, but after
a while, Eden was no longer fighting me. Instead, she was slumped
against me, still crying, though no longer wild with it. Reaching
down, I lifted her bride-style, then carried her to my
room.

Once we were
inside my room, I sat her down
on the bed, then dropped down to unbuckle her sandals. Eden didn’t
say a word as I removed her shoes, then reached down to stand her
back up. As soon as she was steady on her feet, I began removing
her clothes. Her face was a makeup nightmare, but no one cared
about that. At least, I didn’t.

When Eden was
finally standing before me in
only her bra and panties, I pulled my shirt off my body, then put
it on her. It almost hit her knees, but she needed something
comfortable to sleep in. I’d had no intentions of letting her go
home tonight, but more so now. So, undressing to my boxer briefs, I
got the bed ready for us, not caring that it was only ten o’clock
on a Friday night.

With Eden
safely tucked inside my bed, I turned off the
lights, then crawled into bed
beside her. Hauling her body against mine, I kissed the back of her
neck before whispering, “Goodnight, baby girl.”

“I fucking hate you,
Dash Marlow,” she whispered back, and I believed her this time.


Chapter 11


Eden~

I thought that I had reached my personal low as
far as Dash Marlow had been concerned, but last night had proven
that it’d been possible for me to sink even lower.

The worst part
of it all had been how Dash had kept insisting that it wasn’t him
that I was mad at, but myself
for wanting to submit. He’d kept insisting that, deep down, I
wanted to forgive him, and he wasn’t wrong. I’ve spent months
wishing that he’d come crawling back just so that I could kick him
in the teeth, but it wasn’t working out the way that I had
envisioned at all. He hadn’t come back crawling, and I hadn’t
kicked him in the teeth.

Instead, Dash had come
back like a bulldozer-definitely not crawling on his knees-and I
had done nothing but fall apart like a weak, heartbroken, prideless
girl who had no idea of the concept of self-respect. Who in the
hell looked for solace in the same arms of their
tormentor?

After Dash had put us to
bed last night, it hadn’t taken me long to fall asleep, and I
hadn’t been too surprised by that. My meltdown had been months in
the making, and it had been exhausting. The second that Dash’s
warmth had wrapped its way around my body, it had been everything
to stay awake. Within a matter of seconds, I had crashed, and
waking up still in his arms this morning had felt worse than losing
my shit in front of him the night before.

When I’d woken
up this morning, I had done my
best to sneak out of his bed, and luck had been on my side when I
had successfully made it out the front door without Dash chasing me
down the street. So, after a very awkward Uber ride home, a hot
shower, and a breakfast of jam and toast, I was lounging around in
the dorm, wearing a t-shirt and sweats. It wasn’t a very classy
ensemble, but I wasn’t feeling very classy today.

Sitting on my
bed, I looked up when the
sound of the front door opening caught my ears. I smiled as Mary
walked in, looking like she had one hell of a night.

The girl looked
awful.

“Hey,” I
greeted, making sure not to yell it across the room. I didn’t know
if Mary had a hangover or not,
but I thought I’d err on the side of caution.

The door shut
behind her, and she threw herself dramatically across her bunk. “High school partying did not
adequately prepare me for college partying,” she grumbled. “Holy
shit, Eden, last night was insane.”

I grinned at
her. “Well, you made it home
in one piece,” I offered. “That’s something, right?”

Mary
rolled onto her side, propping
her head up underneath her hand. “So, did you, I see,” she retorts
slyly.

“Trust me when
I tell you that you had a way
better night than I did,” I muttered.

“Oh, I don’t
know,” she drawled out. “Being hauled out of a party on Dash Marlow’s shoulder seems rather
exciting if you ask me.”

“Kidnapping,” I
corrected. “It was kidnapping.”

Mary grinned.
“Honestly, Eden, there aren’t
many girls on the planet who wouldn’t want to be kidnapped by that
six-foot-two, black-haired, green-eyed god. I’m still failing to
see the downside to it all.”

“Have you
forgotten that we have a horrible history?” I reminded
her.

She sat up,
nibbling on her lower lip a bit. “I don’t know, Eden,” she mumbled. “I get why you hate him,
but he doesn’t seem deterred by that at all.”

“Look-”

“Also, there’s
that mess with Haley,” she added. “She was pissed when Dash outed
her last night. I don’t think
the girl is used to rejection or being called out like
that.”

“Look, as much
as I hate to give Dash any credit for anything, he’s right,” I replied. “Though we all
clicked easily enough, we really don’t know each other well enough
to be considered good friends. Friendly friends, sure, but just
like I don’t owe Haley anything, she doesn’t owe me anything,
either. If she likes Dash, that’s between her and Dash.”

Mary grimaced
a bit. “Well, we all got lucky last night, so I’m not
sure if she’s still after Dash.
Still, let’s just say that I wouldn’t be surprised if she goes
after him again.”

I wasn’t
completely sure how I felt
about that, but I knew that I had no say in Dash’s love life if I
wasn’t going to be a part of it. As for Haley, that was also a
tough call. I had made it clear that I wanted nothing to do with
Dash, so was she really overstepping, or was she simply taking me
at my word? I found it hard to fault her when they were both
single, and I hadn’t staked a claim.

“She’s single,
he’s single, and they don’t have an ugly past,” I told
her. “I’m not going to stand
in the way if Haley wants him, Mary.” I shook my head. “Honestly,
them dating would be the best answer for everyone involved. Haley
would get her man, Dash would be getting laid, and I would be left
alone.”

“Eden-”
A knock on the door interrupted
whatever she’d been about to say. “That might be Trinity,” she
said. “I ran into her on the way up, and we both agreed we needed
showers.” Like most dorms, we had a community shower area, and
since we were in an all-female dorm, we’ve all gotten to know each
other a little bit better because of it. Modesty had no place in
dorm living.

“I’ll answer it while you
gather your things,” I offered.

“You’re a peach,”
she replied sweetly.

I got up from
my bed to make my way over to the door as Mary gathered her
stuff. I was willing to bet
that she was probably going to pass out once she was showered.
There was nothing like a hot shower to put you to sleep.
Especially, after having a long night of drinking, dancing, and
whatever else the girl had gotten up to.

Still, good for
her.

At least one
of us should be having fun.

On
the second knock, I swung the
door open, but it wasn’t Trinity standing on the other
side.

It was Dash freakin’
Marlow.

Great.

“What are you doing
here?” I asked rudely.

“Don’t push
it, baby girl,” he replied
gruffly. “I’m not in the fucking mood.” Not waiting for an
invitation, Dash pushed his way past me and walked in like he owned
the place. I snorted at the thought because he probably did. I had
no doubt that his parents had probably paid a hefty donation for
him to be here and be able to do whatever he wanted.

Mary
looked like a deer caught in
headlights as she cradled all her stuff to her chest, looking
surprised and unsure. Her eyes flicked my way. “Uh…”

I let out a
deep breath. “It’s okay, Mary,” I told her. “You can go take your shower. I’ll be
fine.”

“Are
you sure?” she whispered, though Dash
could hear her just fine. Our dorm was the size of a shoebox, so
her whispering did nothing as far as privacy was
concerned.

“I am,” I
assured her. “It’s fine,
Mary.”

She glanced at
Dash before muttering, “Okay,
I’ll be right back-”

“I’d
advise against that,” Dash said,
interrupting her. “Eden and I have some things to talk about, and
shit might get a little uncomfortable.”

I gawked at
him before blurting, “Who in
the hell even let you in the building?”

He just
looked at me, his expression
saying it all.

“I-”

“It’s fine, Mary,” I
repeated. “I’ll…I’ll just go to his place.” I hated offering, but I
knew the girl needed some sleep.

“No,” she
quickly rushed out. “I’ll just
go to Trinity’s. Just…uh, text me when you’re done
with…him.”

“Oh,
she’ll never be done with me,”
Dash drawled out, and I wanted to stab him.

Mary pinched
her lips but said nothing more
as she made her way to the dorm showers. When the door shut behind
her, there was no mistaking the sounds of Mary locking the door as
she went. Talk about the feeling of the prison cell door slamming
shut.

“What do you want,
Dash?” I asked. “Not done humiliating me? Need to get your fix for
the day?”

His
chin came up and fire danced
in his eyes. “Is that what you need to make this right?” he asked.
“I humiliated you in public, so you need to even the
scales?”

Angry heat
slithered down my spine. “See, that’s the difference between me and
you, Dash,” I hissed. “I
don’t need
to hurt people for any
reason.”

“Oh,
really?” he challenged. “So,
are you saying that you felt no satisfaction when you heard about
what happened with Curt and Erica?” Dash looked me up and down as
he added, “Don’t kid yourself, baby girl, you’re not as kind as you
like to claim that you are. The only difference here is that, while
you were raised to only wish for revenge, I was raised to make it
happen.”

He was right,
but I wasn’t going to admit that. I had felt satisfaction when Curt
and Erica had gotten their
comeuppance. Still, that didn’t mean that I was anything like Dash
Marlow.

There
was no one
like Dash and his family.


Chapter 12


Dash~

When Eden had snuck out
of my bed this morning, unbeknownst to her, I had let her. Last
night had been an emotional
mess for her, and I knew that having to face me first thing in the
morning wouldn’t have helped anyone. Eden probably felt more
embarrassed by her display last night than she did by what happened
last year. No one wanted their enemy to see them at their worst,
and there was no mistaking that Eden still saw me as her
enemy.

“So,
what will it take,” I asked
her.

“I already
told you,” she replied. “I’ll
never forgive you, so just leave me alone.”

I knew that
was coming, so I was prepared. “Try again.”

“Jesus
Christ!” she exploded. “Why can’t you just leave me the hell alone?!”

“Because I’m in love with
you!” I yelled back. “What in the fuck do you think this has all
been about?!”

Eden’s head
reared back, her eyes nearly popping out of her head.
“What?”

This was it.

This was our
all or nothing moment.

“While
you’re stuck reliving that one night
over and over again, I’ve been stuck reliving that night, but also
every fucking text, every fucking phone conversation, every fucking
video call, every-fucking-thing, Eden,” I snapped at her. “A
blessing or a curse, my mind is a reel on repeat from the moment
that I first kissed you in the backyard at that party to this
morning, and you are out of your fucking mind if you think that I’m
going to go the rest of my life with just memories of
you.”

Eden’s head
jerked, disbelievingly, even
though she knew that I had a photographic memory and was telling
the truth. “No,” she whispered. “You don’t get to say that to
me.”

“What? That I
love you?” Straightening to my full height, I added, “Well, that’s just too damn bad, baby
girl. It’s the truth, and I’m going to keep saying it, whether you
believe me or not.”

Her eyes watered as
she snarled, “Well, I don’t believe you.”

I stalked her
until her back hit the wall next to the front door. Towering down over her, I said, “Ask me if I
give a fuck.”

“I know you
don’t,” she hissed. “I know
exactly how much you don’t give a fuck about me.”

My hand came
up and I wrapped it around the back of her neck. “Baby girl, if you
had any idea of the lengths
that I would go to for you, it’d give you nightmares.”

“You are my nightmare, Dash,” she hissed.

Instead of
remarking on her description
of our relationship, I repeated my declaration. “I love you, Eden.
I’ve loved you this entire time. I loved you during every text,
every call, and every video chat. I even loved you during Ramsey’s
party. I have always loved you, but just not as much as I loved my
family. That’s why I was on Ramsey’s side with no consideration to
what had been happening between us.”

“So, I’ll
always be second to your family,” she scoffed. “Wow, what a sweet selling
point.”

“No,” I told
her. “Now that I know what it
feels like to lose you, I’ll never choose anyone over you ever
again, and my family knows that.”

“Dash-”

Grabbing
her face and pressing my lips
against hers, I was done with this shit. I was done arguing, I was
done denying myself, and I was done with not being with her. I had
no problem giving her all the time that she needed to get over
hating me, but she was going to have to work that shit out with us
as a couple. Of course, I had plans on doing my part to help her
forgive me, but even I wasn’t arrogant enough to think that I could
force this. I could force her to be with me, but not forgive
me.

With Eden
refusing to kiss me back, I
pulled back, stuck my thumb between her lips, then forced her mouth
open. She let out a small whimper, and that’s when I went back to
kissing her. I kissed her like I had the night that I’d met her,
and after a few frustrating seconds, Eden was kissing me
back.

Halle-fucking-lujah.

She was
wearing a simple t-shirt and a
pair of sweats, so my hands immediately found their way underneath
her shirt, and they met bare flesh since Eden hadn’t been wearing a
bra. Though she had enough that I’d never let her go out in public
without one, I was grateful that she wasn’t wearing one
now.

As
soon as my hands cupped her
sensitive mounds, my fingers were already pinching at her nipples.
From those video calls that were ingrained in my mind forever, I
mimicked exactly how Eden liked to play with herself.

Breaking off the kiss, I
trailed my lips down her neck until I came to that delicate place
where her neck curved into her shoulder. “Say yes, baby girl,” I
demanded against her skin. “I need you to say the word. I need you
to tell me that you want me.”

“I
hate you,” she moaned, and it
made me smile. The girl didn’t disappoint, that’s for
sure.

“That’s not what I
was looking for, baby girl.”

“Dash-”

Latching onto
her neck, I pulled the skin between my teeth and marked her. It was one of the things that I
had promised her during all those calls because she had once
mentioned how the idea of them turned her on, and I needed all the
fucking help that I could get here.

When I was
done with that one, I made another, Eden’s moans sounding more and more promising. There
was also the fact that I was still playing with her tits. The night
that I’d met her, I hadn’t had a chance to taste them, but I was
definitely going to taste them now. I was going to taste every
fucking inch of her body. While she might not want me finger
fucking her anymore, there was no way that she was going to stop me
from eating her pussy.

After four
marks, I pulled my hands from her body, then pulled my shirt over
my head. Tossing it on the floor, I began to kick off my shoes as my hands went to the hem of
Eden’s t-shirt. She didn’t fight me as I pulled it up over her
head, and an Eden Rudolph topless was sexy as fuck. It didn’t
matter that she was wearing a pair of sweats with no makeup and her
auburn hair tossed up.

She looked fucking magnificent.

“Say
the word, Eden,” I repeated as I
cupped her breasts again, my knees bending enough to line my lips
up with her nipples. “Tell me what I want to hear, so I can put us
both out of our misery.”

“I let
you take my shirt off, didn’t I?” she
bit out, clearly unhappy about giving in. “What more do you
want?”

Straightening
to my full height, I wrapped
my hand around her freshly marked neck and squeezed. “I want you
married to me,” I growled in her face. “I want you chained to me in
a way that you will never be free of me.” Her eyes widened at the
seriousness in my voice. “I want you spreading your legs for
me-willingly-every single
fucking day and night, Eden. I want you to love me back.” Squeezing
her neck just a little bit tighter, I added, “However, right now,
I’ll settle for you letting me suck your tits, eat your pussy, then
fucking you until you’re wrecked with everything that I want to do
to you. Everything that I’ve wanted to do to you since I first
fucking saw you.” I pushed her up against the wall, jolting her a
bit. “I want every fucking thing that you have to offer, Eden. I
want it all, and I will not stop until I have it all.”

“Dash-”

“Now, say the
fucking word, or so help me God, I will torch this entire building with both me and you in it,” I
swore, ready to do just that because the girl drove me fucking
insane.

I felt her
fingers curl into the waistband of my jeans right before she said, “Okay.”

I shook my
head. “No,” I told her. “I need you to say the word, Eden. I need your full consent for
what I’m about to do to you.”

“Dash,
I…” She shook her head the best that
she could with my grip on her neck. “Dash, if you ever hurt me
again-”

“Never,” I
swore on my life. “Never fucking again, baby girl.”

Her green
eyes still didn’t look
convinced, but she finally gave in. “Yes,” she whispered, though it
sounded like a bomb going off in my head. “You win.”

Letting go
of her neck, I grabbed the
waistband of her sweats. “Not yet,” I corrected. “But I will one
day. When you love me back, that’s when I’ll consider it a
win.”

Pushing her sweats and
panties down over her hips, she asked, “And if I never come to love
you?”

I
thought about that question as I
dropped to clear her feet of her clothes. As much as I wanted Eden
to love me, I could live without it. As long as she married me and
remained faithful, I could live with her not loving me. I’d hate
it, but I could live with it.

As long as I had
her.

That’s what mattered
the most right now.

Standing up
and staring down the body of
the only girl who I have ever been in love with, I told her the
truth. “Then you never come to love me,” I replied. “But you
are going to marry me, Eden. You’re going to marry
me, give me kids, and grow old with me. That part of all this
doesn’t change.”

And it really,
really didn’t.


Chapter 13


Eden~

I wasn’t sure if this moment was proof of my
strength or proof of my weakness. Was I being strong by giving him
another chance and risking another broken heart? Or was I weak
because I wanted to give him another chance, despite how he’d
broken my heart? I felt so confused that I had no idea which way
was up. I had no idea what I was doing.

The only thing
that I did know was that Dash was saying all the right things and
making my body feel sinfully
gullible. When he touched me, I felt transported back in time to
the night of Keri’s party. The night before he had broken my heart.
The night when our chemistry had been so off the charts that I
probably would have slept with him that night.

There
was also a small part of me that
wanted to see Dash Marlow on his knees for me. After all that crap
that had happened with Reed Jr. and Lake, Reed Jr. had gone
absolutely insane with making things up to Lake. Reed Jr. had acted
like his sole purpose in life had been to please Lake, and in all
honesty, he still acted that way. At least, according to
Lake.

So, what would
it be like to be on the receiving end of Dash Marlow’s regret? Would he worship me like Reed
Jr. did Lake? Would he treat me like delicate China or a priceless
gem? I knew the Dash before the night of Reed Jr.’s party, and
that’s the Dash that I wanted standing before me, professing his
love. That’s the Dash that I wanted to give a second chance
to.

I was just so
fucking terrified.

No matter
that I was standing before him
naked, I was terrified. It didn’t matter that I was going to give
him my body. It didn’t matter that he wasn’t going to stop. Fear
was a real thing when you’ve had your heart crushed by
someone.

“I’ll never
marry someone that I don’t
love,” I finally said, replying to his declaration.

Dash’s
hands worked his jeans as he
began to rid himself of the rest of his clothing. “Then I guess I
better make sure that you’re in love with me before you walk down
that aisle towards me,” he smirked.

“Dash-”

Dash’s arm
snaked out and grabbed my
bicep, yanking me towards him. I hadn’t even had a chance to
appreciate his naked form before he had my body flushed up against
his. Of course, I had an idea of how well-endowed he was from all
those video calls, but I was still curious about the real thing.
Sean had been a decent size, but nothing compared to
Dash.

“I’m done
arguing with you, Eden,” he
said, and I knew that he was serious. He only called me Eden when
he was serious.

Before I could
say anything more, Dash was
lifting me in his arms and carrying me towards my bed. As soon as
he dropped me on the bed, he climbed over me, trapping me. Bracing
his weight on his elbows, Dash looked down at me and said, “Unless
I’m about to kill you, you don’t stop me.”

I could feel
raw lust slither down my
spine. I knew what this was about, but I still couldn’t help but
feel turned on by how Dash wasn’t going to let there be any
barriers between us. If I were a kinder person, I’d tell Dash the
truth, but I was still feeling hurt and bitter, so I was going to
let him suffer. I didn’t have a problem with his fingers being
inside me. Last night, I had been on a mission to try to hurt him
as much as he had hurt me, so my outburst had been part honesty,
part revenge.

Instead of telling Dash
the truth, I threw down a challenge because I already felt weak
enough. “You get only one chance at this, Dash,” I told him. “Do
your worst.”

His green eyes
flickered with wicked need.
“Oh, you can count on it, baby girl.”

I bit my
lip when his first
open-mouthed kiss landed on my collar bone. As he worked his way
down towards my chest, I felt his hips working my thighs open,
nothing between us. However, before I could think on that, Dash’s
hot mouth wrapped around my right breast, and I couldn’t stop my
body from drowning in the sensation of his teeth nibbling at my
sensitive nipple. I’ve had guys get to second base before, but I’ve
never had a mouth on me like this, and it felt incredible, even
with all the baggage between us.

I laid there
with my eyes closed, my hands
twisted in the comforter, as Dash took his time lavishing each
breast with his attention. His hands, mouth, tongue, and teeth were
all working together to drown me in sensations that I never thought
possible.

“Fuck, baby,”
he muttered against my fiery
skin. “I’ve been waiting a lifetime to get my mouth on these tits.”
While Dash had felt me up the night of Keri’s party, he hadn’t
tasted me like this.

Still trying
to hold on to the tiniest shred of dignity, I bit my lip, not
daring to beg him for more.
Even though Dash was clearly the winner right now, I refused to
surrender more than I already had.

When I felt
Dash’s mouth begin a trail down my stomach towards the apex of my
thighs, I squeezed my eyes tightly, both petrified and
excited about what he was
going to do next. Guys weren’t the only ones who thought about sex
and what it all must feel like; girls thought about that stuff,
too. I often wondered what something so intimate would feel like.
I’ve wondered about it all.

Dash’s
broad shoulders forced my thighs to
open wider, and when they did, I had to force myself to keep from
crying out in anticipation. I could feel his heated breath right on
the center of my wet flesh, and I wanted to feel his tongue on my
body more than I wanted to take my next breath.

“You
smell like a fucking dream,” he
growled between my legs. “I don’t know how I’m ever going to move
from this exact spot.” Before I could think to say anything to
that, Dash’s tongue felt like a hit of heroin as he licked me from
my soaked opening all the way up to my clit. We both moaned, and I
couldn’t even find it in me to care that I was showing my
cards.

“Oh, God…” I
whimpered as Dash’s teeth nipped at that amazing bundle of nerves.
I spread my legs wider, silently begging for more.

“Fuck, you
taste perfect,” he muttered
around my clit. I felt his hands push my thighs wider apart, his
face buried against my secrets. “I’m eating this pussy every
fucking day, baby,” he swore. “It’ll never be enough.”

Past the point
of reason, I no longer cared
how angry I was at this jerk. Digging my hands into his raven
locks, I held on as I finally begged for more. “Oh, God…please,
Dash…please…”

“Whatever you
want, baby girl,” he growled right before I felt him slide two
fingers inside me, his tongue
back to working my clit.

Time
was a lost concept as my body
turned itself over to Dash’s machinations completely. Time,
modesty, pride, nervousness, fear…none of it existed anymore. With
my legs spread and Dash making a meal out of me, I was his for the
taking; I was eager for more.

“Cum for me, baby,” he
demanded, his fingers curling to hit that perfect spot inside of
me. “Cum on my face, so I can fuck the life out of you.”

Dash’s words
were dirty enough that I did just as he asked. Heat coiled
in the center of my soul, and
a few seconds later, I was erupting in a pleasure that should be
outlawed. My entire body felt like an explosion of ecstasy
spiraling out of control. It was when the second wave hit me that I
realized that Dash hadn’t let up. When the third wave had me crying
out for him to stop, I heard his arrogant chuckle vibrate against
my wrecked body, and I couldn’t even summon enough strength to
care.

When the heat
of Dash’s body warmed me from head to toe, I opened my eyes, and I’d never seen such a gorgeous
devil in all my life. His green eyes were blown with desire, and
the satisfaction on his face was unmistakable.

I was his, and he
knew it.

Before I could
curse my stupidity even more,
I let out a desperate cry as Dash Marlow slammed inside my body in
one fluid thrust. Even though I was soaked, there was no denying
that Dash was far beyond what Sean could ever aspire to be, and the
discomfort of Dash stretching me out bordered on pain.

“This pussy is
mine,” he growled right before he pulled back, then slammed back into me. With no thought to
what he was doing to my insides, Dash battered my body like I’ve
had a million partners and not just the one. “It has always been
mine,” he kept growling down at me. “It will never be anyone else’s
again, Eden.”

My hands were
twisting in the sheets
violently. “Dash-”

“You’re mine,
Eden,” he kept grunting above
me, his hips like unrelenting pistons. “You were always supposed to
have been mine.” I moaned because I was foolishly falling over to
the side that wanted to believe him. “And I’m going to fuck you
every night until you believe it. Until you believe me.”

Dash was
thick, long, and relentless as he fucked me viciously, marking me
along the way. Even the dirty things that he hissed down at me were
enough to make me want to ride
this out.

If anyone were so
inclined to ask me, my second sexual experience hadn’t been any
sweeter than my first encounter. Where Sean had been inept, clumsy,
and quick, Dash’s possession of my body was thorough, violent, and
never-ending.

Dash
used me for hours before he finally
let up, packed a bag, then drug me to his place to continue his
assault on my senses. When I could no longer take any more, Dash
had finally let me fall asleep, and it was then that I understood
why Lake had forgiven Ramsey so easily all those months
ago.


Chapter 14


Dash~

It’s been two months,
and I’ve spent every day of
those two months sliding inside Eden. Though I had done my best to
get her to move in with me the week after she had finally given me
a second chance, she had refused, stating that her lack of common
sense only went so far.

So, for the
past two months, I’ve done
everything that I could think of to make this girl fall in love
with me, but I had no idea if it was working. While I told her that
I loved her all the time, she’s yet to say the words back, and I
had no idea if she really didn’t love me back or if her
stubbornness was the culprit. Either way, it didn’t matter. I had
promised to give her time, and I was sticking to that promise. As
long as she let me love her, then I could manage. Plus, letting me
use her every day went a long way to keeping my demons at
bay.

After that
first weekend together, things
had become positively insane between us. While Eden hadn’t cared to
hear about how much I loved her, she melted whenever I put my hands
on her, so I’ve been using that miracle to my advantage ever since.
There wasn’t anything that I haven’t done to her, and there’s been
nothing that she hasn’t let me do to her. As long as Eden was out
of her mind with pleasure, I had a lock on her.

There
was also the fact that my
entire family was happy as hell that I’d finally gotten the girl.
They’d been worried about me for a long while, and they’d gotten me
through some pretty dark times when I’d been about to just steal
Eden from her bedroom in the night and call it a fucking day.
Mom-God bless her soul-had even talked to me about how not to get
caught because she’d been so worried about me.

Going to
college also wasn’t as bad as I had thought it’d be. Taking a lot
of Eden’s classes, I’d been
sure that I would be bored out of my mind, but I wasn’t. She was
taking a few classes that had been interesting enough, a sculpting
class being one of them. All in all, things were going well, and I
had no desire to rock the boat and force Eden to marry me just yet.
I could wait a little bit longer.

As I grabbed
some popcorn off the shelve,
my phone chimed with a notification.

 


Baby
Girl: Running
late, but I’ll c u soon

 


Even though we
both knew that she wouldn’t
get in trouble for staying at my house, Eden insisted on sleeping
in her dorm during the week, so I only got her full-time during the
weekends. I wasn’t happy to see that she was running late, knowing
that my time with her was limited.

 


Me:
Hurry the fuck
up

 


Baby
Girl: Dnt b a
dick

 


Me: Then hurry the fuck up

 


Baby
Girl: (middle
finger emoji)

 


I shook my
head, then went back to
shopping for dinner tonight. The girl was still combative, but I
didn’t make a big deal out of it. Eden had sacrificed a lot of her
pride by giving me a second chance, and I knew that decision came
back and haunted her from time to time. I could see it in her eyes
whenever she was in her feelings.

“Well, well, well,”
came a voice that I couldn’t care less about. “Look who it is.”

Ignoring the
girl next to me, I went about
my shopping. While I had no issues with Eden’s friend, Mary, or her
other friend, Trinity, I had no desire to be anywhere near
Haley.

“You know,
there’s a certain justice in you getting what you deserve after the
way you treated me,” she taunted, and I had no idea what in the fuck she was talking
about.

Turning
towards her, I told her as
much. “What the fuck does that mean?”

Her smirk
looked positively evil and there was a dark satisfaction in her blue eyes. “I’m talking
about how Eden is fucking Professor Dunton, and making you look
like an utter fool.”

Shopping
forgotten about, I stared down
at the spiteful bitch. “Look, I don’t know what it is that you
think you know, but the last thing that Eden’s doing is fucking
around on me,” I snarled. “Say one more thing about my girlfriend
and see what happens.”

Haley bristled
but didn’t back down. “She’s
there now,” she claimed. “Her car is there almost every day. Most
of the time it’s parked there at night, but I guess they were a
little eager this evening and couldn’t wait.”

I
wanted to ignore this bitch’s
claims, but Eden’s text felt like a grenade, unpinned, in my back
pocket. “You’re full of shit,” I told her. “That’s the thing about
you jealous cunts, your ego is so fragile that you’ll do anything
to ruin someone else’s happiness.” I straightened my back. “Well, I
got news for you, Haley. Even if Eden is fucking around on me, that
still doesn’t take away from you being nothing but a jealous slut,
always aiming for shit that’s way out of your league.”

“You-”

I
turned and stormed out of the store,
not caring about the names that Haley was screaming at my back. I
knew girls like her, and if I turned back around right now and told
her to suck my dick, she would. She’d forget all about the shit
that I just said to her and drop to her knees. I’ve been dealing
with cunts like her my whole life, so nothing shocked me
anymore.

Pulling my
phone out, I looked up Professor Dunton’s address before shooting
Eden another text. He was our
sculpting professor, and the man knew his shit.

 


Me:
Where r u at?

 


Baby
Girl: At the
store. Needed a couple of things

 


Hoping like hell that
Haley was just being a jealous bitch, I made my way over to
Professor Dunton’s house, and prayed that I wouldn’t find Eden
there. There was no telling what might happen, and that wasn’t good
for anyone.

Ten minutes
later, I was parked across the
street and down the road from Professor Dunton’s house, and Eden’s
car was parked along the curb, no effort to even try to hide it.
Not a minute later, cold rage fanned out like a wave of insanity as
I watched Eden walk out of the professor’s house, a huge smile on
her face.

With my phone in my
hand, I recorded her coming out of his place before shooting her
another text.

 


Me:
Where r u? What’s taking
so long?

 


I
watched as she stopped to open
her car door before texting back.

 


Baby
Girl: Mary needed
me 2 take her a couple of things. B right there

 


Haley had been
right.

Haley had been
fucking right, and if rage and regret weren’t drowning my
sanity right now, I’d give Eden an
award for a job well done.

The girl fucking
played me.

As I watched
her get into her car and drive
away, I couldn’t believe how I had fallen for it. My arrogance had
gotten the better of me, and it had never occurred to me that she’d
had the patience for this kind of revenge plot.

Knowing that
there was a very good chance that I was going to probably kill her, I fired off a quick text
before I did anything that I couldn’t come back from. I had no
problem killing the cheating whore, but killing her in public was
not the way to go, and I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to plan
it any better.

 


Me:
Have 2 cancel. Family
emergency

 


Baby
Girl: No problem.
I hope everything’s ok

 


I didn’t
reply. Instead, I drove off,
heading home. Since it was Thursday night, it wouldn’t be anything
to skip classes tomorrow and go back to Port Lucia for the weekend.
I needed some space to plan my next move, and I couldn’t do that
being so close to Eden.

Because I
really wanted to kill the
lying slut.


Chapter 15


Eden~

Dash had been gone all weekend, and I had done my
best to respect his need for privacy. Truth be told, I hadn’t felt
entitled to ask him what was going on when I’d made it clear that I
still had mixed emotions about his family. While I understood that
everyone had been following Reed Jr.’s misguided commands, they
were still the same people who had hurt Lake. Though I had agreed
to give Dash a second chance, I was taking baby steps here. So,
that being said, if I wasn’t ready to make amends with his family,
then I didn’t have the right to ask about their
business.
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