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        For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

        

      
        May you never know this kind of darkness.

      

        

      
        May you never know this kind of pain.

      

        

      
        And if you ever pick up this book to read, I hope you finally understand every hard choice I had to make for you.

      

        

      
        I wasn’t this strong for you, but I could create a reality where I was.

      

        

      
        I love you.
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        This book contains multiple triggers.

      

        

      
        anxiety

        FMC that cries a lot

        2 men sharing one woman

        sexual assault

        child abuse

        rape

        patient in a psychiatric ward

        drug abuse

        Self-harm

        panic attacks

        depression

        miscarriage

        social media bullying

        pregnancy

        woman gaining back control of her body through sex

        postpartum psychosis

      

      

      
        
        Your mental health matters.

        Please, please, please reach out me if you have ANY questions about this book before diving in.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      I tapped my pencil on the table in front of me in boredom, a sigh of irritation slipping past my lips. I was in my last class of the day, and it was dragging, to put it mildly. I had already stopped taking notes, completely zoning out from the lecture as I fought to keep my eyes open. I knew the professor posted all of his power points online. Honestly, I could pass the class with an A without ever dragging my lazy ass to the lecture hall, but he was one of those picky professors that graded his students on attendance as well.

      So, unfortunately, I had to come to class if I wanted to continue passing. Attendance was a huge part of our final grade.

      I leaned back in my seat, my eyes landing on Julian Markos almost subconsciously. He was the school’s star senior quarterback. Julian would be graduating this year, but instead of going into a job that would be in the field he had majored in, he was going pro.

      Rumors had it all over the country that he would be the next Tom Brady. I had seen him play, and I knew the rumors to be true. He was a God on the football field. He owned it. It seemed when he played, the wind favored him. I hadn’t seen him struggle once.

      And off the field? Julian Markos was every woman’s fantasy. His olive-toned skin was covered in black tattoos. I was pretty sure there wasn’t a hint of color on his body. Inky black hair always sat in a messy array of curls that made you want to sink your fingers into the soft depths—maybe even tug.

      But those eyes he had? They were such a startling shade of blue—so blue that when he focused them on you, it momentarily rendered you speechless.

      I snapped out of my daze when everyone suddenly began to get out of their seats, blocking my view of Julian. With a thankful sigh that class was finally over, I grabbed my already packed bag off the floor and quickly began making my way to the exit, wanting nothing more than to get out of that classroom so I could go practice for my dance routine tomorrow that I would be performing at half-time.

      This was my one chance to impress a scout and possibly be given a shot to dance professionally. It was my biggest dream—had been since I’d found an escape in letting my body go, just focusing on the movement of my body.

      My best friend, who was also my dance partner when I needed to practice, was waiting outside of the lecture hall for me. He nodded once in greeting to Julian, who I hadn’t even realized was right behind me. I quickly moved to stand beside Vincent.

      “Ready for the game tomorrow night?” Julian’s deep voice rumbled from behind me.

      Chills of awareness raced down my spine, and my body flushed at the sound of his voice.

      Was it normal for a man to have such an effect on me?

      “Always,” Vincent easily replied as he protectively draped an arm around my shoulder. “I’ll be at the field in a few for practice. I just need to walk her to dance,” he informed the quarterback.

      Julian looked down at me, a smirk twisting his lips as he ran his eyes over me. He looked extra sinful today. His black hair was messily hanging over his forehead, obviously in need of a cut, and his striking blue eyes seemed to suck me right into the depths of his soul.

      “Yeah, she looks like the ballerina type,” he mocked.

      Fuck you.

      I instantly bristled, all of the lust I had been feeling completely gone. How dare he assume I was a ballerina? I wasn’t a ballerina. I was a fucking hip-hop dancer. I fucking hated it when people assumed just because I danced that I was a fucking ballerina. Don’t get me wrong; I had nothing against them. They could do things I’d never be able to, but we were two totally different types of dancers.

      Julian smirked down at me, amusement ringing in his blue eyes. I scowled, but my annoyance only seemed to amuse him further.

      Without another word, Julian turned on his heel, his large, muscular body moving down the hallway. “What an asshole,” I seethed, forcing my hands to relax at my sides when I realized I’d had them clenched.

      Vincent laughed softly as he began to lead me in the opposite direction that Julian went. “You ready for tomorrow night?” he asked me.

      I blew out a nervous breath, thinking of the dance I would have to put on tomorrow. “No,” I confessed. Vincent gently squeezed my shoulders. “I’m extremely nervous. There will be recruiters from professional dance companies out there,” I reminded him. “My future is on the line here. This is practically a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.” As my dance teacher continuously reminded all of us.

      He squeezed my shoulder again as he pressed a light kiss to the top of my head. “I’ve been working with you—you’ll do fucking fantastic,” he reassured me, his voice ringing with honesty. I blew out a soft breath, wishing I had as much confidence in my abilities as he did. “You have every step down to the T. You have a gift that not many other people have. You’ll be fine,” he soothed.

      I only hoped he was right.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      It was half time.

      I was standing off to the side, stretching my muscles while trying to calm the rapid pounding of my heart. My anxiety was making itself known, and I didn’t know how to calm it. Opportunities like this only came around once. I was so terrified that I would screw this up.

      I shook my head at myself.

      I would be fine.

      I could do this.

      I had been practicing this for weeks.

      Vincent believed in me, and if he believed in me, then I needed to believe in myself.

      Vincent jogged over to me as the football team was heading to the sidelines to watch the show. Normally, the guys disappeared into the locker room for halftime, but Vincent had managed to convince their coaches to allow them to rest on the sidelines to watch the dancers.

      As soon as Vincent reached me, he pulled me tightly into a hug. I blew out a harsh breath and wrapped my own arms around him, burrowing my face in his sweaty uniform. “You’re going to do great, Meg,” he told me as he leaned back. He grinned down at me when I only continued to frown. He ran his eyes over me with a half grin that melted all of my nerves. “And you look great.”

      I was wearing a sports bra and a pair of tiny, black shorts with my very colorful high tops. My abs were on display for all to see. Thanks to dancing and working out with Vincent all of the time, I was in tip-top shape, which was needed to be able to do the amount of dancing that I did. Because I didn’t just do it for a career; I did it because it was the only thing that kept me sane and grounded.

      Vince pressed his lips to my forehead. “Knock ‘em dead, Meg,” he told me before he jogged back across the field towards his teammates. His girlfriend, Desiree, eagerly waved at me from her position across the field before she sent me two thumbs up with a grin.

      You’ve got this, she mouthed.

      I blew out a harsh breath. I really hoped I did.

      I watched as one of the guys from my class stepped onto the stage that had been pushed into the middle of the field. He was one of my biggest competitors, and watching him, I only got even more nervous.

      Please, God, give me the strength I need to do this.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      
        
        Julian

      

      

      

      “What the fuck do we have to watch this shit for?” I grumpily asked as I used my towel to wipe some of the sweat off my face. I would have much preferred to be sitting in air conditioning right then than being forced to watch people dance for a hopeless dream.

      And that’s what it was—fucking hopeless. They’d never achieve it.

      The damn water boy had more of a chance of being asked to play for the Patriots than these dancers had of ever getting a dance contract.

      “Just wait,” Vincent said to me as he kept his eyes locked on the field.

      I sighed, kind of pissed off about the entire situation. This shit was a waste of my time.

      But hell, at least the music was kind of decent.

      The guy got off the stage after his second dance, and then, the girl that had been with Vincent stepped up in his place. My eyes widened as I stared at her, my cock instantly hardening behind my cup.

      Jesus Christ, where the fuck had Vincent been hiding her?

      She was wearing a black sports bra and a small pair of shorts that barely covered her round, perky ass. She was short, but those fucking thick thighs of hers were tanned and muscular. When she turned her body to face where our side of the school was sitting, I was knocked breathless.

      She was toned everywhere, her six-pack on clear display. The hair that had been in a messy bun earlier today was now cascading down her back in soft, dark waves. I could just picture my hands tangling in those long, dark tresses as I yanked her head back and thrust into her.

      I was so fucking hard it hurt.

      “Jesus Christ,” I grunted, not able to rip my eyes from her.

      A hip-hop song blasted through the speakers, and she began to dance. I couldn’t rip my eyes off of her. I knew her dance wasn’t supposed to be sexual, but she had a way of making it seductive. And when she twisted her hips, I could only imagine her on top of me, twisting those hips as she rode my dick hard, her head falling back on her shoulders, exposing that beautiful, long neck to me as I thrust up from beneath her, my hands digging into her hips so hard I bruised her.

      I shifted in my seat, painfully aware of the raging hard on I was sporting, and I hadn’t even touched her yet.

      Vincent disappeared from beside me. I managed to rip my eyes from the fine-as-hell woman on stage to watch him as he strode into the locker rooms. I quickly looked back at his friend, watching as she dropped to the floor, twerking while bouncing. The crowd was in a fucking uproar. Even my teammates were standing up, shouting at the top of their lungs for her.

      She was magnificent.

      The song ended, and suddenly, Vincent was up on the stage with her. A sexier hip-hop song came on, and I watched as Vincent quickly yanked her back against the front of his body. She linked her arms behind his neck as she slithered down his body, her body moving sensually against his.

      I had to give him pointers, though. He wasn’t looking down at her with lust in his eyes, and his hands were strictly platonic as they moved over her.

      I wouldn’t have had the restraint. That shit would have been impossible.

      Vincent’s girlfriend, Desiree, was on her feet, shouting for them with a wide grin on her face. She was shaking her pom poms in the air as she bounced on the balls of her feet.

      Guess Vincent and his friend were pretty close if Desiree’s jealous ass was okay with him dancing with the girl like he was.

      I looked back toward her to see her on her knees on the stage, Vincent standing back so that she could have her moment. With her hands in her hair, she looked over her shoulder, her ass moving to the beat of the song, her body rolling so sensually that I had to adjust my seating position.

      She was fucking amazing on that stage.

      It was official. I was going to have this woman beneath me, screaming my name, before I graduated.

      I wanted her, and I would stop at nothing until I had her.

      Their dance ended, and suddenly, a couple more girls jumped on the stage as Vincent jumped down, jogging back to the locker rooms. She quickly kicked off her high tops and pulled on a pair of high-heeled boots that went to her mid-thigh. I swallowed thickly.

      I was losing my restraint on my control. I had never come across someone I wanted as much as I wanted her.

      I didn’t know how it was possible, but I was even fucking harder for her.

      This shit wasn’t normal.

      Another song came blasting through the speakers again, and I watched as she began dancing once more. I couldn’t focus on the other girls on the stage even if I wanted.

      I only had eyes for her.

      She dropped down to the floor in the plank position as the other girls dropped into a squat position, her body moving along the stage before she rolled to her back and slid her hands down her body like a fucking open invitation to feast on her.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathed.

      “Yeah, she looks like a ballerina, right?” Vincent sarcastically asked me as he sat back down next to me, once again in his football uniform.

      “Where the fuck have you been hiding her?” I demanded as I watched the two girls sandwich her between them before she grabbed the hips of the girl in front of her, the girl behind her grabbing her hips before they all bent at the same time, their legs spread. She shook her ass at the same time her eyes locked on mine.

      I swallowed thickly, my need for her pulsing through my veins like hot lava. My fingers twitched on my legs as I imagined having her pussy wrapped around me, squeezing my cock.

      She didn’t falter in her moves as her gaze stay locked with my heated one, though her cheeks flushed in response. Instead, she only bit her lip before she eventually turned her eyes from mine, finishing off the dance.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      “Fuck, Vince, man, you have to hook me up with your friend,” Joey said as we rushed into the locker room, everyone high off the win tonight. Some of the guys headed straight for the showers.

      I barely resisted the urge to snarl. Not a damn person would be putting their fucking hands on her besides me.

      “Keep your dick in your pants, Joey,” Vincent told him before I could say something. “She’s not like other girls, and she’s off fucking limits to assholes like you.”

      “That dancing she did says otherwise,” Axel spoke up. I scowled as I clenched my fists at my sides. I knew I was having a strange reaction to the guys talking about her. Hell, I never minded sharing women; I had even had threesomes—Axel my main guy I shared with—allowing some of the guys in on the action with the girl I had snagged for the night.

      But I would not be sharing Vincent’s friend.

      “I don’t know why the fuck none of us have noticed her before,” Axel complained.

      I could. We tended to have eyes for women that showed off their assets and threw themselves at us. What I had seen earlier when she had been with Vincent was the complete opposite. She was in a pair of sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt, hiding that sexy, fine-ass body of hers.

      I vaguely registered Vincent smacking Axel on the side of the head, but I was already hard again.

      Fucking hell. Guess I was showering at home.
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        Meghan

      

      

      

      I hissed out a breath through my teeth as I eased into my seat that Monday. I had pushed myself way too hard Sunday in the dance studio trying to perfect my dances. Vincent had been extremely hungover Sunday and hadn’t been there to help me, which I understood. The win for our football team on Saturday night had been huge as it was one of our biggest rivals.

      But I knew he hated it when I trained without him considering I never knew when to call it quits.

      Though, in my defense, this was my future on the line. I couldn’t afford to not practice.

      I normally knew my body’s limitations, and I honestly did my best to try to make sure I didn’t push myself too hard yesterday, but after finding out from my dance instructor that the recruiters that had come Saturday night wanted to watch another dance before they made any kind of decision, I upped my game.

      And now, I was slightly regretting it.

      “Damn, you look like shit,” Julian commented from next to me.

      I jerked my head around to stare at him, surprise coating my features. He was sitting in Vincent’s usual seat beside me. I gaped at him, blinking a couple of times, unable to comprehend that the God that was Julian Markos was actually sitting next to me. He smirked at me, making my heart skip a beat.

      Fuck, he was gorgeous.

      “Close your mouth,” he told me as he reached out and gently pushed my jaw shut using the knuckle of his index finger.

      “What the fuck are you doing in my seat, bro?” Vincent asked as he took the seat on the other side of me that normally sat vacant.

      “I wanted to meet your friend,” Julian bluntly told him, obviously not knowing—or not caring—how protective Vince was of me.

      Vincent’s eyes flashed with anger. He hated guys talking to me after what had happened my freshman year of college. Vincent was extremely overprotective of me, especially when it came to guys like Julian.

      “Her name is Meghan. You met her. Now fuck off,” Vincent ordered, not caring how rude he sounded as he spoke to his friend.

      “Vince,” I called softly, drawing his dark eyes to mine. They softened slightly as they connected with my green eyes. “It’s okay.” I could handle Julian. Besides, I didn’t really think he was the type to rape a woman.

      I swallowed thickly at my dark thoughts.

      He clenched his jaw and narrowed his eyes in warning at Julian. Without a word, Vincent stared at the front of the lecture hall, a scowl settled on his features. I sighed. I hated that Vincent always worried so much about me. It was my senior year. I was okay. I hadn’t had a nervous breakdown in months, and I could actually talk to the opposite sex without wanting to throw up.

      I had healed.

      I winced when I moved to grab my notebook out of my bag. Vincent sighed as well, his eyes now on me, as well as Julian’s. Vincent scowled lightly at me as Julian stared at me with open curiosity.

      “How hard did you push yourself yesterday?” Vincent asked me as he crossed his arms over his chest, his eyes narrowed at me.

      I shot him a sheepish smile. He rolled his eyes, but his scowl stayed on his face. “It’s not that bad, Vince,” I tried to tell him, but Vincent knew me better than that. I would downplay a broken leg if it meant I got to dance.

      “No dancing today,” he told me. I glared at him. “Tell your instructor that you need a rest day.”

      I clenched my jaw, narrowing my eyes at him further, to the point they were slitted. Vincent only arched an eyebrow at me, silently daring me to argue with him. Julian leaned forward, drawing my eyes to him as he let his startling blue eyes meet mine. “I would just like to apologize for calling you a ballerina on Friday,” he told me, surprising me. Maybe he wasn’t such a jerk after all. He ran his eyes over me sensually, and I felt like he could see beneath my hoodie and sweatpants to the figure I hid beneath. I swallowed thickly as I tightly wrapped my hands around the end of my hoodie sleeves. I hated showing my body off for this exact reason.

      In fact, Saturday night was the very first time I had revealed my body since that incident almost four years ago.

      “What I saw Saturday night was not ballet,” he said huskily, his eyes darkening.

      And there was the cocky jerk everyone talked about.

      My cheeks heated under his gaze and words, leaving me momentarily speechless. Christ, he really was kind of blunt, wasn’t he? I mean, guys tried to come onto me all the time, but none of them had been as strong as Julian, especially when I always had Vincent somewhere around me as my protective guard dog.

      “Back off, Julian,” Vincent snapped. “She’s off fucking limits.”

      Julian simply ignored him. “You free tonight?” Julian asked me.

      I finally found my voice again, as well as my annoyance. I wasn’t a piece of meat, and he was treating me just like I was. He had the wrong woman. If he wanted a quick lay after a cheap ass dinner, he could go get one of his little fans.

      “Yes,” I told him, letting a small smile touch my lips, knowing in a moment, I was going to shoot him down.

      I wouldn’t be another notch in his bedpost for him and his football buddies to talk about in the locker room.

      “Don’t you fall for his smooth shit,” Vincent snapped at me, real worry for me in his voice.

      I kept my eyes locked on Julian’s blue ones, ignoring Vincent. He smirked at me the slightest bit. He thought he had me exactly where he wanted me, but he was wrong—so wrong. I learned the hard way to guard my body with extremely high walls.

      “Want to have dinner with me?” Julian asked me, his gaze dropping to my lips for a moment before he pulled his eyes back up to meet mine.

      I leaned forward, watching as his eyes flickered to my lips the slightest bit again. I let my lips graze his ear, and he shuddered, his hand instantly gripping my thigh. I tensed slightly, my heart knocking painfully against my chest. “No,” I whispered.

      I leaned back, grinning triumphantly at the bewildered expression on his face.

      Meghan, 1. Julian, 0.

      Finally, he scowled at me, and I hated that he still managed to look so damn sexy as he did so. “Wipe that smug grin off your face, Meghan,” he told me grumpily as he leaned back in his seat again.

      Vincent was laughing softly in his seat, and he shot me a proud wink for turning Julian down. I knew he had seen so many women fall into Julian’s clutches only to be tossed aside and humiliated after he was done with them.

      I wouldn’t allow myself to become one of those women, no matter how hot and devilishly good-looking Julian was.

      After a few minutes of peaceful silence with only the sound of the professor lecturing, Julian leaned over, his warm, minty breath fanning my ear and neck, making delightful shivers run down my spine. My skin flushed at his close proximity, and I hated that my body betrayed me as my nipples became painfully hard, and wetness pooled between my thighs.

      Fuck, he hadn’t even touched me yet.

      “I won’t give up, Meghan,” Julian warned. My breath hitched in my throat as I closed my eyes, swallowing thickly. My heart was racing in my chest, but I didn’t feel afraid. I felt painfully turned on by his challenge, which was definitely a first for me. “Not until those sexy ass legs are spread with that perky, juicy ass of yours in the air as I fuck you hard from behind.” He gently nipped at my earlobe, and I couldn’t stop the small moan that slipped from me. Thankfully, Vincent didn’t hear me. But judging by the smug smile I could feel on Julian’s lips as he kept his lips on my skin, I knew he had heard me loud and clear. “An ass as juicy as yours deserves to be worshipped,” he breathed.

      Then, he just leaned back in his seat as if he hadn’t just made my ovaries explode at his words. A physical ache started between my legs as I sucked in a sharp breath of air, jerking my eyes back open to stare at the front of the classroom.

      Holy fuck.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      I kept my eyes locked on the mirror in front of me, making sure my posture was perfect, never slouching as I bounced on my feet in a squatting position, my hands in my hair, making sure I measured out exactly eight bounces as I completed a circle. I sensually rolled my body out on the floor before I popped back up to my feet and tangled my fingers back in my hair before I bent over at the waist to a perfect ninety-degree angle, shaking my ass to the beat of the song.

      I stood back up to my full height as the song started coming to an end. My chest was heaving up and down from exertion as I tried to catch my breath. Vincent tossed me a hand towel, and I quickly wiped my face clean of the sweat. “I don’t know what you’re so worried about, Meg,” he told me. “You have this in the damn bag. You’re the best fucking dancer I’ve ever seen, and I’m not saying that as your best friend,” he told me when I opened my mouth to argue. “You had the entire stadium roaring for you when you were dancing,” he reminded me.

      I scowled. “Well, it obviously wasn’t enough considering the dance recruiters want to see me perform again,” I bitterly reminded him.

      He sighed. “You’re going to get signed, Meg,” he tried assuring me as he rested his hands on my shoulders, bending slightly so his dark eyes met my green ones. “Stop doubting yourself.”

      I blew out a harsh breath. He looked at his watch and scowled. “Fuck,” he swore. “Coach is calling a meeting.” He pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “I have to go.” He pointed his finger at me. “Go back to your dorm, take a shower, and get some food,” he ordered. “You’re done dancing for the day.”

      I scowled at my best friend. “Vince, you’re a pain in my ass,” I retorted.

      He rolled his eyes. “Just do as I ask, yeah?”

      I scoffed. “I don’t recall you asking. If I remember correctly, you ordered me like a dog.”

      He pouted, giving me puppy dog eyes. “Please?” he asked, much nicer this time.

      I huffed. “Whatever,” I grumbled.

      He grinned and jogged from the dance studio. With a tired sigh, I moved to the speakers and unplugged my phone from the dock. I slid it into my pocket and grabbed my bag, standing up.

      When I got to my dorm, my roommate was sitting on the bed watching a movie on her laptop, a bag of candy in her hands. She looked up as I walked into the room. “I need you out in about thirty minutes,” she told me as she looked back at her laptop. “My boyfriend is coming over.”

      I sighed. That meant I would have to crash at Desiree’s for the night because once her boyfriend came to our dorm, I didn’t want to come back in for the rest of the night.

      I’d made that mistake once, and I wouldn’t be making that mistake again. The scene I’d walked in on had scarred me. I didn’t even know women could get into that fucking position.

      I quickly packed a bag of clothes and grabbed everything I would need for class the next day and left the dorm, deciding to get a shower when I got to Desiree’s. I called her as I walked out of the dorm building.

      But, of course, she didn’t answer.

      With a defeated sigh, I called Vincent, hoping he could answer his phone even though he was at the meeting with his coach and other teammates. “Hey,” he said when he answered. “What’s up?”

      “I kind of got kicked out of my dorm for the night,” I told him as I set my bags beside me on the ground, already tired of holding them. Vincent sighed, and I knew he had a scowl on his features. He hated my roommate. “I tried calling Desiree, but she didn’t answer. I need somewhere to crash for the night.”

      “Desiree’s dorm room had some kind of flood or something—water pipe or something busted,” Vincent told me. “She’s staying with me at the frat house. I know you don’t like the frat house, and I don’t really like you being there,” he admitted, “but it’s the only option at the moment.”

      I scowled. The frat house.

      A bunch of horny ass guys that only thought about football and the next available pussy to stick their dicks in.

      “It’s better than nothing,” I finally said. “I’ll be there in about twenty minutes.”

      “No,” Vincent instantly said. He didn’t like me walking by myself. “It’s almost dark, Meg. You’re not walking. Just stay there. I’ll be there in a few. I’m not far from you. I was going to the food court to get food anyway.”

      He was too protective for his own good. He was going to make himself gray before he hit twenty-five at this rate. “Alright,” I conceded, giving in to him.

      “Cool. I’ll be there soon,” he informed me.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      Vincent pushed open the front door to the frat house and walked in ahead of me with my bags in his hands. Everyone looked up at our entrance. Vincent glanced at me over his shoulder, ignoring his teammates that were all looking at us—or me—most of them with lustful gazes.

      I looked down at what I was wearing and cringed.

      I was only in my leggings and the long-sleeved shirt I had been practicing in that showed off my toned belly. I blushed scarlet as I quickly hurried after Vince, wanting nothing more than to get a shower and change into something that would conceal what I really looked like.

      Vincent pushed open a bedroom door. The room was bare and clean. “This is our spare room,” he told me as he dropped my bags on the bed. “One of the other guys used to live in here, but he got married and bought a house for him and his wife. So, it’s been empty since.” He stuffed his hands in his pockets as he regarded me with worried eyes. “I know this is hard for you, Meg, but I promise I won’t let them bother you,” he assured me.

      I gave him a tight smile. “I’ll be fine, Vince. I just need a shower,” I said, just wanting to move on from the topic.

      He nodded. “Across the hall,” he informed me. “Julian and I share one, but I’ll let him know you’re here, so he doesn’t accidentally barge in.”

      My heart dropped to my feet.

      Julian.

      Fuck.

      “Cool,” I said, forcing my voice to come out normal. I waved him away. “Shoo,” I ordered. “I really do need a shower, Vince.”

      He grinned. “I know. You stink.” I scowled at him. His grin only widened. “What do you want to eat?” he asked me as he began walking towards the door.

      “Jimmy’s grilled chicken salad?” I asked him with a hopeful look in my eyes.

      Vincent laughed softly. “You are a strange one, Meg. I don’t know anyone whose favorite food is a damn salad.”

      I grabbed my sock I had just taken off and threw it at him, but he only laughed harder and ducked out of the room, shutting the door behind him.

      I rolled my eyes as I turned my back so I could grab my clothes for my shower.

      “Meghan Fallows,” Julian softly spoke up from the doorway.

      I gasped in shock as I jerked up to a standing position, turning to face him.

      Fuck me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      He was leaning against the doorjamb to the room I was staying in with his muscular, tatted arms crossed over his broad chest.

      And he wasn’t wearing a shirt.

      Jesus, my poor ovaries.

      Every toned, defined, muscular, and tatted bit of him was open for me to feast upon, and I found it extremely hard to rip my eyes from the temptation that was Julian Markos.

      His lips twitched with a smirk as he reached up and pushed his hand through his inky-black curls. I watched the muscles in his arm flex with the movement as I subconsciously licked my lips. His eyes focused on the movement, those blue eyes of his darkening.

      I took a step back from him, ripping my gaze from him as I drew in a deep breath, willing my hormones to calm down.

      This wasn’t normal.

      “How do you know my last name?” I asked him as I looked back at him, suddenly remembering he had called me Meghan Fallows and not just Meghan.

      He shrugged. “I asked around on campus, and finally, one of your dance partners from last night told me.” He cocked his head slightly to the side, those beautiful, intense blue eyes staring me down. I swallowed nervously. “I tried asking Vincent, but he threated to beat my ass if I came near you.” He smirked. “Why is it that he’s so protective of you, Meghan?”

      I shrugged. “Vince has always been like that,” I told him. It was the truth.

      In fact, Vincent and I hadn’t even known each other until he found me beaten, bloody, and naked in a spare room at the very first party I had ever gone to in college. He hadn’t left my side since.

      My blood chilled in my veins at the memory of the pain as I begged him not to touch me. Vincent had actually cried as he tried to assure me that I was safe with him, that he would never let anyone else hurt me ever again.

      I swallowed thickly, ripping my mind from those dark memories. “I beg to differ,” Julian said. “Vincent is one of the most laid-back guys I know. He’s not near as protective of Desiree as he is of you.”

      I shrugged carelessly and turned away from him, knowing Julian would never find out the real reason. “Are you two secretly seeing each other behind Desiree’s back?” he suddenly asked me, his voice suddenly steely with rage.

      I jerked around to face him again as he fully stepped into my room, shutting the door behind him. Panic gripped my chest as Julian narrowed his eyes at me. “Is that it?” he demanded. “Makes sense. In fact, it’s the only thing that makes sense.”

      He stepped toward me again, and I shook my head at him, taking another step back from him. “Vincent and I are strictly friends,” I told him honestly. I narrowed my eyes at him. “Not that I see how it’s any of your fucking business,” I retorted, still alarmed that he was so angry about the idea.

      Julian didn’t stop moving toward me until he was right in front of me with my back plastered against the wall, his chest pressing against mine. My breath left me on a shudder as my nipples hardened, and my stomach clenched in desire. Fear turned to need.

      “So, if I kiss you right now, he has no right to be angry, right?” he asked me softly, his eyes running over me sensually.

      I barely resisted the urge to whimper as he reached up and slid his fingers into my hair. He gripped a handful of my dark strands and yanked my head back. He groaned softly. “Just as I imagined,” he whispered.

      Then, his lips covered mine.

      I was lost.

      I couldn’t stop the moan that slipped from my lips as I instantly parted my lips for him. He gripped my ass in his hand and yanked me closer to him, plastering our bodies together. I whined low in my throat when I felt how hard he was for me. My pussy throbbed in response, desperate for him to touch me, to relieve that ache he had started.

      I hadn’t let a man touch me since that night almost four years ago, but I desperately needed Julian to touch me.

      I shakily pressed my hands to his abs, and he shuddered under my touch, a low groan sounding from his throat. He ran his lips over my jaw and down my neck, drawing breathless moans from between my lips as he gently nipped at my skin. He moved up and gently sucked my earlobe between his teeth.

      “Julian,” I cried out, digging my nails into his sides in response.

      “Touch me, Meg,” he quietly rasped into my ear. “You don’t have to be shy with me.” His hand squeezed my ass again, and I moaned as I slid my hands up his abs, finally feeling him. He moaned low in his throat. “Fuck,” he growled as he dragged his lips back to mine, kissing me again.

      “Hey, Meg—What the fuck?!” Vincent roared as he stepped into the room.

      I jerked back from Julian like cold water had been thrown on me, slamming my back painfully against the wall. Julian rumbled low in his throat as he shut his eyes, a snarl twisting his handsome features. But he didn’t let go of me.

      “Get the fuck out,” he snarled at Vincent.

      “I fucking told you she was off limits!” Vincent shouted at Julian as he grabbed Julian’s shoulder and roughly yanked him away from me.

      “So, you two are fucking then!” Julian shouted back at Vincent.

      “No, you fucking asshole!” Vincent barked. “It’s because I won’t let another douchebag ruin her!”

      I sucked in a sharp breath of air, tears welling in my eyes as Vincent dropped my biggest secret—like it was even his secret to tell in the first place. Vincent’s eyes widened as he realized what he had said and swung his dark eyes over to me. “Meg—"

      I shook my head at him, my bottom lip trembling. “That wasn’t your secret to spill,” I told him, my voice breaking.

      “Meg—”

      I needed out.

      I rushed past him and Julian and dashed down the stairs, thankful for my athleticism as I burst through the front door, rushing down the street. I didn’t want to be around Vincent, and I sure as hell didn’t want to be around everyone else who had no doubt overheard Vincent shout that I was ruined.

      After all the times he had promised me that I hadn’t been ruined, he had just admitted that shit to someone who barely even fucking knew me.

      Muscular, tattooed arms suddenly snagged my waist, and I painfully jerked to a stop as my feet slid on the ground, my body collapsing back into Julian’s.

      “Fuck, woman, you run fast as hell,” he grunted as he turned me to face him. He had barely broken a sweat whereas I was panting, my lungs burning.

      He ran his eyes over my face, but I beat on his chest, hot, angry tears sliding down my cheeks. “Let me go!” I shouted at him.

      He narrowed his eyes at me. “Meghan, fucking stop,” he ordered, not even flinching at my hits. And somehow, that made me angrier.

      “Let me go, you fucking bastard!” I yelled at him.

      He quickly gripped my face in his hands and slanted his lips across mine, effectively shutting me up. My tears slid between our lips, tasting salty on my tongue. I whimpered as I opened my lips under his, reaching up to tangle my fingers in his dark hair. He slid an arm around my back, tugging me close to his tall, massive frame as his other hand gripped my ass, pressing me against him.

      He slowly pulled back from my lips, running his mesmerizing, blue eyes over my face. “You good now?” he gruffly asked me.

      I stepped back from him, nodding. I looked over his shoulder to see Vincent standing there, his eyes narrowed at Julian. But when they met mine, they softened, a guilty look in his eyes. Julian looked between the two of us. “You ready to talk to him?” Julian asked me, looking like he was ready to be my wall if I needed him to. And my heart softened towards him.

      I swallowed thickly but nodded. Julian rubbed my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. “I’ll be on the porch,” he told me, his blue eyes not giving anything away as he let them meet mine. “You need me, shout,” he ordered.

      With that, he strode away, shoulder checking Vincent as he went. Vincent scowled at him but quickly turned back to face me. “I’m sorry, Meghan,” Vincent said quietly as he walked toward me. “I can’t—fuck, I don’t ever want to see you again like you were that night,” he confessed. “When I saw you with Julian, I got scared.” He drew in a soft breath. “I don’t want any other guy to hurt you ever again, Meg.”

      I stepped forward and hugged him. He sighed, his body relaxing as he wrapped me up in his arms. “I don’t forgive you,” I told him. He didn’t deserve to be forgiven right now for what he’d so carelessly blurted. “But I don’t want to fight. It’ll just take me some time to come to terms with the fact that the one person I trusted most in this world blurted to everyone in that frat house that I’m ruined.”

      Vincent tightened his arms around me. “You’re not ruined, Meg. You never were,” he said quietly, but I didn’t believe him this time. “I’m so, so sorry that it came out like that.”

      I blew out a soft breath and pulled back from him. “I really need a shower,” I said, not wanting to talk about it anymore.

      He nodded and wrapped an arm around my shoulders, leading me back towards the frat house. I looked up to the porch where Julian said he was going to be, but he was heading inside, his bare back taut with tension. I blew out a soft breath. “Vince, you do realize that one day, you won’t be around to protect me all of the time, right?” I asked him quietly.

      He gently squeezed my shoulders. “I know,” he grunted. “But I’m going to protect you for as long as I can, Meg.”

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      Desiree grabbed my other hand in hers and began painting my thumb with a dark, maroon-colored nail polish. I scowled at the character on the TV screen. “I really don’t understand everyone’s obsession with this movie,” I grumbled, referring to the newest movie that had come out. Desiree and I had rented it because of all the great reviews it got, but I was beginning to regret wasting my money on it.

      “Yeah, I know,” Desiree agreed. “Like, seriously, how does she go from hating his guts to all of a sudden falling in love with him just because he rescued her?”

      I rolled my eyes when they began sleeping together. “How can she even sleep with him?!” I exclaimed as I threw my free hand in the direction of the television screen. “He let another woman suck his dick right in front of her!” I yelled, so fed up with this stupid movie already.

      “What the fuck are you two watching?” Vincent asked as he stepped into the room.

      I scowled, glaring at the television. The two actors didn’t even have chemistry on screen. “A stupid fucking movie,” I bitterly replied. “I’m so fucking aggravated that I wasted my four dollars on this movie.”

      Vincent looked at the TV and let out a low whistle. “Damn, that’s hot.” He looked at his girlfriend and let a smirk twist his lips. Desiree’s cheeks tinted pink. “Want to give it a try, babe?”

      I grabbed a pillow and threw it in his direction as I shot him a look of disgust. “You’re disgusting. Get out,” I ordered.

      Vincent barked out a laugh as he picked up the pillow and set it back on the bed. Julian chose that moment to step into the room, and a mischievous twinkle lit up his eyes as he looked at the television screen at the exact same moment the female character let out a loud moan and dug her nails into the male character’s back.

      He looked at me, and my cheeks turned scarlet. Vincent scowled at him as Julian got ready to open his mouth to say something. “Don’t,” Vincent warned him. “She’s off limits. Stay the fuck away from her.”

      Julian rolled his eyes and completely ignored Vincent. “We’re all thinking of jumping in the pool for a late-night swim,” he announced, but his eyes were still focused on me. He ran his eyes over me, his eyes sensually darkening as he did so. I felt like he could see right through the clothes I had on to my naked body beneath it all. I squirmed slightly, my heart pounding in my chest as my belly tightened. “You guys want to join?” he asked.

      “I’m down,” Desiree said, drawing my eyes to her dark ones. She gave me an encouraging smile. “Come on, Meg,” she begged, her eyes pleading with me. I sighed. “I even have a one-piece you can wear,” she encouraged.

      I sighed, looking at Vince. He shrugged at me, letting me make the decision, but I knew it was only because he would be there to keep an eye on me and to make sure the other guys stayed away from me. Otherwise, he would argue with me on this to get me to stay inside.

      I shrugged. “Sure,” I caved. Desiree squealed as she put my hand under the little nail dryer she had. Julian smirked at me before he nodded once at Vincent and slipped out of the room without another word.

      Somehow, I had a feeling this little late-night swim wouldn’t be uneventful.

      Julian had something up his sleeve. That look in his eye before he left the room said it all.

      Problem was, I just didn’t know what.
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      I clutched the towel around my body as I stepped outside. Almost every senior football player was out back, as were many of the cheerleaders and some hang-arounds. Desiree was already in the pool with her legs around Vince’s waist, and their arms were wrapped around each other.

      I wanted something like that one day, but I was always too afraid to start something with anyone. Though I had healed so much in the past few years, intimacy was still something that was a bit terrifying for me.

      What if I suddenly decided that I wasn’t ready, and he forced himself on me because he was tired of waiting?

      I shuddered at the thought of going through something that traumatic again. I wasn’t sure if I’d survive it a second time.

      “Are you going to stand here all night, or are you actually going to set that towel down and have some fun?” Julian asked quietly from behind me.

      I quickly spun around to face him and shocked myself even further when I lost my footing and began falling backward. The towel dropped from my grip as Julian quickly reached out and snagged my waist in one hand and wrapped his other arm around me, hauling me up close to him.

      My heart was thumping hard in my chest as I gripped his muscular biceps, my eyes wide with surprise.

      “You good?” he asked me gruffly, not releasing his hold on me.

      I dumbly nodded, too surprised by our position to manage to speak. He righted me up onto my feet, but he didn’t let me go. His eyes darkened as he ran his eyes over me—those baby blue eyes turning into the color of the ocean during a storm.

      It sucked me right into his vortex, everyone else falling away from us.

      “I hope you know this swimsuit you’re wearing just tempts me more, Meghan,” Julian said, his voice husky. I bit my lip. His eyes latched onto the movement, and he groaned softly. “I like to unwrap my women, babe.”

      My breath hitched in my throat at his words, a raging conflict going on inside of me. I wanted him; Christ, I really, really wanted him. But was I ready to take that step yet? I knew it would be casual. We would probably never even talk to each other again, and that would be perfect, right?

      But if I was questioning myself, then that obviously meant that I wasn’t ready.

      Especially ready for someone as skilled in that department as Julian obviously was.

      I forced myself out of his grip and kept my eyes trained away from his beautiful, half-naked body as I quickly snatched my towel up from the ground. I could feel his eyes on my every move, but I just walked over to the table with a calm I really wasn’t feeling and set my towel down.

      “Meg, get in the damn water!” Desiree shouted.

      I laughed softly as I threw my hair up into a messy bun on the top of my head before I walked over to the pool. I was halfway across the patio when I was suddenly lifted from the ground and thrown over someone’s shoulder.

      I recognized the Strength tattoo instantly, considering I had a matching one on my ankle.

      “Vincent Turner, set me down this instant!” I yelled as I beat on his back.

      “Sorry, Meg. You were taking too long,” he teased, his voice filled with amusement.

      I peered around his muscular back to see that we were nearing the pool. I slapped my hands on his back, making him flinch and curse. “Vincent, if throw me in that fucking pool, I swear you’ll fucking regret it!” I shouted as I slapped my hands on his back again in the exact same spots as I had before.

      He flinched. “Fucking hell, woman!” he barked.

      Then, he threw me over his shoulder and into the pool. My back slammed painfully into the water, and I quickly pushed myself back to the surface and glared at him, my back stinging.

      “I’m going to kill you,” I snarled.

      He just grinned at me. I saw Julian and Axel moving up behind Vincent who was laughing at the angry expression on my face. Julian lifted his finger to his lips and winked at me. My cheeks flushed as I quickly turned my attention back to Vincent.

      “Payback is a bitch,” I told him with a smirk as Julian and Axel quickly grabbed him.

      “Fuck!” Vincent roared, laughing as he squirmed in the guys’ grip. I grinned and moved out of the way as the two men quickly managed to maneuver Vincent so Julian had his feet and Axel had his arms. “You guys are assholes!” Vincent laughed.

      Julian’s arms flexed deliciously and his eight-pack tightened when Vincent wiggled his body, trying to get out of their grip. I licked my lips as I hungrily ran my eyes over Julian. My stomach muscles clenched as a need for him so strong it almost made me dizzy ran through my veins, making me feel as if I were on fire. Julian’s eyes darkened as his blue eyes clashed with my green ones.

      I resisted the urge to moan. His gaze burned so hotly, it almost felt as if he were touching me and not actually standing across the pool from me.

      He ripped his gaze from mine, and I released a shaky breath. Desiree swam over to me as she watched Julian and Axel start to swing Vincent back and forth, getting ready to throw him into the pool. I couldn’t rip my eyes from Julian. Every inch of him was magnificent. He had to have been specially handpicked by God to look that fucking gorgeous.

      “Girl, the sexual tension between you two is thick as hell,” Desiree commented, drawing my eyes away from Julian.

      Suddenly, I got sprayed by water as Vincent landed in the pool. Julian and Axel jumped in after. Julian popped up near me, so close to me that his body brushed against mine as he surfaced. I swallowed thickly, my eyes instantly drawn to him as if Desiree didn’t even exist anymore.

      “Desiree, you think you can keep your boyfriend distracted?” Julian asked one of my best friends.

      She smirked and swam away from us without another word. Julian grabbed my hand in his and led me out of the pool, ignoring the other women desperately trying to get his attention. “Julian, where are you taking me?” I asked him.

      “Inside,” he said, not bothering to say anything else.

      He led me up the steps and inside the back of the house, not even bothering to grab my towel on the way, or his. As soon as we were out of view of everyone in the pool, he pressed my body against the wall, his body pressing against mine. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I knew he could feel how hard my nipples were as his chest pressed to mine, pinning me in place.

      “Jul—"

      His lips covered mine. I closed my eyes on a moan as I instantly gave into him. I couldn’t resist him. I seemed to have no willpower of my own where Julian was concerned.

      His lips coaxed mine apart as he grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. His tongue tangled with mine, and I arched my back to press further against him in response. He released a low growl as he gripped my ass in his other hand, yanking me harder against him, making sure I could feel just how hard he was for me.

      “Julian,” I cried out when his lips left mine, trailing hot kisses down the column of my throat, nipping lightly at the curve of my throat where it met my shoulder. I squirmed against him, needing something, but I didn’t know what. I whined in the back of my throat when the feeling only intensified, burning like lava through my veins.

      “Shh,” he soothed against my throat. “I’ve got you.”

      He pressed his thigh between my legs and pushed up against my core. I moaned as I threw my head back against the wall, grinding shamelessly down on his thigh, another moan falling from my lips.

      He sucked in a sharp breath of air. “Fuck,” he swore.

      He released my wrists, and with a hand gripping each ass cheek, he lifted me up. I instantly wrapped my legs around his waist as he thrust against me. His name fell from my lips on another cry as I tangled my fingers in his curls, pulling his lips back to mine.

      I felt him carrying me up the stairs, but I didn’t care. I ground against him as he tangled his tongue with mine, his hands squeezing my ass in response. He managed to get us into what I assumed was his room, and he kicked the door shut behind him, blindly reaching behind him to lock it.

      Then, he unleashed the savage inside of him.

      He slammed my back against the door and pulled his lips from mine. I pouted. He brushed his thumb over my bottom lip. “If at any time you decide this is too much for you, just tell me to stop,” he told me, his blue eyes boring into mine. “I’ll never force you into something you don’t want to do.”

      I nodded, swallowing thickly. Tears sprang to my eyes at his words, but I blinked them back.

      He cared.

      He wouldn’t hurt me.

      He slid the straps of my swimsuit down my arms, and I shuddered in response as his fingers slid down my skin. “Feet on the floor,” he instructed.

      I slid down his body until my feet were flat on the floor, that burning need rising back up in me. His eyes were so dark that they were almost gray. I stood still as he eased my arms out of the straps of the swimsuit. My breathing picked up speed just slightly. My fingers twitched to touch him as he undressed me, but nerves held me back.

      As if sensing what I wanted, he grabbed my hands and placed them on his chest, his eyes clashing with mine. “Don’t be shy,” he rumbled low in his throat.

      I traced the outlines of his tribal tats with my fingers, and his body shuddered under my touch, a low groan rumbling from his chest as he focused back on undressing me. Once my breasts popped free from the top of the swimsuit, he made a low, throaty sound in the back of his throat, muttering something I couldn’t catch.

      He reached up and tested the weight of them in his hands before he bent and took a nipple between his lips. I cried out as I clutched at his shoulders, my legs shaking beneath me. He curled an arm around my waist as he switched to the other breast. The cooler air of his room rushed over my warm, wet nipple, making it so hard it hurt, but in the most erotic way possible.

      He stood back up and slanted his lips across mine again as he pushed my swimsuit the rest of the way off, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle at my feet.

      “I want to see you,” he breathed.

      He moved back from me and ran his eyes over my body. My skin flushed under his gaze, and I moved to cover myself, extremely self-conscious in front of him, especially since he was so self-assured.

      “Aht,” he warned softly, his eyes coming up to meet mine. I swallowed thickly. “You’re perfect, Meghan. Don’t hide from me, baby.”

      I swooned at the sound of him calling me baby. I never knew I was a sucker for little pet names like that, but it was now clear that I definitely was, especially if Julian was the one saying them.

      He stepped toward me again and trailed his fingers from my neck, down over the swell of my breasts, glided them in the dips of my abs, until he reached my hips. He roughly tugged me forward, and I gripped his shoulders as my wide, green eyes snapped to his face in alarm.

      “I fucking need you,” he groaned as he covered my lips with his, his tongue instantly sliding with mine. I shamelessly curved my body into his as he slid his hands down and gripped my ass in his hands.

      He walked backward, his lips never leaving mine until he spun me around and lifted me onto his bed. “Ass in the air, chest on the bed,” he commanded.  His hands were still gripping my ass, and he squeezed lightly. I released a mewl-like sound as I arched my back against him, craving more of his touch. “I want this juicy ass in the air,” he told me softly, landing a light smack on each cheek.

      Chewing nervously on my bottom lip, I did as he instructed. He rubbed his hands over the globes of my ass, squeezing gently. “Fuck, you have an ass that deserves to be fucking worshipped,” he groaned. I shuddered in response, my body open and bared to him.

      Suddenly, he slid the flat of his tongue between my folds. I cried out his name as I clenched my hands in the blankets and arched my back slightly. He slid his tongue inside of me, somehow hitting me just right. My body shuddered in response to his tongue. He sucked lightly on my clit, and I swear, my eyes rolled back into my head for a moment, the intensity of the pleasure momentarily blinding me.

      When I came, I cried out his name, my body shaking as wave after wave washed through me. Julian used his fingers to work me down, his body draped over mine as he talked to me in low, soothing tones, though the pounding of my heart in my ears made it almost impossible to understand what he was saying to me. I was panting by the time I finally came down from the cloud he had put me on. My body was coated in a light sheen of sweat, and I felt completely sated.

      I closed my eyes, my body completely relaxed. Julian brushed his lips over the shell of my ear. “I’m not done yet, baby,” he warned me.

      He moved from over me, and a moment later, I heard a foil packet tear open. I glanced behind me to see him rolling a condom onto his hard, pulsing length. I licked my lips, a soft moan slipping from my lips as I watched him stroke himself.

      He knelt behind me on the bed and positioned himself at my entrance. I fisted my hands in the blankets, suddenly nervous. Julian placed his hands over mine, smoothing out my hands so they lay flat again. “I’m not a monster, Meghan,” he told me gruffly. “Trust me. I won’t ever hurt you,” he promised.

      I swallowed thickly but nodded, deciding to do just that—trust him. He moved from over me again, and with his hands on my ass, he thrust into me. I moaned loudly, my eyes shutting at the exquisite feeling. “Fuck,” he moaned, pausing for a moment. “Christ, you’re so fucking tight.”

      “Julian,” I whimpered, desperately needing him to continue.

      “I’ve got you, baby,” he assured me.

      He moved out and pushed back in. I fisted my hands in the blankets again as he quickly began pushing in and out of me with hard, fast strokes. His hands were tight on my ass as he fucked me hard from behind. I was gasping for breath, my body shaking as orgasm after orgasm washed through me, one never completely over before he sent me spiraling straight into the next one.

      Julian leaned over me. He took the hair tie out of my hair without stopping his movements before gripping my hair in his hand, yanking my head back.

      “Oh, fuck,” I cried out.

      Banging sounded on the door, but I was too lost in the moment with Julian to care. “Julian, where the fuck is Meghan?!” Vincent roared.

      “Son of a bitch,” Julian snarled as he released my hair. I whined, pushing back on him, afraid he was going to stop. He smoothed his hand over my back. “Oh, I’m not done, baby girl,” he promised. He shoved back in, his body bent over mine. He had one hand planted beside my head, his other hand still gripping my ass.

      I knew his grip was going to leave bruises, but I couldn’t find it in me to care. It felt too damn good.

      “Julian!” Vincent roared.

      “Go the fuck away!” Julian barked. “Fuck, baby girl,” he groaned as he nipped at my shoulder, his body beginning to shake. “Fuck!” he shouted.

      I came with him, my pussy milking his dick for every drop. His arms shook beside me as he kept himself from collapsing on top of me, his body shuddering above mine. He slowly pulled himself out of me and moved from behind me.

      “Fucking shit,” he groaned as he stood up. He gently gripped my hips and eased me onto my side, his eyes running over me with concern. “Are you okay?” he asked me softly.

      I nodded, feeling extremely sleepy. He leaned down and kissed me softly, no urgency to his kiss this time. “Sleep,” he said softly. “I’ll deal with Vincent.”

      I nodded drowsily, too exhausted and worn out to care. He gently lifted me into his muscular arms and laid me properly on the bed. I curled up on my side, sleep already tugging at me. I barely registered Julian pulling his blanket out from under me as I allowed darkness to take me.

      The last thing I felt was his lips brushing over my forehead.
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      Julian wasn’t in the room when I woke up the next morning. In fact, the entire house was eerily quiet, letting me know all the guys were probably already at their early morning football practice.

      I sat up in bed, feeling extremely sore but definitely well sated. I hadn’t had a single moment of panic with Julian. It had been pure and utter bliss.

      I quickly escaped to the room I was staying in and got dressed, ignoring the pain in the lower regions of my body.

      I couldn’t believe I had allowed myself to fall into Julian’s trap last night. I couldn’t even be mad at him. I hadn’t fought him at all on it. Instead, as soon as he had kissed me, I had given in to him. I had willingly followed him out of that pool and into the house, knowing full well what he wanted from me.

      And Vincent. I cringed. Vincent knew I was with him last night, and when he had come banging on the door, I had been too worried about losing the dick inside of me to give a fuck that my best friend was on the other side of the door, worried about Julian destroying me.

      What the fuck was wrong with me?

      I looked down at my phone, needing to clear my head. I had plenty of time before my first class of the day, but I wasn’t hanging around here to get a shower and get ready.

      I didn’t want to chance running into Julian when he got back. What we had done was a one-time thing. I wasn’t stupid. I knew how men like Julian operated, and I wouldn’t stick around to be humiliated.

      I quickly gathered all my things into my bag and hurried out of the frat house. I had a twenty-minute walk to my dorm building, and at that moment, I was thankful. I needed time to work through the mess that was my mind.

      I was so stupid last night.

      I groaned, resisting the urge to slap my forehead.

      I really needed to dance. Screw my classes that day. I needed space away from everyone, especially since my last class of the day would be with both Julian and Vincent, neither of which I was ready to face yet.

      What a fucking mess.
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      I sighed as my phone pinged for the umpteenth time, once again distracting me from the dance I was trying to perfect. I was almost to the point of ripping Vincent’s head off his shoulders. I just wanted a damn moment of peace, and he wanted to talk about this stupid decision I had made the night before.

      I stormed over to my phone and snatched it up from the dock, abruptly stopping the music.

      But it wasn’t Vincent.

      

      
        
        Your dancing has only gotten better. Wonder what you would feel like on my dick now.

      

      

      

      Vomit rose in my throat as all of the blood drained from my face. My phone fell from my hands, smashing onto the floor, my hands shaking so badly I couldn’t grip it any longer. Tears instantly poured down my cheeks as my heart thumped hard against my breastbone.

      “Miss me, sweetheart?”

      I swung around to face the man of my nightmares. He was supposed to be in prison. He wasn’t supposed to be out.

      Why was he out?

      Fear made my heart pound painfully fast in my chest. That fight or flight instinct I was supposed to have? Yeah; I fucking froze.

      A cruel, sick smirk twisted his lips at the sight of my fear. “Good behavior will get any man out early,” he reminded me.

      I could feel my airways closing up. Breathing was becoming hard. My lungs were screaming for air, but I couldn’t suck enough in.

      He grinned. “I’m not going anywhere this time, sweetheart.” He stepped further into the dance studio, his reflection popping up on just about every mirror, surrounding me. My knees gave out beneath me, and I crumpled weakly to the floor, my vision turning black at the edges.

      He knelt in front of me and gripped my chin in his disgusting fingers, twisting my head to face him. I gripped at my shirt, my tears tasting salty on my lips. “You always were a beautiful crier, sweetheart,” he crooned. Darkness was ready to consume me and turn my world black. “You tell anyone I’m back, and this time, there won’t be anything left of you to save,” he warned me.

      With that, he stood up and left the room.

      Everything went dark.

      

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      

      Hot tears slid down my cheeks, mixing in with the scalding hot water from the shower head, but I didn’t care. I wanted to burn my skin off.

      I scrubbed harder, biting back the urge to wail. Why couldn’t I get rid of his touch? Why could I still feel him touching me?

      “She’s been in here for a couple of hours now,” I heard my roommate tell someone. “She won’t talk to me. I didn’t know who else to call.”

      My shower curtain was moved aside, and Desiree stood in front of me. Her eyes widened at my red, raw skin and my bloodshot eyes. I sobbed as I dropped to the floor of the shower, choking back a scream. Desiree quickly stepped in and turned the shower off, not giving a shit that she got her clothes and shoes wet. “Hey, come on,” she soothed as she gently pulled me up from the floor. “Let’s get you dressed, okay?” she coaxed.

      “I can still feel him touching me,” I cried.

      “Shh,” she soothed as she ran her hand over my sopping hair. “You’re okay, hun. You’re safe now.”

      She wrapped my towel around me. I could feel people staring, and it just made this entire situation worse. A broken sob spilled past my lips. “Move the fuck on!” Desiree yelled, wrapping her arms around me protectively. “Come on,” she coaxed as she kept her arm wrapped around my shoulders and led me from the bathroom.

      “I’ll get her stuff out of the bathroom,” my roommate told Desiree quietly.

      Vincent was standing in the hallway outside of the bathroom when we stepped out. I was both surprised and horrified to see Julian standing there as well. “Fuck,” Vincent swore as he walked over to me. More tears slid down my cheeks. He halted when I flinched back. “Get her dressed,” he told Desiree, pain lingering in his eyes as he stared at me.

      “I can do it,” Julian said quietly.

      Vincent glared at him. “Like fuck,” Vincent snarled at him. Julian cut him a dark look. “You’re probably the reason she’s like this and why she’s been hiding all fucking day.”

      I shook my head. I didn’t want Julian blamed for the mess I was at that moment. Julian ignored Vincent and came over to me. Without a word, he lifted me into his arms and carried me through the door into my dorm room. “Keep the roommate out,” he ordered.

      With that, he kicked the door shut, sealing us in the room together. He settled me on the bed. “Talk to me,” he gently ordered as he squatted in front of me.

      My bottom lip trembled as more tears slid down my raw cheeks. “No. Shh,” he soothed as he reached up and cupped my cheeks in his hands. “Tell me what’s wrong, baby girl. Tell me who hurt you.”

      “He’s back.” I knew I wasn’t supposed to tell, but Vincent had promised he would never let anyone hurt me ever again, and I trusted that.

      Julian brushed his thumbs ever so gently over my raw cheeks. “Who’s back, baby?”

      “He r-raped m-me,” I sobbed, squeezing my eyes shut before I forced them back open. Every time I closed them, I just saw his face.

      Rage flared in Julian’s eyes, but I wasn’t afraid. His touch was still gentle even though there was clearly a raging storm brewing inside of him. “When?” he demanded. I flinched back from the anger in his voice. “When the fuck did he rape you?”

      “Four y-years ago,” I choked out.

      Julian seemed to quickly piece everything together in his mind because understanding passed over his handsome features. “Where did he touch you, baby girl?” he asked me.

      “Everywhere.” I wailed, the sound akin to a scream. “I can still feel him touching me,” I cried.

      Julian sat on the bed next to me and moved me so I was straddling him. He gently brought my lips to his, kissing me so tenderly that it wreaked havoc on my soul. I clung to him, his touch soothing me. “Remember last night?” he asked me quietly. I nodded. “Remember what it was like when I was touching you, baby girl. It’s just me and you in your mind,” he soothed. “Picture it, baby. Last night, I erased his touch. Last night, I made sure the only man whose touch you would ever feel again was mine.”

      He brushed his lips over mine for a second time. “Close your eyes,” he softly commanded. I did as he said, trusting him. “Picture that day four years ago.” I whined. He pressed a kiss to my eyelids. “Shh,” he cooed. “Picture it, baby.” I whined as I pictured the night in my mind, a sob ripping from my throat. He smoothed his hands down my towel-clad back. “Now, replace him with me. I’m there, baby. It’s me and you, and I’m touching you how you love to be touched. It’s me inside of you, me touching your beautiful as fuck body.”

      I shuddered as I did as he commanded. I felt him brush his lips over my cheek. “There you go,” he soothed. “That scared girl isn’t scared anymore, baby, because I’m there with you. She’s being taken care of, like she should have been to begin with. Now open your eyes for me.”

      I did as he instructed, opening my green, bloodshot eyes. They instantly connected with his tender, blue ones. “Do you still feel him touching you?”

      I shook my head. He tenderly smiled at me as he gently brushed his hand over my dark hair. “How—" I swallowed past the lump in my throat, “how did you know what to do?” I asked quietly.

      Julian pressed a tender kiss to my jaw. “Because when I was thirteen, a woman took me against my own will,” he told me softly. My heart ached for him. No one should know the kind of pain he and I knew. “I’ve been raped, too, and that’s what my counselor did when I went to therapy. I had to imagine someone—my girlfriend at the time—with me to make it somewhat better, to soothe the tormented boy inside of me.”

      I wrapped my sore, tender arms around his shoulders. He wrapped his arms around me in turn, holding my body against his. “My car is downstairs. Do you want to stay here—” he started. I shook my head before he could finish.

      “No,” I whimpered, fear making my heart pound hard against my chest. “Please don’t leave me here,” I begged.

      He pressed his lips to my hair. “Then I won’t,” he promised. “Do you think you can wear clothes, or is your skin too raw and sensitive?”

      I shakily stood up, and Julian kept his hands on my hips until I was steady on my feet. Once he was sure I wouldn’t topple over, he slowly released me. I moved over to the closet and grabbed a dress and slipped it on over my head, not bothering with undergarments. It would hurt too much to wear any. I’d scrubbed the fuck out of my skin.

      The towel dropped to the floor as soon as I had the dress on. Julian grabbed the bag I had packed clothes in the night before. “Pack some clothes,” he instructed, handing me the bag.

      While I was packing clothes, he let Vincent and Desiree inside. Desiree stayed silent, but Vincent gently wrapped me up in his arms and pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “We’ll talk about this once we get to the frat house,” he said softly.

      My throat closed up with tears as panic clawed at my throat with a vice like grip. I didn’t want to talk about it anymore.

      Julian instantly turned me to face him. He cupped my face in his hands and brushed his thumbs over my cheek. “It’s me and you, remember?” he asked me softly. “He’ll never hurt you again, baby girl. I’ll fucking kill him if he comes near you again.”

      “Again?” Vincent barked.

      “Not now,” Julian snapped at him. He kept his eyes trained on mine. “Me and you,” he coaxed.

      I closed my eyes, picturing him and I the night before, how he took care of me, how he touched me. My heart raced in my chest again, but that time, it was for an entirely different reason.

      It was just the kind of effect Julian Markos had on me.

      I slowly opened my eyes, letting my eyes meet his mesmerizing, blue eyes again. “There you go,” he praised. He pressed his lips to my forehead. “Finish packing,” he instructed. He looked at Vincent. “What books does she need for the next few days?”

      Vincent moved over to my desk and grabbed all my books, notebooks, highlighters, etc. Without a word, he moved out of the room, probably to carry them down to Julian’s car. Once my bag was packed, Julian lifted it up and grabbed my hand in his.

      Ignoring all the curious stares in the hallway, he led me down the hall and out of the dorm building. Once we were outside in front of the building, Vincent stepped in front of me. Julian let go of my hand to put my bag in the backseat. “I need to grab food for all of us,” my best friend told me. “Will you be okay with Julian if Desiree and I go grab some?”

      I nodded. He looked over my shoulder at Julian for a moment before he looked back down at me. “I grew up with Julian,” he told me quietly. “I don’t know what it is or why, but Julian is protective of you. He just about ripped everyone’s heads off at practice a little while ago because you weren’t in class at all today. He was worried.” Vincent reached up and ran his hand over my wet, tangled hair. “He’ll take care of you, Meghan. For now, let him, okay?”

      With that, he nodded once at Julian, grabbed his girlfriend’s hand in his, and walked off.
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