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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, I’m
not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Dedication

 My books are always dedicated to my
family.


Prologue

 I had never known a day of freedom in all my life.

When I thought
about my family, I was
fortunate enough to be able to say that I’d grown up feeling loved,
supported, protected, and accepted. Even through all the rough
patches, I’d been sheltered from the worst of it, and all thanks to
my brother.

I’d known love
by how my mother had worked
multiple jobs just to keep food on the table and a roof over our
heads after our father had left us.

I’d known support in
the way that both she and my brother would do their best to attend
all my school functions, no matter how busy they’d been.

I’d known
protection because everyone knew who my brother was and that
he wasn’t one to be messed
with, and that wasn’t even including the Finley
brothers.

I’d known
acceptance with how no one had ever tried to change me or convince me that my dreams were
too big for me, even though some of them might be.

Ironically,
looking at my life, you would
assume that I had all the freedom in the world, but I really
didn’t. Just like the rest of my family, I had obligations, and I
took those obligations seriously. I’d been blessed with a high
intelligence level, and I had chosen early on not to squander that
gift.

So, looking at
my life, you’d see a teenage girl that needed more than twenty-four
hours in the day to chase all of her dreams. Looking at my life,
you’d see a girl with barely
enough time to sleep after everything was said and done for the
day. Looking at my life, you’d see a girl that you might even be a
little envious of, despite the obvious hardships.

I stared out
the window, waiting for my ride, wondering what girl I was going to be this year. For the
past eighteen years, I’d been the dutiful sister and daughter,
refusing to let my family down by messing up even once. With
everything that my family had sacrificed for me, there was no way
in hell that I would ever let them down, no matter how heavily my
commitments weighed on my shoulders sometimes.

Now, even
though I realized how very blessed I was, there were still a lot of
things that I longed to experience. In all of my eighteen years,
I’d never had my own friends,
though I had plenty of acquaintances. I’d never had any boyfriends.
I’d never had any life experiences that hadn’t been vetted and
approved by my brother or mother beforehand, mostly my
brother.

In fact, I was
so used to my life being approved in advance that I didn’t even feel comfortable driving
my own car around. I didn’t know what it felt like to just get up
and go do something on my own, and I felt both grateful and
embarrassed about that; grateful because I had a family that loved
me, embarrassed because I was eighteen already.

As I continued
to stare out the window, I
thought about what this final year of high school was going to mean
for me, and I could feel my chest tighten with uncertainty. I’d
always had a plan, and while I still did for after graduation, I
had one year to become comfortable with my newfound independence
before going off to college, alone and unchaperoned.

My phone
burned in my pocket, the need to call my brother feeling
stronger than it’d ever had.
We’d always been close, and I could admit that I wasn’t exactly
sure how to live without him at home, waiting to hear about my day.
Nevertheless, I knew better than to call him. He had his own life
now, and he deserved to finally have a little bit of freedom of his
own. For most of my life, Talon had taken care of me, being the
father that we’d never had, and he deserved to be happy
now.

So, leaving
the temptation in the back pocket of my jeans, I continued to stare
out the window, waiting for my
ride, wondering if I was even going to have anyone to hang out with
this year. While I knew a lot of people because of all the
extracurricular activities that I’d been involved in all these
years, Talon had been my only real friend. When he’d gotten
together with Kenzlee, then she and Alexandria had become my
friends, too. However, now that they were all gone, I had no real
friends of my own.

As I watched
Lars Finley pull into the driveway, guilt weighed heavily
on my chest again. Like Talon, he was
another person that felt responsible for me, and that wasn’t what I
wanted from Lars. This was also his senior year of high school, and
the last thing that he needed to be doing was babysitting
me.

So, it was
time to do something about everything that I’d never had the chance to experience before.
It was time to take control of my own life and do it for fun this
time around. It was time to experience the things that I
wanted to do, and not the things that I
had to do.

Like I’d
said, I had never known a day
of freedom in all my life.

Until now.


Chapter 1

 The things that are different, but the
same.

Edie~

I couldn’t
lie and say that I wasn’t nervous.
Even though I couldn’t remember a time when my days hadn’t been
busy with school or all the programs that I’d been in, I still
hadn’t made any real friends of my own growing up. While I knew a
lot of people, I’d always been too busy to really befriend anyone.
If there’d ever been anyone that had needed more than twenty-four
hours in a day, it would be me.

However, this
year, I was hoping to change all that. While I still had a few
school clubs that I felt passionate about, the plan was to cut back on all the extracurricular
activities and try to attend a party or two. For the first time in
my life, might I add.

Up until Talon
had graduated from high school, I had always been ‘Talon Draven’s
little sister’, never just Edie Draven. With our father, Hawkley Draven, out of the picture,
and our mother, Helen Draven, working herself to death to make sure
that we’d always had what we needed, Talon had been the one to
raise me for the most part. Grateful for all that Talon had been, I
was very aware that my life could have been a lot harder than just
my father taking off on us.

When my
brother had been old enough, Talon had taken up underground
fighting, putting his life at risk most weekends just so that I
could have hope for a
successful future. When my teachers had begun praising my
intelligence at a young age, Talon had been adamant that he’d do
whatever necessary to send me to college, and no amount of begging
had stopped him from winning those fights, no matter how dangerous.
Honestly, I owed my whole life to my brother, and I hoped that he
knew that.

As for Mom,
she had done her best after
Hawkley had left us. I couldn’t remember a time when she hadn’t had
more than one job, and I knew that she would always be grateful for
Talon and everything that he’d done to keep our family together and
from going under.

Of
course, all that had changed
when he’d met Kenzlee, his fiancé. Though things had started out
rocky in the beginning, Talon and Kenzlee were the real deal, and
when she had come into an inheritance, Kenzlee had chosen to take
care of her new family over buying designer handbags. Because of
Kenzlee, she, Talon, Hunter Finley, and Kenzlee’s cousin,
Alexandria Grant, were attending college right now. Kenzlee’s
generosity was also the reason why Lars Finley and I were going to
be able to go to college ourselves next year.

Life had
become a lot easier after
Talon had allowed Kenzlee to share her wealth with us, and for
those people that didn’t believe in angels, they just hadn’t met
Kenzlee Mitchell yet. Honestly, knowing all the tragedy that
Kenzlee had endured last year, I was pretty sure that my brother
had just wanted her to be happy. My brother was big on making sure
to take care of the women in his life, so letting Kenzlee pay for
stuff had been hard on him. Nevertheless, after Kenzlee had lost
her twin brother to an overdose, and her father to suicide, Talon
had chosen her happiness over his pride.

Putting my
stuff away in my locker, I thought about how everyone was gone,
leaving only me and Lars here
at Lakeside High. For as long as I could remember, Lars and Hunter
Finley had always been a part of our family. They were Talon’s best
friends, and our families were close enough that I could knock on
the Finleys’ front door and invite myself to dinner if I wanted
to.

Now, if I
were to describe my brother
and his friends, Talon was the aggressive one, Hunter was the
serious one, and Lars was the flirty one. Though girls had always
thrown themselves at the trio of guys, Lars had usually gone out of
his way to catch them, whereas Talon and Hunter hadn’t been so
obvious. Plus, a lot of girls had tried to befriend me as a way to
get to my brother, so Talon had never trusted females much before
Kenzlee had come into his life.

“Hey,
Edie.” I turned to see
Calliope Fairfield walking my way. “You excited about senior
year?”

While Calliope
and I weren’t exactly friends, we’d always been friendly. She was
lower-middle class like I was, so like me, she had spent the past
few years padding her resume
to up her chances at scholarships and college acceptances. A very
pretty girl, she was a couple of inches taller than my own
five-foot-one, and she had red hair, green eyes, and a very nice
figure. She was also very popular, not having just one group of
friends. I could also appreciate how she had never tried to talk to
me about Talon. Even if she had been interested in him, she hadn’t
ever spoken to me about it.

“Yeah, I am,” I
answered as I shut my locker.

Her nose
scrunched up a bit. “I bet it feels a bit weird without your brother here, huh?”

I nodded. “A
bit,” I admitted. “Still, I’m
lucky that he’s just a phone call away.”

Calliope arched a
brow. “You also have Lars Finley if you ever find yourself in a
pinch.”

I chuckled.
“The last thing that Lars
Finley is going to want to do is spend his senior year at Lakeside
babysitting me.” Calliope eyed me like she wasn’t quite sure if she
believed me. “I know that I can ask him for help if I need
something, but I finally have some breathing room now that Talon’s
not here, so I plan on taking advantage of that.”

Calliope’s eyes
gleamed. “Does that mean that there might be some parties in your
future?”

“Hopefully,” I
answered, shrugging a shoulder.

The girl smiled
wide. “It’s about time.”

Unfamiliar
panic began to set in. “Well,
I mean, I’m still going to be in drama and help with tutoring, but
if I find myself with some extra time on my hands, we’ll
see.”

“Well, I plan
to party my ass off, so if you ever want to check
one out, we can go together,”
she offered, and it was really sweet of her since we weren’t really
friends. “Besides, you’ll need someone to help warn you of which
guys are creeps and which ones aren’t.”

I scowled. “Why
would I need to know that?”

Her green eyes
widened. “Oh, c’mon, Edie. Seriously?”

“What?” I asked,
confused.

“You’ve been the talk of
the town all summer,” she said, surprising me.

“What are you
talking about?”

“All the guys
that have been too scared to ask you out because of Talon are now
ready to take their shot with you,” she answered, surprising me further.

“That’s ridiculous,” I
finally muttered.

“C’mon, Edie,” she
said softly. “Surely, you own a mirror.”

While I’d
taken after my mother, and while I had always believed that she was
pretty, I hadn’t ever really given much thought to my looks because I’d been too focused on
school.

“Yeah, well…baby
steps,” I grimaced, and Calliope just laughed.

 


~

 


Lars~

It was my senior year
at Lakeside High, and though things were different this year, I
couldn’t lie and say that I
still wasn’t excited about this final step before moving on to the
next phase of my life. Thanks to Kenzlee, I was going to be able to
go to college, and this school year couldn’t be over fast enough
for me.

Like most
towns, there was a ‘rich’ side to Lakeside, but the
working stiffs of this town
definitely outnumbered the people with money. Most of the citizens
of this town worked regular jobs, stressed over bills, and did
their best to keep their children out of prison. Lakeside turned
out more juvenile delinquents than college hopefuls, and I had
always blamed it on the fact that there was no lake in the goddamn
town.

Growing up, my
parents, Henry and Viola
Finley, had done their best by me and my brother, Hunter. Dad was
an insurance adjuster, and Mom worked as a secretary for a car
dealership, and while we hadn’t been swimming in money, we’d been
raised well, and it was something that I’d never lost sight of.
Considering that I’d had to grow up watching Talon stretch himself
thin to take care of his mother and sister, I made sure to never
take my parents for granted.

Now, just like
my best friend, Talon, and his
sister, Edie, were Irish twins, so were me and Hunter. My brother
wasn’t even a year older than me, and we’d grown up super close
because of it. Now, if I had to describe us, I’d say that Hunter
was way too serious for his age, and I wasn’t serious enough.
Though I wasn’t a complete douchebag, I liked to party, and I
definitely liked girls. Where Talon and Hunter had always been
discrete about their dates, if a girl wanted to blow me in public,
I had no problem letting her.

Women were fucking
incredible.

Though I had
always taken school seriously, growing up the way that I’d had, the
plan had been to get a regular
job at a regular place and make regular money. I’d had no huge
aspirations to get out of Lakeside, nor had I felt sad about it.
Life was a precious gift, and I chose to enjoy it, no matter where
or how.

Nevertheless, things had
changed last year when Talon had fallen off his nut for Kenzlee
Mitchell. Kenz had transferred to Lakeside, Talon had run into her
in the hallway, and then it’d been nothing but fireworks after
that. Talon had chased her with all the finesse of a raging bull,
and he had caught her. When she had come into an unexpected
inheritance, instead of returning to the rich side of town and
forgetting all about us, she had paid off houses, purchased
much-needed cars, and had footed everyone’s first year of college.
The girl was a fucking walking miracle, and I felt bad for anyone
that ever tried to take her from Talon. Not only was the guy lethal
with his fists, but he loved Kenzlee Mitchell more than his own
life.

At any rate,
the plan was to enjoy my senior year of school, then go on
to really
enjoy college life. Talon and Kenzlee
had ended up at school together, and so had Hunter and Alexandria
Grant, Kenzlee’s cousin. We’d all been a super close group last
year when we’d all been together, and now it was just me and Edie,
but that was okay. I adored Edie Draven and considered her a good
friend.

Now, while I
knew a lot of people at school, Hunter and Talon had been my family
and best friends all my life.
We’d been attached at the hip, and I knew that it was going to take
a while to get used to not seeing them on campus. However, that
wasn’t to say that I didn’t have other people to hang out with,
because I did. Even without Hunter and Talon with me, I had a
reputation for a good time, and I got along well with most people.
Granted, that didn’t mean that I couldn’t swing my fists if I
needed to, but I tried not to; that was all Hunter and
Talon.

“Ready to rule the
school?” I turned to see Dillon Wells grinning at me. “That’s what
senior year is all about, man.”

Because I
wasn’t a douchebag, I refrained from pointing out that I had
already ruled the school with
Hunter and Talon last year. Instead, saying, “I’m ready for
whatever.”

Dillon was a
jock, and though I liked to play sports, they weren’t in my future
the way that football was for Dillon. So, while Dillon was playing
football this year to help him
get into college, I was on the practice squad just for the exercise
and fun of it. Dillon was also six-foot of athletic prime, and his
blonde hair and blue eyes always guaranteed that some chick was on
his arm.

“You know,
there’s been some talk,” he
remarked.

Grabbing my
book from my locker, I turned
to give him my full attention. “About what?”

“Well, now that
Talon and Hunter are off at college, people are wondering if you’re
going to take up the fights now,” he said, surprising me.

“Why would I
do that?” I asked him. “Tal
only did it for the money, and Hunter only did it whenever he
needed to blow off steam. I don’t need money or have the need to
blow off steam.”

“Dude, c’mon,”
he said like a practicing frat boy. “Think of all the pussy that
you’ll get if you start
fighting.” I just stared at him because my reputation with girls
spoke for itself. “I’m not talking about high school pussy. I’m
talking about all that college shit that turns a man
stupid.”

I arched a
brow. “Because you’ve had college pussy?”

“I’m just
saying, Lars,” he replied,
almost whining. “For whatever reason, fighting makes their panties
fall off, and who doesn’t want a wild chick wrapped around
them?”

“I don’t need
to sign up for the fights to get my dick wet by a crazy chick,
Wells,” I drawled out. “I do
just fine without getting my face smashed in for it.”

“Yeah, right,”
Dillon snorted. “Because you’d lose.”

“That’s not the
point,” I argued.

He tapped me
on the shoulder. “Just think about it,” he said. “We can have lots
of fun if you
fight.”

“Why
don’t you
sign up if you’re so
interested?”

“Because I can’t
afford to get hurt off the field,” he replied. “Football’s my only
way out, and I’m not going to jeopardize it for pussy.”

“Well, I’m not
interested in the fights,” I repeated. “I’m all for partying and whatever, but I was done
with the fights as soon as Talon and Hunter were.”

“Alright, man,” he
relented.

“I’ll see you at
practice after school,” I said, ready to get to class.

Leaving Dillon
to think whatever he wanted, I was rounding the corner, very aware of the time, when I
almost mowed down Lindsey Vance.

“Oh,” she cried out,
and I grabbed her in time to keep her from hitting the ground.

“Shit,” I hissed.
“Sorry, Lindsey.”

As soon as she
noticed that it was me, her blue eyes flared. “Oh, it’s okay,” she replied. “You know I
don’t mind it when you have your hands on me, Lars.”

Yeah, Lindsey Vance
was one of many.

“Are you okay?” I
asked, ignoring her comment.

“Yeah, I-”

“Okay, good,” I
rushed out. “I need to get to class.”

Before she could say
anything more, I was back to rushing towards first period. However,
by the look in her blue eyes, I knew that Lindsey Vance was going
to be sucking my dick before the end of the school day. God bless
her, it was her favorite thing to do.


Chapter 2

 The difference that time makes.

Lars~

“Fuck, you’re so good at
that,” I hissed as Lindsey’s blonde head bobbed up and down over my
dick.

When I had
reached my locker after second period, Lindsey had been standing
next to it, her hair pulled up in a ponytail when it hadn’t been pulled up earlier. Now, while I
would never judge a girl by her friendliness, it was well-known
that Lindsey liked to spread the cheer. She was one of the very few
uncomplicated girls in this school that didn’t expect a wedding
ring after one night together. Lindsey Vance liked sex, and she
liked to have it with whichever guy she was feeling in the
moment.

Lindsey
moaned around my dick, and I
could only pray that the janitor didn’t need anything from this
closet before I nutted off in her mouth. Always the gentleman, I
knew that I was going to have to finger fuck her to repay the
favor, but I didn’t mind. Lindsey wasn’t hard to please, and
luckily for her, I knew where to find a woman’s g-spot. I wasn’t
one of those douche canoes that only cared about his own pleasure;
I knew my way around a woman’s body.

Cupping the
back of her head, I started to fuck her mouth, warning her that we
were short on time. “I need you to make me cum, so that I can
return the favor, sweetheart.
We don’t have much time.”

Since Lindsey
couldn’t take my length all the way down her throat, she worked the
base of my dick with her hand, her other hand coming up to cradle
my balls. Though they were a
delicate duo, done right, juggling those sonsofbitches always did
the trick.

Pumping my
hips into Lindsey’s pretty face, it didn’t take long before I was
cumming down her throat, the release sending shocks down my spine,
all the way down to my toes. Like the cock-sucking-loving
beauty that she was, Lindsey
didn’t pull her lips off my dick until she had swallowed every last
drop spurting from my cock.

“Fuck,” I panted.
“Just what I needed.”

Wiping her
bottom lip with her finger, Lindsey smirked as she stood up, eyeing
me as I stuffed my dick back
in my pants and righted myself. While I was eager to get her off, I
didn’t want to chance anyone walking in on us, my dick out in the
open for anyone to see.

“My turn,” she
announced right before turning around, popping her ass up and my
way.

Sliding my
hand underneath her panties
and between her legs, Lindsey’s pussy was wet enough that my
fingers slid in effortlessly, her moan vibrating throughout the
little closet. Her cunt gripped my digits hard, and when my two
fingers were wet enough, I pulled them back out, then slid them
inside her other tight hole. That was another thing that made
Lindsey popular; she liked it in the ass.

“Play with your
pussy, Lindsey,” I instructed. “We both know that’s what you
like.”

As predicted,
Lindsey bypassed her clit,
sliding two of her own fingers inside her pussy, the double
penetration turning her into a moaning mess. Sliding my other hand
around to her front, I took control of her clit as I fingered her
ass, and if Lindsey weren’t as experienced as she was, she wouldn’t
have been able to handle the multiple stimulations.

“Oh, God...don’t
stop, Lars…” she demanded.

“I know that
it feels good, but you need to hurry,” I said, ruining the mood a
little. “We’re pressed for
time if you want to cum, sweetie.”

A couple of
minutes more, and Lindsey was
crying out, her entire body trembling with her release, and her ass
was gripped around my fingers tight enough to make my dick twitch
again. If I didn’t have to get to class, I’d take her ass,
something that I hadn’t done in a while.

When Lindsey
was finally done cumming, I
pulled my fingers out of her tight body, then helped her
straightened her panties since she hadn’t even bothered to take
them off. Both of my hands were a soaked mess, so knowing that
Lindsey wasn’t the type of girl that would mind, I wiped them a bit
on her skirt, needing to stop by the restrooms on my way to class
next.

She leaned up, then
placed a kiss on my cheek. “Always a pleasure, Lars.”

“Likewise,” I
grinned.

Doing my best
to still protect the girl’s
modesty, I opened the door first, looked around, then ushered her
outside when I saw that the coast was clear. No matter her
reputation, I didn’t treat girls like dirt. If guys could go around
and screw whoever they wanted, then I saw no reason why girls
shouldn’t be able to do the same thing. Besides, I’d rather deal
with an easy chick that knew how to be nice to people versus a
virgin that acted like a sanctimonious bitch. Staying pure until
your wedding night didn’t automatically put you in line for
sainthood.

After seeing
Lindsey on her way, I headed
towards one of the school’s restrooms to wash my hands, and I
couldn’t believe how much I missed my brother and Talon right now.
If they’d been here, I’d be teasing them with my cheesy smile, both
of them knowing exactly what I’d been up to. However, because there
was no one else that I trusted like I did Hunter and Talon, my
little interlude of the day was going to stay my little
secret.

Done with
cleaning myself up, I left the restroom, then headed for my locker before third period began.
After that, I’d see Edie in fourth, then I planned on checking in
with her during lunch. If I was missing everyone right now, then I
knew that she had to be, too. Talon had been her whole life,
despite all of her extracurricular activities over the years. In
fact, she was so used to Talon monitoring her whereabouts that she
still didn’t feel comfortable driving her own car. It was my job to
drive her to school, and then back home again, leaving me with her
vehicle. While I didn’t mind driving Edie around, it did feel a bit
weird to have her car, so I only used it for her. If I needed to do
anything else, I borrowed one of my parents’ cars.

Now, while
Talon, Hunter, and I had always looked out for Edie,
that responsibility fell on my
shoulders now, something that I didn’t mind at all. Edie Draven was
special, and she deserved the world after all the hard work that
she put into being a good girl. Brilliant and kind, it wasn’t a
hardship to look after Edie at all.

When I rounded
the corner, I saw her talking
to Calliope Fairfield, and that gave me pause. While I had nothing
against the girl, Hunter had gone a round or two with her a couple
of years ago, and so I knew that she wasn’t exactly modest, making
me the biggest hypocrite in the world when it came to Edie. Sure, I
had expected Edie to branch out a little now that Talon wasn’t
here, but I didn’t want her branching out with party girls because
I didn’t need that kind of headache. Not only would Talon kill me
if something ever happened to his sister, but Edie was too good for
most of the people in this town.

However,
before I could walk up on them and say something, the first warning
bell rang, and they quickly scurried to go about their business, something that I also needed to
do.

 


~

 


Edie~

“So,
Danny Mason is already asking
about you.”

I turned to look at
Calliope smiling over at me. “What?”

She glanced at
the muffin that I’d just
plucked out of the vending machine, then grimaced a bit. “I have no
idea how you stay so slim and petite eating shit like
that.”

“Genetics,” I
replied dryly. “My mom’s petite, too.”

“Lucky you,” she
sighed, but not in a catty way.

Moving on from
the topic of vending machine
food, I asked, “So, what were you saying about Danny
Mason?”

“Well, at
least you’re pairing the muffin with water,” she remarked casually. “Water is
healthy.”

“Can we forget
the muffin for a second?” I asked. “What were you saying
about Danny Mason?”

Calliope shook
her head, snapping herself out of her runaway opinions. “Oh,
yeah…no. Yeah, I overheard
Danny Mason talking to Trae Holden, and he was asking about
you.”

I started
making my way back to my locker, Calliope following
next to me. “Why would he be
asking Trae Holden about me? Trae and I aren’t even
friends.”

She snorted.
“He was asking Trae if Trae thought that Talon would make the trip back home to kick his
ass if he asked you out.”

“That’s ridiculous,”
I huffed.

“Ridiculous or not, that’s
what they were talking about.”

Curiosity got the
better of me. “What did Trae say?”

Calliope gave
me a sly look. “He reminded
Danny that Lars Finley still went to school here and that Talon
wouldn’t need to make the trip back home because Lars would kick
his ass before it got that far.”

“Lars is not
my babysitter,” I muttered. “It’s also none of his business if
I decide that I want to start
dating.”

“Well, Danny
Mason is hot,” she pointed out. “You could do a lot worse than a guy that looks like you can
bounce a quarter off his ass.”

Despite the
embarrassing topic, I laughed. “Really, Calliope?”

She grinned.
“Oh, c’mon. You can’t tell me
that Danny Mason isn’t gorgeous. Plus, not only is he gorgeous, but
he plays basketball.” She shrugged. “Athletes are sexy.”

Even if I were
interested in messing around with Danny Mason, Calliope and I just
weren’t that close for me to
share all my secrets with her. Now, had Kenzlee or Alexandria still
been here, I would have run to them first with this information,
asking for their opinions. Of course, had Kenzlee or Alexandria
still been here, then that would mean that Talon would also be
here, so there’d be no need to talk to the girls about any guys.
Even though I wasn’t big on sleeping around, there was no arguing
that I was still a virgin because Talon was insanely
protective.

Granted, I
could always call Kenz or Alex, but it wasn’t the same as having them here with me. I also
wasn’t going to speak to Lars about Danny Mason or any other guy.
Even though it wasn’t his job to babysit me, Calliope wasn’t far
off about Lars. I could see him feeling like he owed it to Talon to
look out for me, and I didn’t need that kind of hovering in my life
anymore. Now, while I wasn’t ready to just fling my virginity at
the first guy that looked my way, I was eighteen and had never even
kissed a guy. Though a few had expressed interest in the past, a
kiss from me wasn’t worth them losing all their teeth for. Talon’s
reputation had been a vicious one and still was.

“I’m not
saying that Danny Mason isn’t hot or whatever,” I clarified. “I’m
just saying that school just started, and I’m not about to
lose my head over the first
guy that shows some interest in me.”

“You’re no
fun, Edie,” she sighed.
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