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Chapter 1
A heartbeat. Thump. Thump.
He shoots up in bed, breath caught in his throat.
What is that?
The sound echoes in his ears. He can’t shake it.
He steps outside, searching. No one’s there. Still, the noise won’t stop. It grows louder—closer.
He takes off running.
Through the city.
Through the trees.
Over the highway.
Across valleys.
He doesn’t stop until his lungs burn. He doubles over, trying to catch his breath.
I thought it was close…
Still gasping, he sprints again, faster this time. His body moves on instinct. The sound pulls him.
He reaches a building. The surroundings feel… familiar. But he doesn’t stop to think. He approaches the window and peers in.
A girl.
Straight brown hair.
A man presses her against the wall.
His stomach twists.
The man lifts her, carries her to the bed, climbs on top, and starts removing her clothes—and his.
He feels like a creep. He should look away. But he can’t.
Why can I hear her heartbeat?
The man enters her. Her pulse spikes.
Then—he sinks his teeth into her neck.
She cries out in pain, twisting away.
“No. No, please stop,” she whimpers.
He grabs her wrists and slams them down, pinning her.
Still, he watches—frozen.
Should I stop this?
Her heartbeat slows.
She goes still.
The man keeps going.
That’s when he moves.
He bursts into the room and shoves the man off her, slamming him against the wall by the throat. The man's lips peel back, baring sharp teeth.
“Get out of her,” he growls, “before I kill you.”
He releases him.
The man vanishes in a blur.
He rushes to her, grabs a blanket, and drapes it over her body. Then he sits beside her, silent.
She curls into him instinctively. Her eyes flutter open—barely.
He gently brushes her hair from her face.
“Are you okay?” he whispers.
Tears roll down her cheeks, but she nods.
He slips off the bed and kneels before her, locking eyes with her dazed, blue gaze.
“Forget this,” he murmurs. “You had a lovely night. You went home and fell asleep.”
He swims his hand across her forhead, he lingers for just a moment.
Then he vanishes.

 
Charter 1: Her

Natalie’s steps were automatic as she crossed the familiar, worn brick pathway. Birds sang their sweet melodies, and the warm sun bathed her in a gentle glow. As she passed by the quiet campus and empty dining halls, a pang of envy tugged at her. Some students were still tucked away in their dorms, blissfully shielded from the harsh reality of Monday morning. But Natalie wasn't so fortunate. She had to drag herself to her 8 AM psychology class, a subject she could hardly bring herself to care about. As her feet moved without thought, her mind wandered back to the weekend. Lazy Sundays and carefree nights out with friends felt like a lifetime ago. She sighed, wondering how people could possibly summon enthusiasm at this ungodly hour.

As she turned the corner, the majestic patterned doors appeared, their vintage design standing out just slightly from the rest. She admired the intricate detail for a moment, but her excitement to walk through them was non-existent. Natalie silently scolded herself. She forced a bright, though somewhat strained, smile, trying to summon some enthusiasm for the day ahead. Her stomach growled in protest as she paused on the first step. For a fleeting moment, the thought of bailing on the day crossed her mind, but she pushed it aside. She couldn’t afford to skip – not when her future goals were at stake. She wanted to focus on her studies, land a high-paying job, and build a stable future. Right now, though, she was just navigating the maze of general education courses, trying to uncover her true passions and career aspirations. The memory of those distant dreams stirred in the back of her mind. Natalie took a deep breath, bracing herself for the day’s inevitable challenges.
Natalie inhaled deeply, the cool air filling her lungs. She reminded herself to stay focused, to just put one foot in front of the other. "I can do this," she told herself, squaring her shoulders. She scanned her ID card and pushed open the heavy door, which swung shut with a soft whoosh behind her. "Morning, Natalie!" The campus security guard greeted her with a warm, friendly voice. "Ready for another day?”

Natalie slowed her pace, offering a polite smile as she responded, "Good morning, Matt. How was your weekend?" Matt’s face brightened instantly, his smile wide and genuine. "It was great, thanks for asking! My nephew's baseball team won their game, and I got to spend some quality time with him." Natalie nodded along, listening with the appropriate amount of attention, though her mind wandered as he shared the details. As Matt wrapped up his story, she couldn’t help but wonder: Why did I always ask about his weekend? It wasn’t like she actually cared. She sometimes regretted getting on a first-name basis with the campus security guards. It made these obligatory exchanges feel even more uncomfortable. She often found herself questioning why security was stationed at nearly every door. It was a small campus, and students needed an ID to access the buildings anyway. It seemed a bit overkill.

Natalie murmured a quick goodbye as she walked away, her eyes scanning the hallway ahead. The harsh fluorescent lights overhead flickered, casting a glaring, unforgiving light that made her squint. She picked up her pace, focusing all her energy on one singular goal – getting this class over with. "Don’t be late," she reminded herself, the familiar knot of anxiety tightening in her stomach.

Natalie headed toward the elevator, her feet dragging slightly. The doors slid open with a soft whoosh, and she stepped inside, pressing the button for the 7th floor. She winced at the coldness of the metal beneath her finger. As the doors began to close, her eyes followed their motion, and she took a deep breath, bracing herself for the long, tedious hours ahead. For a brief moment, a sense of fleeting peace settled over her — before the sudden jolt of the elevator doors opening again startled her, pulling her from her thoughts.

Ashton stepped out of the elevator, his usual immaculate appearance slightly disheveled, as though he’d rushed to catch it. A sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead, catching Natalie’s attention. She raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the unexpected departure from his usual composed demeanor. Their eyes met for a brief, electrifying moment before Natalie quickly looked away, her gaze dropping to the floor as a slight warmth crept up her neck.

Ashton stepped into the elevator, and Natalie instantly felt a strange prickle of awareness run down her spine from his proximity. Her chest fluttered, and she couldn’t quite place the sensation, but it made her uneasy. The doors shut, and the elevator began its ascent. She shifted slightly, using the motion to put some space between them. Ashton’s scowl seemed to absorb all the energy in the small space, casting a heavy, uncomfortable silence that made the air feel thick.
As Natalie entered the classroom, she slipped into her seat, observing the other students chatting or absorbed in their own pre-lecture routines. The room hummed with quiet conversations and the sound of papers being shuffled. She pulled out her notebook and pen, mentally bracing for the lesson ahead. Her eyes scanned the room, catching sight of familiar faces from past classes, and she couldn’t help but wonder if today’s lecture would be any more engaging than the last one.

Tessa appeared beside Natalie’s desk, her face breaking into a bright, knowing smile. "Hey, I missed you at Flynn’s this weekend. Where were you?" Natalie met Tessa’s gaze and instantly recognized where this conversation was going. A familiar knot of dread tightened in her stomach, but she forced a smile, trying to keep things light. "Hey, sorry I missed Flynn’s. Honestly, life’s been a mess, and I really needed to recharge for the week ahead." Tessa’s grin shifted into something more mischievous. "No worries, but you’re definitely coming on Friday. I saw your ‘friend’ there. The one you, you know, got cozy with last weekend?" Natalie’s cheeks flushed, and she laughed awkwardly, trying to brush it off. "He’s just a friend… or, at least, that’s all he’s supposed to be." Tessa’s eyes sparkled with amusement. "Oh, girl, I get it. He’s disturbingly hot.”

Tessa’s tone shifted slightly, taking on a more serious note. "Flynn’s is our bar, and we’re not bailing just because things get weird." Natalie shot back, "Fine, fine." Tessa’s smirk widened just as the professor cleared his throat, signaling for the room to quiet down. Her eyes flicked discreetly toward Ashton, and she leaned in slightly. "He’s almost as hot as him."

Natalie knew Ashton’s pattern all too well—his quiet, reserved nature occasionally interrupted by flashes of something sharper during group projects. The charm he wore so effortlessly seemed to slip at times, revealing a flirtier edge beneath. It made Natalie uneasy. Was this the real Ashton, or just another mask he wore to keep people guessing?

Natalie’s gaze shifted back to Ashton, her mind still lingering on their strange encounter in the elevator. She shook her head, pushing the thoughts aside as she tried to focus on the professor’s lecture.

Natalie felt the need for a break, so she made her way to the small cafe down the hall. With a warm cup of coffee in hand, she placed it on the sleek quartz countertop, relishing in the brief moment of calm. After adding her sugar and cream, she grabbed the cup and made her way back to class.
Insert Bradley scence 

With renewed focus, Natalie rushed back to her desk, her thoughts set on the professor’s lecture. As the class wrapped up, she gathered her belongings, ready to head out. Just then, Tessa appeared, a bright smile on her face. “Hey, want to grab lunch?”

Tessa's lunch invitation was a welcome distraction, especially since Natalie had forgotten to bring her own. “Hell yeah, I’m starving!” Natalie exclaimed, grateful for the escape. “Let’s grab something and catch up in the lounge.”

As they made their way to their favorite lunch spot, Tessa linked her arm through Natalie’s, and they began discussing their options. Natalie settled on her go-to avocado BLT, while Tessa, ever the adventurous one, picked the soup of the day—broccoli and cheddar. Natalie smiled, amused by Tessa’s predictably endearing choices.

As they walked back to the office, the conversation inevitably shifted to Flynn's. Tessa couldn't resist bringing it up, and Natalie felt a familiar knot of dread tightening in her chest. She knew she couldn’t avoid it forever—this week, she’d have to face whatever Flynn’s had in store.

As they approached the building, Matt appeared, always ready for a chat. Though his endless droning often grated on her, Natalie knew she needed to make amends for her shortness earlier. "Hey, Matt, how’s your day going so far?" she asked, starting a conversation as she walked beside him, her pace slower after the leisurely lunch.

They hopped into the elevator and headed back up to the lounge. Natalie’s day had brightened, no longer heading into a gloomy classroom. Instead, she saw the potential for growth—people working hard to further their future. The space was filled with vibrant greenery, large windows that flooded the area with light, and calming blue walls that seemed to reduce stress.

Natalie and Tessa hurried into the spacious lounge, sinking into the plush couches. As they dug into their lunches, the atmosphere lightened, and conversation flowed easily.

Tessa raised an eyebrow, her smirk playful. "Hey, I couldn't help but notice you glancing at Ashton today. Got a thing for him?" Natalie rolled her eyes. "No way! He's just so annoying. This morning, he was in the elevator with me, and he sent chills down my spine. Almost creepy.” Natalie’s frustration bubbled to the surface.

Tessa’s laughter echoed through the break room. "You're so passionate about disliking him! It’d be hilarious if he showed up at Flynn’s on Friday. I’m tempted to invite him just to see your reaction." Natalie’s eyes widened in horror. "Don’t even think about it! I don’t want to spend another minute in his presence.”
Tessa left the lounge, and Natalie trailed behind, her eyes drifting toward Ashton, who leaned against the wall outside the lounge, his foot propped up. His impeccable attire looked almost too polished, as if he were trying to prove something. Natalie’s gaze lingered on his dark hair, the way it framed his face. She snapped her attention back, feeling a flutter in her chest. Had he heard her conversation with Tessa? His expression remained aloof, lost in his own world.


Ashton followed behind, walking a bit faster and colliding with Natalie with enough force to send her into the wall. "Ow," Natalie muttered, her eyes flashing with annoyance. Ashton didn’t even break stride, his expression unyielding as he walked away without a word. Natalie’s anger simmered, her mind racing with unspoken retorts. What was his problem, anyway?

Natalie trailed behind Ashton to the elevator, her anger still simmering. Fortunately, they were joined by Bradley and Tessa, which eased the tension. Ashton greeted Bradley with a friendly dap, inviting him out for a drink later to "forget some stuff." Natalie’s eyes narrowed, her anger flaring up again. How could he be so friendly with Bradley, yet so cold and dismissive with her? She pushed aside her irritation, focusing on the elevator doors sliding open.

As the elevator doors opened, the group spilled out into the lobby, exchanging cheerful goodbyes. Matt, the security guard, waved from his desk, adding to the chorus of farewells. But Ashton remained stoic, his silence a sharp contrast to the warmth around him. He simply nodded, his eyes fixed on the door, as he followed the others out of the building.

As they stepped out into the evening air, the group dissolved into smaller clusters. Ashton and Natalie found themselves walking in the same direction, their silence a stark contrast to the earlier camaraderie. Then, in a low, smooth tone, Ashton whispered, “See you, short.” Natalie’s eyes flashed with irritation, but she bit back her retort, shooting him a disdainful glance instead. Ashton’s smirk was fleeting, yet it said more than words could. With a curt nod, Natalie quickened her pace, leaving Ashton behind. How awkward, she thought. I look like a child fast-walking away from a parent. How pathetic, she thought of herself.

As Natalie walked, her anger dissipated with each step, replaced by a nagging curiosity. She couldn't shake the feeling that Ashton's behavior was more complex than she'd initially thought. He was always so abrasive, yet lately, he'd been making an effort to talk to her. And that nickname – "short" – it was almost... affectionate? Why would he bother, especially when he seemed to take pleasure in pushing her buttons? The more she thought about it, the more Natalie's confusion deepened.

As Natalie climbed the stairs to her apartment, the tension in her shoulders began to melt away. She pushed open the door, and Luna and Leo, her two cats, greeted her with soft meows and headbutts. Natalie smiled, a small sense of peace washing over her. She slipped off her shoes, dropped her bag, and made her way to the comforting haven of her bed. As she sank into the sheets, the soothing silence of her apartment wrapped around her like a blanket, and for the first time in hours, Natalie felt her mind finally begin to unwind. 




Chapter 2
Natalie’s eyes fluttered open, the warmth of her bed holding her in a languid embrace. She stretched with a quiet yawn, her body heavy with exhaustion, the kind that seeps into your bones after a long week. Yet, beneath the tiredness, a spark of excitement flickered to life. Today was the last day of the workweek, and the thought of unwinding at Flynn’s afterward made her pulse quicken. Even the looming possibility of encountering a certain someone she’d rather avoid couldn’t quite quench her anticipation. There was a promise of freedom in the evening, and she intended to savor it.

As Natalie stepped into the shower, the heat of the water washed over her skin, but it wasn’t just the physical sensation that enveloped her—it was a flood of memories, too. She found herself drifting back to her childhood, back to the suffocating monotony of living at home. The early mornings, the relentless routine, and the sense of being trapped in a cycle that dulled her spark. It was a feeling that still lingered in the corners of her mind, one that mirrored the sense of stagnation she sometimes felt in her current job. Her relationship with her mother had always been strained, their constant clashes like a storm that never passed. It wasn’t until she left, carving out a life on her own, that the tension began to ease. Maybe that was why she craved independence so fiercely now—why the peace of solitude, with only her affectionate cats for company, felt like freedom she couldn’t live without.
College had been a world apart from her high school days. For the first time, Natalie had control over her own schedule—freedom that felt like an open sky after years of feeling confined. She dove into it, her nights filled with laughter, new adventures, and the bonds of friends who felt like family. But adulthood came knocking, and the reality was far from the dream she'd envisioned. She found herself, unexpectedly, in the grind of a job she didn’t love, questioning if she had made the right choices. Deep down, though, she still clung to one ambition: the dream of being her own boss. That desire for independence—freedom to create and shape her own path—had always burned brightly within her, even when the world seemed to push her toward other things.
Natalie crouched down to her cats, offering a soft, lingering farewell as she ran her fingers through their silky fur. The warmth of their presence lingered in her mind as she reluctantly stood and grabbed her things. Walking out the door, she couldn’t shake the nagging hope that the day ahead would pass quickly—that the hours would speed by so she could escape the confines of the classroom and the weight of her responsibilities.
Tessa appeared at her side with a burst of energy, her bright smile impossible to ignore. "Ready for tonight?" she asked, her voice filled with excitement. Natalie couldn’t help but grin, the anticipation of the evening bubbling up inside her. "Hell yeah,” she replied, her words full of the same eager energy.
Tessa didn’t skip a beat, "I’ll pick you up at eight. We’ll pre-game a bit, then head to Flynn’s. Oh, and by the way, I invited Bradley." Natalie’s eyes widened in surprise, and she shot Tessa a skeptical look. "Tessa, seriously? That’s a terrible idea. Just make sure you have someone keeping an eye on him,” she added, her gaze sliding toward Ashton. Tessa just giggled, completely unfazed. "I know, I know. But we’ve been talking, and he’s actually pretty cool. As for everything else? Well, we’ll see how it goes." A mischievous smirk curled at the corner of her lips.
The rest of the class passed in a blur of disinterest. Natalie’s mind was elsewhere—glancing at the clock every few minutes, counting down the seconds until she could finally escape the confines of the classroom and dive into the night that awaited her.
Natalie started to gather her things, heading down the stairs when she looked up and saw her professor making his way toward her. "Ah, Natalie, Ashton!" he called out with an unusually excited tone. "My two best students! Do you have any plans this weekend?" Before she could answer, he quickly cut her off. "Actually, I need you both here. We’re starting a project together. Over the next few weeks, we’ll be studying patients from the nearby psych wards—ranging from mild to extreme cases. I need you to make detailed weekly observations and predictions. I'll update the files weekly. I know this is ruining your Friday night, but your grade will definitely reflect this, and you’ll be compensated for helping out with the study. Here’s the key to my office and the filing cabinet."
Ashton and Natalie exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them before they both nodded in reluctant agreement. It wasn’t as if they had a choice. Their professor left, leaving the two of them standing there, surrounded by the weight of the assignment. Natalie dropped her things onto the table and let out a long, heavy sigh, feeling the tension of the week linger in her bones. She had been looking forward to a carefree night, but now it seemed like that would have to wait. At least she could still get drunk and forget about all of this, even if just for a few hours.
You ready?" Natalie murmured, glancing over her shoulder. Ashton only grunted in response. She grabbed her bag and walked toward the professor’s office, Ashton trailing behind her. Once inside, she dumped her things onto the desk and took a seat. For a moment, she stood tall, the small rush of power from the authoritative setting making her feel briefly in control. But that feeling quickly faded as Ashton walked in, grounding her back to the reality of the situation.
Natalie’s gaze drifted across the professor’s office, settling on personal mementos—photos of his dog, snapshots of family vacations. She couldn’t help but feel a twinge of longing. She dreamed of a life like that someday: a stable income, a home of her own, a family, maybe even extravagant vacations. Her eyes wandered to the glass windows, taking in the expansive view of the campus below. She had never really noticed it before, but now it struck her in a way she hadn’t expected. The idea of being on display like that felt so foreign, so exposed. She quickly pulled the blinds down, closing herself off from the view. As she did, she noticed Ashton smirking, already pulling a pen and paper from his bag.
“Okay, next one—Jessica Willson.” Natalie flipped through her notebook, finding the right page. “She’s 33, has two kids, and has been here for about a month. Recently divorced. She’s sweet, kind, but a bit depressed,” Natalie added, shaking her head. Ashton’s fingers flew over the keyboard as he typed. Natalie couldn’t resist. “Oh, hey, she’s single. You should totally go for her.” She chuckled at her own suggestion. Ashton didn’t seem amused. “Yeah, right. She’s a bit old, don’t you think? And kids? No way. Plus, she’s crazy.”“Hey, I mean, she’s not that old. Only 6 or 7 years older than us,” Natalie began.
“Hey, I mean, not that old. She’s only like 6 or 7 years older than us.” Ashton cut her off before she could finish. “Seven for me, six for you. Damn, you’re ancient.” Natalie shot him a look. “Hey, she’s literally less than a year older than me. How the hell do you know how old I am?”

Ashton didn’t answer her, instead moving on to the next person on the list. They worked through five more files before Ashton paused, rubbing his eyes. “Let’s take a break for now. This is giving me a headache.” Natalie sighed, but agreed. “Okay, but we need to speed this up. I don’t want to be here all night, let alone tomorrow.”
“Well, get over it, because there are at least 23 more.” Ashton said, clearly unfazed. Natalie rolled her eyes in response, not bothering to argue.
Ashton finally relaxed, his shoulders slumping. Natalie sank deeper into her chair, letting the tension of the evening gradually fade away. She reached for her phone and checked the time. Shit—she hadn’t told Tessa about the change in plans. Quickly, she typed out a text: "Hey, professor asked us to stay late for a project,” she added a quick eye-roll emoji, “maybe I can meet you guys later.”
She put her phone down and glanced over at Ashton. His chair was turned slightly to the side, feet propped up on the desk. His head hung off the back of the chair, eyes closed, as his long black hair tumbled down, slightly messy.
Natalie couldn’t help but admire him for a moment, but quickly looked away, feeling a little creepy for staring. She decided to give him ten minutes before interrupting, hoping the silence would pass. She closed her eyes for a brief moment, but was soon pulled out of her thoughts by the sound of Ashton shuffling through his bag. 
Her eyes flicked back to Ashton before landing on something that made her jaw drop—a bottle of Bacardi sitting casually on the desk. Who was this guy? She couldn’t help but wonder. He drank at school? During class?
She stood up and walked over to the desk, her hand hovering over the bottle. Without thinking, she touched it, causing Ashton to look up. He slowly shifted in his chair, still slouching, but his eyes were a little more tired than before. “Hey, did I say you could touch that?” he muttered, his voice rough. Natalie mumbled, “Do you really drink at school?”“Hey, did I say you could touch that?” he asked.
“Sometimes, on those really rough days,” Ashton mumbled, his voice low. He stood up quickly, snatching the bottle from her hand. Natalie froze, her shock evident. Back to normal Ashton, she thought, heart pounding. He stepped closer, his face now only a few inches from hers.
She looked him in the eye, but couldn’t help herself—her gaze dropped to his lips. Her breath hitched, and she felt an unfamiliar mix of fear and something else pulsing through her body.
She felt his hand on her waist, gently pushing her back against the filing cabinet. A shiver ran through her, and though a part of her felt a strange thrill, her body tensed, locking with a mix of excitement and fear.
She could feel his warm breath against her lips. His eyes locked with hers for a moment before trailing down to her lips. His tongue brushed over them as his gaze flickered back to her eyes. He leaned in, his lips barely grazing her ear as he whispered, “Don’t even think about telling anyone about this.” Her heart pounded, and she shuddered, his breath sending a chill down her spine.
She didn’t respond, her throat tight. He pressed his weight against her waist, reclaiming the bottle, and said, “Let’s get back to work.” Slowly, her breath returned to normal as she walked back to her seat, the tension still hanging in the air.
Her legs trembled as she walked back to her seat, a mixture of confusion and something else swirling inside her. She couldn’t shake the thought—Who is this guy? The way he had pushed her against the wall, like she was nothing, left her reeling.
They returned to their work, plowing through each file in silence. The casual joking had disappeared, leaving the air thick with tension. Every word spoken felt heavier than the last. Ashton took slow, deliberate sips of rum as they worked, his movements almost mechanical
“Let’s call it a night,” Ashton muttered, barely glancing up. “I think I want to go out for a bit. We’ll meet back here in the morning.” He spoke as though he was hardly paying attention, his words distant. Natalie started packing up, silently annoyed by his casual tone.
“We’ve only got 10 left,” she muttered, her voice trailing off.
“Well, it is what it is.” He shrugged, offering no further response.
They both began packing up, and Natalie made her way to the elevator. As she glanced back, she saw him still sitting there, legs propped up on the desk, his head tilted slightly to the side.
“Hey, you coming?” she asked softly.

“Yeah, I just need a minute. Go ahead,” he mumbled, his voice flat.
He looked up, and she could see the anger building in his eyes. He locked his gaze with hers, his eyes intense in a way she hadn’t noticed before—beautiful, blue. “Just go,” he said, his voice sharp and growing louder. Ashton saw the fear flicker across her face.
She took a step back, fear coursing through her, her legs trembling beneath her. Without saying a word, she quickly turned and made her way to the elevator, desperate to get out of there as fast as possible.
A light breeze brushed past her as she hurried down the hall. She reached for the elevator button, but before her fingers could touch it, she felt a hand slide gently across her back, then up the front of her body, guiding her to turn. She gasped, her heart leaping. “Ashton…”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” he sighed, his gaze dropping to the floor, avoiding her eyes. “You should stay away.”
She relaxed slightly as his hand moved from her shoulder, trailing slowly down to her fingertips. She feels electricity pulsing through body, electing pleasure. She chuckled softly, trying to shake off the tension, thinking maybe he was just feeling off. “It’s okay. Let’s get going.”
They started walking toward the elevator, Ashton leaning against the back wall. He stretched one hand to his temple, pressing his fingers lightly against it. Natalie leaned back, her gaze lingering on him. “Hey, are you okay?”
He didn’t respond, but Natalie couldn’t shake the concern rising in her chest. She reached out, her fingers grazing his wrist, feeling a little bit of electrify again. She wondered what this feeling was but before she could react, he snapped his hand around her wrist. Jesus, he’s fast, she thought. He met her gaze, and his eyes were different now—strained, as if something deeper was weighing on him. It wasn’t just exhaustion. He let go of her wrist almost immediately.
"Hey, wait up," Natalie said, grabbing Ashton's arm, waining for that feeling again. "What's going on? You're being really weird." Ashton turned to face her, his eyes light up a bit.

"I'm just trying to get some fresh air," he said, his voice low and husky. Natalie hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do. But something about Ashton drew her in. She wasn’t sure what it was but she knew he wasn’t a guy she wants to be around. She fears his aggression. 

Natalie's eyes widened in surprise, her heart racing with anticipation. She didn't know what to make of Ashton, but she couldn't deny the thrill that ran through her veins.

The elevator door opened, and they stepped out together, exchanging quiet goodbyes. They parted ways, and Natalie checked her phone, relieved to see there was still time to make it to Flynn’s. Without another thought, she rushed home.











Chapter 3:
Natalie bursts through the door, tossing a quick hello to her cats before rushing to get dressed. She digs through her wardrobe, instinctively drawn to black—her signature style. She slips into sheer black tights and a flared black skirt that’s just shy of being too short. Sitting on the edge of her bed, she hesitates between two options: a slightly oversized white sweater, soft and innocent, or a flattering lace tank that exudes confidence. Cute or sexy? After a moment’s debate, she goes with the lace. As she applies her makeup, she lingers on her lips, the thought of a possible kiss flitting through her mind.

She slips on her black booties, grabs her jacket, and dashes out the door. “Bye, loves! I’ll see you later,” she coos in a baby voice to her cats before disappearing into the night.

Luckily, Flynn’s is just a few blocks away. Her heels click against the brick pavement, the sound mixing with the distant thrum of music that grows louder as she approaches. When she steps through the door, her eyes immediately land on Tessa, Bradley, one of Tessa’s friends, and a guy she doesn’t recognize. She takes a few more steps before stopping abruptly—Ashton is leaning against the bar. He looks much better than before.
Tessa’s gaze locks onto Natalie, and she waves her over. “This is Vanessa. I met her in math my first year. And this is… wait, I didn’t catch your name yet.”

“I’m Anthony. Now don’t forget it,” he says with a playful smirk.
Natalie shouts over the music, “Nice to meet you!” Then, turning to grab a drink, her arm brushes against Ashton’s skin. A sudden pulse runs through her. She leans against the bar, placing both hands on its surface. The sensation lingers, making her glance sideways—Ashton, still facing forward, meets her gaze. They hold it for just a moment before she quickly looks away, focusing on the bartender.
“Hey, can I get a Sex on the Beach?” she calls out.
Behind her, she hears Ashton chuckle lightly. She turns her head again. “Hey, what?”
“That’s the girliest drink ever,” Ashton teases.
“Fuck off,” she retorts, bumping into him lightly.
The bartender hands her the drink, and she turns around, snatching Ashton’s glass from his hand. She feels the warmth of his fingers as they briefly touch. “What are you drinking?” she asks, bringing the glass to her nose for a sniff. “Still on your rum streak, huh?”

Ashton locks eyes with her for a brief moment before turning away, rejoining the group. They joke around, throwing back a few drinks until Tessa suddenly yells out, “Hey, let’s go dance!”
She grabs Natalie’s and Vanessa’s hands, pulling them onto the crowded dance floor. The boys follow close behind. The girls sway their hips to the music, losing themselves in the rhythm. Meanwhile, Ashton lingers at the edge of the crowd, scanning the room. He stands there, watching—such drunk idiots, he thinks.
 Natalie finally lets herself go. Every sip of her drink helps her forget the stress of the week—forget the way Ashton’s touch lingered on her skin.

She locks eyes with the mystery guy from two weeks ago. He makes his way over, and the alcohol is already settling in. As he gets closer, she reaches up, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Hey,” she whispers, biting her lip. His hands glide down her back, resting on her waist.
“I missed you last week. I missed…” He pauses, locking eyes with her. “I missed your lips.” He bites his own, then slides his hand up her waist, brushing against her skin before tucking his fingers behind her ear, his thumb resting on her cheek.
She leans in, kissing him softly. The kiss deepens. He backs her up, leading her toward the brick post in the middle of the building. Pressing against it, he dominates her, slamming her back against the wall. She moans softly at the aggression.
His hands slide down from her face to her hips, slipping beneath her lace shirt, fingertips grazing her bare skin. “Fuck,” he moans into the kiss.

Meanwhile, Bradley, Tessa, and Vanessa are still on the dance floor. Tessa moves with confidence, fully aware of how attractive she is. She tosses her hair back and closes the space between herself and Bradley, grabbing his hand and placing it around her waist. Bradley gives in, enjoying the feeling of her body against his. She spins to face him, draping her arms around his neck and pulling him closer. He plays along, running his hands up to her neck before leaning in for a kiss—until his eyes shift. Suddenly, he freezes, his grip loosening as he pulls away from Tessa.
Hey, what's wrong?" She asks.

"I can't do this, sorry," he replies, walking away.

Tessa is shocked and angry, feeling her body heat up. She turns away from him and rushes over to the bar, where Ashton is standing.

"Bradley's a dick," she says.

"No shit," Ashton responds, nudging her to look over. Bradley is arguing with Natalie.

"Hey, hey, Luke, get away from her!”

"What are you doing? It's fine," Natalie mutters, as Luke still holds onto her. Bradley pulls Luke away, forcing him to release Natalie. She crashes to the ground, catching herself against the wall.

He punches Luke and growls, "Get out of here, before I kill you."

Luke wipes the blood from his lip, sneering. "Fine, Bradley. But this isn’t over."
Leaning in close, he whispers in Bradley’s ear, keeping his voice low so Natalie can’t hear, 

"She’s mine." Bradley scoffs, his expression hardening.

Natalie taps her foot lightly, her voice trembling. "Hey, I really liked him! Why did you do that?"

Bradley responds, "He’s trouble, just trust me."

Natalie whines, pushing him lightly with one hand. "I was going to get laid tonight, come on."

Bradley’s face shifts into a mischievous smile. "I'm sure we can still make it happen." He grabs her hands and gently pushes her against the wall. Her hands rest flat along her sides. He holds both of her wrists, caressing her arms and rubbing them lightly with his thumbs. His breath grows heavier, and she can feel it against her cheek. He’s never felt anything like this before. His gaze locks onto hers, and she stares back. He feels every molecule in her body moving, as if it’s coursing through his own.

Her body still throbbing from the tension with Luke, she whispers, "Bradley..." Her voice cuts through his thoughts. "I’m sorry. Your skin feels really nice. I was just joking," she says softly, an awed smile playing on his lips.

Okay," she chuckles. "Let’s go get a drink." He agrees, his hand sliding to her waist, lightly pushing off it, while the other hand remains on her wrist. He pulls her off the wall; she stumbles slightly as he guides her back to the bar. Midway, he stops and whispers in her ear, "Your waist feels good too.”

They meet up with the others at the bar and grab a few drinks. Natalie glances around, realizing Ashton is nowhere to be found.

Natalie gulps down another drink, watching as nearly everyone on campus is drunk, dancing, and searching for their next hookup. Her gaze lands on a couple making out, and she spots Ashton with his face buried in the neck of a slutty brunette. Natalie looks away in disgust, but her eyes flick back, secretly wishing someone would kiss her neck like that.

Natalie nudges Tessa, breaking her gaze. "Hey, I’m gonna head out. Let’s do something tomorrow, okay?"

"Okay, get home safe! Wait, do you want me to walk with you?"

"No, I'm okay. Thanks though," Natalie replies, figuring she should head out soon. She wants to catch up with Ashton before leaving.

he scans the room again, checking the same spot as before and everywhere else, but Ashton is nowhere to be found.

"Bradley!" she calls out. "I’m going home," she says, stumbling over her words a little.

"I’ll walk with you, come on," Bradley says.

Natalie stops him. "No, no, it’s okay. Tessa is waiting," she lies, unsure why.

She steps out the front door, gathers herself, and begins walking slowly. She can’t wait to get home and crash into bed. Her mind drifts to what tomorrow will be like with Ashton.
She approaches the alley next to Flynn’s, slowing as the noises from within catch her attention. When she stops, her heart sinks. Ashton is leaning against the wall, kissing a girl’s neck—someone else. He looks up at her between a heated kiss, a smirk spreading across his face before he returns to his actions.
She stumbles her way home, climbs the stairs to her front door, and crashes inside. She collapses into bed, the world around her fading away.




Chapter 4:

Natalie slowly opens her eyes, squinting against the bright light that makes her head throb. How much did I drink last night? she wonders groggily. She lies there for a few moments, trying to shake off the dizziness, before reaching for her phone. 10:30. “Shit,” she groans. Late. Way too late. She suddenly realizes she doesn’t have Ashton’s number to let him know, so she scrambles out of bed, stumbling toward the bathroom.
She rushes into the shower, scrubbing herself as quickly as she can. The warm water flows down her body, but her mind drifts back to last night. She recalls Luke kissing her, their lips locking, his hands lingering on her skin. Bradley suddenly flashes into her thoughts, leaving her confused. He was attractive, charming, but why had he interrupted her and Luke? And then Ashton... the way he’d looked at her while kissing that other girl.
She rushes to get dressed, throwing on clothes as quickly as she can before heading out the door. She makes her way to the building, takes the elevator up, and heads straight for her professor's office. When she bursts in, she finds Ashton lounging in his usual spot—legs propped up on the desk, eyes closed.
"Hey," she says, catching her breath. She walks over and drops into the chair across from him.
Ashton sits up, his eyes still on the desk. "You finally decided to show up. Let's get this over with." He looks up and locks eyes with her. "You look awful."

“Thanks, I feel great too,” she says, clearly irritated. They both grab the stack of files, flipping through each one methodically.
Halfway through, Natalie pauses, rubbing her temples. “I need a break. I’m not feeling great.” She leans back, mirroring Ashton’s relaxed posture, her eyes fluttering shut as flashes of last night’s events replay in her mind.
Shaking off the lingering thoughts, she speaks up. “Hey, you’re quite the player, huh?” A light chuckle escapes her, her eyes still closed as she relaxes into the chair.
Ashton, momentarily taken aback by her question, looks up at her. “Are you jealous?” A sly smile tugs at the corners of her mouth.

“Why would I be? I’m just surprised. Didn’t know you were such a player. Was it just two, or should I be counting more?”

“Oh, so now you’re keeping track of me?”

She opens her eyes and sits up, swinging her legs off the desk. “No, you were just blocking my view,”

“Hmm, well, I noticed you were with two guys, too,” he says, pausing for a beat. “Including my best friend.”
She feels a wave of frustration wash over her, but she manages to retort, “Now who’s the one keeping tabs?” She pauses, then adds, “Let’s finish this. I’ve got other plans.”

“With which one?” he asks, his voice tinged with amusement.
She lets out a small laugh, shaking her head. “Shut up.”

They continue working through the remaining files, each one feeling like it takes longer than the last. When they finally reach the end, Natalie exhales a deep sigh of relief and starts packing up, eager to head home and rest.

Ashton stands, gathering nothing but his own things as he gets ready to leave. “Well, I’ll see you next week. You should probably get some rest. I’m sure Bradley… or Luke won’t be too happy about your appearance.”

Seriously, she thinks, how does he know Luke’s name? Ashton walks out, leaving her to lock up. She wonders about it as she heads back to her apartment, just a ten-minute walk away.
On the way back, she texts Tessa, "Hey, want to grab lunch?"
Tessa replies almost instantly, "Yeah, sounds good, but let’s order in. I’m beat. On my way over now.”



She continues to walk each step feeling harder than the last, she arrives at her apartment and sees Tessa sitting on the steps. “Where were you?” 

“Had to finish up the project with Ashton.” 

“oooooh”, Tessa pushing her eyebrows up. Natalie rolls her eyes

“Not a chance, he’s suck a jerk. Literally cant wait till this project is over,  maybe I’ll never see him again.” 

“Well, bad news about that, wait lets go up stair I wanna lay down. I have so much to tell you about last night!” 
“Me too lets go” Natalie says as she starts walking up the stairs to her apartment. She is greeted by her cats. 

Tessa yells out, “Awwww Leo and luna you guys are so cute.” 
Natalie chuckles walking straight to her bed crashing on bed. Tessa following shortly behind. 

Tessa observing her room like she hasn’t been in their a hundred times. “Girl your bed is the best, its xsso comfy, and the best color scheme.”

“I know.. I know you love the wood of my dresser too.” 
“Sorry” she chuckles , “ I have a thing for interior design, I cant help but comment,”

Tessa pulls up her phone and starts ordering food, they trade the phone back and forth. 

“now that’s that done, tell me about you night,” Natalie asks

“Okay well it was really weird at first, so I made a move soon Bradley. He was like so into it at first. She had his hands all over my body. We were seconds away for kissing me, Then he let go and straight out rejected me. Saying ‘I cant do this’,” She skips over the part where he went over to Natalie on purpose.

“Thats awful, Im sorry. I wonder why girl you hot. I dont know how he could resist. Thats so weird though.” She also skipping over Bradley grabbing her.

“Well, I’m done with him for now. Beside I have my mind on someone else. Maybe hell see me with him and get jealous. Well always after I left I ran into someone, he actually quiet charming.”

“Who?” Natalie chips in.

“Anthony,” She wait for a response

“Anthony, oh my god I actally forgot about him last night, oops,” 

“Well anyways it lead to him walking me home. And a sexy make out session on my front steps, he left after that,”

“Get it girl!”

Tessa phone lights up, she runs down stair to grab the food.  She runs back upstair and hops into bed they dig in. 

The conversation continues, “anyways so that means we officially adopted into their group, so you be seeing a lot more of Bradley and Ashton.” She pauses to think, “ and dont you go thinking about Bradley because I haven’t decided if I’m gonna use Anthony to play with his feeling a bit.”
 
Natalie is a little stunned by her comment, “I wont,”

“so tell is it the mystery guy or is Ashton,”
Natalie almost spits out her food, “well it isn’t Ashton. So his name is Luke by the way. He’s so hot, but ive been hearing he’s a bad guy or something so I dont know yet.”

“ooooh first name basis, I love it.”

Meanwhile the boys get together at there usually bar, The Black Door. The place is a bit more low key. Much quieter than flynns.

Bradley and Ashton walk over together. They walk inside to the dim lighted bar and take a seat at the a red bar stool. Ashton sniffing the alcohol in the air signing with relief. Ready to relax after a long week. 
Anthony walks up join gin the boys dapping them up before they sit down. Ashton eyes the bar tender, She walks over, he flashes her a sexy smirk, “hey beautiful can I get a vodka and whiskies for the these guys,” 
The bartender smirks back, “Coming right up,” she says while biting her lip lightly looking at Ashton. He thinks about bringing her home tonight. 
“Last night was pretty crazy huh,” Bradley shouts out reflecting back on the night prior.
Anthony spit out, “ yeah I ended up making out with Tessa on her front steps,” Bradley relieved he didn’t mention him he almost kissed Tessa. 
“Good for you dude, finally getting a girl,” Bradley mentions
“More importantly did you score,”
Anthony sigh, “No man… I just too much of a gentleman. She was drunk,”
Ashton shout out, “Bullshit,” 
“What about you Ashton did you score?” Anthony asks.

“No but I feed on a few girls though, fucking delious,” he smirks again at the bar tender, who eyeing him. Swigging back rest of his drink.
“Dude stop  you need to stop feeling in public. Your gonna get caught,” the bartender walks over with a new drink.
“Ill be fine,” she drops off the drink there hands light grazing each others, “besides, its not like they will remember, mind control bull shit. Sometime I wish I could just not so they can always fear me or I could just mind control them into fearing,”
“You sadistic fuck, dont be so careless,” Bradley blurts out
“Relax ive been alive older than both of you, I think I know what I’m doing,”
“Yeah but you the most reclious out of all of us,” Anthony says
“Thats what you think, one more comment  and see what happens,” Ashton says swirling his drink his expression unchanged. 
“Hey, I have to mention something a bit weird,” he pauses lightly hesitating, “ I noticed something about Natalie when I saved her from Luke. Ummm I touched her and it was electricity though my body, but not like painful, like small little shocks, tingles. I dont know it was crazy,”
Ashton brow scrunches, but Anthony interject, “yeah I grazed against her lightly, I felt the same thing. What about you Ashton?”
He sips the rest of his drink, and reluctanly let out“ yeah I felt it,”
“What do you think it could be?” Anthony asks
“I have no clue, but it got to mean something, we have to figure it out,” Bradley say, still fresh with ideas, “Let me call Maggie, she knows about these kind of things,”
“Maggie?” Ashton question, “the Maggie you dated and killed, have you even talked since,”
“Of course, we catch  up every once in a while,” he lies lightly concealing the truth. He runs off to call her. 
Ashton and Anthony getting another drink in the mean time, “Hey “he leans over to whisper in the girls ear, “meet me out side after you shift,” she giggles a little feeling his breath on her neck. She smirks pulling away, “well see,”
Bradley wonder back inside, “she gave me her adress and said we could come by anytime. I just have to get closer with Natalie first. Then we can figure this out.”

Ashton sits still, Anthony responds,”Deal,”
Ashton anger bubbles, “your going to use her,”
Bradley responds, “ No I mean kinda but I do like her, who know maybe shell fall in. One with me,” Ashton shakes his head.
“This is all a bad idea, I want no part in it,” Ashton gets up leaving the bar. Bradley and Anthony knowing his a bit to well roll their eyes.



Chapter 5 
Natalie week drones one, filled with assignment after assignment. She focuses her self on classes vs thinking about her boy trouble.
Natalie doesn’t notice but Bradley has start to slip into her routine. She sees his more and more everyday, picking him out in a room of crowded people. 

Feeling tired Natalie sits at the campus coffee shop, with her iced latte. She lays back on the couch, sipping her coffee . She closes her eye for a short moment. She interrupt by someone sitting on the couch next to her, how annoying she thinks. She lifts up, shifting eyes to see who next her. She turns her head, seeing Bradley next her. He stares at her softly.

“You following me know huh?” She raises her eye brows, as a light smirk comes across her face. 
“Funny, I need a distraction. Entertain me,” 
“Mm thats not my problalem,” Nearly spitting out her coffee.
“Cold. I thought we were friends.” He scuffs 
“Friends, since when? When you grabbed me,”
Looking down he responds “Ouch. Guess I’ll take that as a no. Im sorry, I was just drunk and your body..” Her trails off, “You felt nice.” He looks up meeting her eye, his eyes trailing down to her light smile.
“I have time. What do you want?” She gives in.

“Do you want to go to the lake?” 
“Lets go,” She stands up finishing her coffee. 
They walk across campus together, walking just inches away from each other. She cant help to think about his lightly caressing her, his finger grabbing her wrist and waist. he breaks the silence. “Hey, if you makes you feel better, I promise ill keep my hands off your waist this time,” She chuckles.

Natalie lets out a breathy chuckle. "Mmm, thanks. I appreciate that."
He smirks, eyes flicking toward her. "Unless…"
"Unless what?"
"If you decide you do want my hands there."
Bradley expects a sharp retort, but instead, Natalie glances at him, her expression unreadable. Then, with the smallest tilt of her head, she murmurs, "Then I guess we’ll just have to see if I want them there."
A flicker of surprise crosses his face, but it’s gone in an instant.
He chuckles, letting his head drop for a second before looking at her again—this time, something unreadable in his gaze. "Yeah," he murmurs. "I guess we will."
And just like that, the game between them shifts.
They walk up to lake head down to the dock, Natalie sits down letting her legs dangle above the water. He sits next to her, he feels the warmth radiating off of him. The both look over the beautiful lake.
“Hey, Can I ask you something?” Bradley says looking over at her. 
“Sure,” she says reluctantly 
“Did you like it when I touched you?”
“I was pretty mad at you not going to lie,” she says
“I know, its just. Iv known Luke for a long time. He’s not the guy you should get involved with.” His gaze meets hers, “ he’s not the kind guy you deserve,” He leg releases tension resting against her knee. 

“who’s the kind of guy I deserve,” her eyes still locked on his. 
He gulps lightly, “a kind of guy who walks you home, and kisses with aggression but not too but caresses you gently the rest of the time. The kind of guy who takes you home instead of making out with you in a crowded bar. The kind of guy who brings you to nice place before, kissing you.” 
She questions how he knowns everything she ever needed, wanted. Still staring into his eye she instinctively bits her lip. She look back at the water not responding for a bit. He looks back too.
“Well maybe I should get to make these mistakes on my own.”
She turns back to him, meeting his gaze, "Fine," she says, smiling now.
And this time, she doesn’t look away. She looks at his eye both individually, and looking down at his lips. 
“Well do you have class the rest of the day?” He asks
“No I just have to meet Ashton in a few hours. Why” she says
“ Well give me hand,” She hesitates, but gently places it in his palm in from of her. Immedientaly he yanks her am pulling himself and her into the ocean. Them both going completely under, she comes up to the surface still holding his hand.
“Bradley!” She says been breaths, “ what was that for,” 
“I need to get you out of you head,” he pulls her by her hand closer to him allowing her to hold on to him as they swim. She reaches her hand around his neck, allowing her self a short break, their body just inches away from being completely connected. 
“ Are you getting tired,” he says
“Maybe a little,” she says
He grabs hers that are place on his neck sliding them further up smashing there body together leaving no gap, “Rest” he says. His hand gliding down her side, stoping just before her waist. She looks into her eyes waiting for approval. She nods, his hands slide down past her waist and on to her thighs. She can feel her body thumping against his. She could tell him stop even if she wanted him to. He hands firmly grab her thighs bring them up for her to wrap them around his waist. 
“Is this okay?” She nods biting her lip softly, “Don’t do that”, he says as his hand perturbs through the water grabbing her chin, making her lip fall from her teeth.
“Or what?” She says
“Or I wont be able to resist,” he says as his serious expression doesn’t wavier. She stares back at him looking back and forth between his eyes and perfect lips. She bits them again. He shakes his head in disapproval. He leans forward brings his lips to her ear, and grabbing her chin. He fills her lip hasn’t moved position. He pulls away, making his way to he lips, first releasing her lip, and kisses her passionately. He pulls away, “thats my lip to bite, not yours,” he kisses her again swimming her back to the dock leaning her head against the pole, while kissing here furiously. 
Realizing thing are heating up a bit to fast, He pull away. His breath is now heavy. “I think you have to meet Ashton, as much as I want to keep kissing you,” She nods.

They climb out the water with there clothes soaking wet. She collects all her things before, turning to Bradley, “Ill see you later at the bar,” 
Bradley smirks, “ill see you later,” Natalie rushes off. She walks quickly to make sure she can get dressed fast and make it to meet Ashton. She cant help to bit her lips thinking of Bradley lips on top of her. 
The events play on repeat through her head. Until she opens the door seeing Ashton, laying on the couch with his eyes closed. “Where have you been?”
He never asks that, “Im sorry I was busy, I… got distracted,” she responds. 
She walks over to the file cabinet grabbing the files out to get started he meets her over there, The both reach down to grab the file just inches apart. They both lean up Ashton looking down at her, he raises his hand to her hair lightly scrunching it. “Your hair wet, and you been bitting you lip,” He hand rests on her chin. She shocked by his insightfulness, how she he know ive been beiting my lip me thinks. She pushes her head away. He makes her feel almost guilty about what she has done. She brushes him off.
“ Dont worry about it, its none of you business,” she plops back in her seat. They review each case and the notes from the weeks before. Ashton pulls out a bottle, Natalie decides to lighten the mood with a joke, “ the vodka drinker at it again,” she chuckles. His expression remains unchanged at the sound her voice. 
He seems almost angry. He takes a few chugs before getting up, and walking over “drink,” he whisper. 
She knowns there no reason to be scared but he still send shivers down her spin. “Why, do you want me to get drunk,” 
He leans down just inches from her, “Yes, now drink,” She feels his breath against her lips.
“Ashton, why are you acting like this,” she question, “ I dont understand why your like this sometimes,” She grabs the bottle not willing to completely refuse alcohol. She takes a few sips, making a small funny face before putting the bottle down. 
He smile once she take the first sip, he doesn’t answer the question instead he gets up and takes another sip. She follows behind. She start to feel buzzed, “ Ashton lets finish so we can go bring some more, we gotta meet everyone else out soon. 
Ashton still not acting his normal self continues with each case drink more and more with each one they finish. Natalie wonders why he isn’t drunk yet.





Chapter 6
Natalie runs home and gets ready, picking the sexiest outfit she can find, to impress Bradley. She goes a bit risky then she normal would since she a bit drunk already. She meets up with everyone, lucky Tessa instead there yet. Bradley is turned towards the bar grabbing drink when he feels Natalies hand slide across his back lightly turning him towards her. “Hey” she gets close whisper in his ear. “Can we talk for a moment,,” Bradley heart flutter, feeling a little worried by the seriousness. She pulls him to a corner no body can see, “hey” she says again. She bites her lip. He shakes his head immediently, leaning in to bite her lip. She gives in letting him leading to an intense passion kiss. She pulls her hands under his shirt feel his muscles. She pulls away, teasing him a little, he grabs her neck pulling her back in. “Hey” she interrupts, “I need to talk to you,” His smile breathing heavy, knowing he wants her. 
“What could be so important you have to interrupt this,” he says. Still lightly pulling on her neck. 
“Tessa,” she hesitates to tell him the truth, “I promised you were off limits, I have to tell her but not tonight,” 
He pulls at neck bring her close, whispering into her lips, “But how can I control my self around you,” she gives him a look, “fine ill behave,” He lets go. She turns around heading back to bar, meeting up with Anthony and Ashton. 
Ashton mood hasn’t changed. Tessa shows up a few minutes later, Natalie hugs her, “Girl lets get plastered,” 
“Hell yeah,” 
She turns to the bar to order a drink with Natalie. Bradley standing behind her slides his hand on her waist carefully to hide it from Tessa. Natalie can help to lightly moan between words. She turn lightly pushing him out the way. Tessa joins Anthony lightly kissing him on the lips and running his running her hands through his hair. Natalie has been out of touch with Tessa recently she didn’t realize how much her and Anthony relationship evolved. 
Natalie returns for another drink just moments later, already drinking more than she can handle.  She wonders off the bathroom alone. She stumbles bumping into everyone. She smashes against the wall about to the fall Ashton catches her. She moans at just the slightest touch. Ashton lift her up, “are trying to get taken advantage of?” 
“Ash,” she moans, laying her head on his shoulder as he carries her. “Why are taking care of me now? You  were so cold earlier,” he chuckles
“Because the guy you were ‘busy’ with earlier, isn’t here. Is he?” He says softly, placing her on the ground in the bathroom. Her arms wrap around his neck, her eyes closed with her forehead resting against his neck. 
“You feel nice,” she says softly.
“Let me call Bradley,” Natalie nods lightly, “hey, bro come get you girl, she in the bathroom drunk as fuck in the bathroom,” Natalie head tilts up as he take, she lightly presses his lips against his neck. He moans. “Natalie, stop, your drunk.” She presses her forhead against his neck, and signs.
“Im sorry, I’m with Bradley,”
“I know,” he sign, “What makes you think id want you anyways,” he grabs her neck, forcing her making eye contact with him,  “ Go home with Bradley forget this,” he continues, hesitantly, “fall in love with Bradley,” she nods, her head crashing into his neck as soon as he lets go. 
Bradley walks in grabbing her, and rubbing her back, “ are you okay,” 
“Yeah, can we go home,” she says
“Im okay,” she says stumbling over her words. As soon as she lets go of Ashton, Ashton burst out of the bathroom. Grabbing the a brown haired girl, He looks deep in her eye, “ come with me,” 
He pulls her out side, grabs her neck and shoves her against the wall. He leans in aggressively and begins to passionate his her.  He bends downs and grabs her legs, making them wrap around him.  He regret what he just did. He needs to forget it.
Bradley scoops Natalie up, and leading her out on to the street. Her eyes open lightly seeing Ashton over taking a the brown hair girl. She quickly looks away. She passes out on the way home. 


Chapter 7
Natalie stirred awake, her body feeling warm and heavy. A dull ache pounded in her skull, and the blaring morning light forced her to bury her face against Bradley’s chest. She groaned, her fingers instinctively tracing over his skin, her palm settling against his neck.
The steady rise and fall of his breath shifted beneath her touch, and then she felt his hand glide along her back, slow and deliberate.
"Good morning, beautiful," his voice was thick with sleep, a low hum against her ear.
She groaned again, unwilling to move. "Good morning," she mumbled. "What happened last night?"
Bradley chuckled softly. "You drank too much. Ashton said you fell on the way to the bathroom."
Natalie frowned against his chest. "Really? I don’t remember that."
"Yeah," Bradley replied. "He brought you to the bathroom. How did you get so drunk last night?"
Natalie shifted slightly, the weight of the night before pressing in. "I thought you grabbed me outside the bathroom and brought me home," she murmured, a strange fog clouding her memory. "I barely remember seeing him… only on the way home. Ashton fed me vodka while we worked on the project."
"Ahh, Ashton the alcoholic," Bradley teased, his voice light.
Natalie rolled her eyes, but something in her gut twisted. The gaps in her memory gnawed at her, fleeting moments flickering in her mind.
The night had been a blur, but she remembered how it had ended—Bradley walking her home, helping her up the stairs, his voice a comforting hum as he told her to drink water.

She pulled away looking back up at him, she slide her and back down to his chest. His hand grabbed her wrist, not letting her move. He groans, “you should know, that my biggest turn on,” he releases her arm

She smirks, “oh is it now,” she says has running her hand across his chest and neck. He grabs her arm putting it to the other side of the bed flipping her over on to her back. He stops for a second to look into her eyes before, moving his hand to caress her neck laying his thumb just behind her jaw and kissing her deeply switching between the top and lower lip before flicking his tongue in her mouth. He pulls away. 

His fingers trailed along her jaw before tilting her chin up, his lips hovering just above hers. "I like waking up to you," he admitted.
“Yeah?" She moans lightly
“Yeah."
Their lips meet again, he kisses her slowly. Her hand reach up his waist guides her hand all way up to his chest. She slides her hand over his chest and necks, and into his hair, she pulls him closer making the kiss deeper more passionate.
Her back arches as he slow thrusts into her, she feels him against her with each thrust. His hand  still laying on his neck, she guides it down to her waist, making him feel what he doing to her, making him feel her back arching.  He looks down at her into her eyes as she watches him thrust into her, she looks up seeing him groan lightly.  
Her hands slide down his body, and lightly tug his pants down. He pulls away pulling his pants down leaving his bare. He leans down pulling her off too. He places his legs between her legs pulling apart gently causing her to tremble, She feel his hand graze her skin causing her legs to moan. Her body trembles at his touch. He follows up ripping off her shirt kissing her stomach as more is exposed.  He pulls it off completely kising her neck, and following the trail all down between her legs. He pauses for amount allowing his breath to linger on her. 
She arch her back, he leans down sucking and lightly tugging her. Her back arches again letting out large moans. She comes back up kissing her passionate, she can taste herself from him. He adjust him self allowing him self to enters slowly, all the build up pleasure finally being release, make her moan loud, “Please, Bradley I need you,” He moans at her words. 

He enter full she moans at ever thrust, pleasure keeps building causing her to scream. No being able to hold back the pleasure, he moans loud. Letting go lowly crashing on her.




Chapter 8
(Luke attacks Natalie at the bar this week. Ashton saves her, Bradley bring her home.)

A few weeks had passed since that day at the lake, and Natalie found herself slipping into a routine with Bradley. Their connection deepened in ways she hadn't expected. Dates at local cafés, strolls around the campus, even quiet moments in the library—where their conversations often drifted from lighthearted banter to deeper, more meaningful exchanges. He was attentive, always somehow knowing when she needed space or when she needed someone to simply be there.
Bradley had a way of making her feel like she was the only one in the room, his attention unwavering, his touch light but deliberate. The tension between them that had started as playful flirtation had shifted into something heavier, something that Natalie couldn’t quite define. Her heart fluttered every time he touched her, every time he looked at her with that quiet intensity.
But still, something lingered beneath the surface—something she couldn’t escape. 

Ashton.
Natalie and Ashton have their usual weekly meeting in the office. It has been increasingly awkward between them ever since that night out. He doesn’t talk to her that much, only when talking about the project and a short goodbye. Natalie has had distanced her self, but she can’t Shake the weird vibe between them. She felt almost as if she did something wrong. 
After she excited to go meet everyone out. She plans to meet Tessa before hand and get ready. She plans to spill her secret. She nervous but she needs to tell her about Bradley As their relationship has started to heat up. 
She qucickly  runs home Tessa meet her, she unlocks her door runs upstairs,  leaving it open for Tessa to come right in. She starts to pick out her clothes, leaning towards her black pants and a silk black shirt with carefully place wrinkle Bumps. After getting dress she hears the door shut,Tessa come in, “girl you look hot! Who you trying to impress,” she smirks. Wondering if she should tell her now. He holds off. 
“Mmm someone,” she starts her makeup. “Well you know, it didn’t exactly happen on purpose,” Tessa listening intently. She looks back at here with a smile she can’t hide. 
“Just tell me,” 
“Well you know how i was really drunk a few weeks ago,”
“Yeah,” she says trying to get her to spit it out
“Well Bradley brought me Home,” she pauses trying to see if she is mad. “Well things kinda progressed from there.”
“Seriously girl what happened to our pact,” she gets up pushing her on the shoulder lightly. She laughs a little. “No seriously  i should have told you I’m pretty serious with Anthony, and girl i can see how happy you are.” 
Natalie chuckles, “okay thanks girl, i feel so much better i hate hiding stuff from you. Natalie says as she finishes up her makeup rubbling her lips together smigging the gloss into her lips. 




Chapter 9:
Bradley lay on the bed, his gaze fixed on Natalie. His eyes flickered between her lips and her eyes, as if memorizing every detail. She rested her head on his shoulder, one hand tracing absentminded circles on his chest. But something weighed on him—something he couldn’t ignore. The guilt gnawed at him. If he didn’t tell her now, it would consume him.
He exhaled, steadying himself, then placed his hand on her hip, just above the waistband of her black panties. His voice, usually so light, was now soft but serious. “Hey, we need to talk. Please… don’t freak out.”
At the shift in his tone, Natalie tensed, her worry mirrored on her face. She pulled back slightly to meet his eyes. “What’s going on?” she asked, her voice tight with anxiety.
Bradley swallowed hard. “I didn’t come here just for this. I had something else I needed to tell you.” His hesitation sent a cold ripple down her spine. “Ashton, Anthony, and I… we’ve been keeping something from you.”
Her pulse quickened. “What kind of secret?”
His hand moved to her chest, right over her heart, as if trying to steady her. “Maybe it’s easier to show you.”
Natalie’s brows furrowed. “Show me?”
Bradley closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, then opened them again. The moment their gazes locked, a jolt of horror surged through her. His irises darkened, an unnatural glow pulsing within them. Her breath hitched as her gaze dropped to his lips—two sharp fangs protruded, gleaming in the dim light.
Her heart began to pound, a sickening thud in her chest. She barely had time to process it before panic surged through her. Without thinking, she scrambled off the bed, her limbs trembling. Bradley’s hand reached for her arm, but she jerked it away, her feet carrying her across the room, driven by fear. She found a corner of the room, sliding down the wall, her arms wrapped around her knees, eyes wide and frantic.
She was wearing nothing but an oversized black T-shirt. The absurdity of the situation slammed into her. I just slept with a vampire.
She had heard the stories, she knew they existed year ago. But vampires were supposed to be nearly gone or at least not here—Yet, here he was.
Bradley, clad only in his boxers, slowly stood. He took a cautious step toward her. “Natalie—”
Bradley, only in his boxers, slowly stood, his steps cautious. “Stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please… just stop.”
He froze, her voice slicing through him. His fangs retracted, and the glow in his eyes dimmed. He sank to his knees, the weight of the truth pressing him down. He fell forward, crumpling into a sitting position on the floor.
He froze, her words cutting through him like a blade. His fangs retracted, the glow in his eyes fading. Slowly, he sank to his knees, shoulders slumping. He lowered his head, as if surrendering to the weight of her fear. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion. A single tear slipped down his cheek. “I didn’t want to scare you. I just… I needed you to know the truth.”
Natalie’s chest heaved as she watched him. The man she had trusted, the man she had shared so much with—he wasn’t human. Her mind screamed at her to run, but her body refused to move. He hasn’t hurt you. He won’t.
She squeezed her eyes shut. Breathe.
When she opened them again, Bradley was still there, staring at her with unguarded vulnerability. He looked… broken. Afraid of losing her.
Something inside her softened.
She uncurled herself, hesitant but willing. “You should’ve told me,” she murmured.
“I know.” His voice was barely audible. “I wanted to, but I didn’t know how.” He watched her carefully, willing her to understand. “Please… don’t be afraid of me,” he said, his voice soft yet filled with urgency. “Or Ashton and Anthony. We won’t hurt you. I know this is a lot, but we’re not dangerous—not anymore. I promise.”
Natalie sat there, her body trembling. Every fiber of her being screamed at her to run, to escape this impossible situation, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from him. The man she had trusted, the man she had shared so much with—he wasn’t human.
Her mind raced, “I need you to leave,” she got up hoping to guide him to the door, “Please, I need time” she cried harder. Bradley reached up and grabbed her arm, pulling her down. She fought against him, but his grip was firm. She was curled up between his legs, shaking with fear.
She cried harder, the sobs wracking her body. She resisted, but as his hands stroked her back, the tension began to loosen. She slowly, reluctantly, wrapped her arms around him. She stayed like that for a few moments, letting the comfort of his touch calm her, even as the storm inside her raged.
Finally, she pulled back slightly. Natalie studied his face—the same face she had kissed, the same lips that had whispered her name. He was still Bradley. Just… more.
“I’m really sorry,” he said softly, his voice breaking. “I’m sorry I lied. I’m sorry… I just didn’t know how to tell you.” Before she could second-guess herself, she leaned in and pressed her lips to his. It was brief but full of emotion. She pulled back, her voice barely a whisper, “I love you.”
Bradley’s face softened as his heart swelled with relief. “I love you too,” he murmured, kissing her again, more deeply this time, his hands gently cupping her face.
He pulled back slightly and, with a sudden tenderness, slipped his arms beneath her legs, lifting her effortlessly into his arms. He placed her gently on the bed, climbing between her legs. Leaning down, he kissed her softly, his lips lingering against hers. He could still feel the dampness of her tears, the emotions heavy between them. Moving his hand up, he brushed his thumb over her cheek, wiping them away before kissing her again. Her breath hitched, still trembling from everything, but as their lips met over and over, her hesitation melted into something deeper—something filled with need.
A moan escaped her lips as she pushed into his kisses, matching his urgency. He kissed her harder, his body pressing against hers, their movements becoming more desperate. When he rolled his hips into her, she gasped, feeling the heat of him, the tension coiling between them.
He leaned up slightly, his hands sliding down to her waist, gripping the hem of her shirt. Slowly, he lifted it over her head, tossing it aside before letting his gaze sweep over her. His eyes darkened with hunger as he leaned back down, capturing her lips again.
His hand trailed lower, brushing over her stomach, then dipping between her thighs. She gasped at his touch, her body reacting instantly, heat pooling deep inside her. Every stroke sent a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through her, making her grip his arms tighter. Her mind screamed that he was a vampire, that this was dangerous, but her body didn’t care. She didn’t care.
Her moans grew softer, needier, as he kissed his way down her neck. His breath was hot against her skin as he whispered in her ear, “I want you.”
A shiver ran through her, her nails pressing into his back as she tilted her head, giving him more access. His lips moved lower, kissing along her collarbone, then down to her chest. He took her into his mouth, sucking softly, his teeth grazing her just enough to make her arch into him. His fingers never stopped their slow, torturous movements, pushing her closer to the edge.
His kisses trailed even lower, his breath hot against her skin as he reached the sensitive space between her thighs. She gasped, her back arching at the sensation, but before she could lose herself completely, she grabbed his hand, pulling him back up.
“I need you now,” she pleaded, her voice breathless. She met his gaze, her eyes dark with desire. “Now… please.”
His jaw clenched, his breathing unsteady as he stared at her. Slowly, he leaned forward, settling between her legs as he hooked his fingers into her panties, sliding them down her thighs. He shed his boxers in turn, the last barriers between them gone.
He hovered over her for a moment, pressing his forehead against hers, his lips barely brushing hers. Then, with a deep, shuddering breath, he finally gave in.
As they moved together, his moans deepened, each thrust drawing soft gasps from her lips. She surrendered herself completely to him, her body molding to his. His breaths grew heavier, his moans louder as he neared the edge. Instinctively, his hand started to grip her, but he caught himself, moving it away before he could startle her.
The tension built between them, their bodies moving in perfect rhythm until she felt herself spiraling over the edge. Her nails dug into his back as she let go, waves of pleasure crashing over her. The moment sent him tumbling after her, a deep groan slipping from his lips as he buried his face against her neck.
Afterward, he collapsed beside her, breathless. She nestled into his side, resting her head on his shoulder as their bodies cooled. He turned slightly, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead, his touch lingering as if trying to soothe the emotions still lingering in her eyes. He could feel her sadness, the weight of everything still heavy on her—but for now, she looked at peace.
He knew he still had more to tell her, secrets that couldn’t stay buried forever. But not tonight. Tonight, she was safe in his arms, and that was enough.
Sleep began to pull her under, her eyelids fluttering as she melted into his warmth. With his steady embrace around her, she let herself drift into the quiet darkness of sleep.



Chapter 10:
The shrill blare of her alarm jolts her awake, her pulse pounding in her ears. She reaches out instinctively, but the bed beside her is empty—cold. A fleeting wave of doubt washes over her. Was last night real, or just some fever dream? Before she can dwell on it, the distant rustling of movement in the kitchen pulls her from her thoughts. The quiet clatter of dishes, the faint scrape of a pan against the stove. She exhales, relief curling through her chest as she pushes back the covers and slips out of bed, still dressed in nothing but an oversized t-shirt.

Peeking through the doorway, she spots Bradley standing at the stove, a frying pan in one hand, an egg poised to crack in the other. The sight is almost surreal—him, here, in the soft glow of morning, doing something so... human. The moment their eyes meet, warmth flickers through her.
"Good morning," she says, a slow smile curling her lips. "You’re cooking? Mmm... do you even eat?”
“Sometimes,” he replies, cracking the egg with effortless precision. “On special occasions... like this one.” The sizzle fills the silence as he sets the shell aside.
Before she can respond, he closes the distance between them, hands finding her waist, pulling her into him. His voice drops, teasing yet certain. “I just spent the night with the most beautiful girl.”
The words barely have time to settle before he lifts her effortlessly, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that steals the breath from her lungs. The cool countertop meets the back of her thighs as he sets her down, his body still pressed firmly against hers.
The eggs crackle louder, the heat hissing beneath them. Bradley pulls back first, his lips lingering near hers as if debating another stolen moment. Finally, he exhales, a reluctant smirk playing on his lips. “Go sit. Breakfast will be ready soon.”
She slides off the counter, her bare feet padding softly against the floor as she makes her way to the island stool. Resting her elbows on the surface, she watches him, studying the easy way he moves—like he’s done this a hundred times before.
A few minutes later, he plates their food and takes the seat across from her. Silence stretches between them, comfortable at first—until Bradley breaks it.
“Hey.” His tone shifts, heavier now. “I know yesterday was a lot, but there’s something else I need to tell you.”
A ripple of unease moves through her. What more could there be?
“Okay,” she says, trying to keep her voice steady.

Bradley leans forward, his gaze locked onto hers. “I noticed something the first time I touched you,” he says, his voice low, almost hesitant. “You’re different. When I touch you—or when another vampire does—it’s like… a pulse. An electric charge running through my veins.”
A shiver moves through her, though she masks it quickly. “Why? How do you know it’s the same for all vampires?”
“I talked to Anthony and Ashton about it.” He pauses, watching her reaction carefully. “They felt it too. We don’t know why yet, but we’re trying to figure it out.”
The mention of Ashton’s name makes her chest tighten, but she forces her voice to stay neutral. “Does it hurt?” she asks, though she already knows the answer. She remembers the sensation vividly—the strange, thrilling charge when Ashton touched her. Should she tell Bradley?
“No,” Bradley murmurs, his lips twitching into a faint smirk. “It feels… incredible. Like nothing I’ve ever experienced.”
Her stomach twists at the admission.
They don’t break eye contact, and for a brief moment, she wonders if he knows she’s hiding something. But he doesn’t push.
“We’ll figure this out, okay?” he reassures her.
She swallows hard and nods. “Okay. I trust you.” The words feel strange as they leave her lips. She stands, eager to put space between them. “I’m going to shower real quick. I have class… and then the project with Ashton.” She hesitates. “Did you tell him I know?”
“Not yet, but I’ll tell him later tonight.”
She nods and turns toward the shower, but her mind is far from ready to relax. The questions pile up, louder than ever.



Natalie rushes through her morning routine, barely stopping to kiss Bradley and the cats goodbye before heading out the door. The crisp morning air does little to settle her nerves as she hurries across campus, her mind still tangled in the events of last night.
By some stroke of luck, she avoids running into Ashton on the way to class. A small relief. She needs space to think—to breathe.
She slips into the lecture hall, settling into her usual seat. Just as she exhales, the door swings open. Ashton strides in.
Her stomach tightens.
She quickly lowers her gaze, pretending to be absorbed in the blank notebook in front of her.
“Natalie.”
The sound of her name jolts her.
She forces herself to look up. Tessa is standing beside her, a curious expression on her face. Before Natalie can react, Tessa taps her shoulder. She jumps.
“Sorry,” Tessa chuckles. “Didn’t mean to scare you.”
“It’s fine,” Natalie says, though her pulse still races.
Tessa tilts her head. “Just fine? You disappeared last night. Where’d you go?”
Natalie forces an easy shrug. “Home. Wasn’t feeling great. Think I had a little too much to drink.”
Tessa narrows her eyes slightly, unconvinced. “You sure? What happened to your face… and your neck?”
Natalie stiffens. “I fell,” she lies smoothly, forcing a smile. “Promise, I’m fine. Nothing to worry about.”
Before Tessa can press further, the professor begins class. Natalie exhales, relieved—until Tessa leans in again.
“Okay, but we’re still going out tonight, right?”
Natalie plasters on a smile. “Of course.”
It’s a distraction. And right now, distractions are exactly what she needs.
he day drags on, each class blending into the next, her thoughts a tangled mess. There’s only one thing left standing between her and a much-needed night of distraction—her project with Ashton.
Her stomach twists as she makes her way toward the building. Every step feels heavier than the last.
The elevator ride is worse.
As the doors close, she grips the railing, her knees weak. Her mind replays their last encounter, his words, his touch—the way her body reacted against her will.
The elevator dings, snapping her back to reality. She exhales sharply and steps out, relieved to find the office door already open.
She steps inside, scanning the room. Empty.
Her shoulders loosen slightly as she sets her things on the desk and sinks into a chair. But as she turns, she freezes.
Ashton is stretched out on the couch, eyes closed, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm.
For a moment, she just watches him. He looks peaceful—almost human like this.
Then, as if sensing her, his eyes open.
Her pulse jumps.
“Hey,” she says, cursing the unsteady shake in her voice.
He sits up smoothly, swinging his legs over the edge of the couch. “I’ll read you write,” he says, grabbing a stack of updated files.
She nods, pretending like her heart isn’t threatening to hammer its way out of her chest.
He starts reading aloud, his voice even and calm, while she forces herself to focus, adding her input when needed. At the end of her suggestion, he chuckles softly.
She frowns. “What?”
His lips curve slightly. “You know.”
Her breath catches. “I know what?”
“You know,” he repeats, setting the files down beside him. He stands, his gaze locked onto hers.
She grips the arms of her chair.
“You’ve known all day.”
Her stomach flips.
How does he know?
“Your heart’s been racing since I walked past you in class,” he murmurs, his voice like silk. “From the moment you stepped off that elevator, it hasn’t slowed.”
He moves behind her chair. Her breath stutters as his fingertips ghost up her arm, barely touching yet leaving a trail of fire in their wake.
Then he leans in, his breath warm against her ear.
“Are you scared?”
The room is thick with silence, pressing in on her from all sides.
Her breath comes shallow, uneven. She doesn’t know how to answer him—doesn’t trust herself to speak without giving too much away.
“Yes,” she finally whispers, the word slipping out before she can stop it.
Something flickers in his eyes. Amusement? Challenge?
He leans in, his voice barely above a murmur. “Are you sure?”
His fingers skim the length of her arm again, slower this time, deliberate. “Because if you were really scared,” he adds, his voice laced with something dangerous, “you’d be pressing into me, not pulling away.”
She tenses, her breath catching in her throat.
She hadn’t even realized it, but she had moved—just barely, instinctively leaning into him.
Slowly, she straightens, breaking the contact.
His chuckle is quiet, knowing. “I told you—I’ve can hear your heart.”
Her eyes widen.
Memories flood in. The elevator. The moments their skin brushed. The way he always seemed to know, always seemed to be one step ahead.
Her pulse stutters.
He steps back, finally giving her space, though his gaze lingers. “Don’t be scared,” he says, lighter this time, though his tone still holds weight. “We don’t kill humans… not anymore.”
She exhales shakily, pressing her forehead against her arms, willing her thoughts to slow. A few tears slip past her defenses before she quickly wipes them away.
A deep breath. Then another.
Her voice is hoarse when she finally speaks. “How do you hear my heart?”
His answer is effortless, like he isn’t even thinking about it. “We hear everything. A thousand times more than you do.”
She lifts her head slightly, studying him. “Everything?”
He nods. “If we focus, we can hear things from miles away. The smallest shifts in breath. The slightest change in a heartbeat.” His jaw tightens briefly. “All vampires can. Did Bradley not explain this to you?”
She hesitates. “No… we didn’t talk about much.”
His expression doesn’t change, but there’s a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes.
“What else?” she asks, forcing the conversation forward.
He leans against the desk. “We’re faster than anything you’ve ever seen. Stronger, too. We see in the dark, hear things humans never could.”
She swallows. “Okay.”
She lifts her head fully now, and his gaze sharpens as he catches the shimmer of tears still clinging to her lashes.
Then, he moves.
One second, he’s across the room. The next, he’s in front of her. The rush of air lifts the strands of hair from her face.
She flinches, her eyes slamming shut.
Then—
A touch.
Gentle, careful. His thumb brushes along her chin, coaxing her to look up. His fingers linger just long enough to make her pulse stutter.
Her eyes open.
“Don’t be afraid,” he murmurs. His voice is softer this time, steady, but she can still feel the weight of it pressing into her. “I’d never hurt you. I promise.”
For a moment, she just looks at him, unable to speak.
Then, finally, she nods.
He settles into the chair across from her, his gaze steady.
She hesitates before speaking, the words thick on her tongue. “About the feeling... the pulsing, the tingling.”
His expression remains unreadable, but she doesn’t miss the slight shift in his breath, the way his fingers tighten just barely against the armrest.
She knows she shouldn’t ask. Knows she won’t like the answer.
But the question slips out anyway.
“Do you like it?”
The silence stretches, taut and humming between them.
Then, finally—
“No,” he says, his voice quiet but firm. “It’s just… strange.”
Her chest tightens.
Something inside her sinks, though she refuses to acknowledge it.
It shouldn’t matter. It doesn’t matter.
She forces a small nod, masking whatever it is she’s feeling behind a neutral expression. “Right,” she says, keeping her voice light. “Strange.”
The word tastes bitter on her tongue.
He clears his throat, shifting in his seat. “Let’s just get through this.”
She exhales, nodding again. “Yeah.”
They turn back to the files, working through each case, pretending like the conversation never happened.
But the tension never fully fades.
And as they part ways, the unspoken weight lingers between them, stretching into the empty space—into whatever comes next.


Chapter 11:

(Natalie meets them out. They discuss their plan, they agree to meet in the morning. Tessa find out Natalie has been lying about being with Bradley. )


Chapter 12:
Natalie approaches the door with a mix of curiosity and unease. The wooden door in front of her looks like it’s seen centuries, its surface worn and weathered, a stark contrast to the sleek, modern buildings she’s used to on campus. While most of the other doors on campus are old, they’ve been carefully restored and finished, with polished wood and meticulous attention to detail. But this door is different. It looks as though it’s been left to time, its edges rough and the finish long faded. She raises her hand to knock, but before her knuckles can make contact, the door creaks open with an unsettling groan. Ashton stands on the other side, looking at her over his shoulder. His usually neat hair is disheveled, strands falling into his eyes, an unusual sight for someone so meticulously put-together. “Come in,” he says, his voice casual but with an undercurrent of urgency as he steps aside to allow her in. She’s taken aback for a moment, wondering how he knew it was her, but the thought quickly fades—of course he knew. There’s only one person it could’ve been. She shakes her head, trying to push the stray thoughts aside.

Bradley steps forward and greets her with a warm kiss, his lips lingering just enough to make her heart flutter before pulling away. “We have a plan,” he says, his tone steady but with a hint of something more, something that makes Natalie’s curiosity spike. Her eyes flicker from him to the room again, scanning the space with an almost hesitant curiosity. The room is filled with the musty scent of aged wood and old books, a tangible air of mystery that seems to hang in the air, as though this place holds secrets its walls are reluctant to share. The dim light filtering in through the cracked blinds casts a strange glow on everything, making the room feel both timeless and trapped in the past. It’s clear this place doesn’t quite belong in the modern world of the rest of the campus; it’s an anomaly, like a hidden chapter from another era that refused to be erased. She stays quiet for a moment, absorbing the odd comfort the room offers, her pulse slowing slightly from the earlier rush.
"Okay," she says at last, pulling herself back to the present, turning her attention back to Bradley.
“I have a friend,” Bradley interrupts, his words coming out a bit too quickly, almost like he's eager to say them. “Her name’s Maggie. I haven’t seen her in years, but I know where she is. I told her about what's going on, and she thinks she can break the curse.” His voice lingers in the air, heavy with both hope and an underlying tension that Natalie can’t quite place.
Ashton’s gaze sharpens instantly, his posture stiffening as though the air around him thickens. “Maggie,” he mutters, his voice low, carrying a trace of skepticism. “Is that such a good idea? With... her past?”
Natalie’s brow furrows, her mind racing. “What past?” she asks, a spark of impatience creeping into her voice. She can’t help but feel like there’s more to this story than they’re letting on, like something’s being left unsaid, something important.
Bradley’s eyes flash with a subtle, almost unnoticeable flicker of irritation. “It’s nothing. She just... stopped talking to me for a while,” he says quickly, brushing it off with a forced chuckle. “But I trust her.”
The room falls into a brief silence, Natalie chewing on the words as she processes them. Trust. It’s a word she’s heard too many times before, and it never seems to come without complications. She can feel her stomach tighten, the unease creeping back.
“When can we go?” she asks, hoping to push past the tension that has begun to gnaw at her.
“We have to go now. It’s a few hours away, but we can stay in a hotel tonight,” Bradley says, his tone more insistent now, as though there’s no time to waste. His eyes flicker with a mix of urgency and determination, and Natalie can sense his resolve. Still, something about the situation doesn’t sit right with her. The rushed nature of it all, the mystery surrounding Maggie, the looming uncertainty of the curse—it feels like too much to digest in one sitting.
Ashton steps forward, his face darkening with concern. “I think this is a mistake,” he says, the words weighted with the kind of finality that only comes from experience—his experience. His eyes narrow, as if he’s already seen the potential fallout in his mind, and it’s nothing good.
Bradley’s jaw tightens, but his voice remains steady. “I said I trust her, so trust me,” he snaps back, a flicker of something dangerous in his tone, something that commands respect and submission, though it’s aimed more at Ashton than at Natalie.
“There’s a lot in the past...,” Ashton’s voice trails off, but the implication hangs in the air, thick and unspoken.
The rising tension between them crackles, like the moment before a storm. Natalie can feel it, the electricity in the room, the unvoiced history between them. She takes a deep breath, unwilling to let this escalate further. “Let’s go,” she says firmly, her voice cutting through the growing silence. “I trust Bradley. Ashton, if you don’t think it’s a good idea, stay here. But we’re going.”
The finality in her words leaves little room for argument, and she feels a flicker of satisfaction as both men regard her in silence for a long moment.
Ashton’s expression shifts, his lips pressing into a tight line, clearly displeased but unwilling to back down. “Fine,” he mutters under his breath. “I’m coming, whether you like it or not.”

They quickly gather their things, the air thick with the weight of the plan taking shape. Natalie grabs her overnight bag from the car, her fingers brushing against the rough fabric. The bag feels heavier now, filled with the weight of decisions and uncertainties, reminding her of how little she truly knows about what she’s walking into. The tension in her chest only grows as she heads toward Ashton’s car, its sleek black exterior gleaming under the fading sunlight. It’s an old car, but there's something undeniably elegant about it, a quiet luxury that feels out of place compared to the modern, polished buildings around them on campus. This car is timeless, just like Ashton, and it unsettles her more than she wants to admit.

She waits for a few minutes, staring out the window, her reflection merging with the world passing by. Just as she starts to lose herself in the rhythm of the drive, the door creaks open, and her attention snaps back. Ashton slides into the front seat with that same cool, unreadable expression, and Natalie feels her stomach drop—her heart skips a beat. Shit, she thinks, A moment later, Bradley climbs into the back seat, his presence adding another layer of complexity to the already tense atmosphere.

The car hums steadily as they begin the drive, the rhythmic sound of the engine offering an unexpected sense of calm. Natalie leans back into her seat, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts, her heart racing with the weight of what’s ahead. She couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was building toward something inevitable, but what that something was, she wasn’t sure. Her fingers lightly trace the seatbelt, the cool fabric grounding her in the moment, even as her thoughts drift to the curse they were trying to break. Will they succeed? She wonders. The soft glow of the dashboard lights catches her attention, and she glances into the backseat. Bradley, looking almost peaceful, has already closed his eyes, his face relaxed in sleep, his chest rising and falling with a slow, steady rhythm. She finds herself looking at him longer than she means to, caught somewhere between relief and apprehension.

She sinks further into her seat, a small sigh escaping her as the tension in her body begins to ease. The car’s interior is cool, and the gentle hum of the engine makes her feel oddly at home despite the strange circumstances. She kicks off her shoes, stretching her legs out and resting her feet on the dashboard, a move that feels oddly defiant in the tense silence. She hears Ashton’s voice cut through the air, sharp with disbelief. “Seriously?” he says, glancing at her feet. “This is my lucky car.” His tone is dry, but there's an amused undertone she can’t quite ignore. She smirks, her lips curling into a playful grin, before letting her arm casually fall onto the center console. Her skin brushes against Ashton’s arm lightly, a mere touch, yet it sends a warmth through her, as though sparks are dancing beneath her skin. She feels the warmth from his touch, and something about it settles deep within her, unwinding the last of her lingering tension. The warmth of Ashton’s touch lingers, and soon, it’s enough to help her slip into a deep, peaceful sleep. 

She’s pulled from her slumber by a light jolt, her body instinctively waking as the car slows to a stop. Her eyes flutter open, disoriented for a moment, until she notices the faint outline of a brick building outside the window. The building looms tall, darkened windows framing it like an old, weathered face. Thin metal seams run through the panes, casting eerie shadows against the dim morning light. Her gaze travels upward, tracing the building until her eyes land on a sign that reads, "HOTEL," stretching vertically from top to bottom in bold, unapologetic letters. It’s a far cry from the pristine, modern structures on campus, and the hotel’s aging appearance only deepens the sense of mystery in the air.

“Good morning,” Natalie murmurs, her voice still heavy with sleep. She turns to the side, her gaze meeting Ashton’s tired face as he stirs beside her. He looks worn, the drive taking its toll on him, but there’s an edge to his eyes that tells her he hasn’t fully relaxed. “We’re here.” She peers into the backseat, seeing Bradley still deeply asleep, his head tilted back against the headrest, oblivious to their arrival.
The weight of the hotel building looms ahead, and Natalie can’t help but comment with a small chuckle, “You could’ve splurged a little, you know. Not even on me?”
Ashton’s response is dry, “On you? No, I didn’t want to waste money.” He smirks, an expression that’s half-hearted at best.
Bradley, who had been dozing, stirs and adds with a serious tone, “We can’t risk anyone knowing we’re in town. I promise, it’s not as bad as it looks.” His words settle the air, but a feeling of unease lingers around them.
As Ashton opens the car door, the cool night air rushes in. Natalie follows closely behind, stepping out onto the cracked pavement as Bradley trails them both. The three of them approach the hotel’s front door, and with a sharp creak, it swings open as they push it. The scent of old wood and stale air hits her, and she looks up at the reception counter.
Behind the desk stands a woman in her fifties, her face lined with age but with sharp eyes that take in the group’s every movement. The moment her gaze lands on Ashton and Bradley, her expression softens, and she smiles warmly. “Oh, Mr. Lennox and Mr. Harrington, it's so nice to see you!” Her voice is laced with familiarity, though the warmth in her tone falters when she notices Natalie. Her eyebrows knit together in confusion, but she doesn’t ask the question outright.
The woman pauses, her lips pursing as she drops her gaze to the keys in front of her. "What... are you doing here?" she asks, her voice thick with suspicion now.
Natalie feels a twinge of curiosity. Does she even know what they truly are? The unease swells within her as she shifts her weight, waiting for their next move.

“Thanks Carrisa we are just here for the night, get ups 2 suites please,” Carissa nods checking the availablility, before turning around to grab two sets of keys. “Two suites on the top floor,”

“Thanks Carissa,” Ashton shouts out, “ Maybe you can come join me after, you lock the front door,” as her approaches the desk lightly leaning in. She looks at the time at the computer in front of her. She nods with a slight smile on her face. Natalie rolls her eyes as walks toward the elevator. Ashton follows behind with a smirk on his face. 

As the elevator goes up, Natalie cant help but to question, “Do you guys own this place?” 

Ashton answers fast, “You dont need to know everything,” Natalie shakes her head, Asshole she thinks.

Bradley says. “Play nice, I tell you everything in bed…” he smirks, pulling his arm around her waist and pulling her in. She smirks at his touch and lays her head back on his shoulder. 

The make their to their rooms, Natalie grabs the key from Bradley hand, she rubs her hand across it admiring the old vintage details of the key with the elegant ordimental loop with a black tag labeling 601.

“It was made over 100 years ago,” Bradley says. She looks up a little shock and nods curious to find out more. 

She walks in surprised to see the semi modern room with elegant current and modern flooring. “It’s beautiful here,” She still looking around.

Bradley interrupts her by grabbing her and spinning toward him. “We re did it a few years back when we moved back here,”
“Where did you live before,” wanting to know more.

“We move from place to place ever 20 to 40 years, it keep people from asking to many question. Sometimes it here, we have our house at the college, and then theres new orleans. We sometimes stay there longer as the town is filled with vampires, we can get away with it.” He says, as he picks her up and places her on the bed. She sits on the edge of the bed with he between her legs. She rubs up to chest and stomach. But she has more to ask.

“So have you and Ashton always traveled together?”

“Wow lots of question,’ he smirks 

“I just want to know more about you, i feel like we been together for so long and i know absolutely nothing about you.”

“He actually turned me, i owe my live to him,”

Story about that 

He continues, “we been together ever since,” 

“And how long ago was that? How old are you?”

“I’m 158 years old, he’s older, i don’t even know around 320.” Natalie looks shocked by his words. So much history so much experience, so much more than her.

She looks up at him, she could find the words. She places her head against his stomach. She kisses him, “hmm still very sexy for an old man.” 

He leans down and grabs her waist pulls her back on bed. “Did you just call me old?” He says with a smirk on his face. Pulling into a passionate kiss before she could respond. 

The passions grows, their kisses getting sloppier, and sloppier. Before a small intruption from next door. 

Natalie chuckles, “these walls are paper thin huh,” 

“You get used to once you live next to him for so long,” she lays back her head back, thinking about tomorrow. She lets out a sigh,”what’s wrong” he says.

“I’m nervous about tomorrow,” she sighs again thinking about all the bad possibilities of getting involved with vampires and whitches. 

“I’ll protect you don’t worry my love,” he sift his body off of her and lays on his side. “Go to sleep to sleep beautiful. She shifts up, and they climb under the blanket. She feel to softness of the blanket on top of her. 

She closes her eye, and drift of she says “you have a really nice, you know that?” He smirks and kisses her on top of the head.







Chapter 13:

Her eyes start to open as the light sheds in, she stretches expecting to feel Bradley chest beneath her finger tips. She looks around the room, everything looks the way they left it the night before. She gets up looking around more, she walks to the kitchen, bathroom and living room to find nothing. Where is he she questions. 

She opens the fridge, nothing. But a few red glass bottle glass bottle, not being able to see through it, she opens up blood… She forgot to even mention how they drink blood, how could she forget. She knows they dont kill humans, but do they drink out blood. Do they drink it out of a bag? Do they take it from us, animals. Deep in thought she’s interrupt but an abrupt squeak from the door causing her to drop the glass in her hand. “Fuck, Im … so …. Sorry,”

She freaks out a bit seeing all the blood covering her legs and glass and blood mixing together. “Nice one,” Ashton says. She still looking down, she looks up into Ashtons eyes. He sees her pain, he see her about to break. He hears her heart beating so fast. Her legs start to tremble. “Natalie relax, its okay. Just stay still.” He can tell she’s not listening to him. Natalie’s knees start to buckle about to crash into the glass. Ashton whips over scrapping her up and swooshes into the bathroom away from all the blood. 

She looks up at him, “Im so sorry,” her voice cracks before, he head falls on his chest. Her tears start to pool. 

“Its okay, theres no shortage of blood.” 

She quickly interject, “whose blood is that?”

“ Im not sure you would have to ask Bradley,”

“do you normal drink straight from humans, or…”

“It depends on the vampire, some take blood bags some bottle it from the vein or bag like Bradley, some have animals. Things have changed a lot over the years. We cant do exactly what we used to anymore,”

“Where do you get your…blood,” She says as Ashton is still holding her, he  throat hurt from just stay the word. 

“Only the vein, only from people who are willing,” She nods still a bit frightened. “Have you ever killed someone,” her chest tightens.

“Enough for today, take a shower get ready,” he slowly lets her down. Her body trembling a little less, but she still holds on to Ashton. She lets go as hers about to walk out.

“Wait wheres Bradley?”

“Hes getting blood, we need our strength that stuff is old.” She feels a little less bad about breaking the bottle. “Speaking of that, do you want to be my willing participant.” He smirks. She feels a light about of fear come over here before rolling her eyes.

She waits till th door shuts before undressing and hops in the shower she lets the water flow over head, seeing the blood stained water surround her feet. She tried not to think about what the rest of her day looked like but she hoped for the best. 

She dries off and heads out into the hall, she see Aston standing next to the couch. She walks out and greets him with a kiss still holding her towel up. She turns to see ashton standing in the now clean kitchen. 

Their eyes meet, he looks down at her lips and back at her eyes making sure she’s okay. Bradley interject,”get ready, love” 

Natalie walks out 20 minutes later, both boys staring at her as she walks out, “finally “ ashton says.  

They hurry down to the car, Natalie’s nerves heightening as they drive off. Bradley reaches over the seat a lightly rubs her back, “it’s gonna be okay,” she nods gulping. Not feeling much better. 


They arrive at a store front, with an old run down look, with black matte paint and red windows. Ashton shift his arm over lightly resting against hers. She feels an immediate relief over her body. Ashton Smirks lightly feeling her body calm down. 

They get out of the car, walking inside. The place is empty and quiet, a women in her thirties walks about with black curly hair and a lace shirt and leggings on. 

“My boys,” she says leading to both guys smirking, “long time no see, I’ve been missing you,”

“Mmm so have we,” Ashton says leading approaching her. He lays his arm on her waist. Bradley looks annoyed While Natalie watches the situation unfold. Maggie wacks Ashton hand out the way.

“Now who i really missed is you,” she says as she approaches Bradley and places her hand on his chest. Natalie feels a rush of jealously but holds off in hope of help.  She brings her hands up putting her hand on his cheek, and lightly kissing Bradley. 

The kiss breaks she walks over to Natalie putting her finger under chin and lifting up, “now you honey must be the one I’m suppose to help, the chosen one, the savior, the spark. Hmm should I should make this fast or just drag it out”. She says as she Releases Natalie and walks back to the middle of the room. 

“lets have some tea, have a seat,” They all exchange glances before making there way to old round table in the center of the room. She start walking behind the counter, and into the large back room so the others cant see. She grabs her kettle a few spices for the vampires, as one for the girl and her. 

She walks out carrying 4 tea cups on a tray, and takes a seat. Before passing out  the tea, she continues “ as for you darling the Prophvy says, after year and year of no new vampires, one from the original blood line with surface. That would be you. Your blood with help make vampire stronger and with you blood new vampires will be able to be l made again.” 


“So if a vampire drinks her blood, he create new vampires.” Bradley questions. 

“Drink your tea, The prophecy doesn’t have the details, you seek out some older witches.” Natalie takes a sip of her tea and bradley and shton follow behind. Taking a big gulp she continues “or wait till i run some tests once you hold up your end of the deal.” Bradley and Ashton mouth start to foam, spitting out the tea, “vervaine” Ashton whipsers. Bradley immediately furies with anger. His fangs spike out and his eyes start to glow. They both rush over to grab her Bradley falling to the ground coughing before he can make it over. Natalie is shocked by what is going on, still new to the vampire world she has no clue what is going on.What deal Natalie thinks. Whats going on. Ashton never told her about this. She back up in fear.  She gets up to help Bradley. She feels a burst of wind flying her to the ground. Followed by Ashton Hitting the  opposite wall vines wrap around his arms.  Followed by  Bradley being knocked against the wall. His head hits the wall knocking him out. The vein wrap around his arms too. 

Natalie gets up to help, Ashton trying to pry the veins off of him. She is quickly pulled back by a strong force knocking her into the chair. 

Maggie walks over to the Ashton and Bradley tea and a knife sitting on one of her many shelves while still holding Natalies position with her hand. She places the tea on the shelf next to him. Grabbing the knife, “ wait wait please … dont hurt them please, ill do whatever you want.” She trembled in fear. Maggie smirked slicing the knife across his stomach, blood pouring down his stomach. “No No” Natalie crys. She grabs the tea and pours it on top Ashton vines and into his, he screams in pain, his head falls to the side  as blood spills down his abs, and his skin bubbling, leaving him breathing heavy. She walks back over grabbing the next one and does the same to Bradley. As she pour the tea Bradley wake up screaming in pain. Natalie  screams “stop, please, just stop,” Maggie pays her no attention. She looks up at Bradley seeing his glowing eyes and fangs sticking out. She trembles in fear but still want to run over to help him. 

“Now you honey come with me,” She grabs her shoulder shoving his into the back room. Bradley goes crazy trying to break free. He keeps trying but the vines wont budge.  She shoves her in the chair. Natalie fights to get up but her force is too strong. She walks over to the cabinet and pulls out rope she walks over and wraps it around her wrists tying her to the chain. Giving Maggie 2 hands to grab a needle and an empty blood bag out of the same cabinet, making her fight even harder. 

She insert the needle causing Natalie to groan, and flinch. “ stay still” the blood start flowing into the bag, one fills while Natalie still fight, she switches out another bag. Natalie her the back door open she looks over, “Luke,” She whisper feeling a big dizzy. His skin has paler than before, his under eyes are dark and stained.  There dark patches around his body. 

“I need her blood, now. Her blood makes me strong,” he approaches closes, about to pull the needle out of her arm. 

“Luke, wait let it fill up and she’s yours,” He nods, and walks over peaking out the back room seeing Ashton and Bradley staring back.

“Luke Luke help us,” He disappears from there view. “Fuck” Bradley lets out. He turns around to see Maggie undoing her bag and putting both in the fridge.

“she’s yours” Luke grabs her and stands her up still leaving her hands tied behind her back. He fangs come out and sinks his teeth into her neck. She groans in pain tryin to push him away but she’s far too weak. He lift her and throws he on his shoulder wrapping one arm around her legs. He walks out to the car placing her in the trunk hitting her in the head to make sure she is out cold, she has already lost consciousness. He shuts the door on her. He climbs in the car feeling a bit stronger than before.

Meanwhile Ashton and Bradley are still struggling to get out, “We need to help her, her heart is slowing,” Ashton says

“How can you hear her heart still I cant hear it,” Bradley say breathy. 

Ashton pauses, not wanting to let out the truth, “I can always hear he heart beat,”

“Always?” Bradley question. He feel a bit of jealously flood over him.

“yes, no matter where or how far , always, now hurry up,  I think she unconscious,” Ashton still pulling really hard at the vines. He focuses on one hand pulling it free and then the other. He runs over to Bradley, still feeling quite weak, he struggles to pull them off. 

“Just go, you can feel her, go find her,” 

“No,” he pulls one more time freeing one hand.

“I got the rest just go,” Ashton nods. Speeding out the store into the street, he stops to look around she a small amount of blood on the side of the street. He become even more worried in angry. He runs following the her slow heart beat. He hears a loud crash, stopping him in his tracks. Her hearts start beating again, he runs faster catching up to the crash. He sees the car and hear her heart beating louder he rises open the trunk pulling. He sees Natalie laying there blood running down her head and neck and down his arm. 

“Are you okay?” He picks her up letting her head rest against his neck. She nods, not being able to muster up the strength between tears. 

“thank you,” She whispers, “Did you know about the deal?” 

“No, if I did we would have never came,”

Bradley catches up to them, “Is she okay?”

Ashton responds, “yes, just lets get back to the hotel,” He goes to grab Natalie from his arms

“No, please dont touch me,” she says weakly. Burring her head into Ashton neck.

They head back, Natalie sits in the front seat with Ashton once again , she lays on his arm the whole way back. 

They arrive back at the hotel, Ashton carries her back up to the room, careful not to wake her. They arrive at the top floor, Bradley door squeak as she opens it walking Natalie slightly, he walks her over to the bed. Bradley standing near, “Please,” She whisper, “I dont want to stay with him tonight,” Bradley heart stops, it feels like millions of tiny knives standing him in the chest. 

“Okay, we can go to my room,” see whiipsters back. He turns looking at Bradley, light tears in his eyes. He carries her out of the room. Before he enter hi room, Bradley pops out “ make sure you clean her up, she has a lot of wounds,” Ashton nods. 




Chapter 14:

Natalie’s eyes flutter open, the sensation of warm water dripping down her face pulling her from unconsciousness. Her vision is still hazy, the edges blurred, but as it clears, Ashton’s figure comes into focus. He’s sitting on the edge of the bed, his expression unreadable as he carefully wipes away the blood from her skin with a damp hand towel. The room is silent except for the faint rustling of fabric as he moves. She watches him, her gaze trailing over his face—his sharp jawline, his tousled hair, more unkempt than usual. Her eyes wander lower, following the curve of his neck, the sculpted lines of his bare torso, until she notices the dark splotch of dried blood on his stomach from where he was cut. But the wound is already gone—healed completely. A small smile tugs at her lips as she instinctively tries to reach out, but her arm barely lifts before Ashton’s voice cuts through the quiet.
“Stay still,” he murmurs, his tone gentle but firm.
Ashton continues to clean her cuts, starting with her forehead. He wipes gently, but when the cloth presses against a tender spot, she winces in pain.
“I’m sorry,” he murmurs, his voice softer now.
His hand moves lower, tracing down to her neck. The memory of Luke biting her flashes through her mind, a phantom pain lingering beneath his touch. Ashton’s fingers brush over her arm next, his grip light as he carefully wipes away the blood from the needle marks. His thumb lingers for a second, as if trying to soothe away more than just the wound.
“I’m sorry this happened,” he says again, his tone carrying a weight she isn’t sure how to unpack.
She smiles weakly. “Thank you for saving me.”
Ashton doesn’t respond right away. Instead, he places the blood-soaked hand towel on the nightstand, his movements slow and precise. He reaches for the bottle of rubbing alcohol beside the bed, the liquid sloshing softly inside. The faint scent of antiseptic fills the air as he unscrews the cap, his expression unreadable.
"Don’t thank me yet," he says, his tone carrying a hint of something unreadable. Natalie watches him cautiously, then pouts, hoping to soften whatever he's about to do. He smirks at her expression but doesn’t waver. “Well, there’s something else I could try.”

“Something else?” she echoes, her brows knitting together in confusion.

He exhales slowly, his gaze locking onto hers with quiet intensity. “Do you trust me?”

She holds his gaze for a lingering moment, searching for any trace of hesitation in his expression. Finding none, she exhales softly. “Yes,” she whispers.

Without a word, Ashton reveals his fangs, his eyes still holding a steady calmness that contrasts with the tension hanging in the air. Natalie feels a faint, instinctive shiver of fear crawl down her spine, but it’s tempered by something deeper—something she doesn’t quite understand. He draws his wrist toward his mouth, sinking his teeth into the soft skin with a quiet rasp. Blood trickles down, dark and inviting. He lowers his wrist toward her lips, his fangs retracting with a soft click. “Drink,” he commands, voice low and steady. For a moment, she hesitates, stunned by the intimacy of the act and the trust it demands. She looks at him, a mix of awe and uncertainty in her eyes, and he nods reassuringly.
Gently, she takes his wrist in her hand, bringing it to her mouth. The warmth of his blood is almost overwhelming as it coats her lips, leaving a red stain across her mouth. He feels her fingers tighten slightly around his wrist as she begins to drink, the steady rhythm of her sucking making his breath hitch. His fangs extend again, the soft moan that escapes him impossible to ignore.
The taste of his blood is like fire and silk all at once, stirring something deep within her. She pulls away, confusion flooding her senses. Blood stains her mouth, a shocking reminder of what she’s just done. She glances down at her arm, watching as the wound from earlier heals, the bruises melting away as if they'd never existed. Her eyes lock with Ashton’s, both of them marveling at the unspoken power of the moment.
“We haven’t been able to heal humans in over a century,” he says, his voice barely a whisper as disbelief colors his tone.


“Why... why so long? Why me?” Her voice is filled with confusion as she looks up at him, searching his face for answers.
“I assume it’s the curse... your curse,” Ashton says, his voice trailing off as he glances down at her, his expression unreadable. He notices the subtle shift in her eyes—her pupils widen, and a soft chuckle escapes him. “There’s only one thing... our blood does for humans still, it seems it still work for you.”
She snuggles deeper into the bed, a smile creeping onto her face, though she tries to hide it behind her pillow. She lets out a small giggle.
“And what does it do to me?” she asks, shifting on her side to face him, curiosity evident in her eyes. “Come lay with me.”

“Natalie, relax, you’ve lost a lot of blood today,” Ashton says, his tone half-amused, half-concerned. She pants on the bed next to her. He rolls his eyes at her but can’t fight the small smile tugging at his lips. Without hesitation, he settles beside her, their bodies mere inches apart, though they still haven’t touched. “It makes you drunk,” he explains, his voice carrying a soft, teasing edge. He gently turns her head to look at him, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that lingers.


“I’m not drunk, I promise,” she insists, a smile spreading across her face as she shakes her head. He chuckles softly, amused by the sudden shift in her mood. She drapes her arm across his bare stomach, her gaze lifting to meet his, eyes locking in an unspoken connection.

“You are, I promise,” he replies, turning his gaze away, as if trying to avoid the intensity of her eyes. He sighs, glancing up at the ceiling. “Give it an hour, and you’ll be out cold.”
“I’m not tired,” she says softly, tracing circles on his stomach with her fingertips. He suppresses a quiet moan at the sensation of her skin against his, but it falters when her fingers halt at the bloodstain on his abdomen. “I’m sorry this happened to you,” she murmurs, echoing his words from earlier.
“It’s okay, I’m used to it by now,” he replies, his voice soft but resigned.

“I know, but I still heard your screams of pain,” she says, her voice faltering as she pauses. “I wanted to help you... I needed to…”

e looks down at her, their gazes locking for a moment. He pauses, then reaches up to gently brush a strand of hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear. His breath quickens slightly, a mix of longing and restraint. He rests his hand on her, his fingers tracing the line behind her ear, his thumb softly caressing her cheek. She inches closer, closing the small gap between them, resting her head on his arm. Her eyes flutter closed, her body relaxing into the sensation of his touch. She sighs in comfort, lifting her leg to drape it carefully over his, careful not to go too far.

Her eyelids begin to flutter shut, but she pauses, a thought crossing her mind. “Ashton?” she whispers. “How did you find me so fast?

As Ashton listens to her heart slow and her breathing steady, he starts to open his mouth to answer. “…I…” But his breath falters as he realizes she’s already fallen asleep. He lets himself rest for a few moments, his mind drifting to Bradley, wondering how he’s handling things. As much as he wants to stay with Natalie, he can’t ignore the pull of what’s right. Gently, he lifts her, making sure not to wake her. He turns off the lamp and quietly moves away from the bed. Just as he’s about to slip away, Natalie shoots up, her hand reaching for his. He stumbles back slightly as she grabs hold of his hand.

“Ash,” she calls softly, her eyes locking with his as she watches him, noticing the exhaustion in his gaze. Still holding his hand, she whispers, “Please don’t leave me.” A tear begins to form in her eye. “Please stay,” she adds hesitantly, her voice trembling. “I’m scared.”

Ashton nods, walking back to the bed, letting her hand guide him. He climbs back in, and she turns to her side, resting her head on his shoulder, her leg draping over him a little higher this time. She snuggles into him, letting out a soft sigh as she drifts back to sleep, her body relaxing into his warmth. Ashton follows soon after, the comfort of her presence easing him into rest as well.


Chapter 15

Natalie’s eyes flutter open, immediately closing shut from the bright light coming in. She rolls over cuddling into bed and shutting her eyes. Before lifting up her eyes wander around the room. Finally able to obvered Ashton’s room. Dark gray panel walls with thin trim as the accent, and the bed bumbled textured bed frame extends from one side of the wall to other. She reaches out to feel it surprising softer than she imagined. She turns back seeing black silk sheet with a auburn orange plush comforter covering her body. The curtain matched  the comforter yet a modern thick fabric that fell smoothly down to the floor collecting a little at the bottom. In front of the window lays a small table with alhcol in crystal bottle. So old she thinks. 

Her eyes travel over to the auburn orange door standing in front of the bed. She shift her feel off the bed letting them hang for just a moment before slowing letting them fall to ground. Her body aches, even places that were touched she shakes it off. She opens the door sliding one door out of the way. She makes eye contact with Ashton but for her eyes shift over to Bradley. They sit there like dear in highlight staring back at her. 

Natalie feel her chest tighten up as she looks at Bradley, still furious from yesterdays events.  She shuts the door imediently. She breathing heavy, she walks over and plops back in bed bringing her knees to chest. 

Bradley sighs leaning his back on the couch, he rubs his head“I messed up , do you think I’ve luu out at her forever?” 

Ashton look at him. He shrugged, “I don’t know man but I’m gonna go check on her, you should go. Well get ready so we can head out soon,” he not and gets up heading out the door.

Ashton opens the door,  walking over to her Leaving the door open behind him. “Hey,”  he whisper softly.   He puts fingers on her chin lift her head from in between her knees. He bends down lightly “He’s gone,” he whisper. She looks at him with tears in her eyes. She reaches up wrapping her arms around his neck. She cries into his shoulder, “ i don’t know how I’m suppose to trust him again,” Ashton reaches around her back placing his hand on her lower middle back, rubbing her back lightly. 

“I don’t Know love,” he hesitantes “i know he hurt you,” he continues to rub her back. He pulls away, “ get ready lets go home,”.

She lets go of him and start packing up her stuff up. They head down to the car, Bradley is already there leaning against the car. Natalie walks up next to him avoiding eye contact, Bradley does move from the car preventing her from getting it. She looks up at him and crosses her arms in protest. “Seriously?” She looking directly into her eyes.

“Are you okay,” he looks saddened. Saddened by the fact that he got her hurt. 

“Im fine,” she whisper try to hide the fact that Ashton healed her but Ashton eyes trails down her body, his eye winded as her sees her flawless skin on her face and neck. He grabs her arm, she pulls her arm back trying to break free. 

He pulls up her sleeve in shock, “your healed, how?” Still grabbing her arm he put his hand across her face using his thumb to pull her head to the side. Seeing the missing bites, shortly he interrupted  a shove. 
Ashton looks at Bradley, with fury in his eyes. His fang pop out reluctantly,  “Leave her alone,” he’s says as his face 

Natalie yells out “stop…Please stop,” the pain and frustration take over her body, “when we get back, were gonna figure this out, break the curse, then I want nothing to do with you,” she pause3s looking at their bloody faces, “either of you,”. They stop looking at as if they were deer in headlights. 

She doesn’t know what came over her. She was so angry, and she hated the violence. In that moment she hated Bradley and Ashton.


Chapter 16
That began a silent ride home, not wanting to talk Natalie closed her eye and relflected on the insaneness of the past few days, wondering how she got into this mess. Wondering if her life would be different if she never met the two of them. She let her arm rest against Ashton on the arm rest, longing for some kind of comfort.

Before she knew it she arrived back at her apartment. She grabs her bang and gets out saying nothing she heads to open the door. As she insert her key she hears two door shut behind her causing her to to turn back. “What are you guys doing?” She says with anger in her eyes. They stop in there tracks looking up at her  “You heard what I said earlier,”

Bradley chims, “ you really dont think we let you be alone after this , do you?” She want to tell them she fine, doesn’t need protection, but she gives in still scared from the other night.

“Fine” she pauses, “ But not you,” she stays stair at Bradley. She glances at Ashton as she turns and walks up the stairs. One she out ear length. 

“damn she pissed,” Bradley say, “she just different,”

“She not different, she’s pissed at someone she not in love with anymore.” Ashton blurts out with out thinking about his hurtful words. Ashton starts making his way towards the door, “Go home ill take care her,”

Bradley stand their in shock. Wondering if she told him that or if he just trying to get into his head. He gets in the car slamming the door behind him, speeding off.

Ashton opens the door to her apartment, greeted by Leo and luna. He bends down to level  petting them a few times before getting up to find Natalie. 

He walks over to her room looking around, seeing it for the first time. He find Tessa and Natalie laying in bed. Natalie laying on her side crying, after confessing all but the details to Tessa. Test comforts her gently. She makes eye contact with Ashton, “What is her doing here,”

Natalie doesn’t look up she knows it Ashton, “He’s here to watch after me. He’s afraid those… va…. People are after me,”

Tessa nods, “are you going to be okay if I leave?”

Natalie nods back, “Yes, thank you for watching over the kitties,”

“Of course, love,” Ill see you latter, text me if you need anything.

“Okay,”

Tessa walks out bumping Ashton on the way out. 

Ashton walks over to Natalie and sat on the side of the bed with her back behind him. He lightly places his hand on her waist, “Are you okay? Your acting different,” She nudges his hand off of her, but his hand doesn’t move. He takes his shirt off getting ready for bed.
“Ashton, I cant do this right now, I need to be a lone,” ashton does move instead lays down next to her, pulling her over by her waist causing her to flop over and lay her head on his shoulder his shoulder. Their eyes meet his gaze slides down to her streaks her face from her tears. She slides he is hand on her face gently wiping away the tears.

“I know this has been a lot, I’m sorry. I dont want to leave you alone right now.” He sign with concern. She sakes her head on  feeling something bubble up inside her something she can’t explain. She feel overwelmed she shoots up climbing out of bed leaving Ashton sitting there a lone. 

“Please Ashton, I can’t” she sobs. “Please” She slides down hugging her knees. Ashton sigh lifting him self off the bed and jointing her on the floor leaning against the bed. They sit these in silence as she cry softly. 

Ashton reaches out undying her arms, she rests but he over powers her. He uses her arms to pull her into his chest. She cry harder, eventually calming down, “ come to bed”. He says as he stands up bring her with him.  Still weak she lets him do what he wants. Her arms wrap around his neck, her head still tucked into his shoulder. They stay there still in the moment. Her head slides playing her head just blow his ear her lips sliding gently against his skin as she moves up. His breath sharpens feeling her lips against his skin. “Fuck” he moans quietly. Memores shoot through mind memories she didn’t even know she had. 

She rests breathing against his neck, feeling too much pleasure. He pulls away, leaving her standing there. HE brings his hand up to his head not knowing what to do how to resist. Natalie turns to face him, she walks towards him pushing him against the wall by his waist. He looks down at her, letting go. Letting her do what ever she wants. Her hand gently grazes his skin lightly. Gental lifting her hand little by little, each movement causes him to moan. She watches his reacting as she gental moves her hand up his stomach, glancing back and forth between the too.  “ you react differently to my touch,” She says, he smiles lighltly breathing heavy her following the same pattern. 

He slides her hand all the up reaching his neck. She wraps his arms around his neck and hovers over him lips, he moans at her breath against his lips. Un able to hold back, he grabs her waist pulling her in close, but she pulls her head back not letting there lips touch. Ashton looks into her eyes, shaking him back to realty “We cant do this,” he says breathing heavy ” Your with Bradley,” He gulps

“Not anymore, Im dont with,” She says between breath looking down at his lips. 

“No your not,” He says firmly, She looks up at him fury in her eyes as he tells her what to do. He sees this angry, explaining more “I compelled you.. to be with Bradley.”

She pulls away making him release his grip around her waist. “Finally, the truth.” He looks a her shocked.

“ You knew? How?” She questions.

“ I dont know, but I can’t believe you would do that to me, I can’t believe you wouldn’t let me make my own decision.”

“I… I…” he stutters trying to come up with an explanation. “ I was trying to protect you,”

“ I dont need you protecting,  your not the  person I thought you were,”

"WHo did you think I was”

Get out” she says with anger.

“Im not leaving,” he stays firmly 

“ THen get out of my room she says pushing him out, shutting the door behind him,”

She feel the anger leave her body, she walks over her bed crashing into it. Letting all her feeling out into her pillow. She wipes the tear off her face, trying to stop.

Ashton walks over to the couch sitting down leaning his head back. Her hears her light cries even though she trying to hide it. Leo joins him on the couching waiting to be put. A while goes Ashton almost drifts off before luna starts scratching on the door, he hears Natalie gets up open her door just slightly to let luna in. 

Ashton get up, and peers into the room, holding the doo rto prevent it from going any further “hey are you alright?” 

She flips her self over so she cant see him, “yes, please leave,”

“Okay, ill feed the cats,” 

“Thank you,” she whispers

He walks out talking softly to luna and Leo. Petting them as he pours their food. He kisses them on the head before returning to the couch. He checks the time, 10:30. He sits back on the couch laying his head back, shortly after falling asleep.

Natalie tosses and turns in bed not able to sleep. She cant stop thinking about Ashton on the couch, she gets up and walks over seeing if he still awake. His hair is tossed, he looks a mess. She climbs on to the couch, gently laying down placing her head on his thigh. He doesn’t move. She feels the sensation of his touch spread across his body. Ashton reaches out slowing rubbing her back, she finally falls asleep. 


Natalie return back to her normal life, She isn’t talking to Ashton or Bradley. Tessa says she different.




chapter 17

NNatalie woke up as her surroundings came into focus. A dull haze clouded her mind, but the warmth around her was undeniable. Ashton’s arms were wrapped tightly around her, his body pressed against hers.
She flipped over, but the movement only made his grip tighten, pulling her closer. Holding her breath, she carefully pried his arm off of her, inch by inch, trying not to wake him. She didn’t want to face him—not now.
The moment she was free, she slipped out of bed, rushing toward the bathroom. She turned the shower on, the sound masking her hurried movements as she threw on her clothes. Without a second glance, she slipped out the door, avoiding Ashton altogether.
Her day passed as normally as it could. She fell back into her routines, trying to push away the weight pressing down on her chest. But even as she sipped her coffee with Tessa, a part of her felt off.
Tessa eyed her suspiciously as they sat on the café’s worn-out couch. "Hey, you’ve been different lately," she said, tilting her head. "Like, stuck in your own head."
Natalie sighed, staring down at her drink. "I know. I’m sorry. Everything’s just been so crazy lately. I’ve been overwhelmed."
"And by ‘crazy,’ do you mean switching between two guys?" Tessa teased, a smirk tugging at her lips.
Natalie chuckled, shaking her head. "Not quite. Honestly, I think I’m done with both of them."
Tessa raised an eyebrow. "Yeah… but I don’t think either of them are done with you."
Natalie sighed, the weight of the situation pressing down on her. "Let’s go for a walk by the lake."
"Okay," Tessa agreed.
They walked through the clearing, chatting lightly, but Natalie couldn’t shake the unease lingering in the back of her mind. When they reached the lake, they sat at the edge of the dock, legs dangling over the water.
Natalie inhaled deeply, feeling the need to come clean. "Hey… so I’ve kinda been lying to you. Well, not exactly lying, but not being completely honest either."
Tessa raised an eyebrow. "I know. Something’s been off with you… and not just because of the kidnapping."
Natalie hesitated, about to explain, when she suddenly heard something—a rustling in the trees behind them. Her body stiffened. She turned, eyes scanning the woods. "Did you hear that?"
Tessa sighed. "No, girl, you’re just on edge. Relax."
Before Natalie could respond, a hand clamped over her mouth, yanking her backward. Her muffled screams were lost as an arm locked tightly around her waist. Cold steel pressed against her throat.
Tessa’s eyes widened in horror. She turned, gasping at the sight in front of her. "Natalie!" she screamed.
A vampire.
Tessa’s breath hitched, panic setting in as she stumbled backward.
Natalie struggled, thrashing as hard as she could, but the vampire’s grip was too strong. No matter how much she fought, she couldn’t break free.
Then, a sudden gust of wind tore through the clearing. In an instant, the vampire was ripped away from her, sending her crashing to the ground.
Bradley.
He lunged, tackling the vampire with brutal force, fists colliding with inhuman speed. The fight was vicious—blows landing with sickening cracks. But the vampire regained control, flipping Bradley onto his back, slamming his fist into him over and over again.
Natalie watched, frozen, as the vampire grabbed a jagged branch from the forest floor. He drove it toward Bradley’s chest, but Bradley caught his wrist just in time, struggling to push him away.
She couldn’t watch this.
As much as she was angry with Bradley, she couldn’t let him die.
Her hands trembled as she grabbed the knife from the ground. With shaking fingers, she pressed the blade to her own throat. "Stop!"
Everything froze.
The vampire turned, eyes locked on her, his expression unreadable.
"I’ll do it," Natalie threatened, pressing the knife harder against her skin. A thin line of blood trickled down her neck. "Leave him alone, or I swear I’ll kill myself."
The vampire hesitated.
Then, in a blur, he was gone.
Natalie dropped the knife, her legs giving out beneath her.
Bradley let out a shaky breath, still lying on the ground, his chest rising and falling rapidly. After a moment, he pushed himself up and rushed to her, his hands gripping her shoulders. "Are you okay?"
She nodded weakly, but before she could speak, he pulled her into his arms, holding her tight.
Behind them, Tessa was sobbing. "What the fuck is going on?"
Natalie pulled away from Bradley, turning to face her friend.
"They’re vampires," she admitted. "I was going to tell you."
Tessa’s face drained of color. "I don’t want to be involved in this." She started to back away, then hesitated. "Wait… is it just Ashton and Bradley?"
Natalie shook her head.
Tessa clapped a hand over her mouth, realization dawning in her wide eyes. "Oh my God. Anthony?"
Natalie gave a slow, solemn nod.
Tessa let out a strangled sound and took off running.
Natalie turned back to Bradley, who was already on his feet. His expression was grim. "We need to get you out of town. Now."
She nodded, swallowing hard. "Where?"
"I have a place. Hold on to me."
Before she could process it, Bradley scooped her up and took off, the wind whipping through her hair as he sped them away.
An hour later, they arrived at an old cabin, deep in the middle of nowhere.
Natalie stepped inside, glancing around. Dust coated every surface, the furniture frozen in time. She turned to Bradley. "How long has it been since you’ve been here?"
He exhaled. "At least forty years."
She nodded, still taking in the aged surroundings. It felt… untouched.
She turned back to him, stepping closer. "Thank you for saving me."
Bradley’s eyes softened as he whispered, "My pleasure."
Reaching up, he gently wiped the dried blood from her neck. Her breath hitched as she smiled at him, slipping her arms around his neck.
Bradley inhaled sharply, as if trying to hold something back. "I’m sorry," he murmured. "I never wanted you to get hurt. I thought I could stop her before she did anything to you. I thought it would be different when we got there."
Natalie could feel the weight of his words, the guilt in his voice. She slid her hands to his cheeks, holding him still.
"I forgive you," she whispered, her lips brushing against his.
Then, she kissed him.
It was slow, deep, filled with something unspoken. She pushed him back lightly, but he remained in control, his grip tightening as he deepened the kiss.
The sound of the door swinging open made them both freeze.
The moment shattered as Ashton stepped inside. His presence sucked the air from the room, his gaze locking onto them, dark and unreadable—but the tension in his jaw, the stiffness in his stance, said enough.
"For fuck’s sake," he muttered.
Bradley didn’t even pull away. He just smirked against her lips and kissed her again.
Natalie knew, in that moment, things were about to get a whole lot messier.
She pulled back, her heart pounding as she saw the look in Ashton’s eyes. There was no rage, no explosion of violence—just a deep, simmering hurt beneath the surface. And somehow, that was worse.
“Ashton…” she whispered.
He turned sharply and walked out.
Natalie didn’t hesitate. She rushed after him, catching up just as he reached the tree line. "Ashton, wait—Ashton!"
He ignored her, his shoulders tense, his steps quick. She grabbed his arm, forcing him to stop and turn to face her.
"Stop. I’m sorry."
Ashton stared at her, his jaw clenched. "Sorry for what?" His voice was low, restrained.
She hesitated. "I’m sorry you saw that."
A bitter laugh escaped him. His hands twitched at his sides, like he was resisting the urge to grab her again. "Why are you sorry, Natalie?" His voice dropped, and then—before she could speak—he stepped closer, his fingers gripping her arms.
Natalie shuddered at the sudden contact, at the heat rolling off him.
"Are you sorry for being with him in the first place?" His grip tightened slightly. "Sorry for kissing my neck in the bathroom that day?" He paused, searching her face, then continued, his breath coming quicker. "Sorry for lying on my shoulder and running your hands over my chest?"
She swallowed hard, her mind scrambling for words.
His voice was sharp, relentless. "Sorry for kissing my neck all over again, for falling asleep with me on the couch, for everything you did that made me think—" He stopped, inhaling sharply, his fingers flexing before he suddenly let go.
"And after all that," he murmured, voice breaking slightly, "you kissed him."
The silence between them was deafening.
Ashton took a step back, shaking his head. "Why did you come after me, Natalie?" His voice was quiet now, tired. "Why did you follow me?"
She opened her mouth, but nothing came out.
"Ashton, I—"
He stared at her for a long moment, waiting for an answer that never came.
Then, without another word, he turned and disappeared into the forest, vanishing into the shadows like he was never there.
Natalie stood frozen, her heart racing. She had never realized the effect she had on him—until now.



Chapter 18
Natalie stood still, staring into the shadows where Ashton had disappeared. She took a slow breath before turning back to the car, leaning against the cool metal. Her mind raced, thoughts colliding into one another.
Bradley. Ashton.
She knew she loved Bradley—at least, she thought she did. But doubt slipped in, curling around her like a whisper. Was it real? Or was it just Ashton’s compulsion, twisting her emotions, making her feel things she didn’t choose?
And Ashton—he was something else entirely. Being around him wasn’t easy, wasn’t predictable. It felt more terrifying than good. But she ached for him, longed to be close in a way she couldn’t explain.
She closed her eyes, exhaling slowly.
She didn’t know what was real anymore.
Pushing off the car, she made her way back inside. The cabin was dimly lit, the scent of aged wood and dust settling thick in the air. Bradley was still in the living room, waiting for her. His expression softened when he saw her.
"Hey," he said, standing as she approached.
"Hey," she echoed.
For a moment, neither of them spoke. He searched her face, waiting for something—maybe an answer she didn’t have.
He stepped closer, lifting a hand to her cheek. She let him, resting her forehead against his.
“Do you love him?” he asked quietly.
Her breath hitched. She didn’t know how to answer. She barely knew what she felt herself.
Instead of responding, she leaned in, pressing their lips together softly. The moment their lips met, something in her froze. It wasn’t right.
She pulled away quickly. “Bradley, I can’t. I’m sorry.”
Bradley’s brows furrowed. “So… you are in love with him?”
"No," she whispered, shaking her head. "I just don’t want to be with anyone right now. I’ll just hurt you."
His expression flickered—hurt, disappointment—but he nodded, stepping back. “Okay,” he said quietly. “I’ll be here when you do.”
The weight of everything pressed down between them. Without another word, they both retreated to their separate rooms.

Later That Night
A loud bang jolted Natalie awake.
She sat up fast, her heart hammering. The front door had slammed shut.
Unsteady footsteps echoed down the hallway.
Ashton.
Sliding out of bed, she crept toward the noise. His door was slightly open. The scent of alcohol hit her as soon as she stepped inside.
Ashton sat on the edge of his bed, shirt half-unbuttoned, hair a mess. His usually sharp eyes were clouded, unfocused.
"Ashton," she said softly.
He scoffed, dragging a hand down his face. "You here to make me feel worse? Or because I’m your backup plan and Bradley turned you down?”
She hesitated. "No. I just… I don’t want things to be weird between us.”
His head lifted, eyes narrowing. “Weird?” he repeated.
“I just want everything to go back to normal," she admitted, stepping closer. "I don’t want you acting different around me."
A low chuckle escaped him, bitter and tired. "Normal?" he echoed. "I don’t even know how to act normal around you."
Natalie swallowed hard, her hands balling into fists. "I don't forgive you for what you did," she said, voice steady. "For compelling me to be with Bradley. For taking away my choice."
Something dark flickered in his eyes, but he didn’t argue. Instead, he leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "You know why I did it."
"That doesn’t make it okay," she shot back.
Ashton exhaled, the alcohol loosening his tongue. "Then stop looking at me like that."
"Like what?"
"Like you still want me."
Natalie stiffened. He leaned back onto the bed, throwing an arm over his eyes.
"Just lay down, Natalie."
Her stomach twisted. "I’m not going to do this," she whispered.
He didn’t move. "Didn’t think you would."
She lingered for a moment, watching him, before finally turning and walking away.

The Next Morning
The cabin was eerily quiet when Natalie woke up. She pulled on a sweater and padded out to the main room.
Ashton was already there, standing near the fireplace, his expression unreadable. The vulnerability from last night was gone—he was cold again, distant.
Bradley sat on the arm of the couch, arms crossed. "We need a plan."
Natalie nodded, glancing between them. "Do we hide?"
"No," Bradley said sharply. "We can run, but that’s no life for you."
Ashton shook his head. "Neither," he said finally. "I know of a place. An old library in New Orleans—it’s filled with books on vampire legends. If there are answers, we’ll find them there."
Natalie and Bradley exchanged glances.
"Why are you just telling us this now?" Bradley asked.
Ashton smirked, but there was no humor in it. "I was just following your lead. I mean… she is your girl, right?"
Bradley clenched his jaw.
Natalie ignored the tension, focusing on the plan. "How soon can we leave?"
Ashton met her gaze. "Now."
Without hesitation, they started gathering their things.
There was no time to waste.





Chapter 19

After a long, anxious drive filled with thick, unspoken tension, they finally arrived in New Orleans. The city was alive, buzzing with energy—people filled the streets, moving in and out of vibrant shops and cafés. Music drifted through the air, blending with the hum of conversation.
They parked on the street, stepping out onto the uneven pavement. The towering buildings around them loomed, casting long shadows in the late afternoon sun.
Ashton’s hand suddenly wrapped around Natalie’s wrist, pulling her close. His breath brushed her ear as he murmured, “Stay close. There are a lot of vampires here.” Then, just as quickly, he let go.
Natalie swallowed hard, nodding as they moved toward a massive, weathered building. The old library stood before them, its once-grand wooden doors worn with age. Pushing them open, they stepped inside. The air was thick with dust and the scent of aging paper. Rows of towering bookshelves stretched across the room, some sagging under the weight of their contents. It was dimly lit, the only light coming from scattered lamps and the faint glow of the setting sun filtering through stained glass windows.
They wasted no time, each grabbing stacks of books, flipping through pages in search of anything—any mention of Natalie, the prophecy, or an explanation for what was happening to her. Hours passed. The weight of exhaustion settled over them.
Bradley slammed a book shut, frustration evident in the sharp sound that echoed through the empty space. “There’s nothing here,” he snapped.
“Keep looking,” Ashton shot back, not even glancing up from his own book.
Natalie’s fingers skimmed over the fragile pages of an ancient-looking tome. Something about it felt different—important. Then, her eyes caught a phrase, and her heart stuttered.
“Hey, wait… I think I found something,” she called out, her voice slightly unsteady.
Both Ashton and Bradley were at her side in an instant, peering over her shoulder.
She swallowed and began to read aloud.
“The Ignitor shall awaken the dormant blood, igniting the hunger of those who dwell in shadow. To all who cross her path, the spark shall stir, a tingling of life and death. Yet only one vampire shall make her feel this spark fully, the flame igniting between them. It is he who will claim her as his own. Upon the eve of her eighteenth year, the fates shall weave their design, and the destined course shall unfold. The Ignitee must strike down the Ignitor, for only through her death shall the prophecy be fulfilled. By her blood, the covenant shall be sealed, and the lineage of night shall rise anew.”
Her breath caught as she read the final line.
“A. Lennox.”
She stilled. The name sat like a weight on her tongue. Slowly, she lifted her gaze to Ashton.
“A. Lennox… Ashton Lennox.”
Ashton turned away sharply, walking a few steps before stopping. He pressed a hand to his face, his fingers digging into his temple.
Natalie’s chest tightened. “You knew.”
“It’s not what it looks like,” Ashton muttered, still not facing her.
Bradley’s voice was sharp. “Did you write this?”
Ashton finally turned back, his expression unreadable. “No.” He hesitated, then exhaled, as if bracing himself. “My sister did.”
“Explain,” Natalie demanded, her voice trembling with anger.
“No, we need to go now, before anyone sees us, before they follow us.”
They headed out, hopping in the car and making their way back to the cabin. The car was filled with anger, from both Bradley and Natalie. Bradley started to question Ashton, but Ashton brushed him off. “Wait ‘til we get back.”
Natalie read the book over and over again, trying to understand the cryptic text. Her mind raced with the weight of the prophecy, her growing feelings for Ashton, and the looming sense of danger.
They arrived back at the cabin, stepping out and heading inside. Natalie collapsed onto the couch, sighing with relief. Bradley followed but immediately retreated to his room.
“Where do you think you’re going?” Natalie shouted, rushing after him and pulling his arm. “Explain,” she demanded.
Bradley huffed, heading to the couch, looking as if he were ready to make a quick escape.
“My sister, she was a witch, as was I before I was turned. It ran in our family.” Ashton gulped, clearly reluctant to explain. “She and my family created this curse to control the vampire population. They thought in 300 years the world would change, and to give humans a chance, they put the prophecy on a human who would be born 300 years later.”
“Did you know when you met me? That it was me?” Natalie asked, standing up, her voice filled with emotion.
“Yes,” Ashton nodded.
Natalie stumbled back, her voice shaky. “You’ve been lying to me since the moment you met me.”
Ashton’s eyes showed pain. “I’m sorry.”
She cut him off. “Did you know you’d have to kill me?”
“No,” he blurted out. “I had no idea. Once I was turned, they didn’t tell me anything.”
Bradley jumped in, “Why didn’t you tell us?”
Ashton didn’t respond immediately. “I’m getting some air,” he said, rising and walking toward the door.
“I trusted you,” Natalie continued, walking up to him. “Why did you let me trust you?” She pushed him, and he took it. “Why?” she cried, her voice breaking.
Ashton didn’t know what to say. He stood there blankly, before finally speaking, his voice low. “Once I met you, I wanted to protect you. From the moment I laid eyes on you, that’s all I’ve done.”
“You think I believe that?” she snapped, pushing him again.
“I’ve been watching over you,” Ashton continued, his tone softening. “Meeting you in the elevator that first day, following you home from the bar to make sure you were okay, making the professor assign us a project so I could get to know you… watching over you with Luke.”
“You did what? You’re so manipulative!” she yelled, her anger flaring. “I don’t need to be watched over. Why didn’t you intervene to prevent things from happening to me?”
“I didn’t want to change your life too much,” Ashton replied quietly. “I just wanted to protect you, to get to know you.”
“I can’t believe you, Ashton. I can’t believe I ever trusted you.” Her voice trembled as she took a step back.
He reached up to touch her face, but she pushed him away, tears filling her eyes. “Don’t touch me, don’t touch me ever again,” she cried, her voice shaking with emotion.
Ashton reached for her, pulling her into an embrace. She resisted at first, but he held her tightly. “Calm down, please,” he whispered against her forehead, kissing it gently.
She lifted her head to look at him, one arm still around her waist. With a sudden surge of emotion, she reached up and kissed him fiercely, pulling him toward her. The kiss deepened, and she felt the familiar spark—her body alive with heat as she pushed him back toward the bed.
They tumbled onto the bed, their bodies colliding with desperate urgency, and for a moment, everything else—anger, confusion, the weight of the world—melted away. The air around them crackled with electricity, the heat between them overwhelming and raw. Ashton's lips crashed into hers, urgent and hungry, as his hands found their way to the back of her neck, holding her to him like he was afraid she'd disappear.
Natalie responded instinctively, her hands roaming over the hard planes of his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her fingertips. She pulled him closer, craving the contact. She needed him.
“You feel so good,” she whispered, breathless against his lips. Her voice trembled with want, and Ashton moaned in response, his lips brushing the sensitive curve of her neck as he trailed kisses downward, moving lower, deeper. His hands roamed over her body, exploring, claiming her with every touch.
She arched her back, pushing herself into him, feeling the intensity of the connection. Her skin burned with desire, every touch making her body come alive. He kissed her again, softer this time, slower, as if savoring the moment. But the need that had built between them was undeniable, and as he deepened the kiss, his hands slid down her body, finding the hem of her shirt. He tugged it off, his fingers brushing over her skin as his lips found the delicate curve of her collarbone.
Natalie’s breath hitched, and she eagerly pulled at his clothes, desperate to feel him even closer. When his shirt was gone, she pressed her hands to his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles, memorizing the feel of him. She slid her hands down his back, urging him closer.
Ashton’s lips moved to her neck, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re mine,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire, sending a shiver through her.
His hands slid down her body, tugging at the waistband of her pants. Natalie’s pulse raced as his fingers brushed against her, gently pulling her pants down. She didn’t hesitate to help, her movements trembling with anticipation.
When she was finally free of her pants, Ashton lowered his lips again, kissing her stomach, making her breath catch. Every inch of him was burning against her. She moaned as his mouth moved lower, brushing over her skin with reverence.
"Ash," she gasped, her back arching as he kissed the sensitive spot between her hips, sending a wave of pleasure through her body. "Please," she whispered, the word barely leaving her lips before his mouth was back on hers.
His lips found hers once more, heated and desperate, as he shifted over her, his body aligning with hers. There was a deep, primal need in the way they moved together, a hunger neither of them could deny. As his lips trailed down to her neck again, she shuddered, her hands clutching at his shoulders, feeling the power in his touch.
But as he kissed her deeply, her mind suddenly shifted, and something dark flashed behind her eyes—a memory she couldn’t place, a feeling she didn’t understand. It was like a whisper from another time, a distant image that made her pulse race in a different way.
The sensation was gone as quickly as it came, but it left her disoriented, her hands gripping Ashton tighter. “What was that?” she whispered breathlessly.
Ashton paused, pulling back slightly to look at her, his expression concerned but guarded. “What do you mean?”
Her chest tightened as the memory resurfaced—something about darkness, something ancient. She couldn’t quite grasp it, but it felt important. “I don’t know,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “It was like a memory, but not mine. Like I’ve been here before.”
Ashton’s eyes flickered with something unreadable, but before she could ask, his lips found hers again. The connection between them was magnetic, pulling her into him, making it impossible to think about anything else but the way his hands moved over her body, the way his kisses made her feel alive.
His body pressed closer to hers, the heat between them building again. He kissed her harder this time, deeper, as if he was trying to make her forget the fleeting moment of confusion. But the desire was too strong. She felt herself unraveling beneath him, her body responding to his touch in ways that left her breathless.
His hand slid down her body, finding the soft skin of her inner thigh, and he teased her, making her ache for more. She gasped, arching into him, her hands running over his back as he kissed his way down her neck again. He moved with purpose, his touch sending shocks of pleasure through her. When he reached her chest, she moaned softly, her fingers curling into his hair as he kissed his way down, his mouth trailing fire along her skin.
Her body trembled with every touch, every kiss. She was so close to losing herself, to being consumed by the fire they were creating together. Ashton’s hands moved to her hips, holding her still as he slid himself against her.
Her nails dug into his skin as she gasped, “Ash…” She felt herself losing control, her body reacting to the rhythm they had found, and she wanted to push him further, deeper. The need to feel him completely, to be lost in him, overwhelmed her.
Ashton’s lips found hers again, and in that moment, everything became more intense. She kissed him back with the same desperation, pulling him closer. The fire between them burned hotter, faster, until they both couldn’t take it any longer. They moved together, perfectly synchronized, as if their bodies had always known this moment would come.
Ashton groaned, his movements becoming more frantic, as he shifted over her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, her body arching into his. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire.
He responded with a low moan, his thrusts becoming more urgent. “I won’t,” he promised, his voice raw. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, as they both lost themselves in the rhythm of the moment.
With one final, desperate kiss, their bodies came together, spiraling into ecstasy. Her world exploded in pleasure, every nerve in her body alive, every inch of her feeling him, the memory of the flashes forgotten in the haze of it all. Ashton followed her moments later, his body trembling with the release.
They collapsed together, breathing heavily, both lost in the aftermath. Natalie held onto him, feeling the warmth of his skin against hers. The memories lingered in the back of her mind, but in his arms, all she could focus on was the way they had come together, bodies entwined in a way that felt like fate.
Natalie hesitated, her fingers still tangled in Ashton’s hair, her body pressed against his. The weight of what she had seen—the flashes of memories that weren’t hers—pressed against her mind, but so did the lingering heat of his touch. She didn’t want to ruin this moment, didn’t want to lose the feeling of safety that came with him lying beside her. But she couldn’t ignore it.
"Ashton," she whispered, her voice barely breaking the quiet between them.
His lips brushed against her temple, his breathing still uneven as he murmured, "What is it?"
“I have to tell you something, somethings”




Chapter 21
She swallowed hard, her heart pounding for an entirely different reason now. “I - I remembered something,” she admitted, her fingers curling slightly against his skin.

He brow furries, not expected she would say that, “what do you mean,”

“I remember begging attacked, used — take advantage of,” she leans her chin on his chest looking up at him. Her eyes start to tear up. “ I remember it was my first night on campus, and I got really drunk, but not insanely. I think I might have been drugged. He took me to his room,” she trails off, Ashton rubs her back gently, “and after — after he left, you came. You came and told me to forget,”

His eye widen, how did she remember that, she wasn’t suppose to. His compulsion was slipping day by day.  Natalie reaches up putting her arms around his neck, and berrying her head into his neck. “Why didn’t you save me, why didn’t you save me before it happened,” She pulls him closer trying to stop her self from crying as all the memories flow back into her mind.

“Im sorry, I tried. I tried to get there as fast as I could be it was over, I just say the last part,” She gulps nodding him trusting his words. “I can her your heart beat, I can always hear it,” he trails off feeling like her opening up to much, “I heard for the first time that night, and when I did I ran I ran all the way here.”

He loosen her grip, brushing her cheek against his face reaching his lips, just having over them for a moment. Before kissing him , tears still falling down her face, “Thank you,” she whispers “Thank you for making me forget, even as if it was just a moment.”

She lays back down rubbing his chest till the world melts away around her. 

A loud bang jolted her awake.
The cabin door slammed shut. Heavy footsteps echoed through the space, growing closer.
"Ashton!" Bradley’s voice rang out, sharp and angry.
Natalie tensed, still wrapped in Ashton’s arms. He held her against him even in sleep, his grip firm around her waist. She tried to pry his hands off, but his strength was unrelenting.
"Ashton!" Bradley’s voice was closer now.
"Ashton, wake up!" she whispered urgently, trying again to free herself.
Bradley burst through the bedroom door.
The second he saw them—Natalie in Ashton’s arms, the sheets tangled around them, her flushed skin still betraying what had happened—his expression darkened. But instead of immediate rage, he let out a sharp, bitter laugh.
"Of course," he said, shaking his head. "Of course."
Another short, humorless laugh left him, but there was no amusement in it. Only pain.
"So when you said you didn’t want to be with anyone… you meant just me, huh?"
The smell of alcohol clung to him. His eyes were wild, hurt, but beneath it all, there was something else—something close to breaking.
"Bradley, it’s not what it looks like," Natalie rushed out, scrambling to sit up. "It’s not—"
"Not what it looks like?" He scoffed. "Are you serious right now?"
His jaw clenched so tightly she thought it might crack.
Ashton finally stirred, his arm flexing around her protectively. But before things could escalate, Natalie pulled herself free, slipping out of bed and rushing toward Bradley.
She grabbed his hands, her fingers squeezing his as she tried to ground him. "Come with me," she said softly.
For a moment, he resisted, his glare darting past her to Ashton, but then he let her pull him out of the bedroom and into the living room.
He wasn’t calming down.
His breaths were heavy, his stance unsteady. The flicker of gold flared in his eyes—his control slipping.
"Bradley, listen to me," she pleaded.
He shook his head. "What more could you possibly have to say?" His voice was sharp, laced with something dangerously close to breaking.
Natalie’s chest tightened. She knew nothing she said would make this easier. But she had to say it anyway.
"I didn’t know it was going to happen," she admitted. "I didn’t plan this. I just—" She swallowed hard. "I feel something for him. Something I’ve never felt before."
Bradley’s expression shifted—anger fading, replaced with something worse. Hurt.
She took a deep breath, forcing herself to say the words. "Bradley… he’s the Ignitee."
His whole body stilled.
His glowing eyes dulled.
The anger drained from his face, but so did everything else.
He took a step back. Then another. His hands slipped from hers.
Natalie reached for him, but he turned away before she could touch him again.
"Was I anything to you?" His voice was quiet now. Strained.
"Bradley…" She barely breathed his name.
He turned back slightly, looking at her—not with rage this time, but devastation. "Did I ever mean anything to you?"
"Of course you did," she said immediately, stepping closer. "You do. I care about you so much."
Her hands trembled as she reached for him again, as if touching him could somehow fix this. "You were the first guy I ever really fell for."
She moved around him, trying to meet his gaze, but his eyes were distant now.
He wasn’t listening anymore.
And then, without another word, he turned and walked out the door.
Leaving her standing there.
Leaving her feeling like she had just lost something she could never get back.
She turned around,  watching him leave. She couldn’t day anything. He see shot standing there at the corner of her eye. They make eye contact, “Im the ignitee,”

Her heart fluttered. The moment stretched between them, thick with something unspoken.
He stepped closer, closing the distance, his fingers brushing over her hands before trailing slowly up her arms. The sensation sent a shiver through her, her breath hitching.
"You feel this too," he murmured.
She nodded.
His breathing deepened, his hand sliding into her hair, fingertips ghosting down to cup her cheek. His thumb hovered over her lips, brushing against them lightly, testing, teasing.
"And this?" he asked, his voice a low whisper.
She shivered beneath his touch, her lips parting just enough to graze his thumb in answer.
His lips followed, barely there, a whisper of a kiss. "And this?"
"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling with want.
A slow smirk tugged at his lips.
Without warning, he bent down, sweeping her into his arms, carrying her with effortless strength.
Natalie gasped, clinging to him as he laid her back onto the bed.
His eyes never left hers as he grasped the hem of her oversized t-shirt and tore it away in one swift motion. The cool air kissed her bare skin for only a second before his hands replaced it, gliding over her body, teasing, igniting.
Her breath grew heavier, each touch sending jolts of pleasure coursing through her.
His lips followed, trailing kisses down her stomach, lingering just below her navel before making his way up to the sensitive spot behind her ear.
"Please, Ash," she moaned, her body arching into him. "I need you."
His smirk deepened. "Do you?" he teased, his voice thick with satisfaction.
His hands traveled lower, his breath warm against her most sensitive place, lingering there just to drive her insane.
A desperate moan escaped her lips. "Please," she begged.
At last, he moved, his touch sending fire through her veins before he met her lips again, claiming her fully.
He thrust into her, filling her completely, his body pressing into hers with an intensity that stole her breath.
He hovered over her, his gaze locked onto hers, drinking in every reaction, every gasp, every whimper.
Her eyes fluttered closed at each spark of pleasure, her fingers clutching at his back as he moved against her.
"Ashton," she moaned against his lips.
He groaned, sinking deeper, his breath ragged, his body trembling with restraint.
"Look at me," he murmured, brushing his lips over her jaw.
Her breath caught as she stared into his eyes, the weight of this moment pressing down on her chest like a force she couldn’t escape. Every inch of her burned for him, for this.
Ashton thrust deeper, his body moving against hers with a slow, torturous rhythm, savoring every gasp that fell from her lips. His grip tightened on her hips, anchoring her beneath him as though he couldn’t bear the thought of letting her go.
His lips found her throat, kissing, sucking, grazing his teeth over the sensitive skin just enough to make her shudder.
His hips rolled into hers again, and she cried out, her body arching beneath him, meeting him stroke for stroke. The pressure coiled inside her, tightening with every movement, every whispered name against her skin.
"Ashton," she moaned again, her nails dragging down his back, desperate to hold onto something—anything—as the pleasure built higher and higher.
His breathing was ragged, his forehead pressing against hers. "I need you to feel everything I feel," he said, his voice thick with emotion.
"I do," she whispered, her lips brushing against his.
And then he kissed her—hard, desperate—his body shuddering as he pushed them both over the edge.
The world shattered around them, pleasure crashing over her in waves so intense she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—only feel. She clung to him as he followed, his deep groan vibrating against her skin as he spilled into her, his body trembling from the force of it.
For a long moment, neither of them moved, their bodies tangled, their breaths mingling in the quiet aftermath.
Ashton collapsed beside her, pulling her close, his arms wrapping tightly around her as if afraid she might slip away. His fingers traced lazy circles against her back, grounding her, keeping her here with him.
Natalie let out a shaky breath, her heart still pounding. She buried her face against his chest, breathing him in.
“Hey ash?”
“Yes love?”
“Are you going to kill me, considering the prophecy?”
He chuckles and places his hands against her check rubbing the hair out of her face, “No love id never,” he leans down and kisses her.
She leans her head down kissing his collar bone. 





Chapter 22

Natalie stirred, reaching out instinctively, but her fingers found only cool sheets. Blinking against the morning light, she turned over, realizing Ashton was gone. A faint frown tugged at her lips.

Pushing herself up, she wrapped the blanket around her shoulders and padded into the kitchen. The smell of food hit her instantly
Ashton sat at the small table, a full plate of breakfast in front of him. He glanced up, smirking as she approached.
"What's this?" she asked, leaning down to kiss him softly.
"Breakfast." His smirk deepened as he watched her reaction.
She glanced at the plate, then back at him, feigning suspicion. "It looks... interesting."
He chuckled, shaking his head. "I don’t think I’ve cooked in three hundred years."
She raised an eyebrow. "I can tell."
He laughed, the deep, rich sound filling the space between them.
“Want me to make you something actually edible?” she teased, pulling out eggs and bacon.
He leaned back in his chair, watching her with amusement as she moved around the kitchen. "Did you go to the store this morning?"
His smirk was answer enough.
The smell of sizzling bacon filled the air, and she plated their food, handing him a fresh serving.
He lifted a brow. "Well, that smells delicious."
"Wait till you try it," she said, grinning.
Ashton took a bite, his expression unreadable at first, then he nodded approvingly. "Alright, I’ll admit it—this is better than mine."
"Obviously." She winked, taking a bite of her own.
They ate in comfortable silence, but as they finished, Natalie set her fork down with a quiet clang. “We have to figure out where Bradley is.”
Ashton smirked, as if he’d been waiting for her to say that. He took the last bite of his food, chewing slowly before finally responding. “Oh, finally, you ask.”
Her eyes narrowed. “Do you know where he is?”
"I do."
"Ashton," she huffed. "Then we have to go get him."
His smirk didn’t fade. Instead, he turned his chair slightly and pulled her onto his lap, cupping her face as he kissed her, slow and deep.
"We could do other things while we wait for him to come back," he murmured against her lips.
She laughed softly, resting her forehead against his. "Ashton, we need to figure out what we’re going to do."
He let out a playful, exaggerated moan. "My beautiful girl," he murmured, brushing a kiss against her jaw, "I already know that too."
"Then what are we waiting for? Let’s go."
"Don’t you want to hear about where we’re going first?" he asked, tilting his head.
She folded her arms. "Alright, tell me."
He leaned back slightly, his hands still resting on her waist. “You know how my brother wrote the prophecy?"
She nodded.
"Well… there’s a second book. A continuation of the prophecy. And another journal. Both of them are hidden in my hometown. In my old house.”
Her lips parted slightly in surprise. “So… I get to see where you grew up?"
A shadow of something flickered across his expression before he smirked. "Don’t get too excited. It looks… quite a bit different now."
She reached up, brushing her fingers over his cheek. "I’ll take my chances."
His grip on her waist tightened slightly before, in one swift motion, he lifted her off the chair and pressed her against him.
"Then I guess it’s time to go."
They get in the car Natalie holds his hand that lays on her thigh and cuddling her head into his shoulder.

“So tell me about your brother, what was he like?”

“A little like me charming, and hansom but more  relbious,”

“Is that even possible?” He chuckles.

“Unfortunately yes. He defied everything my family was doing to protect humans from vampire s and witches. They all hated the vampire’s but coexisted quiet nicely, the benefited from each other. I was excelled when I turned, they never talked to me again. ”

“Did he want the vampires dead?” 

“No, just in control. They believe there  should only be a certain amount of vampires at one time, and they shouldn’t be able to turn anyone at will,”

“Well it looks like they got their wish, then why would there this prophecy they created for me?”

“I dont know, I mean maybe they want to make it right,”

They pull up to the house Natalie looks up seeing a massive mansion,  columns down the side. 

“Wow, you lived here?” Ashton nods his head.

Time had worn the place down, but beneath the decay, there was still an undeniable elegance—an echo of the wealth and power it once held.

Ashton placed his palm against the door.
For a long moment, nothing happened.
Then, with a deep groan, the doors swung open on their own.
Natalie stiffened. "Okay, tell me that was just some old vampire trick and not, you know… ghosts or something."
Ashton smirked but didn’t answer.
She narrowed her eyes. "Ashton—"
"Come on," he interrupted, taking her hand and leading her inside.
The air was thick, heavy with dust and something else—something ancient. The grand foyer stretched high above them, a massive chandelier hanging precariously from the ceiling. Tattered curtains lined the tall windows, allowing thin streams of light to filter in, casting eerie patterns across the marble floor.
He starts walking up the stairs heading to his brothers room, like he used to. He paused before walking in, memeories flood through his mind as he ran her to ask his brother to play, or when they were older talking about girls. Natalie  placed her hand on his back lightly rubbing it.
He walks in opening ever draw, not finding anything he shakes his head. Natalie walks around looking around, she step on a floor board that creaks a little too much. Ashton looks up at her, walking over to the floor board,  leaning down and there laid a 2 books, one looking almost like a replica, to the one they had, the other leather weathered down, dusted. Ashton opened it up seeing his brother writing and a note reading ‘Ashton’. He opens reads for just a second. He closes it. He gets up, his dear changing grabbing her hand and walking her out of her and into the car. 
They head back to the cabin, “Ash, are you okay?” He doesn’t answer. “Talk to me,” he remains silent. She reaches over to his chest. he grabs her wrist hand, releasing his aggressive grip almost immediently but stilll place her hand down on the console.

Natalie frowned at his silence, glancing between Ashton’s clenched jaw and the road ahead. The way his fingers tightened on the wheel, his shoulders drawn stiff, told her more than he was willing to say.
"Ashton," she tried again, softer this time. "Whatever was in that book—it clearly meant something to you. Please, just talk to me."
His grip on the wheel flexed. His eyes remained locked on the road, shadows flickering across his expression.


Chapter 23
Natalie and Ashton arrived back at the cabin, the weight of their discoveries pressing heavily upon them. As she stepped out of the car, Natalie glanced back at Ashton, noting the distant look in his eyes.
"Ashton, are you sure you're okay?" she asked, concern lacing her voice.
He offered a tight smile, nodding. "I'm fine. Let's just get inside."
As they approached the cabin, the forest around them seemed unnaturally still, the usual chorus of wildlife eerily absent. Natalie felt a shiver run down her spine but shrugged it off, attributing it to the day's events.
Suddenly, a rustling noise broke the silence. Ashton tensed, his eyes scanning the tree line.
"Did you hear that?" he whispered.
Before Natalie could respond, a sharp pain pierced her leg. Looking down, she saw a dart embedded in her thigh. Her vision blurred, and she collapsed to the ground.
"Natalie!" Ashton shouted, rushing to her side.
But before he could reach her, another dart struck him in the neck. He staggered, his vision darkening as he fought to stay conscious. The last thing he saw before succumbing to the darkness was a group of figures emerging from the shadows, their eyes gleaming with predatory intent.

Natalie drifted back into consciousness, her head pounding as she blinked against the dim candlelight flickering around her. The air was thick with the scent of burning wax and damp wood. A chill ran through her, and as she tried to move, she realized her hands were bound tightly behind her back. Panic surged through her veins.
Her gaze darted around the room until she spotted Bradley and Tessa tied up beside her, their mouths gagged. Bradley’s eyes were half-lidded, the aftereffects of vervain still weighing him down, while Tessa trembled, silent tears streaking her face.
Natalie tried to call out, but a muffled sound was all that escaped her throat. The gag in her mouth stifled her scream. She met Tessa’s teary gaze and gave her a look—I’ll get us out of this.
The door creaked open.
A woman strode in, her straight blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her sharp eyes scanning the room with a predatory gleam. Power radiated from her, sending a cold dread creeping up Natalie’s spine.
“Hmm… look who’s finally awake.” The woman’s voice was smooth, but there was venom beneath it.
She stalked over to Natalie, gripping her jaw with cool fingers before yanking the gag from her mouth.
Natalie gasped for air, her throat dry. “Why are we here?” she demanded, her voice hoarse but steady.
The woman smirked. “You’re special. You know that, don’t you?” She sauntered past Natalie, her gaze flicking over to Bradley and Tessa. “As for these two? Well, we need a little bit of everything—human blood, vampire blood…” She lifted a vial between her fingers, the dark liquid catching the candlelight. “And the blood of the ignited one.”
Natalie’s stomach twisted. Ashton’s blood.
The woman’s smirk deepened. “We could’ve waited a few more days to grab you, but you and Ashton led us right here. Made it all too easy. And honestly?” She tilted her head. “It’s just more fun this way.”
Natalie clenched her fists. “Where’s Ashton?”
The woman feigned a thoughtful look. “Oh, right where we left him.”
Before Natalie could protest, the woman shoved the gag back into her mouth and turned on her heel, disappearing through the doorway.
The moment the door slammed shut, Natalie thrashed against her restraints. Think, Natalie, think.
Her eyes darted to Bradley. If I can get my gag off, I can get to him.
She scooted her chair closer to him, tilting her head to rub the gag against his shoulder, trying to loosen it. Her arms ached from the strain, but she didn’t stop. Each failed attempt made her more determined. She groaned in frustration before leaning in again, rubbing furiously.
Finally, the knot loosened, and the gag slipped from her mouth. She gasped for air before whispering, “We have to get out of here.”
Bradley gave a weak nod.
“I’m going to turn around. You need to untie my hands.”
She maneuvered her chair, twisting awkwardly until her back faced Bradley. His fingers fumbled with the ropes, his strength still dampened by the vervain. Each second felt agonizingly long as he struggled, his breathing ragged.
Then, finally—the knot gave way.
Natalie yanked her hands free, ignoring the sting where the ropes had dug into her skin. Without wasting another second, she hurried to untie Bradley and then Tessa. As soon as their restraints fell away, she pulled them both into a brief, desperate hug.
“Let’s go.”
They moved toward the door cautiously.
It was open.
Natalie froze. Why would they just let us escape?
Suspicion gnawed at her, but there was no time to hesitate. She peered around the corner before stepping forward—
And slammed into something solid.
She stumbled back, heart hammering. But there was nothing there. She reached out hesitantly, running her hand through the air. A sharp, tingling resistance stopped her fingers from moving forward.
Bradley sighed heavily behind her. “An enclosure spell.”
Tessa’s brows furrowed. “A what?”
“It means we’re stuck.” Bradley pressed his back against the wall and slid down until he was sitting.
Natalie clenched her fists. “We can’t just sit here.”
“I know,” Bradley muttered. “But we’re not getting through that spell, not right now.”
Natalie exhaled sharply before moving to sit beside him. Exhaustion weighed her down like lead. She let her head fall against Bradley’s shoulder. “So… what now?”
Bradley sighed. “We wait. They haven’t killed us yet, which means they need us for something. That buys us time.”
Tessa hesitated before joining them, curling up beside Natalie.

The night stretched on.
Tessa grew weaker.
By morning, Natalie stirred, pushing herself up—only to be met with a sharp, searing pain that shot through her entire body.
She gasped, doubling over.
Bradley was beside her in an instant, catching her before she could collapse completely. “Hey, hey—” His arms wrapped around her, holding her steady. “Are you okay?”
Natalie gritted her teeth, breathing through the pain. She didn’t understand what was happening to her. Why did she feel like she was withering away?
Her body was betraying her.
And worse—so was Ashton’s.


Chapter 24
Ashton woke up facedown in the dirt, the sharp scent of blood and pine filling his lungs. A dull ache pulsed through his skull, and when he tried to move, his limbs felt like lead. The last thing he remembered was Natalie collapsing, her body going limp as the witches dragged her into the darkness.
Three days.
The realization struck him like a bolt of lightning. His body screamed in protest as he forced himself upright, his fingers digging into the damp earth. The woods around him were eerily silent, a suffocating emptiness hanging in the air.
“Natalie!” His voice cracked as he stumbled toward the cabin. He shoved the door open, his heart racing.
Empty.
Panic coiled in his gut as he tore through the rooms, searching for any sign of them. Nothing. Not even the scent of their presence remained. He pulled out his phone, dialing Natalie first. It rang and rang before going to voicemail.
“Come on, pick up.”
He tried Bradley. Nothing.
Tessa. Nothing.
Anthony. Nothing.
He gritted his teeth, running a shaky hand through his hair. Think, think.
Then, he did the only thing he could—he ran into the forest, listening. Searching.
He strained to hear her heartbeat, the one thing he could always find, the one sound that grounded him. But the woods were silent. The absence of it sent a wave of nausea through him. He kept running, his chest tightening as fear clawed at him.
He went in one direction, then another, zigzagging through the trees, desperation mounting. Still, nothing.
Then, his legs gave out.
His body crumpled to the ground, his vision blurring. Weakness seeped into his bones, something deeper than just exhaustion. He pressed a trembling hand to his chest, his breathing uneven. What the hell is happening to me?
Blood. He needed blood.
Ashton forced himself up, staggering toward the edge of the forest. He made it to town, his instincts taking over as he honed in on a target—a girl walking alone.
He didn’t think. He couldn’t afford to.
Before she could react, he pulled her into the shadows, sinking his fangs into her neck. Warmth flooded his system, a rush of energy that momentarily eased his weakness. He drank just enough before wiping his hand across her forehead, erasing her memory. She blinked, confused, then walked away, shaking her head.
It helped—but not completely.
Something was still off. He felt better, but not whole.
And then, suddenly, he heard it.
A heartbeat.
Faint, but familiar.
Natalie.
He ran. Even as his body protested, even as the edges of his vision darkened, he ran toward the sound, toward her.
Chapter 25

Dragged roughly through the woods, Natalie, Bradley, and Anthony were dragged to a secluded clearing and tied once again—this time to large stone pillars etched with ancient runes. Everyone but Tessa. They shoved her to the ground and bound the rest. The air pulsed with supernatural energy, thick with the scent of moss, firewood, and something darker—older.
The witches moved with eerie precision, cloaked in deep red and black robes. They formed a circle around the captives and began to chant in unison, their voices rising and falling like a storm-tossed sea. Shadows flickered unnaturally across the trees as a fire roared to life in the circle’s center.
Just as the chanting reached its peak, everything stopped.
The lead witch stepped forward, lifting a small glass vial filled with blood. Her voice rang out, calm and unnerving.
“We won’t be needing this,” she said with a twisted smile. “The ritual is already complete.”
Confused murmurs stirred the circle. She twirled the vial between her fingers as she sauntered over to Tessa.
“As for this…” she smirked. “Well, this should be fun.”
She yanked Tessa’s head back, forcing the girl to drink from the vial. Ashton’s blood.
Tessa coughed, gagging, but the witch showed no mercy. She pulled a knife from her back pocket.
“No, please!” Tessa cried, voice shaking. She looked around wildly for help. But no one could move.
The witch plunged the blade into her heart.
“Back to you,” she said, turning to Natalie, voice chillingly cheerful.
“You’ve already done it,” she continued, locking eyes with her. “Your power… it only needs to be released.”
From the shadows, Ashton arrived—silent, watchful. He scanned the witches’ faces, recognizing fragments of people from another life. There were familiar eyes, familiar gestures—but twisted now, corrupted.
When the lead witch turned to Natalie again, Ashton struck.
In a blur of motion, he snapped her neck. Her body crumpled like paper.
He rushed to Natalie, kneeling at her feet. As he touched her, a surge of energy jolted through both of them—hot, electric. His strength surged back, the weariness gone in an instant. Natalie stirred, color flooding her cheeks.
Before he could speak, a voice rang out from the trees.
“Well, well… still always late, brother.”
Ashton’s head whipped around, eyes wide.
His brother stepped from the shadows—alive. Or undead.
“You’re supposed to be dead,” Ashton growled.
“I was,” his brother replied with a grin. “Until I turned. I did it to lead them here—to this exact moment.”
Ashton stepped protectively in front of Natalie. “You betrayed me.”
“No. I saved you. You just don’t see it yet.” His brother’s eyes gleamed. “I should thank you, though. You spared her the pain of a gruesome death and the long wait to wake.”
“What are you talking about?” Ashton snapped.
“Remember when she lost all that blood months ago?” his brother asked. Ashton stiffened. “Well, you fed her your blood that night. But it was already too late. She died then. Lucky for us, you two couldn’t keep your hands off each other—she’s been feeding off your energy ever since.”
Ashton’s heart dropped. “What… what is she? She’s not a vampire.”
“No,” his brother said softly. “Not yet. Just unreleased power. A different kind entirely.”
Ashton lunged.
His brother raised a hand, chanting in a forgotten tongue. A flash of light erupted from the ground—an entrapment spell. Ashton was frozen in a glowing circle, clawing at the invisible walls like a caged animal.
“Natalie!” he screamed, fists pounding the barrier. “Natalie!”
But she didn’t stir.
The ritual resumed. A witch sliced Natalie’s palm, her blood dripping into the blackened bowl at the fire’s heart.
Then they turned to Anthony.
“No—don’t—!” Natalie sobbed. But it was too late.
His brother drove a hand into Anthony’s chest, ripping out his heart and dropping it into the bowl. His body slumped, lifeless.
The chanting rose to a fever pitch.
Natalie screamed.
Her body arched violently. Her eyes shot open—glowing gold. Her back bowed as if pulled by invisible strings, blood boiling through her veins. Fangs burst forth with a sickening snap. Her skin rippled as something inside her clawed its way out.
“Ashton!” she cried, voice shaking. “It hurts!”
He pressed against the barrier, his hand reaching for hers.
And then—silence.
Natalie collapsed.
A long beat passed.
Then her fingers twitched.
She rose slowly, like a puppet reanimated. Her head lifted, golden eyes locking with Ashton’s—then sweeping across the witches. Power radiated from her, raw and unrelenting.
Her gaze landed on Ashton, lingering briefly, then flicked to the witches still chanting, unaware of what had awakened.
“You should have let me die,” she whispered.
She took a step forward.
“Now…”
Her fangs gleamed. Her eyes blazed.
“I’m going to kill you all.”
She launched into motion—a blur of vengeance—snapping the witches’ necks one by one. Screams were cut short. Firelight flickered over the chaos.
Then silence.
Natalie stood alone, panting.
And collapsed.






- make her have trama
Consider her not remembering the trauma, Ashton saves her at the last second, we dont know who saved her we don’t know Ashton can here her heart beat till she find out about the trauma. 
Tessa chapters

