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      Chapter One

      “Mr. Richards,” Janice Wakaba began with as much professionalism as she could manage.

      She called this parent conference with Sebastian Richards for a reason. They were there to talk about his daughter Taylor’s behavior. But she found it difficult not to stare at him.

      Sebastian Richards was a common topic with the ladies in the teacher’s lounge. A little taller than average, he was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. He sat in front of her with his dark hair perfectly coiffed in a trendy professional style, olive skin, and piercing green eyes. The man was dreamy.

      Add to his good looks, he was a single father raising five daughters on his own, and he secured his DILF status. Almost all of the ladies wanted him, her included. Only a few were turned off because all of the Richards girls had quirky names, and each looked very different.

      James, the oldest, was blonde and looked a lot like her father but with a creamy complexion. Keith was also a blonde but with very elfin features and big eyes. Taylor was a tall, flaming redhead with pale skin. Edward had big expressive eyes, dark hair like her father, and caramel-colored skin. Information on the youngest Richards was still unknown, but someone mentioned that the toddler had dark hair.

      Regardless of what the youngest girl looked like, it remained evident that Sebastian Richards didn’t lack taste in women or virility. Between his muscular build and the tightest butt Janice had ever seen in real life, the man was the stuff of fantasies in a suit.

      “Yes, Ms. Wakaba,” he answered.

      Janice fought not to close her eyes and just listen to him talk. His accent, typical for Tidewater, contained a gentle lilt of Ireland. It was almost imperceptible, but she noticed as a lover of accents. She would love to hear the story of his origins someday, preferably in a social setting.

      Janice cleared her throat. She needed to stop thinking with her id. She was a principal, not a groupie. “I had to suspend Taylor and a few other girls today.”

      Sebastian looked annoyed but said nothing. Inside, Janice was pleased that he didn’t automatically assume blame on either side.

      “What happened?” He asked.

      “Taylor won’t tell me the details.” Janice folded her hands. “But a few of the other students said that the two girls teased Taylor about her hair by asking if she was a natural redhead in homeroom. They attempted to find out in gym class.”

      Sebastian stood to his feet, and the principal raised her hands. “I know you’re upset, Mr. Richards. I’m appalled at their behavior as well.”

      “Then explain why you suspended Taylor, and you didn’t expel the girls!”

      “Bullying is not tolerated in my school, Mr. Richards, but neither is vengeance,” Janice said with equal frustration. “Taylor took scissors to those girls after school. She cut off most of their hair and cut off their clothing, so their bottom halves were exposed.”

      Sebastian sat with his fists tight then he relaxed. “Thank you for bringing this to my attention, Ms. Wakaba.”

      Janice blinked several times as she tried to process his actions. She was clearly missing something.

      “You’re welcome,” she sputtered, not sure what to say. Something told her that something very wrong had just happened. She would have to be on guard.

      “Have you noticed any other issues with Taylor’s behavior?” He asked.

      Janice replied, “Her behavior has significantly improved,” taking the opportunity for safer ground. Her teachers have been able to keep her focused most of the day. She has fits from time to time, but that is expected. Might I ask what changed with her?”

      Sebastian shook his head. “It’s unimportant, seeing as today will be Taylor’s last day at your school. She will finish out her school year with a tutor.”

      “Mr. Richards, that is entirely unnecessary.” She tried to stay calm and logical. “The disruption could ruin her progress.”

      “You and I both know that Taylor doesn’t have any friends at this school.” He glared at Ms. Wakaba. “I’m not leaving her here to be abused by the other children. I’m going to end this now for her sake.” Sebastian stood. “Goodbye, Ms. Wakaba.”

      “Mr. Richards,” Janice called out as he left her office. With the door closure as her reply, she sighed and slumped in her chair.

      The meeting did not go as planned by any stretch of the imagination. She expected him to be angry but not pull Taylor out of school. On the plus side, the girls’ parents didn’t have to worry about Taylor coming after their daughters anymore.

      Many of the teachers would love to see Taylor go. The only downside– no more conferences with Sebastian. It wasn’t right to show favoritism, or in this case, the opposite, and she made sure that her teachers knew that. She suspected that some of Taylor’s behavioral issues were instigated. But she could not prove it and take administrative action. Regardless of the situation, Janice felt all of her students deserved a chance to redeem themselves, including Taylor. She just hoped Sebastian did the right thing.
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      Sebastian wanted to destroy something. It took everything he had not to pull Keith out of West Dam Junior High School along with Taylor. He was uncomfortable with the concept of leaving Keith in the same place that had been so inhospitable to Taylor, but deep down, he knew that might not be the best for Keith.

      Keith was starting to make friends and even had little boys calling his house inviting her to school dances. Pulling her out of school would destroy her and possibly drive a rift between Taylor and her. He would keep a close eye on Keith’s school life. If any funny business happened with the kids at school, he would implement his exit strategy for her. The same would be true of Jaime at the high school if a problem occurred.

      He took a deep breath and schooled his features. Three sets of eyes looked at him expectantly. Taylor’s looked downward as she held Edward, who sat on her lap playing an electronic game. Keith held Taylor’s hand while Jaime stood over the group protectively.

      Pride overshadowed his anger, but this was not the venue for discussion. He would tell them his decision when they left. 

      “Let’s go, Ladies,” he said, motioning towards the double doors of the school office. “Homework needs to be done, and you need to be fed and watered before bed.”

      “We’re not plants, Daddy,” Edward laughed as she hopped off Taylor’s lap. “We’re little girls.”

      “Speak for yourself, Edward,” Jaime said, pulling on the nine-year-old’s ponytail affectionately. “I’m a freshman in high school. I’m a teenager that’s practically a woman.”

      Edward gave her a look. “Daddy said we would always be his little girls.”

      “Excellent point, Edward,” Sebastian said as he took her hand and started ushering the girls forward. “You also need to keep in mind that Jaime is a teenager, and being a teenager comes with responsibilities.”

      Jaime smirked at Edward with a look of superiority and then frowned when Edward stuck out her tongue while pulling down her lower eyelid with her finger. “Did you see that, Daddy?”

      He sighed, trying not to snap at the girls. “Edward, stop terrorizing your sister. I’m not in the mood for it today. Understood?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Edward whispered. She pouted but not before glaring at Jaime.

      Sebastian turned to Jaime. “Don’t sink to her level and then have me mediate, James. You are fourteen, and she’s nine years old. Trying your nerves is a prerequisite. Be the better person. Understood?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Jaime replied as they got to the SUV.

      “Taylor, I want you to sit up front,” Sebastian said as he opened the passenger side door.

      Taylor said nothing, only nodded, and got to the front seat.

      Sebastian opened the back doors and let the rest of the girls climb inside. Each of the girls gave him pleading looks on their sister’s behalf as they took their seats. Keith and Edward upped the game by giving him hugs before going to their seats.

      He shut the door. He was very used to their modus operandi. One of them pissed him off, and they all gave him the ‘please don’t kill my sister’ look. It was getting old and a little insulting, but he had to admit that it anchored him. It allowed him to select appropriate and correct punishments for them.

      He shut the passenger backdoor and then walked to the driver’s side.

      “Daddy, I feel hot,” Edward complained once he got inside the car.

      “It is kind of warm,” Jaime agreed.

      Sebastian hit the window button to let some air into the car until the air conditioning could become effective. He was comfortable, but he had a history of not agreeing with the temperature of a room. Typically he was always hot, and the girls were cold.

      He started the car.

      “Daddy, I can’t take it anymore,” Taylor cried out. “Please just yell at me and get it over with.”

      Sebastian could feel the heat coming from her. He checked the thermometer on the dashboard—a necessary evil when parenting children that could change the environment with their will. The temperature rose three degrees. If this kept up, Taylor would burst into flames.

      “Taylor, stop it. I’m hot,” Edward whined from the back seat.

      Taylor instantly calmed. She smiled then became angry again. She spun in her seat and glared at Edward for manipulating her feelings. “Stop changing my feelings, Edward!”

       “Don’t make it hot,” Edward argued.

       Taylor narrowed her eyes, but the car’s temperature didn’t rise any further.

       “Edward, apologize.” Sebastian looked at her in the rearview mirror. He raised two fingers. “That’s two strikes for you already.”

       “Sorry, Taylor.” Edward crossed her arms.

       “That’s not a real apology,” Taylor accused.

       

      “Would you two shut up?” Jaime asked. She laid the cardigan she had been wearing over her face. “I have a headache, and you are both acting like babies.”

       Taylor turned forward and crossed her arms.

       Sebastian shook his head and let the ride fall into silence. He would wait a few minutes before he broached the subject of his impromptu conference with Principal Wakaba.

       “Taylor, I have one question for you,” Sebastian said after fifteen minutes. “Did those girls hurt you?”

       Taylor looked at her father, then looked away. Her silence was telling. Sebastian gripped the steering wheel tightly as his anger nearly flared again. He leashed it.

       With Edward in proximity, he couldn’t afford his emotions to run unchecked. She was still too young to understand and block others’ emotions. Raising daughters with supernatural powers while having none was one of the many challenges he faced as a parent, but he managed. In some ways, he felt grateful that the only thing he was facing was Edward’s empathy and occasional usage of compulsion to get her way.

       “Today was your last day there,” Sebastian announced. “We will find another school for you to go to.”

       “Really?” she asked, turning back to face him. Sebastian nodded. Taylor’s eyes widened, and she relaxed. “Thank you, Daddy,” she said before turning away again and looking out of the window. This time her stature was not rigid and tense.

      Sebastian’s heart broke. What kind of father was he to not notice how bad it was for her? What else escaped his notice?

       Edward burst into tears. “I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. I didn’t know,” she cried through her tears as she started to hyperventilate.

       Sebastian quickly pulled over to the side of the road and jumped out of the car
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