
✘

_________

____________________

Little Lamb: 

A Dark College Romance

[image: Picture]

Aspen Wolff

Published by Bad Wolfe Collections, 2026

____________________

_________

✘



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LITTLE LAMB: A DARK COLLEGE ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. May 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Aspen Wolff.

    

    
    
      Written by Aspen Wolff.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

IMPORTANT NOTE

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

Epilogue

Sign up for Aspen Wolff's Mailing List

Further Reading: Ours to Destroy: A Dark College Romance

Also By Aspen Wolff

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all the good girls who want to be eaten alive by a monster.
Onyx and I will forever be yours.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
Run, Little Lamb.
Run, before I fuck you.
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I’m going to start off with a disclaimer, all “FireNight” and “FireNight Library” books can be read as a standalone. Reading previous books first are not needed unless you want to.

This book is a dark romance intended for a mature audience only. I care a lot about everyone's safety and mental health, and this book is considered a "dark romance" due to dark themes. 

TRIGGER WARNINGS ARE BUT NOT LIMITED TO: 

SMUT (18+): 

Praise kink, minor urethra insertion, ginger paste kink, clit punishment kink, smut, bdsm (with aftercare) (bondage, dominant, submissive, sadism, masochism), bite kink, pain kink, bondage, spanking, forced orgasm, S and M (sadomasochism), sexual punishments.

EMOTIONAL THRILLER: 

Sadistic male character, gaslighting, masked men, toxic relationship, kidnapping, stalking, breaking and entering, alcohol use, language, frat cult, satanism.

VIOLENCE: 

Graphic murder, graphic violence (not abuse), graphic torture, graphic gore, child abuse (in past).
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The bar was full, packed with hot girls and broke men, scrubbing their hair while searching for more money to wager to win a gamble.

“Boss,” Jared, my main man, said, “what would you like me to do?”

“Him,” I said, pointing my finger to a businessman in the back, “I want to play against him.”

I had only murdered hours ago, then washed my blood-stained hands. A shame that it got on my cuffs. It would never wash out.

But I didn’t care. 

Now I wanted to play.

I wanted to play a very dangerous game.

Jared glanced down at me. “Would you like me to fetch him, sir?”

“Yes, offer him something in compensation... to change his mind if he resists.”

He then nodded and walked off.

Jared talked to him for a moment or two, and the businessman just waved him away, but then Jared pulled out five hundred dollars.

The man then looked at me, changing his mind.

He snatched the money and caught his wife’s arm, making her yell, but he dragged her over.

I smirked, tapping the poker table impatiently while waiting for the business man in front to sit.

He did, settling down and looking up at me, and his wife in the background stood in the corner, awkwardly.

The dealer tossed some cards to us, and I pursed my lips.

The man just looked at his cards and cracked a smile.

I didn’t even glance at mine. “How much do you want to wager?” I said. “I’d offer a million dollars. If you win.”

He looked up at me, grinning. “A million, you say?”

“Indeed.”

“I’ll offer a million, too.” He chuckled.

“You don’t even have a million dollars,” I said.

He just watched me. “Doesn’t matter. I’m always lucky when it comes to poker.”

“You are, are you?” I said then.

But I shook my head, clicking my tongue. “No matter, I’m not interested in your money. I’m already rich enough, as is.”

He arched a brow. “Then what are you interested in?”

My eyes flickered to his wife, and I smirked.

Her own gaze rounded.

He just gave me an angry look. “You do know that’s not how poker works?”

I smirked at him. “You want a million dollars, don’t you?”

He just watched me, his eyes darker than ever.

I set my cheek in my hand. “I thought you’re always lucky when it comes to poker.”

He glanced at his wife then, and she shook her head at him.

He just smirked and looked at me. “Sure. Whatever.”

She lowered her head, her eyes hazy.

I just glanced at the dealer. “Just pretend we’re both dealing a million, and when he runs out of chips, then I claim my prize.”

The dealer just tossed the chips, the correct numbers on each one.

“Since when does poker have a dealer?” He glanced at the man. “The players have to deal.”

“In this place, we do it differently, sir,” the dealer said. “To prevent cheating.”

He just shrugged. “Fine by me.”

I watched him. “Your move.”

He grinned and raised ten thousand, and I matched him.

The dealer set the first three cards down.

He grinned even wider and placed fifty thousand down, and I met his match.

My, my... this man needs a better poker face.

By the time the round was over, we had both bet over a hundred thousand dollars.

“Show your cards,” the dealer said.

We did.

He won.

He grinned and caught all the chips, dragging them toward him. “Thank you.”

The next round went, betting another hundred thousand, and he won. Then the next went, betting over two hundred thousand, and he won.

My eyes flickered to the girl that was his “wife”, and she was just standing there, her arms covered in bruises that were poorly covered in makeup.

She saw me looking and pulled her sleeves down, looking away.

My eyes darkened, but I looked back at him.

He grinned. “Can’t take losing?”

“The game’s not over yet,” is all I said.

Another round went, I lost another two hundred thousand dollars.

He laughed, the pile of chips on his side growing.

I glanced on the dealer, signing to him under the table.

He noticed and glanced at me, then dealing the next set of cards.

The man just looked at his cards and grinned wild, placing a massive bet, and I matched him. He placed a higher bet, and I matched him.

The dealer then set the first cards down, and he looked fucking happy beyond belief.

I glanced down at my cards, finding a king of hearts and a queen of hearts.

I then looked back at him, waiting for his move.

He chuckled coldly, clearly having something good, and raised twenty thousand, and I matched him.

The dealer just displayed another card, we both bet a hundred thousand, then he set the final card.

The man just looked at me, chuckling cold when he shoved his piles of chips in. “All in.”

My lips pursed.

His wife started shaking in the corner.

I watched him carefully, looking down at my deck, and then at the cards.

I thinned my lips and pushed all of my chips in. “All in.”

He looked fucking ghastly.

“What do you have?” the dealer said.

The man just set his cards down, laughing. “Four of a kind! I got pocket Ace’s and two more Ace’s on table! Give me all those fuckers!”

He started dragging the chips to him.

“I haven’t even let my hand down yet,” I said, annoyed.

He looked at me, chuckling. “Nothing beats four of a kind!” He laughed. “Unless you have a straight flush which is impossible with the things on board! And a royal flush is fucking rare, ain’t no way you have that!”

I grinned and set my cards down, clasping my hands and setting my chin on them.

His eyes moved down to my hand, and his gaze rounded. “No.”

“I have king and queen of hearts on hand,” I said then, pointing to the board. “And there’s a ten, ace, and jack of hearts on board.”

“A... royal flush?” he said, his eyes wide in horror. “No fucking way.”

I then stood and looked straight at his wife.

She seemed horrified.

He stood suddenly. “NO!”

I glanced down at him. “A win is a win, sir. If you won, I would’ve given you the million with no fight.”

“You cheated!” he screamed. “You fucking cheated!”

“How did I cheat?” I tipped my head to the side. “I showed no signs of cheating. Our dealer was paying close attention to both of us.”

“He didn’t cheat, sir,” the dealer said. “Therefore, he won.”

The man just caught his wife’s wrist, sealing his tight grip on a bruise and she cried out. “Come on, bitch! He cheated!”

One of my men just stood in front of them, blocking them from leaving.

“If you don’t mind,” I said, stepping toward him. “I’d prefer if you don’t touch what’s mine.”

I caught the girl and ripped her away, and she cried out, stumbling into me.

He turned and stared at me in horror.

I just held onto her to prevent her from escaping. “Ta—ta.”

He just growled. “Fine. She means nothing to me, anyway. All I wanted was her money, and I got it.”

And he turned, storming out of the bar.

I just glanced at her. “Come with me now.”

She just watched me in horror.

“Come, come,” I said, pulling her wrist. “Don’t fight me, little one.”

She hesitantly started walking, and I helped her to the alley exit.

Jared just opened the door for us, and we stepped out into the bitter wind.

She tried backing away.

“Now, now, miss,” I said, catching her arm. “A deal is a deal, isn’t it? You’re mine now.”

She whimpered, but a car just rolled up, and Jared opened the door.

She looked back at the bar, a sudden sound of increasing yelling coming through inside. “He kidnapped my wife!” the man screamed. “Arrest him!”

“Ooh, looks like the police are involved,” I said, chuckling.

She stared at me.

I just looked down at her, finding her gaze swimming with uncertainty.

I smiled then. “Angel, if we wait here any longer, they’re going to find us. And he’s going to take you, and he’s going to beat you tonight.”

Her brows drew together, and I could almost see the “how did you know that?” in her gaze.

“If you get in the car,” I said, glancing down at it before back at her, “I won’t let anyone hurt you again.”

She stared at me.

I watched her.

She continued staring at me.

I just smiled. “You’re mine either way, little one. So I will follow you home and take you again. It’s your choice. Wouldn’t you rather skip the beating?”

She glanced backward, but then to the car.

She then crawled in and slipped in, slouching in a corner.

I smiled wider, amused. “Good girl.”

And I got in beside her.

Jared closed the passenger door, and the car sped off.

Sirens wailed in a distance, coming toward the bar, but luckily we were going in the opposite direction.

“He took her!” the man screamed. “Find him!”

I looked over at the girl, finding her sitting in the corner of the limo, curled up.

“Your name,” I said then. “What is it?”

She just looked up at me, her lips pursed.

“Your name?” I smiled.

She looked away then.

I chuckled a little. “Do you want me to stop playing games?”

She nodded slow.

I looked up then, my eyes dark. “Alright then... I will. I do know your name, Luna Ayre.” I cracked a grin then. “But pretty soon, you’ll be called Luna Frost.”

She looked at me then, her eyes darker than night itself.

I just scanned her face. “You’re mute, aren’t you? Selective mutism?”

She looked away.

I just shuffled in my seat. “I know sign language.”

She glanced at me then.

I smiled slightly.

She just signed to me, “Leave me alone.”

“If I wanted to leave you alone,” I said then, “none of this would be happening.”

She just signed, “You already saved me, so let me go now.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Oh, honey. If I had the intention of saving you, I would’ve gone about it differently.” I looked up at her then. “But I did it in a way to make you mine. And you are now mine. I do not intend to let you go.”

She just looked out the window.

“Don’t you want to know who I am?” I said.

She just shook her head.

“Really?” I chuckled softly. “Escaping is all that’s on that mind, huh, baby?”

She snuck a confused look at me.

“I see your eyes,” I said, touching just under my own, “I know what you’re planning, little one, and it’s not going to happen. I’ll have preventative measures for my little angel. She won’t escape me ever again.”

Maybe you should’ve let me told you who I am.

I saw the slight familiarity in your eyes when I mentioned my last name, but you haven’t realized it yet.

It’s been many years since I’ve seen you, little one. The real you.

We have a significant age gap, but I’ve known you since we were all so little. I’ve watched you since your brother first introduced me to you.

I fell in love with my best friend’s little sister... and I don’t regret it one bit.

She just shifted, looking out the window again.

“Done talking?” I said.

She didn’t look at me, just signed, “What do you want from me?”

My eyes raked her body. “Many, many things. Something that I should probably not mention here.”

Her brows drew together. “You just want sex?”

“No, Angel,” I said then, looking up at her finally, “I want you. Every part of you. Your mind, body, and soul. Not just your body.”

“Will you be done with me soon, then?” she asked.

“If I wanted a hooker,” I told her, eyes dark. “I would’ve gotten a hooker. I wouldn’t have just risked my life to make you mine if I just wanted a night of fun and then kicked you out, no.” I leaned forward. “You’re mine now, Luna. Forever and always.”
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She refused to sleep, I kept carrying her to bed, and she’d shoot up and run off in my penthouse, hiding somewhere, so I’d find her and do it again... on repeat.

But eventually, I decided that she’d get tired eventually, so I just turned on the TV and sat beside her.

She had been watching it for hours, it felt like, clearly on edge... but after a couple more hours, she started fading.

I pretended I didn’t notice.

She just set her cheek on the arm of the sofa and closed her eyes, falling asleep.

I glanced over at her. I knew she’d fall asleep eventually. She’s injured. Poor baby must be so tired.

I gave her a couple minutes to rest before I turned off the TV, and I walked over to her, scooping her up again.

She was dead weight.

I carried her to my bed again, holding her securely to me as her body remained relaxed.

I then lowered her into the sheets, about to pull the covers on her.

But then my eyes flickered to the makeup on her wrist.

My eyes darkened.

I got up and went off somewhere, grabbing some wipes before coming back.

Very gently, I wiped her arms clean, pulling off all the make-up.

Baby girl didn’t even stir.

When I finished, I pulled back to see how bad it was.

But her arm was purpled... it looked almost broken. From forearm upward.

I wondered if it continued among her entire body.

I just swallowed and stood, pulling the puffy, red comforter over her, attempting to keep her warm.

When she was tucked in, I got in beside her, scooching close and pulling up against her back.

She didn’t stir still.

I just smiled and flicked off the light, pulling her close. “Ah, little one. I’ve been dying to feel you.”

She breathed softly.

I just kissed her neck. “You’re mine now. My princess. And I intend to treat you like one...” I set my cheek on her head, “and then maybe after you’re used to me... we can have some more fun. What do you think? I do like to chase.”

She didn’t respond.

I just closed my eyes. “No matter. Just sleep. Good night, little one.”
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“You’re just letting her go?!” Jared demanded, staring at me in shock. “Just yesterday you won her in a poker game... and you’re letting her go a day later?!”

I smiled at him from my desk. “Indeed.”

Jared just straightened his stance. “Sir... I’m not sure I understand.”

I just cracked a smile, stacking paperwork. “If you remember, I won her in the poker game. She belongs to me.”

He arched a brow. “Yes... and you’re letting her go?”

“There’s nothing she can do,” I replied then, locking eyes with him. “Nothing she can do to escape me, Jared. I won her. She is mine. Forever.”

“Wouldn’t you rather just... keep her locked up?”

I chuckled. “Oh, Jared... you’re so dated!”

He blinked.

I then looked up at him straight, a dark smile curling my lips as my eyes glowed. “One must release the prey to enjoy the hunt.”

He just exhaled. “But you already have her.”

“I do,” was my simple response. “But it is the chase that is the greatest game, Jared.”

“What are you saying?” he questioned.

I stapled the papers, amusement drowning me. “I’m a sick fuck. I want her to run. I want her to run, thinking that she can escape me. Not knowing that I’ll always be following her in the shadows... everywhere she goes. I’ll be there.”

He stared.

“She’ll think she escaped,” I replied smoothly. “Not knowing she’s still wound in the spider’s web.”

“You want her to feel helpless?” he demanded. “That’s... cruel, sir.”

“Are you kink-shaming me, Jared?” I said with a small grin.

He panicked a little. “No, sir... I’m just wondering... what is your intention with this girl? Do you love her? Or do you want to kill her? I was... under the impression that you loved her, is all.”

“I don’t love her,” I said simply.

He watched me in shock. “Then... what’s all this about? Winning that game? Premeditating that plan?”

“You didn’t let me finish,” I responded, standing with the papers in my hand. “I don’t love her. I don’t just love her. It’s something more.”

“More, sir?” He watched me as I opened a filing cabinet.

“Indeed,” I replied. “I need her. I need her to fulfill myself.”

“You just want sex?”

I chuckled. “Among other things.”

“What else could you want?”

I looked at him then, eyes cold. “I want her body, I want her soul, I want her mind. I want every thought in that head of hers to be mine. I want her to take every breath, knowing that those breaths are mine. I want her to walk down the street, knowing that if anyone touched her, I’d fucking gut them and hang their entrails in the neighborhood park.”

He stared at me. “I thought you said you didn’t... love... her.”

“You don’t seem to understand, do you?” I sighed, shaking my head before looking back at him. “I more than just love her. I am devoted to her. I am obsessed with her. Every breath she takes, every twitch of her toe, every echo in her mind, I want it. I want it.”

I growled low and just dropped my head. “I want her. I want her mind to be mine. I want her breaths to be mine. I want to understand her. I want to read her thoughts. But I’m human. So I’ll do what humans do.”

He blinked. “And what’s that, sir?”

I smirked then, eyes glowing. “Study.”

He watched me carefully. “S...study?”

“In legal terms,” I arched a brow as annoyance burned me, “it’s called stalking. Seriously... do I need to explain everything to you?”

“Oh.” He nodded. “So you’re letting her go... so you can ‘study’ her.”

“Among other things,” I shut the filing cabinet, “as I said, Jared. I also enjoy the game.”

He stared mindlessly.

I chuckled. “The game, Jared. The game. The game of chase. I want to hunt her. I want to catch her and eat her alive. And while I hunt her, I’m going to study her.”

I tipped my head back.

“She is my pet now. MINE. I had to get her away from that abusive dick, that’s why I pulled this move. Now I’m going to release her, let her be free... or at least think she is.”

Jared stared in concern.

I dropped my head, smiling at him. “I’m going to understand every thought in that head of hers, every action, every breath. Then... the game gets fun. She’ll run, I’ll chase. And when I catch her, I will eat her. I will feast on her. I will claim her, fuck her, destroy her.”

He watched me with wide eyes.

“Does that make sense?” I smirked. “Or do I need to go in more detail?”

“N—no, sir.”

“I told you, Jared.” I raised and curled my fingers to form a gun shape, then I pointed it to my head. “I’m a sick fuck.” I dropped my hand to my desk then. “Any questions?”

“Your parents. Maddie...  Nash... Lucian... What would they think about your... behavior?”

“They think I’m in the army,” I responded coyly. “Have thought that since I was eighteen. They stopped watching me closely when I turned sixteen. Although my bio dad has been a little concerned about my... lack of remorse. Almost got diagnosed a psychopath once... ‘cause I set a guy’s head on fire when he dared to touch my sister.”

“Your sister, Emma?”

“Also thinks I’m in the army.”

“What if... she’s with guys like you?” Jared said, blinking. “What if... she’s being stalked, too?”

“Then I’d have other people on my murder list.” I swung my legs up and sat on the desk, kicking them out. “I am a hypocrite. I am the second-oldest. Emma and Hazel are both considered babies in my eyes. Ain’t no one touching them.”

“What about your brothers?” he demanded. “Roman... Wolfram?”

“Roman is the oldest,” I waved my hand, “I don’t give a shit what he does. Wolfram can do what he wants, too. If he becomes a stalker... well... good on him. Bro’s getting a life similar to our daddies.”

He then swallowed, eyes darkening.

“What about your friend?”

My eyes moved to him then, growing dark.

“Your best friend...” Jared said, “Sebastian Macron.”

I tipped my head to the side. “What about him?”

“He’s known to have similar... traits as you.”

“Indeed.”

“And Luna...” he paused before licking his dry lips, “Luna is his little sister.”

“Mmm... I guess you’re right.” I looked up at the ceiling, thinking this over. “If I found out he was dating my sister... I would probably hang him by his toes, but I wouldn’t kill him. He’s been through too much shit for that.”

“Do you think he would....”

“Kill me?” I finished. “Oh, yeah. Definitely. He doesn’t even know Luna’s alive. She was taken from him.” My lips thinned. “Taken by her abusive parents, forced into a marriage at eighteen with a worse husband....” My vision grew distant. “She’s been through too much. The bastard ripped her away from Sebastian.” I glowered. “And me.”

Jared watched me.

I then popped my lips and happily hopped off the desk, giving him a cheeky smile. “Sebastian would slaughter me. That’s why he doesn’t have to know.”

I then started to the door before stopping, tipping my head to the side. “That poor thing’s upstairs right now, in my bedroom, dreaming her life away. Once she wakes up, I’ll let her go.”

Jared shifted. “And then what?”

I looked back at him with a small smile.

“Then I chase my little lamb, chase her through the web that she’s trapped in.”
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_____

She’s so beautiful now.

Her hair’s so shiny, her skin so glowy, her clothing now merch from an off-the-work dark romance book she had gotten into.

I tipped my head back, watching my little lamb across the street, finding her hard at work in the café just outside the college she went to.

It was dark outside now... the sky coated in dark clouds that only made the moonlight beam down in rays.

I was hidden in the shadows, wearing a black leather jacket and a ball cap, leaning against a large tree just outside the bar.

She tucked some more hair behind her ear, mouthing words to herself before biting her pencil.

I watched in amusement as she tapped her fingers on her notebook, then got the answer and started scratching it down.

I just pursed my lips. “Just a hungry little one. Hungry for knowledge.”

I then popped a cigarette out from the box I kept in my pocket, and I clicked on the lighter, covering the flame as it blazed on the end of the bud.

It smoked up, and I put the lighter back in my pocket.

I drew in a breath before blowing out a puff of smoke, and I just leaned back against the tree, watching her with a smile as I tapped the end of my cigarette, letting the embers fall to the sidewalk.

Luna continued writing notes before she checked her watch, and she just closed her notebook, letting out a soft yawn before packing up her things.

I smiled slightly. “Tired already, huh?”

She was still mute. She didn’t speak to anyone, not even herself. But every once and a while she would say one word... or a phrase. But that was rare.

And I was wrong.

She didn’t have selective mutism... my psychology bro corrected me.

It was learned mutism, I found.

Because in both of her abusive homes, she learned if she didn’t speak... she wouldn’t get hurt. They wouldn’t hit her, grab her hair, lock her in a basement... or at least... not as much.

My bones simmered just thinking about it.

So she stopped talking, and now she just couldn’t talk. She was physically incapable of it.

But it was a start that she spoke just a little... but it was mainly to her cat, Pancake.

Every time she pet him, she quietly said his name, and he purred when he heard her voice.

I’ve learned so much about her in these two years. She found a therapist that knew sign language, but she only saw her for about two months before her therapist retired, and she never really found a new one.

She learned from that therapist to write down her stories in a notebook, to write down the trauma to expel it.

And because I’m a nosey ass, I snuck into her house every night, and read it.

It pissed me off sometimes... made me clench my fists... murderous, but all I had to do was walk over to her while she slept and just stare at her, and my anger eased.

Now she came out of the café and walked down the street, holding out her dark-romance merch bookbag. One with a fuzzy cat on it that said “Dorito Bandido Approved”.

I just smiled and followed after her.

She didn’t notice me. She had her headphones on, and she murmured the sounds of the music.

I loved hearing her voice.

It sent fire through me.

It made me want to shove her against a store wall and kiss her... I wanted to steal her voice, keep it, so she couldn’t ever hide it from me again.

We made it to her home, finally, and I hid in the shadows of the fence in her backyard, watching her nightly habits as she locked down her small house (I paid for the mortgage, but she thought it was coming from Sebastian. She was currently trying to find his phone number so she could text him, but I couldn’t have him interfering with my plans, so I took preventative measures to keep her from contacting him).

She walked through the living room, and Pancake trotted his fat butt out from his cat-bedroom, meowing.

Luna smiled, walking over and kneeling before him.

I watched as she scratched his ears, whispering, “Kitty.”

He purred, rubbing his head on her leg.

She went over to give him some treats, and he happily chowed down.

She continued petting him, and he just rubbed his face on her hand before continuing to eat.

Afterward, she left him to put some dishes away.

I watched as she went to her bedroom and got ready for bed.

Once she was in those sheets and asleep, I waited thirty minutes before I slipped in through her living room window (a lock that I broke, and she hadn’t come to fixing it).

Pancake was sitting on the ground, waiting for me.

I stepped up to him, and he hopped on his hind legs, kneading my jeans in greeting.

I just knelt down and pet him, and he purred, going around in a circle and purring more.

“Hello, little one,” I said. “I missed you.”

He purred, rounding me again before plopping down on his butt.

When I first met Pancake... I was weary. I didn’t really like cats that much.

But Pancake was different... mainly because he was Luna’s cat. Therefore, he was now my child. Our child, so in turn... I liked him. Just because he was good to Luna.

I stood, walking to her bedroom, and Pancake trotted after me.

When I made it to her room, I gently opened the door, finding her unconscious under the covers.

I slowly walked in, Pancake hopping onto the cat tower in here and falling slightly due to his weight, but he pulled his tiny back legs up and sat there in loaf-form.

I sat down on the bed beside her, gently running my hand down her side.

She shifted but didn’t wake.

I just slid it upward, over her shoulder and to her neck.

She shifted again, moaning in annoyance.

“Shhhhhh...” I cooed, gently kissing her neck, “stay asleep like a good baby girl.”

My eyes flickered up to her face, and my lips pursed, my head slowly cocking to the side as I touched her face with care.

I could never get sick of looking at her... everything about her fascinated me, and that fascination never left.

She might’ve been mute, traumatized, and quiet, but my angel had her dark desires... the violence in her mind, the love of fear, her adoration of dark excitement. Something that she wrote down a lot in her journals when she and Sebastian hung with me.

And it was that part of her that I fell in love with first. Everything else came later.

Now every part of her fascinated me, and I took pride knowing that I owned her. That I owned every part of this delicious body, every dark thought in her mind, every echo of frustration when she needed to please herself at night, but she just wanted to sleep.

I owned it all, but now she needed to find out...

She needed to find out that she’d been stuck in my web this entire time.

But patience was a virtue.

I wanted to play with her first, I wanted to continue watching her... and then I’d hint it. I’d hint that I never left.

I smiled, pulling a small lamb stuffie from my jacket, his neck wrapped in a pink bow.

I set him on her nightstand, along with a small red flower under it.

Let’s see how you react when you wake to this.

Will you realize? Or will you disregard it?

Maybe she’d be in denial.

Maybe she’d refuse to accept that she was still in my web, and she could never escape.
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I woke the next morning to the ring of my alarm, and I just sat up, yawning, and rubbed my eyes.

After pulling myself up, I shut off my phone alarm and caught my O-shaped glasses, pushing them on my face.

But then my lips pursed.

There was a small stuffy on my nightstand... it was a lamb of some sort, his neck neatly wrapped in a pink bow, and there was a red flower under it... and it was wilting.

I sat up and picked up the lamb, staring curiously at it.

That was so weird. I didn’t remember putting this here.

I just swallowed and stood, carrying it over to my closet and I turned on the light.

I placed it on the shelves before going to change my outfit to something more suitable.

When I walked out of my bedroom, Pancake was sitting in the hallway, staring at me intently with his tail swishing.

He wanted breakfast.

I smiled a little and patted my thigh, motioning for him to follow me.

He happily trotted over and went with me to his bedroom.

I leaned down and lifted him in my arms, setting him in front of his food bowl.

He licked his chops.

After I gathered his wet food, I opened the can and pushed it into his bowl.

He started munching.

I just knelt by him and started petting his head.

But then a dark feeling consumed me, and my brows drew together.

I then looked out the door.

There was nothing there.

That was odd... I could’ve sworn I heard something.

My lips pursed, and I just stood.

After making it back to my bedroom, I started gathering my bookbag together.

But I stood fully, eyes rounding.

The lamb was back on my nightstand... the same flower there, as well.

A cold pit formed in my stomach.

I stepped over to it, lifting it up.

I could’ve sworn I put in in my closet. What the fuck?

I looked around the room, checking everywhere to make sure I was safe.

There was no one in here.

I just thinned my lips, putting the lamb back in my closet.

When I walked back to the nightstand, I then picked up the flower, studying it.

I didn’t do this... right?

No, it didn’t make sense. I’d been free for two years now... no one had come looking for me. Not Sebastian, not my parents, not my ex-husband... and not him.

But I kept having the dark feeling... this ache in my chest. It was that anxiousness that made my bones chill.

For these two years... I felt off. But maybe it was just from my trauma.

But at the same time... I stared down at the flower, you went through all that trouble finding me and winning me in that poker game.

So why would you just let me go?

I know you, Onyx. You don’t let go of your belongings.

I just swallowed and stared down at the flower.

But I just shook my head, tossing it in the trash.

Don’t overthink it. It’s probably nothing.

There’s so much shit I do in the day that I don’t remember. This might’ve been me.

If Onyx had really been here this entire time, he would’ve made himself known sooner.

He’d be idiotic to wait two years before coming out.

But still, I found myself buckling a thigh holster on my leg, and pushing a small gun into it.

I covered it with my skirt.

I then caught my bookbag and walked out the bedroom to the front door.

Pancake sat there, swishing is tail and waiting to bid me farewell.

I smiled and pulled on my parka and my snow hat, sliding on my tennis shoes.

I knelt down and pet him, and he purred.

“Good kitty,” I said quietly.

He just looked up at me cutely. “Meerrrow?”

I giggled, standing.

I then got out the front door and went down the driveway, exhaling a yawn before walking down the street.

It was bitterly cold out here... not to the levels of snow fall but to the levels of “you’ll get frostbite if you stay out here for two minutes”.

That’s why I always wore layers. I didn’t understand how people could walk around in shorts and a T-shirt this time of year.

I finally made it to the bus stop, and I sat down, waiting there for a couple minutes.

When my bus rolled up, I got on, scanning my student ID that gave me free rides.

He started moving as I walked to the back, and I stumbled forward, catching myself.

I then held onto the railing when I found a free seat and I settled down.

The ride was a silent ten minutes, but we finally made it to campus, and I hopped off the bus, kindly waving to the bus driver.

He gave me an annoyed look when I didn’t say “thank you”, so I just signed it to him.

He blinked when he realized I couldn’t speak, and he smiled, holding onto his hat and nodding to me. “Have a great day, miss.”

I then walked off to the first day of my general biology course. My goal was working hard to get a healthcare position. I wanted to work in the hospital, but since I couldn’t speak, I’d find a job of some sort that I could do without needing to.

I walked over and settled down in my seat, exhaling a yawn before staring forward.

There was barely anyone in here.

I checked my watch, and it was about fifteen minutes before the lab started.

I then slouched in my seat, waiting.

It only took a couple minutes before people started flooding in, and I shifted uncomfortably.

Until a seat pulled out next to me, making me tense.

Goddamn it. Usually people didn’t sit next to me because I looked gloomy, and I liked it that way. I didn’t like being social. Ugh.

I think I had a resting bitch face, which worked out most of the time... I guess not now.

I glanced over.

It was a man... He was tall, black-haired, and his eyes were a dark silver.

I blinked, finding him completely covered into tattoos, many pictures of skulls, flowers, and weird phrases painting his skin.

Don’t look. Don’t look.

Goddamn it... out of all people who could’ve sat next to me... why did it have to be a tatted guy?

I crushed over those men.

He smiled down at me. “Good morning.”

Gross. Even his voice was hot.

I blinked at him but just stared forward.

He leaned forward, looking at my face. “I said good morning.”

I just shifted away from him.

“Really?” He sighed, leaning back. “I see how it is.”

I just turned to him and angrily signed. “I don’t speak.”

He just arched a brow. “But clearly you can sign. You could’ve just signed me good morning.”

I then grew uneasy, turning to him. “You know sign language?”

He smiled. “Yup.”

“Well how was I supposed to guess that?” I signed then, glaring at him. “Most people don’t know.”

“I’m not most people,” he stated.

I just huffed, looking back forward.

“What’s your name?” he wondered.

I just signed for him to shut up.

“Rude.”

I set my arms on the table then, looking forward.

The professor then came in. “Hello, everyone! Good morning!”

She set her stuff down and sighed, looking up. “Full class, huh? Alright, first we are going to do introductions... because your generation doesn’t seem to understand social life.”

All the students grumbled in annoyance.

She just pointed to the table next to us. “You first, the one on the far-left corner. Yes, you. State your name, pronouns, and a fun fact about yourself.”

I swallowed anxiously.

I wasn’t used to such small classes... just mainly lecture halls. How would I do this when I couldn’t speak?

Ugh. This was a violation of ADA rights.

Grr.

“My name’s Carmen,” she said, “I go by she—her, and I like to draw.”

“That’s amazing!” the professor said.

“My name’s Jared,” the second student said, “I go by he—him, and I like building Legos like a toddler.”

Jared...? Where had I heard that name before?

“That’s alright, Jared, my son share’s your interests, and he’s in his forties! Nothing wrong with Legos.” She then nodded to the third person.

“Name’s Kyle,” he said, “he—him, and I’m from London.”

“Oooh,” she said, smiling, “a transfer student. That’s amazing.”

She looked directly at me then.

My cheeks burned, and I felt all the classes’ eyes on me.

It took a couple seconds.

The professor just smiled. “Oh, it’s your name, your pronouns, and a fun fact.”

I started shaking at all the prying gazes.

She stepped forward. “Uh... maybe just your name then?”

I then raised my hands, signing to her that I couldn’t speak.

She blinked hazily. “What’s wrong?”

I just shifted, signing it again.

Her brows drew together. “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”

“She can’t speak,” the boy next to me said. “She can only communicate in sign language.”

I glanced over at him suspiciously.

He smiled down at me. “You’re welcome.”

I just looked back forward.

Her lips parted. “Oh... you’re deaf? Can you hear me? I don’t see any hearing aids.”

I just shook my head, signing, “Learned Mutism”.

She looked at the boy then, expecting a translation.

He just chuckled. “She’s mute.”

“Oh,” the professor said then, “I’m so sorry, hun. Attracting all this attention to you. Do you want to write your name down somehow?”

I just slumped, looking down at my notebook and writing the first letter.

“Her name is Luna,” the boy said then, making me freeze, “she—her pronouns, and she’s a book-fanatic.”

The professor clapped. “My, Luna, you’re a fast writer!”

I looked down at my paper, only finding the letter “L” down there, and I just slowly looked up at him.

He smiled down at me.

But the class had already moved on to the next table.

I continued staring at him, and he just smiled down at me, tipping his head to the side.

I just signed, “Who are you?”

His smile grew even further. “You don’t recognize me?”

My brows drew together.

Honestly...? This sucked because I just recently got glasses like a year ago. I finally got a job so I could buy my own... but I had been unable to see for years. Everything was sort of blurry, but no one cared enough to get me an eye doctor, so I just dealt with it.

I didn’t even know what my own brother looked like.

I just stared at him. “How did you know my name?”

He just scanned me curiously. “I guessed it.”

I glared. “Don’t you fucking lie to me.”

“Woah,” he said, raising his hands, “language.”

“Asshole, Fuckwad, dickface, bitch-kisser. Yes, I cuss, deal with it. How the fuck did you know my name, my pronouns, and my hobby?”

He just watched me curiously. “A man must never tell his secrets.”

“Who are you?” I signed then. “What’s your name?”

He smirked then. “That’s a secret.”

I gave him a look.

He just leaned forward, his face inches from mine.

I kept my place, challenging him.

He just pressed his finger to my throat, making me tense... but he slid his hand downward, down further, down my chest, and stopped, his finger settled right between my breasts.

“You’re heart-rate’s fast,” he mused, looking up at me, “anxious about something?”

“I just ran. It means nothing.”

He then hooked his finger on my shirt, pulling me closer to him and making me tense.

“You tell me your darkest secret, I tell you mine.”

I breathed shakily, pushing him away. “Psycho.”

He only pulled me back to him, his eyes scanning my face. “I meant what I said.” He looked down at my chest, trailing his finger down back to between my breasts, making my bones melt. “You tell me what book this shirt’s from, and then you tell me that you crave to be in her position... dominated, pleased, fucked in a carnival.” He leaned forward, getting too close. “You tell me that, I’ll tell you my name.”

I just shoved him away, and he chuckled, falling back on his seat.

I glared at him, remaining strong even though every instinct was telling me to run.

He just watched me. “Look at those eyes beating. Are you scared?”

I sealed my mouth, my glare turning deadly.

He just smiled wider. “I’ll get you to admit it eventually. We have a long time together, Luna.”

I just signed to him. “Not if I drop this class.”

“Oh, sweetie,” he pouted, “you think it’s that easy to get rid of me? No.” He locked eyes with me fully. “I’m a parasite now, latched into your body, and I will feed of your fear. I will feed off the arousal you get from fear.”

I swallowed, my insides heating at his threat.

But I ignored it, because I knew very well he was a psycho, and I wasn’t falling for his tricks.

His voice was familiar, I recognized it... I’ve heard it’s deep, sexy richness before, but I couldn’t place it on a person.

I needed time.

And if I recognized it, it means I’ve talked to him before... which would explain how he knew my name and my pronouns, and also... the book-reader fun fact was clear from the merch I was wearing.

I’d talked to so many people when I couldn’t see. It was unfair I never knew what my brother’s face really looked like.

But I knew what this fucker was doing. He was trying to scare me to make himself feel better about his lousy life.

He probably got all these ideas just from the merch I was wearing.

I should’ve expected that to happen. He must’ve made those biker videos for the book girlies or some shit. He probably saw my shirt and saw fresh bait.

But I wasn’t bait. I was the shark.

And I wouldn’t stop biting. Not until his amused charade cracked to the core.

But something what I was afraid of... what was the source under the amusement.

Was it self-pity and shyness?

Or was it something else? Something even more dangerous?

Like obsession.
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Class was over, the very night I worked a job.

I was a bus girl at Beggar’s Breakfast. It was the only job they could offer me. I would want to be a waitress, but that was impossible because I couldn’t speak.

It was nice here. Despite the cold, bitter air outside, the restaurant was close to the coast, and every once and a while I would stare out into the violent, black sea, watching it crash along the shore.

It looked almost like ink... but it was just black due to the storm clouds coming in.

I had to get a job somehow, so I cleaned tables. I didn’t mind it much, it was nice to have a stable income. That made it easier for me to get medical help... like glasses.

I casually swept the floor under one of the booths, sighing and rubbing my hand across my head.

After I went to dump the bin into the trash, I came back out, and paused.

There was another person out here, cleaning table five, the one I was going to clean next.

I scanned him anxiously.

He was tall, broad, muscular, and his arms were layered in inky pictures.

He leaned up, glancing over at me with a smile.

I nearly dropped the broom.

It was the guy! The guy from class!

He just went back to wiping the table.

I just glared and caught onto my own rag, starting to finish cleaning table three.

Was this a coincidence...? Highly improbable. But it didn’t make sense. Why did he feel it was fun to terrorize me?

He finished then and gazed up, looking directly at me. “You know... it’s crazy. It’s like you’re everywhere I am. Like... I look up, and there you are.”

I ignored him, sealing my lips tighter.

He just leaned against the table. “Ignoring me again? You know... it’s not going to end well for you in the future.”

I spared him an annoyed look.

“Hey,” my manager said, “new hire. Take out the trash instead of gawking at poor Luna.”

He just chuckled, standing. “Yes, ma’am.”

I just finished cleaning the table and quickly wiped off the chairs.

My manager, Kandy, just gave me a sad look before walking back into the kitchen.

Many people looked at me that way. That sad look... especially the ones who knew my history. I had to explain sometimes how I got learned mutism on paper, to those who needed to hear it. So I wrote it down for Kandy when we did the interview. I told her a very generalized version of it, that I had past trauma and now I couldn’t speak.

She immediately understood because she, too, had suffered lots. I heard stories from other workers... she had a bad husband once who tried to take away her children.

There was a big battle over it, and she lost her children to him. It wasn’t until they were taken away due to child protective services did she get them back.

I wish that were true in my case.

I wish that I was taken away from my horrible parents before they married me off to an even worse man.

The annoying brat of a boy just came back out, whistling casually before starting to bus more tables.

I just glanced over at him.

He’s a new hire.

Maybe I’m right. Maybe he is following me.

But was this all necessary? Just to spook me and laugh about it?

God... men like him made my blood boil.

Men that liked scaring girls because it was funny.

He then ignored me for the rest of the shift, but I could’ve sworn...

I could’ve sworn I saw the darkest smile on his face, and his eyes looked black... like the violent ocean crashing outside.

I wondered, too, if this man was violent.

Violent... or dangerous.

*****
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When I got home later that night, I closed the door behind me.

Pancake trotted over, purr-chirping in greeting.

I picked him up and carried him to my bedroom, and he purred, rubbing his head in my cheek.

I set him down on my bed and collapsed onto it, sighing.

He pranced over to me and started licking my face, making me giggle.

I rolled over to pet him more, but then paused.

On my nightstand was another object.

The same stuffed lamb with a pink bow around his neck, and a small red flower seated underneath it.

I stared at it for a long moment.

Pancake looked at it, then at me, trying to see why I was so interested in it.

I just slipped my legs off the bed and watched it intently, walking over to my closet and flicking on the light.

And there it was... the lamb I had from earlier this morning. It was still here, on the shelf.

I looked back to the one on my nightstand, confusion knotting my brows together.

What the fuck?

I stepped out and watched it intently, and I then went around the house to find all doors and windows locked.

They were.

I walked back to my bedroom, finding it on the floor now.

I gazed up at the nightstand, finding Pancake sitting there, swishing his tail as he batted off the flower, watching it fall to the ground like he was dropping a penny from the empire state building.

I just smiled and walked over to him, scooping him up.

There was no one in my house, it was just me and him.

I nuzzled my face in his fur, and he purred, kneading my shirt.

The very next day, I had off from both work and school, so I took the time to myself to go buy some new groceries.

I got some snacks, some fruit, and some veggies. I was lucky Sebastian was paying for my house, lucky that I had a job so I had enough money to take care of myself.

I checked out relatively quickly, and then went back home, putting groceries away.

Pancake attempted to bat the milk off the counter, but didn’t succeed because it was so heavy.

I just smiled and pet his head, setting the milk in the fridge.

Once I finished all that, I went back into town and to my favorite coffee shop, raised a note to the cashier that said “chai latte”, and I sat down at my favorite table, opening my computer to do my biology homework.

I typed the answers to the questions into the doc, looking down at my paper before going to the next question.

I was here two days ago, doing homework from my other courses that started earlier this week. The course with fuckwad, however, started yesterday.

I just wiggled my toes, finishing this homework and moving onto the lab worksheets the professor gave... just some content about greetings and such.

I rubbed my eyes when I was finished and looked out the window curiously.

The sky was dark, coated in black clouds as the moon held high.

My... it got dark fast.

I looked up and down the street curiously before my eyes fell on the tree across the way.

But then my brows drew together.

There was a shadow standing there. I couldn’t see his face or his eyes, but there was someone there... I could see his shape.

It didn’t look like it was part of the tree next to it.

A pedestrian just walked past the window, blocking my view of it, and I just looked back over when she walked off.

The shadow was gone.

I rubbed my eyes and looked again.

Still gone.

Okay... maybe my paranoia was still getting to me.

I wasn’t sure what was happening, but the lambs being left around my house and then this? What did it all mean? Was someone breaking into my house or was I genuinely going insane?

I rubbed my eyes.

Why would someone break into my house, though...? It seemed a little excessive.

The only culprit I could think of would be that guy in class, but it still seemed excessive.

He didn’t seem the type to go buy lamb stuffies and then break into my house to leave them.

Maybe I was going insane... maybe I left the stuffies there. I did have a couple of them lying around because I thought they looked cute.

And still... if someone was breaking into my house, Pancake would’ve been acting different. He would’ve been timid and skittish, but he wasn’t.

So I was overthinking this.

I went back home, taking a small breath as I walked down the street.

I glanced behind me anxiously to make sure I wasn’t being followed, but I couldn’t see very far in the dark streets.

When I got home, Pancake was, once again, there to greet me.

I smiled and pet his head, scratching under his chin and making his ears fall back as he purred.

After the fact, I went back upstairs.

I dropped my bookbag.

There was another lamb on my nightstand.

My eyes grew dark, and I started breathing shakily.

This wasn’t me.

No, it wasn’t.

I lifted my dress skirt and pulled out my gun, cocking it.

I then looked to my door to find Pancake gone, and my lips thinned as I went to find him.

He was in the living room, scratching the wall under the window as if his best friend just left.

I walked over, holding the gun tightly before looking out the window.

I couldn’t see anything. It was too dark.

I then looked at the lock, knowing fully that I locked down the house.

But the lock... it was broken.

The handle to lock it was there, but the slider that went to keep the window in place... it was gone.

I let out a curse. “Fuck.”

I rushed over to my desk drawer and shuffled through the contents, pulling out two wooden rulers.

I then slid them in between the window-door and the wall to prevent it from opening.

I then went around my house, holding my gun up when I checked each and every room, making sure the fucker was gone.

He was.

I then stuffed my gun back into my holster and walked over, shutting every curtain and blind so he couldn’t see in.

I needed to figure this out.

Fuck, I needed to understand this.

The lamb. The lamb. What about it? Why specifically a lamb plush?

I tapped my chin impatiently but couldn’t think of it.

My mind was running wild.
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The next day, I was at work, bussing tables and sweeping floors.

I was still thinking of an answer... the question rounding my head kept me up all night.

Why a lamb? Why not a penguin? Why not a kitty?

I just sighed, scrubbing the table harder.

A lamb... a lamb...

Not just an adult lamb, but a little one.

A little lamb, like a baby.

I paused then, staring forward with wide eyes.

Little—

Little lamb.

A nickname. That was my nickname.

Throughout my childhood, “little lamb”, into my teen years, “little lamb”, even when he kidnapped me two years ago and let me free a day later, he called me the same thing...

Little lamb.

Onyx. All this time it’s been Onyx.

I tried to control my breathing, knowing it was better to keep working and stay calm, so I kept wiping the table.

I knew it was odd that he won me and let me go. I knew it was weird... why would he do that? Why would he go through all the trouble of winning me in that game, and then letting me go?

To free me from my ex-husband? Maybe. From the good of his heart? Definitely not.

Onyx didn’t have a heart. Onyx had a black heart, a black soul. He wouldn’t do things just to save me, not unless he got something out of it.

Throughout my entire childhood, he played with me. Not in a sexual sense, but more so in his own, psychotic way. 

He loved games, and he intended to win every single one. He was insane, cold-hearted, brutally cruel.

I should’ve never believed he let me go. I should’ve known that this was his game.

This entire time, it’s been a sick, twisted game.

I clenched the rag tightly.

The only time he showed me kindness was when he held me.

It didn’t make sense... why he held me so much. What did he get out of that? A euphoria? Excited that within the next twenty-four hours, he would hunt me again?

I just swallowed, still wiping the table.

Where was he now?

It didn’t matter, anyway, I was practically done with my shift. I’d find another way out of this when I clocked out.

I just walked into the kitchen.

That new guy didn’t show today. I knew he wouldn’t last.

I pulled off my apron and shrugged on my jacket.

“Hey, Luna,” Kandy said, making me glance over.

She smiled and pointed behind her. “Do you mind taking out the trash before you leave? We’re short-staffed today.”

I forced a smile at her and nodded.

She smiled back. “Thanks, Luna.”

I went over to the kitchen trash can and held my breath to not breathe in the stink. Quickly, I lifted it out from the can and tied it shut, then carrying it outside into the back alleyway, where the trash bins were.

I raised my arms, grunting when I shoved it up, and it crashed into the bin before falling down into it.

I then dusted off my hand, exhaling a yawn.

“The muscles,” a man said.

I jumped, a wave of shock firing through my body.

But it was just that dumbass tattooed guy from class, leaning against the dumpster.

His eyes raked me, making me glare. “You look so skinny, but you really pack a punch,” he looked up at me, “don’t you?”

“Leave me alone,” I signed.

He just smirked. “Why would I do that? I want to get to know you.”

“I don’t deal with self-centered dicks who only chase women around to get their pencil of a cock into some warm pussy.” I glared at him.

His façade cracked a bit, and he set his head onto the dumpster. “I’d watch your mouth, if I were you.”

I just scoffed. “Leave me alone and find someone else to fuck, asshole.”

I just swallowed down the aftershock and turned around, heading straight home.

“Going so soon,” he said then, voice growing dark, “little lamb?”

I froze immediately, my muscles tensing up.

I could hear the sadistic smile in his tone. “I thought you might recognize that name.”

I slowly turned to him, my eyes rounded horror.

He pouted a little before smiling, tipping his head to the side. “You remember me now?”

I swallowed down nausea, trying to get my expression to look less
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