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    To you, my reader.
Thank you for giving me a chance.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
"If you want help from the five devils... you must sell your soul in return."
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Sebastian
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Seven Years Ago

_____

It was late Christmas day, and we all sat at the tree, casually enjoying ourselves.

I held a hot cup of coco in my hand, gently phooing it and letting it steam the air.

Onyx, my best friend, sat right beside his younger brother, Wolfram, hovering over his shoulder as Wolf opened his present.

“What’d you get?” Onyx asked him.

He smiled brightly. “It’s that new video game controller I’ve always wanted! Fuck yeah!”

“Wolf,” his father scolded, “language.”

He slouched, sending his dad a look.

Onyx just shifted onto his other leg. “Hey, does anyone know where Emma is?”

“Yeah,” Wolf said, “she’s missing out!”

“She’s only thirteen,” Onyx murmured. “She shouldn’t be dimming down about Christmas until she’s around my age.”

“And she fucking loves Christmas!” Wolf said.

“Wolf,” his dad said again, “language.”

“Right, right,” he bowed, “sorry.”

Onyx just chuckled before glancing about the house anxiously. “But seriously... where is she?”

I know where she is.

She’s hiding. She gets shy around me.

I wonder why.

I just stood and brushed off my pants. “I’ll go look for her.”

Onyx smiled. “Thanks, Seb.”

I waved off his gratitude before walking off further into the house, whistling off-key as I stopped in the entryway. “Let’s see...” I said slowly, “if I was a short, moody, preteen girl, where would I hide?”

I stopped in my tracks before looking up the stairs.

I smiled. “Bingo.”

I then stepped upstairs, being slow and quiet so she wouldn’t be spooked by me.

I walked fully down the hallway before making it to her door.

I then knocked three times.

“I’m busy!” she said from inside.

I smiled and knocked again.

“I’m busy!”

I knocked again.

“Seriously!” She shoved open the door. “I—"

Her eyes locked on me, and she froze.

She stared at me in pure horror, and I watched back with amusement.

We stared at each other for a full thirty seconds before I tipped my head to the side.

“Why are you hiding?” I said.

She scoffed, crossing her arms. “I’m not hiding.”

“Really?” I said. “Then what do you call sitting at your desk and drawing pictures of anime men?”

She stepped to the side, blocking her desk from my sight.

“Especially when it’s Christmas day,” I said smoothly. “Your brothers say you love it.”

“I do.”

“Then why are you hiding?”

“I’m not.”

“Then what are you doing?” I wondered.

She remained silent, avoiding eye-contact.

“Emma,” I said slowly, “why are you afraid of me?”

She just swallowed. “I’m not.”

“Really?” I said. “You hide ninety-percent of the time I’m around, and when you’re not, you start panicking when I enter a room.”

“I don’t panic.”

“Then what do you call biting your nails, shaking, and staring at me like I’m going to jump out at you?”

“I’m not scared,” she defended.

I arched a bow. “Emma.”

She just slammed the bedroom door in my face, making me blink.

I heard her walk off before my lips curled into a dark smile. “Your brother got you sketch books.”

Silence emanated from behind the door.

She then shoved open the door and ran past me, tumbling down the stairs and to the living room.

I chuckled. “I know you better than you think.”

It was half-an-hour later, and I found myself sitting on the couch with my arms on my knees.

Emma sat at a distance, bouncing her leg and sneaking glances at me as Onyx opened his present.

Is she scared of me...? Or is it something else?

He gasped before looking up at me. “Dude, look. A new consul.”

“Damn,” I said with a grin. “A shame to play all by yourself.”

He rolled his eyes. “You know I’ll invite you over. I invited you over for fucking Christmas.”

“Language,” Wolf’s dad said again.

Onyx sent him an annoyed look. “You’re one to talk with your sailor’s mouth.”

He cracked a smile.

“Oh, Emma,” Wolf said, picking up a present. “This one’s for you.”

She looked down at him when he handed her a large box, and she ripped it open, eyes widening when she found a page-painting kit for books.

Her eyes glittered. “Oh, my gosh! Thanks, dad!”

Damon nodded from the couch, smiling.

I watched her curiously, my lashes lowering.

There’s a lot about her I want to understand.

Like... for one...

What goes through her head all day?

What are the things that no one knows about her?

This that not even her brothers would suspect?

And also.

Why does she bite her nails when I’m around?
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Emma

A Year Ago

This was a mistake.

I stood in the café just below the library at my university, taking slow, deep breaths when I entered the front doors.

The familiar chatter and warm smell of winter cinnamon filled my senses, leaving me breathing slow and deep.

But I didn’t come here to get a chai latte. I came for business.

My eyes locked on the table ahead of me.

A man sat there, tall, broad, sinister—like a biker from a gang of criminals—he had tattoos spiraling down his neck, shoulders, and arms... his T-shirt black and empty of marketing... his jeans matching and draping over his black hunter boots.

My eyes moved down to the tattoo on his right wrist... the one with the thumb brushing up his phone casually.

The marking on his wrist could be recognized miles away... a spark of fire surrounded by a rattlesnake’s tail, and the straight words framing it in: FIRENIGHT FRATURNITY.

And directly under it, was another marking of four letters on his knuckles.

G.O.D.S.

I exhaled a breath.

He was one of the top five leaders of the FireNight at Mace University.

Also known as the G.O.D.S. because they did jobs for some people... that was their business. Almost like hit men.

They never lost a job either.

They were ruthless, dangerous... possibly more dangerous than my dads.

My four dads were also members of a FireNight in their twenties, but at their time, G.O.D.S. was not a thing.

I didn’t know much about the other four members of the team. All I knew was that I knew Sebastian because he had been my brother’s bestie for ages, and with that power over the group, he was a good way in.

I was about to step forward, but I stopped, now just looking up at him one last time.

He just sipped his coffee, continuing to scroll through his phone.

He always made me anxious... because when I was younger, I always had a crush on him. I didn’t understand the feeling, so I just hid from him ninety-percent of the time.

Mainly because I was thirteen and he was sixteen... and my dads would’ve killed me.

I exhaled a sigh.

But I didn’t have that crush anymore. This was pure business.

I nodded once, gaining more motivation.

I stepped over to his table, clutching a paper tightly in my hand.

He glanced down at me then, curious.

I stared at him, suddenly speechless.

He’s so tall. Like a mountain.

“Can I help you?” Sebastian said, his smile forming.

“My name is—”

“Emma Rivers,” he said, lashes lowering. “I remember you. Your Onyx’s sister. The shy one.”

I stammered for a moment before I just decided to nod.

“I haven’t seen you in years,” Sebastian mused, but he then set his cheek in his hand. “Did you need something?”

He’s so calm now... like he knows he has the power to squeeze the life out of me in a minute.

His smile... it was unsettling in the past.

But now it’s horrifying.

I just swallowed and looked around. “I heard you guys help with things.”

“Things?” Sebastian said, curious. “Care to elaborate?”

I then looked at him. “There’s a guy... uhm... a guy I’m dating.”

“A guy?” Sebastian echoed, smiling, but it looked forced. “Is he cute?”

I just hesitated. “He’s... a problem.”

He now looked curious.

I shifted. “In short terms... he’s bossy, and I can’t break up with him, so I need your help to protect me.”

His smile fell, and he stared at me now.

“What’s his name?” Sebastian said, eyes dark.

“Will,” I said then, “Will Macy.”

“And what in particular do you want me to do?” he questioned then.

“Protect me,” I replied then. “While I try to get him away from me. I’m working on forming police files... he’s not rich enough to sway them, I don’t think.”

“So you want the G.O.D.S. to be your bodyguard?” Sebastian wondered.

“And do as I say,” I said then, “I want you to work for me.”

“Work for you?” he spoke up, sipping his coffee. “That’s interesting.”

I watched him anxiously. Slick... like a cat.

“Your brothers are the protective type,” he stated then, glancing down at me. “Same with your fathers. You tell them what’s happening, and they’ll kill him, I guarantee it.”

I shook my head. “No, they can’t know.”

He glanced down at me. “Why not?”

“Because...” I hesitated, “they can’t.”

We were silent for too long.

“Fair enough,” Sebastian said, “and how long do you want us to work for you?”

I just put up three fingers. “Three months. Do as I say and protect me.”

He watched me for a moment before he cracked a dark smile... a menacing one.

“Sweetheart,” Sebastian set his cheek in his hand, “the G.O.D.S. don’t work for free.”

I blinked before nodding. “I know!” And I pulled out a wad of money from my pocket, sliding it to him. “It’s ten thousand. I worked hard for it. If you want more, I’ll get it.”

He pushed the money back to me. “That’s not the payment we want.”

I blinked again, a cold filling inside me as I took the money back. “Is it not enough?”

“No,” Sebastian replied, “we don’t want your money. We want... something else.”

I stared, my heart pounding hard against my ribcage. “Then what do you want?”

Sebastian just leaned forward, hovering his face over mine. “If you want help from the five devils... you must sell your soul in return.”

I blinked. “What?”

“If we do this job for you,” he spoke, eyes dark, “you belong to us. Forever.”

My eyes grew, sweat sliding down my temples.

“Take it or leave it,” Sebastian mused.

But... but why?

What did they need from a girl like me?

“What do you mean?” I said then. “Like be a slave? Cook, clean, do laundry?”

“No,” he replied, “you’ll just be ours.”

“But why?”

He leaned back, sighing. “Because I like you, and I want to keep you.”

I stared for too long. “Like me, how?”

“Take it or leave it, Emma.”

I just struggled to decide, my bones shaking.

He watched me with a smile before standing up. “If it’s that hard to decide, then maybe I’m not the guy to ask.”

He then started out the doors.

I panicked, my instincts turning on and sent me running straight after him, in the cold, in front of him.

He glanced down at me.

I just breathed shakily. “You aren’t going to... assault me or anything, right?”

He arched a brow. “Do I look like a rapist?”

You look like a serial killer.

“Don’t dodge the question,” I said, panting. “Say it clearly.”

“No, Emma,” he said gently, “we won’t assault you. Ever.”

“And... and you aren’t going to hurt me either, right?”

“No, we won’t hurt you.”

I just breathed shakily before wiggling my toes. “And—uh—belonging to you. Does that mean I turn into a G.O.D.S. or am I just a slave?”

He smiled a little. “Why all the questions? Don’t you trust me? You know me.”

I just shook my head. “No, you’re different. Very different.”

His lips pursed before they curled into a smile. “It has been seven years, hasn’t it?” He tipped his head to the side, scanning me. “You’re not the girl I remember either, you’re stronger, smarter... resilient... spicy.”

I just blinked. “You could tell all that just by the five minutes we had?”

He just tapped my nose. “Remember, Emma. You are always being watched.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t! Do you mean like the government or some shit or you?”

His eyes glowed slightly under the sunlight, making him look demonic. “I don’t know. What do you think?”

I just swallowed.

“Take it,” he said slowly, “or leave it. You have five seconds or else you’re going with someone else.”

“But wait!” I cried. “I need to know that I’m safe when I agree!”

He just smiled slightly. “You wouldn’t be safer anywhere else.”

“But from you?” I questioned. “Am I safe from you?”

“We wouldn’t hurt you, Angel. Wouldn’t dream of it.”

“We? So I belong to all five of you?”

“Indeed.”

I stammered. “But I don’t even know them like I know you!”

“Two seconds,” he said.

I just swallowed deeply before succumbing, and I panicked, looking up. “Okay!”

“Okay, what?” he said.

“Okay, I’ll do it!” I said. “I’ll belong to you as long as you protect me and do as I say... for three months.”

“Oh?” Sebastian smiled slightly. “She took it. Surprising.”

I breathed shakily.

Why did I agree? The deal is unfair. I get their services for three months and then they get me for the rest of my life?

How could I agree to something like that...?

I swallowed.

Is it because... I still feel something for him?

Sebastian just flipped a paper out from his pocket, unfolding it and pressing it to a car, silently writing a note down onto it before giving it to me. “Sign here.”

I stared.

“So you don’t back out.” He winked.

I just stared down at the paper before looking back at him.

“Sign it or no deal.” He leaned against the car.

I shifted, complying and read over the notes that were clear and concise with no legible loopholes.

It concerns me that he just has this in his pocket, but I’m desperate.

I need to get away from Will, so he doesn’t hurt me again.

I trust Sebastian more than I trust Will.

I picked up his pen and scribbled down my signature.

Sebastian immediately took the paper back and looked down at me.

“Welcome to the G.O.D.S.,” he said, smirking, “our baby girl.”
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Emma
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A Year Ago

_____

“You know what, Emma?” Will snapped. “I think you should get your head out of the fucking gutter, huh?”

He threw a newspaper down on the table, making me wince. “You tried to go to the police? I do so much for you, and you decide to go to the fucking police?”

He just growled and stepped backward. “Fucking bitch.”

“I haven’t told my parents...” I whispered.

“I haven’t told my—” he mocked. “Who fucking cares? It’s not like you mean anything to them, anyways. Do you understand the predicament you’re in? HUH? You’re a worthless maggot that should really watch her mouth. Let alone you’re so fucking hideous. Plain-looking. No parent could love that.”

I gazed up. “I think you’re talking about yourself.”

He stopped, slowly turning toward me with his eyes burning into my soul. “Pardon?”

“You heard me,” I replied then, glaring, “you’re worthless. Ugly. No parent could love that.”

He just came storming over to me, raising his hand.

I winced.

But nothing ever hit me.

I breathed slow, gazing up.

Sebastian held onto Will’s hand sharply, staring at him dead in the eyes as Will started shaking.

“Didn’t anyone ever tell you it’s not fitting to hit a woman?” he said, smirking. “It’s very well known, cock-sucker.”

Will started breathing shakily. 

“Look at him,” Sebastian mocked. “Shaking in his boots.”

He just threw Will backward, and he stumbled, hitting the wall and collapsing onto the floor.

Sebastian then came over to me, making me blink when he dusted off my shoulders and fixed my hair. “You know, you shouldn’t antagonize people like that.”

“You stopped him, didn’t you?” I said.

Sebastian glanced over at me. “Oh? Is someone saying she trusts me?”

“No,” I snapped. “I’m merely just stating a fact.”

He let out a sinister grin. “Adorable.”

He then glanced at Will. “Get out.”

He whimpered and stumbled, rushing out from the room.

I just blinked hazily before gazing up at him. “I’ve been meaning to ask... where are the other G.O.D.S. members?”

“They’re at home,” he said, brushing my hair down. “Waiting to meet you. I was sent to escort you to the frat house, and then I saw the maggot yelling at you.”

“Do you think you scared him off?” I said, staring after Will.

Sebastian glanced at the door. “Damn near pissed himself. It was cute.”

I looked back at him. “He’s going to come back when you leave.”

“Then he has a death wish,” Sebastian remarked.

*****
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Emma

Present

“Congratulations,” I said to my best friend, Emily.

She smiled weakly, setting her hand on her stomach. “Thank you.”

“When’s it due?” I wondered.

“Four weeks.”

I laughed softly. “Is Kaden excited?”

She glanced at her husband who was playing a beat game on the TV with her dad, and winning.

“Too excited,” she replied.

The front door parted, and a group of people just wandered in, making me glance over.

My mom was there, taking off her jacket while my four dads worked off their shoes.

I ran straight over to mom, nearly tackling her, and she smiled, petting my head.

“I haven’t seen you in over a year,” my dad, Damon, said. “How’s it going, kiddo?”

“Good,” I replied, standing up straighter. “I just adopted a new cat. His name is Fergus.”

“I see she’s got your nick for naming cats simple names,” Damon said to Maddie.

She just gave him a side-smile. “It was you guys who named the first one Jake. Don’t put the blame on me.”

“How’s the new college treating you?” Damon wondered. “Anything big?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Just normal college stuff.”

“To be honest,” mom said, “I was a touch surprised that you decided to move away from here so quickly. Right in the middle of your sophomore year, too.” She then looked over at Emily. “You two were besties, I thought.”

She was right. I moved to a college thirty miles from here right after Emily started dating Kaden.

But that was a year ago.

I swallowed before exhaling a sigh. “They offered better classes for my major,” I replied. “I thought it would be nicer there... and I still come back home to hang out with Emily every once and a while.”

It was a lie.

Not the coming back home thing but the reason why I left was a lie.

I told everyone I moved to Fairtown University because they offered better classes... but in reality...

I moved to get away from them.

And they hadn’t found me yet, which was good.

I think they gave up at some point this year.

Crazy, psychotic, egocentric maniacs.

I signed that contract so I couldn’t back out, but I was very good at escaping and hiding.

They wouldn’t find me as long as Onyx stayed in a military.

I told everyone not to bring it up to Onyx because he’s so busy, but in reality... I knew the first person he would tell would be Sebastian.

*****
[image: ]

Sebastian

Present

I maneuvered my tie around my neck, gently tightening it as I exhaled a sigh.

A knock sounded on the bedroom door, and I glanced over at it. “Yes?”

It parted, and one of the G.O.D.S. members stood there, Jason.

“How’s it going?” I said.

He just looked pained. “They still haven’t found her.”

I turned back to the mirror, pulling the collar over my neck neatly before glancing back at him.

“What are we going to do when we find her?” Jason said then. “Spank her?”

“Oh, no,” I said, grinning, “we’re doing much worse than that.”

“You’ve been plotting, haven’t you?” he said.

“Yes,” I replied smoothly. “I’ve been plotting worse things for every single day she remains out there. And it’s almost been a year, her pussy’s going to be very raw.”

He just leaned against the doorway. “The others are spreading among Europe and Asia, they think she moved out of country.”

“I’m not sure where she is,” I said, glancing back at him, “Onyx is gone for at least five more years, and her parents aren’t going to like me asking where she is. Raises too many eyebrows.”

“So then ask someone else to do it,” Jason replied.

“Oh, I tried,” I looked back at the mirror. “But her parents moved, and the frat members are struggling to find their new place.”

Jason just looked out the window. “Going to the meeting today?”

“Indeed,” I replied, fixing my jacket. “You should, too, you know.”

He exhaled a sigh. “Not feeling it.”

I fixed the rest of my tie before exhaling a sigh, and I looked over at him. “You’re missing out on some core curriculum.”

He arched a brow.

“Whatever,” I said, waving it off. “You do you.”

But a knock sounded on the door.

I glanced over to find one of the frat members standing there, holding a computer.

“What?” I said.

“Her phone signal picked up on a nearby tower,” he told me. “One we own.”

“Emma?” Jason said in disbelief.

My soul started etching back together, and I totally dismissed the meeting.

I dropped my hands immediately and stepped over. “Is she still in the area?”

“Yes,” he said, pointing to her tracker, “she’s in that neighborhood. I looked it up... one of her friends, Emily’s, social media, she announced a baby shower.”

I let out a slight grin. “Awh, the girl wants to be supportive, but she just fucked up.”

“All this time covering her tracks,” Jason said smoothly. “She was bound to take a risk at some point.”

I just dropped my head back.

“Should we go get her?” Jason said.

“No,” I said smoothly. “Let’s not be hasty. Her parents are there, and making a scene wouldn’t be the best idea.”

“What if she told her parents about us?” Jason questioned.

“She wouldn’t,” I said, glancing over at him. “It’ll hurt her pride. She doesn’t want to fall into the ‘brother’s best friend’ trope.”

He just pursed his lips before looking back at me. “So what do we do?”

“We wait,” I said with a grin, “and we plan her downfall.”
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Present

_____

I smiled as I closed my front door, setting my purse down.

My chubby kitty, Fergus sat there right in the middle of the entryway, watching me intently as if waiting for some big news.

“She’s having a baby soon!” I said excitedly.

He just blinked. “Mow.”

I just smiled. “You just want food, huh?”

He licked his chops.

“Thought so,” I laughed softly, walking over to him. “Wanna be picked up?”

He flopped on the ground, licking his chops again.

I scooped him up anyway.

“So, how’s your day?” I asked him.

“Meroow.”

“I see,” I replied, “and how did the bird react?”

“Meow.”

“Damn,” I replied, setting him in front of his food bowl, “what a bitch!”

He flopped on his back again, rolling around.

I picked up some canned food, and he immediately scrambled to his feet, staring at me intently.

I smiled over at him as he watched with anticipation while I opened the can and poured it into his food bowl.

“Need some water?” I said.

His eyes grew. “MEOW! MEOW!”

“Okay, okay!” I laughed and set the bowl in front of him. “Jesus.”

He immediately ran over it and started his nightly feast.

“Fatty,” I remarked.

He just took a bite and looked at me with full cheeks before going back down to eat.

Damn right, bitch. That’s what he was saying.

“You don’t even love me,” I said, pouting, “you just tolerate me because I feed you.”

He finished eating already and went to drink some water, and he then walked over to me and plopped on his butt. “Meow.”

“I’m not giving you more,” I pointed at him. “I gave you a full can.”

He just swished his tail. “Meow?”

I tipped my chin up, looking away. “You don’t even want my kisses. You just want food.”

He just pattered over to me and raised himself on his hind legs, pawing at my jeans.

I leaned down to pick him up. “So you do wanna kiss?”

His eyes glittered. “Meow?”

I just gently pecked his nose. “You’re welcome.”

He just raised his paws and pressed them to my cheeks, making me smile at him.

“Meow?” he said.

I just kissed his nose again and set him down. “Ready for bed?”

“Meoooow?” He excitedly pattered to my room, stopping ever few feet to make sure I was following.

When we made it to my room, he rolled all over the floor while I quickly brushed my teeth, changed, and got in bed.

He then hopped onto the mattress and padded over to me, gently curling up on my chest.

“Good night, Ferggie.”

“Meoooow.”

I flicked off the lamp.

*****
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Emma

Present

“MEOEOEOWOWOWOWOWOWOWOWOWOW!” Fergus squealed as I shoved him back in the tub.

“Stop fighting, you cat fungus!” I yelled. “You need a bath or else you’ll grow trees in your fur!”

“MEOEOEOEOWOWOWOWOWOWOWOW!” He splashed around, hitting the water with his paws like I was attempting to drown him.

“Hold still!”

“MEOEOWOWOWOWOWOW!”

“I’ll give you treats after!”

“MEOWOWOWOWOW!”

“I’ll give you dinner then!”

He paused, looking up at me.

I stared back down at him.

He licked his chops. “Meow?”

“Yes, I was serious. It is dinner time.”

He then plopped his ass in the water, swishing his tail around as he held his chin high. “Mow.”

I continued washing him then, him looking directly behind my shoulder and staring at his food bowl.

When I finished, I scooped him up in a towel and scrubbed him dry.

“MAOW!” he yelled, fighting me.

“I know you want dinner, but I have to brush you first!”

“MEOWOWOWOWOWOW!” He broke free and pattered over to his food bowl, plopping down on his butt and licking his chops again.

I sighed, dropping the towel and walking out of the bathroom, entering his bedroom. “Fine.”

He swished his tail as I picked up a can of food and pushed it into the bowl, mixing it up a bit.

He dove into his meal, eating quickly.

I took this opportunity of distraction and caught his brush, sitting down and starting to brush his fur.

He looked over at me with his cheeks full but then went down to his meal.

By the time he was done eating, I finished as well.

He just licked his bowl fully clean and looked at me.

He pattered in place before trotting off.

“Fatty!” I called after him.

“MOW!”

I gasped. “I am not!”

He just trotted into my room. “Meowowowowowow!”

I followed after him, finding him sitting on my rug. “What? You call your mommy names and then expect cuddles?”

He blinked slow. “Mow.”

“Well, you’re right.”

He just watched as I got ready for bed and finally relaxed in the sheets.

He hopped up on the bed and curled up at my side.

*****
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Sebastian

Present

“Shhh...” I said, pressing my finger to my lips.

Jason just followed after me, both of us sneaking up to Emma’s house.

“She sleeping?” he said.

“She should be,” I replied. “If she’s not... well... we’ll have to reveal ourselves sooner, won’t we?”

I stopped at her front door and knelt down, expertly pushing a pin into her door and unlocking it.

I then silently pushed open the front door.

The lights were off, the ground cool and soft, signifying that the heater wasn’t on.

She’s asleep. Good.

Jason and I entered, and Jason closed the door behind us.

But I immediately looked down, blinking.

A very chunky cat sat right in front of us, staring up at us intently with a daring look.

“You must be Fergus The Great,” I said, kneeling down.

He just yawned, looking back at us.

Jason went over and knelt back down, starting to pet his head.

Fergus just yawned again, and I scratched under his chin, starting to hear him purring.

“He approves of us,” I said. “Good kitty.”

“You are now our son,” Jason replied.

I smiled over at him. “I thought you don’t like cats.”

He glanced at me. “Neither do you.”

“Well, that was before I found out we had a child.” I kept petting his head, and he tipped his cheek into my hand. “It’s nice to meet you, my son. Your mommy doesn’t seem to be a good mommy and introduce you to your rightfully deserved daddies.”

He just kept purring.

“So,” I stood, “where’s your mommy?”

He just stood and pattered off upstairs, looking back to see if we were following.

Jason and I walked after him, going up the stairs and down the hall.

Fergus just scratched the cracked bedroom door before it pushed open, and he plopped down on his front legs, trotting in.

Jason and I walked in, watching our son curl up at the foot of the bed, still purring.

Emma was unconscious on the bed, the covers tangled at her feet while she wore a tank top and nothing but panties.

Her body was sprawled all over the bed, her chest rising and falling with gentle breaths.

Mmmm... so peaceful.

Not for long, little one.

Jason just walked over to Emma, kneeling by the bed and gently brushing his fingers along her cheek.

She whimpered, stirring.

“You’ve grown, and it’s only been a year...” he whispered, “you cut your hair. It looks so cute.”

She stirred again.

“Don’t worry, little one,” he promised, still comforting her. “We’ll be united soon enough. Just you wait.”

“And you won’t escape us this time,” I replied with a smirk.
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Raven
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One Year Ago

_____

“Emma,” I said, glancing over at the hallway to find her attempting to tip-toe.

She stopped, looking over at me anxiously.

“Where are you going?” I wondered, arching a brow.

She looked to the front door and then back at me. “Nowhere.”

“Mmm...” Jason replied.

“Liar,” Sebastian replied, smiling slyly over at her from the other armchair.

“A very, very bad liar,” I said, lashes lowering. “Where are you going, sweets?”

She looked to the front door again. “Ice cream.”

“At one in the morning?” Jason said.

She blinked. “Yes.”

I exhaled a chuckle, running my hand through my purple-black locks. “If you’re trying to escape, you should come up with better lies, Angel.”

She stammered for a moment. “I’m not trying to escape!”

“Another lie,” Sebastian said. “Our girl is lying a lot tonight, isn’t she?”

I sat back in my armchair. “Come here, Angel.”

She panicked, taking a step back.

I patted my lap. “Come here.”

She shook her head.

I just smiled. “I won’t bite.”

“I will,” Sebastian said.

Jason kicked him.

“Ow!”

I just watched them in amusement before looking back to Emma. “Don’t be shy, come here.”

She looked around anxiously, but her curiosity overcame her anxiety, and she walked over to me, her eyes glittering.

I picked her up, hearing her squeak, but I just set her in my lap, letting her rest her head on my shoulder.

“If you won’t sleep, I’ll make you,” I said then, brushing my fingers through her hair. “Okay?”

“Okay.” Her voice was quiet, soft.

She closed her eyes, starting to relax.

I snapped at Jason, and he smiled slight when he handed me a blanket from his armchair.

I pulled it over Emma, and she murmured soft sounds before she relaxed fully.

“Damn, I admit that’s cute,” Sebastian replied, amused.

“I didn’t know that cute was in your vocabulary,” Jason remarked.

“You’ll be dead before you tell anyone,” he replied sternly.

“Shhh, guys...” I said, brushing my hand through Emma’s hair. “Our girl is sleeping.”

They all then looked down at her, watching her with a gentleness that they never had before.

Sebastian’s lips curled. “I knew you’d all love her.”

“Where’d you find her?” Jason said casually.

“Her brother gave her to me,” Sebastian said.

“Really?” Jason said.

“No,” he responded. “I stole her.”

We all chuckled.

“Mmm...” she murmured, rubbing her eyes and struggling to sit up.

“No, baby,” I corrected, pulling her back to me. “Stay like a good girl.”

She stared tiredly into my eyes, her own gaze so hazy.

I tucked some hair away from her face. “I’m going to get you addicted to my touch. Cuddling is the first step.”

She yawned, now looking more exhausted.

“What’s the second step?” Jason said.

“Are you serious?” Sebastian replied.

Jason blinked.

He made a crude gesture, and Jason shook his head. “I know that, but what are the steps in between?”

“Guys,” I said gently, “she’s awake. Don’t scare her.”

They just slouched against the chairs, watching us now.

I looked down at her. “Can you wrap your arms around me?”

She shook her head.

I smiled. “No?”

“I don’t wanna cuddle...” she whispered tiredly, “I wanna... go get... ice cream. Let... me... go....”

“You won’t make it past the door without collapsing, sweetheart,” Sebastian said, amused. “You’re half-awake right now.”

I smiled down at her. “Why don’t you close your eyes?”

She whimpered slowly, pushing against my chest but was so weak that it barely even made me move.

“No, baby,” I said, pulling her against me and drawing the blanket over her. “I said I’m getting you addicted to my touch, remember?”

“You’re... too... warm....”

“You say that as if it’s a bad thing,” Sebastian remarked.

“Mmmm!” she whined, pushing harder.

Jason just stood and walked over to us, making me gaze up.

He just knelt by the chair, facing her, and started pulling her arms back so she collapsed onto me.

She whined softly.

He just tucked her hands in her lap and pulled the covers over her. “Be a good girl.”

She blinked tiredly.

“Go to sleep,” he whispered, cupping her cheek.

I looked down at her, finding her turning her face into his hand slightly.

I smiled. “Getting addicted to two at once... my, my, such a good girl.”

“I don’t want to sleep,” she whispered.

“You don’t need to be alert, baby,” I promised. “We won’t hurt you.”

“Speak for yourself,” Sebastian said.

Jason took off his shoe and threw it at him.

He dodged it. “Ow! Jesus! I meant with bdsm!” He gazed up, smiling . “I’d love to bite her breasts... they look so soft.”

Jason threw his other shoe at him, and this time it hit his shoulder.

“Ow!”

“We’re trying not to scare her!” Jason hissed.

“Mmm...” I said, looking down at her breasts, “they do look yummy.”

She turned into me. “Pervert.”

I smiled.

“Sorry, baby,” Jason said, “I ran out of shoes. I can’t hit him for you.”

“It’s okay,” she said gently. “You’re my favorite, anyway.”

I inhaled through my teeth.

“Rude,” Sebastian commented.

Jason smirked in pride.

“Picking favorites,” I remarked, looking down at her. “That’s not very nice of you, baby.”

“You kidnapped me,” she whispered, “that’s not very nice of you.”

Jason nodded. “Fair point.”

Sebastian picked up Jason’s shoe and threw it back at him.

It smacked him in the head, and he yelped. “Ow!”

“Don’t encourage her,” Sebastian said.

“Did he actually piss you off?” I said, mouth parting.

“No,” Sebastian slouched back, “I just wanted payback.”

“That was my head, dude!” Jason said. “I aimed for your shoulder!”

Sebastian smirked. “I’m the sadistic one. It seems as if you guys keep forgetting that.”

The front door opened then, startling our angel.

She looked up as two other tall, broad men entered the room. I watched in amusement as she followed their tattoos down their arms, to their hands.

Kitt ran his fingers through his dirty blonde hair, flicking off raindrops, and Alistair kicked mud off his boots.

“Lovely to see you home, my loves,” Sebastian kissed at him.

Alistair just flipped him off.

“Wow,” Sebastian said, “so aggressive.”

“He’s a little pissed today,” Kitt admitted. “The target got away and we had to hunt them.”

I just put my hands over Emma’s ears, and she froze.

“Shhhh...” I said, motioning to her.

They both blinked and looked down.

Alistair’s smile found its way on his face. “Well, hello, there. Looks like someone escaped bed.”

She scrambled back a little, and I caught her tighter, pulling her back in my lap. 

“It’s okay, baby. You’re not in trouble,” I promised.

Alistair knelt down, mimicking Jason. “How’s our baby?”

“Too anxious and hyper for three in the morning,” Sebastian said, leaning back in his chair. “Tried to escape.”

“She did, did she?” Alistair looked up to her, brow arching.

“But she did come over willingly and climbed into Raven’s lap,” Jason noted. “Don’t be too harsh on her.”

“Don’t punish her tonight,” I said, brushing her hair back when she looked up at me. “She’s been a good girl.” 

“I have,” she said, shrinking into me.

Sebastian chuckled a little. “Awh, Alistair. You scared her. Look at that cute, horrified face.”

“I’m not scared!” she argued.

We all just smiled down at her, and she started shifting. “I’m going to bed.”

“No,” I said, pulling her back in my lap. “You stay.”

“But I wanna go to bed!”

“And I want a million dollars,” Sebastian remarked sarcastically.

She sent him an annoyed glare.

“You can go to bed in my arms,” I stated. “See? You even have the blanket.” I tucked it up to her shoulders. “All you have to do is sleep now.”

She shifted again. “I can’t sleep when you’re all staring at me.”

“A shame,” Kitt said, leaning against the wall. “You look so cute when you’re dreaming.”

Her cheeks shaded over.

I just pet her hair back. “Go to sleep.”

She just looked down at my fingers, her eyes locking on my black-painted nails.

She gently touched them, making me smile.

“Do you want me to do yours?” I said. “I only have black, but I can buy whatever you’d like.”

She shook her head softly.

“Too intimate?” Alistair mocked.

Sebastian threw Jason’s other shoe at him.

It smacked him in the face. “Ow! What the fuck?!”

“I dunno,” he replied, “just wanted payback.”

“For what?!”

“You didn’t even aim for me,” Jason replied, annoyed. “Why’d you go for him?”

“Thought it’d be fun,” he responded. “Look at him, he’s fuming.”

Alistair flipped him off again.

“Save that finger for a lonely night,” Sebastian mocked.

Alistair smiled then. “Oh, I will. But it’ll be up your ass.”

“Is that a threat? Or a promise?” Sebastian remarked.

“What would you like it to be?” Alistair said. “Dick.”

“Asshat.”

“Cock-weasel.”

“Fucker-bitch.”

“Shit-head.”

“Dick-flinger.”

“Dick-flinger?” he echoed. “The fuck does that mean?”

“What do you want it to mean?” Sebastian replied.

Alistair just waved him off, focusing back on Emma who had her beautiful eyes wide. “Why look so horrified?”

She stammered for a moment before regaining her composure. “Do you guys...?”

“What?” Kitt said, amused. “Do we, what?”

She just swallowed. “Do you guys fuck?”

We all looked at each other before back at her.

“Yup,” I said.

“Totally,” Kitt replied.

“Almost every night,” Alistair said.

She looked very confused, as if that thought didn’t cross her mind in centuries.

I did admit... we did look like best friends rather than lovers. So I understood how it was confusing.

“It’s a shame,” Sebastian leaned back in his chair, “we’re all dominants... we need a submissive.”

He glanced over at her with a smirk.

Her eyes rounded.

“Just one will do,” Alistair tipped his head to the side, “a cute, innocent little thing.”

“Named, Emma,” Kitt popped his lips with her name.

She immediately shot up to escape.

“No, no,” I said, pulling her back down. “Where are you going? We were snuggling.”

“You guys are crazy,” she said. “I want out.”

“Emmmmmmaaaaaaa,” Sebastian said, lifting the contract in his hands, “don’t you recognize the handwriting?”

She just glared at him. “You said you wouldn’t assault me.”

“Hell, no,” Jason shook his head. “Fuck, no. We’d never hurt you.”

“I will!” Sebastian said.

Jason scrambled for his shoe.

“Ha!” Sebastian pointed to him. “Fucker doesn’t have a weapon!”

Jason just glared and shoved my shoe off my foot, making Sebastian’s eyes round.

“Uh—oh.”

He hauled the shoe at him, and it immediately smacked him in the face.

“Ah!” he yelped. “Not my prized attribute!”

“Don’t be a jackass,” Jason said before looking back at Emma. “As I said, we wouldn’t hurt you.”

“In a bad way,” Alistair replied.

Jason sent him a look.

“Be honest,” Kitt said. “Don’t lie to her.”

Jason hesitated.

I just went out and said it anyway, gently catching under her chin and raising her eyes to meet mine.

Her beautiful, brown eyes glistening in concern.

“All of us love bdsm, baby,” I told her. “All five of us are dominants, all five are sadists. We do enjoy bdsm a lot. And as Sebastian said, we do need a submissive, and we’re all loving you so much.”

She shifted her legs, her eyes shaking.

“But,” I said, eyes gentle, “none of us have a rape kink. We will never hurt you in that way.”

“No means no,” Jason said.

“And a safe word means stop,” Kitt added.

“Consent is hot,” Alistair said with a smile.

“I agree on that one,” Sebastian said. “I’d love making you beg to cum. It’s no fun when you’re crying and pleading for me to stop. Total orgasm-killer.”

She looked calmer now.

“Better?” I said gently.

She nodded.

I just pulled away and nuzzled my face in her chest, and she whimpered.

Her legs shifted again, and it immediately caught my attention.

I gazed up at her, smiling. “Do you have an ache that needs easing?”

Her face grew red.

“Baby,” I said, “I can smell your arousal miles away.”

“What are you, a werewolf?” Kitt said.

I sent him a look. “It’s a metaphor. Ever heard of one?”

He just cleared his throat, hiding a smile.

I focused back on her. “Do you want us to ease it?”

She started shaking. “I’ve never been touched before.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “We know what we’re doing.”

“We’ll be your first, and your last,” Kitt remarked.

She looked around the FireNight frat house anxiously.

I moved her chin back to face me, and she flushed.

“No one will know if you keep quiet,” I said, smiling. “It’ll only get worse, and you’ll get more desperate, and more desperate... until you can’t take it anymore. You’ll come running, on your knees, begging us to let you cum because you’re not allowed to do it yourself.”

“Better ease it now,” Sebastian stood, setting his drink aside. “You’ll sleep better.”

She watched anxiously as Sebastian and Kitt came over to my armchair, all of us caging her.

I gently kissed her neck, and she started shaking, exhaling a small moan.

“Tell us what you want,” I whispered in her ear.

“Don’t be shy,” Sebastian came close to her, his breath steaming her neck. “Just give in.”

She shuttered in pleasure, moaning softly again, her legs shifting.

I gently pressed my finger to her panties, and she whimpered.

“Mmm...” I said, “soaking wet.”

“Do you want to cum, Emma?” Kitt wondered.

She nodded.

“Say it aloud,” Sebastian said. “Tell us what you want.”

“I...” she breathed shakily, “I wanna cum.”

“You wanna cum?” Kitt smiled. “How would you like to cum, Emma?”

Her body heat increased, making me chuckle.

She shook her head. “Stop making me say dirty things.”

“Oh, but you are dirty, sweetheart,” Alistair danced his fingers along her leg, “or you will be.”

“You’re ours now,” Sebastian said. “So beg.”

She swallowed. “I wanna... I wanna cum.”

“How, baby?” Kitt said again.

“With your fingers,” she choked out.

Oh, my lord, she was so fucking cute. 

“Where?” I said.

Her eyes squeezed shut. “Please, just touch me.”

“We can’t do anything if you don’t tell us what you want,” Sebastian said with a smile. “How are we supposed to know what you want if you don’t say it?”

She turned into me. “Raven, please help.”

“I’m not the nice one,” I said then. “That’s Jason.”

“And I’m still going to tell you to beg,” Jason said then, smiling.

We all watched her in anticipation.

The girl was flustered and angry, but too fucking aroused to storm off somewhere.

She wanted to cum... no... she needed to cum, and we were going to fix it once she caved.

She didn’t say anything for too long, making me smile.

We need to up her arousal a little to get her to give in.

“Let’s play a game,” I said.

She looked up at me.

The other guys caught on, smiling.

“A game?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied, “don’t you want to play?”

She couldn’t say no, this woman loved games whether or not she wanted to admit it.

Just look at her social media feed and all the dark romance influencers she watches.

“What kind of game?” she whispered.

Ah... she caught on. I hooked the fish, now I have to reel.

“I can make you cum in one minute,” I said.

She blinked, her brows drawing together. “One minute? With what?”

“My bare fingers.”

“Like hell.”

I arched a brow. “So you want to play the game, then?”

The other boys chuckled, knowing where I was going with this.

She parted her lips before she pressed them tightly together. “That’s not humanly possible.”

“I think it is. I can feel you dripping onto me,” I said
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